
 
 

THE FOREVER PART 
[three	short	stories]	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

“Fictional	stories	are	more	than	true.		
Not	because	they	tell	us	dragons	exist,		

but	because	they	tell	us	dragons	can	be	defeated.”	
G.K.	Chesterton	
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A MEETING IN THE BOG 
	

Until	the	Blue	Planet,	I	had	never	seen	a	place	where	something	other	existed.	There	were	
cosmic	worlds	suspended	in	darkness	and	nomadic	chunks	of	iron,	like	myself,	barreling	
along	waiting	to	be	pulled	into	one	of	their	orbits.	That	was	it.	Gas	and	metal	and	rock	and	speed.	
	
I’d	seen	a	few	of	us	get	close	enough	to	collide	and	disintegrate	into	some	of	these	distant	worlds.	
Even	so,	after	the	enormous	amount	of	energy	was	released,	not	much	changed.	Gas	and	metal	and	
rock	smashing	into	more	gas	and	metal	and	rock	for	billions	of	light	years	in	every	direction.	

But	when	I	saw	the	Blue	Planet,	it	was	filled	with…life.	

Massive	life.	Strange	life.	Life	much	different	than	after	our	collision.	Life	with	fangs	and	tusks	and	
scales.	They	were	equal	parts	majesty	and	terror,	and	I	would	soon	disintegrate	with	them.	It’s	the	
reason	The	Mover	redirected	me	towards	it	in	the	first	place.	He	knew	an	object	of	my	size	and	speed	
would	modify	The	Blue	Planet	without	destroying	her.	

It	was	a	magnificent	place.	There	were	steep	mountains	with	glowing	rivers,	thick	patches	of	
vegetation,	and	black	swamps	that	breathed	steam.	They	sat	waiting	to	swallow	up	the	creatures.	
Those	that	dared	to	cross	a	swamp	became	trapped	in	its	sludge.	

A	few	days	before	contact,	my	eyes	happened	upon	such	a	pit	and	noticed	two	creatures	caught	in	
the	tar.	The	tree-like	one	must	have	submerged	some	time	ago	leaving	only	her	tall,	slender	neck	
sticking	out	in	the	air.	She	seemed	to	know	that	death	was	imminent	in	the	bog.	It	was	also	hurtling	
six	miles	closer	each	second.	

“My	name’s	Agnes,”	she	said.	“But	that	doesn’t	matter	anymore.”	The	anguish	on	her	face	
was	both	deep	and	kind,	as	if	her	insides	were	boiling	but	she	didn’t	want	the	other	creature	to	know.	
A	tree	behind	them	had	been	laid	down	in	the	bog.	Its	trunk	stretched	all	the	way	back	to	land.	I	
wondered	if	she	knew	about	it.	There	was	little	doubt	it	could	support	her	weight.	

“Maybe	you’re	wrong,	Agnes,”	the	other	said.	He	was	a	stumpy	brute	with	three	horns	protruding	
from	his	head.	There	was	an	innocence	in	his	voice,	but	not	the	naive	kind.	His	skin	cracked	with	age.	
The	ooze	crept	in	his	pores.	“There’s	always	a	way	out.”	

“I’m	sure	many	have	said	that.”	Her	lips	were	somewhere	between	a	snarl	and	quiver.	“It’s	ignorance.	
No	one	knows	how	to	get	out	of	the	mire.	I’ve	been	here	for	weeks,	and	each	minute	the	bog	
swallows	me	more.	I’m	tired	of	thinking.	Everything’s	a	dead	end.”	
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“Weeks?”	he	replied.	“I’ve	been	in	one	before	but	only	for	a	few	days.	It	must	be	agonizing.”	

“More	unfair,	really.”	she	said.	

I	couldn’t	believe	it.	Had	she	not	been	listening?	Freedom	wasn’t	impossible.	He’d	found	a	way	out	
once	before.	Perhaps	she	didn’t	believe	him.	It	was	hard	to	tell.	To	be	sure,	these	creatures	were	
mysterious.	

The	tree	sat	half-submerged	listening	to	their	conversation.	

