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"The chemicd or physca inventor isaways aPrometheus. Thereisno grest invention, from fireto flying,
which has not been hailed as an insult to some god. But if every physica and chemicd inventionisa
blasphemy, every biologicd invention isaperverson.”

—J. B. S. Haldane
DAEDALUSOR SCIENCE AND THE FUTURE

"Good reasonsin genera for cloning arethat it avoids genetic diseases, bypasses serility, predetermines
an individua's gender, and preserves family likenesses. It wastes time to argue over whether we should
doit or not; thereal mora question iswhen and why."

—Joseph Fletcher
THE ETHICSOF GENETIC CONTROL:
Ending Reproductive Roulette

"Inview of thelikelihood of such disagreements on standards for what changesin man are desirable, the
samplest solution might seem to be alaissez-faire system in which society took no position onthisat al.
For severa reasons, | believe thiswould be avery dangerous course to take. It would almost certainly
lead to an immense proliferation of types of man, differing in much more substantia ways than the present
racesdo...If wewish to avoid theinterference involved, it may be necessary to renounce the
modification of man through biologica engineering dtogether, which does not seem alikely devel opment
tome"

—Gerald Feinberg
THE PROMETHEUSPROJECT

1. Paul: 2000

ASthejet gpproached the Dallas—Fort Worth Regiond Airport, Paul Swenson saw the nearest of the
circular loops which made up the huge, monotonoudy efficient structure. There were thirteen circles,
athough Paul could not seethem dl from his seet, each of them more than amilein circumference, each
containing Six sub-terminals, stretched in arow acrossthe Texas plain. The circular loops were
connected by aspine running through their centers; arow of roads connecting the airport with Dallas and
Fort Worth.

Thearport had been designed for ease, with decentralized terminals and underground trains linking the
loops. It had one purpose—to move passengersin and out as quickly as possible. Paul remembered the
brown concrete and unending repetition of the Structure, the same no matter where one turned, and he
wondered who would careto linger. The architect had made no aesthetic concessions. Y et from theair it
was gtill an awesome sight, giant hieroglyphics carved out of the brown dusty land.

"I ill think I'mright, Paul," Morris Chang muttered. Paul glanced at hisyoung companion. Chang
douched in his seet, running a hand through red hair that contrasted sharply with his dark amond-shaped
eyes. "l just gave my paper too soon. | may not have al the evidence | need but Ifeel asthough I'm close
to thetruth." He stared ahead glumly.

Paul had been listening to these comments, with dight variaions, ever ancethar sub-orbitd flight from
Brussdls. When they had transferred to the local jet at the Kennedy Space Center, Chang had lapsed
into silence, then began ordering double scotches from the stewardess afew minutes after takeoff. Paul
had finaly persuaded his friend to have some coffee. Chang's sober depression was a contrast to the



acoholic gaety he had displayed throughout most of their flight, agaiety cut short by ahusky steward
about an hour ago.

The et began to circle over one of the loops below.

"I think Irina Rostovawas the one who actudly finished me," Chang said. "'l just couldn't handle her
questions. After that | wastoo demoralized to answer anyone eses.”

"Look, Morris, thiswas your first time, giving apaper before agroup like this. Rostovas been going to
these conferences for years. She knows how to find the holesin anyoneswork. A vauable function, |
suppose, but | have yet to see her present anything of her own that isn't trivia. She never risksthe kind of
treatment she hands out to other astrophysicists.”

"I don't know," Chang said sadly. Paul sighed. He had encouraged the young man to present his paper.
Chang was working out atheory of stellar evolution that would account for and include pulsars,
quasi-stellar objects, "black holes," and other such phenomena

"Look," Paul said, trying to cheer hisfriend up, "you're working out something pretty important and
difficult. You'll patch up the holes, | have no doubt about that. | told you how excited Marcuswas. Hell
be writing to you about some of the problems, he thinks he can help. Y ou know perfectly well you were
ready to present the outline of your theory. Y ou're just upset becauise you're not used to giving papers
ye."

"You're probably right," Chang looked alittle happier.

Paul remembered asimilar conference twenty years ago. He had been twenty-nine, Chang's age, ready
to present hisfirst important paper to an international gathering of scientists. His paper had aso been
greeted with some skepticism. He had started to succumb to his nervousness and fear, regaining his
confidence only when Eviane began to defend him strenuoudy, buzzing furioudy at the othersin the room.

The thought of Eviane draped a shroud of sadness over Paul. She had been dead for dmost six years
and he dtill could not accept that fact. Even now hewould find himsdlf turning in his seat, expecting to find
her next to him. He would begin to speak to her and then remember that she was gone.

He had met Eviane when they were both twenty-eight. He was working at Mount Palomar and had just
arrived a the observatory, anxiousto use every minute of hisaloted time. There was no oneinthe
observatory except atiny blonde who looked about sixteen years old. He wondered what had happened
to hisassgtant.

The blonde girl was pacing in front of adesk, chewing on her nails. She stopped and looked at Paul
speculatively.Her eyes should be blue , he thought. Instead they were as black as the nighttime skies.

"l wish they alowed smoking in here," she said loudly. "I'm having afit. Are you Swenson?"

"Yes, I'mwaiting for my assstant. | was told someone would be hereto help with my observations.”
"l know. I'm the assigtant.”

Paul tried not to look surprised.

"All right, Swenson," shewent on, "1 know you didn't expect abal of blonde fluff here but that's what

you've got. | have adegreein mathematics, | have a doctorate in astrophysics, I've published a couple of
papers. Maybe you read them. I'm Eviane Fosserier.” Sheglared at him defensively. "I knew aguy once
who said he couldn't take people under five feet, two inches serioudy, they were just too damned small. |



hope you're not like him."
Hewasfeding abit ashamed of hissix-foot height. I didn't say anything,” he said.
"Y ou were thinking it, Swenson. Let's get to work. Were wasting time.”

He had married her three months later. They had dways worked together, combining their abilities. They
had criticized and advised each other even when working on separate projects. There had been no room
for childrenintheir life, and Paul never regretted it until Eviane died. Now he had nothing of her except
her papers and his memories.

She was a small bird, fluttering nervously through the rooms of their house, obsessive in her
desire to organize her nest, always coming to rest in hisarms. Don't ever fly from me, Eviane. But
she had at lagt, stricken by apeculiar disease that would not alow her to absorb the nutrients her smdll
body needed. She had grown thinner and weaker, unable to sustain hersalf. She had weighed only
forty-eight pounds at her desth.

Time, Paul thought,is supposed to make these things easier to bear, soothe the pain . Time had not
worked for him, just asit had never eroded hisfedingsfor Eviane during her lifetime.

The et approached its runway and began to land, agiant metd eagle shrieking for its prey.
"So what are your plansfor the immediate future?' Chang asked.

"| thought that I'd just take the train to Dallas and get a hotel room. | think | can use somerest beforel
head home."

"Regt!" Chang chuckled. ™Y ou must be suffering from time lag. Don't you know whet tonight is?"
"No, at least | don't think..." Paul paused. "Wait aminute, it'sNew Year's Eve, isnt it?'

"New Year's Eve, 1999," Chang said. "'l just want to head home and lock my doors. | sure wouldn't
want to bein Ddlas"

"I don't know how | could have forgotten.”" Paul looked at the other man. "Do you really think it'll be that
bad?| mean, | know New Y ear's Eve isn't exactly quiet, but | figured | could lock mysdlf in and ignore
it

"Well, Paul, | don't know how it isin your Midwest, but Dallas has been close to hysteriarecently. It was
likethat when | |eft after Chrigmas. After dl, thisisn't just New Year's. Thisisanew millenium.”

"Properly spesking, the new millenium doesn't sart until next year."

"Try teling that to the Apocayptics, or the oneswho expect to see Christ regppear.” Morris Chang
sighed. "I'd better put you up at my place. We can ride theloca train through Dallas and you can catch
your train tomorrow."

"I don't want to put you to any trouble."
"It's no trouble. Joanne would love to meet you."

"All right. | suppose you know what you're talking about.” Chang lived outsde Ddlasina
security-conscious suburb. Armed guards patrolled the community and no one could enter without a
resident or guest pass. Paul had never felt at ease in such places, knowing that their very existence was
an admission of socid failure. Many potentia disrupters were shut out, but the citizenswere dso shut in.



He had seen them glancing fearfully at every strange face that passed through their streets. Such carefully
guarded suburbs were luxurious garrison states.

The jet had landed. Paul unfastened his seat belt and straightened his suit. Chang'stalk about the
Apocayptics had reminded him of his discusson with Hidehiko Takamura before leaving for Brussals.
Hidey Takamurahad been insstent. He would have to make a decision soon.

For now he put Hidey out of hismind and prepared to leave the jet.

Idedlly, there should have been no waiting at the Dalas—Fort Worth Regiond Airport. One had only to
walk about a hundred feet from the plane to the terminal, pick up one's luggage, and walk another
hundred feet to an underground magneto-train sation.

Infact, Paul and Morris had to wait an hour before even getting their luggage. The detachable baggage
compartment of the jet was malfunctioning and at last arepair crew had managed to whesd! it over tothe
termind. Plane travel was becoming less comfortable and efficient. The airlines were now competing with
magneticaly suspended high-gpeed trains. Once the technica problemsinvolved in their devel opment had
been solved, and the government had begun to subsidize the railroads heavily, the airlines had started to
lose passengers. Air trangport companies were now concentrating on sub-orbitd flight, uncomfortable
but fast, and space vehicles. For travel over land, the trainswere asrapid as jets, and more pleasant.

When Paul and Morrisfindly boarded their train, it was crowded and Paul was beginning to fed hunger
pangs. They found seats and placed their suitcasesin an overhead rack.

"What timeisit, Morris?'
"Almogt eight. | was hoping we'd be enjoying supper by now, but..." Chang shrugged.

Paul settled back in his seat and relaxed. Thetrain hurtled soundlesdy through itstunnd, levitated
magneticaly over thetracks.

He found himself thinking again about Hidey Takamuras proposed project. Hidey, ageneticist, had long
been chafing under the redtrictions of the moratorium on genetic engineering. Hidey's field was not the
only one affected; the twenty-year moratorium on certain types of scientific research, put into effect by
committees of scientists working with the United Nations, applied to other fields aswell. But the
biologica scientists had been the focus of most of the hysteriaand fear people felt, so they were under
more stringent regulations. By 1980, there was amoratorium on almost al genetic research.

Paul remembered the arguments made by those who had desired the moratorium. An analogy had been
drawn between the biologica sciences and nuclear physics and a question posed: why wait until the
biologica equivaent of an atomic bomb was devel oped before doing something? Why not prevent its
occurrence? Biology presented athreat to human society and evolution far greater than that of atomic
wegpons. It might endave people or dter them beyond recognition. If used foolishly, biologica
engineering might set humanity on an evolutionary path leading it to extinction.

More moderate voices had argued for the continued use of techniques aready discovered before the
moratorium. The committees had agreed that there was no sense in outlawing such developments. One of
those alowed was an ectogenetic chamber, an "artificia womb" which could nourish afetus until birth. It
was used only in cases of grave need, for women who could not survive anormal pregnancy or who
bore premature children. Artificid insemination was il practiced, but limited now to very few people so
asto prevent overpopulation. Synthetic viruses, injected into fetuses carrying hemaophilia, diabetes,
sckle-cell anemiaor certain other genetic ailments, could ater the genetic messages carried by such
embryos. They would no longer devel op the disease or passit on to future generations. These



techniques, and some others, were acceptable. They treated already existing conditions. That was all
right. It was the prospect of intervention at the sart, the possibility of deciding what kind of peopleto
produce, that was frightening. None of these discoveries had been pushed any further in the past twenty
years. No new discoveries had been made. Experimentation with humans and in some countries fetuses
had been banned.

Many biologists had argued against the restrictionsin vain. Others, who had dready decided not to
pursue certain experiments on their own, remained silent. Governments, Paul knew, had been meticulous
in supporting the restrictions. As long as one country did not experiment, otherswould not fedl pressured
to do the same. No government wanted to risk losing the hard-won gains of the past several years, not
when the world had achieved an uneasy peace and a more even distribution of weath. No government
wanted society vastly dtered. Everyone, it seemed, wanted moretime at least to consider the issues.

The moratorium, however, had done more than smply hat experimentation. It had deprived the world of
thousands of talented biologists. Funds for research dried up. Taented scientists who wanted to push
beyond the present boundaries of human knowledge went into other fields where restrictions were either
less severe or nonexistent. Almost the only biologistsleft were medical technicians and physicians, who
used the alowed techniques, teachers, who often lost their most promising students to other disciplines,
and laboratory workers.

And Paul could only guess at how many millions of unfortunate or diseased individuas existed whose
suffering might have been prevented had research been dlowed.

But with the beginning of the new year and the new millenium, the moratorium would expire, at least
temporarily. Hidey had been preparing for thisfor quite awhile. If Paul would cooperate, Hidey would
make hismove.

Hidey Takamurawas familiar with embryology aswell as genetics and specidized in cloning. He had
cloned severd types of animas, dlowed under the moratorium, helping in the restoration of afew
endangered species.

But Hidey wanted to clone ahuman being. The moratorium was running out. He had to movefag, in
case the ban was reimposed. He needed adonor of genetic materid.

Paul considered Hidey's motives. There was no doubt that his old friend meant what he had said, that he
must find out if he could accomplish the task and what the results would be. It was amatter of advancing
scientific knowledge. Y et Paul knew Hidey also wanted to befirg, to become ascientificimmortal.

"Why me?' Paul had asked when the project had first been suggested to him. " There are plenty of people
who would be more valuable, who have more to offer than | do."

"That's one reason right there," Hidey said. "Because you ask that question. | don't want an egomaniac,
and I'm afraid that's what many gifted people are. Y ou're a brilliant and compassionate man. Y ou're
aware of your faultsaswel asyour gifts. I've known you for more than thirty years and I've seen how
you act in different Situations. Y ou are also, unlike others, capablein many fields. Y our popular textson
biology and chemistry are better than anything I've seen, even ones written by specidists. You havea
natura talent for music which you don't have timeto explore fully. I've even seen those poemsyou hide
from dmost everyone dse. Peoplelike you are limited only by the fact that they have onelifetime.
Imagine what five or sx Paul Swensons could do.”

"I think you're wrong there," Paul replied. "If you have agroup of Paul Swvensons, | don't see why they
wouldn't do what I've done. The fact thet they're exactly aike might aso affect them badly. They might
have my temperament, and you know how moody and depressed | can get.”



"Y ou're thoughtful," Hidey said. "Any thoughtful personisliableto fed depressed, even suicida at times.
And | grant you that if we were cloning anarrow talent, we might wind up with people who would
needlessy duplicate each other's efforts. But with a person of diverse taents, such asyoursdf, we might
wind up with people who could put each taent to its maximum use."

"Still, theresareason why | chosethefield | did. | felt that's where my bet abilitieslay. A clonewould
fed thesame”

"Well, let's see. We won't know unlesswetry. Genetic inheritanceislike clay. You're limited by it, but
therésadso alot you can do with it. Y our environment influences you. Y ou make choices. I've seen
artistssmakethings| didn't think could be made with clay and I've seen people do things that seemed far
beyond the abilities nature gave them. Y our clone would &t least start out with some damned good clay.
Y ou're proven materia.”

Paul till felt dubious about the project. Maybe he was not asimmune to the hysteriaaround him as he
believed.Why me , he thought again.

"l don't want unnecessary flak," Hidey continued. "I know I'm going to get some grief. | can minimize it
using you. Y ou're the man who laid the theoretical groundwork for astar drive and there are morethan a
few whose only knowledge of science came from your books. Y ou're asymbol of hope to many, you're
admired. If I'm going to clone anybody, it might aswell be you. Maybe those cloneswill continue your
work and get usto other stars."

Why me?
"Cheer up. Thingsaren't that bad,” Morris Chang said, startling Paul.

He grinned at the younger man. "Wadll, I'm glad to see you're fedling better, Morris. For awhilethere, |
thought astrophysicswould lose you to awhiskey bottle."

"Now that I'm away from that conference, al | want to do is get back to work."

"You'd better. My star-drive hypothesis would fit very nicely under your theory's umbrella, and I'd rather
have it there than out in the rain with dl the other anomalies.”

Morris chuckled.

Suddenly thetrain hummed to a halt.

"What'sthis?' Paul asked, looking at Chang. "1 thought thistrain didn't stop until we got to Dallas."
"It doesn't."

"Please remain seated,” atrembling voice said over the train's spesker system. "There will be atemporary
delay. Please remain seated.”

"Thisisn't my day," Paul said. "First the jet and now this." He sghed. There was no sensein being
impatient. He could do nothing about the delay. He began to ook around at hisfellow passengers.

Someone nudged him from behind. He turned in his seat and found himsdlf staring a a bony,
intense-looking young man.

"It'sstarted dready," the young man said. His moist brown eyesflickered, then settled into a steady gaze.
"We may st down hereforever, buried from the sght of God."



"What do you mean?' Chang asked as he turned around also.

"Everything isrunning down," the man whispered. "By midnight it will have sopped. The dead will be
resurrected. What asight! | don't want to Sit down here, I'll missit al. By thetimewere called to
judgment, well have missed the whole thing.”

Thetrain hummed softly for an instant and crept forward dowly. "Well," Paul said, trying to smile, "it
hasn't quite stopped yet.”

"It will," the young man said. "Y ou had better prepare your soul for judgment.” He stared at Paul intently.

Paul was not certain whether the young man was an Apocalyptic or one of those who expected Christ to
reappear, but it was hardly acrucia distinction. He was uneasy in any case.

"Thistrain's moving pretty damned dowly,” Chang muttered. "At thisrate, well be lucky if we get to my
house before ten or so. 1'd better call Joanne at the Dallas station.”

"I think wed be better off staying on thetrain,” Paul replied. "The one behind usis probably moving just
asdowly."

"Y ou'd both be better off if you started praying,” said the young man behind them.

The train was gpproaching one of the stations on the outskirts of Dallas. Normally it would have passed
this station, but it began to dow down once again.

Paul looked out the window at the platform outside. A group of soldiers holding stun guns was standing
near thetrain. A smal crowd milled around behind them.

"Clear thetracks," someone shouted through aloudspesker. "Clear the tracks, or you'll be placed under
arrest. Clear the tracks.”

"They're holding up thetrain," ayoung girl acrossthe aide from Paul shouted. "Let'sgo see” Thegirl and
two boys hurried into the next car, running toward the front of thetrain.

"Clear thetracks," the loudspeaker shouted again.

"Jesus Chrigt iscoming,” afemae voice cried out over another loudspeaker. "Pray for your souls,
brothers and sisters, the Lord is coming!" Paul looked around the train and saw the young man behind
him and awoman in the back of the car on their knees. When helooked back out the window, he saw
the soldiers dragging afew people aong the platform.

Apparently the track had been cleared, because the train began to move once more. The platform
disappeared and Paul again saw the dark tunnels around the train. "1t looks,” he said to Chang, "as
though things are getting an early Sart.”

Chang did not reply. Thetrain was moving rapidly now, dthough not at the
one-hundred-and-fifty-mile-an-hour speed that had brought it to the city.

It seemed only afew minutes later asthe train pulled into the main Ddlas station. Therewere alarge
number of soldiers on the platform outside. Severa people got up from their seats.

"Attention, al passengers,” avoice said over the speaker system. "Attention. If you'releaving Ddlas, you
must transfer to the elevated train in station D, two floors above. Other passengers must use the locals at
gationsM and N. Do not go to the station E monorail, the station E monorail is out of service.



Underground trainswon't leave Ddlas for another two hours. Our gpologiesfor the delay. Thank you."

