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Death. Greed. Fear. How far are people willing to go to avoid death? And at what cost? Immortality and longevity are age-old topics, and the concept of extending human life has been long discussed throughout history. The metaphysical question of life and death. Fear is a strong motivator, but it is also a limitation. Fear has long kept humans on a figurative leash. The notion of immortality permeated numerous cultures and religions across the world. Regardless of language or ethnicity, humans have always explored this topic in storybooks and religious texts. It has always been assumed to be impossible and unorthodox, but although it seemed unconventional, after years of research and development, a DNA mutation was discovered where the life expectancy of an organism was extended through exposure to a component present in Ambrosia, a serum in development. 
	
Ambrosia. The food of Greek gods. It guaranteed eternal life to those who attained it. Across the world, scientists and researchers have long desired to discover the technology behind extending life. The serum, aptly named after the greek myth, was still in development and I had spent much of my blood, sweat and tears looking into it. Countless decades of my life have been dedicated to the sole purpose of exploring this rudimentary and inchoate possibility. 
	
3:58 am 26/08/3000 
 Greed begets further greed. The relationship between me and my research was analogous to that of father and child. Ancient Egyptians and Greeks have long hypothesised about developing technology to escape death. Ever since my first taste of success in this field, I’ve never shifted my sights from this goal. No matter the cost. The success of this project guaranteed my validation and valorization. I wanted to become the epitome of scientist researchers, throughout the world, and history. 

6:47 am 26/08/3000
The end and success of this project were entirely contingent on the successful restoration of human cells. CupiditasTech envisaged a world where we could capitalise on the fear of people, by monopolizing this technology. I had reached a stonewall in my research. The stress and panic were rapidly expanding.

“Experiment #450, failure. Experiment #560, failure. Experiment #750, failure.” The countless setbacks I had faced by this point were a norm and served as my motivation. I was desperate to succeed and the last bastion of my reputation as a researcher was entirely upheld by this project. Failure was not an option. Time was running out for all of us. Many research companies were already beginning to catch up, I had to exhaust all my options. The stone-cold walls and crisp pristine surroundings of the CupiditasTech research lab greeted me. Ambrosia00.1 was not yet fully developed, however, I was desperate. Vial after vial of failed concoctions was scattered on the table in front of me, tempting me.

Oh mother, dear sweet mother. Why must you be so weak? Why must humans be so weak? Look at you, you’re frail. You’re dying. You are imperfect. I will make you perfect. I will catch your dying breath, you will live, I promise that.

4:32 pm 27/08/3000
 I had exhausted all other possible options. I’m sorry mother, I am left with no choice. The serum was a double-edged sword, the odds of it failing were high. Death was a possibility. You could die without a fight, or this could save you and you could be the progenitor of a new race of humans, of which I will be the god. I will save you, then I will save all of humanity. I will rewrite history and champion this world. The serum is simply the precursor to the future of the human race. 

5:33 pm 27/08/3000
	It appears to have worked. Her vitals have stabilised but must be monitored. She is breathing fine. 
Uncontrollably

5:00 pm 28/08/3000
	Mother seems to be doing fine. Better than fine she seems oddly healthy. All her vitals have not only stabilised but have returned to normal.

5:01 pm 4/09/3000
	It’s been about a week since Ambrosia was administered to mother. She has been showing signs of increased aggression as well as what appears to be feats of inhuman strength, making the lives of the hospital staff ever more difficult. On the bright side, she seems to be doing much better. Maybe this could be the answer to the world’s problems and we would no longer have to worry about sickness or disease! Imagine that, a world where all diseases would be defeated, just with a dose of Ambrosia. 

1:35 pm 5/09/3000
  It occurred to me that a large constituent of Ambrosia may not be of this world. After all, I was not part of the research team that found that mass. I wouldn’t know how they obtained it myself. What exactly was in it? My brain is but a cavern of questions. How ironic that I, the new world’s order, cannot comprehend large facets of this world.

2:57 pm 5/09/3000
  That black mass, what in the world created it? No human or animal could have possibly done this, I am dumbfounded. It’s growing at such an alarming rate that we don’t even need to collect more specimens from its source.

3:24 pm 6/09/3000
  We started human experiments today. Funny, I do not lead these experiments, yet I am the most experienced on the subject, having used Ambrosia on my mother before. These idiots, telling me what to do, as if they know better themselves. Only I have seen the true power of this serum thus far. However, I do admit that I cannot wait for them to discover its true power.

3:40 pm 6/09/3000
  This is quite peculiar. Three corpses were used in the experiments. They were placed in rooms of their own. Two seem to be unresponsive to the serum at the current moment but the other turned out…..different. Whilst mother seemed to have received a new lease on life, returning from the brink of death as a stronger human, test subject one wasn’t so lucky. He did not seem to have come back to life properly and seems to be in a comatose state. We will monitor him carefully.

11:58 pm 6/09/3000
  They had to discard the first test subject. I heard they gassed him. Sure as day, he came back to life. Rumours were he was reanimated, but not as a human, more like a puppet of some sort. He started speaking funny, even threatening to eliminate mankind, before vomiting a black mass quite similar to that constituent of ambrosia. How enticing. I wish I was there to experience it first-hand.