“I	know	it’s	dreadful,”	the	brute	said.	“But	if	you	would	be	willing	to	stay	uncomfortable	for	five	
minutes	longer,	we	might	see	the	way	out.”	The	thought	almost	convinced	her.	She	could	tell	that	he,	
too,	was	uncomfortable.	The	crisis	would	have	driven	anyone	to	their	breaking	point.	

They	were	silent	for	some	time.	“Even	if	you’re	right,”	she	straightened	her	neck,	“we’ll	all	die	soon	
enough.	One	way	or	another.”	

“Yes,”	he	said.	“Death	will	meet	us	all.”	There	was	more	silence.	

The	brute	took	a	long,	calculated	breath.	“But	when	he	looks	at	my	eyes,	they	will	be	filled	with	
hope,”	he	said.	

“Good	luck	with	your	hope,”	Agnes	replied.	There	was	despair	and	contempt	in	her	words.	She	was	
angry.	Not	at	him,	but	at	hope	itself	and	the	notion	of	purpose.	She	could	see	no	meaning	in	life	and,	
therefore,	no	meaning	in	death.	It	must	have	been	more	unpleasant	than	the	awful	bog.	

The	Blue	Planet	turned	away	before	I	could	see	the	end	of	their	encounter.	It	wasn’t	until	the	next	
day	that	I	saw	the	tarry	swamp	again.	Neither	creature	was	visible,	but	over	by	the	tree	there	was	
one	set	of	black	footprints	trailing	away	from	the	mire.	

Time	had	come	to	enter	the	atmosphere.	I	would	soon	become	part	of	this	world	forever.	As	its	
surface	cradled	the	impact	and	sent	my	DNA	burning	across	the	land,	my	eyes	raced	to	find	the	one	
who	got	out.	After	a	moment,	I	saw	him.	He	was	easy	to	see.	It	wasn’t	his	size	or	beauty	that	caught	
my	eye	as	I	rushed	towards	him.	The	brute’s	face	was	what	separated	him	from	the	others.	

He	was	the	only	one	smiling	at	me.	

 
	
	
	
	
	



	 3	

	

[[ 
fair 

	
In	the	same	breath	you	could	inhale	the	aroma	of	funnel	cakes	and	Ferris	Wheels.	It	made	John	into	a	
kid	again.	There	were	no	mortgages	or	bills	or	unemployment	lines	in	this	buzzing,	bright	oasis.	There	
he	stood	absorbing	it	with	his	four-year-old	son,	Walter.	Somehow	his	equal.		
	
Neither	one	heard	the	wife	ask	what	time	it	was.	(Of	course,	watches	and	schedules	didn’t	matter	
here	anyway).		They	roamed	through	the	maze	of	barking	game	booths	and	spinning	rides.	John	
noticed	how	their	steel	arms	groaned	up	and	down,	tumbling	this	way	and	that.	The	boy	thought	it	
looked	like	a	terrifying	(or	beautiful)	spider.	He	couldn’t	decide.		
	
On	they	went.	John	would	gripe	to	his	wife	about	teenagers	nowadays.	“They’re	so	self-absorbed,”	
he’d	say	and	point.	“Look	at	them.	They	think	people	will	just	hand	them	the	world.”	She	would	smirk	
and	respond,	“Didn’t	we	all,	dear,”	in	a	flirty	way	that	only	he	could	notice.	It	made	him	smile.	She	
saw	the	world	more	truly	than	he	did,	and	he	knew	it.			
	
It	was	August	(and	hot).	John	snaked	his	family	up	the	crowd	to	the	air-conditioned	convention	hall.	
Booth	after	booth	lined	up	like	little	soldiers.	Each	one	bursting	with	pamphlets	and	pencils	and	
stickers.	The	boy	couldn’t	grab	them	fast	enough.		
	
Political	volunteers,	business	owners	and	city	officials	were	all	crowded	into	the	makeshift	
neighborhood.	One	insisting	that	such-and-such	a	substance	must	be	legalized	while	the	other	
crooned	on	about	the	demise	of	America	if	it	were	legalized.	Vote	this.	Outlaw	that.	Sign	up	for	a	free	
blender.	Try	a	fudge	sample.		
	