"Come on, Paul," Chang said as he stood up. Both men followed other passengers outside. They pushed
through the crowd over to the Sde of one soldier, ahusky young man with a handlebar moustache.
"Excuseme," Chang shouted at the soldier, "but can you tel me what's going on?'

"Goddamn Apocs. They'rein thetunnels, holdin' up trains.” Chang turned and Paul followed hisfriend
through the crowd. They hurried up aflight of stairsto alarge lobby. In the middle of the room, Paul saw
asmall group of people on their knees.

"I don't want to die," avoice near Paul cried. He twisted around and found a stocky dark-haired woman
clutching a hisarm. "I don't want to die." Her brown eyes were wide with hysteria.

"You're not going to die," he said to her. He felt helpless, wondering what he could do.
"Comeon," Chang shouted. He grabbed Paul and pulled him away from the woman.

Paul followed him through the lobby to another flight of stairs. They climbed them asrapidly asthe mob
of passengers would alow. Asthey reached the top, Paul could see people pushing their way into the
elevated train. He and Chang managed to board it just as the doors were closing.

They were standing in thefirst car of thetrain. It was packed with people, sanding and sitting. Paul knew
that he would not find aseet in any other car. He put down his suitcase and leaned against one of the
seats. He and Morriswere close to the front of the car and Paul watched asthe engineer climbed into his
cab. Although the train was run automaticaly, an engineer was aways on board in case of an emergency,
apractice Paul usually regarded as needless feaetherbedding. But he was glad to have the man on board
tonight.

Helooked around and noticed that some soldiers had boarded the train. One of the soldiers, atall
dender woman in awhite helmet, remained in the front car while the others dispersed. She spoketo the
conductor, then started to push her way to the engineer's cab. As she shoved past Paul, her leg jostled
his suitcase. Her blue eyes glared a him.

"Get thisthing out of the aide. There'sroom up by the cab." Paul picked up the suitcase and followed
her, with Morrisright behind him. The train began to move forward. Paul rested against the cab and
glanced out the front window at the tracks. Then he turned to Morris.

"What'll we do when they start collecting tickets?'

"Don't worry," Chang replied. "1 have acommuter pass book, but | don't think they'd throw us off in any
case." Paul looked around for the conductor and saw him standing near one of the doors. He did not
seem interested in ticket collecting at the moment.

"Attention, al passengers.” The soldier was speaking into amicrophone attached to the cab. "Please
don't be dlarmed by the soldiers on thistrain. We're here to insure your safety, so please cooperate with
us. Thank you."

"The whole damn world's gone crazy,” said afat man in the seat next to Paul. The man was Sitting with an
agtonishingly beautiful redheaded woman dressed in along green gown.

"We should of taken the earlier train, Joe," the woman muttered. "Now well miss most of the party.” She
looked up at Paul. "They say theworld's going to end.”

"I doubt it," he replied.



"If itis" shewent on, "they're sure helpin' it dong. I'm glad I'm out of the Service, my whole night would
of been ruined.”

Thefat man waslooking out hiswindow. "Oh, my God," he mumbled. "Oh, my God." Paul peered out
the front window and noticed that the sky was lighter than it should be. Then he saw flames shooting
toward the sky. Thefire could be no more than afew blocks from the train tracks.

"I'm scared, Joe," the redhead moaned. The train passed the burning area and Paul saw more flames,
farther away, burning near alarge latticework arcology. The huge hexagond structure looked vulnerable
inthefiery light and itsmeta supports shone brightly, reflecting the fire. Groups of Apocalyptics had been
claming for weeksthat civilization would haveto diein preparation for anew age. Most were willing to
let God handle the job, but afew were gpparently trying to make their prophecies come true.

Paul turned away, sickened and saddened by the sight. "We don't have too far to go, Paul,” Chang said.
"Itll probably be safer outside the city.” Morris sounded as though he was trying to console them both.

Thetrain began to dow down asit approached astation. "Here's where we get off," fat Joe said.
"Do you think it's safe?' Paul asked. The fat man peered out the window.

"Lookslikeit," hereplied. The gation at which the train stopped did appear quiet. The doors opened
and afew passengersrose from their seats.

And then Paul saw them. They ran into the station suddenly, screaming at the train, and he could tell that
they were not those who were content to pray passvely while waiting for the world to end. Thetrain
doors closed and Paul redlized that the engineer must have decided to pull out of the station. But before
thetrain could move, severa people gppeared on the tracks. The train could not move without running
them down.

Faces, garishly painted, stared in at them through the windows. Then Paul heard the sound of metal
grinding againgt metal. Two men were standing near the door of the front car, trying to pry it open from
the outside. Paul could not imagine how the smal group of soldierswith them could handle the maob.

Thetal dender soldier was pounding on the cab door. "Movethistrain!” she shouted. "Movethistrain
right now!" She pulled the door open.

"l cant,” said the engineer. "I'll have to run them down.”

"Move!" the soldier cried. "I'll take the responsibility. That mob isout for blood. Y ou're endangering the
passengers. Move!"

"Just let them try to get on thistrain,” the redheaded woman said. She wasknedling in her seat. Her
lovely face was contorted with rage. The mob outside was chanting, but Paul could hear only an
undifferentiated roar.

"l can't,” the engineer said. A passenger near the door screamed, then another near the back of the car.
An old man wastrying to calm a sobbing boy. Paul could see the edge of acrowbar between the doors
of the car. It could not hold much longer.

"Damnit,” the soldier shouted, "get out of that cab before | haul you out." She held the engineer by the
collar. The man stumbled out and she climbed in quickly.

The train suddenly lurched forward. The brightly painted faces disgppeared. Muffled thumps sounded
agang thetrain, shaking it dightly. Then they were on clear magnetic track, moving again. The engineer



had collgpsed on the floor next to Paul, holding hisfacein hishands.

Paul looked away from the windows, fedling nauseated. All the illnesses of the past century seemed to
have reached their fruition. He thought of the flame-filled sSky of Dallas and wondered if they would burn
themsalves out at |ast. He so often fdlt like an observer of theworld around him, marveling sometimes at
theirrationdity of humanity as one might wonder a strange customs or superdtitions. At other timeshe
wasin the grip of afeding closeto despair, worrying about humanity's aberrations and seeing the seeds
of the diseasein hisown mind aswell. But now hefelt fear, ablind unreasoning fear of the others of his
own kind. He had never felt that way about people before. He thought about his own work, his dreams
of seeing humanity on other worlds, and wondered if he had only been aiding the spread of a cancer
throughout the galaxy.

"Paul,” Chang was saying, "Paul, are you al right?" The words seemed to float to him through afog. He
managed to shake off the feeling and nodded. Then he squatted next to the engineer, hoping to console
the man. "My God, my God," the engineer moaned.

"Served the bastardsright,” the redheaded woman muttered.
Thetrain hurtled on through the night.

Paul was rdlieved to be back in the Midwest, to be home again. He had spent three daysin Dalaswith
Morris Chang, trying to aid some of those who had fled the city. He had led medicsto the injured,
brought coffee to those waiting for word about their homes and families, and reunited afather with his
missing son. When he left Ddlas, after thingswere camer, hisfriend Morris had decided temporarily to
house afamily whose home had been destroyed. He had wondered if he should leave, but Morris had
persuaded him that the family needed the guest bedroom more than Paul’s presence.

Paul stood in the smdl train station, inhaling the crisp winter air. He had dmost expected to seerain here
too, but everything appeared unchanged. A white blanket of snow covered the ground in front of him and
the city acrosstheriver from the Sation had asivery glitter in the sunshine.

At last he saw the stocky form of Jonathan Aschenbach trudging toward him. "Am | glad to seeyou,” he
said as Jon gpproached. "'l fed asthough I've been away for years.

"Y ou don't know how relieved | waswhen you called,” Jon said. "After what | heard, | didn't know if
we'd ever seeyou again.” Paul picked up his suitcase and they walked toward Jon's car.

"I heard it wasworsein other areas," Paul said. "1 expected to find nothing here when | got back.”

"Well, there were wild parties, and some naked folk running around in the snow, but | guesswere
basicaly stodgy. Only two cases of arson in thewhole city." They stopped next to the car, asmal dingy
beige modd that had seen alot of wear. Jon opened the door and Paul hoisted his suitcase into the back
Sedt.

"Thanksfor picking me up, Jon."
"Dont mention it."

"Thank God Morris Chang liveswhere he does.”" Paul climbed into the car. "He keeps most of his notes
at home. A whole generd theory of cosmology could have gone up in smoke.”

Jon drove the car out of the station's parking lot toward the new stretch of automated highway. Asthey
approached the highway, Jon punched out his destination and the car moved aong the access ramp,
shooting out automaticaly into the stream of traffic.



"Y ou can relax now," Paul said. Jon was still watching the highway attentively, holding the steering whed
with hishands.

"I still don't trust these highways," Jon said. "1'd rather stay prepared for an emergency. It'shard for me
just to let go of thewhed and let the highway take over.”

Paul had no difficulty in trusting the highway, fedling safer on it than on roads where cars were operated
manualy. The automated highways were ardatively new development and he doubted that they would
soon replace local roads, but they were useful for traveling long distances. Although trains were popular,
and necessary for traveling to cities where cars were not alowed, many people were too used to private
trangportation to giveit up. The cars, with their nonpolluting engines, hydrogen fuel, and safety
equipment, lacked some speed and maneuverability when driven manudly. But on the automated
highways, run by remote control eectronicaly, they could travel at speeds up to one hundred milesan
hour. All things considered, Paul regarded the cars as an improvement over the oneshe had drivenin his
youth.

"| think Hidey wantsto talk to you," Jon went on. "He asked meto tell you to get hold of him right away,
as soon as he found out | was picking you up.”

"Well, | fed likerelaxing today, and | have some lecture notes of work on. I'll cal him later on this
week."

"He said it was pretty important.” Jon seemed to be forcing the words out.

"You gill don't gpprove of the whole thing, do you.” Jon did not have to reply. Paul and Hidey had talked
with him about cloning, partly because Hidey wanted to hear another point of view on the project and
partly because of friendship. They had been friends ever since college. Hidey had eventually goneinto
genetics, both Paul and Jon had been students of astrophysics. Jon had shown great promisein the field
and acquired his doctorate before making a decision to which Paul was not even now fully reconciled.
Jon had decided to become aminigter, after yearsin which he had flaunted his atheism. He was now the
minister at a Protestant chapel near the university where Paul taught. Although he occasiondly helped
Paul with some of his papers, Jon's energies were taken up most of thetime by hisclerica duties.

Jon, as many clergymen were now, was closer to being amystic than the sort of minister Paul
remembered from his childhood. It was the universeitsaf and the principles behind it that Jon
worshipped rather than a patriarchal God. He spoke of Jesus as an example rather than as the Son of
God. Thetraditiona concept of adeity was as dead for Jon asfor Paul. Jon would have no difficulty in
finding hisideas compatible with other religions or even with Paul's agnosticism. Jon had rejected further
work in astrophysics not because it conflicted with his beliefs, but because it would take time away from
tending to those who might need hisaid and advice.

Paul might mourn the loss of Jon's scientific abilities, but he could not logicaly object to the choice his
friend had made. He and Hidey had started college in high spirits, being inquisitive and often reckless.
Jon, an older student whom Paul had met as a sophomore, had been scarred and embittered by his Army
sarvicein Vietnam. His needs and motivations were different from those of Paul and Hidey. Paul had
never fully seen into the heart of the stocky, gray-eyed young veteran. Even now, the silver-haired
minister would not talk of what he had experienced during war.

Jon had been startled when Paul and Hidey reveded the clone project to him. Paul knew that Jon would
not raise objections based on purdy theologica grounds. Those objections werein asense unverifiable.
But Jon did have ethical objections.

"You mugt redize," Jon had said asthe three sat in Paul's living room, "that you are violating arather



basic principle here. Weve dways assumed that any kind of experimentation with human beings requires
the informed consent of those concerned. Y ou must have their permission and their decision hasto be
based on knowledge of the possible consequences, they have to be aware of the dangersinvolved. |
assume you two are aware of any dangers asfar as you're concerned, but what about the clones you
produce? Y ou can't get their permission for the experiment asthey do not yet exist. Y et their lives may
be filled with problems you can't even predict. I'm not just talking about the way people treat them. You
don't really know what they'll be like. They may not be able to function except as agroup. They may be
amost morbidly close to one another.”

"That'saslly supposition,” Hidey replied. "Y ou can do better than that, Jon. We have the experience of
identical twinsto go by here. The bonds between twins may be strong ones, but they certainly don't
function only as one entity. And asfor the rest of your argument, well, we might aswell tell people not to
have children, sncethe children can't give their permission before they're born.”

"Come on, that's not the same at dl. In fact, don't we al believe that parents do have some responsibility
for their unborn children, that they shouldn't bear them capricioudy or without some concern for their
welfare? People with diabetes or Tay-Sachs disease aren't even allowed to have children unlessthey
agree to have the embryo treated for these ailments.”

"Thisreminds me of what | used to say to my parents,” Paul said, trying to lighten the discussion.
"Whenever they wouldn't give me something | wanted, 1'd tell them | didn't ask to be born, that they were
respongblefor me. It was an irrefutable fact.”

"Y ou're evading my argument,” Jon continued, ignoring Paul's comment. "Y ou gill haveto violaea
principlethat | regard as basic asfar as experimentation is concerned, and which is one of the reasons
I've been opposed to most biological experimentation of whatever sort. And even if weleavethat aside,
consder theimplications of cloning itself. If it works, and you haven't given me any reason to think that it
won't, every narcissst divewill betrying to useit. You'll beinterfering with the course of human evolution
with no conception of what the results might be. What would happenin thelong runif even asizable
minority decided to reproducein thisway? Y ou can't know."

" Abusus non tollit usum," Paul answered. "We can't refuse to use something Smply because it may be
misused. Y ou ought to know that. We might aswell have banned the use of fire because an arsonist
could use it to burn down a home. The wedge cuts both ways, Jon, you know that. On those grounds we
could ban anything for thefirgt time."

" Speaking more pragmaticaly,” Hidey said, "we're assuming that there will be some kind of control over
this. The moratorium will expire, but | think it'sunlikely that well move from such arigid restriction to no
redrictionsat dl."

"But you don't know," Jon said vehemently. "Scientists, as you well know, or should by now, don't have
everything to say about how their discoverieswill be used. Y ou seem to be doing thisfor only one
reason, Smply to seeif it can be accomplished. That's not good enough, not with anything as potentialy
volatileasthis."

"But wouldn't you rather have us do it than some other group?' Hidey asked. "At least we're aware of
these problems. Someone €l se might not care. And there are some very humane reasons for wanting to
clone somebody. Parents who lose a child, say, and can't have another, might want to have a clone of the
childthey logt."

"Besdes," Paul said, "thisisn't aterribly radica proposa. Look at Hoyt's experimentsin brain chemistry.
If he could work with people, he could theoreticaly drive asane man to murder. Consider Lubaayas



work on genetic manipulation. Hes got agorillain his office working as afile clerk. Or think about Simon
and her miniaturized electrodes. They were feared once, but now they help thousands of epilepticslive
normal lives. Thingslike that would have far more radical consegquences than anything Hidey's doing.”

"That's no argument,” Jon responded,”and you know it. Y ou're talking about the lesser of two evils.”

"Damnit, Jon," Hidey said, "the option of cloning should be made available to people. You of dl people
shouldn't have such contempt for ordinary human beingsthat you think they'll automatically misuse
anything that comes dong. We can't afford to lose valuable abilities smply because the person who
possesses them has only one life in which to accomplish anything. And there may be other applications of
the technique that were unaware of now, but which could be crucialy important later on. By using cloned
organs, for example, we might greatly extend the human life span. We could clone people who carry
certain recessivetraits, traitswhich, with the wrong parental partner, might become dominant and
adversdly affect their offsoring. Such people could have cloned children until we can find away of dtering
such genes™

Hidey paused before going on. "'l want to move on this project, and | haveto do it now. | think the
restrictions might be back with us beforelong, 1'd bet onit. If we can accomplish something in the
interim, and show people that something constructive can come out of such work, maybe they won't be
so frightened of it in the future. It's ultimately self-defeating to restrict research out of fear. We haveto
use our knowledge constructively and you don't do that by hiding from it and suppressing it.”

Hidey seemed weary after making that statement, and Paul noticed that Jon too was affected by it. The
stocky minister fell silent, running his hands through his short gray hair and staring at thefloor. At last Jon
looked up again.

"Maybe | was wrong about some of your reasons,” Jon said. "But | till think, Hidey, that you also want
to make anamefor yourself inyour field. Y ou haven't been able to do much under the moratorium and
this may be your only chance. And maybe you," he went on, turning to Paul, "need someoneto &t least
partidly relieve your loneliness snce Eviane died. The cloneswill be your only children.”

"A namefor thisisworth making," Hidey muttered.
"Isthere something wrong with my wanting children?' Paul asked dmost Smultaneoudly.

"Y ou're both practical people,” Jon said softly, "especidly you, Hidey, at least where your work is
concerned. So consder something else. This project of yours may accomplish just the opposite of what
you want. You'd liketo see biological research open up after the moratorium expires, but your project
might be the catalyst that would produce areaction against what you want. It may be just the sort of thing
that would bring about more restrictions.”

The car rushed aong the highway. Paul glanced at Jon and wondered if he might have been right. What
were his own motives anyway? He wasn't redly sure. Perhgps he was not really considering thisbusiness
as carefully as he should but was smply letting himsdlf be pushed into it. He had not even thought about
how people might react to the project. He remembered the hysteria of New Y ear's Eve and shuddered.
Perhapsthat should be hisbiggest worry.

" till haven't made up my mind, you know," he said to Jon. In away thiswastrue, yet Paul felt as
though he had aready assented to the experiment and the rest was smply amatter of details. He knew
that he would go through with it eventualy and had in fact dready started planning for it. "I've been
thinking about what you said, Jon."

"I doubt that it'll have much effect on you. If you agreed with me, you would have dready dropped any



ideaof participating in thisbusiness." Jon looked away from the road and directly at him.

Therewas nothing to say in reply. "1 imagine," Jon went on, “that you'll probably go ahead. Wdll, I'm il
your friend and Hidey'stoo. | have afeding you may need dl the friends you've got pretty soon."

Paul thought of the Dallas mobs. There was no telling what public reaction would be and how much of it
would focus on himself. Although Hidey and his people would be conducting the experiment, it was Paul
whom they would clone and Paul who would be granted, in people's minds, the semblance of
immortality. What would they think of aman who had been duplicated severd times?

Paul wondered if his cloned children would live to curse his name. He had decided to raise them himsdif.
Hidey did not think this was necessary, but Paul did. He would be their socid father, yet morethan a
father. They would literdly be physica reflections of him. There was no way he could avoid this
responsbility. He had amost welcomed it. Wasit then aneed to dleviate hisloneliness?

"| dont redlyfed that I'm doing anything wrong," he said to Jon. "I know that's not the most reliable
indicator, but it's served mewell enough in the past.”

Jon was slent. Paul knew that hisfriend was not about to provide him with any comforting
rationdizations. The car was suddenly filled with aloud buzzing noise and alight on the dashboard began
to flash. Jon resumed control of the vehicle. They turned off the highway and onto the road that led to
Paul's house,

"We haveto movefast,” Hidey said. "Therésno timeto lose."

Hidey Takamura, at fifty, was il ayouthful man. Paul often asked if he had been engagingin
gerontological research. Hidey's hair was gill black, hisface unlined and hisweight the same aswhen
they were undergraduates. Hidey's office was dready clouded by the smoke of his cigarettes, which he
continued to usein defiance of what Paul considered good sense.

