
  
    
  


   


  The Life and Times of a Mad Scientist


   


  By Rosey Frost


   


   


   


   


   


  Copyright © 2021: All rights reserved. Any duplication in whole or in part is strictly forbidden. ISBN: 9781005084257.


   


   


  Table of Contents


   


  Title Page


  Copyright


   


  About the Author


  Introduction


  Prologue


  Chapter 1 Chance Meeting with a Friend


  Chapter 2 the Music Box


  Chapter 3 the Escapists Insurrection


  Chapter 4 First Attempt, Stability of the King


  Chapter 5 the Contingency Fleeing


  Chapter 6 the Aftermath


  Chapter 7 Love as the Ultimate Power Source


  Chapter 8 Time Passages


  Chapter 9 Bury the Dead and Don’t Leave a Trace


  Chapter 10 Twisted by Death


  Chapter 11 the Finished Solution


   


  THE END


  Disclaimer


   


   


   


   


   


  About the Author


   


   


  Ian “Rosey” Frost is an author of vision and to some extent an optimist. Sometimes he is a philosopher. This is not the first book, and probably not the last that Frost has completed. He had worked before authoring news reports as a professional journalist in Western America and dealt with every daily reality imaginable.


   


  Obsessed with the struggle of man to survive in his modern environment and the lack of interest in solving the problems faced by future generations, Frost was quite disillusioned by a system that only talked about what faced mankind in the time ahead.


   


  He ended his career as a journalist and without any monetary means left, found himself in a struggle for his own self-survival. He joined the armed services where he faced the problem of involvement in nothing less than a war of beliefs. After his tenure as a professional soldier, he realized the fruitless efforts of making war against his brothers was not the solution and again put pen to paper. This time not as a member of the free press, but as a writer of novels intended to be entertaining as well as delivering some message of hope for the future. 


   


  


  


   


   


  Introduction


   


   


  The Life and Times of a Mad Scientist is the third and final book in a pulp trilogy of science fiction. Farewell Forever Starlight Wish or The Forever Syndrome (alternative title, the former first published in 2007, the latter in 2017) and Incident on Planet MIA-911, Space Grail (published in 2017) are the initial two works in this series. It is not necessary to read the first two books, as all three present a chronological progression using different themes. It is recommended, however, for a fuller understanding and enhanced entertainment experience.


   


  The Chronology of the Ages is as follows: Book 1 set in the Age of Eternity, (approximate real time 2100 A.D. to 2250 A.D. with jumps to the mid 1800s and 2494 A.D.); Book 2 set in the Age of Scientific Discovery of God (approximate real time 2251 A.D. to 2300 A.D.); and Book 3 set in the Age of Dualism (beginning sometime after the 2300s).


   


  Excerpt from Book 1, describing the future scenario of the state of mankind: “In a time in which man had forgotten the value of his own flesh and blood came the bombs! The earth was divided by population differences. It was a bitter division that was promulgated by corruption and greed of one side’s desire to dominate the other. The classes, if it could be so defined, were two in number…the haves and have nots. This was the battlefront of the Great and Useless War. It was fought to eliminate the have nots and only succeeded in destroying all that man had previously known. Only the human divisions were all that was after the revival and rebuilding.”


   


   


  Prologue


   


   


  John “Johnny” Jones was the founding father of a religious-scientific movement in the year 2276 A.D… He was a young man during the Eternity One Project or the Age of Eternity. He survived the early divisions of the God Era. Although he was long since declared dead, his science was an original basic view of the earth and the surrounding universe as a duplicate of itself. His teachings later were regarded as a scientific theory and became an almost mystic cult by the Age of Dualism.


   


  It was rumored in some long-ago legend that he devised a means through which man could pass freely between the two dimensions. He was supposed to have created a portal, based on Einstein’s unified field, to reach this parallel universe.


   


  He does something that no one else before him was able to comprehend. Later, Jones adds his own personal customization to the mold. He does this, according to all accounts, in order to escape man made chaos. The legend explains that Jones suddenly one day disappeared and was never heard from again. His close followers attributed this to his success in his escape attempts.


   


  Over one hundred years later Disciples of Jones, in the Age of Dualism (beginning approximately 2300 A.D.), readopt his scientific course. The result is an inability to reproduce the correct set of conditions to achieve the jump from one universe to another. Only a few faithful still hold onto the fading glimmer of hope the technology will be rediscovered.