It	was	getting	late.	As	they	were	leaving,	a	tiny,	birdlike	lady	handed	John	an	orange	Bible.	He	reached	
out	and	grabbed	it	instinctively	(though	he	wasn’t	a	religious	man	and	didn’t	intend	to	read	it.)	
Nevertheless,	he	thought	it	might	do	them	some	good	in	the	future.	
	
The	lady	beamed	and	chirped,	“The	life	of	a	man	is	like	a	flower	in	a	field.	Grass	fades,	but	God’s	
Word	lasts	forever.”	The	statement	hit	John’s	ear	funny.	It	sounded	important	but	was	almost	an	
afterthought	for	the	lady	(who	was	already	handing	out	another	one	with	her	sing-song	phrase).		
	
They	continued	to	the	exit	where	a	man	in	a	sweaty	red	suit	stood.	He	pushed	a	political	flyer	into	
John’s	already	full	hands.	No	words	were	exchanged,	and	John	was	glad.	He	was	ready	to	go	home.	
Back	to	the	real	world.		
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Like	all	the	other	pencils	and	stickers	and	pamphlets,	he	looked	down	at	it	for	a	moment.	It	
was	a	simple,	blue	post	card	with	stars	bordering	the	words,	“Vote	Franklin	D.	Roosevelt	for	President:	
The	Man	with	a	Heart.”		He	stuck	it	in	the	orange	Bible,	and	walked	his	boy	home.		
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chasing meteors 

	
Journal entry  
27 December 2053 Day 1 on the Panacea  
 
Life in zero gravity will take some getting used to. Our drinking water squeezes out of a pouch in spheres and suspends in 
mid-air. I like to chomp them into my mouth space-raptor style. High pitched screech and all. The crew doesn’t seem to 
think it’s as funny as I know it is.  
It’s weird feeling chocolate pudding float to the top of your mouth. Of course, this morning I was sitting on two million 
pounds of rocket fuel and riding into space. So I guess it’s been a weird day altogether.  
 
Jeff	Felton	was	born	to	be	a	geologist,	not	an	astronaut.	 

He	even	had	a	geologist’s	name.	Other	parents	gave	their	child-astronauts	cool	names	like	Buzz.	
Conrad.	Lovell.	Armstrong.	But	not	Greg	and	Nancy	Felton.	Their	son	needed	a	name	like	gravel.	
Plain	and	everywhere.	 

Jeff	had	always	been	fascinated	by	what	the	Earth	managed	to	cook	up.	Diamonds.	Lava.	Crystals.	
Sandstone.	Each	had	an	origin	story,	and	he	spent	his	childhood	reading	as	many	as	possible.	
Every	bookshelf	and	windowsill	in	the	Felton’s	house	was	littered	with	their	son’s	trophies.	An	
upstairs	window	overlooking	his	Tennessee	hills	was	the	only	exception.	It	was	a	special	place	to	
Jeff	and	would	require	a	special	rock. A	meteorite.	 

This,	he	concluded,	would	be	worthy	of	the	window.	“Think	about	it,	dad,”	he’d	say	over	dinner,	
“Two	asteroids	smash	together	and	shoot	a	bullet	of	iron	through	space.	Then	one	day,	it	
intersects	with	Earth’s	orbit,	burns	through	the	atmosphere	and	crashes	by	our	farm.	And	I	could	
hold	it!	The	same	rock	that	was	going	10	miles	per	second	past	Jupiter.	I	could	hold	it.”	 

Twelve-year-old	boys	tend	to	be	more	interested	in	climbing	on	rocks	than	collecting	them.	But	
Jeff’s	father	knew	something	about	his	son;	it	wasn’t	enough	for	him	to	simply	have	a	hill	to	sled	
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down.	He	had	to	know	what	the	hill	was	made	of,	and	how	it	got	there.	Where	you	and	I	would	
see	heaps	of	limestone	and	shale,	Jeff	saw	a	handwritten	letter	waiting	to	be	read.	 