Paul was sitting with EmmaVaoisin front of Hidey's desk. Emma, apsychiatrist, was dso involved inthe
project. She would not be working in the laboratory but would study the psychologica devel opment of
the clones after their birth. Shewas atdl lanky woman in her thirtieswith prematurely graying brown hair
and hazel eyes. She was dso one of the few people Paul knew who displayed compl ete sl f-confidence
and control of circumstances around her. She had been examining Paul snce November, trying to
uncover any psychologica flawsthat might affect the clones or indicate that Paul was a poor prospect.

"Emmas given you aclean bill of hedth anyway," Hidey said, waving hiscigarettein thear.

"l won't say you're average, or even norma,” Emmasaid. 'Y ou have atendency to get extremely
depressed, | notice, but probably for good reason, and it hasn't debilitated you yet, so | don't supposeit
will. And your family history doesn't indicate anything that might be genetically rooted. | must confess|
was wondering about that grandfather who committed suicide.” Her handsome face watched him

Speculaively.

"Jesus, Emma," Hidey said, throwing his hands up, "don't turn him down now. Everyone dsel know is
completely crazy.”

"I don't think," Paul said, "you should hold that against me. Hewas an old man a thetime, and very sick.
Hedidn't want to linger onasaninvdid.”

"Persondly,” Emmasaid, "I don't liketo rationdize any suicide, but..." She shrugged. "1 guessyoull do.
Damnit, Hidey, | wish you'd give me more time. Those damn machines and tests can't tell me



everything."

"Sorry," Hidey said. "l can't give you the one or two years | know you want. Weve got to start, and by
next week if possible."

They had decided earlier that they would create six clones. Hidey wanted to be sure that there would be
enough for a proper study. It would be interesting to see whether an identical group of that size would
diverge or remain smilar in their pursuits. Hidey also wanted to allow for any error. It was concelvable
that not dl the clones would survive, even in ectogenetic chambers. It was known that one-fourth of
normal pregnancies were terminated by natural causes. Paul pushed that thought out of hismind.

"How are you going to care for them?' Emma asked.
"I'm trying to find ardigble couple around here."

"Just don't tell them anything," Hidey said, "and for God's sake make sureit's somebody who won't be
scared off when they find out. And when you've narrowed it down to two or three couples, make sure
you send them to Emmaright away."

"I'm having enough trouble trying to find one couple.”

"Y ou've got agood nine monthsfor that." Hidey leaned back in his chair. "The ectogenetic chamber has
never been used immediately after the moment of conception except with animas, but it should work with
humans. We have the best ones we could get and we've added some refinements of our own. Frankly,
we would have had trouble lining up six women as hosts, and that would introduce some variables I'd just
assoon avoid.” He paused for amoment. "1 wasthinking, it might be interesting to have two femae
clonesinthe group.”

"Why two girls?' Paul asked, and was rewarded with aglare from Emma.

"Look," Hidey answered, "we're deding with agroup that's geneticaly identical, right? Theonly
difference among them will be the gender. | want to seeif that makes any differencein their persondities
and development.”

"Oh, honedtly, Hidey," Emmasaid, "I can't believe that you think it will."

"We don't redly know, do we?' Hidey went on. "Thisisaunique opportunity to investigate. It may not
matter but we might aswell check it out.” He put out his cigarette and promptly lit another. "It'll betricky,
well haveto hook on an X chromosome and removethe Y, which could be a problem. We should at
least test the technique on humans, though.”

"But won't the girls be stexile?’ Paul asked. "Isn't that just cresting another problem?”

"I don't know," Emmasaid. " Sterility doesn't bother people as much asit used to, and of coursethe
daughters could have cloned children of their own. Who knows, by the time they're adults, it might not
matter at al. An ovarian transplant was tried before the moratorium, and it might work in the future.”

"Do you mind having a couple of daughters, Paul?' Hidey said. "Or ssters. Hell, it'shard to keep
reminding onesdlf whet relation they areto you."

"Socidly, they'll be daughters, and of course | don't mind. But you may not prove much one way or the
other. I'm dmost fifty and kind of settled in my ways. | might treat my daughters differently from my sons
and not even redlize 'm doing it." Daughters , he had said. Already he wasthinking of them ashis
children, worrying about them before they even existed.



"Wdll," Hidey said. Thethreelooked at each other and then away. "Well be ready to start in acouple of
days. Frankly, I'm scared.”

"I'mglad to heer it," Emmasaid. "It makes methink you're not so crazy after dl."

Paul sat in the faculty lounge of the biologica sciences building and wondered if his gpprehengve fedings
were the same as those of anyone about to become a parent. Probably worse, he thought. He had to Sit
there and look calm in case some inquisitive person should walk over and ask him what was the matter.
He was not proficient at lying. He would be forced to ignore the person or be overtly rude, and he was
not good at either. Outside of the people involved in the experiment and Jon Aschenbach, no one could
know for another nine months at least.

Paul understood the cloning procedure. The nucleus would be removed from the unfertilized femae egg
cdls. In the absence of this haploid maternal nucleus, diploid materia obtained from Paul would be
inserted into the ovum. The egg, having afull set of chromosomesingtead of ahdf set, would beginto
divide as though normaly fertilized, becoming a blastocyst. The blastocyst, programmed entirely with
Paul's genetic endowment, would be implanted in an ectogenetic chamber. 1t would then attach itsdlf to
thewadll of the chamber, protected by asynthetic amnictic fluid and nourished by an artificia umbilical
cord winding around the outside of the "womb." At least they'll have navels , Paul thought, dmost
chuckling aoud. The ectogenetic chamber could expand as necessary throughout the *pregnancy,” in
imitation of anatura womb. After nine months, the clones would be removed from their chambers, be
spanked, Paul supposed, and cry like any other children.

Paul had not wanted to be in the lab while the process of conception was taking place, nor evenin
Hidey's office. He worried about this now, wondering what it might mean. It suddenly struck him as
ludicrous not to be present at the conception of his own children and he amost laughed aoud. But then
he grew pensive, thinking that the clones might hold it againgt him some day. He was not indifferent, he
knew that. Perhaps he was smply afraid to see it occur in the lab; maybe it was athreat to him
psychologicaly in someway he did not fully understand. Men whose wives conceived by atificia
insemination were often told to make love to their wives during the same day. Thisalowed them to
believe, if they needed to, that the child just might be the result of their own naturd efforts. Paul could not
protect himsdf in any smilar fashion. Still, he thought, here he was making an effort, the only kind
relevant to thistask.

| want those children. The desire seized him more fiercely than it ever had in the past.| want those
children . Wasn't that redly the important thing after al? Many children were only accidenta byproducts
of acardessnight, the focus of an unfulfilled parenta ambition, or conceived as pawnsto beusedina
loveless battle. Some, even now, were concessions to a society just beginning to redlize that parenthood
was not agoa to which everyone should aspire.

Paul had achieved most of hisgods and was as satisfied with hislife as he could be. For thefirgt timein
hislife hefdt ready for parenthood. Wasn't it at |least possible that the conception of these cloneswas as
great an act of love as any other conception? He hoped it was. If he had any goals at dl for his children,
they were that the cloneswould in some small way change others livesfor the better, that they would
bring people to some sort of understanding about themsel ves that they would not have had otherwise. If
he had agod for himsdlf, it was that he would be agood father. It might turn out to be his most important
accomplishment.

He picked up ajourna from the table in front of him and began to leaf through it aimlessy. Gradudly he
became aware of the fact that a man on the other side of the room was watching him. Paul looked over

at the man, who was leaning againgt the yellow wall, and tried to remember if he had seen him before on
any of hisvigts. He had, directly or in passing, met or seen most of the people who worked here. Hidey



practicaly lived in the biologica sciences building and Paul had spent alot of timewith hisfriend here
before the project. He couldn't recall the man, but that meant little since he could be anew faculty
member or a graduate student.

Thefellow apparently noticed Paul's gaze and started to walk over. Paul felt apprehensive. He scolded
himsdf slently:What are you afraid of ? This business is making you paranoid . Heforced himsdf to
amile

"Hello," Paul said in what he hoped wasajolly voice.

"Hello," the man responded. He was a young, handsome, and hairy person with blond hair and athick
blond beard. "I hope you don't mind my asking, but aren't you Paul Swenson?”

"Yes | am.”
"I thought 0, | recognized you from a photo on one of your books."

"That's pretty good. They aways use the same one. | had brown hair, amoustache and was ten pounds
thinner. | didn't think anyone could recognize me by that. Y ou've disillusoned me. | thought my gray hair
was apretty good disguise.”

"Your faceis gill the same." The man paused for amoment to light acigar. "lsan't that something, though. |
read this book you wrote, what wasit called?’

"l'vewritten fifteen."

"Studies of the Universe," the young man said. "Jesus, | liked that book. | even got that cassette of
gellar photographs with your lecture. What little | know about stars, | got from you."

"Thank you," Paul said. He gl felt dightly unessy.

"| didn't expect to see you hanging around here." The man sat down in achair across from Paul and
crossed hislegs.

"I have acouple of good friendsin the department of genetics. | think | spend more time here than in my
own office. Hidehiko Takamuraand | have been friends since college.”" Paul suddenly felt asthough he
had said too much. Something about the man did not fit in with the setting. He did not seem to belong
here Anidiotic idea , hetold himsdf,who am | to decide who belongs here and who doesn't?

"Y ou must be new around here," Paul said, going on the offensve. "1 guessyou just arrived intime for the
next semester. What's your speciaty?

The blond man looked abit annoyed. "Oh. I'm waiting for afriend,” he said finally, after along pause.
"Anybody | know?" I've met amost everybody around here.”

"I don't think so. Well, | just wanted to tell you | enjoyed your book." The man stood up. He nodded at
Paul, crossed the lounge and sat down next to the windows.

Paul redlized that he had dmost forgotten what was taking place in the lab. There was no sense sitting
there worrying about it. He pulled some revised | ecture notes out of his briefcase and tried to concentrate
on them. He would have to lecture that afternoon and had not prepared himself aswell ashewould have
liked. A friend at the Komarov Observatory on the moon had sent him some material he was sure would
be of interest to the class.



He stared &t the notes and wondered if he would ever regret not going to the moon, which was rapidly
becoming the mogt interesting place to study astronomy and astrophysics aswell asthe most highly
selective. He and Eviane had looked forward to going once. She had been invited by theradio
astronomersthere, and those working on the star drive had asked Paul to join them severd times. But
Eviane had becomeill just asthey were getting ready to leave. After her death, Paul hadn't had the heart
to go.

He now contented himself by trying to keep in close contact with the L unar scientists, sending them
voluminous notes over the computer link-up and making expensive phone calls to them when necessary.
But he would go some day, when the clones were adults and when the Lunar gravity would be ardlief to
his old bones.

"Paul?" avoice said. Helooked up and recognized Hidey's young colleague, Elijah Jabbar. Jabbar,
superficidly an impulsive young man who wore gold earrings and affected African dress, wasinredlity a
serious, hardworking biologist whose desire for perfection exhausted those who worked with him.

"Everything'sfine" Jabbar said softly, hisdark face bregking into agrin. "At least so far.”

Paul sighed with relief. "Wonderful," he said, then remembered the blond man by the windows. He got up
quickly and left the room with Jabbar.

He stopped outside the lounge and gestured toward the man inside. "Tdl me" he said, "have you ever
seen that man around here before?”

"I don't think s0," Jabbar answered in alow voice. The young biologist pulled at the woolen robe he
wore under hislab coat, trying to adjust it. "But you know, helooks familiar. | can't place him, though. |
know I've seen him somewhere."

Paul felt somewhat relieved.l have been getting paranoid, hethought.
"|s something wrong?'
"I don't think s0," Paul replied. "I'm just nervous.”

"If it'sthat guy in there, hes making me alittle nervoustoo, | don't know why." Both men began to walk
downthehdl. "I ill can't place him, but 1'd dmost bet he's not connected with the university.”

"We're past the worst dready,” Hidey said, "at least asfar asthe chamber is concerned. They've beenin
there amonth and nothing's happened yet."

Paul stood in front of the ectogenetic chambers. He could barely see the tiny beings encased in the
plastic-like materia of the artificial wombs. They were till no more than tiny droplets suspended in fluid.

The chambers were attached to their own power source, a generator down the hall that was being
watched twenty-four hours aday by maintenance people on eight-hour shifts. There was an auxiliary
generator as well; they were taking no chances on a possible power failure. The maintenance people did
not know why the generator was so crucid, having been told only that it was being used in an important
experiment.

Pipesand wirestrailed out of the wombs. They were attached to large metal oxygenatorswhich piped in
nourishment and removed wastes. The blood circulating through the chambers was Paul's, donated for
two months prior to the experiment. Paul recalled how doubtful he had been at the time, not redly
believing, in spite of the blood being drawn from his veins, that the experiment would ever take place.
The oxygenator made it possibleto recirculate the blood dmost indefinitely, and Paul could dways



supply fresh blood if needed.

In acorner of the room, next to the chambers, sat a compuiter. It was connected to each chamber and
monitored the life functions of the tiny embryos. Elijah Jabbar sat on astoal in front of the computer,
watching various gauges and leafing through the last print-out. "I'm alittle worried about number six there,
Hidey," he said. "Maybeit'stoo soon to be sure, but | don't think it's doing as well as the others.”

"Why not?'

"It doesn't seem to be developing at the same rate as the others, from what our readings show. That
could always change, | guess. The computer's aready checking the equipment for any small
imperfectionsit might need to repair.”

Paul looked at Hidey, who had been momentarily distracted by one of the lab assstants, atall heavy
woman named Nancy Portland. "Here's the new clone-watch schedule," she said, handing a sheet of
paper to Hidey, "and well be giving the maestheir androgen next Thursday.” Even though the computer
could probably take care of any unexpected problems, someone would dways bein the lab.

Hidey nodded, then turned to Paul. "Don't worry. They're better off in there than they would beina
natural womb. There they would be at the mercy of whatever bad hedlth habits the mother had
developed, and plenty of other things besides. A womb can be pretty goddamned dangerous, in spite of
what some people think. We're not even alowed to smokein thisroom. He sighed. "Not even me. Let's
go to someplace abit more lax, like my office.”

Asthe three men |eft the lab, Hidey turned toward Jabbar. "Has that story from China been confirmed?”
"Yes. They aren't even trying to make a secret out of it." The three entered Hidey's office and sat down.
"They're not cloning,” Paul said.

"No," Jabbar said, "but they are using the ectogenetic chamber, They aren't using it on awide scale yet,
justinafew largecities. Their pressreleases claim that they want to free women from childbirth so they'll
have more time to work for the people. Soundslogical."

"Y et when the moratorium wasin effect,” Hidey said, "they were quick to say that it was awise move,
gncethe use of certain techniques might weeken and ultimately threaten the well-being of humanity. |
guessthey can rationdize anything over there, or maybeit'sjust their way of being flexible and
innovative." Hidey lit acigarette. "Asfar as we know, they're not cloning, but we don't know. No one
knowswe are either.”

"Do you think some others might be trying?' Paul asked.

"Frankly, I'm not sure,” Hidey replied. "1 suppose somebody could be. This might sound arrogant, but |
don't think anyone elseis. Thislaboratory isthe most likely place, we have the most talented peoplein
this speciaty. We've been cloning animasfor longer than any other group in the world. Others might be
planning to clone, but | think it'll take them longer to prepare for and set up an actua experiment.”

"What about China?' Paul said. "After all, the synthetic placentawas developed by Huang Tsu. Their
mest production has been increased by cloning cattle and hogs.”

"So has everyone's. | don't think they'd be aslikely to clone aperson,” Jabbar said. "The Chinese have
assumed up to now that it is environment that makes a person what heis. Their collective society is
designed to form acertain kind of human being. They wouldn't belikely to practice certain types of

gendtic enginesring.”



"Who knows?' Hidey said. "They might, just to demongtrate their point, thet it doesn't matter.”

"Well," Paul said, "1'd better get going. | have an agppointment to interview ayoung couple a my house.
I'll be by tomorrow."

"Sure" Hidey said. "I'll seeyou.”

Paul |€ft the office and walked down the circular hall toward the lobby of the building. His house was
close enough to the campus to walk. Paul enjoyed walking, listening to the snow crunch under hisboots
and breathing the cold clean air. As he stopped near the door to adjust his coat something caught hiseye.
Heturned hisheed dightly.

Thetdl blond man, the same man Paul had met in the faculty lounge a month earlier, was standing near a
display case. The man glanced at Paul and nodded. He nodded back, then hurried out the door.

Paul hung up the two coats in the closet near the stairs, then wandered back into the living room. The
couple seated on his overstuffed blue sofawere a study in contrasts. The young woman was short and
stocky with abroad friendly face and straight black hair. Her husband was atall bony brown-haired
fellow with pale gray eyes. He looked almost morose, but then Paul noticed the wrinkles around his eyes
and the smilelines near his mouth.

Paul settled into an easy chair across the room from the couple. "I'm Bill Hathaway," the man said, "and
thisismy wife, Zufi."

"Except I'm Apache, not Zuiii, unless you count my great-grandfather,” the young woman said. "That's
just what everyonecdlsme.”

Paul had read their resumé the day before. It was amogst faultless. Both Hathaways had worked in the
child-care center in the Alasand arcology for dmost five years after graduating from college.
Recommendations from their co-workers and friends had stressed the couplée's friendliness, love of
children, and ability to work hard. They had apparently decided to return to school for degreesin
linguistics and wanted to work nearer the campus. They would be studying during dternate semesters, so
their sudieswould not interfere with their work.

So far, so good. Paul wasn't satisfied with the previous applicants he had interviewed. One couple had
interest but no experience, another couple had experience but had looked dubious about caring for
children whom Paul suggested might have "specia problems.” The third couple had been somewhat
nervous, and the man had suggested he would be willing to let hiswife handle most of the drudgery and
be content with giving orders.

"Y ou aready know something about thisjob," Paul said. "Y ou'll be caring for Six infantsfor three or four
yearswhileliving in this house. Of course, you'l get time off and avacation each year, and I'll want the
kidsto spend timein the university day-care center to get used to other children. But most of thetime
you'l be full-time parents, dong with me. Y ou might get tired of it after awhile.”

"| doubt it," Bill said. "If we thought so, we wouldn't be here. Welike kids, and it'll take us about four
yearsto finish our degrees anyway. We would have had our own by now, but I'm sterile and we've been
turned down for artificia insemination, thewaiting ligsare too long.” Bill said this quite openly and
gpparently without shame. The man did not shy away from unpleasant facts, and Paul liked that. The
clones, if they were anything like Paul had been, would be inquisitive and would not take well to having
their questionsignored or pushed aside. "Eventudly, well adopt,” Bill went on, "but you know how long
that takes. Or well become professiona parents. When we heard about your job offer, it sounded ideal."



"I won't be able to pay you as much asyou're getting now," Paul said.

"Werenot init for themoney,” Zufi said. "If we wereinterested in that, we would have goneinto child
care adminigtration along time ago. We happen to like working with kids."

"All sortsof kids, | trust,” Paul said cautioudly. " Even children who might have specid problems?’ He
watched the faces of the couplein front of him carefully. Bill's gray eyes and Zufi's black ones stared
back at him steadily.

"Don't dl children have specid problems of some sort?" Bill replied. "Weve cared for crippled kids,
emotiondly disturbed kids, retarded kids and kids that throw temper tantrums every five minutes.”

"| expected you might want acoupleto care for kidswith 'specia problems,’ asyou put it," Zufii said. "l
mean, Sx infantsdl at once, it isalittle unusua." Paul redized that the pair were drawing some tentative
conclusions about him at the same time as he was trying to judge them.

"What sort of problems,” Paul said quickly, "did you think they might have?' The question wasashot in
the dark, away of finding out just what the Hathaways might be thinking.

