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      About the Author
    


  
      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 destiny of the planet called the earth is constantly changing. Along with the changes it has gone through over its 4.5 billion years, man has inhabited its surface for only a short while. The history of rational man is relatively modern when juxtaposed against the long-standing chronology of the epochs the earth has recorded. The various species of life have been more dependent on the evolution of the planet than on the course of biological evolution. Life, while being tied to the earth, has experienced few alterations in the bonding process with Mother Earth. It is the future of life that is now in danger of changing, and time is running out for the family of man.
    


  
      As the unfriendly environment is becoming more and more drastically 'unfriendly' to human beings, the species cannot hope to evolve along with it. The world does not fear change. The earth will remain the blue planet, but it will outlive its dominant life form if indicators prove true. The Epic Future World Unknown presents all the human abuses and misuses of the earth's resources.
    


  
      Excerpt from The Book of the Prophet, Verses 1 to 12, 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 caused by corruption and greed on one side seeking to dominate the other. The classes, if it could be so defined, were two...the haves and have-nots. During the utopian and useless war, this was the frontline. 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 remained after the revival, and to rebuild from what was left."
    


  
      Chronology of the Ages from The Chronicles of Future Memory, Book 1, Verses 400 to 405: 
 
      Age of Eternity
      , approximately, 2100 AD to 2250 AD. With jumps to the mid-1800s and 2494 AD. 

      Age of Scientific Discovery of God
      , approximate real-time, 2251 AD. To 2300 AD. 
      Age of Dualism
      , beginning sometime after the 2300s.

      Age of Escape
      (2500 AD...?). These are the four ages of significance in the saga.

    


  
      The future is by nature a part of life yet to be experienced. When nature turns against the living, then the only thing left to do is count days left worth in hopes of survival. The only thing human that changes over time is the faces of those involved in 
      The Epic Future World Unknown
       and their changes in what motivates them throughout the ages. It becomes a struggle between life and extinction between the two, the earth versus mankind. This ensuing confrontation is the future history detailed in 
      The Epic Future World Unknown
       and will change the course of mankind’s fate forever. From per-civilization to civilized antiquity, the development process of the species has become recorded history. The technological advancement to facilitate a better quality of ease of living began prior to the 21st Century. The problems as a result of this 'advancement' were soon found across the board in the form of global catastrophe at the onset of the 22nd Century. Some of the faces have come out of the caves in which they live. Their stories show the way into the future world unknown.
      
    


  

  
      Chapter 1 Attempt to Extend the Lifespan (In the Age of Eternity)
    


  
      Man has ventured into the vastness of space, breached the sound barrier, and conquered the depths of the sea. He has always tried to go farther, faster, and achieve more than he did the day before. It is human nature to want to achieve, and man possesses an indefinable desire to learn with an even more unsuppressed inquisitive drive to understand. 
    


  
      Strangely found in the massive flow of what is termed modern civilization that man has all but ignored the one question that regulates his every physical reality…time. Perhaps while having a lack of it!
    


  
      Without time nothing would move forward and hypothetically backward either. But as the course of the day unfolds each is faced with the same problem, man struggles in his environment with the sad realization that he “comes up short” with this all-important factor. Whether it be for the absence of a week to take off and go on vacation or simply to stop the day’s hectic routine and drink that quiet, relaxing cup of coffee, the planet goes nowhere without time.
    


  
      Then it can be said that it is outstanding to look back and unbiased review the already accomplished accomplishments of modern man.
    


  
      Sometime in the near future man will stop and go ahead on a new horizon. He will breach the barrier of time. Many believe time travel is not possible. Many say that this dimension is not tangible and therefore out of reach, but man will in the future someday sit down and take time to drink that all-important coffee and discover his fountain of youth.
    


  
      He will stop time in the very real sense and the physical reality in which only he exists. He will overcome the process of growing old and learn the meaning of life eternal.
    


  
      This story, like all stories, does have a beginning and an end. The year of the breakthrough comes in 2127 AD. Through the gene encryption of the worm, man discovered the code to his own existence and later developed an age-halting formula that he quickly placed in the simple form of a pill. The scientific knowledge soon rivaled the belief in an eternal deity.
    


  
      It was equally quickly decided that a volunteer would be necessary to test this idea, not without the danger of failure in mind, and also that this volunteer must completely understand and be prepared for the possibilities of his attempt to stay forever young.
    


  
      Naturally, this was not just a weekend stay in the Comfort Inn or a trip in orbit around the earth.
    


  
      This was a forever question.
    


  
      Ponce de Leon had attempted to find his eternal “Fountain of Youth,” but that was another time and another story. His voyage was just a legend.
    