“His	dissertation	is	called,	‘The	Composition	and	Origin	of	Material	in	Interplanetary	Dust	
Particles’,”	his	parents	would	boast	years	later	while	Jeff	was	studying	at	Georgetown.	“Took	us	a	
week	just	to	remember	the	title!	Jeff	says	it’s	fancy	talk	for,	‘The	stuff	left	over	after	giant	space	
rocks	collide’.”	 

Passion	and	purpose	are	forged	in	the	same	fire,	and	good	parents	know	how	to	keep	the	coals	
red	for	their	children.	Greg	and	Nancy	Felton	believed	that,	if	rocks	were	made	for	a	reason,	their	
son	was	made	to	found	out	why.	 
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Journal entry 
28 December 2053 Day 2 on the Panacea  

You know that feeling after your plane has landed and, for unknown reasons (but you suspect they’re evil), the flight 
attendant takes a million years to let the passengers deboard? I never feel like the plane is small until that moment. My 
thoughts quickly snowball...  

“We’re trapped.” “I’m going to die in here.”  

“The only option now is punching my way to freedom through these tiny, oval windows.”  

Imagine always having that feeling except everyone else on the plane keeps telling you how “roomy” it is compared to the 
other one. Plus, if you punched through one of these windows, freedom wouldn’t be waiting for you on the other side. Only 
the unforgiving vacuum of space waiting to suck you out and explode your eyeballs.  

That’s what the last 24 hours of my life have been. 48 more before we land. If I can just hang on for that long, I know it 
will be worth it.  

He	hated	to	fly.	So,	when	the	letter	arrived	from	Moscow,	his	emotions	ranged	from	ecstatic	to	
terrified.	“Dr.	Felton,”	it	read,	“We	are	pleased	to	inform	you	that	your	request	for	access	to	the	
Subatomic	Regulated	Collider	System	(SARCS)	has	been	approved.	Submit	the	full	schematic	of	
your	experiment	to	our	technology	department	immediately,	and	make	plans	to	arrive	on	
December	16,	2049,	for	mandatory	training.	A	detailed	itinerary	will	be	mailed	to	you	shortly.”	 

The	Russian	particle	accelerator	had	just	replaced	the	Swiss’	outdated	Large	Hadron	Collider	
and,	because	it	was	the	first	to	be	monitored	for	safety	by	artificial	intelligence,	was	far	more	
accessible	to	the	scientific	community.	Felton’s	experiment	involved	colliding	subatomic	
particles	found	in	iron	and	magnesium	in	a	vacuum	charged	with	hydrogen	and	helium	ions.	He	
wanted	to	see	what	was	created	when	two	common	materials	found	on	Earth	collided	at	high	
speeds	in	an	environment	similar	to	space.	It	would	help	understand	the	makeup	of	meteorites	
and	their	affects	on	soil.	 

That’s	why	the	readings	of	the	experiment	looked	like	a	mistake	at	first.	A	glitch	in	the	
computer’s	system.	No	atomic	element	had	been	discovered	(or	created	in	a	lab	through	nuclear	
fusion)	since	2010.	But	there	it	was.	Super-Heavy	Element	#119;	soon	to	be	known	as	
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“Epithimum.”	 

Like	the	dozen	that	came	before,	it	could	only	exist	on	Earth	theoretically.	The	moment	SARCS’	
tube	was	depressurized,	the	sample	changed	properties	as	it	oxygenated.	Other	than	the	
lingering	smell	of	gunpowder,	what	remained	were	the	same	properties	found	in	Earth’s	soil.	 

By	New	Year’s	Eve,	teams	had	developed	a	way	to	stabilize	it	long	enough	for	study.	And	spring	
had	barely	left	when	medical	communities	began	hearing	rumors	of	their	findings.	Epithimum	
could	be	synthesized	to	produce	a	chemical	that	was	similar	but	exponentially	more	powerful	
than	the	one	found	in	Serotonin	and	Norepinephrine	Reuptake	Inhibitor	(SNRI)	drugs	commonly	
used	to	treat	depression,	anxiety	and	nerve	pain.	 