"Wedon't know," Bill answered. "At one point | thought they might be the fruit of severd affairs, believe
it or not, or that you had somehow defied bureaucracy and managed to adopt some South African war
orphans. Then Zufii had an ideathat seemed pretty wild at first, but began to seem more plausible after a
while"

"What ideawas that?"

"The moratorium on genetic research hasrun out,” Zufi said softly. Paul's muscles tensed and he could
fed himsdf sweating. "I know you don't work in thet area, but friends of ours at the university know
peoplewho do. They told us once, just in passing, that you had some close friendsthere. So | thought...it
isawildidea...| thought maybe you might have offered to hel p raise some experimental subjects.”

Paul managed to restrain himsdlf from gasping doud. He was dedling with an intuitive and intelligent
couple who had come uncomfortably close to the truth. He began to wonder how many others might
have reached the same conclusions.

"But that wasjust acrazy ides," Zuii went on.1'd better say something , Paul thought to himsdlf. "We
shouldn't be speculating about it when you can fill usin on thefacts.”

"We dtill want the job,” Bill said, "but | don't think it'sfair to you to say well definitdy takeit if you want
us until we know more about what'sinvolved. It's easy to say you're willing to do anything when you'rein
ignorance about what's going on. | doubt that we would turn it down in any case, but we should know
more." Zufi was nodding her head in agreement.

"I'll beashonest as| can,” Paul said, deciding to take acalculated risk. "Zufii's on the right track, but |
can't tell you any more than that, at least not right now. Firg, | have to send you to afriend of minefor
psychologicd testing. | hope you're not offended by that. To be honest, | get agood feding from you
two, but we can't afford to take chances. | need as much objective evidence as possible that you two are
right for thisjob."

"You'rebeing sensible” Bill said. "We were given afew tests before we took our present jobs.
Persondly, | don't think you'll find much wrong, but no one knows everything about himself."

"WEell keep the results confidential, of course," Paul said, "and | trust you'll do the same with what I've
told you. | promisetofill you in as soon asthe psychologica testing is over, assuming the results are



favorable"

"You cantrust us" Zui said, "but you must know there are others, not many but afew, who are drawing
the same conclusions about what's going on in the biologica |aboratories.”

Paul considered this, and felt even more worried than usual. How would people react when they knew?
Again he started to fear for his unborn children.

Paul fdt atwinge of guilt as he hurried through the spring rain to the lab. He had been gonedmost a
month, viditing hissster Soniain New Y ork and giving a couple of seminarsat Columbia The seminars
went well, dthough Paul was alittle unnerved by the sight of armed guardsin the lecture halls and around
the periphery of the campus. He had not been greatly calmed when he wastold that things had been fairly
quiet sncethe New Y ear. The scars of New Y ear's Eve were still apparent: partidly burned buildings,
broken windows, ruined offices and hallways.

Soniaat least looked well. She had divorced her second husband six months before, but it had been an
amiable divorce and the two still worked together for afirm that specidized in providing book
manuscripts and taped lectures to computer complexes al over the world. It had dismayed Soniamore
when her teenaged son Jerry choseto exercise hislega rights and left with her husband. Jerry visited her
frequently and usually spent his weekends at her gpartment, but she had been hurt by hisaction.

Paul ducked into the doorway of the biological sciences building and strode through the lobby. He was
glad to be back. Hidey had encouraged him to go on the trip to New Y ork, thinking the change would
do him good. Paul had worried about leaving while his offspring were sill gestating but Hidey had
pointed out, quite reasonably, that there was redlly nothing for him to do until they were born. "Y ou'll be
tied down then,” Hidey had said. "Right now you're not, and you said your students have dl those taped
lectures by other professors to keegp them busy for the time being. Y ou'd better visit your sster while
you've got the chance.”

Paul was thinking now that he had overstayed hiswelcome at Sonia's. Things had been fine for thefirst
two weeks, and then Sonia had begun to reminisce about her marriages.

"I tried twice," she said, "once when | was young and foolish and again when | was older and more
gtable, and I've never found what you had with Eviane.”

Paul mumbled something about it not being too late, she till had agood chance, and so on. But privately
he doubted it, and wondered now whether or not it would be agood thing if she did. He had fdlt like half
aman for too long now, feding that he should have kept part of himsalf from Eviane so that he could
have survived her desth with something whole. They had shared everything, their work, their freetime, al
of their fedings, and with her death he had lost part of al he had. The doubts about the cloning
experiment returned now, the notion that he had agreed to take part in it for neurotic reasons of hisown,
to assuage the loneliness which was his constant companion.

"Did you get my message, Paul?' EmmaVaois asked. She was standing in the doorway of Hidey's
office, aamsfolded across her chest. "1 taped it on your phone.”

"No, | didn't." They entered the office and sat down. "I should have checked, but | wastired when | got
inlagt night.”

"W, it looks good on the Hathaways, they're so well adjusted they make mefed unbaanced.” Emma
crossed her legs and tugged at her dark green dacks. "1 don't know how many others you talked to, but
I'd wager ayear's sdary on the Hathaways. | can't be specific about anything without violating their

confidence, but I'd hirethem in aminute to look after my kids, and they're ahandful sometimes, believe
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"Good, at least that's one less problem for me. | just hope they take the job. Where's Hidey?!

"He just went to the lab to check on things. 1've been trying to convince him he needs more for breskfast
than coffee and a cigarette, maybe you can..."

"Paul." Hidey was at the door, hisface anxious. "Cometo the lab, we've got trouble." Hidey disappeared
down the hall. Paul rose from his seat and followed him, with Emmaclose behind.

As he entered the lab, he could see Nancy Portland and another assistant, Jake Keleshian, cowering near
thewall by the door. On the other side of the room near the chambers, Elijah Jabbar was holding the
shoulders of asmal pale man. "I ought to punch your facein,”" Jabbar was shouting as he shook the man.
"Y ou stupid son of abitch, I'll see you blacklisted at every lab in the country.”

Hidey began to pull at Jabbar'sarm. "Come on, Eli," he pleaded, "that's not going to help us now. Let
himgo."

"What happened?' Paul asked, hurrying to the three men.
Jabbar released the small man. "Tdl him, Hidey." Hidey turned and |ooked up at Paul.

"It'sone of the clones, Paul." Hidey seemed to be saying the words only with great difficulty. "The
umbilical, well, it got clogged somehow, were still not sure how. Johnson here was on night duty. He
should have noticed it right away and taken emergency measures, pliced in anew section of tubing.”

"The computer was flashing an emergency signd,” Jake Keeshian muttered. He clutched at his curly dark
hair. "1t must havetried to handleit done, then found that it couldn't." He looked over at the computer
sadly. Jake had helped to program the machine and now seemed to be sympathizing with it.

"Hewas adeep,” Jabbar said. "Nancy found him in her office when she camein thismorning. The bastard
was adeep.”

"It wasamistake," the man named Johnson protested. "1t could happen to anybody. Nancy told mel
could use her coffee machine so | could keep near here. | felt kind of tired, | only dozed off for acouple
of minutes, it seemed like, and then when Nancy camein, we hurried asfast aswe could with anew
tube..."

"A couple of minutes," Jabbar shouted. "Y ou must have dept hdf the fucking night away.”
"Which one?' Paul asked. Hefdt stunned, asif someone had just hit him in the scomach. "Which one?"

"Number sx," Hidey answered. "The femae we were alittle worried about.” He pulled out his cigarettes
and lit one, apparently obliviousto restrictions. No one stopped him.

"Isshedl right?Isshegoing to bedl right?'

Jabbar turned away from Johnson. "No," he said. "I checked. That fetus was deprived of oxygen for
quite awhile, it's been damaged. It's barely dive now."

"She's dill divethen.” Paul wiped hisface with his deeve. He wandered over to the sSde of the sixth
chamber and stared at the tiny fetus. It seemed defenseless, curled up initswomb.

"...with brain damage,”" Hidey was saying. "I think it'sdying now, Paul, and even if it doesn't it won't be



"At leagt shelsdive"

"Paul, are you listening to me?' Hidey was at hisside, holding hisarm. "We have to make adecision. Do
you want thisfetusto survive in that state? Wouldn't it be more merciful not to alow it to? Y ou're going
to have plenty of problemsasitis. | think we should abort.”

"No."

"Paul, congder the child, what thingswill be likefor her."

"No."

Johnson was wringing his hands. "I'm sorry, Dr. Swenson,”" he said. "It was an accident.”

Paul turned away from the wombs and stared at the pale laboratory walls. He was acting unreasonably,
he knew. Thiswas still an experiment and he had known there would be risks and possibly mistakes.
There were problems enough with natura children. It would be nothing more than an abortion, perhaps
more likeamiscarriage. Y et hefdt asense of loss.

"I'm sorry," Johnson muittered.

"It's settled,” Jabbar suddenly said. His deep voice drummed at Paul's ears. "It's dead. No life functions.”
Paul turned back to Hidey and could think of nothing to say.

"I'll take care of things here," Jabbar said. "Why don't you two go back to the office.”

"Stay here, Johnson,” Hidey said. "I'll talk to you later." Paul left with hisfriend, joining Emmast the
doorway of the laboratory. She said nothing, quietly following them back to Hidey's office.

When they were seated, Hidey pulled a bottle from his desk. "Have some whiskey, Paul, you'l fed
better.”

"No thanks." Hidey poured somefor himsalf and Emma. Paul looked away from hisfriend and around
the small windowless office. A folded cot leaned againgt the wall on hisleft and severa booksrested ona
makeshift bookcase on the wall to hisright. Hidey's desk was covered with negtly stacked papers and
journds, three empty coffee cups and two ashtrays, carved out of marblelike green and brown rocks.
The ashtrays werefilled with smal mounds of cigarettes and some of the gray ashes had drifted across
the desk top.

"I can't help feding alittle sad about the whole business," Paul said at last. "Number six. Shedidn't even
have aname. | guess shelll just go down the chute with al the other failed experiments.”

"Come on, Paul, you know we're not that callous. Shelll go to the crematorium and we can bury her
ashes somewhereif you like. I've been working with life for too long now not to fed alot of respect for

it, or sorrow when it dies, in whatever form." Hidey drummed on his desk top with hisfingers. "God, how
| hate death. This may be an important step in the battle against it. Someday maybe welll best degth
atogether, and | hopewere dl around to seeit. That fetus didn't die for nothing.”

"I know," Paul said. "Congdering the circumstances, | guessit'sjust aswell." He wondered how the
other cloneswould fed when they learned about the death of their Sister, asthey were bound to some

day.
"Now I've got another problem.” Hidey dragged thoughtfully on his cigarette. "That idiot Johnson. If | can



keep Eli from committing homicide, | have to keep Johnson around until we relesse thisgtory. If wefire
him now, he may start talking. I've got to convince him that we won't and give him something innocuous
to do until | can bounce him out of here." Hidey sighed. "l just hope he buysit, that'sall.”

"And we've got to tell the Hathaways about the clones,” Emmasaid. "I think we can trust them, though.
Wed better do it soon, in case they have second thoughts about your offer, Paul."

“I'll tell them," he said.

"That's everything, up to thispoint,” Paul said. He had invited the Hathawaysto his house for dinner, but
had eaten amost nothing himsalf while relating the story. Now he stared at his il full plate, hesitating to
look a them. Finally he forced his head up. He had |eft out nothing, not even the fate of the sixth clone.

Zufi was spping her wine. She put the glass down. Raising her head, she looked across the round oak
tableat him. "It sounds," she said, "as though you want us to take care of identica quintuplets. It's about
the samething, it it?'

"Andthey'll belikeyou," Bill said.
"There's no doubt about that. I'm the only parent, after al.”

"That doesn't sound so bad,” Bill said. "Youreanicefdlow, Paul. | imagine the kidswill be asking
questions dl the time when they're not being quiet and thoughtful, and doing quadratic equations by the
time they're four. And they'll be good cookstoo. That was a great supper.” He patted his stomach.

"And you'll want usto treat them asindividuds, not just asagroup,” Zufii said. She brushed afew
crumbs across the white tablecloth into her ngpkin. "I had two friends once who were twins. In fact,
that's what people called them, the O'Haratwins, never Mary and Mally. Their mother used to dress
theminidentica outfits, the whole business. They got to resent it after awhile, but they were very
dependent on each other too. It'll be athousand times worse with your kids. They'll bejust likeyou as
well as each other, and people are bound to make comparisons. They won't even be mirror images of
each other, theway twinsare. They'll be completely identica.” She smiled dightly. ™Y ou want to be sure
that each one has a sense of being a personin hisown right.”

"You sound,” Paul said carefully, "asif you've dready taken the job."
"Of course,”" Bill replied. "We're looking forward to it, and to meeting the kids as well."

Paul fdt relieved. Maybe things were not going to be as bad as he thought. Zufi and Bill hadn't found
anything to fear in theidea of clones. But how many people were like the Hathaways? He had been lucky
tofindthemat dl.

"By theway," Zufi said, "when do we meet them?"
"Inthe middle of September,” Paul answered, "if everything goes as planned.”

"No reason to think it won't,” Bill said. "An artificid womb isn't going to have [abor painsin the middle of
thenight.”

Paul stood on hisfront porch, surveying the lawn. His house stood on the top of asmall hill and at the
end of the road leading past his neighbors houses. The smal suburban neighborhood was beginning to
look ahit rundown. Overgrown and untrimmed yards blossomed with weeds. The porch in front of one
gray house had been propped up with stones. The white paint on anearby Colonia home had begun to
ped away, exposing the wood undernegth; flakes of whiteness littered the garden around it.



Many people were moving into arcologies such as Alasand, where they could live in homes on the
various levels and yet be within waking distance of whatever they needed. Some had moved back to the
city, which was amost pleasant without cars roaring through the streets. But Paul had grown used to his
house. It was surrounded on three sides by wooded land; since suburbs were becoming unprofitable, a
lot of land that would have been developed was reverting to nature.

Bill and Zufi had decided to move into Paul’'s house at the beginning of June. It would give them timeto
fed a homein the house and, moreimportant, feel a home with him. The Hathaways still worked at
Alasand on weekends but would quit their jobstherein August, take a vacation, and then begin their new
job.

They had brought surprisingly little with them when they moved in. They owned few books. The
Hathaways, as did many people, purchased microfiche copies of those they wanted to keep, obtaining
copies of othersthrough the computer linkups amost every home had. Paul had about three thousand
books of hisown in paperback and hard covers. He still found pleasure in holding abook in his hands
and enjoyed the smell of paper and old print.

Zuii and Bill had quickly settled in one of the upstairs bedrooms down the hall from Paul's room. Almost
immediately, Zufii had decided to paint the two rooms which would serve as nurseries. Luckily the house
was big enough so that by the time the children started school, and the Hathaways moved out, each
could have a separate bedroom. Eviane had insisted on alarge house. She had lived in apartments |l her
life and had wanted room to sprawl.

The weather was warm and sunny. Gentle summer breezes ruffled Paul's hair as he stood on the porch.
Billowy white clouds salled across the clear blue sky. Zuri was upgtairs, busily painting walls, hoping to
finish the rooms before the end of June, when the weather would become hot, humid, and "lazy-making,”
assheput it.

She had a'so managed to buy five used cribs from the Alasand child-care center. Paul had been ready to
buy new ones but Zufii had persuaded him that would be awaste of money. Instead, she got new
meattresses for the cribs, painted each a different color, and made toys out of old beads and wooden
objects that could be attached to the cribs. These, she explained, would help the children develop their
perceptud abilities. She had aso indgsted on ingtaling a sound system in each nursery, after telling Paul of
the marvel ous results they had achieved at Alasand when classica music was played for the children.

"We haveto stimulate them,” shetold Paul. "We have to encourage them to explore with dl their senses.
We dready know that music can work as an anti-depressant and we think it helpsthe childrenin
understanding mathematical concepts. It might make them smarter, believeit or not.” Asit turned out,
Paul had saved little money on the used cribs after purchasing the sound system.

Bill was puttering around on the hydrogen-powered lawn mower in the front yard. He turned dightly in
his seat and waved at Paul. "Hey," he shouted, "how about joining me with a cold beer?"

"Okay," Paul shouted back.
"I'll be donein acouple of minutes."

Paul headed back inside and went through the living room and dining room to the kitchen. He rummaged
inthe refrigerator for the beer. He was surprised at how easily he had adjusted to having the couplein his
home. There were no arguments about how to handle things around the house. They had quickly settled
into aroutine, each taking on different household tasksin turn. It was good to hear voicesin the house
again, voices that managed to take his mind off the spirit of Evianethat he often felt was lingering in the
rooms.



Bill was aready on the porch when he returned, seated in the wooden rocking chair he had appropriated
sincemoving in. Paul handed Bill hisbeer and sat in the white plagtic lounge chair next to him.

"That tastes good,” Bill said, taking aswig. "I'd better relax while | can. Zufii'll be ready for the second
room soon and she needs meto paint the celling.”

"Y ou two are working pretty hard aready. Y ou're going to be worn out by the timethekidsarrive.”

"Don't worry. When we're done, you're wel come to polish the floors and move the cribsin while we
reax." Bill swalowed more beer. "Paul," he went on, suddenly sounding serious, "l don't want to darm
you, but something's bothering me."

"What isit?'

"Maybeit's nothing. When Zufii was visiting our friend Irene at Alasand yesterday, sheraninto this
felow, well, shedidn't run into him exactly. She thought for awhile he was following her. Then she got
annoyed, turned around, walked up to the guy, and asked him if he waslooking for something. He gave
her some story about looking for afriend and losing hisway. But then he started to pump her, began to
ask alot of questions. It seemed innocuous at first, she thought maybe he was trying to pick her up or
something, but then he mentioned you."

Paul was gartled. "What did he say?"

"Not much at first. He said he heard we were working for you and he wondered why, since he knew we
were working at the child care center. He turned out to know alot about us. He gave her alot of talk
about what agreat fellow you were, how he read one of your books once and so on. She was ready to
tell him off, but she controlled hersdf and said you'd hired us for some editoria work. It'saclumsy story,
| guess, but our friends bought it. She said thisguy looked like he knew it was alie.

"L ook, Bill, he could just beanosy guy."

"That'swhat | thought at first, but then Zufii described him to me. | know this soundsweird, but | could
swear hewasaman | saw inthe biologica sciences building the day Zufi and | went to meet Dr.
Takamuraand Dr. Jabbar. | wouldn't have remembered him except that | could swear | saw him driving
around this neighborhood the same damn day.”

"Couldnt Zufii tell you if it wasthe same man?"

"No. She didn't see him the day we went to the lab. Dr. Takamura's coffee machine wasn't working and |
went to the lounge to get some. | saw the guy lurking at the end of the hall.”

"What did he look like?" Paul asked, suspecting he aready knew the answer.
"A tal blond man, good-looking, with alot of hair and athick beard.”

"I've seen him," Paul said, "intermittently. | thought maybe he was seeing one of the women students or
something. | dways had the feding he was nosing around.”

"Maybe heis, but if he knew anything, you probably would have heard about it by now. It could just be
chance.”

llemu

"How are the clones coming dong?"



"Grest. Eli saysthey should be very hedlthy kids."

"Good.” Bill was slent for afew seconds, then went on. "Maybe | shouldn't tell you this, but | think | can
be frank with you. I've been thinking alot about cloning latdly, and suddenly | redized that if it works, if
the kids turn out to be normd, it means| could have my own kids."

"You'reassuming,” Paul said, "that there won't be any restrictions, that anybody would be alowed to
clone and that facilitieswould be available.”

"That's not the point. Let me seeif | can explainit. I've known | was sterile ever snce my teens. Frankly,
it didn't redly bother me much. If didn't affect my virility, | knew that, and | grew up in afamily where my
brother and sister were adopted. | adjusted to the fact that | would never have a child that was physicaly
mine, whether we had artificid insemination or adopted or did both. But now..." Bill paused for amoment
and brushed back histhinning brown hair from his high forehead. "Now | know that theoreticaly at least |
could have my own child. I don't know how to explain it, but it started to matter to me. | honestly never
thought it would. | know logicaly that it's extremely doubtful | would ever be cloned, but emotiondly..."

