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Preface

 


 


Faster than a speeding bullet. More powerful
than a locomotive. Able to leap tall buildings in a single bound —
it's a bird — it's a plane — it's Superman.

Cool, huh — or is it?

So, you think you might want to become
immortal — live forever — go where ever you want, do whatever you
want without worry of being injured or fearing death? Well, I'm
here to tell you such fantasies are not as cool as you might think.
To put it bluntly, immortality sucks — not cool at all. Why not,
you might ask? Okay, I'll tell you. I'll reveal stuff most folks
don't stop to think about. I'll guide you on an adventure I'm
positive will change your mind. However, I must warn you. After
reading this story, you won't be able to read about or watch a
super hero tale, again, without thinking about what you are about
to discover — proceed at your own risk.

Yes, I know, most of us don't think about
immortality that often, however, we all think about our lives — how
and when our time will be up. Well, this story is written for you.
It will help you understand there are far worse things than death.
So, relax — enjoy your life such as it is — it can always be worse.
You could become an unfortunate immortal like me, and I can't see
where it would be different for anyone inflicted with the same
condition.

And yeah, I know — there is some wise guy out
there that is thinking, ''Well, our souls are immortal.'' Yes, I
know that. I'm not talking about our souls. Besides, I believe the
soul is no more than energy, which will return to join all the
other energy in the universe after our deaths. After we die, we
don't have much say about how our souls, our energy will be infused
with other sources of energy. For all we know, our soul's energy
could become a watt of energy that powers something as simple as a
light bulb or becomes a single impulse of energy that powers
something as meaningful as the heartbeat of a newborn baby. Now
that would be cool. But either way, you or I wouldn't have any
concept of time after death. Incidentally, keep in mind that when I
speak of our souls, I'm not talking about our sprit which will join
our Lord after our deaths. So, if you're religious, as I, don't get
your feathers ruffled.

No, what I am speaking of is the type of
immortality where a person remains conscious — is able to
experience the passage of time, and get sick and tired of stuff
lasting forever, particularly, if in an undesirable situation. So
don't come at me with that immortal soul stuff — that's not what
I'm talking about.

Okay, that said, why don't you come with me
on a tour of the universe and a journey through time — meet strange
alien lifeforms — and doing so, discover how long forever is, and
then come back and tell me you still want to be like Superman, the
immortal man of steel — well, as long as he stays away from
Kryptonite.



 



Prologue

 


 


''Yes, I know, Brian. But these automatons
are far more advanced than anything you had on Earth. The robots
back on Earth were just that, only robots. They had a great deal of
programming projecting the illusion of intelligence, but weren't
independent of their programming and would have sacrificed
themselves in a nanosecond to protect a human. These automatons
have artificial intelligence capable of independent thought, self
recognition, and consciousness, and having a will to live, if asked
to sacrifice themselves for whatever reason, would have to think
about it. They are absolutely sentient and can be considered a
lifeform with the ability to ponder the past and contemplate the
future, reproduce, and consume energy.''



 



Chapter 1

 


 


Okay, I know what you're thinking — this is a
book about how to become immortal, or about the benefits of being
immortal, right? But you'd be understandably, but categorically,
wrong. Actually, I don't know why I'm telling you this story other
than I have a lot of time to kill — endless, mind-numbing, time to
kill, and I hope to make you think about what a dude like Superman
would be in for. You know, — stuff most folks don't stop to think
about. As you might have guessed, I'm immortal, and I don't mind
telling you it sucks beyond all things that suck.

As you read this story, you'll discover why I
think so. You'll realize that after all the cool stuff is over, and
there is some cool stuff, there are situations no one in their
right mind would want to experience.

Anyway, let me tell you about my life as an
immortal — how I got this way to where I am now. And keep in mind
this wasn't my choice. It was forced on me by some bored alien
entities, who, with nothing else better to do, came messing with
me, thinking it would be a hoot to see what a relatively primitive
human would do if he had an eternity to do whatever he wished. I
hope they got their chuckles, 'cause it sure as hell ain't funny to
me. Actually, I do discover why they did to me what they did, but
it was a little late for me, and besides, I didn't want to have
anything to do with their plan, anyway — as if I had a choice.