Questions	began	to	arise	as	to	whether	it	might	even	be	used	to	reverse	early	stages	of	
Alzheimer’s.	Medical	trials	were	already	showing	miraculous	progress	in	a	short	amount	of	time.	
The	magnitude	of	it	was	unimaginable.	Jeff	Felton,	the	rock-kid	from	Tennessee,	had	changed	the	
world.	 

But	it	quickly	became	clear	this	was	more	of	a	tease	than	a	transformation.	Synthesizing	
Epithimum	in	large	quantities	was	financially	impossible.	Hundreds	of	trillions	of	dollars	would	
have	to	be	spent.	Not	to	mention	the	physics	behind	it.	 

The	only	way	to	create	a	lot	would	be	for	an	enormous	mass	of	iron	to	collide	with	an	enormous	
mass	of	calcium	at	the	force	and	energy	of	30	atomic	bombs	in	an	airless	environment	charged	
with	helium	and	hydrogen	ions.	They	don’t	manufacture	particle	colliders	in	that	size.	 

Remembering	the	gunpowder	smell	was	his	breakthrough.	 

Jeff	hated	to	fly	more	than	having	kidney	stones,	yet	it	fascinated	him.	As	a	kid,	he	devoured	
books	about	aerodynamics	and	space	travel.	His	favorites	were	on	the	Apollo	missions	from	the	
1960’s.	The	fact	that	men	were	able	to	slingshot	around	the	moon	in	a	tin	can	with	a	walkie-
talkie	and	paper	scraps	to	scribble	down	their	trajectory	was	mind-	boggling.	One	June	night,	
almost	a	century	later,	it	jolted	him	out	of	his	chair.	He	wrote	as	quickly	as	possible.	 

Journal entry 
24 June 2050 Moscow  

I replayed the experiments over and over again in my mind. The environment. The reaction. The...smell. That’s when I 
started screaming, “I created moon dust!” Of course, nobody was with me and they wouldn’t have known why I was excited 
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about moon dust and everyone within screaming distance only spoke Russian anyway, but I had finally figured it out.  

When astronauts explored the moon, they tracked in soil on their boots. So, by the end of their mission, the lunar module 
floor would be covered in dust. I remembered reading accounts of the astronauts tasting the soil, and saying that it smelled 
like gunpowder. But, when geologists examined it on Earth, they agreed it had no unique smell or taste at all.  

Their conclusion was, since the moon doesn’t have an atmosphere, the soil’s property changed when it was oxygenated and 
pressurized by the lunar module. The smell and taste were due to gas being released during the process.  

It all finally made sense. Of course we can’t create a particle collider big enough to smash enormous amounts of calcium and 
iron on Earth...but that’s exactly what happens when a meteor strikes the moon. Because its environment is airless and 
charged with ions from the sun, lunar craters should be filled to the brim with Epithimum-rich soil.  

If people could get to it, I might go down in history as the man who discovered the key to mental health.  

The ladies will flock for miles just to watch me step out of my limo. Slow-mo. With doves.  

His	popularity	exploded	on	a	national	level,	but	soon	everything	escalated.	The	discovery	became	
a	worldwide	obsession	and	led	to	passionate	demands	from	its	citizens.	Each	one,	like	bickering	
children,	had	to	shout	louder	than	the	other	to	make	their	voice	heard.	 

“THE	MIND	HAS	RIGHTS!”	 

Believing	bumper	stickers	can	lead	to	a	terrible	society,	and	this	one	spread	like	cancer.	If	people	
would	think	about	these	phrases	longer	than	it	takes	to	pass	a	car	on	the	highway,	perhaps	they	
would	not	be	so	quick	to	devour	one	another.	 

The	opinions	were	rampant.	Epithimum	was	its	center	and	the	rumblings	could	be	felt	all	over.	 
Every	subway	platform,	grocery	line	and	diner	booth	was	swarming	with	conversations	clothed	
with	cheap	information	and	confidence.	It	was	the	perfect	ingredients	for	revenue.	And	one	thing	
has	always	been	true	of	humans,	if	there’s	money	to	be	made,	someone	will	find	a	way	to	do	it.	 

