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Date: April 27, 5265 AD

Time: 4:05 a.m. SET, (Standard Earth
time)

From: Interplanetary Medical Corps, Hope
Eternal, in orbit around Neptune?

Classified report to Dr. Paul Orna, Executive
Director IMC Earth HQ

Attachment: Classified status Class AAA-1,
Eyes only: Dr. Paul Orna, Class A-1 IMC Executive Director

Dr. Orna: On the above date and time, an
Interplanetary Medical Corps Hospital ship class 9, Hope Eternal,
recovered from deep space a survival module capsule, date unknown
at this time, private craft emergency pod. One occupant found in
deep sleep, one Male, Caucasian White, age 22 based on cellular
decomposition factor, and DNA analysis, and outdated Military ID
Dog Tag. Height 5.9. 160 lbs., condition of body in suspended
animation, (SA), capsule origin unknown postdates our time.
Identification Dog Tags gives birth date of March 27, 1950, AD SET.
Retina pattern not registered, unknown name and origin. John Doe is
in-route to IMC, out from station Nine, Neptune Orbit. Estimated
arrival FTL 30 days. Current Treatment regimen is revitalization
from Suspended Animation. Risk factor: ‘It is a wonder the man’s
vitals still register, and the SA capsule mechanics are still
working giving the age of our John Doe and birthdate on I.D. tag.
Believe that special care in revival is prudent given the nature of
the circumstances surrounding his encapsulation.’ Yours: Medical
Captain James Whitemore, IMC, Hospital Ship Hope Eternal.

P.S. You realize this man is over 3,300 years
old Paul and by all indications been floating in deep space just as
long. Why he is still alive is, a mystery to me Paul. Will see that
we get back to Earth as soon as we can. Will continue to stabilize
his condition. Attached is a AAA-1 security classified detailed
report on our John Doe your eyes only. Good luck Friend. Doctor
James Hurt, Hope Enteral Ship Medical Director. End of
transmission, SET 4:05 a.m. December 5,264.

I held a report in my hands that was right
out of the realm of a Science Fiction novel. A very old novel at
that. I couldn’t believe my eyes and what they were reading. A man
possibly 3,300 years old or older, floating in deep space in a
survival capsule that postdates our time. This seems impossible,
even given the survival capsule was from a future time period. I
checked my chronometer, it was only 7:45 local time in the morning.
The report came just three hours or so ago. Giving the transmission
lag time from Neptune, that was 28 days from the time the report
was sent. With any luck, Hope Eternal would have reached a point
where they would have revived the John Doe and at this critical
time, doing their best to make sure that he survived the Faster
than Light transit from Neptune. Revival was an iffy thing given
the age of John Doe, the process full of risk and dangers, all
depending on how long the person was in suspended animation. But,
Three Thousand plus years, even today’s technology and advancement
in SA technics couldn’t guarantee the survival rate of someone
asleep that long. I suppose the next report will be the last,
declaring the man died in the revival process as so many do, even
in today’s SA advanced revival technology. It was a long stretch of
the imagination to believe a Three-Thousand-year-old man would
awake and cheerfully greet the day with a high five and thank the
blessed stars, I live. I filed the report in the “Urgent get back
to” stack of files on my desk. I wonder if there is time for a
quick breakfast at the Landing.” Dr. Orna was pondering going to
breakfast when his secretary walked into his private office.

“Dr. Orna, Security Chief Anderson would like
to invite you for breakfast at the Landing. He would like to
discuss the Hope Eternals John Doe over eggs & soybean steaks.”
His secretary Miss Haley announced. Dr. Orna turned to Miss Haley
and gave her that look he often gives regarding Chief Anderson.

“Miss Haley, Chief Anderson never fails to
surprise me with his mind reading act of his. I was just about to
call you and have you join me for breakfast at the Landing.
However, it seems that Anderson as beat me to the punch.
None-the-less, would you like to join the both of us for eggs &
those awful tasting soybean steaks he likes so well.” Dr. Orna
asked Miss Haley.

“Why glory be, you bet your sweet little
dimple Dr. Orna. Just give me a minute to freshen up before we go.”
Miss Haley asked Dr. Orna.

“Hey wait a second,” barked Dr. Orna. “We
have only less than an hour for breakfast and I am not waiting for
you to freshen up.” Miss Haley didn’t like Dr. Orna’s rude remarks
about the amount of time it takes for her to freshen up.

“Well, I never.” she cried.
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“Well, I never.” she cried.