Yeah, well, in the beginning, even I naively
reveled in my unique existence thinking I'm impervious to any and
all dangers, but that's in the beginning. It's the long-termed,
unanticipated, side effects of immortality that I didn't stop to
think about, and even if I did, it wouldn't have made a difference.
What could I have done about it — not a damn thing, that's what. I
sure as hell couldn't change back to being mortal. Only the aliens
can do that, and they are long gone. Yep, I outlived them, and I'm
not sure if that's good or bad because without their help, I'm
pretty sure I'll remain this way for, well, forever.

Okay, that said, let's get on with the story.
I'll answer the big question first — how the hell did I end up this
way?



 



Chapter 2

 


 


Now, let's see — I guess I'll begin by
telling you how I got this way.

My name is Brian Gray, not that it'll matter
as far as this story goes — just thought I'd mention it. Ha, I
guess you already knew that by the title of this story, huh —
sorry. You don't need to know all the mundane details of my life,
so I won't bore you except to say I don't have a family to speak
of. Just me and my bad leg, and a need to wander around the country
and take in the sights — to what end I don't know. I just liked to
travel I guess.

I can remember a time in my youth, I'd dream
about traveling the world. Maybe, buy me a big boat and sail the
seven seas — have me a girlfriend in every port. Well, more
realistically, at least, buy a mobile home and see some of the
States. But you know what — even after maturing and being
confronted with all the adult crap, I never took the time to so
much as leave my home town of Columbus, Ohio, until I joined the
Army. Ain't that the way of life? We, as youngsters, have all these
fantasies about what we'll do as soon as we're old enough, but
somehow, the reality of life has a way of making us forget those
lofty, irresponsible, dreams. As a matter of fact, if something
hadn't happened to me that would assure a steady income, not much,
but steady, I don't think I'd have ever set out with no direction
while looking for nothing in particular.

It wasn't until I realized I was lucky to be
alive after stepping on a landmine during my service as an Army
grunt in Iraq, and then with a steady income from my disability, I
decided to pursue my childhood fantasy and hit the road. Now, don't
feel the least bit sorry for me. To look at me with long pants on,
you'd never know I have a prosthesis. But, I still wonder, if,
maybe, I stayed home in Columbus, I wouldn't be in the fix I'm in,
huh? I mean, immortal. But, naw, that wasn't me — I wanted to
travel and I did, and had visited just about all the lower
forty-eight before this immortality thing happened and my nightmare
began.

Okay, let's see, I think I know exactly when
and how it happened, although, I don't know when I knew what
happened. I guess it kind of dawned on me over time after a few
mishaps that should have killed me, but didn't? But I think it all
began one night, about a million or so years ago, I'm not sure, but
while asleep in my travel trailer deep in the woods of the Gold
Bluffs Beach Campground in north-west California.

I had been driving for several hours, and it
was getting dark, and although anyplace would have been fine to
park my trailer, take a break, eat a little something and get some
rest, I picked Gold Bluffs Beach because I didn't need a
reservation to get a site. It was a first-come, first-served,
campsite. Until I saw the sign as I tooled north on California's
101 highway, I'd never heard of the place, and to be frank with
you, I wish I'd been looking anywhere else as I passed that
billboard.

Now, how I got on the 101 is a long story I
might tell you about later, but the reason I drove it was because
it came very close to the Pacific Ocean at times, and I loved big
water, well, I did until something happened to me I'll talk about
later in this story.

Well, anyway, I'm hauling butt up the — wait,
hold on a minute — I think I hear Kate calling me. ''Yes, dear,
I'll be there in a moment. I'm telling some nice folks how we got
here . . . Yeah, I know, I'll come in a short while.''

Sorry about that folks — that was my old ball
and chain. My eternal mate. She's ready to get busy reestablishing
the human species, but more about that later. Oh, and please don't
tell her I called her a ball and chain. I'll never hear the end of
it, and I do mean never, ever, hear the end of it.