  
      Early experiments conducted without proper sanctions, ended with drastic results. Mutations of horror in most of the animal test subjects were common. Most skeptics had assumed the Eternity 1 project was a hoax, and not ready to perform its purpose or really just not feasible. Genetic alteration of the human genome was highly debated being labeled as 'not morally sound'. The results, however, from one scientist were more than any of the experts had expected or even would live to tell about. His studies could not be ignored or dismissed throughout any eternity.
    


  
      In the early Age of Eternity, the hero in this story of the battle against man's limited longevity comes from the ranks of NASA and the ISS (International Space Station) II. Timothy Grace, a veteran astronaut of numerous ISS II missions came out of the random computer-generated as the most qualified to take the blue test pill…appropriately called Eternity 1. The 35-year-old was physically tested and retested, but the drug he took would prove to be his final test.
    


  

  
      Chapter 2 Holding on to the Past
    


  
      2142 Repair mission on ISS II (Second Series International Space Station)
    


  
      “Houston, you are breaking up. Not reading you clearly. It seems to be a communications disturbance. Be advised I am deploying the gravity weld now to the panel. The panel seems to be again 100% operational. We will switch to solar power in the next few minutes…Houston, do you copy?” said the astronaut gravely into his com-link. There was no response, not from the Houston tracking center or from his colleagues within the shuttle. Astronaut Timothy Grace felt that he was forsaken, all alone in the void of outer space as he clung to the side of the ISS II unit.
    


  
      “Can anyone read me,” he said. Then suddenly a beam of white light struck his spacesuit and he was gone…vanished. Only a blue-white static was left in his place.
    


  
      Back on earth, Dorothy Grace and Rita Ulrich sat in the den and shared tea together. As Dorothy brought in the service, she explained to Rita that being married to a pair of space “addicts” was not easy. Both shared this fate and began to laugh as they each raised their respective teacups. In the background ran the midday soap operas on the television. “Frankly, I am a bit worried about Timothy. Since he has enrolled and tested this Eternity 1 project, he has been a bit moody. I suppose everything will be fine when he gets back. He is up there (in space) on a repair mission, I suppose that was it. He hates maintenance flights,” she said in confidence to her closest friend.
    


  
      Rita was aware that Timothy had tested the Eternity 1 drug. She did not want to disrupt the quaint atmosphere by asking Dorothy questions regarding her marital status as she was bound in life to the earth’s first potential immortal. But what was about to take place would more than disturb the two’s tea drinking.
    


  
      They were not long engaged in extolling in their lives as astronauts’ wives as a message came over the normal programming on the television: “We interrupt normal programming to bring you breaking news. Astronaut Timothy Grace disappeared with no trace today while working on the International Space Station II. NASA officials cannot explain his sudden vanishing, but they are not ruling out external forces. Grace, chosen as the forerunner in the Eternity 1 program, was on a standard repair mission when what the officials are terming an ‘accident’ occurred.”
    


  
      As Dorothy heard the news, she went into an almost immediate state of shock. Rita was now hugging her as both were crying hysterically.
    


  
      Out on the streets, large television monitors spread the news as pedestrians who were conducting business stopped in their tracks to listen to the report. The nation was shocked as well.
    


  

  
      1882 Somewhere in the mid-west of developing America.
    


  
      “Don’t tell me I dealt five aces,” said Jake, “That was a fair-and-square game. I have two pairs, aces, and queens.” Tim just looked down at his cards. Tipping his buffalo hat back, he stared at the pot of three double-eagle gold $20 pieces and then he twitched his lips and said to Jake,
    


  
      “Nobody has a doubt that you are a fair man, because I have four-of-a-kind.”
    


  
      With that Tim placed his cards on the table one at a time, counting all four kings as he laid them side by side and then reached to the center of the table and collected his winnings.
    


  
      An elderly, bearded man sat before his writing desk. Poised directly in front of him was an old-fashioned telephone with liftoff earpiece and built-in microphone directly over the dialer, standard 1850s, and one of the first of its kind.
    


  
      The phone rang and he picked up the earpiece placing it over his ear. “Hello Bell here,” spoke the man into the microphone, “I am sorry. I do not understand a word you are saying. Please speak directly into the microphone.” The communicated message was garbled at best. “I am sorry but you are not on a good connection,” added the man as he replaced the earpiece to its holder on the phone. “My word, I wonder when they are going to get it right,” he added in a mental note to himself.
    


  
      Suddenly a white flash of light filled the hall where the poker game was being played and all was no more. The area looked like it had lain vacant for years, dust-covered and broken in time.
    


  
      The antique piano had that stood next to the bar adjacent to the playing table had vanished. And almost as fast as the white light appeared, was the memory of such a game forgotten…almost as fast, but this time it was no game.
    


  

  
      In the very distant future in a secret laboratory
    


  
      A tall obtrusive dark figure sat with both hands busily at work on a computer keyboard.
    