“I should think not, so let’s get going,
Anderson doesn’t like to be kept waiting.” Dr. Orna gracefully
shoved Miss Haley out the door toward the private exit in the rear
of the building. Within seconds, they both were on the commercial
walkway heading for the Landing. While they stood on the stasis
pad, that secured them on the walkway, Dr. Orna addressed the box
that was attached to the pole that had the handles for them to hold
on to as the walkway moved.

“The Landing, level six, restaurant district,
two passengers.” Dr. Orna then pressed his thumb on the box print
pad, which beeped green, and the walkway lurched forward to join
the busy lanes of other pedestrians in the commercial district.

Meanwhile, back at the Landing, Chief
Anderson was reviewing a copy of the report Dr. Orna was reading
earlier. Anderson was very interested in the Class AAA-1 code given
the mysteries passenger on the Hope Eternal. He figured that his
cousin Dr. Orna would share that security information. Anderson was
in deep thought when Dr. Orna and Miss Haley found him at the
Landing waiting in the foyer of the restaurant. They exchanged
greetings, and introductions, and then took a corner booth and give
their orders for breakfast to the kitchen through the computer
waiter that was station on the wall in the booth. While they waited
for their food to be processed, Anderson opened the discussion by
referring to the report in his hands. “Dr. Orna, it says here.”
Anderson, tossing a storage data chip down on the table. “That the
Hope’s passenger could well be over 3000 years old. Any real
possibility of this being accurate? He asked.

“Well Chief Anderson, from what Hope
reported, everything points to our John Doe being 3,315 years of
age born March 27, 1950, AD. Our John Doe’s military Dog tags of
that era on him showed he served in the Vietnam war in 1970,. age
22. Those tags are corrupted given their age and his name is
missing as well as a few other particulars. We were lucky to get as
much as we did. Given this is 5,265 AD, that puts him a long way
from home. The Interplanetary Medical Corps ship, Home Eternal
found him in a stasis pod that does not belong to this time period.
In fact, its technology is well advanced of our own given the fact
it kept our Joe doe alive for an undermined time. The Hope Eternal
hospital ship was stationed around Neptune when that life support
capsules beacon alerted the Hope Eternal. They claim it suddenly
appeared out of now where and its beacon started blasting its
signal. The capsules navigation system is a blank, wiped cleaned no
trace of where it came from or when. The only thing they can
discover is that, that beacon had a proximity alert system, which
activated once it was in range of the Hope Eternal’s communication
array. The kind of system that remains on standby to preserve power
until it picks up the nearest trace of electronics, then activates
its distress signal. By all accounts that capsule came from our
future carrying a man born in 1950 on earth. Until the Hope Eternal
arrives Chief Anderson we won’t know if this man was really born in
1950 or that those old dog tags belong to him.”

“All I know for now is that he was wearing an
antique Dog Tag, 20th century, Vietnam War era, 1970's,
issued by military services of that timeframe, in addition to his
Dog tags the Hope eternal found an embedded chip in his neck
contradicting his birthdate. Stating he was born in 2155 and it is
of the kind used back then. Given the length of time involved here,
that those Dog tags give him a different birthday of 1950, while
other information says otherwise and that SA capsule is from the
future, we have a puzzle here. Which contradicts the ID Chip in his
neck? No name or other vital information found in the capsule. I am
sure that they have checked all the fingerprint data available to
them. As I understand the report, cellular decomposition and DNA
testing prove without a doubt that this man is from the
20th century and has been floating in deep space in a SA
capsule from our past and his future. The information is for your
hears only, and Miss Haley. Now don’t get your hackles up Anderson,
my clearance is higher than yours. My report from the Hope Eternal
had a AAA-1 attachment for my eyes only and more to say, so keep
this confidential. You of all people know how accurate and complete
our data files are on every person who has ever been born and lived
on Earth since the late 20th century and up to current
Standard Earth Time. Now unless he was born off planet on some
rogue colony planet, we may never be able to ID him. Now the
likelihood that he’s an off worlder from the late 23rd
century, is a long shot to even imagine since there were just
beginning to reach off world sites suitable for colonization.” Dr.
Orna exchanged with Chief Anderson.

“Yes, Dr. Orna, it is likely he isn’t an off
worlder, and yes, our records of every person born on Earth are
very accurate, even to pre computer data storage of the
mid-20th century. But is this person really 3,315 years
old?” Anderson continued to drive his point forward.

