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I woke up in a strange room, brightly
lit and smelling of iodine, my head was pounding. Where was I? What
happened? I tried to move my legs, success, my arms followed. The
door opened with a creak and in walked some figures in white. My
vision was still very blurry; they looked only like white smudges
moving against the backdrop of the room to me. I suddenly had the
feeling I was in the hospital, I had been there many times over the
years, I could tell by the feel of the bed with its scratchy
sandpaper sheets. “Why was there always a metal rod down the middle
of the paper thin mattress right across your back, every time?” I
heard a voice, it seemed distant.

“Mr. Lorey, Mr. Lorey can
you hear me?” I nodded at the figure filling my field of vision
with a blurry smear. It was beginning to come back to me now,
somewhat. I was jogging, I began to feel dizzy…definitely the
hospital.

“Mr. Lorey, sir you’re in
the hospital. I’m Dr. Bosensteg,” the voice continued. “You passed
out while exercising Mr. Lorey, a passerby called an ambulance and
you were brought to our hospital. You’re safe now.” I nodded, that
was the extent of my current abilities. After nodding I passed back
out of consciousness, drifting to sleep among the chirps of
machines and the mumbling of medicine men. Awakening again,
suddenly after what seemed only a few moments to find a nurse
removing my IV. My head immediately felt clearer than the last
waking moments, even though I had just come to.

“Good morning Mr. Lorey,
awake I see.” The nurse said.

“Hello,” I replied raspy as
a toad. She helped me drink a sip of water when I motioned to the
glass. “Thank you,” I said sounding a little less toad
like.

“I’ll go get Dr. Bosensteg;
he wanted to be informed immediately if you woke up again.” The
nurse said and left the room. Really? The doctor wants to see me
immediately if I wake, well I guess I’m Mr. popular around here.
“Damn it! I still can’t remember it all. Where was I going?” The
doctor strolled into the room as I was struggling to sit myself up
a little. He reached over and helped me; I sat back propped up
against the lopsided pillows.

“Glad to see you’re awake
Mr. Lorey, it’s been three days since you last stirred. How do you
feel?”

“I played dumb, well I don’t
remember much, I remember jogging and feeling dizzy, I figured it
was another asthma attack. After that I remember waking up
here.”

“Do you have any family or
anyone we should notify of your condition?”

“No, I was raised by my
grandparents, no siblings, no cousins. Both grandparents are long
dead now, may they rest in peace. I live alone in an apartment
downtown next to the new technology center.”

“Ah, I understand, Well Mr.
Lorey, this is difficult news, please brace yourself. I am truly
sorry I must be the one to deliver it. You passed out earlier this
week while jogging, because you are suffering from terminal cancer
of the lungs. It appears to be widespread and aggressive, not
simply isolated in the lungs. You are a very strong man to even be
walking around still, much less jogging. The cells we examined are
unlike any others our oncologists have seen before.”

It was true; I had been diagnosed with
terminal cancer, many times, for many decades. There is nothing
natural about my particular disease however. Fifty seven years ago,
I was part of a top secret military project seeking to test the
maximum human lifespan. There had been interest in a particular
strain of virus that caused what could only be called indefinite
cancer in its subjects. Cancer, as the doctors described it to us
is simply cells dividing uncontrollably. They had figured out a way
to make your cells divide not uncontrollably, but indefinitely.
Instead of replicating forever, the cells would terminate and
repopulate at specific timed intervals. A genius way to turn a
dastardly disease on its ass, I thought. For all intents and
purposes if a doctor examined you in the civilian world, it would
appear you only had weeks to live and your body was riddled with
late stage cancers of all types. The reality was the virus,
combined with the timing serum the military created actually was
designed to mimic cancer and fly under the radar. Like I said the
difference between what we had and an actual terminal disease was
that our cells had been programmed to die off in a timely way,
thanks to the virus serum’s instruction.

The virus serum had created “technical
immortality.” Replicating the process of cancer was to add another
benefit, adding the time receptor for cell death and rebirth
through the serum the patients would appear to not age and were
thought immune to other forms of disease. This meant, barring an
accident, they could technically live forever. “Technical
immortality,” is the name that was given to the result because any
of us could still die of a car crash, gunshot etc. If any unnatural
death was avoided the subjects should live on unmolested by time
for eternity. There were of course problems from the beginning. The
initial serum killed half of the subjects; another twenty percent
over time had the serum’s balance fail and died of terminal cancer.
Those of us who lived developed our own side effects. I developed
severe asthma, hence the passing out, I still jog, I never learn. I
can never be bitter about my fate. I was twenty one when I
underwent the serum process fifty seven years ago and to this day I
don’t look a day over thirty. I discovered something unique; even
though I don’t age, simply by living a hard stress filled life that
adds many shadows and wrinkles to the face, even on someone who’s
supposed to be immortal. That day in 1954, in that underground
bunker my life was changed forever. As far as I know, the others
died in various ways over the years and I am the only surviving
member of the experiments which were dubbed, “the eternity
project.”

“Mr. Lorey are you still
with me?” The doctor’s nasally, grating voice brought me back from
my thoughts.

“Yes doctor, I understand
thank you. How long would you say I have?”