  
      Surrounded by a large hall with works of art, sculptures, and paintings from every imaginable epoch, the figure typed hastily into the computer, “RUN MESSIAH PROGRAM.” The response was equally fast…“NO known location of MESSIAH at the present.”
    


  

  
      Approximately 600 years later, 2494, Security Containment and Holding Area of WSAS (World Scientific Associated Society)
    


  
      WSAS was a facility like none other before, created by man to serve mankind. It was modern technology at its best. The halls led through a maze of laboratories for every imaginable implementation. The computer links were state of the art and the best brain center produced…ever. The center could, quite feasibly, think on its own if need be. Even the silverware in the cafeteria was of the most modern design. There was no expense spared to provide quality.
    


  

  
      Outside cleanup men were policing the WSAS grounds making sure all was in order.
    


  
      Suddenly one of the two workers heard a stirring noise in the bush at the base of one of the old shuttle launch pads.
    


  
      “Hey Earl, there is someone or something over at the shuttle pad. I heard it and I think I saw it move,” said the one to the other. Earl turned the maintenance cart they were riding on in the direction of the place his partner had pointed out.
    


  
      The launch pad was overgrown with thick plants that almost consumed the entire metallic structure. It had not been used for years. When the two arrived, they found a naked man lying in the fetal position on the cement surface. He was cold in his nakedness and not in his right mind.
    


  
      The two men carried him into the cart and covered him with a makeshift blanket as they transported him to the center.
    


  
      The water spigot dripped endlessly and seemed to fill the room throughout as it reverberated with a throbbing pulse. It was the only sign of life that Timothy Grace had noticed for at least six hours and reminded him of some archaic form of torture. He did not know where he was but noticed rather obvious that he could not just leave as he wanted. Much more than that was the problem of where to go if he could freely move from one place to another.
    


  
      The room was dim and dark except for a single light that illuminated a very unusual table. He sat quietly at the end of an oval table that did not seem to be supported by any legs. He remembered sitting at a table but also was certain that this was not the one he had in mind. “Poker,” he thought.
    


  
      Probing for the conference table’s supports he looked under and then went to his knees moving his hand blindly over the underside of the oval surface in an effort to ascertain how the table was standing. In the middle of his investigation, he heard a door open and close as a streak of white light pierced the room from the door and was quickly shadowed by the figure that walked through.
    


  
      Somewhat embarrassed by the turn of events, Grace rose to his chair and clutched the extended hand that awaited him in greeting. “Umm, hello Mr. Grace,” said the voice behind the hand, “I… I am surprised to find you are so interested in the floor.” He placed a briefcase on the table with his free hand.
    


  
      “It’s not the floor, it is the table,” responded Grace, “I don’t see any legs on the table and that faucet has been leaking for quite some time. I tried to stop it but it leaks and that is the only thing I find normal about all of this.” Grace was both relieved and dismayed to make such a confession to his as yet still unidentified host. “At least you have water here. Wherever here is,” he added looking around the room he had been in for more than six hours.
    


  
      “Would you like a glass of water Mr. Grace?” asked the mystery person, “I am sure you have a lot of questions, and I must say I have some as well. So let’s have a little conversation to better get acquainted.” The tall interrogator reached in his lapel and pulled out what appeared to be a pack of cigarettes. Placing one in his mouth, he then inserted it in a small round ring wall plug.
    


  
      Grace noticed this but it really did not register in his thinking process.
    


  
      Then the visitor filled a glass of water from the still dripping faucet and placed it on the table taking a puff of his trick cigarette. “Now, where should we begin? Should I start or would you like to Mr. Grace?” asked the man quite nonchalantly.
    


  
      “Would you like a cigarette?” he asked Grace, “I saw you staring at me as I took them out of my suit jacket.”
    


  
      “Damn, yes…yes I would,” responded Grace, who probably in his entire life smoked less than a full pack of cigarettes. The man handed him a cigarette over the legless table.
    


  
      Grace took it abruptly and reached into his orange jumpsuit pocket remembering he had a pack of wooden matches. Striking the match on the table he aroused an immediate sense of concern from his visitor.
    


  
      “What in the devil are you doing,” insisted the man, “Here let me light it for you and put out that fire you started.”
    


  
      Grace extinguished the match and began to hand the cigarette back.
    


  
      “No…,” he said to Grace.
    


  
      “No…Now what?” responded Tim, “You said you would light it for me.”
    


  
      “Well first you have to put it in your mouth,” responded the man, “You have to moisten the filter.”
    


  
      “Okay,” complied Grace hesitantly and placed the cigarette in his mouth, and then handed it back.
    


  
      Taking the cigarette from him the visitor walked again over to the round socket in the wall and placing the tobacco end in ignited it. For the first time, Grace noticed a blue light coming from the wall socket with a digital readout as follows: Subject “Unknown. No record of the subject after records review.”
    


