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——THE THIRD RETURN—— 

 

Thirty—Immortality 

 Morgan was pleased with the improvements made to this latest class of sub-light ships.  

They allowed for faster travel and quicker braking times.  He was eager to return to Earth.  The 

computer told him that he now had a sixty-four year old great-granddaughter and a twenty-seven 

year old great-great-granddaughter.  They had even sent him a message welcoming him home. 

 For some strange reason, he was also mildly excited about the fact that it was 2400 AD ... 

the end of the twenty-fourth century.  When he entered the Stellar Corps almost two hundred 

years earlier, he never dreamed that he would live to see the twenty-fifth century!  Quite a price 

to pay for it, he thought. 
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 Thirty One—Headquarters 

 Morgan was pleased to see that the always impressive foyer of Deep Space Agency 

Headquarters had not changed much over the last fifty years.  The marble floor was perhaps a bit 

more worn.  The carpet looked as though it might have been replaced sometime recently.  But 

everything else seemed as it had been. 

 As he started across the lobby he heard the echoes of his shoes.  From the very first time he 

visited the headquarters building, he loved the sound of his heels on the highly polished floor.  It 

made him feel important. 

 “Hey, fly boy!  Welcome to the twenty-fourth century ... what little of it is left!” 

 Morgan spun around at the sound of a distinctly familiar voice.  “Trichard?  Is that you?  

How is it possible?” 

 “I know that it’s rare that we ever get the chance to run into old friends, but here I am!” 

 “And you don’t look a day over forty.  You’ve obviously been out on a run or two.  Where 

did they send you?” 

 “I got back about two years ago from Ross 154.  Not much out that way.  Kind of 

disappointing, actually.  You’d think that after sixty years of beauty sleep I’d least be able to bring 

back news of some Earth-like planet with hot and cold running aliens ... but no such luck.  And how 

about you?  I lost track of your whereabouts after your unfortunate run to Lalande 21185.  It was a 

shame about Annie.  She was always my favorite back at the Academy.” 
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 “After I got back in 2279, they sent me back out pretty quickly.  Mostly because I had been 

pressing them for answers about Annie’s death than any other reason.  They knew something they 

weren’t telling me.  I spent the next fifty years with Torrie Ackerman on a run out to Sirius.  We got 

back in 2351.  Another event caused me to spend the next year or so trying to uncover the events 

surrounding Annie’s death and why it happened.” 

 “I’ve read about that,” inserted Trichard. 

 “To make a long story short, someone here didn’t like what I was doing and arranged to have 

me shipped off to Luyten 726-8 ... alone.  You’re probably familiar with all of that too. 

 “But enough talk about me.  What have you been doing with yourself for the last two years?  

Are you getting ready to go out again?” 

 “No, I’m afraid my days of flying to the stars are over.  I elected to take a job here at Agency 

Headquarters.  I’ve met a nice young lady who likes older men!”  Morgan and Trichard shared a 

good laugh. 

 “I thought it about time to put down some roots.  It’s an exciting time, Morgan.  They have 

larger sub-light ships now, capable of carrying over a hundred sleep chambers.  Several ships have 

already gone out.  In fact, one left about forty years ago for that little planet you discovered around 

Lalande 21185.  We should be hearing from them shortly.  From accounts I’ve read, some of the 

colonists even suggested naming the planet ‘Thayer’.  In addition to wanting to honor its discoverer, 

I think they were fascinated by the fact that you could rearrange the letters in your last name to spell 

‘Earthy’!” 
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 Morgan’s face contorted a bit in response to Trichard’s comment. 

 “I’m only kidding!  I made that last part up!”  Both men laughed again. 

 “In all seriousness,” Trichard continued, “you should consider settling down yourself.  From 

what I’ve heard, you’ve had some rough times.  You deserve it.”  Trichard fumbled around in his 

shirt pocket looking for something. 

 “Look I’ve got to run off to a meeting.  Here’s my card with my visi-phone number on it.  

Give me a call.  I’m up in the Inspector General’s Office.  Take care, Morgan.” 

 “Yah.  I’ll do that.”  Morgan stood rather dumbfounded in the center of the busy foyer.  

I know somebody, he thought.  Thank goodness!  And better yet, I have a contact inside DSA.  The 

Inspector General’s Office, no less. 