“Who knows Anderson, it is possible he is
from the future with some fake ID chips and antique dog tags from
1970. But why the ID chip and Dog tags that tells us two different
birth dates? Why the hoax, and what would he gain by trying to set
up such a hoax in the first place? Doctor James Hurt, Director of
the Hope Eternal confirms in his classified report our John Doe is
human, with human DNA and markers that confirm his cellular age,
and he does not have any of the current vaccines in his system we
have, nor the nanobots that monitor our health. He is not from out
time. If he is from our future, those current vaccines may not be
present, however nanobots would still be in use if not more
advance. Hurt found no nanos in his blood. We won’t know the
answers to other questions until the Hope revives the man, if he
should even survive the process.” Dr. Orna was interrupted by the
robowaiter with their breakfast in hand. “Well here comes our food
folks. Let’s eat and no more talk about our mysterious man from the
past. Miss Haley, I believe you have my plate. I ordered the beef
steak marinated in whiskey.” Dr. Orna told her.

“No wonder it tasted funny. Here take, the
foul thing. Really I don’t know how you can eat food saturated in
booze. It’s beyond me why you do not have ulcers after all these
years eating like this.” Miss Haley explained.

“Miss Haley, I don’t know how you can eat
that soy junk without it being soaked in good old Kentucky Whiskey
and if you remember, I had a stomach transplant 10 years ago, got
one of those high-tech models that converts everything I eat into
nice safe nutrient without the effects of getting drunk. You got to
get one for yourself my dear. You can program it to remove all fat
and Cholesterol from your food, you never have to weary about
getting fat and ugly.” Dr. Orna teased Miss Haley.

“Are you calling me fat and ugly Dr. Orna.”
Miss Haley inflicted her words, like sharp darts directed at Dr.
Orna’s heart.

“No dear, just giving you my professional
opinion. Why take chances with our bio-functions going screwy and
messing up the works when there are replacements that work far
better than the creator gave us. Why this new stomach of mine
allows me to relax and enjoy my food without the worry of acid
indigestion, ulcers, fat and cholesterol, and having a large beer
gut. I stay trim and fit, and healthy all due to these wonderful
marvels of nanos and modern medicine.” Dr. Orna downed a pint of
ale, belched and gave Miss Haley a wide smile.

“Really, Paul, you’re disgusting when you try
to placate me.” Miss Haley whispered. Just enough for only Paul
Orna to hear.

“Now Jane, you have known me for how long
now, 25 years and counting I believe. Have you ever seen me placate
you and succeed? As for disgusting, you knew what kind of fellow I
was when you married me. Remember for better or worse. Well, that
worse got better with all these medical marvels that have kept my
body alive well past its 135 years. The more time I have to love
and adore you.” Turning to Chief Anderson. “Ralph, wouldn’t you
agree, the older I get the better the machinery works with a well
lubricated vintage of Kentucky’s finest Whiskey?”

“Don’t you get me involved in one of Jane’s
campaigns to reform an old drunk like you. Really, after 25 years
of marriage I would think you two would have managed to slit each
other throats while you sleep.” Ralph Anderson added to the table
talk.

“Oh Ralph, don’t think we haven’t tried, but
there just one small problem. It’s very hard to slit one’s throat
when you are enmeshed in the final throws in a marathon of
passionate sex night after night for 25 years.” DR. Orna
chuckled.

“You men I never heard such disgusting table
talk. When will I ever learned to avoid the bait you just tossed
me?” Miss Haley chuckled, while she learned over to Paul and gave
him a very passionate kiss right smack in public.”

“Why Jane, do you really think this is the
right place to start our nightly marathon?” Paul teaser her.

“Oh, when will I ever learn. You are
disgusting, even if I do love you. Get you mind out of the gutter
Paul.” She told him

“I don’t think it his mind that’s in the
gutter Jane, really, and you call yourself a nurse.” Ralph hinted
at Paul’s lower regions of his body.

“That’s it, I have had enough, you men can
just find some Holowhore, and spend a wild night with your hands in
constant motion until you burn off your reproductive organs.” Jane
got up from the table and left the two men to stare with their
mouths open. Paul was the first to break the awkward moment.

“Ralph, what do you think, should we take the
morning off and hire ourselves a Holowhore and spend the rest of
the morning burning our manhood off.” Paul jested.

“What and prove to Jane that I’m just as
disgusting as you are. No thank you Paul, you can be disgusting on
your own. Jane’s one person I wouldn’t want to get on her short
list.” Ralph laughed.

“You know Ralph, you’re a chicken at heart,
what you need is a wife like Jane who knows how to please her man.
I can ask her about one of her female friends for you, might get
you off her short list. Then again, maybe not, her short list is
engraved on stone you know. Best just to follow orders and never
ever cross her. That’s what I like about her Ralph. A no hassle
women who knows her mind and how to use it.” Paul Orna
admitted.

“So, does that mean we find us some Holowhore
and do what she ordered.” Ralph spoke.

“Hell, no man, she would kill us if she found
out. You got to know when to give in and surrender, or that women
will hang you out to dry.” Snapped Dr. Orna.