  
      “That is a readout from my body fluid or something?” asked Grace.
    


  
      “Exactly,” answered the other, “Does it disturb you? To be more specific it is readout of filed DNA records. This is our first problem, just between you and I.”
    


  
      “Oh,” answered Grace in astonishment, “Is that the norm here.”
    


  
      “Yes,” answered the other, “Let me show you and sort of break the ice. Maybe this will help you.”
    


  
      The other took out another cigarette and placed it in his mouth, then in the plug. The blue light readout said: Subject “Myles D. Thomas, senior adviser to WSAS, 4675-B3822.
    


  
      “Well, Mr. Thomas,” said Grace.
    


  
      “Yes, I must admit this is a strange way to introduce myself but I think it served its purpose,” said Thomas.
    


  
      “What’s the “B” for?” asked Grace.
    


  
      “The “B”, oh that, that is my area of residence, a sort of zip code. You can understand that,” responded Thomas, a dignified 65-year-old with sincere, hard blue eyes. Although Thomas was in his senior years, he moved like a much younger man.
    


  
      “Well, pleased to meet you Myles D. Thomas from B3822,” responded Grace dubiously, “What am I doing here?”
    


  
      “Pleased to introduce myself and meet you as well,” said Thomas handing Grace a document binder, “Read this. It may help to explain.”
    


  
      Grace looked puzzled as he took the document from Thomas and opened it on the table. Before his eyes was a historical recollection of none other than his own family tree presented in its entirety as a cover page. The next page was a not-too-detailed life summary of Grace himself. He noted there were many areas in chronological order that were omitted or simply not known. He believed in the latter and at best that he himself could remember. Also, there was an absence of a time of death in his lifespan that disturbed him, only an entry to an estimated time of “
      disappearance
      ”.
    


  
      Suddenly as he read further, the astronaut’s life passed before him. He was now more confused than ever and shut the document closing his eyes in disbelief. He shouted out the question, “What year is this!”
    


  

  
      Chapter 3 the Law
    


  
      Thomas looked with deep concern at Grace, who stood before him at the other end of the almost magical conference table and felt a type of strange sympathy for the man with such a question.
    


  
      “We are in the year 2494,” responded the senior adviser in a somewhat somber tone to Grace’s question, “I see what you have read dismayed you a little.”
    


  
      “Dismayed is not a word I was thinking of,” said Grace from the chin as he rested it on his chest, “I don’t understand all of this and I can’t seem to remember anything. Not the least of which is who I am. When I read this is really the first time that it dawned to be concerned with who I really was,” said Grace stressing the word ‘I.’
    


  
      “Can you fill me in: Tell me what has happened to me or at least attempt to explain the information you have shown me and how I came to be in this place?”
    


  
      “Well that is a lot of questions to answer all at once,” said Thomas, “But I will do my best. First of all, you have been here for approximately seven hours. We found you crouched at the base of the old ISS (International Space Station) II launching pad. It has not been used for years now.
    


  
      You were pretty out of it, almost unconscious, and when we found you were in the fetal position without a stitch of clothing uttering something about ‘deal the next hand.’ “
    


  
      “That explains this orange jumpsuit,” said Grace, “I was wondering where it came from. It is not unlike others I have worn.”
    


  
      “Yes and something else. In your right hand, you were clutching a pack of box matches. We let you keep them. You found them earlier when you tried to light your cigarette. Remember?” asked Thomas, “You must have known you had them because you went to them right off. Clenched in your other hand, were three gold $20 coins from circa 1880. Those we confiscated.”
    


  
      “Yes,” responded Grace, “I may be a little out of sync but I can still remember what had just happened a few minutes ago. But why did you take the coins a let me keep the matches?”
    


  
      “Well, Mr. Grace it is the latter that has aroused our suspicion in you. You see in our time gold does not exist. In fact, it has not been found on the planet for over 200 years now and it is a crime against the state to possess precious metals of this type. Of course, the circumstances surrounding you were strange at best. We actually just stumbled on you when someone from a cleanup team decided to check that particular pad. So you can see our dilemma. What I am interested in is your situation.
    


  
      “It was not long after we tried to run a check on you based on your DNA to find out who you really were. You probably have surmised that you did not match any of our scans, as you saw from the cigarette cleanser, there was no data readout on you,” added the scientist a bit bewildered.
    


  
      “A cigarette cleaner is that what that thing is?” asked the now dumbfounded Grace, “So you think I am some type of spy.”
    


  
      “Yes to the first question. It removes all harmful particulates of the horrendous habit and keeps the smoker healthy as if he had never started smoking. I am not sure of how it will affect you but I am sure one cigarette will not kill you, especially you,” Mr. Grace.
    


  
      “What do you mean by “Especially me?” asked Grace.
    


  
      “I am not really prepared to go into that just now. It depends on you,” responded Thomas.
    