 Morgan smiled as he headed off for the far side of the lobby.  “Maybe this century won’t be 

so bad after all,” he said to himself. 
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Thirty Two—Letter 

 After the now familiar debriefing had been completed at headquarters, Morgan headed 

for his apartment with a great amount of anticipation.  He was eager to find out what happened to 

Torrie.  Was she alive or dead?  Had she left to go out on another mission?  He regretted that he 

hadn’t had the opportunity to say good-bye to her before he left.  What if she were dead?  He 

would never have the chance to let her know how much he appreciated her company.  He wasn’t 

sure whether he loved her, at least not in a romantic sense.  But he was certain that he had 

developed a strong bond with her.  Perhaps less than a wife, but certainly more than a friend. 

 Morgan arrived back at his apartment and found things more or less in order.  Based on 

the absence of food and the staleness of the air, he knew that Torrie hadn’t been there for quite a 

long time.  He figured that Torrie had been living there for at least awhile after he left.  Of that 

much, he was sure.  But for how long?  And when had she left?  Where had she gone? 

 Morgan walked around the apartment looking for some answers.  Surely Torrie would 

have left him a note.  When he entered the bedroom, he found a large manila envelope lying on 

the desk.  His name was written in Torrie’s unmistakable flowing script.  It struck him that it 

might a Last Will and Testament. 

 “Not again!  I can’t take losing any more women in my life!”  As he picked up the age-

yellowed envelope, he immediately assumed that Torrie was now dead and gone and that he 
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would never see her again.  He almost didn’t open it because he couldn’t bear to find out that his 

suspicions were true. 

 He took the envelope and sluggishly returned to the living room.  His favorite reading 

chair let out a burst of dust and he sank into it.  He drew in a long deep breath to calm himself 

and broke the seal of the envelope.  Much to his surprise, there was a lengthy hand-written letter 

filled with Torrie’s distinctive penmanship. 

 

October 22, 2354 

 

Dearest Morgan, 

 I am leaving this letter along with all of the files in hopes that you will 

find this upon your return.  I tried long and hard to find out what happened to you 

after you left for your visit with J’bara.  Though a close friend in the Deep Space 

Agency, I eventually found that they had sent you out to Luyten 726-8.  I can only 

assume that they sent you alone since the records did not indicate a traveling 

companion.  I’m sorry that you had to endure a such a trip by yourself, especially 

after all you’ve been through.  I can only hope that what I am about to tell you 

makes everything worthwhile. 

 I started to think about Crandall’s admission that he was introducing 

subtle changes into the genes of those he was preparing for long sleeps.  It was 
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widely believed that the preparation rendered one sterile.  I was fortunate to be 

able to obtain a sample of your genetic material prior to your genetic surgery.  I 

found someone that would perform the necessary hyper-sequencing of both your 

pre- and post-modification chromosomes.  I managed to borrow a computer 

capable of comparing the two sequences.  What I found is that Crandall chose you 

to study the effect of a point mutation in the X chromosome.  Whether or not it 

produced the effect he was after I don’t know.  But Crandall’s modification did 

prevent the usual side effect of sterility.  This obviously explains how you came 

to be a father. 

 I also had samples of Annie’s pre- and post-modification genetic material 

analyzed by hyper-sequencing.  A comparison of the two revealed the expected 

variation in the X chromosome.  I found that her X chromosome also contained a 

two-base pair mutation. 

 Quite on a lark, I had a sample of Carillia’s genetic material analyzed.  

Sure enough, her X chromosome showed the same mutation as Annie.  Whatever 

killed your wife, helped to kill your daughter.  The odd part, of course, is that 

Annie was not Carillia’s mother.  Julianna was. 

 

... why always daughters ... 
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 But my big break came after a year-and-a-half of probing.  One day 

I received a call from Crandall’s longtime assistant, Mojed J’bara.  He was in a 

secured wing of the Agency Hospital.  He arranged for me to get through security 

and we met.  What he told me confirmed all of our suspicions. 