Okay, let's see, where was I — oh, yeah, I'm
scooting up the 101 pulling this wreck of a travel trailer with my
ancient SUV, and relatively happy. I didn't have a care in the
world other than deciding which direction on the compass I would go
next and what I'd eat that night.

Okay, I'm driving this old, long past the
point of retirement, SUV, and I won't mention the model — don't
want no problems from some company I might anger, like it would
matter now, but this fix or repair daily kept running hot, and even
after I'd spent nearly my last dime replacing the radiator a week
ago. Okay, it a hot day and this damn truck thing is running hot
and it's getting dark, and I sees this sign advertising this
campground that doesn't require a reservation. So, I'm getting
tired and figures what the hell, no reservations, I'll give it a
try. Besides, it wasn't that far from the Pacific and I figured I
could jaunt over and dip a toe or five if the mood hit me. And to
tell you the truth, I don't fancy driving at night and I wasn't
sure how far down the road the next campsite might be.

So, I pulls onto this access road and already
I'm liking the place. Lots of trees and small wildlife — just my
kind of place. But wouldn't you know it, something always gets in
the way when all I wants to do is park the damn overheating truck
and get me a bite or two and take a nap in my trailer.

I gets to the campground entrance booth, and
this sheepish looking young Dude is sitting there with his head
thrown back and mouth open, ready to catch a fly. I swear this Dude
didn't see or hear me coming, because he jumped when I pull up to
the booth. He must have been really tired because the gravel road
to the grounds wasn't exactly quiet, if you know what I mean, and I
wasn't exactly creeping.

So this dude wakes up and looks at me as if
wondering what is going on. ''Sorry, sir," he says. ''I didn't get
much sleep last night. How can I help you?'' he asked, looking up
the road toward the grounds as if someone might have slipped past
him.

''Hey, Dude,'' I says, ''I need a site for
the night.'' I tells him with my money in my outstretched hand.

''Yes, sir. That'll be thirty-five for the
vehicle and eight for the trailer, sir,'' he says as he takes my
money and counts it.

Now, I swear, I thought the sign on the 101
said, thirty-five-dollars per vehicle along with a bunch of other
stuff about seniors and state park passes. I didn't pay much
attention to the small print.

Well, anyway, I'm sitting there, knowing I
might have to find another place. ''But I thought the thirty-five
included the car and trailer?'' I counters. ''This is a camp
ground, which means people will be camping, and a lot of folks camp
in their trailers, right? So why are you charging me extra for a
trailer?''

''Sir,'' he says, after counting the money.
''All I know is to charge thirty-five per vehicle, and eight more
for trailers. I guess the eight is for hookup cost, I don't know.
That'll be eight-dollars, sir.''

Now, normally, this wouldn't be a problem,
except I was nearly broke behind having to replace my radiator and
after my last gas stop, and wouldn't have more money until tomorrow
when my disability is deposited into my bank account. You'd think a
government would give a little more to an ex-soldier after he'd
lost a leg to a damn landmine? But, such as it is, it's enough to
keep me on the road where I want to be as long as I watch my
expenses.

Well, anyway, here I am sitting in front of
this booth and this youngster is telling me I have to come up with
eight-dollars more — so I tries to appeal to his sensitive side if
he has one. ''Eight-dollars, huh?'' I begins. ''Listen, my-man, I'm
a disabled vet who lost a leg fighting for this country and you.
I'm down to my last few dollars. I know you could get into trouble,
but I need a small favor. I don't have the eight you want, but I
promise I'll have it tomorrow morning. Do you think you can let me
spend the night here with the money I've already given you, and
I'll go to an ATM in the morning, get the extra eight and bring it
back. I'll even leave my trailer so you'll know I won't try to skip
out without paying you. What do you say — do you think you can do
that for me?''

''Well, sir, I don't know. I appreciates what
you've done for our country and all — putting your life on the line
and losing a leg, and all, but I can't — ''

''Aw, come on man. You can do that small
favor for me. I promise no one will know, besides, my truck is
running hot, and I'm dead tired. I need a place to park and get
some rest, and it's getting dark and I don't want to drive at
night. Listen, I'll throw in a few extra dollars for you to keep
for yourself. Come on, Dude, give an old vet a break.''