  
      “Why do I feel I have heard this somewhere before? You mean I am a security risk or something. A saboteur or spy?” asked Grace again insistently.
    


  
      “Roughly speaking yes,” said Thomas bluntly. “But don’t worry; spy is not in our vocabulary at this time. We do not really have what you would consider enemies in this time, but you have been labeled a high-security risk.”
    


  
      “So what is going on? You are not telling me everything. There has to be more to it than just that. Three gold coins do not warrant the death penalty,” said Grace angrily.
    


  
      “Mr. Grace you should not be concerned with that. The death penalty has been abolished long ago. We just need you to fill in a few blanks for us… If you can,” said Thomas.
    


  
      “That’s great you want me to fill in a few blanks. Well I will tell you straight off that there is no larger blank than the one up here and I am sure there is more to this than what you have shown me and maybe more to it than you want me to know,” said Grace pointing to his forehead.
      


  

  
      Chapter 4 Chronological Problems in Relative Terms
    


  
      Somewhere on the outskirts of the large Metropolis known as Swingtown, again in the secret lab
    


  
      There in the middle of the large hall rested the green blinking computer terminal. Again two hands approached the terminal, belonging to the figure of residence who owned the house and surrounding property. He sat at the desk and typed the words:
    


  
      “RUN MESSIAH PROGRAM.” This time the computer responded with the command, “Please enter Access Code Now to Star-bright, Starlight Wish Messiah.”
    


  
      A blank space for log-in was soon filled with five cluster stars and then “ACCESS GRANTED” appeared on the screen. Next, the terminal blinked repeating the message line: “PROGRAM UPDATING, Please wait,” and then shortly after came the result of the update: “Designated Anticipated Arrival of Messiah…CONFIRMED!”
    


  
      The dark silhouette of a figure dressed in a long white robe passed his hand over the monitor slowly and then turned off the computer with a quick flick of the wrist and began to laugh an insane laugh. The picture on the screen vanished as the computer logged off. It was a picture of Grace!
    


  

  
      Back at WSAS in Swingtown
    


  
      “Okay, I will be upfront with you, Grace. We have an enemy, but it is not one that we can even verify exists. It is more a security issue at this point,” said Thomas.
    


  
      “Like me,” responded Grace, “So do tell. How did you manage to find out who I was before even I knew? With all your sophisticated methods failing to avail you of my identification it must not have been easy to generate a random solution in a whole world of questions.”
    


  
      “It was not simple and we quite honestly are not even sure that this documentation is accurate. We had hoped you could help us. We got lucky. The computer is programmed to generate accurate matches based on DNA and then if none are found proceed to random infinite pro-logic searches. We were lucky in that the list of employees of the WSAS is the priority, both past, and present, and the computer found you as sort of a random fluke possibility that best fit the search profile. You NASA astronaut Grace, NO ONE ELSE BUT YOU,” answered Thomas, “NASA was a forerunner of our association.”
    


  
      “Oh so that’s very relieving and yes I can maybe help you. I am starting to come out of this six-hour hangover and I can assure you I am the genuine Timothy Grace,” he said definitively.
    


  
      “That is a good start. Can you remember anything else that might be helpful in piecing together this puzzle?” probed Thomas further.
    


  
      “Yeah, it is strange and might sound strange but I remember playing poker. That is how I came to have the coins. I won them,” he said.
    


  
      “That is not much to go on,” responded Thomas, “Do you expect me to believe you gambled your way to us.”
    


  
      “Sorry, but it is the best I can do. And it sounds like quite a gamble,” answered Grace rhetorically almost sarcastically.
    


  
      “Here take a look at this,” said Thomas and handed Grace another document file. “Do you remember anything about this?”
    


  
      Grace opened the document, not unlike the manner in which he had opened the first, and began to scan over the questionable facts or better-termed contents of the papers.
    


  
      The document was labeled “Top Secret” and referred to a test survey known only as “Eternity 1.”
    


  
      “Did you ever hear of a Doctor Antonovich Mendz?” asked Thomas.
    


  
      “Yes I see his name in the folder you just handed me,” said Grace suppressing his true response.
    


  
      “Come, come Mr. Grace I have not got all day. Now I am sure you are not telling me the complete truth,” insisted Thomas stressing you and me.
    


  
      “How can you tell? Did you see my pupils dilate or something,” jokingly answered Grace noticing his humor returning.
    


  
      He did not expect a response but Thomas was prepared and pulled a video disk of sorts out of a wall panel that apparently opened into a video viewing monitor. “This is no joking matter, Mr. Grace,” said Thomas as he inserted the disk. The playback exposed a newsreel version of a report on the drug known as “Eternity 1.”
    


  
      The narrator in the video described it as a now historic “breakthrough!”
    


