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Praise for Immortal

“An ingenious medical thriller, suspenseful and
cleverly plotted.”

—BookPage

“Clem’s latest has thrills and chills aplenty, while
conveying a sobering—make that terrifying—message. Not only
is this one heck of a medical thriller, it’s a scary wake-up call
to what could happen if a few individuals decided to play God, a
premise that scared the daylights out of me. Could this happen?
Clem makes you think so.”

—Mid Atlantic Review

“Immortal is a nail-biting thriller you don’t
want to miss.”

—NJ Star Ledger

“Bill Clem delivers a complex plot, fascinating
characters, and plenty of action. Immortal is a
roller-coaster ride that winds its way to a surprise ending.”

—Philadelphia Book Review

“From knowledge comes power, and from power,
temptation. Bill Clem’s Immortal is a tale set at the very edge of
our medical knowledge, and of a thrilling hero who confronts a
God-playing monster”

—Washington Weekly

“Brilliant storyteller Bill Clem is at the top of his
game, and gives us a compelling and thought-provoking tale that
will have you looking over your shoulder. It’s both realistic and
terrifying, and it will keep you up all night!”

—Iris Johansen, author of On the Run

“There’s a compelling truth at the center of this
high-octane thriller. The twists keep you reading and the questions
Clem poses keep you thinking all night long.”

—Orlando Sentinel

“Bill Clem, perhaps the best of our new,
medical-thriller writers, has penned an action-packed tale that
will have you checking all your body parts for days afterward.”

—Harris Faulkner USA Today
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Introduction

To avoid any confusion for those of you unfamiliar
with the science of Cryogenics, let me start by clarifying a couple
of definitions.

Cryogenics is described by Britannica Concise
Encyclopedia as the “study and use of low temperature phenomena ...
“

Cryonics is the experimental application of
cryogenic principles to freeze and preserve recently deceased
humans with the hope of future resuscitation.

For our purposes, you will see both terms used
throughout the book, depending on the context intended.

It had been known since the '30s that the human body
could be chilled until it slowed down to almost nothing. But it had
been a laboratory trick, or a last-resort therapy, until the
sixties.

More than 1000 people have been frozen since the
first person was placed in "cryonic suspension" in 1967. Stasis,
cold sleep, hibernation, hypothermia, reduced metabolism, call it
what you will - the logistics-medicine research teams have found a
way to stack people like cordwood and revive them later. Cool them
down and hold them precisely at four degrees centigrade; that is to
say, at the maximum density of water with no ice crystals. Then
wake them up in a hundred years.

Maybe?

“And there was this frozen thing.”











Prologue

Norman Klein was dying from cancer. It had
started in his liver and now spread to his pancreas. Neither
radiation nor chemotherapy had been able to halt its progress. He
had a week to live.

And he knew it.

In his private room, Klein looked at his reflection
in the bedside mirror. Bone gaunt, hair thinned to nothing, and his
jaundiced eyes were dull with hopeless resignation. All morning,
he’d stared out the window at the manicured hospital grounds,
wishing he could have just a little longer.

When the door opened, Klein didn’t recognize the
doctor. Although he’d seen so many, they all looked the same by
now. He wore a white lab coat and had a stethoscope draped around
his neck.

The doctor pulled up a chair close to the bed. He
looked tired and overworked, but had an affable smile that put
Klein at ease.

Klein looked up. The Grim Reaper?

“I’m Dr. Hench,” he said. “I’d like to talk to you
about your future.”

Klein’s hollow eyes flashed with anger. “Are you
some kind of comedian? Future? Doesn’t the word ‘terminal’ on my
chart there mean anything?”

Without answering, Hench opened the folder
containing Klein’s biographical information.

“I’ve seen the chart,” Klein said. “It says I’m
forty-two, married and have two kids. Twelve and thirteen. And it
says my case is hopeless. I’m a cancer farm. Is there anything else
you want to know? I’m sorry I’m so cynical, but there’s been at
least ten other doctors in here in the last twenty-four hours. Why
can’t I just die in peace?”

Hench put the folder on the bedside table. “I’ll
come right to the point, Mr. Klein. You and I both know how sick
you are. It’s an undisputable fact. But what would you say if I
offered you a chance for a complete cure and restoration to your
youthful state?”

Klein gazed back at Hench. “It sounds like you’ve
been working too hard, doc. I’m already as good as dead.”

“That depends on how you define dead. Before you say
anything else, let me explain.” Hench paused and took a deep
breath. “I’m part of an organization that believes in the
technology of the future. We believe if we can preserve you now,
tomorrow’s science will allow us to cure you and even restore your
youth.”

Klein leaned forward. “It sounds like a bunch of
medical jargon to me.”

“I understand your skepticism, but I assure you,
it’s quite possible. We’ve already had remarkable success.”

“Well, tell me this. Why me? There are thousands of
people with terminal cancer.”

Hench smiled. “Two reasons. First, we only accept
patients when death is immediately imminent. Second, the expense
involved is beyond most people’s capability. You are wealthy. Your
wealth can benefit you now.”

Klein nodded. “And benefit you. How much are we
talking about here?”