“You do love her don’t you Paul?” Ralph
asked.

“With all my heart, soul and mind Ralph.
Don’t know what I would do without her and no Holowhore is ever
going to replace her in bed. That women is Aphrodite reincarnated.
It’s a shame she is too prudish to make it a threesome. Don’t even
ask Ralph, she will kill you first then string me up by my balls if
you ever mention such a proposition. Best you just dream about it
Ralph, I know I do.” Paul spoke as he got up to leave the
booth.

“And what dreams they are cousin. Remember,
if you croak first, I get to be her second husband, only fair you
know.” Ralph stood up, leaving a tip chip on the table for the
management. Both men left the Landing, deep in discussion about
whether or not Jane would even take a second husband in her life.
Both left each other laughing, the same old joke, never getting
tired or worn out. They both knew Jane was a fine women, and a very
loyal wife, who would never remarry if Paul passed first. Paul and
Jane’s love for each other was a legend around the IMC
headquarters. All knew that Jane enjoyed the banter that played
between many of her husband cronies, herself and Paul. It was
Paul’s way of complimenting Jane, and Jane knew it. In private she
would ask Paul’s forgiveness if she bruised any toes, and Paul
would do the same, finally ending both in bed to spend a wonderful
life together.

Chief Anderson returned to his own office at
another building of the huge IMC complex, while Dr. Orna returned
to his office to find Jane busy with her own duties as his
executive secretary. A new stack of reports was piling up on his
desk and with the system Jane developed for him, he went directly
to the most urgent reports and worked his way down to those that
took only a moment to stamp ok or reject the request. As the
Director of the IMC, he dealt with the mundane of running an
interstellar medical facility. Budget request, new upgrades on
medical technology, new hires, and fires. It had been years since
he made rounds or performed a delicate operation. He was now an
administrator and Jane, once a public health Nurse, now his
personal secretary and wife. The real boss of the operations, but
Dr. Orna wouldn’t tell you that in public, and Jane would deny the
claim. For a moment everything was quiet in the inner office and
Jane was out on some errand from her desk. Before Dr. Orna could
take advantage of the free time, his chronograph phone beeped, and
a tiny voice alerted him to a call.

“Dr. Orna, Dr. Orna, you have an urgent call
from IMC Board Chairmen Smythmen. Please use scramble code
Seven-x498. Will you take the call now or do you wish to put the
call on hold?” The mechanical voice stated.

“Oh, fugecake now what.” Swore Dr. Orna.

“What did you say Sir.” The chronograph
spoke.

“Oh, nothing important. I will take the call
in 15 minutes. Give Mr. Chairmen my regards and I regret the small
delay.” Dr. Orna replied to his chronograph. Jane entered his
office noticing his worry lines were bulging.

“Okay Paul, what now? She asked her
husband.

“Oh, nothing I can’t handle Jane, Chairmen
Smythmen called and wants me to call him back on a scrambled
channel that’s all. Give that man a A-1 security clearance and he
thinks he some secret operative who needs to use scrambled channels
just to say hello to me.” Dr Orna pouted.

“Now Paul you know you can’t blame the man
for his wild imagination and an ego the size of Saturn’s rings. So,
what do you think he wants Paul” Jane asked?

“Well Jane it is most likely our Rip Van
Wrinkle has piqued his interest and wants to know what we are doing
about it. Most likely has a few farfetched suggestions and wants to
issue a code Gamma restriction to flex his muscles on. Who really
knows what the man wants? If anything, it is to put his nose where
it doesn’t belong. Okay, let’s get this over with, will you set the
scramble phone to Seven-x498 please, set the phone to record the
call. Might as well make sure I get the message right the first
time.”

“You mean blackmail evidence if he exceeds
his authority.” Jane said.

“Don’t need any, Jane, ran out of data
storage the day the board hired the fool.” Dr Orna stated.

“Dear isn’t that why they hired him someone
they could put on a few strings and play puppet master.” Jane
replied.

“Yes, and I am the bigger fool for agreeing
to their plot. He turned out to be a royal pain in everyone’s anus
with an ironclad contract for another 2 years. We are stuck with
him dear. Might as well get this over with.” Dr. Orna, surrendered,
and picked up the receiver to wait for Jane to enter the right
scramble codes. In seconds, the familiar beeps rattled through its
sequence and Tom Smythmen’s irritating voice came out loud and
clear.

“Dr. Orna, I expect you to be at your office
when I call. I cannot tolerate my people taking long lunch breaks
and taking their sweet time in returning calls. Secondly, you can
personally take charge over this freezer pop arriving from Neptune.
Chief Anderson is a good man, however not my choice for Security
Chief. We will need to surround this mystery from deep space in the
tightest of security. We must keep your patient restricted only to
the class AAA-1 level security floor. This means you and your AAA-1
medical team only will have access to this man.” The Chairmen
rattled on nonstop.