''A few extra, huh? How much?''

''My man. I knew you'd come through for me.
Like I said, I don't get a lot in my disability check — will ten be
enough?''

''Yeah, whatever, but you better be back
before nine in the morning when my boss relieves me. He's one of
those types that lets a little authority go straight to his
freaking head. He might run a check to see if the money equals the
number of vehicles on the grounds. He's done it before — the
up-tight SOB.''

''Got you, buddy. I'll be back by
eight-thirty, and thanks. Can I go in now?''

''Yeah, mister. I guess it's all right, but
don't forget — ''

''I won't, and thanks, again. What site
number will I be in?''

The kid turned around and picked up a layout
of the grounds, studied it for a while and then said, ''Site
thirty-five.''

''Thirty-five — got you buddy. Thanks, again.
See-ya in the morning, buddy. Will I need a gate pass or a map to
find it?''

''No, I'll register you vehicle and this
place is laid out pretty simple. Site thirty-five is about a
half-mile down the first left you come too. You can't miss it. All
the sites are marked with large numbers.''

 


I watched the kid yawn as I began pulling
away from the window. Good luck kid, I thought. I hope I'm the last
to disturb you tonight.

As I drove the well manicured dirt road, I
saw several larger trailers — the kind known as fifth-wheels, with
brand new fancy pickups under the front of them. Most of the
trailers had older folks sitting besides them under their cranked
out canopies. With smug, snobbish, looks on their faces, they
watched me rattle by in my old, overheating, truck, pulling my
tiny, beat-up, trailer with a few dents here and there as well as
an occasional rust spot, and two nearly bald tires and a cracked
window in the front, and you know what — I didn't care what they
thought, just glad to be on the grounds.

I drove down the main road and made a left at
the first intersection. As the kid said, my site was about a
half-mile down the side road. I had no problem backing my small
trailer into slot 35 designed for trailers much larger than mine. I
shut off my truck's engine just as steam began wafting from under
the hood.

As the truck cooled, I took a quick gander
around — kind of checked out my new neighbors. On my right, there
was a fella tending to his fishing gear. He had a small metal
rowboat on a trailer with a small outboard, parked next to his
trailer. He had a modest pickup parked nearby with a camper back.
On the side of the camper back was a decal with a fly fisher
standing in a stream and bending his fly rod, fighting a big-mouth
trout. Apparently, this guy lived to fish much as I lived to
travel. He looked up at me and waved. I returned the wave with a
courteous smile. Now that's my kind of folks, I thought, wondering
where a fishing stream might be?

On my left, was another smaller trailer
similar to mine, but in much better shape, resting on its stand,
and with no one in sight. The towing vehicle was gone so I figured
the owner was out taking in the sights. As I looked around more, I
didn't see any electrical hook-ups near my site, but there was a
spigot topped water pipe sticking up out of the ground between
every two trailers. And they're charging forty-three dollars to
stop in this place, I thought? I'd been better off stopping at a
motel. At least I'd be able to take a hot shower.

It was getting dark and it didn't take long
for the mosquitoes to begin biting so I raised my windows. The
fellow working on his tackle, stood, and giving me another wave,
disappeared inside his camper, swiping at the pesky insects that
descended with a vengeance. I knew right then and there I had a
choice to make. Neither my truck nor trailer had air, and with no
screen door, and torn screens on my trailer's tiny windows, I'd,
either, have to keep the door and windows closed and suffer the
heat of the night or open the door and windows and let the
mosquitoes have their way with me and probably denying me a good
night's rest. With my stomach touching my backbone and being tired,
I decided I'd make a decision later.

I decided to boil up a quick meal of Ramens
Noodles with a couple hot-dogs and then catch me a quick nap with a
worn sheet over my head and shoulders to keep the bugs away, and
leave the door and windows open. I figured I'd unhitch my trailer
later, maybe in the morning before I went to find an ATM.

Now, this is where things begin getting
weird. With the Ramens already half-way on the way to my to my
waste receptacle, I was knocked out — three sheets to the wind — I
mean gone — yeah, asleep. I can't tell you everything that happened
that night because most of it seemed like a dream, well, I thought
it possible I was dreaming, but now I know I wasn't.