Bill stopped.
"Do you think it's going to bother you then, being in this house with clones?’

"If I thought it would, | wouldn't be here now, it wouldn't befair to you. But | did goto see Dr. Vaois
about it. Shetold me pretty much the same thing you did, said she thought new restrictions would
probably be put in effect by somebody. Shetold me that eventualy | would accept the fact and redlize it
wasn't redly possible for meto have achild, | had lived with it before and would again. It might just teke
alittlewnhile" Bill finished the beer and placed hisbottle next to hischair. "She may beright. But | think |
just might live long enough to see such limitslifted. The birthratesfaling and besides, people won't
always be afraid of these techniques, at least | have asmall hope now and that may be better than none
at dl. 1 don't resent you or anything, if that's what you're thinking. She asked meif | wanted to stay, | told
her | did, and she said | should.”

"I think you should too. And I'm glad you fdlt free enough to..."

The phone was buzzing insde. Paul got up and hurried into the house. He picked up the receiver inthe
living room and saw Hidey's face on the small screen.

"Weve got trouble," Hidey said before Paul could open his mouth. "1 have avisitor here with me.”

Paul's mind was racing ahead of him.l know , hethought wildly,l know . His mind was starting to add
things up.

"“Whoisit, Hidey?"

"His nameis Mort Jason and he's abig blond bruiser who works for the International Newsfax Service
asareporter and feature writer. He knows. | hope you can get here fagt.”

Thetadl blond man wasthefirst person Paul noticed as he walked into Hidey's office. He had driven over
asquickly as he could, not bothering to change. Now he felt suddenly ill at easein his stained work
dacksand denim shirt.

Emmaand Elijah Jabbar were in the office too, seated on the cot over by the left wall. The office was
gray with cigarette smoke, some of it the reporter's but most of it, Paul was sure, Hidey's. Hisfriend
looked worn and nervous. He glanced at Emma and Jabbar. Emmals eyes glittered and Jabbar'sface
was st like an obsidian sculpture.



Jason was apparently a pacer. He was not sested but was dowly wandering from one side of the room
to the other, amode of good grooming in his deevel ess blue shirt and pale lace-covered dacks. Paull
caught awhiff of apiney scent and felt even more conscious of his swesat-stained clothing. He closed the
door and took the one remaining sedt.

"Hello, Dr. Swenson," Jason said, "niceto see you again. | should tell you whet | just told your friends. |
found out about your little experiment. | know what's going on. | can't divulge my source, needlessto
say, but | filled Dr. Takamurain on what | found out so he knows I'm not bluffing.”

"We know who the fucker was," Jabbar said suddenly. "He admitted if to me before | camein here. |
hope you paid Johnson plenty. HEll never work inabiolab againif | can hepit." Emmaput ahand on
Jabbar's arm and his mouth clamped shut.

"Why are you talking to usthen if you've got your story?' Paul said. Mort Jason stopped pacing and
leaned againgt the door.

"I pride mysdlf onsome sense of responsibility,” the reporter replied. "Now | could go and do ascary
Faust story on Paul Swenson, the Nobel laureate who is so obsessed with his own grestnessthat he
wantsto give theworld copies of himsdf, and al the mad scientists here who are tampering with the laws
of nature and who don't believe every person born should be aunique individua, and about fetuses dying
inthelab, that sort of thing. But | don't like that kind of trash. They had it thirty years ago and we wound
up with amoratorium." Jason leaned toward Hidey's desk and put out his cigarette, then walked back to
the door. He folded his arms and began to rock back and forth on hishedls. "I like to inform people, not
scare the shit out of them. | want your cooperation, but | should tell you that whether or not | get it I'll do
agory and right away. Others are sniffing around. A few of usthought something might be going on
around here when the moratorium ran out. It seemed alikely spot, dthough | did check some others. |
want thisstory, and | want to do it before any of my journalistic brethren get wise."

"Just what sort of story do you want?' Hidey asked.

Jason stopped rocking, and smiled dightly. "What I'd like isan interview with you people, pointing out
why you're doing this, what you hope to find out, what motivated you. Y ou could tell me how you went
about the experiment and | could try to smplify things for the genera public. It could be a sympathetic
piece, anice feature story in addition to being headline news. Or you can refuse to talk to me and | might
have to start speculating about what you're trying to hide."

"Sounds like blackmail to me," Jabbar said grimly.

"Whatare you trying to hide?' Jason said. "Y ou knew you couldn't hideit forever. I'm willing to
de-emphasi ze certain unpleasantries, such asthat one fetus which died. Accidents can happen, and
mothersmiscarry dl thetime, no sensein playing it up.”

Jabbar and Hidey both |ooked ready to speak at this point, but Paul motioned to them with his hand.
"Ligten," Paul said, "we're not trying to hide anything. We intended to announce this procedure as soon as
we were ready and we were afraid, I'll admit, of announcing it prematurely. We might have been stopped
if we had revealed our intentions before starting. Even if we had announced it after going ahead, we might
have been forced to abort the experiment. It would have been no different from aborting a pregnancy.”

"I'll grant you that," the reporter said, "but no one's going to do that now. They're too far dong. With
modern techniques they could survive outside those wombsif you removed them right now. And | don't
think any sane person will want them executed.”

"Pleaselet mefinish," Paul said. "Therés more at issue here than that. Those children in there may



eventualy suffer from any premature publicity, surely you redize that. Look a what's happened in the
past to quintuplets, who are anaturd if infrequent occurrence. What kind of beginning will it be for them
if they're exposed to unredtricted publicity? They'll have problems enough.”

"Y ou certainly do sound like the outraged parent,” Jason said smoothly. "Y ou can't hide it forever, Dr.
Swenson. If | break the story now, some of the excitement will have worn off by the time you bring those
kidsinto the world. They might have lesstrouble then. And to be honest, | think you might prefer dealing
with merather than some of my professond colleagues. I've dways thought this moratorium business
was like hiding your head in the sand. I'm somewhat sympathetic to what scientists aretrying to do. |
can't say the same for some others." Jason paused to light another cigarette. "I don't want to brag,” he
continued, "but my name has some influence and I'm presently negotiating with my employersfor adaily
column and aweekly program of interviews and commentary on one of the networks. | could be an
influentia friend. Or | could beathorninyour sde.”

"Y ou don't leave us much of achoice," Hidey muttered. "I guessthiswas bound to happen.” He leaned
over hisdesk and rested his chin on hisarms. ""Could you give us an hour or two to discussthis?'

"Certainly," Jason replied. He turned and opened the door. "I'll be back around three. And please don't
cal any other reporters. It'1l gain you nothing but amomentary revenge, and make me forget my
principles about responsiblejourndism.” He lft the office.

Emmalooked around at the others. "How the hell," she said, "are we going to get ready for an interview
in that length of time?"

"Y ou sound,” Jabbar said, "asif were going to talk to the bastard.”

"We haveto, Eli," Hidey said. "We have to make the best of this, not make mattersworse. Unless one of
you can figure out away to commit the perfect murder.”

"I'll be happy to volunteer," Jabbar said, but he sounded resgned ashe said it.

"Look, it could beworse," Paul said. "WEll play up the positive aspects, dwell on Hidey's motives,
concentrate on his sense of responsibility and his hope that thisis a positive accomplishment and not just
acgpricious scientific adventure.”

"Maybeitis" Hidey said glumly. "Maybe | wasjust too impatient for fame after being restricted for so
long. I'll be famous, dl right, and for what? A number of others could have doneit with little effort. The
techniques were dready there, | didn't invent them, just refined them abit in my work with animals. | only
took the next logical step, the one everyone else was afraid to make."

"Oh, Hidey," Emmasaid, hitting her thigh with afist, "don't start with a Watson complex now. All we
need isfor Jason to think you're loaded with doubts yourself.”

Hidey looked up and Paul could seethat his friend was pulling himself together. "Therés onething | have
to do now," the biologist said. "'I'm going to cal the Chancellor and ask for some campus security people
around here"

"Do you redly think that's necessary?' Paul asked.

"My friend, well be lucky if we don't haveto call in sate police and the Army. Were incubating
mongters, you know. Dr. Frankenstein will be here on the next train.”

Thewindowsin the faculty lounge were shaitered. The sultry July heat penetrated the building asthe air
cooling system, unable to contend with various broken windows, had finally broken down. As he entered



thelounge, Paul fdlt grateful at least that the laboratory which held the clones had no windows. The
greenhouse had suffered most from the disordersthat had erupted around the building intermittently in the
past three weeks, and the botanists were not quite asfriendly to the geneticists as they once were.

Jon Aschenbach was sitting in the lounge, in achair near the wall farthest from the windows. Jon had
cdled him that afternoon, asking camly if Paul wasfreefor dinner. "I know anice place out past
Alasand," Jon had said, "with good home-style Italian cooking.”

"I don't know, Jon. I've been alittle worried about going anywhere lately.” Mort Jason had kept hisword
about histreatment of the story, but many of his colleagues had not been so merciful. Some of the news
reports had been dmost lurid, and the reporters had done an excellent job of locating other geneticists
who were disturbed by Hidey's actions and willing to be quoted, usually out of context. A group of
outraged citizens had called for the resgnation of Hidey and dl those involved in the project with him
from the university. The maintenance people had staged atwo-day wakout in protest, leaving the
biologists alone to tend the equipment until they came back to work. One of the state's senators had
flown in from Washington and announced that he would introduce a bill that would ban cloning and other
biological experimentation with human germ plasm in the United States, awise move for a senator who
was running for re-election.

"Don't worry about it, Paul," Jon had gone on. "It'sasmal place with dim lighting and the proprietor isa
friend of mine. Wecangoinmy car."

Paul hed finally agreed, grateful to Jon whose friendship, he felt, was being strained to the limit. Jon was
still not reconciled to the project, and it could do him no good to be seen with one of its principals. Y et
he had been one of the firgt to call on Hidey and Paul when the story broke, aswell as doing nothing to
interfere with the project when they had decided to go ahead.

Jon stood up as Paul entered the lounge. "Y ou look tired,” he said.

"Y ou should see Hidey," Paul answered. "He's got his hands full, watching over the kids and trying to
save hisjob a the sametime.”

"He told me the Chancdllor would fight for him."

"The Chancellor can only do so much before they start going after his hide aswell. Hell back down then.
He's pretty mad a Hidey and Eli himsdlf but he doesn't want to lose the whol e genetics department, and
that'swhat'll happen if he doesn't at least try to fight for them.”

"Y ou sound as though he doesn't have a chance, Paul.”

"He hasasmall one. He talked to Jenny Berg today. She's the head of the Sciences Division here and
she's sympathetic.” The two men waked out info the hall and ambled toward one of the Sde exits. "She's
going to ask that Hidey and Eli be suspended for a couple of yearsfor misuse of funds or some such
adminigtrative reason. The rest of the group would get off with notations on their records. | told Jenny |
would resigntoo.”

"There's no reason for you to do that."

"Yes, thereis. They'remy clones. | don't need the university's money anyway, my roydties and those
investments Eviane made will see me through with alittle management. Besides, | dwaysthought | was
better at writing than teaching.”

"And you think your resignation might take some of the pressure off Hidey." Jon pushed open the door



leading outside. ™Y ou're not fooling me. | know you enjoy teaching.”

Two soldiers were standing near the door. They glanced at Paul and Jon briefly. Paul felt uncomfortable,
partly because he was not used to having soldiersin such an unlikely place and partly because he could
sensetheir hodtility. They would do, their job; but he had learned from overheard snatches of
conversation among them that they were no happier with the cloning project than the genera public. They
had guarded hishouse aswell until aweek ago. The police ill had the house under surveillance.

Paul had fdlt curioudy vulnerable Sitting in the house with guards stationed outside, trying to adjust to the
fact that people might want to harm him. At least Zufi and Bill had stayed. He had worried that they
might want to protect themsdves by leaving. The Hathaways were generdly ignored in the news stories,
at least so far, but Paul was sure they would be spotlighted when the reporters began to look for anew

agle

"I had to park under the anthropology building,” Jon said, gesturing at the square glassy building next to
the circular six-story ziggurat that housed the biologists. "They won't let acar near Hidey'slab." They
entered the structure and took an eevator down to the underground parking lot. Jon had parked near the
exit and they were soon driving up the ramp and outside.

There was an entrance to the automated highway on the edge of the campus past the athletic fidlds. Cars
were dready in line at the ramp and the highway was growing thick with rush hour traffic. There had been
talk of extending train service to the areas near the university and plans were being drawn up for the
route. The automated highway was becoming crowded with local traffic.

Jon punched out his destination and waited for the controls to guide him onto the highway. Paul leaned
back in his seat and sighed. "It's unnerving to see the military on acampus,” he said. "It takes me back to
my undergraduate days, except then | was afraid they might shoot me. Now they have nonletha wegpons
and they're protecting me." Paul turned toward hisfriend. "I don't mind about mysdlf, or even about
Hidey and Eli, but | can't accept the fact that someone might try to harm the kids."

"They don't view them as kids right now, just as something to fear. Some of the stories|'ve seen talk
about mass minds, or menta tel epathy among clones. One even said they might be condemned to doing
the same things at the same time. Maybe when they're born, people will regard them differently.”

"Will they? I'm not so sure.”

The car was guided around the ramp, then shot forward onto the highway. Paul drummed absently on his
safety belt, accidentaly releasing it. The car buzzed angrily a him and he quickly fastened it again.

"Look at it thisway," Jon said. "It could have been worse. Someone might have tried to burn thelab
down or bombit. All you redlly got were afew disorderly citizens and some rocks through the windows.”

"And afew nasty phone cdls. | had to change my number."

"And afew students who come by now and then with sgns. Think about what could have happened.
People still remember how violent New Y ear'swas, adisorderly end to adisorderly century. Most
people are quietly fearful now. They'll give you ahard time and | don't doubt they'll passalaw restricting
such thingsin the future. Maybe they'll nail poor Hidey, although | hope not. But after al that, they'll
console themselves with the thought thet at least it won't happen again.”

"Y ou're probably right, Jon." Paul started to relax. "'And I've been feding alittle too sorry for myself
lately. Right now Hidey's the one who needs sympathy. On top of everything else he got acall from one
of hisold professors. The man was curaing & him, saying hed ruined thingsfor every other biologist.



Apparently this man thinksthat if Hidey had waited and just let the moratorium expire, peoplein
biologicd research could have taken the time to educate the public, get them used to the idea of possible
experiments. He wanted to get a public relations campaign going that would point out possible benefits of
genetic research that was carefully controlled.”

"The man might be right. Y ou do have to consider the society around you. Science doesn't work ina
vacuum, figuratively spesking. What did Hidey say?"

"He exploded. He said that if science had to wait for a consensus every time something new wastried,
weld still beliving in trees and esting raw meset. He said afew other thingstoo.”

"I wouldn't have expected such an oversamplification from Hidey, Paul. Surely he redizesthat ascientist
could accomplish little without some support from the society around him. How much did Leonardo da
Vinci redly do with hisideas? Renaissance Italy wasn't ready for them. And the society hasalot to do
with how scienceis used, as you've heard athousand times."

"Funny you should say that," Paul said. "Hidey said pretty much the same thing once he was off the phone
and camed down. But he also said it's both the gift and the curse of the scientist that regardless of these
considerations, he keepstrying new things and looking for new answers. He can't help it and sometimes
it'samost acompulsion you found another interest so you left science. Hidey and | are ill looking.
Knowledge can't be supplied before we can think of what to do to help oursaves.”

Paul could see Alasand in the distance. The arcology was alarge hexagona latticework, narrow at the
top and bottom and wide acrossits middle. It towered over the surrounding forests and parks. A million
people lived in Alasand or owned businessesthere. They had the advantages of city lifewhileliving near
wilderness. As Alasand glittered in the sunlight it resembled a giant's abandoned toy. Thetraffic thinned
out alittle as cars were guided off the highway toward the arcology.

"Sometimes," Paul went on, "'l think were dl born scientists. When we're children we dways explore,
asking alot of questions and trying different thingsto seeiif they work. But we get it knocked out of us.
It's our most natural impulse and so many grow up to hateit.”

Suddenly the car began to dow down. It cameto astop quickly and Paul could fed hisbelt holding him
as he moved forward, then fell back.

The cars around them had stopped too. Paul looked over at the part of the highway going in the opposite
direction. The carsthere had halted aso.

"| think we're going to be late for dinner,” Jon said. "1 hope it doesn't take them too long to make
repairs.”

They could do nothing but wait in the car which could not be driven manually while till on the highway. It
was dangerousto get out ancetraffic could start moving again at any time.

"Thisisthefirg time," Paul sad, "l ever heard of the highway breaking down."

"Everything seemsto, sooner or later,” Jon muttered. "If it isn't the equipment, it'sthe computers or the
technicians or adtrike.” The car'sair cooling system had stopped functioning aso. Paul leaned over and
rolled down hiswindow.

"Hey, migter." A burly bearded man in the car on Paul's right was leaning out hiswindow. The man had
gparently removed his belt and harness. Y ou know what the hell's happening?”

"Probably acomputer failure, an overload maybe," Paul replied. "About al we can doiswait." Hedidn't



tell the man it might take awhile. Modern transportation systems rarely suffered breakdowns and were
doubtless more efficient than their predecessors. But if the repairs needed were complex, and they
usually were, speciaists would have to be rushed to the source of the problem and would take their time
repairing it.

The people in the car on Paul's left began to honk their horn. Paul glanced at them and saw that the car

had five teenagersin it. One of them opened adoor and stepped out onto the highway. He was atall boy
dressed only in apair of green shorts. He ssumbled a bit as he came closer to Jon's car.

"Get back in your car,”" Jon shouted at the boy. "It's dangerous standing out there.”

The boy peered into the car with expressionless gray eyes. "We're not going anywhere," he said softly. "l
might aswdll get someair.”

"These cars could start moving any minute," Jon went on. The boy watched him coldly. Then he turned
away and motioned to his companions.

"Comeonout,” heyelled. The others sumbled onto the road. A small dark girl, giggling loudly, hurried to
Paul's sde of the car.

"Comeon out, migter," she said, grinning. "Y ourekind of cute for an old man.”
"Get back inyour car," he said. "These cars might start moving.”

"They'd warn usfirgt, wouldn't they? Sure they would." She leaned in the window. Her hands, dancing on
the car door, seemed to have alife of their own, disconnected from her body. Her black eyeswere
olazed.

She's on something, Paul thought. One of her friends, atal lean brown-skinned girl dressedina
loincloth and beads, was hollering at the burly man on hisright. Paul had heard of the kidswho cruised
the automated highways, punching out distant destinations while they drugged themsdvesin ther cars.
There wasllittle that anyone could do about the Situation as long as the young people endangered no one
else, which they were unlikely to do aslong as they remained on the automated highways.

Someone pulled the dark-haired girl away from hiswindow. Paul found himself gazing a a
scholarly-looking boy with glasses and freckles.

"Excuse me," the boy said. His tongue seemed to trip over thewords. "I fed kind of sick. Y ou got any
someach guff?’

"I'msorry but | don't.”

"That'stoo bad. | think I'm going to vomit." The boy's speech was durred. He squinted at Paul. "I've
seen you," he said in sonoroustones. "l know who you are, | know | do. | watch the newsalot.” The
boy sghed. Paul could hear thetal girl and the burly man exchanging remarks. "Y ou're the guy with the
clones, Paul Swenson. Y ou want to hear agood one? What's two identical tornadoes? Bet you can't
guess." The boy paused. "Cyclones." Paul could fed the perspiration on hisface grow cold.