“Chairmen Smythmen, this is rather unusual
for even you to exclude Anderson from the loop. I must express my
concern about leaving the Chief of Security out of the loop. After
all it is his job and just because you didn’t get a vote in his
promotion doesn’t mean he’s not the right guy for the job. I
believe if you were to check your contract, you have no voice in
the matter when it comes to IMC security issues, nor do you have
the power to tell me how to do my job either. Your position on the
board is as a figure head, you have no stock options, nor
controlling vote on the board. Your job is to handle the business
end of IMC, and not its doctors or how they perform their jobs.
That is my job, and I resent your intrusion on my territory.” Dr.
Orna snapped at the Chairmen.

“Dr. Orna, you are out of line here, I chair
the board, I am the public image of this corporation, and I am
certain that if I were to ask for your resignation the board would
be obligated to see it my way.” The Chairmen snapped right
back.

“I see Smythmen, why don’t we put it to the
test Chairmen, after all, out of the 12 board members, six are
doctors on staff with IMC. One nurse, and Miss. Haley’s who is head
of the nurses department. That leaves one suit who represents the
Government, one from the public sector, and two from the business
sector. May I also remind you that Ms. Haley is also my wife Mr.
Chairmen. The way I see it, you don’t have the votes to remove me
unless you can prove malfeasance and malpractice against me, you
have no voice in the matter.” Dr. Orna reminded the Chairmen of his
peccaries’ position on the board. He was outnumbered 8 to 4. A
malfeasance case would take months of both internal and
governmental investigation which would in the end prevail nothing
except to show the chairmen’s delusion of power. Which he did not
have, the board ran the day-to-day workings of the business side of
IMC, and not its medical staff. That is what the IMC Executive
Director did, boss the medical team and all related support systems
of the IMC.

“Now you listen here Dr. Orna, you may think
you run things here, and it’s about time you find out just how
fragile that position is. I’m calling an inquiry on your ability to
run IMC as it should be run. I believe that our stockholders will
have the final word on this Dr. Orna, without the board’s lopsided
bias in your favor. Remember, we are a corporation with
stockholders, stockholders I am responsible to, not you. I do
believe that their vote will be greater than your control of the
board Dr. Orna.” Smythmen sounded confident he had cornered Dr.
Orna into a blind alley.

“Are you sure of this Smythmen, I mean do you
really know who has what stocks and how many votes. Before you go
on a rampage, I suggest you check the stockholders list before you
boast so much confidence. Until then, Anderson will have
supervision of security over this mystery man of ours. While I will
take care of the medical team, and make sure they understand your
concerns. By the way, your off limits, read your contract paragraph
10, page 4, you might see a little clause that says you have no
authority over any medical patient, nor any responsibility to
supervise the medical staff in how they practice their medicine.
So, if I see even one of your webbed toes stepping in my territory,
I will make sure that, those toes are surgically removed with a
dull scalpel. Do you hear me Mr. Chairmen?” Dr Orna threaten the
man.

“You can’t threaten me Dr. Orna. I know my
place far better than you do. Just remember that I might be a
figure head here at IMC, but I have connections in high places.”
The Chairmen boasted.

“Oh, I’m sure you do Chairmen, after all you
pulled every pubic hair you could to get this job against my
advice. Yet, I gave you every chance to prove me wrong that you are
a fool. So far I have been right. Just check your stockholders list
and make sure you have all the votes you need if you are going to
get my butt removed from this office. Meanwhile I have a job to do,
and I do it better than anyone has so far. Oh, I forgot, I’m the
only one who has had this job, no one else wants it. Do your
homework buddy you might find a surprise or too in the fine print.
Goodbye Chairmen.” Dr. Orna disconnected the connection, and order
the phone to file the recorded conversation, and send a transcript
to all board members, and stock members on the “O List” priority
reading.

Dr. Orna poured himself a double whisky,
downed it in one swallow and called for Jane.

“Well Jane, did you find any sense in that
man’s insane struggle for power? He asked Jane.

“No Paul, though I would like to be in his
office when he sees the “O List” and how many stockholders are
named Orna and the fact that they are the majority stockholders
since IMC was created one hundred years ago. I wonder if he ever
bothered to know who the stockholders are or even realize that your
great grandfather started IMC, and that you have the 51 percent of
the stocks, while I have 10 percent and the rest of the aunts,
uncles and cousins have the remaining stocks, including your oldest
cousin Ralph Anderson. I don’t think he is going to come out of his
coma long enough to realize just who the boss really is Paul.” Jane
snickered.