  
      The video went on to describe the inventor of the drug and later market designer, a none-other-than Doctor Antonovich Mendz. “The announcement by Mendz Laboratories came today that the first drug designed to prolong life expectancy indefinitely would be ready for testing.
    


  
      Contributors to the Mendz labs have commended the Doctor in his efforts and were enthusiastic about the timetable and the new timetable of life Eternity 1 proposes to offer mankind.
    


  
      “An unnamed government spokesperson for the project has labeled the drug as ‘a massive leap ahead in the fight against disease’ but warned of the danger of the drug being used by unreliable sources. It was decided after much debate that the drug would remain in its formula form and only one test pill developed to be administered to a qualified volunteer,” so ran the report over a sequence of images from Mendz Laboratories Research and Development Branch, circa 2135.
    


  
      “Have you seen enough Mr. Grace?” said Thomas as he paused the video, “Do you remember now? I can go on. I can go on to explain the nature of the original drug test and who the volunteer was or would you like to explain. It would be better if you cooperate. You signed a contract with him. That really made the news.”
    


  
      “I know who Mendz is or was, and yes I was that volunteer,” said Grace referring to an incident now out of the pages of history, “It was like being a number in the lottery, waiting for the time you were picked. Not knowing if it would be like what you expected it to be. The news report jogged my memory.”
    


  

  
      Chapter 5 Space and Mendz Revisited
    


  
      Grace went on to explain his association with the Mendz project and of his exploits in space. He still remembered the day he took the pill. He recalled seeing Mendz standing above him looking down from a metal staircase, only to confirm the astronaut swallowed the Eternity 1 drug. “I was a veteran of 18 years in the space program,” he began, as a now vivid memory took Thomas back over the course of nearly 400 years of recorded history in dramatic first-hand fashion.
    


  
      “I started on some of the second ISS runs, the upgraded advance prototype that superseded the original docking station. It was the norm for people to travel to and from the station, and I was initially slated as nothing short of a tourist pilot for the wealthy. My first official flight was on January 28, 2142. I was 26 years old and a rookie. However, I loved the simplicity of my job as I was the youngster in the mix.” Grace went back to his fondest memory, detailing his early days as a shuttle pilot. The past came to life before Thomas’ eyes and he could sense in Grace a sense of pure pioneer adventure.
    


  
      The year 2142 at Nassau, the Bahamas orbital earth link, January 28, 9:05 AM
    


  
      “I am your Captain for today’s flight plan, Captain Timothy Grace. Please fasten your G-belts and make sure that all onboard gear is secure,” rang Grace’s young voice over the monitor. “All cabin hatches should be closed for takeoff and all pressure suit locks engaged. Please also double-check that your helmets are secure,” he continued as it began to sound like a routine flight. That is exactly what it was as Grace went into final countdown pre-checks. “We of the ISS II hope your flight will be enjoyable as well as educational,” he added turning off the cabin conference loudspeaker.
    


  
      “All final checks in the green,” said Grace talking now to launch headquarters in Florida, “All backups show green. Await final launch approval for Orbital Earth Bahamas, ISS round trip Delta Bravo 676. Do You Copy Florida?”
    


  
      “This is Florida ground and tracking,” responded a voice over the radio, “We copy. You are clear for launch pending final gantry check-in 10 mikes. When verified, we will inform you. Delta Bravo, Florida out.”
    


  
      “There were 13 passengers on that initial flight I made, and each experienced for the first time the vastness of the universe and the feeling of being “above” the only home they ever knew. It was nothing less than a divine experience, to be a witness to what eternity had in the making. I experienced it several times. I think your report was right. I made 21 flights to the ISS II as it was known for casual tourist activity and I think about 17 repair missions.”
    


  
      “It was on the last repair mission. I think it was the 17th repair flight or the last recorded repair flight that I made. I do not really remember. Let’s call it that. I was already 42 or should have been 42, which is when it happened. I already was three years in the Mendz program and was already having trouble coming to terms with my age,” Grace remembered. He went on to explain how he was instructed to repair one of the solar panels on the ISS II and on the day of the repair flight noticeable electronic turbulence registered on the control panel of his shuttle.
    


  
      “I was outside the ISS and began to affect remaining repairs on the panel,” he said. “There was this flash of light, bright white light. It ran through every portion of my body. I burned blue-white as I noticed the static field encompassing my suit as it seemed to enter every portal of my pressure suit. Then suddenly I had a blackout. I do not remember anything after that point.” Timothy’s memory slowly faded back to the holding area where Thomas was listening intently.
    


  
      “That would explain the last entry in the chronological log I gave you that we got from the computer,” said Thomas back in the present, “there is no date of death listed in your file, just that you disappeared while on a repair mission. You simply vanished from the radar without a trace.”
    


  
      “Ah-ha, so what happened to me after that, if I might ask?” said Grace perplexed…
    


  
      “Do you have a theory?”
    