7:00 am 09/09/3000
  The remaining two test subjects have arisen. Initially, nothing seemed amiss. However, as the days progressed, both began waking up in a disoriented and almost paranoid state, it seemed as if they were hallucinating but other than that they seem to be doing fine.

6:00 pm 16/09/3000
  It happened again, but this time I was able to see it in person. To say that things went a little different would be an understatement. They suddenly snapped, as if their souls were ripped out of their bodies which became nothing but a vessel for something to project its message. Both subjects spoke in synchronisation, acting exactly as the first had. Of course, both specimens were subsequently discarded and testing on 3 brand new specimens began.

5:49 pm 17/09/3000
  We kept all other variables constant, but we selected humans in different states of life and death. By which I mean, the first being close to death, the second had died quite recently and the last being a rotting corpse. I am interested to see what happens this time around.

3:00 pm 19/09/3000
  This experiment was a complete success! The 3 different subjects yielded wildly different results.
  
  The first subject that was close to death showed similar results to that observed on mother. At first, his body effectively “stopped” dying. His vitals, in critical condition, started returning to normal and in a week, he became stronger than ever before.
  The second subject acted quite similarly to the test subjects in our first experiment, and we discarded him accordingly.
  However, this. This was the most interesting case. The third subject did not come back to life, but instead, grew black roots that extended across the entire room, these roots began releasing some sort of black viral spore that enveloped the room. Of course, gassing him was not an option this time. We had to examine him extensively.

4:00 pm  20/09/3000
  We sent two scientists into the room holding the third subject today. We took so many samples, of the spores, the roots, and even of his flesh and bones. Of course, proper measures were put in place. They were equipped with everything, from hazmat suits to viral gas masks.

2:00 pm 21/09/3000
  Something went wrong. The scientists that came into contact with the third patient yesterday had to be quarantined earlier today. Reports show that their limbs began to rot and bleed a black sticky substance. Could it be that — whatever the 3rd test subject was emitting — is it able to transmit its “disease”? But that’s impossible. They were equipped with all the gear possible and all measures were taken. How perturbing.


3:59 pm 23/09/3000 
Like those failed test subjects, we had to discard the infected scientists. Of course, morals don’t matter when it comes to the safety of the rest of the lab staff. No, it’s too dangerous for them to be left alive. I instructed Dr. Erehnay to incinerate them. I see it as the quickest and safest method. Painless, not exactly, but definitely efficient and devoid of risks.

5:23 pm 30/09/3000
 I consulted Dr. Seaern on how we should proceed with the experiments today. She looked at me stupidly, saying something along the lines of  “we should cease all operations for now, after the recent incident with the researchers, we don’t want to risk too much too early”. What a dense person. No risk, no reward. 


9:47 am 2/10/3000
 Despite Dr. Seaern’s instructions, I decided to continue pursuing my personal research. All I yearned for at this moment was the triumphant outcome of harnessing the powers of Ambrosia. I donned my set of complex protective gear and entered the patient 3’s holding room warily. As I opened the door, I was greeted by the stench of death. Glancing at the rotting corpse of Patient 3, I noticed a weird pulsating growth on his neck. As I inched closer towards the corpse,  I noticed that one of the countless roots had gotten hold of my leg. Nothing unusual, after all, the reports had included something about the roots seeming to grow towards living objects.

10:45 am 2/10/3000
I don’t know when I don’t know how. I was sure I had taken every possible measure; with the suits and even characteristically. I was wary. Had I missed something? Now as I stare at that burgeoning black lump on my thigh alongside a ripped portion of my hazmat pants, I realise that there are lapses in my genius. I had failed to take every measure possible. I had failed to consider that this thing, whatever it was, could possibly be smarter than me. The roots seem to have lives of their own, coupled with intelligence that I cannot fathom. Their sole purpose is to spread, to infect, and they will stop at nothing to fulfill it.

11:00 am 2/10/3000
For as long as my consciousness still stands, I will conclude my story as it comes to its inevitable but admittedly subtle close. I am fighting whatever is trying to take over me as much as I can but this pain is something of another world. My veins, they’ve turned black and my left leg has just detached from my entire body. How pathetic, for me to die in this state. How absolutely humiliating.






	
	In the remaining moments that he had left, he was left wondering and searching for answers within myself. He had no one to answer my questions, except the echo of silence. 
The research and development that was put into this project came at the expense of his compos mentis. There was no way for him to be exonerated from my actions. The sacrifices and immoral decisions he had made in pursuit of the success of this experiment. He was blinded by his desperation and fell victim to the immense desire for the success of Ambrosia. 
However, it did not matter, as his mental state did not impinge the fact that all his sacrifices were worth it. As a scientist, I had a proclivity for experimenting with the unknown. I was always unfairly awarded the epithet “mental” or “insane”, as he had turned my back on the conservatism that he had espoused in my earlier years of being a scientist. 
There is no need to replace what has hitherto been, his work ethic. He had a blithe disregard for the opinions that others had of him. 
	He felt a vestigial flicker of remorse, but it was all too late for him to alter what had been done. Success and failure are perfectly compatible. Remorse and indignation are perfectly compatible. Yet, it no longer mattered as he slipped into eternal sleep. 
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