 Crandall’s dream was to dramatically increase the life span of man.  Not 

just by twenty or thirty years, but by hundreds of years.  It appears that he was 

fascinated by accounts of long life times as documented in the Old Testament.  He 

came to the conclusion that the human genome had somehow been altered during 

the early years recorded in Genesis.  He figured that if he could obtain a sample of 

DNA from someone who had lived then, he could identify the genetic change and 

introduce it back into modern man’s genome.  After studying the Bible, he 

decided that the easiest burial site to search for was the one near ancient Mamre, 

the one now identified as Ramet el-Khalil, located some number of kilometers 

north of Hebron.  Several chapters in Genesis recount that Mamre is where the 

cave of Machpelah is.  The cave was suppose to be the final resting place for 

Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, as well as their wives Sarah, Rebekah, and Leah. 

 And find it, he did.  The samples he took were in pretty bad shape.  Even 

with multiple samples and repeated attempts to determine the key mutation, 

Crandall could only estimate where the mutation was and what the change was.  
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The rest required experimentation and, of course, this meant needing a pool of 

willing subjects. 

 ... under the guise of being the basis for the long sleep 

 

... Talking to J’bara in the hospital ... he came down with the same “disease” ... 

 

 

 

 After spending over two years of digging, interviewing, and putting the 

pieces together, I was faced with a decision.  I really only had two choices ... 

whether to live out the rest of life in the twenty-fourth century, perhaps even 

living long enough to welcome you back from your journey ... or to accept one 

more assignment out to the stars, one that would get me back about the time you 

get back from Luyten 726-8.  I must admit I was tempted to stay.  The thought of 

two more deep sleeps, a couple of years awake but so very far away, and 

returning to an Earth I barely knew didn’t exactly excite me.  But when I weighed 

all of that against spending the rest of my life with someone special, someone that 

I cared about and enjoyed being around, I really didn’t have much of a choice 

after all. 
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 I will be leaving for Barnard’s Star in several weeks.  The mission 

itinerary has me arriving back on Earth in 2401, about a year-and-a-half after you 

return.  I hope that I’ve given you something to look forward to.  Perhaps we can 

find some peace together and enjoy the rest of our days with our long battle 

behind us. 

 Take care of yourself, Morgan. 

 

      All of my love, 

      Torrie 

 

... Finding notes by Torrie ... both personal and related to Annie’s death and Carillia’s death 

(DNA sequencing info, perhaps) 

 

 

 

why always daughters?  genetic surgery altered his Y chromosome 

 

... meets great-granddaughter (age = middle age) 

... decision to stay or go ... last chance for a family ... 
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Thirty Three—Warning 

 

[first intense session between Morgan and Trichard] 

 

 “When the Deep Space Agency was first set up, Morgan,” began Trichard, “it was intended 

that the  ....... 

 “Yes, I’ve read about that,” said Morgan.  “You needn’t go into the details.” 

 

 

 “Dr. Crandall discovered a method to turn off the cell’s pre-programmed death.  He inserted 

a genetic switch into certain chromosomes which, when triggered by certain compounds, could turn 

on and off the switch.  There was a rather serious side effect though ... the insertion of the genetic 

switch rendered one sterile.  A condition not altogether .... 

 “He used the Stellar Corps as guinea pigs, testing subtle variations, slowly altering single 

base pairs to determine whether it was possible to turn the switch off permanently.  Unfortunately, 

there were some accidents along the way. 

 “Annie.” 

 “Right.  And you too, believe it or not.” 

 “I deduced as much,” said Morgan. 
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 “Crandall has reached key points in his research and he needed answers.  Once he had 

perfected the process, he altered his own genetic make-up and turned off the switch.  And that’s why 

he wouldn’t reveal the details of Annie’s death to you.” 

 “But I knew that something was wrong ..... Morgan not sterile. 

 

 “I supposed he somehow continually justified his work thinking it would someday allow 

mankind to live forever ... or least a lot longer than they do today.  Present company excluded, of 

course.” 

  

 

 

 “After the Malveaux Incident, there was a general determination to not allow our genetic 

research program endanger the greater mission of DSA again.  It was necessary, therefore, to take a 

more private approach to secure .... 

 

 “Unfortunately, Dr. Crandall got a bit carried away.  His desire to become the greatest 

scientific mind of our times by outliving all of scientific equals became an obsession.  Something 

that the inner council of DSA should have been aware of and put a stop to.  But even those members 

who detected that something was amiss feared saying something because they didn’t want to 

jeopardize DSA’s goals.” 
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Thirty Four—Confrontation 

 

 ... 