  
      “The first thing you should be aware of is in the second folder. This might help answer your question,” responded Thomas.
    


  
      “You mean the Mendz file?” asked Grace.
    


  
      “Yes,” answered Thomas, “Look at the last page.”
    


  
      Grace flipped through the file to the end and found only two words: “PROJECT TERMINATED.”
    


  

  

  
      Chapter 6 the Corridor
    


  
      “Is there anything else you can remember? Anything at all?” begged Thomas. Grace noticed a sense of urgency in the thru-now undaunted voice of Thomas.
    


  
      “Yes, I do remember where or where I thought I was after the white light stopped,” said Grace.
    


  
      “So where were you or where do you think you were?” asked Thomas.
    


  
      “In the darkness,” said Grace.
    


  
      “Don’t be coy. Of course, you were in the dark, the darkness of space,” insisted Thomas, “but tell me of how you think you got here after the accident. That is a difference of over 300 years.”
    


  
      “No, that’s not it,” answered Grace “That’s not it at all. I was not in space, not as we would call above the planet. I was in another dimension. In a type of corridor, it was a corridor between maybe heaven and hell. At least I am sure it was a corridor.”
    


  
      Grace began to describe to Thomas his immediate reactions after the accident at the ISS II. He said he found himself naked in a long narrow corridor that lead to nowhere but was always lighted at the end by the same bright white light. Grace recalled walking for what seemed to be an eternity onward, forever forward, in direction of the light. He did not even notice his own nakedness until he reached what appeared to be an end to the corridor.
    


  
      There before his eyes sat a figure of a man in a large slab stone-carved chair. The person in the chair took out a box of matches. The same matches that grace had in his possession. Using one of the matches, the figure struck it on the stone arm of the chair and ignited a large well-crafted cigar.
    


  
      Grace explained to Thomas that he stared at the figure in disbelief as he watched as the entity took a deep puff from the cigar and greeted him saying, “Hello Mr. Grace. Nice to see you could come.”
    


  
      Grace remembered the conversation vividly. “How do you know my name,” queried Grace.
    


  
      “That is seemingly irrelevant don’t you think as I do know who you are. Do you know who I am that would be a better question,” responded the voice from the chair.
    


  
      “Okay, next question, where this place is, and don’t tell me it is irrelevant because I am here,” flustered Grace.
    


  
      “Hum, so you do not know where you are. Where would you like to be?” asked the queer cigar smoker, “Don’t you think that is more important.”
    


  
      “Stop….Stop answering my questions with questions,” retorted Grace, stammering on his first word.
    


  
      “Maybe you should stop asking questions and start to try to find answers then,” said the voice,
    


  
      “Like for example what does every man want…power, fame, or just to live forever… Isn’t that more like the answer to your questions Mr. Grace?”
    


  
      “Who are you anyway and what do you want with me,” shouted Grace at the figure in the stone chair thinking to himself that he possessed as much intelligence as the rock he was sitting on.
    


  
      “Again Mr. Grace, who I am is really of no consequence and what I want from you depends entirely on what you want,” said the voice in what Grace considered to be as close to a concrete answer as he had yet to hear. “I want to get out of here and as far away from you as I can,” asserted Grace.
    


  
      “What if a man could live forever? He would know only the value of time except in its infinite form.
    


  
      What if there was no tomorrow, and no yesterday and man trudged on without ever really placing a value on his life. Now that would be boring. Would it not Mr. Grace?” said the voice.
    


  
      “Who do you think you are, God or something? How can you say that is that? Life and Death, just real simple, but I am sorry go back and do it again Grace. It was not good enough the first time Grace, or it was just not meant to be,” complained Grace almost maddened with anger.
    


  
      “Maybe the answer is in the stars, Mr. Grace. Did you ever make a wish as a child? Did you ever wish on the stars? And what was that wish? Didn’t you wish for help? I mean when you come right down to it, every wish by nature is a wish for help or you wouldn’t be wishing,” said the voice.
    


  
      When Grace heard this he experienced a deep sense of trust for the man sitting in front of him that he could not explain.
    


  
      “But nevertheless you are here. That is a reality and you are you. So you must be. You must exist in some state. Whether it is here or over there,” said the voice casually pointing in different directions. “I really do not care which it may be. Remember Mr. Grace, three on a match is bad luck,” added the occupant of the stone chair, handing Grace the pack of box matches that he had initially used to light his cigar.
    


  
      “Then he just bid me farewell. That was all Thomas. I swear it,” said Grace finishing his narration coming back to the present, “You probably think I am crazy and I don’t blame you.”
    


  
      “Okay I see you are under some stress here and I am certainly no psychiatrist,” answered Thomas, “Maybe that was enough for one day.”
    