Okay, I'm asleep in my uncomfortable
trailer's convertible bed with a sheet over my face to keep the
bugs off me when I feel someone touch my shoulder. I kind of think
I'm dreaming and don't move, and the touch turned into a pretty
good shove. So I roll over onto my back and open my eyes and
realize the sheet I had covering my head is gone, and I'm looking
into these huge almond-shaped eyes that were looking down at me. I
mean this triangular face on a peanut shaped head is leaning over
me, only inches away, looking straight into my eyes with the
darkest, black, eyes, I could imagine. They weren't blinking or
nothing, just looking straight down at me. Dude, I was startled,
and would have reached up to push the funny head away, but I
couldn't move. I felt like I was paralyzed or something. I couldn't
move anything but my eyes.

I tried to move my head to see if there was
more of those strange beings nearby, but I couldn't see any further
than my peripheral vision. Dude, I was scared like I'd never been
before. With them big black eyes staring at me, I didn't know what
to think, or expect. I don't care how much a fool might talk about
how they ain't afraid of nothing, let one of them alien dudes look
him in his eyes from up close, and I'll lay odds he'll crap his
pants, and that's for real.

And not only that — if I remember correctly,
there was a stink about it. That kind of stink that smells like raw
chicken that's been in the Sun too long. But, actually, it wasn't a
strong, gut-wrenching, stink that made me want to puke, but more of
an annoying stink that made me want to hold my nose. It kind of
filled and hung in the hot humid air.

Well, anyway, I wanted to yell or scream at
this thing, or roll over in the bed, but like I said, I was froze
solid, Dude — couldn't move a muscle, but I could still breath. I
don't know how long I laid there — it seemed like a long time to
me, but I felt myself being lifted off the bed — kind of floating
like. Real weird, Dude, and made me kind of dizzy and a little sick
at the stomach. I mean it was really weird not feeling nothing
holding me up as if I was weightless. Dude, I floated as stiff as a
board towards my trailer's open door, and then outside.

Now outside, I looked up at this bright light
hovering overhead. That light was so bright, Dude, I had to close
my eyes. It was so bright it hurt. I tried to squint up at the
light I was floating up towards, but it hurt too much to even crack
my eyelids so I kept them closed. Even with them closed, the over
bright light was brilliant inside my eyelids. I remember thinking
someone else must have seen the light and would, at least, come to
my aid, or yell, or something, but it never happened.

Now, Dude, let me tell you I'm really getting
scared. I'm thinking this crap ain't gonna end good for me. I'd
heard of folks being kidnapped by aliens, and heard what they did
to those folks. You know — poked stuff up every available orifice
including their junk, and backsides. Had heard how the aliens
pulled teeth and did minor surgery without painkillers and stuff
like that. I'd heard that crap hurt like hell, and I definitely
wasn't looking forward to no crap like that happening to me, but
there wasn't much I could do about it. I know one thing though — my
heart was thumping so heard and fast I just knew it was about to
bust or something.

I remember kind of floating and praying,
Lord, don't let this crap hurt too much.

You know — it's funny how I wasn't thinking
about how I was floating — just thinking about how much this crap
is gonna hurt. And I'll tell you something else — a mutha don't
think about the Lord too much until his ass is in a sling. But,
Dude, let me tell you right now, I was praying real hard at that
moment. Yeah, and I'll bet you'd do the same thing too if you were
in the same jam. Okay, I'll admit I ain't the most religious Dudes
around. Yeah, I believe and all, but I can't remember the last time
I attended church, but, Dude, I sure was hoping the Lord didn't
hold that against me and would somehow save my sorry butt.

Well, anyway, I'm floating up towards this
light and getting closer and closer, but I don't feel no heat or
anything — just a kind of tingly feeling over my entire body. I'll
tell you something else I was thinking — I wondered how high I was
off the ground? Strange, huh? I guess I worried about falling or
something. I know I must have been up pretty good cause it seemed
like it took forever for me to get real close to that bright light.
Oh, yeah, I forgot to tell you I heard a strange humming in my ears
the whole time I'm floating. A deep kind of hum that seemed to be
inside my head more than outside. I'll tell you something else I
just thought of — I don't know what happened to the alien chap in
my trailer. He could have been floating up next to me for all I
know. Hell, I had my eyes closed the whole time.