The discovery seemed to gavanize the boy. "Hey!" he screamed at his companions. "It's Paul Swenson
over hereinthiscar!”

"Who'she?' the small dark-eyed girl asked. The black girl came to the window and glared at Paul.

"He'sthe man,” she said dowly, "who thinks he's so damn fine there should be more of him around.”



"What the hell," the burly man said. He was leaning far out of hiswindow now, thick arms over the car
door, taring at Paul with astonishment. "Y ou're some kind of a pervert, Swenson, you know that? Why
can't you have kids like anormal dude instead of fresks? Haven't you got balls?’

Paul felt atap on his shoulder and turned. "Paul," Jon said, "one of the kids passed out on the road.” Jon
unfastened his belt. "Weve got to get him back in the car fast.”

"Do you think hisfriendswill let us?"
Jon did not answer. He was already opening his door. Paul released his own belt.

Thetdl boy and girl had both moved toward the car on Paul'sright. "Y ou fat bastard,” the boy shouted
at the burly bearded man. He opened the man's car door suddenly and the man tumbled into the road. "
don't like your looksand | don't like you cdling Corinne ablack savage." The man, on his knees now,
wastrying to stand up. The boy began to kick him in the stomach.

Paul was out of the car and beside the boy without thinking. He pulled him away from the man, then felt
nails digging into hisarm. Thelean brown-skinned girl was clawing a him. He thrust her away.

Frightened faces peered out of the nearest cars. He would get no help from anyone, ese, he knew that.
No onewould risk getting out into the road.

"Come on, Swenson," thetal boy said. He circled Paul weaving uncertainly. "'l can take you. | can take
you and your clonesdl a once. Come on." The boy threw a punch. Paul stopped it with hisleft arm and
managed dmost accidentally to hit the boy in the scomach. The boy groaned, then leaned over and
vomited into the road.

The two girls had disappeared. Paul helped the burly man to hisfeet. The man got inside his car and Paul
helped him fasten hisbdlt. "Areyou dl right?'

"l don't know," the man answered. "l think so0."
"Theré'sahospital a Alasand. Punch out at the next exit and drive over toit just to be sure.”
"Thanks, Swenson."

Thetal boy had stopped vomiting and was leaning against the side of Jon's car. Paul grabbed him by the
arm and propelled him toward the |eft side of the highway. Asthey approached the boy's car, he noticed
that the freckled boy was dready climbing ingde. Thetwo girlswere in the back seat with the boy who
had passed out. Paul pushed thetall boy into the car.

"Why should there befive of you?" thethin girl shouted a him. The dark-eyed girl was giggling softly.
Paul stood in the road trying to figure out what to do next. He was afraid to leave the young people alone
inther car, hurtling to whatever destination they had. The freckled boy was moaning softly, holding, his
somach.

"Paul!" Jon shouted. "Get indde, now!" Carsdl around him buzzed furioudy in warning. He dived for the
driver's seet, barely damming the door behind him before the car began to move forward on the highway.

The car was dill buzzing. Paul fastened his belt. He was bregthing heavily.
"That was close," Jon said, wiping hisface.

"Thosekids," Paul said. His hands were trembling dightly. He redized he was sweeting profusdly. He



suddenly fdt frightened, athough he was now safein the car. The highway looked the same asit usudly
did, streams of carsrushing to their destinations.

"Areyou dl right now?" Jon asked.

"I'mfine." Paul closed hiseyes.| must be getting old , hethought to himsdlf,I can't handle things well
any more, I'm either a passive observer or | do everything wrong. What he should have done, he
told himsdf now, was put two or three of the kidsin Jon's car, gotten into the kids car himsdlf, and met
Jon at the Alasand hospita with them. There was no telling what they had taken or what its effects might
be. All they could do now was call the emergency center a the hospital and give them the car'slicense
number and the direction in which it wastraveling.

Paul overrode the previous destination and punched out the next exit on the dashboard controls. Then he
clenched histeeth angrily.Why should | care about a bunch of idiotic kids who could have got
themselves and me killed? Perhaps the drug had only brought out a viciousness that was already
present. The anger subsided, leaving aresidue of shame. He was being unfair. They were not doing
anything that different from what he had done at their age. He had once possessed the aggressiveness
and impatience of the gray-eyed boy and the uncertainty of the freckled boy. He had gone to parties and
taken whatever the otherstook. It had been fear of what might happen to him that made him stop,
nothing more.

Stll, he had been shdtered from the world'sirrationdity until recently, exploring his scholarly interests. He
thought of his children-to-be. If Ieft done by the public, they would grow up in the same sheltered
atmosphere and perhaps be unable to deal with others unlike themselves. If, on the other hand, they were
overly exposed to the publicity and occasiona cruetiesthey might encounter, they might retreat from the
world, hurt and bitter.

But were hisworries any different from those any parent might have? Becoming a parent for thefirst time
should worry any sane person and his circumstances were more troublesome than most. Maybe he was,
at dmost fifty years of age, alittle old to be embarking on parenthood for thefirst time. But he could
make up for that. He had experienced more than many younger parents. He also knew more about what
his kids would be like than most parents did. He dmost chuckled at this. It would not be hard for himto
put himself into the place of one of them when sympathy was needed.

The car turned off the highway and buzzed at him asit circled the ramp. Paul took control and drove
along theroad until he saw a pic-phone booth on the side. He pulled over.

Jon unbuckled hisbdt. "I'll makethe cal," he said, opening hisdoor.
Paul hoped once again that the teenagerswould be dl right.

Paul was nervous. He stood next to Zufi and Bill in the [aboratory and wondered how he should fed. He
would be a parent, probably before the hour was over if everything went as expected. He felt anticipation
and anxiety displacing each other in rapid succession.

"If theydo take after me," he said to Zurii, "they should each weigh alittle under eight pounds.” She
watched him, then placed acalming hand on hisarm.

Mort Jason was standing to one side of the ectogenetic chambers, accompanied by acameraman. A
sound recorder wasin asmdl pouch at Jason's waist; in hishand the reporter carried adender silver
wand no larger than afinger. They had given Jason the Story asan exclusivein return for asizable sum of
money from his syndicate. Their decison had been motivated partly by fear of having the room overrun
by reporters and partly by economic necessity. Paul would put his sharein afund for his children but



Hidey and Eli would need theirsto sustain themselves during their two-year suspension. Hidey, never one
to save money, was aready deeply in debt. Emma, who had somehow hung on to her psychiatric
practicein spite of adverse publicity, had refused her share.

The small |aboratory next door was set aside as atemporary nursery. The cloneswould stay therefor the
next few daysfor observation and protection from infection. Then Paul would take his children home.

Hidey entered the room and closed the door behind him. He wasthe last to arrive. Outsidein the hall,
Paul heard, the chatter of reporters milling around and waiting for pictures of the children after their
"birth." Hidey waked over to Paul and grasped his hand.

"Did you bring abox of cigarswith you?" he asked Paull.

"Nom."

"Y ou should have." Hidey looked solemn then. "The Senate passed that bill last night. 1t1l be dmost as
srict asthe moratorium. Now it goesto the House, It'll probably be law by October. It will alow the use
of ectogenetic chambers from the time of conception and abit more research on geneticaly inherited
diseases and not much e

"Did anyone vote againg it?" Bill asked.

"Garson, Jmenez, and Langer. Langer didn't think it was strict enough. | took the liberty of sending
Garson and Jmenez atelegram of thanks. They'refinished palitically.”

Jabbar came up to them. "We're about ready," he said. Paul followed the two men over to the sink near
the chambers and stood with them as they washed their handsin disinfectant. Nancy Portland was giving
gterile face masksto al the people in the room. There were not many of them: Jason and his cameraman,
two lab assgtants, Zurii and Bill, EmmaVdois. Nancy handed Paul his mask.

"What are you doing with your money, Nancy?' he asked, trying to lose some of his nervousnessin
conversation.

"I may go to ahedlth resort and try to lose weight, believe it or not. Then I'll come back here and dazzle
every maninsght." Sherolled her brown eyesin mock flirtation. "Or ese'll travel and eat at the world's
best restaurants. | haven't decided.”

Paul began to fasten his mask. "Don't get too thin, Nancy, you'll be malnourished.”

"Y ou're a sweetheart, Swvenson. No one ever accused me of being manourished.” The heavy woman
grinned a him.

Emma, Zuni, and Bill had retreated to the far Sde of the room. Paul stood awkwardly next to Hidey,
fedling usel ess but wanting to be as close as possible to the chambers. He could see the clones, fully
formed now, curled in their wombs. Next to him on one of the lab tables were five small beaded
braceletsfor the children, each with aname: Edward, Michadl, Albert, James, and Kira. He had not
given them unusua names, feding that they would have enough problems, and naming one"Paul, Junior”
seemed ingppropriate under the circumstances.| hope , hethought,I'll be able to tell the boys apart .
Jabbar tapped him on the shoulder and Paul put on the white coat held out to him. Nancy had
disappeared into the next room.

"We'reready," Jabbar said. Paul suddenly felt panic.Wait , he saw himsdf shouting,are you sure? Have
you checked everything? Instead, he waited silently. He remembered stories of fathers who had
psychologicd labor pains. He had never met one of those fathers. His muscles tensed.



Jabbar moved over to thefirst chamber and pulled asmal lever on the console benegth it. Paul watched
astheflexible materid containing the infant began to open at the side. Hidey reached in and gently
removed the child. Jabbar cut the umbilical, then Hidey held the child by the legs as he patted its
buttocks.

Theinfant, dill covered partidly by membrane, gave alusty yell.

Paul trembled with relief. One of the assistants took the child into the next room to be bathed and placed
in abassinet. Then Jabbar moved to the next chamber and the second child, then the third. It all seemed
so rapid to Paul, the birth, the cry, the baby cradled in the arms of an assistant. He was trying to record
al thedetails of each birthin hismind. Someday I'll have to tell them about it .

Thelast one removed from her chamber wasthelittle girl but she made up for it by giving the loudest cry.
Hidey took her into the room next door himself. Paul followed with the small beaded bracelets.

The smal room had been equipped with sinks, five bassinets, and asmall stove for preparing formula
Heavy plate glass divided the room in half, separating the place where the children were from the part of
the room next to the hal. Reporters could enter the room from the hallway and see them without risking
contamination.

Paul handed the bracelets to Jabbar for sterilization, then peered into the bassinets. They seemed so tiny
and frail, theseidentica infants. He was almost afraid to touch them. Then he noticed that each had atiny
mole on the right shoulder exactly like hisown. Their eyeswere bright blue asal newborns were, but
within sx months he would see his green eyesin each face and brown hair on their presently bald heads.
Thisiswhat | looked like, exactly .

"They'reso smdl," hesaid at |ast. "Have they been weighed yet?*

Nancy Portland nodded. "Right after we brought them in here. The boys are eight pounds and two
ounces each and the girl iseight pounds exactly." Nancy scribbled something on her note pad. "How
much did you weigh, Paul?

"A little under eight pounds.”

Nancy raised her eyebrows. " Score one point for the chamber. Not only doesit work, which we aready
knew, it'san improvement." She waked away and Paul looked back at his children. He hoped they
would not grow up to believe they were only part of an experiment.

Jabbar was at his sde, holding out abracelet. "Would you like to put these on them, Paul ?!

"I'd be al thumbs. Y ou'd better do it for me." Jabbar nodded. He attached Kiras first, then one around
each boy'swrigt.

The children were crying, not tearfully, but loudly nonetheless, Hidey came over to him and watched
them. "They've got good lungs," he said, "and they definitely take after your side of the family.”

"Wheat other Sdeisthere?’ Paul replied, smiling.

"Wdl, weve done our job. Now we just have to watch them grow up. What people do with these
techniques may depend on what kind of people they become. That'salot of responsibility to place on
them, | know."

"It'salot of respongbility for me asaparent, Hidey."



"You'll have plenty of assistance from Eli and me, we've got at least two years of sparetime.”

Paul leaned over Kiras bassinet. They were his children, yet closer to him than children. They were his
twins, hisbrothers, and asster too, separated from him only by age.

"Okay if welet in those reporters?’ Hidey asked. "We gave them the word, no bright lights and keep the
noise down.”

"Fine," Paul said.

The reporters crowded together on the other side of the glass, cameras aimed, tape machines busy, a
multi-legged, many-eyed, curious being. They're just babies , Paul wanted to shout,not monsters or
genetic freaks, just babies. Make sure your cameras catch that .

Instead he reached over for Kiraand picked her up, cradling her tiny digpered formin hisarms. She
pouted at him, puffing her cheeks. "Youll bedl right,” he said to her.

Then he held her out to the reporters and smiled defiantly. "My daughter,” he said to them through the
glass, and felt pride in the words.

Kiralet out aloud cry.
|Go to Contents |

"The nature of the bond between parents and their children, not to mention everyone's values about the
individua's uniqueness, could be changed beyond recognition, and by a science which they never
understood but which until recently appeared to provide more good than harm.”

—James D. Watson
"Moving Toward the Clonal Man," in The Atlantic

"It isnot mere sensationalism...to ask whether the members of human clones may fed particularly united,
and be able to cooperate better, even if they are not in actua supersensory communication with one
another."

—Gordon Rattray Taylor
THE BIOLOGICAL TIME BOMB
"Two likefaces, neither of which makes us laugh when we see it aone, make us laugh when we seethem

together, because of their likeness."
—Blaise Pascal

2. Edward: 2016

EDWARD Swenson circled around the university campus, feet pounding againgt the hard surface of the
road leading to hishome. The house was about two miles away aong this circuitous route. He paced his
running dmost automaticaly, moving hislegsin adow easy rhythm. Hisarms, bent at the elbows, kept
time, aternating with hisfest.

The autumn air had grown colder and sharper. Soon he would have to do his running at the indoor track
his school shared with the university. He dmost shuddered at the thought. He preferred to run by the
road, done. At the track he would see other people and could only hope that they would not recognize
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him or pay him little attention.

He left the campus behind him. The silvery towers surrounding a central courtyard, the glassy squares,
rounded ziggurats, and stony gray rectangles which seemed to clutter the hollow below him, disappeared.
He passed a coppery cylinder, a student dormitory, nestled among the amost denuded trees, and
reached the most peaceful part of hisjourney. Ahead of him lay about haf amile of deserted road,
bounded only by trees and shrubbery on both sides. He smelled dead |eaves and heard them crackle
under hisfeet. Parts of the road were strewn with them, bright red, orange and yellow shapes against the
pavement. The wind rustled them and the trees Sighed.

Ed had not joined any of the informally organized student groups that worked out on the outdoor track,
nor had he tried out for the almost-professiondized school cross country team. He had rationdized his
decision. He did not have timefor the afternoon practices, the frequent tripsto other citiesfor meets, he
probably would not have made the team anyway, he preferred spending histime on extramath and music
courses. Y et hisbrothers Al and Mike were on the soccer team and seemed to have plenty of time left
over for moreintellectud pursuits.

Thetruth is| don't want to be around anybody who thinks I'm a freak. It was better not to risk
embarrassment and surreptitious remarks, to avoid any activity that might require camaraderie or close
persond contact with others. In the winter he would be on the chess team, where nothing was asked of
him except expertise and concentration. For enjoyment, he had hisviolin and music. For companionship,
he had his sister and brothers. For advice, he had Paul, to whom he often felt closer than to the others.

He had |eft the road, turning into aside street. He began to pass houses in various states of repair, some
with leaves negtly raked into piles dong the road, others with toys carelesdy thrown into the yards. His
calf muscleswere aching as he approached his own house, arambling wooden two-floor structure set on
asmall hill a the end of one of the side roads. The suburban neighborhood was unpretentious, inhabited
mainly by young couples, some students, and older people who could not afford to live in arcologies,
new gpartments or country houses. Severa of the houses were owned by people who had pooled their
government alotments and chose to pursue their own interests rather than working. Ed passed a
gplit-level where one such group had started a business sdlling hand-made furniture and another that was
actualy asmall restaurant. The policeignored these smal businesses, which operated in violation of
obsolete zoning laws. The successful businesses would probably, in time, move to new locations.

Ed had often thought about hisfather's reasonsfor staying in the run-down area. Paul had given severa
reasons for not moving: he enjoyed being near the university, where hiswork was; he doubted he could
get used to an arcology; country houses were too isolated; he did not like cities; he had been nomadic
enough in hisyouth and wanted to stay where he had roots.

But there were other reasons Paul had not mentioned. Ed and the others had pieced together the story of
their first year of life from computer records. That year had been atime of turmail for their father. Paul
had gone to court to establish hisright to bring up his children, defending that right against amoveto
declare the cloneswards of the United States government. Hislawyer had cited an early
twentieth-century case in which a set of quintuplets had been declared wards of the Canadian
government and the detrimental effect the action had on those children. Paul won the case, setting a
precedent for the future. But it had cost him time and money. He had not regained his university teaching
post until the clones were seven and he at last had acquired some financid stability. He could not have
afforded to move before.

But Paul had emotional tiesto the house aswell. Herarely talked about Eviane but she was till present
in the house. The books and papers she had written were on Paul's shelves and her photograph peered
out inconspicuoudy from acorner of hisdesk. Her ashtrays, scattered throughout almost every roomin



the house, were never used except by vistors, yet Paul never put them away.

Ed dowed down as he reached the driveway leading up to his home and jogged dowly up to the front
porch. Paul was probably il at the university and Kirawas undoubtedly hanging around the biologica
sciences building pestering Dr. Takamura. She had persuaded him to give her ajob during the summer
and had been surprised, Ed knew, when she discovered that the job was nothing more than keeping
track of equipment, cleaning out test tubes, and taking on any little jobs the regular saff did not fed like
doing. But she had not complained, except to Ed and the rest of the family. She was now hoping to get
more important work at the biological center. Kirahad already decided she wanted to study biology and
took courses at the universty three days aweek, showing up at the high school on the other two days.
Thiswasn't unusud; many of the high school students had the same kind of arrangement. Ed himself
studied cdculus and topology two days aweek at the university and he was sure Al and Mike would
have made smilar arrangementsif they were not playing soccer. Jm, of course, went his own way.

Ed opened the door and walked toward the stairs. He needed a shower. "Hey," avoice called from the
kitchen. Ed changed course and headed toward the voice.

Jm was seated at the kitchen table, chewing on the remains of alarge sandwich. He looked up at Ed,
brushing some of hislong disorderly brown hair off hisface with onearm.

"Hello," Jm said. "No one's here. Our athletic brethren have practice this afternoon.” Jm grimaced & the
words. "'l don't know why they wastetheir time."

"Y ou wasted plenty of time with them yoursdlf last year," Ed replied.

Hisbrother shrugged. "I didn't know any better. | think Coach Anders just wanted us on that damn track
team S0 he could get publicity.”

"He a so wanted you because you were good runners,” Ed said quietly.

"Then why the hdll didn't you go out for the team? Y ou're as good at the mile aswe are. Y ou can hardly
help that."

"Y ou know why not." But Ed also knew that the reason he refused to join ateam was the same reason
his brother Mike had for joining one. Mike was dmost obsessed with being like other people. Al
participated in sports because he enjoyed them, Mike because they helped make him more socidly
acceptable. From Mike's point of view, it was practical to get dong with other people and try to be
accepted asan individual. Y et at the same time Mike was able to hold himself apart from others, avoiding
the danger of pain or regjection. He would go through the motions but retain his personal shield.

"Maybe Mikeisright,” Jm said suddenly, asif sensng what Ed was thinking. "But he won't change what
we are. Were stuck. We may aswell accept it." Jm gestured dramatically with hisbread crugt, then
duffed it into his mouth.