Being	the	only	megacorporation	able	to	afford	the	patents	and	research,	Brenderin-	Netti	Labs	
(BNL)	couldn’t	pass	up	the	opportunity.	After	weeks	of	brainstorming,	their	team	of	engineer	
experts	proposed	the	most	cost	effective	(and	obvious	to	everyone)	solution.	 

They	had	to	go	back	to	the	moon.	 
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The	risk	was	enormous.	BNL	worked	with	pharmaceuticals,	not	rocket	scientists.	It	would	
require	privatized	space	travel.	Not	to	mention	the	fact	that	they	couldn’t	assure	the	soil	would	
even	be	usable	once	getting	there.	And	it	was	going	to	be	expensive.	 

Really	expensive.	 

Television	producers	were	frothing	at	the	mouth.	Networks	that	had	existed	for	three	lifetimes	
risked	going	belly	up	for	exclusive	rights	to	cover	it.	But	there	would	be	stipulations.	Lots	of	
them.	It	was	a	hoop	worth	jumping	through	in	order	to	offset	the	cost	for	BNL.	 

After	signing	a	skyscraper	of	legal	documents,	the	National	Broadcasting	Company	would	do	the	
honor.	It	was	expected	to	gather	more	ad	capital	than	ten	Super	Bowls.	Every	second	of	the	
mission	would	be	captured,	Jeff	Felton	in	all	of	them.	Sure,	he	would	slow	down	the	crew,	but	
global	icons	get	better	ratings	than	dry,	NASA-trained	astronauts.	 

It	took	almost	a	year	to	convince	him	to	go.	He	didn’t	need	the	money	and	the	mission	didn’t	
need	him.	It	was	the	twelve-year-old	boy	at	the	dinner	table	that	ultimately	succumbed	to	the	
offer.	The	moon	was	his	friend.	Not	a	marketing	gimmick.	Not	a	medical	supply	store.	 

And	this	was	his	one	chance	to	meet	her.	 

	

	

Journal Entry 
30 December 2053 Day 4 on the Panacea  

I’ll never forget how the silence felt when the engines stopped this morning. For a moment, it was just me and her. Funny 
how I can’t seem to call the moon “it.” I know it’s a giant rock that orbits the Earth, but there’s something shockingly 
personal about it. Almost nurturing.  

Soft. That’s the best word I can think to describe the air of it.  

Which is the opposite of how it feels in this prison of a spacecraft. And please, for the love, someone tell me why the world 
wants to watch every single thing I do up here. Call me old- fashioned, but where I come from, if someone watches you 
sleep, eat, and go to the bathroom, they’re either your parents and you’re a baby...or you need to call 9-1-1. Makes the Earth 
feel less like a beautiful, blue marble suspended in space, and more like a creeper who keeps one eye on me at all times. “Hey 
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buddy...watcha writing in that journal? You’re dinner plans for tonight? Thinking stroganoff again? Hope it tastes good.”  

It doesn’t, you freak show. It tastes exactly like what you think rehydrated beef gravy tastes like. Now get back to 
electrocuting puppies or terrorizing Gotham City or whatever it is that you do.  

Can’t let the cameras distract me today. I’m about to walk on the moon.  

The network is expecting me to say something awesome when I step onto the surface for the first time. They tell me 
more people will be watching than when Armstrong did it. I’m equally torn between, “Good to see you again, old friend. 
Sorry it took so long,” and “Earth Jeff is dead, long live Zargoyle - Eternal Moon King.”  

I’ll know the right one when the time comes.  

It	would	take	two-weeks	of	testing	to	determine	that	there	was	enough	Epithimum	in	the	soil	to	
justify	mining.	The	Panacea	was	designed	to	be	a	state-of-the-art	lunar	spacecraft,	science	lab	
and	cargo	transport.	Of	course,	when	it	came	to	lunar	mining,	it	was	less	bulldozers	and	tons	and	
more	cryogenic	tanks	and	kilograms,	but	the	ship	still	held	its	own.	It	could	carry	enough	rock	
and	dirt	back	to	last	a	century.	 

