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——THE SECOND RETURN—— 

 

Eighteen—Dreams 

 The doctors at Stellar Corps Academy had always said that one didn’t dream while in 

suspension.  But as Morgan came out of his long sleep, he couldn’t shake the sensation that he 

had been living in some comfortable nether world for the last twenty-some odd years.  The 

memory of a wife and children lingered at the edge of his consciousness.  The exhilarating joy of 

child birth, the gentle tug of little arms around his neck, and the thrill of teaching children about 

all of life’s wonders seemed all to real.  But none of it had happened.  All Morgan felt was the 

numbness of his now one hundred and seventy year-old body and a heart made empty by the 

choices he had made for himself. 



Nancy Joie Wilkie February 11, 2017 
“The Oaks Of Mamre” Page 49 
 

 
Copyright © 1997, 2017 by Nancy Joie Wilkie 

All Rights Reserved 

 

Nineteen—Carillia 

 Carillia lay still looking a grove of tall oaks trees through a thick layer of protective 

glass.  She wished that she could have felt the cool morning breeze that was gently tickling the 

new crop of leaves.  She noted the stark contrast between the fresh lime-green chlorophyll of the 

leaves against the vivid blue backdrop of the early spring sky.  She had always thought the 

combination of those two colors represented everything that was good and full of life.  It 

somehow made her forget about her current state. 

 She thought about how her age and her frailty would keep her inside away from the 

freshness of this beautiful day.  She was so close to Nature, yet she may as well as have been a 

million miles away in outer space. 

 Her attention turned to the calendar.  Only two more days and she would send her 

carefully crafted message.  She had spent years trying to figure out just exactly what she would 

say to the father she had never known.  Fifty years, in fact.  Ever since she had turned eighteen 

and her mother told her about her real father and that he was a member of the elite Stellar Corps.  

All these years she thought about him out there, somewhere against the black sky every night.  

She remembered when she was thirty-two realizing that he had just awakened from a thirty-year 

sleep, that he was about the same physical age as she, and that for a moment, he was performing 

the work for which he had sacrificed so much.  He would never know a normal life on Earth, a 

loving wife, and a daughter who would always wonder how things might have been different. 
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 “Halfway.  I’m halfway through my long wait,” she remembered thinking. 

 As the years passed, Carillia began to understand why the Stellar Corps had its rules.  

The requirement that all members voluntarily undergo sterilization wasn’t to accommodate the 

practicalities of keeping mission crews small.  It wasn’t even to spare those who would leave on 

a mission knowing they were giving up a life with their child.  No, the rule was to protect 

children from a lifetime focused on an perfect parent they would, in all likelihood, never meet. 

 But Carillia had held on to life just for this one chance to meet this man.  She had been 

confident of this meeting up until last year when she contracted an illness for which the doctors 

had no explanation.  With all of their medical marvels, they could do nothing.  They had given 

her six months to live.  She knew that wouldn’t be enough time.  She had to hold on!  She had to 

rely on her faith.  She knew deep down somewhere that she would meet her father. 
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Twenty—Greeting 

 Initially, Morgan found the whole situation somewhat unsettling.  An outside observer 

would have quite naturally thought that Morgan was the son visiting his mother.  But Morgan 

knew better.  He stepped quietly into his daughter’s room. 

 Despite the age-induced wrinkles on her face and her gray hair, he was happy to see how 

much Carillia resembled Julianna.  But there was something else.  Something that reminded him 

of Annie.  But that made no sense.  Annie wasn’t Carillia’s mother.  Morgan stared at his 

daughter for several minutes trying to shift through years of fuzzy memories. 

 Then it struck him!  Yes!  That was it!  There were the same traces of discoloration on 

her face that had appeared on Annie’s just before he put her into suspension, just before she 

died.  How could this be?  His shock was interrupted by a distantly familiar voice. 

 “Is that you, Daddy?  Is that really you, Daddy?”  Carillia felt groggy.  Despite her 

excitement about meeting her father, the drugs she took to stay alive caused to drift off into a 

medicated stupor.  She knew it would take several minutes for the effects to wear off and to 

regain her full faculties. 