Now, just when I thinks I'm about to be
enveloped in the light, it goes out and everything is pitch black
and the humming stops. I can feel myself being floated inside this
space. Now, I couldn't actually tell you I was actually inside a
space ship or something because it was too dark. I guess I could
kind of sense it or something? However, I did noticed I could smell
a strange odor. When I say strange, I mean an unearthly odor — an
odor completely foreign to me — an odor I can't describe because I
wouldn't know how to describe it except to say it had metallic
overtones and was overpowering and made me want to gag.

Okay, so I'm floating, right, but I can't
tell whether up, down, or sideways, but I feels a solid thump come
up to hit me in my back, or maybe I was lowered to what seemed like
a table, I don't know. No sooner am I on the slab or whatever,
another bright light came on over me, but this light is different.
It kind of shimmered — you know, like an annoying, flickering,
florescent light or something, and seemed to have a bunch of colors
in it that were so faint they almost seemed white. I felt a kind of
stronger tingle all over my body. It felt like a million needles
poking me. After a short while, another one of those triangular
shaped faces leans in to look at me with them big almond-shaped
eyes and then withdrawals into the black surrounding the table.

Now, I'm thinking, oh, crap, here it comes.
I'm waiting for them to take off my clothing, but it never
happened. The light seemed to drop down nearly touching my nose and
grows more intense, as does the tingly needle sensation I'm feeling
from head to toe. The tingling turned into a sensation of heat. It
got so intense, and began to hurt so bad I thought I might burst
into flames in any moment. Jesus, I remember thinking, these aliens
is gonna microwave my butt to see what happens.

Yeah, you can go on and laugh if you want,
but it sure wasn't funny when it was happening, and I'll bet it
would-na been funny to you, either?

Okay, I'm laying there being cooked by this
light, right, or it sure felt like it, and all the sudden I hear
these human screams. They were screams I would imagine someone
would yell if they were being burned alive, and thought someone was
being tortured somewhere, nearby, and then I realize those screams
were mine. I was screaming and didn't know it. Now that I think
about it, I now know it had to be my mind screaming, because I
couldn't feel myself screaming — probably something to do with the
way I paralyzed, but, maybe, I was screaming and just couldn't feel
it?

Well, anyway, after another moment that
seemed like hours to me, the light dimmed and retracted and another
alien leaned in with, what looked like to me, a strange flashlight
in its three-fingered hand. It flashed the light into my eyes and
that's the last thing I remember until I wakes up, back in my bunk
inside my trailer. I guess that flash of light knocked me out?

Dude, I sets up real quick and inspects my
body and finds nothing wrong. Even my clothes is the way I left
them and the sheet was back over my head just the way I remembered
leaving it. Now I'm thinking I must have had a nightmare, probably,
I guessed, because I was so tired. It's still dark outside and for
some reason I feel real tired and hungry, again. Now that I think
about it, I don't know why I didn't check to see what time it was —
wasn't thinking, I guess? I decided to heat another pack of Ramens.
I fire up the butane stove and puts on a small pot of water to
boil. While I'm waiting on the water to heat up, I decides to sit
down and think about the dream I thought I had. I must have dozed
off because the next thing I remember is this loud explosion and I
find myself on top of my fishing neighbor's camper-back, and pieces
of my trailer raining down on top and around me. Dude, I'm hurting
and moaning and groaning like you'd never believe.

After a while, I can hear my neighbors asking
what was that and what happened as many more folks came running
down the road.

Anyway, I guess my neighbors must have heard
me moaning and such, because they were soon pulling me down from
the top of the camper. Someone tells me my propane tank must have
exploded and judging by the way my trailer was leveled, I was lucky
to be alive. They tells me to be still and that an ambulance is on
the way, and just before I passes out, I remember wondering how bad
am I burned.
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