What difference does it make?, Ed thought. Mike went through the motions of sociability, Al treated
everyone with the same friendly impartidity, Kira spent most of her time with biologists and other older
people who at least tried to treat her fairly, Jm was openly obnoxious and antagonistic, and Ed kept to
himsdlf. They had all wound up in the same solitary place with only each other for company.

It seemed to Ed that they were constantly having to prove themselves to people now. When they had
been younger, they had enjoyed playing tricks on those who could not tell them apart. Even Kiraasa
child, with her short hair and overdls, had been mistaken for one of the boys. When they were eight, they
hed played what seemed amasterful trick at thetime.



Their dementary school classroom had not been unusud. It contained microfiche readers, smple
machines designed to teach basic skills and several more speciaized computer devices and learning
machines. All of thiswas arranged in apparently random order about the cheerful yelow room with
desks, tables, and chairs grouped in the center. Their teacher and her aide would normally supervise
them on basic kills, oversee discussions, tests, language practice and music listening, then alow them
time with the more specidized machines, testing them on what they had learned &fter that. They were
supposed to dternate among the more specidized machines, spending only a certain amount of time at
each s0 they would have practicein many aress.

Ed could not remember who first thought of the trick, although he suspected it had probably been Al or
Jm. Ingtead of dternating among the machines, they were to choose one machine each and remain there
for the dloted time. Ed chose one of the math machines, leaving it for afew minutes at atime and then
returning, becoming in turn Mike, Al, Jm, or Kirato the other children in that part of the room.
Occasionally he would glance at Mike, who was busily congtructing holographic models on the screen of
acomputer designed to teach mechanics and they would giggle, astonished at their cleverness.

It was then that Ed discovered hislove for numbers. He became entranced by the math machine and
fascinated by its geometrica models, which showed him an entirely new world of abstract beauty. The
other clones had the same reactions to their own machines. Kiraran evolutionary projections on her
computer and soon started to experiment with seeds and tadpoles at home. Jm spent histimeon a
reading machine, occasonaly moving to one which taught history. Al and Mike began to set up
experiments with pendulums and planed surfaces, and Al was soon spending afternoons struggling to
read Paul's e ementary texts on astrophysics.

Ed often wondered if thet little prank was the beginning of their differing interests. They had chosen their
machines for thetrick completely by chance. At any rate, their teacher had discovered their prank when
each of them began to fall tests on skillsthey had not learned. She had humiliated them in front of their
classmates with alecture, then called Paul on the phone, telling him the whole story. Shetold him that he
would have to send the clones to school with name tags so she could tell them apart.

Ed recalled how Paul had struggled to restraint a chuckle when he conveyed the teacher's message to
them. Y et he had complied with the request by sewing their names on their overdls, perhaps he
suspected that they would switch their pinned-on tags.

Ed and the others had been embarrassed. Their classmates had resurrected old clone jokes for the
occasion. Being a clone no longer seemed very funny. Their teacher had not been sympathetic to them
either. Ed redlized now that she had felt threatened by the computers. The machines, with their
programmed tests and attractive components, seemed to be stealing her job, reducing her to a
supervisor. Parents had the right to allow their children to learn on computers at home, aslong asthe
children spent some time with otherstheir own agein child care centersor a hostels. Most werein
schools only because of custom or because their parents did not care to supervise them at home. Their
own teacher had taken out her resentment on the clones because of their trick. But at the time, Ed had
thought her an old crank who insulted and belittled the machines as she lectured them on their behavior.

"Paul's going to the moon,” Jm said. A shock ran through Ed's body. He straightened involuntarily in his
chair.

"Wheat are you talking about?"

"Dr. Aschenbach called before and asked if he had decided about going. | guess some people there
asked him to come. | know helll go, maybe helll ask usfirst if he should but..."Jm did not finish the
sentence. He's always wanted to go , hiseyestold Ed.Don't tell himto stay .



Ed fdt stranded and alone.He can't .

Hewill anyway. Jm leaned back in hischair, balancing it precarioudy on two legs. "I'm going to the city
thisweekend with Joey and Olive. Olive's uncle runs ahotel and we can stay there for nothing. She said
hed let ushave asuite”

"What are you going to do?’

"I don't know. Throw a party. Get drunk. Joey has some stuff from his older brother's plants he's bringing
aong with him, and some mood-changers.”

"Paul won't want you to go," Ed said.

"He can't top me. I'm sixteen now, | have the right to do anything | want that doesn't hurt others or isn't
physicdly, psychologicdly, or socidly harmful or illegd.”

"Getting drunk'sillega for you, taking moodsisillega for anybody without a doctor's supervision, and
hanging around with Joey and Oliveiswhat I'd call psychologicaly harmful.”

Jmsghed. "Y ou never missachanceto insult my friends”

"l don't likethem," Ed said, "and | don't know why you spend any time with them. | don't know anybody
who likes them, they're so damn sophisticated, always acting as though they know more than anybody.
All Olive cares about is parties and spending half the night with old guysin her car. | don't know how her
parents can afford the rent on that car. And Joey's still on probation.” Joey, technically gifted, had
jammed the tranamission in Olive's car, causing dl the carsin hislane on the automated highway to come
to astop and nearly bringing about a serious accident. He had been saved from serious punishment only
because of hisage. "Y ou don't like them any better than anyone else, Jm," Ed went on. "I know it."

"At least they dont treat melike afreak,” Jm said angrily. He paused for amoment, asif redizing that he
had not refuted Ed's Satements. "Besides, Joey's an interesting person and Olive's one of the best artists
at school. Jesus, if I'm going to be awriter | should have experience, meset different kinds of people.”

"What arationdization."
"It'sthetruth. | suppose you'l go to Paul now and tell him what we're going to do.”

"Y ou should know better than that. It's your decision, you'd go even if Paul said no. And it's none of my
business anyway." Ed got up. "I haveto take a shower."

He left the kitchen, annoyed with his brother. Jm aways seemed to enjoy self-destructive Situations and
bizarre experiences. Ed had often heard his brother vomiting late at night in one of the bathrooms, sick
from drugs or drinking. Paul had not forbidden Jim to see hisfriends but he had told him never to bring
Olive and Joey to the house after Joey had stolen a bottle of scotch.

Ed climbed the stairs and walked down the hallway. He opened the door to his room. His bed, covered
with an orange blanket, was againgt the wall on hisright. His desk wasin the corner to hisleft, separated
from the bed by asmadl night table under hiswindow. He noticed that he had left his barbellsin the center
of the room. Picking them up, Ed placed them inside the small closet beside hisdoor. Jm even kept a
messy room, he thought to himself, full of print-outs, piles of old books on the floor and in, dmost every
available space, aworn imitation Orienta rug in the center of the room, and various usdess artifacts Jm
had bought in antique stores. Jim did at least keep this mass of articles clean and seemed to know where
everything was, but the room had no sense of order.



Ed pulled off his swestshirt, then sat down in the orange chair near hisdesk. As he untied his shoes he
tried to push these thoughts out of his mind. He would take his shower, then try to clear hismind with

some meditation before dinner. Hewould avoid for the time being the idea of Paul's prospective lunar
journey and ignore the apprehension that threatened to knot his sscomach and gtiffen his spine.

They usudly ate supper crowded around the kitchen table. The dining room table, in the room between
the living room and the kitchen, was larger but they al preferred the informdity of the kitchen during
weekdays.

Paul, seated across the rectangular wood table from Ed, seemed tired. Paul usually enjoyed cooking,
feding that it relaxed him after work. They often helped him prepare dinner, taking turns on different
nights. But tonight Paul had smply broiled some fish and steamed some carrots and peas. Al had
groaned when he came to the table and saw the smple medl, subsiding when Paul suggested that if he
didn't like it he wasfree to cook hisown dinner.

Jm, seated on Ed's|eft, was struggling to drink a cup of bitter black coffee with astraight face. Jm
usually refused the glass of milk the others drank and had settled on the black coffee as areasonably
sophisticated substitute. Kira, her short wavy brown hair held back from her face by awhite band,
waved her fork as she discussed her day at the biological center with Paul. Al and Mike, sested on Ed's
right, were commenting on what seemed to Ed some rather esoteric points about soccer, punctuating
their conversation with raucous locker-room laughter. Both Al and Mike had grown impressive
handlebar moustaches in imitation of their coach and afew of the other athletes.

Paul lifted hiswine glass and sipped. His green eyes met Ed'sfor an ingtant.He's old , Ed thought
suddenly, and something within him panicked. He swalowed some milk quickly.But sixty-six isn't old .
A reasonably healthy person could expect to reach a hundred with proper care and anti-aging shots. Of
course Paul had only recently begun to take the shots; the government, il fearful of socia consequences
and uncertain about long-range effects, limited the shots to those already over sixty-five. Some people
refused the shots, fedling perhapsthat it wasfutile to prolong their later years. Even o, the shots had
raised average life expectancy to over ninety and could postpone many old-age ailments until that time.
Paul was till a hedlthy and youthful man capable of running a couple of milesaday or playing avigorous
st of tennis. Hisslver hair wasthick and hisface, aided by his high cheekbones, could have been that of
ayounger man. But there were lines etched around Paul's large eyes and sensitive mouth. Hisarms had
grown thinner and hiswaist thicker with time. He was much older than the parents of Ed's classmates. Ed
began to fed threatened in some indeterminate way by hisfather's age.

"Y ou haven't said much tonight, Ed," Paul said. "' Something wrong?"
"Henever saysmuch," Al replied. Ed glared at his brother.
"He spesks when he has something to say,” Kirasaid, "unlike some people.”

Paul's brow was dightly furrowed. "Maybe we can get out our violinslater and play together, we haven't
donethat for awhile.

"Okay," Ed mumbled.

"Dr. Aschenbach called you before,” Jim said loudly. "He wantsto know if you decided about going to
the moon yet." The others turned toward their father in unison, headstilted to one side.

"When?'



"What tripisthis?'

"l was going to discussthat with you tonight,” Paul said, returning Jm's belligerent gaze with acam one.
"Since Jm brought it up, we may aswdl talk about it now."

"Theres nothing to talk about,” Jm said. "If you have the chance you should takeit."

"Wait aminute," Paul went on, "l think you should know what thiswill involve. I'll be gone al month, until
the beginning of December. The university's giving me asmal appropriation but the rest hasto come out
of my own pocket. The lunar astronomicd facilities are short of funds right now. That meanswell haveto
cut down on car rentals for awhile and try to get dong with the one we own for the most part.”

"We can get dong,” Jm said impatiently. "We can usethe trains.”

"Youcan get dong,” Al said. "Not dl of us have friendswith cars." He glared pointedly at Jm. Jm stared
back at his brother blandly.

Ed looked away from Al and back at hisfather. "l also haveto assume," Paul said, "that you're all
respons ble enough to look after things around here." His eyesrested first on Jm, then on Al. "Jon is
willing to look in on you from timeto time and | imagine Hidey will too but you'll be on your own. Now |
don't think I've been too hard on you. | don't like to police everything you do, but | won't be around to
referee your battles or get you out of trouble. And you won't be able to call me up every time you want
to talk about something without bankrupting me." He looked at Ed.

Ed looked down at his plate. He talked to Paul more often than the others. He would be the loneliest if
Paul |eft.\When Paul |eft. He had aready made up his mind, Ed was sure, and was now smply settling the
detalls.

"If you want, you could al stay at the hostel near the schooal, at least for some of thetime,”" Paull
continued.

"No, we couldn't,” Mike said bluntly. "We'd look ridiculous.”

"Why? There are plenty of children who don't live with their parents or who stay there on occasion. They
can do pretty much what they want to, the people living with them seem easygoing.”

Ed glanced a Mike. "Paul, you don't understand,” Mike replied, brushing a crumb from his moustache.
"Those are younger children. When someone our age staysthere, it looks dlly if aparent till has custody.
It looks asif your parents think you're ababy or don't trust you."

"Pardon me," Paul said, obvioudy trying to repressasmile. "l wasn't aware of the socid redtrictions.”

Ed picked a his vegetables. He knew hisfather should go on histrip. The moon was becoming the redl
center of astrophysical research and Paul should have gone there before now. Space, in fact, was
becoming the center of alot of things. Many industries had orbiting factories and research facilities.
Orbiting hospitals were used for certain types of operations. The United Nations and various
governments maintained weether control stations, satellites that monitored earth resources and aided in
the control of pollution, and communications satellites. The moon itsalf, once only a place for research,
was becoming more populated and indugtridized. Humanity, after spending time consolidating itsgains,
was once again looking outward and beginning to dream.

He knew the Lunar scientists might need Paul, even for ashort time. Some of them were trying to redize
Paul's dream of star flight. Two probes had already been sent out beyond the solar system. A few people
were dready lobbying for ahuman expedition to the starsif the probes reported anything worth



investigating.
Paul could survey the work of the scientists, make suggestions, notice things that perhaps the scientists
themsalves, too close to the project, might not have noticed. At the very least, he would be stimulated

and involved again instead of retiring to the sddines. Paul should have gone before and he would have if
not for them. Y et Ed wanted him to stay. He wasfearful of being aone.

Don't go, please.

"I can't make my decision," Paul was saying, "without knowing your fedings. So I'm asking you, and
please be frank. If for some reason you want me to postpone thistrip, tell me. Y ou're al more important
to me, youre my first respongbility.”

Ed'sthroat locked. He looked around the table. Al and Jm were staring down at their plates. Mike was
looking at Paul.

"Y ou should go," Mike said quietly. "We can certainly take care of thingsfor amonth.”

Kiranodded. "Y ou should go," she echoed. "But well missyou, especidly at Thanksgiving." She blinked
and looked away.

"What thehell,” Al sad. "l wish | could go mysdlf. Aslong asyou fill mein on everythingit'sdl right with
rre.ll

Jm had dready expressed an opinion and remained slent. Kiraand Mike were watching Ed. Ed
managed to shrug. "Go ahead," he muttered, trying to smile.

Jm and Al got up and began to clear thetable. "I wanted to go over to the campus for awhile,” Kirawas
saying to Paul. "Dr. Takamuras speaking to agroup tonight on bioethicsand | think Mike wanted to go
to the physicsbuilding.”

"Finewith me," Paul replied. Ed rose and started to stack the remaining dishes. Anger smmered within
him for amoment. He found himself resenting Paul for wanting to leave and the othersfor so easily
agreeing to hisplans. They had left him no choice but to go dong with them.

"Were staying home," Al shouted from the sink. "Jm promised to help me with my English paper.”

"Just make sure he doesn't writeit for you," Paul shouted back. The older man stood up. Kiraand Mike
hed |ft the room and Ed could hear them near the front door, arguing loudly about something. "Ed," Paul
said more quietly, "how would you like to go for alittle ride with me?"

"It'sdl right withme" Ed replied.| haven't got anything else to do .

They had goneto the smal park many timesin the past. The park was not far from home and only afew
people made use of it now with so many other places within easy distance by train or highway. When
they had been small, Paul had brought them here for picnicsin the summertime. Once they had runinto
another family who recognized them and pestered them with questions. Paul had told them afterward that
the father had commented to him about his own two children having to spend three monthsin an
ectogenetic chamber: "They're twice-borns," the father had said. It had seemed irrdlevant to Ed. Anything
was more normd than being aclone.

Another time he and Jim had walked to the park with a bottle of bourbon Jm had managed to purchase
at anearby liquor store rarely curious about the age of the buyer. They had been too sick to finish the
bottle and barely managed to stagger home for supper. Paul had been mad. After restricting them to the



house for aweek, he had driven them over to the liquor store, threatening prosecution if the owner ever
sold them acohol again until they were older. Ed had been embarrassed but Jim, the man of the world,
had been humiliated.

Often each of them came to the park alone to think in solitude. Even though each of them had aroom at
home, Paul knew that in a house of six people there were times a person needed to get away. It was also
aplace where Paul could talk to each of them individualy, where each could expressfedingsfregdy
without feding congtricted by the nearness of the others. Often after these talks Paul would take Ed to a
house nearby that doubled as a homemade ice cream parlor. They would have a sundae together and go
home with someice cream for the others. Each of them had had these talks with their father about their
problems and Ed knew they usually felt much better about things afterward. Paul was unlike some
parentsin that he did not wait for problemsto arise before talking to his children. Severd timesayear, he
made a point of taking each of them out to dinner aone and Ed had known him to turn down other
invitationsif they conflicted with one of these planned occasions. Perhaps he redized, Ed thought, that
more than other children, they needed thisindividua attention and reassurance.

But now, as Paul's car parked itsdlf in the smal lot at the bottom of ahill, Ed began to fed nervous about
this particular talk. It had grown harder for him to talk to hisfather and he no longer felt, as he had when
he was achild, that he could tdl Paul everything he felt and feared.

Thetwo got out of the car and began to wak up the path on the side of the hill. Paul did not speak until
they reached the top.

Heretherewas asmall grassy area surrounded by trees on three sides and marked off by astonewall on
the fourth. The clouds of the autumn sky hid the stars. Ed wandered over to the sonewall and looked
down. Thelights of the automated highway one hundred feet below glittered and he could hear the hum
of passing automobiles.

Paul joined him at the wadll. The air was cool but comfortable in the absence of awind. Ed could smell
dead leaves and pine trees. He waited silently for hisfather to spesk.

"Y ou don't want meto go, do you, Ed?' Paul said quietly. Hedidn't respond. "I imagine,” Paul continued,
"that you don't want to say anything because you fed pressured by the others, you don't want to be the
only oneto say no. If | stayed, you fed it'll be because of you, since the others aready agreed. Y ou
might fed that somehow you've prevented me from doing something | want to do and you'll fed guilty
about it."

Ed was dlent.
"lan't that true?"
Ed nodded.

Paul leaned against the wall and folded his arms across his chest. "L ook, son, | don't want you to fed
guilty about anything. My first respongibility isto you kids. | took that on voluntarily and | don't regret it. |
don't want to do anything that'll cause you unhappiness. | did most of my important work along time ago,
asfar asastrophysicsis concerned, and | think of thistrip asaluxury. Sure, I'd like to go up there and
poke around, but I've kept up on what's going on through the journals and by contacting people who
have come back from the moon. It's extremely doubtful that my old mind isgoing to be of any help on
Luna"

"But maybeit will," Ed said dmost belligerently. "It's your theories they're working on and at the very
least they might beinspired just by having you around, you don't know. And discovering away to make



agtar drive work, maybe building aship, isalot more important than we are, you know it is. It change
everything. Y ou should have gone before, and not just for amonth but for ayear or two years.”

"I don't happen to think you are lessimportant than astar drive. Maybe I'm mistaken but | think intime
your existence and the research that develops out of cloning and other gpplications of biological science
may change the world as much asagar drive could. | don't think the bans on such research will last.
Youll probably live to see other clones born and stranger things than that besides. Anyway, | happen to
think my kids are pretty intelligent and my most important job is hel ping make it possible for you to
develop into people who will contribute to the world. I've done my work. Pretty soon it'll be time for you
to do yours." He paused. Ed glanced down at the highway and back at hisfather.

"Y ou know, alot of crap has been written about me," Paul went on. " Some people call me agreat man.
Even Hidey mouths those stupidities sometimes." He sighed. "It occurred to me that most so-called great
people make the lousiest parents in the world, they're too involved in their work. When | was young, |
used to tell my friendsthat every research scientist, creetive artist, or scholar should be sterilized. | didn't
want kidsthen, | was happy working with Eviane, it was my life. If she were till with mel would have
been content.” Ed was startled at the mention of Paul's dead wife. "But when Hidey decided to go ahead
on his project and wanted meto help that life was over. Y ou shouldn't fed that | was giving up anything
for you kids. It was dready gone. | was lucky to get the chance to begin something new, being a parent.
A lot of people don't get that chance at my age. Y oung people often don't make good parents, they have
too many other thingsto do. If biologica science does nothing more than make it possible for more older
and experienced people to become parents, | think the world might be a better place with happier
children.”