 “Yes, Carillia.  It is really me,” Morgan replied with a fuzzy smile.  He couldn’t help but 

think it a bit odd to hear a seventy-year old woman using the word “daddy”.  But he understood 

that she had waited a lifetime to call him that. 
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 “I’m sorry for my current state ... I mean my health failing and everything.  I had 

everything figured out.  I knew exactly what I was going to say,” explained Carillia 

apologetically.  “I hope you can forgive me.” 

 “Don’t me silly.  This situation is awkward enough.  We don’t need to cause ourselves 

additional stress.  After all, this is the first time in history that a young father is meeting his older 

and wiser daughter for the first time!  I’m not quite sure, but I think that should be reason to 

congratulate ourselves.” 

 Carillia smiled and then started to sob quietly.  Morgan found himself reassuring his 

daughter that everything would be all right.  He imagined that this was what comforting his 

small girl after a bad dream would have been like.  He assumed himself that he would have been 

going through the same motions many times over had he stayed on Earth many years ago. 

 Carillia composed herself and started to tell her father about her life.  She spoke mostly 

about waiting and preparing.  She stopped and rested for a moment before continuing on about 

how she had pictured her father throughout the years. 

 “I would often imagine your voice when I was a young girl telling me to be careful when 

I went out to play, encouraging me after a bad day at school, or wishing me sweet dreams as I 

fell asleep at night.  You were such a wonderful father.  You could be anything, do anything.  It 

was not until I was older that I realized the absurdity of my pretend conversations with someone 

I had never met.  And when I turned thirty, my mother finally showed me an old holograph of 

you.  That was the first time that you took on form.  You were just a man.  There you were, cast 
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in concrete.  You lost your magical power to metamorphose into whatever my heart would 

desire. 

 “I became angry at Mother for taking away my perfect father.  Years later I recall her 

honey-butter sweet voice telling me for one millionth time that my father was a good man and 

that he loved me.  No one was really to blame, I know.  But I needed to be angry at someone.  

And God knows, I could never be angry at you.  No, anything but that.” 

 “I don’t quite know what to say,” Morgan said as he stared out the window.  “I guess I 

have been the fortune one.  During your long life, I have lived only half a dozen years.  I didn’t 

find out that I even had a daughter until right before I was to go to sleep.  There was no choice 

for me then.  I can tell you, though, had I known before I left Earth, I would not have gone.” 



Nancy Joie Wilkie February 11, 2017 
“The Oaks Of Mamre” Page 54 
 

 
Copyright © 1997, 2017 by Nancy Joie Wilkie 

All Rights Reserved 

 

Twenty One—Sarah 

 Morgan and Torrie sat out underneath the stars that evening.  The sky was crystal clear and 

every shred of the Milky Way was visible.  They pointed out constellations to one another ... 

 Then they were silent for many long minutes ... 

 Morgan was almost afraid to break the magic spell.  He said in his softest voice, “Did you 

hear Carillia mention that she had a daughter of her own?” 

 “Yes.  What was her name again?” 

 “Zzzzzzzz.” 

 “Where is she?  Did Carillia happen to mention that?” 

 

 Then there was silence again.  They continued to watch the sky and were treated to a shower 

of meteors which appeared to be originating from Qqqqqqqqq. 

 “Do you know the story of Abraham and Sarah?” 

 “You mean the one where God promises Abraham that his descendants will be more 

numerous than the stars in the heavens?” 

 “Yep, that’s the one” said Morgan.  “I think I understand how they must have felt. 

 “Excuse me?”  Torrie was clearly caught guard by the remark.” 

 “Sarah was without children until she was very old.  The Good Lord told Abraham that his 

wife would be blessed with a son at age ninety.” 
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 “Right,” replied Torrie, shaking her head up and down.  “If memory serves correct, didn’t he 

laugh when the Lord gave him the message?” 

 “He laughed because of the absurdity of a child being born to a man who was one 

hundred years old and to a ninety year-old woman who had been barren all her life.  You and I 

left for Sirius in 2279 ... the year I turned one hundred.  The only difference between their 

scenario and mine is that I was the one who was supposed to be barren.” 

 

 

 [Compliment?] 

 

 Torrie smiled suddenly.  Her teeth were somewhat uneven, but that scarcely detracted 

from the manner in which her face brightened and grew almost sweet after a compliment, 

thought Morgan.  He told himself that it was for that reason that he rather liked to compliment 

her. 
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Twenty Two—Passing 

 Morgan returned home after spending much of the day in a fruitless search for records 

regarding Annie’s death.  He walked into the kitchen and found the red light on visi-phone flashing. 