   


  Vain attempts to duplicate the cryptic code of Jones over time became less and less popular. Those that did continue try to find the solution to the time-hallowed physics puzzle were forced to go underground by increasing political and religious pressure from opposition that rallied under another banner.

  
   


  Very few proponents of the ancient religion were left. The most of them had become impure or defiled in their method of thinking.


  


  One such ardent believer is Dr. Tomas Yeager. Yeager is uncompromised amid strong criticism, but the critics begin to gain ground as Yeager struggles with the secrets of his mind.


   


   


   


  The situation on earth has been radically changed by advancement. By the year 2300 A.D., the earth was no longer able to sustain the massive numbers of new births that seemed to proportionally rise each year. The boom of numbers was a result of years of repression by disease and war. The mask of the past had been lifted and these negative causalities had been systematically eliminated. There was no war and no disease. All that existed now was sterile. The problem was there were just not enough life-sustaining materials to go around, and much of that had been synthesized or altered by technological replacement.


   


  Many had grown discontent with their meager existence of rations as a Rausch of Escapist ideology had infiltrated even the most normal lifestyle. A platform of dualistic beliefs divided the world’s peoples in stagnant polarization. There were those of submission to the Status Quo Movement and those with the wish to escape. The Escapists were shunned for their attempts to prove a parallel dimension existed and a simple door to a better life was attainable. These were the radicals with a vision of fractional scientific basis. They formed again the almost-forgotten scientific religion.


   


  Contrary to the Escapists, the Status Quoers maintained a more philosophical belief in self-healing through the power of introspection and meditation to deal with their daily situation as prescribed by the fate of the moment. It was the latter group that possessed the most political clout.


   


  Not to mention, the constant threat of defenselessness and growing dependency on and from the machine was dehumanizing all the people. Virtual reality was becoming a drug to ease the masses, but it did not suffice to quell the outcry. Even the Status Quoers did no longer remain quiet.


   


   


  Warning: The following passage or poem contains a graphic description. It is not intended for readers under the age of 16 and reader discretion is advised. Other portions of the book may describe offensive political platforms. It also contains some elements of adult sexuality.


   


  This book is not intended to be apocalyptic. It is not intended to cause anxiety. It does not condemn or affirm any political platform. It is intended to lead the reader to draw his own conclusions and spur his or her interest in self-research. Editor’s Note: “Don’t let them steal your souls!”


   


   


   


  The most horrible poem ever written: “In the Belly of the Beast”.


   


  Yeah, I am but of impartial decision, only one time befallen and wrongly.


   


  Choose to enter the cave where I fell, seemingly forever into darkness.


   


  Suddenly realizing the extent of my fate, I find myself lying on a mound of already devoured flesh.


   


  Although unaware at first, through the method of later examination, its red hue becomes known to me.


   


  Moribund, my own blood flowing through my veins! It all feels not unlike... 

  
   

  
  that of the vessels that once carried living plasma through the meat on the mound of dead flesh on which I now lay. It presses me down.


   


  The punishment of this hopelessness is lifeless, barren darkness. Unknowingly, they are now the harbingers of my present destiny. The stink of the future grows even stronger.


   


   


  


  The poem attempts to show the desperation of the human condition.


   


  If left unattended, the result of this hopelessness is "lifeless, barren darkness". 


   


   


   


  He sat alone on a hill, overlooking the majesty and beauty of all creation. He was motionless, showing no external signs of life, but his eyes could see. There was no suggestion or sign of life save for the rise and fall of his chest cavity as he aspirated. With each breath, there was no change to observe. He was benign and inert.


   


  There came a sound, a terrible rumble from the ground. He was unable to hear it or feel the tremble of the earth beneath him. His eyes were still open. He thought in quiet solace to close them, and in so doing saw in his mind’s eye a great and blinding light. The light quickly turned into a wave of an inferno. The flames began to consume him. A cloud of devastation was rising and he could sense it was the end. His body was now just aflame, incinerated by the chaos.


   


  He did not understand but now was free. “I am free,” he said to himself in affirmation and acceptance. He was in another place, much unlike the one he had left behind. He noted he was now able to move about with ease. He definitely did not understand.


   


   Tomas woke in a cold sweat, the water causing him to shiver as it ran down his body. He needed to fixate and
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