“No Jane, he’ll stay awake long enough to
swear a blue streak from here to the moon before he finally goes
comatose. Damn my late father for insisting that there be an
independent chairmen of the board, to balance the power struggles
between medical staff and business staff. Thank my mother for
slipping in a caveat that say’s the chairmen has no power to hire
or fire, that belongs only to the board. Then she bought out
several stockholders to assure that the Orna’s will always have a
majority vote against the board. She was one smart cookie my
mother, remind me to write her a note and thank her for her getting
the upper hand over Dad. Don’t think he ever forgave her for it,
though they still remain married until his passing. I do believe
they had an understanding, who is the boss of the business, and who
is the boss of the family. It’s a shame Dad got to boss the family
pets, not really a fair shake there was it. Oh, that reminds me,
Jane, how are we getting along with our own family. Did Junior mind
you bossing him around and ordering him back to college? He asked
Jane about their only son.

“Oh, you know the rules, no college, no
money, and his grandmother said she would cut his manhood off, if
he ever stepped in a fleshpot again. She was very upset that he
would even use his real name and charge the services to the family
account. She had him in tow explaining the delicacy and the affair,
and how to avoid it in the future. Pay cash, and never use your
real name, nor use a public fleshpot. The private sector had far
better girls and knew how to really please a man. Then she went on
to tell the boy about your first time, while he helped the boy pack
his bags to return back to his college dorm. The last I heard was
she telling junior about what his grandfather did when you were
first caught in a public fleshpot. I do believe Junior turned very
pale, when his grandmother said she would do the same. Junior will
fly straight, or he will have his wings clipped or rather his
family jewels removed.” Jane told the tale about Junior and his
conversation with his grandmother that assured Paul, Junior would
listen to his grandmother.

“Well, that’s a relief, why I remember that
first fleshpot, and how my father reacted when I came home to
introduce the trollop as my girlfriend. He went ballistic, and I
went flying through the dinner room window. Thank God, the gravity
field was on, and prevented me from dropping 200 stories to my
death. My mother politely excused fathers behavior and gave the
girl a tour of the tower mansion. She escorted the girl out the
service entrance with a credit chip and a promise she get an
education and never go back to the fleshpot. To this day, I never
found out if she did.” Jane gave him a look that said a thousand
words.

“Well, I never went back to the fleshpot, so
I will never know if, she did or not. Don’t worry I was safe, so
there shouldn’t be any surprises waiting for the estate lawyers to
sort out. At least I think so, I was a wild teenager, who knows how
many by-blows I have.” Paul was teasing Jane.

“Well, I certainly hope not Paul. One kid is
enough, but to think that junior has a dozen half brothers and
sister out there in the Universe will just destroy his only child
status and belief he will inherit the family business all to
himself one day. Really Paul, you must curb these appetites of
yours, or I will clip your wings, and leave the organ out for the
birds to feed..” Jane playfully reached out cuff Paul across the
head, which he ducked, and then grabbed her, pulling her into his
lap.

“Who needs a fleshpot, when I have you my
dear and a lot cheaper on the family budget.” Paul laughed.

“Are you calling be cheap, just wait until
you get the new wardrobe bill. You’ll think twice about calling me
cheap. In fact, I have half a mind to go shopping tonight, no, a
full mind, there’s a new boutique with the most gorgeous dresses
made of real Martian silkworms mind you. Very costly my dear
husband.” Jane teased Paul.

“Okay, if that’s what you think I’m, your
personal pocketbook, just you come home and show me how beautiful
you are, and I will forget how costly it will be to the family
budget.” Paul told Jane.

“Okay Paul, you got a deal.” Jane agreed then
was reminded about a memo that came in before while Paul was on the
phone with the Chairmen.

“Oh Paul, I forgot. Chief Anderson called our
mystery guy will be arriving soon. The Hope will be docking at IMC
space port 2 in just under 2 days. He requested we have our team
ready and waiting. I have already alerted our best medical team
under Class AAA-1 security orders to standby and ready a medical
suite for our John Doe.

“Oh, were has the time gone Jane, I forget
that communications are slower than snails while Faster than Light
speed ships often out race the message. Leave a list of the team
before you go, and I’ll see you later at home. Oh, one more thing,
have a team check in on our chairmen, I believe he should be
reaching a fast boil by now. Might need a doctor around. Make sure
it’s an intern, first year, just to give him insult when he
realizes he’s not worthy of one of our senior doctors. I tell you
Jane, that man will not stop his power struggle until he drops
dead. Thank, my mother for also putting in a 5-year term limit
clause in the contract. I do believe that Smythmen as just another
2 years to go and we can find a better person for the job.” Paul
dismissed Jane and went back to finishing his reports.