 “This is the nurse’s station at the Sun City Memorial Hospital.  Your ... daughter is close to 

death.” 

 “I’ll be there as fast as I can.”  The screen went blank. 

 Morgan heard the momentary hesitation in the nurse’s voice.  “No doubt in her mind about 

how this little wrinkle in the generations happened,” he said to himself.  “No doubt in her mind that I 

broke one of the most sacred rules of the Stellar Corps.” 

 As Morgan and Torrie sat in the back seat of an aero-cab he felt some small degree of pride 

for taking the high road despite everything that had happened.  He was grateful, however, that he 

had hidden his profession from the nurses and the doctors, even though he was certain that they must 

have figured out the extent of his transgression.  The last six months had been intense and 

emotionally draining, but he was thankful to have had the chance to meet and speak to his daughter.  

He thanked God that somehow he found the strength to forgive himself for being there for his 

daughter.  He hoped that Carillia would find it in her heart to forgive him.  He smiled slightly when 

he remembered her words from the previous night.  He knew that she had wished more than 

anything else to give him some unmistakable gesture of her love for him ... something she had been 

deprived of her whole life. 
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 Minutes later he stood by her death bed reflecting on what her life must have like and how 

now their lives had finally come together.  He realized that she had spent years reaching out into the 

infinite void of space without any hope of being heard by him.  How satisfied she must now feel, 

knowing that there was a hand to reach back for the first time in her life.  Gone were the shackles 

that had held her captive to the silence the Code Of The Stellar Corps.  Gone was the struggle to 

balance the truth with convenience.  Gone was the task of finding hope where none should be 

found.  But most importantly, gone was any anger that she had directed at God or himself. 

 And then she left this world. 

 "I love you, daughter," Morgan whispered as he ran his fingers through her delicate gray hair 

one last time.  He gently withdrew from the room with Torrie following.  Together they silently left 

the sterile halls. 

 Then he knew what he had to do to establish a lasting peace within his war-torn soul. 
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Twenty Three—Puzzle 

 Something wasn’t right and Morgan knew it.  He knew it seventy years earlier.  Now he 

was more convinced than ever.  And once more, he was certain that the Stellar Corps knew it 

too.  First he lost his beloved wife for some unknown reason and now he loses his daughter.  

There must be a common theme.  If only he could put his finger on it. 

 “Don’t you find it odd?” he asked Torrie several days after the passing of his daughter.  

“They won’t let me see the Certificate of Death.  What do they not want me to see?  Especially 

when they’ve told us that the cause of death was unknown.  It sounds like Annie’s death all over 

again.  Something’s going on here.” 

 Torrie said, “Besides the strange markings on the skin, what connection could there 

possibly be?” 

 “Think about it.  Annie went through genetic surgery, came down with an unknown 

illness that produced blotches on the skin, and then died.  With Carillia, everything’s the same, 

except that she hadn’t been subjected to the genetic surgery.  But I, her father, had.  Being the 

first person to have undergone the procedure and had the chance to become a parent, we now 

know that whatever Crandall did to my DNA was passed on to Carillia.  That would 

automatically eliminate the Y chromosome as the site of mutation.  It’s possible, though, that the 

mutation is on the X chromosome.  Since women have two X chromosomes and men only have 
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one, it might help explain why only women have contracted the illness.  The piece I’m missing is 

why?  What is Crandall after? 

 “Damn it, Torrie.  Don’t you see it?  We’ve all been guinea pigs!  Nothing more than 

experimental animals for Crandall’s quest!  His playing God has cost me a wife and now a 

daughter!” 

 Torrie remained motionless, watching Morgan, letting him vent his justifiable anger.  

While she shared the feeling of having been violated, raped, by Crandall’s experimenting, she 

hadn’t experienced the same repercussions as Morgan.  Her time for anger would come.  Right 

now, she would serve as Morgan’s lightning rod.  She listened, periodically validating his 

emotions. 

 “Have you thought about going to DSA with this?” she asked, sensing Morgan had 

calmed down a bit. 