“Always hard to say Mr.
Lorey, weeks, maybe months, I truly am sorry.”

“Thank you for the truth
doctor,” trying to sound as weak as possible. After what I’ve been
through, I’ve learned not to trust anyone, especially in a lab
coat. “I would like to be alone now if you don’t mind.”

“Certainly Mr. Lorey, just
let one of the nurses’ know if you need anything. I will be back
later to discuss any hospice or other end of life care you may need
due to lack of family.”

With that the good doctor rose and
walked out of the room. I could tell he’d given that speech before,
what a goddamn robot. Now that my head was clearing a bit, I could
feel my strength returning. I hadn’t had an episode of passing out
and losing my memory in over two decades. I think I had better take
it easy on the jogging.

There was still one person , one
liaison the government had assigned to me long ago and who had
become my friend before I had to run because I couldn’t take the
tracking anymore. Not even from my minder and friend, Henry
Urnswitczh. A product of another military experiment as far as I
knew, Henry never seemed to age either. But his was a different
power, more mental than physical, a complete brain. I hadn’t spoken
to him in over five years. There was no pressing need to, I wasn’t
having any health problems then and my virus serum with replication
timing seemed to be in perfect balance. This new episode of passing
out for a week and coming close to losing all of my memories’
however, changed everything. I needed to speak to Henry
immediately; maybe the technical part of my physical immortality
had suddenly become more technical than I knew.

Staying in the hospital bed was not a
possibility, I had to leave immediately. My IV had already been
removed earlier by the nurse; I removed the attached electrodes,
wheeled my legs off the bed and stood up. I fell back on the bed
after a wave of dizziness washed over me. I stood again, much
better this time. I walked over to the closet in my room to fetch
my clothes and get out of this filthy green gown, feels like
wearing cardboard. I looked, there was nothing in there, not even a
hanger, odd. As I closed the closet door, the door to my room
opened, it opened a little too quickly for my taste, and it was Dr.
Bosensteg.

“Ah, Mr. Lorey, up and about
I see, great to see you feeling better.”

Red flags everywhere in my mind, this
guy had just diagnosed me with terminal cancer. I should be
bedridden and if he’s a doctor he would know it and demand it. But
me up and about like nothing is wrong looking for my clothes to
leave the hospital under my own strength didn’t seem to faze or
upset him. This was not going to end well.

“Yes, I’m just looking for
my clothes but they aren’t in the closet, I am feeling much better
and I would like to check out now.” Any true doctor would be
ranting and raving at this point, demanding I get back in the
bed.

“Certainly Mr. Lorey, your
clothes are actually hanging behind the door in the restroom, not
in the closet. There were a few times during your comatose state
you had sleepwalking episodes and would do strange things such as
hanging your clothes in the restroom.”

Nope. That was it, gloves off, that was
too strange. I had never had any sleepwalking episodes or problems
in my entire life. Still, I could figure that out later. I really
needed to get my clothes and get out of this hospital, if it truly
was a hospital. I had to talk to Henry. I needed more answers, is
my serum failing? What’s going on with my memory? I suspected this
place had been keeping me drugged. I walked into the restroom, my
clothes weren’t hung behind the door, they were strewn in various
places. Of course I knew they wouldn’t be where the doctor
said.

“Isn’t that strange,” Dr
Bosensteg said. “Here, let me help you gather them.” I had already
begun gathering the clothes as the doctor walked over to the
restroom door. I bent down to pick up my shirt lying underneath the
sink. As I stood up, I held the shirt in my hands, looking down
upon it I shook it off. Out of the corner of my eye in the mirror
just above the sink, I saw a syringe in Dr. Bosensteg’s hand as he
inched closer to the bathroom door smiling. When he was within
distance, I turned and brought my fist up, punching straight from
the hip, not telegraphing the punch with my shoulder. Placing all
my strength and weight behind the blow, I connected squarely with
the good doctor’s nose. Knocking him clear across the room crashing
onto the floor, leaving him sprawled in a pool of blood next to the
bed. The syringe was in his hand, there was a blue liquid within.
“Try to kill me will you?” I injected the doctor with the syringe
and stripped him of his clothes to put on in place of the cardboard
gown. Then I tossed the doctor in the closet and closed the door. I
instinctively grabbed the near empty syringe and placed it in the
pocket of the lab coat I was now wearing.

“Maybe Henry can figure
something out about this liquid.” I said to myself as I opened the
door to my room and slid into the hallway unnoticed. It’s amazing
how changing into the clothes of someone people think belongs in a
particular place allows you to go unseen. I made my way down the
stairs and out the front exit, completely unmolested and without
incident. I was happy about this, yet concerned. There were three
possibilities here. One, the doctor was the only one assigned to
drug and watch me. Two, my disguise had allowed me to slip away
without being seen by anyone who may have been watching, or three,
I was being watched the whole time and allowed to leave so I could
be followed. I would have to take my chances. Exiting the hospital
I removed the doctor’s coat and bundled it under my arm, mindful of
the syringe. This crazy scenario had not given me any time to think
things through. I needed to rest and go through the events of the
last few days to figure things out in my mind. Figure out who wants
me dead and why? There would be no rest for now and I couldn’t go
back to my place.

Henry Urnswitczh, that is the only name
that matters
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