***

The Hope Eternal was an IMC Hospital ship
designed for deep space. It traveled to and from the various
colonies strung throughout the known stars. It brought medical and
hospital care to the settlers of these colonies, taking care of the
more serious health problems associated with colonizing alien
planets. IMC combated new and strange viruses and sickness that
came with the exploration of those new planets. Often complete
settlements were quarantined and treated by the Hope Eternal. With
their top notch medical and research team the Hope Eternal would
find cures and solutions to the many medical emergencies found in
colonizing new planets. There were 2000 such ships around the
Universe, with the Hope Eternal the latest and fastest ship in
space. With her star drive and the newest navigational computers,
her range was limitless. Within days, she could respond to
emergencies just about anywhere she was needed. It’s doctors,
nurses, and researcher were in itself, a colony on board the Hope
Eternal. The dedicated staff lived and raised their families on
ship. An educational unit trained new doctors and nurses, providing
a renewable resources for placing these new doctors and nurses on
colonies that needed them the most. The research unit was the
latest in its science and technology, finding solutions to the many
strange viruses and bacteria that were found on many planets. This
research team had a first response unit that went ahead of any new
colony to discover any hidden dangers to those who would eventually
settle these new planets. As a part of the research unit, you would
find Botanist, Paleontologist, Geologist, and many other specialist
whose job it was to make sure any habitable planet remained that
way. Many times, these special teams would come across ancient
alien sites, were archeologist would aid in uncovering the mystery
of these ancient sites. In rare cases, these teams have discovered
technology far in advance of our own sciences, and through their
research adapted this technology, and brought Earth technology into
a new era.

After 3 years of deep space solitude, she
returns with a new mystery. While returning from a mission and
heading the Neptune Space station she came across a solitary
survival capsule, something that should not have been in deep
space, where only the Hope Eternal had ever gone. The greater
mystery was its occupant, suspended in sleep and still alive. The
fact that the survival capsule was from a future time and its
occupant was discovered to be 3,315 years old. It was the greatest
mystery of the millennium. Dr. Orna watched the shuttle craft from
the Hope Eternal in orbit around Earth land and dock at port 2 of
the IMC space port. As he waited for the cool down of her rockets,
Dr. Orna began to fantasize about the mysterious man. His thoughts
were interrupted by Chief Anderson, coughing behind him. Dr. Orna
turned around to greet the Chief.

“Hello Chief, I see you are right on time. Do
you think we will be disappointed with our mystery man?” Dr. Orna
asked Chief Anderson.

“Oh, I don’t know, we might, but then again,
we may be opening a new chapter in the lives of all humans. By the
way Paul, I believe I owe you a thanks for stepping in and forcing
the Chairmen to let me continue in my job. I also understand he is
suffering from a sudden seizure of sorts, eat something that didn’t
agree with him. Might you know what it was?” Chief Anderson asked
Paul.

“Well, might be he took a closer look at the
stockholders list, and discovered who is really the boss around
here. Might have bitten off more than he could digest, maybe even
swallowed a very huge dose of ego. I hear there’s a plague of some
sort going around in his office of late. Thought I would cure the
man of it with a strong dose of reality. I suppose he’s bending
over and puking up his guts by now, before he gets his second wind
so he can start a kissing ass campaign. I really do hate an ass
kisser, but its better then dealing with his inflated ego and
maniacal stupidly.” Paul told Anderson.

“Umph, I wondered what scared him so much.
You should have seen his face, when he found out that I was the
third largest shareholder. Of course, that doesn’t compare to the
scream he made when he saw who the largest shareholder was. I don’t
believe we will have any problems with him from here on in.
Although, it would have been better if he didn’t know. Now he is
going to ask why, two of the richest men in the Universe are doing
menial jobs. I guess I will have to tell him that for me, it’s the
best way to protect by interest in IMC and he better not get in my
way when I do just that.” Chief Anderson told Paul.

“Oh well, at least you have a reason. He
might not understand why I am still working, when I could be the
chairmen, and he could be the flunky. Mother will have to take him
aside and explain the ABCs to him, and that he has a cold chance in
Hell to find any power leverage in his position. Pity the man
Ralph, he’s going to discover just how much a figure head he really
is.” Paul explained to Ralph.

“I wonder if he will even have a soul left
after Aunt Stella gets her claws into him. Pity the man who crosses
her path and walks away with even his balls still hanging between
his legs. You don’t think we take this nepotism to far do you. I
mean, even a dump animal like Smythmen, deserves a fair chance to
climb the corporate ladder Paul.” Ralph told his cousin Paul.