 “Yes, of course I have.  But who would I go and talk to?  The problem with belonging to 

the Stellar Corps is that each time you come home you have fewer, if any, contacts.”  He went 

on, “I wouldn’t know who to trust with this.” 

 “What about J’bara?  We’ve both known him since we entered the Academy.” 

 “I know.  I’ve thought about him.  But he’s so close to Crandall.  If he doesn’t have a 

clue that anything is going on, then he will think I’m crazy.  On the other hand, he may be in on 

the whole deal.  In that case, I’ll be tipping my hand to the enemy.” 

 “So it comes down to a matter of trust.” 



Nancy Joie Wilkie February 11, 2017 
“The Oaks Of Mamre” Page 60 
 

 
Copyright © 1997, 2017 by Nancy Joie Wilkie 

All Rights Reserved 

 “Or risk.” 

 “It doesn’t appear that we have many options,” said Torrie. 

 “No, it doesn’t.”  Morgan sighed.  “All right, then.  In the morning I will call J’bara and 

set up an appointment for us.” 

 “... An appointment for you.  I don’t think I should go.” 

 “Why not?” 

 “If something happens to you, God forbid, and they detain you in any way, then you’ll 

have someone on the outside to contact.  If we’re both stuck, then we’d be out of luck,” 

explained Torrie. 

 “Yep, I suppose you’re right.”  Morgan headed for the bedroom.  “It’s time for me to turn 

in for the night.  Good night, Torrie.  Thanks for your help.  You’ve been a great help.” 

 



Nancy Joie Wilkie February 11, 2017 
“The Oaks Of Mamre” Page 61 
 

 
Copyright © 1997, 2017 by Nancy Joie Wilkie 

All Rights Reserved 

 

Twenty Four—Answers 

 Morgan was more determined than ever to find answers to his questions.  The death of 

his daughter only served to heighten his sense of being caught in the middle of some elaborate 

pattern, one so complex that it constantly eluded him despite his best efforts to put all of the 

pieces together. 

 He had spent the entire in his apartment office organizing his notes and trying to 

summarize what he knew, and perhaps more importantly, what he didn’t know.  He had carefully 

arranged his files on Annie, Carillia, and everything he had about the long sleep, genetic surgery, 

and Crandall. 

 This much he knew.  Crandall had discovered the “long sleep” in 2156.  The basis of 

what made the extended sleep possible was purported to be subtle genetic manipulations which, 

in combination with certain drugs, induced a low metabolic state.  He knew that the nature of 

those manipulations and the methodologies used to introduce them were a closely guarded 

secret.  There was virtually nothing written in scientific journals about the process.  Why would 

it be kept secret, he wondered. 

 Morgan concluded whatever genetic changes were being made to members of the Corps 

were not necessary the same every time.  Why else would everyone be rendered sterile whereas 

he became a father?  Why else would everyone be healthy whereas Annie developed a strange 

illness and die?  Morgan wondered whether there had been other unusual occurrences.  Given 
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Crandall’s overly protective disposition regarding issues surrounding Annie’s death, he doubted 

very much that he’d be able to find reports of them anywhere.  He certainly hadn’t heard of 

anything out of the ordinary. 

 It somehow seemed logical to him that the sickness was not the result of whatever 

compounds were added to the air pumped through the sleep chambers.  Crarillia had never spent 

any time in a chamber.  Furthermore, Morgan deduced that whatever genetic alteration had been 

responsible for causing Annie’s sickness, must have also been introduced into his genome.  How 

else would Carillia develop the exact same symptoms when she had had no contact with DSA or 

Crandall’s influence during the course of her life?  But for some reason, he had not contracted 

the disease.  He wondered if the very same genetic twick that allowed him to be come a father 

might also have somehow protected him from the illness. 

 One last critical piece of the puzzle of which he was certain.  The illness, whatever it 

was, was (not) ... 

 

 Then Morgan listed all of the questions for which he had no answers. 

 

 And at the bottom of the list, almost whimsically, he wrote one word ... “Why?” 

 Torrie came into the office as daylight faded.  “Making any progress?  You’ve been in 

here all day long.” 

 “I’m afraid all I’ve managed to do is isolate what it is that I don’t know.” 
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 “Well ... that can be an important step.  At least it helps you to know where to direct your 

energies, right?”  Torrie tried to sound encouraging and Morgan appreciated that quality in her. 