  
      “But how can you explain the matches,” asked Grace, “You said your tests proved conclusively that they were from the same time as the coins if not older. Then where did I get them and then there are the coins. “
    


  
      “I didn’t say anything about the matches, but you are correct. And as for the coins we do have museums, but it is also highly unlikely that you stole them. Maybe you just embedded this figure in the chair with me when you saw me smoke my cigarette. I don’t know, but I think we both have had enough for one day. I will tell you what you want to know tomorrow. Say we will start from scratch at 10 AM.
    


  
      “In the meantime, there has been a room prepared for you and a provisional bank account set up for you. If you hurry you can go to the mall and buy a few items that you might need. I have a feeling we are at the beginning of a long relationship,” said Thomas taking Grace by surprise.
    


  
      “So, do you trust me after all that we talked about? Don't answer that! Even worse, I am beginning to think that you even believe me,” mused Grace.
    


  
      “Trust is not a question Mr. Grace. We have no reason not to trust you. You have nowhere to go.
    


  
      The question is how you got here. For the present let’s just say, you went from playing poker to repairing a space-port solar panel and wound up in another dimension. Not the normal day for most, but I think I got that in the right order. Why not?” responded Thomas, handing him a slot key card to a room listed above the address line of the card. “That key card is also a provisional money card. Don’t spend it all in one place, and if you should get lost there is a self-explanatory navigation chip device built-in for your convenience as well. There are a few other surprises that you may need to find out for yourself included in the card’s program, but take it one step at a time,” added Thomas as he closed his briefcase that contained the files he had given to Grace.
    


  

  
      Chapter 7 the Mall
    


  
      Taking the card from Thomas, Grace simply said, “Thank you,” as he returned to a quasi-state of calm. It came merely as a surprise to him that after nearly 10 hours of interrogation and questions that he was now simply let to roam at will and .there was however always something that failed him.
    


  
      He left the room and senior adviser Thomas behind and proceeded into the elevator at the end of the hall. A thousand thoughts went through his head all at the same time and all equally confusing as the last 10 hours.
    


  
      Grace was suffering from a mild sense of depression and had quite extensive memory loss or so it seemed to Grace himself. It was a form of self-diagnosis, some type of self-protection to prepare him for what was ahead and with this in mind, he planned his only reasonable course of action. More a means to react than counteract, Grace knew himself and what he was capable of, but he had to evaluate his present condition as best he can. He tried to follow what was in his heart and had up to now and to the best of his ability been completely truthful with Thomas.
    


  
      Really, to Grace Thomas was no more than a far distant or a far removed…removed by the space of almost 300 years…working colleague, and for this reason, he had nothing to fear from him. But it was quite obvious that Thomas had intentionally left him with open ends. For example, what did he mean by an enemy that could “not be verified” to even “exist?”
    


  
      The word “exist” rang ever louder in Grace’s psyche and ate at him like a dog on a bone. Was this all real or was it just a bad dream he was having that in a few hours would end and he would wake up in a cold sweat only to forget the whole thing? Timothy did not know what lay ahead of him, but he was sure of one thing. If the present situation were as it all seemed that would make him well over 300 years old, give or take 100 years. But why did he have such a foggy view of the years gone by? Surely there would be more to his memory than just a talk with a vague and nebulous figure in a stone chair or a poker game in the 1800s.
    


  
      At least he would remember the passing of some close friend or family member, but the only evidence and recollection of things past were in the incomplete document that Thomas handed him. He did know without a shadow of a doubt that the entire thing was drug-induced. The drug “Eternity 1” at this point was the only point of debarkation that Grace could determine. And he could not bring himself in the very real sense to believe that this was all simply a bad trip or was it?
    


  
      Getting out of the elevator, Grace was attended by a security guard at his desk post that wished him a “good evening.” Timothy walked silently out of the WASA Center and out into the “new world.” It was not a feeling unaccustomed to Grace. He knew it well, every time he left the atmosphere and went forward into the vastness of space. It was always an experience, like reliving time and time again the same emotion of Columbus’ discovery. It was almost his daily routine.
    


  
      For the first time, he viewed the wire mesh of modernization as flying autos dominated the hectic daily activity before the close of the day’s business. Looking right and then left, he reverted to the card in his hand and began to run the navigation program that Thomas had mentioned.
    


  
      “How can I be of service to you today?” said a female mechanical voice from a small loudspeaker on the card. Before Grace could think to answer, it added: “My name is Dorothy. Please state clearly your planned destination.”
    


  
      This time Grace responded, “Dorothy I would like directions to a local shopping mall to this location.” He was not sure if that was enough detailed information.
    


  
      “Are you sure you do not want to go to your room first Mr. Graves?” asked the card’s program.
    


  
      “The name’s Grace, not Graves,” responded Timothy, “and no I do not want to go to my room. I want to go shopping at the mall. We can go to the room after that. If you know where that
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