

        

            

                

            

        




	



The Training of An Immortal


	












Day One


	 


	Patricia rose from the floor of her encampment and looked out over the area.  She could only see trees as far as she could strain her eyes to focus.  The encampment was a barren stretch of pine needle covered earth that held precious little to live on.  She had no tent.  She had no tools to make a fire.  She had no weapons.  All she had was a small bundle of rope and a large shovel. She had asked to become an immortal but she did not understand how such harsh surroundings would further that goal.


	Alida was her link to the world of the Immortals.  She had appeared to her in the dead of night, rousing her from the depths of a great sleep.  Aldia announced that she had heard her plea to become an immortal.  She said that she replied to all serious pleas of the kind.  She fully intended to help Patricia become an immortal.


	She explained that almost 1% of the human race was capable of attaining full immortality.  Most humans were content to live, die, and repeat the process until something happened to change their condition. Alida explained that nothing changed until humans learned to overcome the habit of dying.


	Alida's instructions were simple. Survive here for one day. If you are alive when I return, you will have passed your first test. That is all she said. Then she disappeared into thin air.


	The test was simple. Just don't die. My task seemed easy enough.  


	I extended my senses into the distance.  I could not perceive any threatening animals.  No storms were approaching.  I could not sense any threat from humans and there were no unstable magnetic anomalies from the atmosphere.  If she meant to test me, I couldn’t see the threat.


	I looked at the tools that she left me. She left me only a shovel and some rope.  Did she want me to avoid hanging myself or dig my own grave?


	Patricia picked up the rope and the shovel.  She tied the rope securely around her waist and hoisted the shovel over her shoulder. She had no idea why she needed the implements, but she didn’t want to take the chance that she might need them.  In that case, leaving without them was out of the question.
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