 

 

 After sitting for several hours, Morgan stood up and paced back and forth across the 

office.  He noted, with some annoyance, that his legs were trembling and that there was a twitch 

in the muscle of his left thigh. 

 

 “You know, if I didn’t know better, I’d say Crandall is trying to take us back to the 

earliest biblical times.” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “Back in the first half of Genesis, man lived a lot longer than he does now.  Noah lived to 

be XXX years old.  Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob all lived to be well into their second 

 

 

 “Still, I must admit that I am fascinated with the concept ...  

 

 “In theory the concept is good.  In practice it has it’s flaws.  There are problems 

associated with the arrangement.  Scientists on Earth have only a few decades in their 

professional careers to experiment, to invent, or to discover.  But the men and woman who 
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volunteer for the long voyages out to the stars have a unique vantage point from which to view 

society and its progress.” 

 

 “In time, it’s inevitable.” 

 

 “The problem is that one can only move forward in time, never back.  
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Twenty Five—Nightmare 

 Morgan was having another nightmare.  At times he recognized his surroundings and 

could see the face of who was chasing him.  At other times he didn’t have the slightest clue of 

where he was or who was after him.  But he could not rouse himself.  The power of the dream 

was too great.  The running and hiding would go on and on, over and over again, until finally he 

woke up in a cold sweat.  It wasn’t until the piercing tone of the visi-phone cut through to his 

consciousness that he woke up gasping for breath. 

 For a moment he could not distinguish between reality and his own stingy terror.  Both 

echoed like a thunderclap through the fog in his head.  Then the visi-phone squealed again.  It 

pulled Morgan out of bed, compelled him to haul himself to the living room.  His fist punched 

the red button on the top of the monitor as if he were trying to restart his own heart. 

 He didn’t offer any verbal response but rather waited for the forming image on the screen 

to speak. 

 A woman’s voice asked uncertainly, “Capt. Thayer?  Morgan Thayer?” 

 “Yes,” he murmured, then stopped. 

 “Ah, Morgan Thayer,” the voice said.  “Xxxxxx Xxxxx calling.”  When he said nothing, 

she added a with a hint of sarcasm, “Dr. Crandall’s associate.  Remember?” 

 Then in spite of himself he recognized her voice.  Through the haze of the unclear 

transmission, he identified her.  It was Annie.
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Twenty Six—Theories 

 Crandall stood behind his desk impatiently thumbing through a report.  His nerves were 

raw from coffee overload.  As he heard Morgan enter his office, he turned to face his guest with 

a menacing glance. 

 “Didn’t you read the latest evaluation of DSA’s research on life extension?” 

 Morgan silently shook his neck from side to side. 

 “What’s the matter?  Didn’t I tell you everything you wanted to know?” 

 Morgan started in right away without bothering to exchange any social pleasantries.  

“You tell me.  Consider!  Yesterday when I was here you told me a few things that I didn’t 

know.  But I think it’s now time that you tell me about Zzzzzzzz.  Why did you omit mention of 

this when I asked you about Mmmmmmm?” 

 

 Morgan brooded a bit, then went on.  “And look what has happened since.  Of all the 

members of the Stellar Corps, you happen to choose me as the subject to test your latest theory 

on.  But you got more than you bargained for.  Not only did your subtle manipulation of Annie’s 

genome back fire, but ..... (242) 

 

 “Zzzzzzzz?” 

 “That’s right.” 
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 “But there’s nothing to that.” 

 “That’s what I thought at first to.  But then I got to thinking about the circumstances of 

my first wife’s death.  She ..... 

 

 “How did you get this idea that xxxxxxx into your head?” 

 

 Morgan felt weary.  It seemed clear to him that Crandall enjoyed banter.  He had given 

the explorer just enough to satisfy his curiosity the day before and not one morsel more.  If he’d 

offered a little bit more information Morgan would not be put into a situation where he had to tip 

his hand. 

 “You do understand, Crandall, that I am not going to let you pretend that there is no 

connection between the genetic modification to which all those in the Stellar Corps are subjected 

and Annie’s death.” 

 “Why do you waste your time, space man?” 