“They will turn over your estate to the
organization. Then they will provide a generous trust for your wife
and children. When they resuscitate and restore you to health,
whatever funds are left, they return to you. They’d no longer have
to maintain you. At that point, they would terminate the
contract.”

“And just how am I ... maintained?”

“Cryonic suspension in liquid nitrogen.”

“Frozen, right?”

Hench leaned back. “Not in the normal sense. We like
to think of it as medical time travel. When technology breaks the
boundaries of disease and death, then we resuscitate you. It might
be ten years. It might be a hundred. One thing is certain, though.
It is your only chance to survive.”

“So I’d just go to sleep, and when I wake up it
might be fifty years down the road, and I wouldn’t even know how
long I’d been asleep?”

Hench nodded. “Exactly.”

Klein scrawled his signature on the contract with
Hench’s pen. “When will my wife hear?” He felt a wave of heartache
from the past.

“As soon as we transfer you to the facility.”

Hench patted Klein on the shoulder and walked
out.

A few minutes later, a nurse came in and gave Klein
an injection. When she left the room, his mind began to drift and
he thought about his children, their accomplishments, their dreams:
college, weddings, grandchildren. Now it was possible he could be
there. He stared at the dark rectangle of his ceiling. He then
stopped thinking about everyone else. He began to think only of
himself. He didn’t have to die.

He might live. He just might.

Soon, someone came with a gurney and took him
away.











Chapter 1

Josh Logan tapped out a beat on his steering
wheel as he drove his silver Land Rover up Interstate 100. The red
boulders of the Phoenix foothills rose stark against a crisp March
sky, but the peaceful setting did little to calm his
excitement.

He couldn’t believe it when, after a half-hour
telephone interview, the man himself had offered him the job.

Lawrence Bowman’s voice sounded just as Josh
remembered. Cold, formal, arrogant. The best neurosurgeon in the
country, however, could afford to be. As the director of the Ford
Medical Institute in Scottsdale, he wielded a powerful position.
And anybody lucky enough to be chosen to work with him would find
himself at the forefront of medicine.

They had recently featured Ford in the New England
Journal of Medicine, for their pioneering work in cryosurgery, and
its use in dissecting brain tumors. Bowman and his colleagues
found, when they applied a sub-zero solution to the tumor’s
perimeter, just prior to removal, bleeding became nonexistent. The
resulting “cold spot” as they called it, prevented any cancerous
cells from migrating from the site. It would save countless
patients from more radical surgeries that left many with gross
motor deficits or stroke.

Ford would be a great opportunity for Josh to
practice his considerable skills in neurosurgery, away from small
town America.

His acceptance by Bowman was a blessing in another
way as well. He needed to leave the small resort town where he
practiced for the last three years. With no immediate family left,
there was little to keep him. Josh’s wife had died two years
earlier, a devastating loss whose emotional scars still raked at
his heart. To make the blow doubly painful, she was three months
pregnant at the time. Josh’s only solace was knowing the death,
with ironic compassion, had liberated his wife from a deep despair
over a crippling illness.

Josh’s cell phone rang, pulling him from his
depressing reverie. The incoming message surprised him:

REPORT TO THE MEDICAL INSTITUTE ON ARRIVAL

That’s odd!

Josh had planned on meeting Bowman at the Hilton in
Scottsdale for an impromptu meeting and lunch. Now suddenly, they
were telling him to go directly to Ford. He knew Bowman was busy
like most facility directors. Still, he had at least expected to
have a couple days to get settled. Then again, it did not surprise
him, knowing what he did about the man.

With rising uncertainty, Josh drove to the
Scottsdale exit, turned onto the private access road, and rolled to
a stop at Ford’s entryway.

While the security guard waved him through, Josh
gazed out at the mammoth structure in the distance. The building’s
facade was a bastion of one-way glass, designed to reflect the
stifling heat of the Arizona sun.

Two minutes later, Josh parked and crossed the
manicured grounds to the main entrance, where a carved sandstone
sign announced:

FORD MEDICAL INSTITUTE

An armed security guard flanked the revolving door
and nodded as Josh passed by him. He felt an odd sensation as he
pushed through the doors ... that he had entered the realm of the
future.

Massive plaques and excellence awards from every
hospital organization one could name lined the walls. They had
celebrated towering achievements within this building.

Josh felt the problems of the outside world fading
behind him. Where life and death decisions weighed like lead, and
the minds of a few decided the outcomes.

As Josh approached the receptionist, he wondered
what problem caused him to be summoned here already.

“Good morning,” the receptionist said as Josh
approached the desk. She smiled with brilliant white teeth.

Josh returned the smile as the girl held out a
clipboard for him to sign.

“If you don’t mind,” she said.

Josh took the clipboard and filled in his name and
reason for the visit. He handed it back to her a minute later.

The receptionist’s eyes lit up. “Dr. Logan, we’ve
been expecting you. I have strict instructions to deliver you to
Dr. Bowman, personally.”

Josh smiled. “I didn’t know I was so important.”

As they made their way through the bustling wave of
corridors within, the scope of their operation amazed Josh. They
employed over two hundred doctors and twice as many ancillary
personnel.
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