Jeff	only	got	out	of	the	ship	twice	during	their	17	days	on	the	moon,	and	both	times	were	for	
television	segments.	The	rest	of	his	stay	was	busy	with	live	interviews,	product	placement,	and	
staged	tension	with	crewmembers.	But	his	eight	hours	walking	on	the	surface	was	worth	it	all,	
especially	the	second	outing.	 

He	was	done	being	a	reality	TV	star.	It	was	time	to	be	a	geologist.	As	the	mining	team	tirelessly	
loaded	rubble	into	the	cargo	hold,	Jeff	turned	off	his	visor	camera	and	began	to	explore.	The	
producers	would	be	irate	and	threaten	to	tear	up	his	contract,	but	it	didn’t	matter.	They	were	
about	to	come	home.	He	had	to	see	this	place	for	himself.	 

Each	step	remained	perfectly	preserved	as	he	bounced	along	the	landscape.	He	was	following	
them	back	to	the	Panacea	when	something	caught	his	eye.	To	anyone	else,	it	would	have	looked	
like	another	interesting	rock,	but	it	didn’t	have	the	smooth	characteristics	of	its	surroundings.	He	
picked	it	up,	examining	every	contour	with	the	unfiltered	sunlight.	 

A	baseball	sized	meteorite.	The	one	that	could’ve	flown	past	Jupiter	at	10	miles	per	second,	and	
he	was	holding	it.	 

Everyone	likes	to	think	that	was	the	moment	he	was	playing	in	his	mind	during	their	reentry	
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three	days	later.	All	the	readings	were	perfect	from	the	Panacea.	Heat	shield.	Trajectory.	Auto	
controls.	It	was	textbook.	 

Only	after	they	landed	was	the	crew	able	to	see	the	life	support	system	on	his	suit	had	failed.	The	
carbon	dioxide	build-up	would	have	taken	its	course	by	the	time	anyone	on	board	realized	the	
problem.	Millions	had	been	watching	helplessly	as	he	drifted	out	of	consciousness.	Jeff	was	dead.	 

The	media	attention	was	deafening.	His	younger	brother	stepped	in	to	navigate	the	ocean	of	
response	from	a	grieving	world.	The	cost	for	their	pay	dirt	was	too	steep,	and	it	would	prove	to	
be	useless	in	the	end.	 

Within	days	of	being	home	it	became	clear	that	prolonged	exposure	to	Epithimum	was	causing	
calcified	spots	to	develop	and	harden	in	patients’	brains.	The	risks	were	too	great	to	continue	
testing.	It	caused	more	harm	than	good.	But	that	wouldn’t	be	Jeff’s	legacy.	 

Weeks	passed	before	his	family	had	the	emotional	strength	to	look	through	the	personal	bag	he	
carried	onboard.	They	gathered	around	the	table	for	support	as	each	item	was	unpacked.	
Favorite	snacks.	Letters	from	home.	His	journal.	And,	at	the	bottom,	wrapped	carefully	in	a	
blanket	was	a	meteorite	about	the	size	of	a	baseball.	 

She	sits	vigilant	on	the	stain	glass	windowsill	overlooking	his	Tennessee	hills.	Neatly	folded	
under	it	lies	the	last	page	of	his	journal.	 

Journal Entry 
12 January 2054 Day 20 on the Panacea  

Our atmosphere hides how velvet the darkness of space appears. The dust here is lifeless and pure. It doesn’t swirl in the 
wind or hold moisture so wildflowers can paint its hills. There is only the stillness of black and white. The simplicity seems 
to make time slow down.  

It was the best moment of my life. Not discovering a new element. Not curing mental illness. But holding this rock and 
sensing the eternal brilliance behind it. The shimmering dust of the moon. The scorching light it was softly redirecting to my 
home. There was order and meaning to it all.  

I could feel it in my bones.  
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