 “If I were truly wasting my time, then why did you permit me a second visit?  The very 

fact that you are talking to me and giving me information seems to be a clear indication that 

you’re afraid that I’m onto something.” 

 Crandall’s facial muscles tightened.  Anger finally spilled out.  “.... 
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 So many of the theories presented over the last century were devoid of conviction, 

freshness, and passion.  Crandall was well known for taking risks which appeared as loss of 

control to many of his peers.  This approach was basis for both praise and blame that his research 

projected, particularly when it came to the traditions of the scientific method.  Even without 

examples of the contemporary research to which Crandall had dedicated his life ... 

 The tendency for self indulgence ... Hard as his heart was, he was moved by the eloquent, 

intuitive, and intelligent structure that nature displayed in all of its masterpieces.  Crandall 

discovered a new-found level of maturity into the scientific community. 

 

 

 “I believe in evolution, space man.  It’s a process that’s not always pleasant to watch.  

It’s full of contradictions, beginning with the ultimate goal of perpetuating ever superior life 

forms at the expense of sacrificing individuals along the way.  Sometimes though, such opposite 

extremes as life and death can prove a productive combination.  Take for example my work.  I 

have spent the last century trying to extend the normal life span of mankind from a mere eighty 

years to double or even triple that.  Can you imagine the advances that mankind will make if 

we’re all able to benefit from building on our from the first forty years of our career? 

 “One day, mankind will applaud my efforts.  A whole new generation of long-lived men 

and women will have the opportunity to achieve undreamed of technological innovations, no 
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longer content to spend a few brief decades. on this isolated sphere floating through space.  At 

last we’ll be able to reach out to the stars and claim what God has created for us!” 

 “I’ve heard quite enough, Doctor, thank you.”  And with that, Morgan turned and left. 

 So that’s it, thought Morgan as he left Crandall’s laboratory.  Crandall is after 

immortality.  And he’s willing to shorten a few lives to get there. 
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Twenty Seven—Fear 

 Morgan and Torrie sat together, side by side, watching the view screen. 

 Torrie was frightened.  To Morgan, that was quite apparent, as was the fact that she was 

desperately trying to fight off that fright.  Nor could Morgan do anything to help her in her 

struggle, for he did not think it wise to ... 

 

 

 Morgan’s findings would cause Crandall and the DSA to come under a cloud of 

suspicion.  The picture he would paint of their dealings would taint the their mission if it even 

got out to the public.  Still, what he set out to do was admirable.  Other Xxxxxx in the past 

seemed oblivious to the Darwinian nature of change.  Only the adaptable survive and prosper.  

The rest wither and fade away, or worse, hang on like some curious vestigial appendage. 
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Twenty Eight—Granddaughter 

 “I think that you should visit your grand-daughter,” said Torrie. 

 “You’re right, of course.  Why don’t we plan to make a trip as soon as I get back from 

speaking with the [Board Of Inquiry] tomorrow.” 

 

How come Morgan doesn’t meet his grand-daughter? 

 

... leaves for third trip with profound sense of guilt ... 

... son/daughter has a daughter (name = Virginia or Anne) ... 
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Twenty Nine—Ambush 

 Morgan walked down an empty corridor on his way to Crandall’s office.  The basement 

level of DSA Headquarters rarely had anyone who was not affiliated with Crandall’s group in it.  

Nonetheless, the hallways did seem a bit too vacate for this time of day. 

 Suddenly he felt a set of strong arms reach around his biceps and torso.  He was 

immediately aware of a second set of arms encircling his legs at knee level.  Before he could get 

the slightest glimpse of who the arms belonged to, a black hood made of a opaque material was 

pulled down over his head. 

 Morgan started to protest both physically and verbally.  But his captors had been too 

swift and well-rehearsed.  He was barely aware that he was being lifted.  Just as a shout was 

entering his throat, Morgan detected the faintest hint of chloroform.  The scent was vaguely 

familiar. 

 Questions began to fill his mind almost as fast as the anesthetic.  But the scent—he knew 

what it was.  With his last burst of conscious thought he remembered.  It was the gas mixture 

from the sleep chambers used to induce a long sleep. 

 No, he silently cried.  Not now! 

 He felt himself sink into unconsciousness as if he were drowning in a sea of barely 

perceptible faces, some he recognized, some he didn’t, but all pleading for his return. 