 

 

 “You say that only because you do not understand what failure will be like for the people 

of Earth.”  Crandall pointed his finger at Morgan in a threatening way. 

 “Perhaps,” said Morgan stonily.  “Aren’t you beginning to weary, Crandall?” 

 “Not at all.  Let me propose an alternative action that you have not considered ... one in 

which I need not surrender to the Stellar Corps, nor you too me.” 

 

 

 “I thought I might convince you that we were not enemies, so we might cooperate.  Since I 

have apparently failed at that, let me suggest cooperation in any case. 

 Morgan paused, his head bent in thought.  Then he said, “You are trying to put me to sleep 

with lullabies.  How will you .... 
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Thirty Five—Satisfaction 

 Morgan Christian Thayer had every reason for satisfaction.  The Board of Inquiry had not 

lasted long, but it had been thoroughly productive.  His name had been cleared, as had Torrie’s.  

Crandall had been removed from his post of Director of Research.  And most importantly, the truths 

about genetic surgery, the long sleeps, and the possibility of extended life had all been made public. 

 Now there was only one more thing he had to do.  He replayed the message that his great-

granddaughter and great-great-granddaughter had sent him upon is latest return.  He quickly wrote 

down the address and entered it into the computer for directions. 

 “It shouldn’t take long.  I should be there by this afternoon,” Morgan said to himself.  There 

was a slight bit of apprehension in his voice.  He had been so eager when he first heard the message.  

But now it was really time to do it. 



Nancy Joie Wilkie February 11, 2017 
“The Oaks Of Mamre” Page 87 
 

 
Copyright © 1997, 2017 by Nancy Joie Wilkie 

All Rights Reserved 

 

Thirty Six—Homecoming 

 Morgan reached for the intercom button with a hesitant hand.  This one push of a button 

would change his life.  For the better or for the worse, he didn't know.  But he was strong.  He had 

always been strong.  He had to be in order to persevere all those lonely years.  As the echoes of the 

first ring still reverberated in the warm afternoon air, his intuition told him in a barely audible voice 

that this choice he was making would be for the better.  With each passing year since he had made 

the choice to join DSA and become a stellar traveler he had learned to listen to the voice within him.  

No more denying it.  He did have a family now.  He had a reason to stay on Earth.  Two women he 

knew only through vague pieces of information delivered to him by a silicon chip.  Part of Morgan 

pleaded for someone to answer the door.  Part of him hoped that no one was home and that he could 

walk away, go home and forget about this encounter for another day or two, or perhaps another year 

or two.  At least until Torrie came back. 

 No.  He must do this now.  He scolded himself for thinking otherwise.  He reached for the 

well-worn intercom button again.  As his finger pushed the button in, he noticed the freshly painted 

white trim around the front door.  If everything about what his eyes were telling him, the occupants 

of this house were very proud of their dwelling.  All the old-style woodwork was in good repair.  All 

of the bushes and shrubs were neatly groomed.  The sidewalks were edged.  Window boxes with 

geraniums the color of orange marmalade hung from the perimeter of the deck.  The curtains inside 

the spotless living room window seemed bright and arranged in an orderly manner.  Every clue that 
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was available to Morgan said that this was a home lived in by respectable and hard-working people.  

There was a friendly feel to the place. 

 He heard footsteps.  Each footfall grew louder, echoing the increasing intensity of each beat 

of his heart.  Time slowed.  Too many emotions flooding him being at one time. 

 "What if?  What if?  It's too late now," were the last words his mind cried out before the 

forest green six-panel door opened. 

 In a fraction of a second he knew it was his great-great-granddaughter.  Her blue eyes, 

slightly crooked nose, and non-symmetrical smile belonged to Julianna.  He recognized subtle 

features such as skin tone and the way in which she held her head as characteristics which they 

shared.  In that instant, he knew it was her.  He could also see an unmistakable recognition process 

going on within her.  The half of a second was all he needed.  Before he could think or even assess 

the situation further, he blurted out, "You are the splitting image of your great-grandmother!" 

 "Great Granddaddy?  Is that you?  Is that really you?," uttered a stunned woman. 

 "Yep, it’s me.  And I’m home.  I’m finally home."  Morgan smiled as he accepted his great-

great-granddaughter’s silent invitation to come in. 

 