“You might be right Ralph, but your Aunt
Stella made sure that the chairmanship wasn’t a jumping off point
for greedy men who might think they are clever enough to run things
on their own, or those imbeciles like Smythmen who could run the
corporation to ruin. As long as they do the job as defined in the
contract and do it right, they earn their large salary. Otherwise,
bye, bye, birdie. In the case of Smythmen, its bye, bye, cuckoo
bird.” Paul laughed right along with Ralph. The mood was broken by
the hatch of the shuttle opening up, and a team of men wheeled out
a gurney loaded down with a hoard of machinery resting on the body
of a man. Paul and Ralph stepped aside and let the specialist steer
the gurney into the emergency ward right off the space port. Paul
followed Ralph into the busy ward to the preassigned CU room. It
was apparent that their man was still facing some survival issue
all too familiar to Suspended Animation sickness. It was an equal
wonder the man was even alive after so many centuries in SA.
Current SA life span has only been tested to 300 years relative
time, which puts SA and deep space travel at its limits in regard
to how long SA can keep a person alive while reaching the many
far-flung stars in the Universe. This man by all indication has
been out there in SA far longer than any before or after him. The
two men watched through the observation portal the many specialist
in SA Revival work on their mystery man. It would still be many
days before they would know anything about this man, other then
what an ancient dog tag said. Ralph returned to his office, and
Paul headed home to see what it cost him when Jane went on another
one of her shopping sprees. Paul wasn’t worried, after all, he had
a very large wallet, and anything his Jane wanted, he would go to
the end of the Universe to see that she got it. He was looking
forward to the private fashion show Jane would give him. He liked
most the vintage Victoria Secret part, when Jane would parade
around in the bedroom, showing off all her assets. Paul liked her
assets; he couldn’t wait to get his hands on them.

 


 



Chapter 2

War is Hell Sir

 


 


Not many people believed it then and some
today say it was a fairytale. The IMC believed it, and it’s a good
thing they did, or I would be in a crazy house instead of a plush
apartment of my own, looking out over the most fantastic city scape
I have ever seen. After the IMC medical specialist stabilized my SA
sickness, I spend two months acclimating my body to the
53rd century, going through a regiment of physical
therapy, immunization against 53rd century viruses and
bacteria, and indoctrination of 53rd century
advancements, philosophy, and political dogma. By the time I was
released from isolation, I told uncensored story to Dr. Orna, and
Chief Anderson. I had told my censored story to a number of people,
and to one very intimidating person named Smythmen, who I learned a
few weeks later was fired from his post as the chairmen of the
board before trying to sell IMC secrets to the media about me.
Chief Anderson having his ear and eyes open learned that Smythmen
had contacted a local journalist with an offer for a million
credits he could expose the IMC is hiding a Time Capsule and the
Time traveler the future they discovered out in space. Chief
Anderson planted misleading information regarding where, the Time
Capsule was, and the Time Traveler was being imprisoned in chains
for Smythmen to find that information. Smythmen’s took the
misinformation for fact and arranged for a well-known and respected
investigating journalist to a warehouse that was supposed to hold
the SA capsule and the person in it was from the 110th
century imprisoned by the IMC.

The journalist and his cameramen indeed did
fine a SA capsule that turned out to be a theatrical prop, and the
prisoner was a theatrical dummy held in chains. Social media was a
buzz with the live footage of the Journalist discovering of the
fake SA capsule from the future and the prisoner. The IMC board
released a statement the next day with evidence that Smythmen had
been fired as the boards chair 3 days before the Journalist had
been contacted. The firing was based on failing to live up to his
contract and performance in the best interest of the Board and IMC.
The reason for Smythmen setting up this hoax was to discredit the
IMC and revenge for his dismissal. Smythmen found himself in a
tight squeeze between a lawsuit by the Journalist for defaming his
good name and The IMC filing criminal charges for trying to gain
monetarily by selling IMC private information of their patients
even if the information he received about me the actual patient of
the IMC was misinformation. I understood the reason for keeping the
media from knowing about me was for security reasons. Smythmen
found himself volunteering undergoing treatment for adjustment of
his behavior by current brain scan treatment to reform his criminal
tendencies. That or face financial ruin for his actions and time in
prison. The IMC settled the journalist lawsuit, and Smythmen after
a week of treatment was a free man, just missing a few memories. He
left Earth to settle down in another part of the Universe on a
large colony world where he took a job as a mail room clerk. One of
the advantages of the treatment he had was that he had been
retrained to be a mail room clerk and the IMC posted him to that
job at one of their medical clinics where they could keep an eye on
him.
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