Paul smiled. "My God, | can't stop lecturing, can I?'Y ou'd think | had enough of it in my classes.”

"It'sdl right,” Ed replied. Paul had never been quite as frank with him before. He felt older, and more
londly.

He's asking me to make a decision. His stomach tightened.
"Wel, Ed?'

"I don't think it'sfair to ask meto decide,” Ed said dmost angrily. "Besides, the mgority aready voted,
didn't they?'Y ou can't Say just because of me."

"I want to know what you think."

Ed took adeep breath. "Go, Paul. I'm old enough to take care of myself. | wish you would stay, | don't
know why, maybeit'sjust selfishness. | don't have anybody eseto talk to, | don't have any friendsand |
can't redly talk to the othersthe way | used to. They've got other thingsto do anyway. But | don't want
you to stay just because of me."

Paul wasdlent.

"Besdes," Ed continued, "it won't bethat long." | should be glad he thinks we're responsible enough to
leave alone . Ingtead he felt empty. Suddenly he wanted to throw himsdlf into hisfather's arms as he had
when he was small. He was ashamed of the fedling.

"I know how you fed," Paul said. "A lot of kids are lonely at your age and it can hurt more than it should.
Everything is so much more intense when you're young. But if you can learn to dedl with these fedings,
overcome them somehow instead of giving in to them—I can't do that for you, Ed. | wish | could.”



You have to go. I'd just feel worseif you stayed.

"Youwouldn't likeit if | stayed anyway, son. By thetime | get back, you'll wonder why you were upset
about it." Paul moved closer to Ed and threw a comradely arm across his shoulders. "Why don't we go
to that new bakery and get fat on some pastries?'

"Sure" Ed said with little enthusasm.| have to stop being such a child . They walked to the path
leading back down the hill.

Ed st in the corner of the Student Resources Center with Cindy Jennick and Harriet Blum, waiting for
the two girlsto finish the math problem he had given them. His eyes drifted over the shelves of tapesand
microfiche books, past the tables surrounded by seated students, past the learning booths at the other
end of theroom. Insde the clear cubes of the booths sat students, earphones on their heads, listening to
lectures or viewing required holographs.

Hefound himsalf looking out the large window next to him. Outside, the girls cross-country team was
doing laps. Therewas Mayli Chung, churning aong behind the others, looking tiny in spite of the heavy
gray sweatsuit shewore. Ed sighed. He had wanted to ask her out severa times but kept putting it off.
Maybe shelll call me . She never had. He contented himsalf with Sitting next to her in the calculus class at
the university, snickering when she passed him a caricature of the professor or one of their classmates.

"Well?' Harriet said. He turned and faced the girls seated across from him. Harriet seemed threatening in
her long black dress and dangling gold earrings. She had sprinkled gold dust on her eydidsand
cheekbones. She brushed back her long dark hair and pushed a paper toward him with gold-tipped
fingers. Cindy was hunched over her paper, scrawling on it with one hand and twirling astrand of her aily
blond hair with the other. Cindy's pimply cheeks were perpetualy flushed, asif she were congtantly
feverish. She grunted and Ed caught awhiff of halitoss.

Helooked down at Harriet's paper. "Y our mistake," he said, "isright here, near the end. Seeif you can
figureout whet itis™"

"Chrigt," Harriet said as he shoved the paper back. "I thought | had it thistime. | can't do this shit.”

Cindy handed him her paper. She watched Ed with her sad brown eyes. "Good, Cindy," he said
mechanically. She flushed even more and folded her arms over her large breasts. "Try the next problem.”

Harriet was still staring at him. "Why don't you tell me what the mistake is?" she asked.
"I want you to find it yoursdlf thistime." He could fed his cheeks reddening as he addressed the girl.

"But | looked at the way you did the last problem, | did mine the sameway, | listened to everything you
told usbefore. | just can't doit." For amoment Ed wanted to tell Harriet her mistake just to ward off her
blue-eyed stare.

But then she looked down at her paper. "Oh," she said,"oh . Thereitis. Jesus, I'm dumb.” She began to
work on the next problem.

Ed wished he hadn't decided to tutor the two girls. Still, he hadn't had much choice. The school expected
better studentsto help worse ones.

Cindy, aready finished, waswaiting for Harriet. The dark-haired girl completed her scrawlings and
shoved the paper at Ed.

He looked down at the two papers, Cindy's negtly organized one and Harriet's messy one. "Y ou both



got it right,” hesad, relieved.

"Thank God," Harriet said, standing up. "I'll see you next week, Ed." She turned and strode from the
room, her small buttocks bouncing under the shiny fabric of her black dress.

Cindy rose more dowly. Her plaid tunic made the big-boned girl ook even larger than shewas. She
clutched her papersto her chest. Y ou going home, Ed?1 can giveyou arideif you want." Her face had
grown amogt beet-red. "I mean, my father said he'd send the car over, it'll be here any minute.”

Helooked away from her. "Uh, | have some stuff to do here," helied.

"Okay," Cindy said. When he looked up she was retreating across the room, tugging at her tunic with one
hand.

Paul would not be home. Theredlization hit him with theforce of afist. He had amost forgotten. They
had dl been busy for the past week, looking after the house and the med s while Paul taped lecturesfor
his classes. Then they had gone with him to the train Sation that past weekend to see him off on the first
leg of hisjourney.

Kirahad been thefirgt to hug him goodbye at the gtation, then Jm, then Al. Ed had stood apart with
Mike, offering Paul only hishand, ashamed of his sadness and fear.

When he was sure Cindy was gone, Ed got up, pulled on his parka and | eft the Student Resources
Center, striding out the door and down the curving hal past the empty classrooms. The clicks and thuds
of his shoes againgt thetiled floor echoed in the corridor. He remembered lying on the living room floor
asachild, struggling againgt deepiness but unwilling to go to bed, listening to the comforting murmur of
Paul's voice as he talked with hisfriends. He remembered thefirst New Y ear's Eve Paul had let them
stay up until midnight and Jm had falen adeep, aroused at |ast when the others pummeled him with
pillows.

With alonging so strong that it stung him, Ed wished he was a child again. For an instant, he could
believe that he would find Paul a home, waiting with a cup of hot chocolate and some conversation.

He came to the school's back exit and opened the door under the impersona gaze of €l ectronic cameras
hidden in thewall. He had gone to school for years watched by the cameras, which were designed to
monitor thefts and violencein the building. He and the other Sudents were so used to it that he found it
strange when he heard older people comment about the insidiousness of such devices. It was easy
enough to outwit such things anyway if one wanted to and no point in worrying about them.

Hewalked outside across the athletic fields. The school, athree-tiered round layer cake made of metal
and brick, receded as he approached the road which circled the university campus and led home. The
weekend ahead, without Paul's companionship, seemed as bleak asthe sky and as empty and cold asthe
air that whistled round his head.

Saturday morning was cold and gray, with rain outside that threatened to become snow. Ed lay in bed for
aslong as he could stand it, wishing he could deep through the weekend.

Hefinaly got up at ten and wandered down the hdl to one of the bathrooms, planning waysto fill his
time. He could view some lecturesin one of the learning booths downgtairs, plan the mealsfor
Sunday—it was his turn to cook, read that Nabokov novel and discussit with im before doing his
paper, look at the newsfax sheets when Kirawas through with them.

When he went downgtairs, im was lying on the sofa with amicrofiche reader propped on his stomach.



"You'regoing to have ahell of aneckache,” Ed commented.

Jm turned hishead. "I dready do." He sat up and put his portable reader on the floor.
"| thought you were going out with Joey and Olive."

Jmshrugged. "l didnt fed likeit."

"Paul isn't hereto stop you."

Jm, apparently ignoring the sharpnessin Ed's voice, rubbed his neck with one hand. "I don't know. |
guess I'm kind of bored with them. That's a shitty thing to say about my friends, but..." Hisgreen eyes
met Ed's. "l don't know."

Ed became aware of the house's slence. "Where's everybody € se?

"Al and Mike went over to Alasand to do some shopping and Kiras over a the university pool, she's
thinking of going out for the swimming team. Takamurall give her acouple of afternoons off. He doesn't
need her hanging around al the time anyway. Besides, she should get out of that place more.” Jm
sneered. "Our birthplace. That goddamn lab gives me the cregps, God knows what they're up to.”

"Not much, with the moratorium.”
"I don't know how Kira can stand the place.” Jm picked up his reader and settled back on the sofa.

Ed went into the kitchen and took some eggs out of the refrigerator. He began to make an omelet, adding
some |eftover ham-flavored soy protein. He poured himself aglass of milk and gulped it down while he
waited for the eggs. At last he put the omelet on aplate and sat down at the kitchen table. Thefood
seemed tasteless as he chewed and he wondered absently if he should have used more seasoning. In
Paul's absence, the meals had gone downhill; none of the Swensons was as good a cook as he was. Ed
sghed. He had plenty of time to plan something specia for tomorrow. Maybe he would attempt ved and
mushroomsin awhite sauce. He had watched Paul prepare it often enough.

He heard the humming of acar in the driveway and wondered if Al and Mike were back. As he stood up
and put hisdishesin the sink, he heard loud knocking at the back door. Puzzled, he crossed the room
and opened it.

Joey Mdville and Olive Prescott stood there. Olive's hazdl eyesflickered across him briefly. "Hdlo," he
mumbled, holding the door open.

"Which oneareyou?' the girl asked.
"Ed," he answered.

"Peasinapod,” Joey said, chuckling, "peasin apod.” The two shoved past Ed. Their raincoats dripped
aong thefloor, leaving awet trail beside theft footprints. "Where'sthat brother of yours? Hey, Jm!" Joey
pulled off his coat and threw it toward the table. It landed on the floor. Olive's coat followed it. "Jim!"
The two walked on through the dining room and Ed found himsdlf picking up the coats and placing them
onachair inslent anger.I'll have to wipe off the floor now .

Hefollowed them into theliving room. "What the hell are you doing here?" Jm was saying.

Joey fell into achair across from the sofaand put his hands behind his blond head. Joey was atal,
big-boned boy with large brown eyes set above broad cheekbones. Olive presented a contrast to him



with her small-boned, dmost fragile, build and dark hair. She perched on the arm of Joey's chair, folding
her arms across the front of her red tunic. ™Y ou're not supposed to come here," Jm continued.

"What difference does it make? Y our father's upstairs with the loonies, so who'sto know?' Joey grinned.
"Unless Eddie here calls him up long distance, and he wouldn't do that." Ed did not reply. He took a sest
by one of the two computer booths in the corner of the room.

"Wejust wanted to see you, Jm," Olive said in her husky voice. "We haven't seen you for awhile. |
might almost think you don't like us any more." She stood up, lit a cigarette and dropped the match in one
of Evianes ashtrays.

"Am | dead!" Joey said. "We must have spent al night on theroad. Y ou missed agood car party, we
must have had eight people ingde, friends from the city. One guy wasthis great big wrestler. | thought he
was after Olive, turned out he was after me." Joey snorted. "His mind got so mangled we had to shove
him out at thisexit ahundred milesaway, | don't know how he got back home, probably went to deep
right there.

"I've been busy,” Jm said.

"Y ou got awhole damn house to yoursdlf, you should have invited us," Joey said. Olive drifted around
the living room, running her hands over the furniture, before settling in a seet next to Ed.

"Areyou on the soccer team?' she asked softly.

"No, that's Al and Mike," Ed answered. He clasped his hands together. His arms and legs were suddenly
heavy, obstacles to movement. He wanted to get up and flee from the room, retreat upstairs. He was
locked to the chair and he could fed himself blushing.

"What do you do?' the girl asked. Hefound himsdlf staring at her feet.

"I'minterested in math,” he answered. "1 play the violin and I'm taking some math at the university.”
Sounds pretty boring, doesn't it? Hefound himsalf grasping for something seto say. "I'min the chess
club," he added, and immediately felt that made things worse.

"You are?' she said tondesdy. He chanced aquick glance at her face. He met her eyes and quickly
looked away again. "l like chess," she went on. Surprised, Ed looked back up. "I'm not very good at it
though, so | didn't join the club.”

"It doesn't matter," Ed said. "If you practice, you'll get better. That's mainly what the clubisfor.”
"Olive's after Eddie," Joey said loudly. " She's moving on you, boy." He began to smack hislips.

"Shut up and stop acting like aturd,” Olive shouted angrily. She turned back to Ed. "Don't pay any
dtentionto him.,

"I'm hungry," Joey announced. He got up and went with Jim to the kitchen. Ed waited for Olive to follow
them s0 he could make his departure. Instead she remained seated, till watching him.

"l don't liketo do things I'm not good at," Olive said. "I'd rather not do them at dl. I'm not good at much
50 | don't do much." She blew some cigarette smoke toward him. "My mother says I'm incompetent. |
think the only reason she had me was s0 she would have someone to show off in front of. She's a doctor
in one of the orbiting sanatoriums so luckily | don't see her much.”

Ed felt embarrassed. "'If you work a something,” he said, "you'll get better at it." The words seemed



obvious and trite.

"You sound like Elise," Olive muttered. "She's my father's other partner, she'sawaystelling methat. |
haveto ligentoit every timel go home, s0 | livein the car mogt of thetime."

"lan't that expendve?'

"My father'sastormrider, he can afford it." She must not see her father often either, Ed thought.
Stormriders spent most of their time in pace, watching the wesether, ready to harness severe hurricanes
magnetically and steer them away from populated aress.

Ed felt warm and closed in by the walls. He prepared to leave the room, searching his mind for an
excuse.

"What'sit like, being aclone?’ Olive asked. The question was a splash of cold water. "1 asked Jim once,
but he wouldn't say, he didn't want to talk about it. He redly got upset.”

"l don't know."
"lsn't it weird, | mean, being just like your father and the others?!

"I'm not just like them," he managed to say, swalowing hisanger. "Wedl do different things, we have
different interests™

"Youredl dikephysicdly.”
"So aretwins. Werrejust twins, that'sdl.”
"That isntthesameat al."

Helooked over at the girl and thought he detected agleam in her eye.She's not interested, it'sjust one
more weird thing for her to do, hanging around with clones . He could hear someone at the front
door and he quickly jumped up, glad for an excuse to leave the room.

Kiraentered the house, shaking moisture from her hair. "Hey, who's here? | got aride home and we
noticed acar when we pulled up..." She took off her coat and looked past Ed at Olive. Ed made aface
and Kira contorted her own in response before hanging up her coat.

Joey suddenly burst into the living room, clutching the remains of asandwich. "Look who's here! Hello,
sweetheart." He darted toward the hallway and circled around Kira, waving his velveteen-covered ams.
He stuffed the rest of the sandwich into his mouth and managed to swat her on the ass before she pushed
him away.

"Goto hdl," Kirasad.

"Joey, Stop acting likeaturd," Olive shouted. Ed glanced at Jm, who was standing silently in the
doorway leading to the dining room.Why doesn't he say something? He waited for his brother to act
but was aready convinced he would do nothing. Jm was too much like Ed, too intimidated by others,
wanting them to accept him as a person like themselves but aso convinced that the only people who
would ever redly know him were the clones.

"I'm going upstairs,” Kirasaid, in effect throwing the stuation to her brothers for solution. She turned and
Ed listened to her tramp upstairs in heavy-footed, angry fashion. Joey wandered over to Oliveand sat in
the chair next to her. "What have we here?' he asked, fondling one of her breasts. "What have we here?!



Thegirl pushed hishand away. "Y ou make me sick sometimes;” she murmured to him. Ed, sensing the
undercurrent of violencein her tone, amost shuddered. Olive turned her hazel eyestoward Jm. "And
you and your brother give me the creeps,” shewent on. "Look at you, you're even standing the same
way." Ed quickly dtered his stance and then redlized that Jim was doing the samething. "Y ou try so hard
to be different, going to different classes, wearing different clothes, doing different things, trying to belike
everybody else. Well, it won't work. You're till freaks. Y our father must be the biggest egomaniac that
ever lived."

Ed noticed that Joey, hisface flushed, had subsided into a shocked silence. Jm's face had grown pale.
Thevensin hisneck seemed to bulge and his hands trembled dightly.

Ed moved toward Olive, hisfears temporarily forgotten.Get out of here . He opened his mouth to say
the words. Olive's eyes suddenly turned to him and the hatred flowing from them paralyzed his voca
chords.

"Jesus, Olive," Joey mumbled. The hatred drained from her face, leaving only acold and empty mask. Ed
began to speak once again, then heard his brother's voice,

"I think you'd better go, Olive," Jmwas saying. "1 know what you really hate. I've been around you long
enough. Counting Elise, you have three parents and maybe we only have one, but he cares about us, he
wanted us. Y ou can't stand that, can you? And maybe were physicdly alike, and we have our problems,
| grant you, but we also have someone we can go to when things are bad." Jm paused for breath and
leaned dramaticaly againg the dining room entrance. Ed could tell that Jm, athough angry, was savoring
hiswords, trying to shape them into wegpons that would tear at the girl. Ed knew that his brother, in his
strange way, was aso enjoying the scene. Jim wanted to strike back at Olive but he wanted the event to
be aesthetically pleasing in some way.

"| fed sorry for you,” Jm went on. "l can't even get that angry.” Ed, watching the tightness of the skin
across Jm's face, knew that to be alie. " Someone cares about us and no one cares about, you. Well, |
could have cared. | could have been your friend but | won't now. Joey doesn't care, you're just
entertaining to him."

Ed saw Olivelook at Joey quickly, asif fearing the words were true. Thetall blond boy turned away.

"Y ou know something?' Jm said, smiling dightly. "Y ou would have been better off being aclone, Olive.
Then someone might have paid attention to you. Y ou're the freak, not us, Y ou're so bad off no one wants
to be with you except abored rich guy and aclone.”

Olive choked. A few tears ran down her impassive face as she struggled to control them. Ed, watching
her, felt Sck.

"You'd better go," Jm said.

"I need adrink,” Olive shouted, even now gpparently trying to intimidate Ed and his brother into
passivity. The picture-phone next to the wall began to buzz. Ed ignored it, waiting to seewhat else Jm
would say.

"Y ou know wheretheliquor is," Jm said, gesturing with hisarm. "Joey, give her adrink and then get her
out of here. | don't want to throw you out, but 1 will."

Ed turned from them and hurried to the buzzing phone. He picked up the receiver and saw the amost
life-size face of Jonathan Aschenbach on the large flat screen. The minister's face seemed contorted
somehow. Hisgray eyes stared ahead sadly.



"Hello, Dr. Aschenbach,” Ed said. Behind him, he could hear Olive and Joey rummaging through the
liquor cabinet in the dining room.

"l just found out, from the latest newsfax sheet,” Dr. Aschenbach said. The older man spoke with
difficulty. "If therésanything | can do...l wasjust on my way over." He paused and peered out at Ed
from the screen. "Oh, dear God. Y ou don't know yet, do you."

"Know what?' Ed clutched at the phone. A hammer seemed to hang over him, ready to smash.
"ItsPaul." The minigter's eyesfilled with tears.

Ed froze. Background noises, the clanking of glassesin the dining room, Jm's muffled pacing on theliving
room carpet, alow humming sound upstairs, seemed suddenly sharper. "An accident, he was on hisway

to one of the Russian labs and hisflittercraft crashed into amountainsde. There was a quake earlier, they
think the driver might not have..."

Ed opened hismouth.Is he all right? Is he hurt? The words were locked up and refused to come out.

"He's gone, the Russians got to him and the crew, there were only afew other passengers. They
managed to get them al into cryonic storage, but..." Dr. Aschenbach too was groping for words, " They
were badly hurt, they can't do anything.”

"No." Ed forced the word out. "No." He damped his mouth shut, afraid a stream of words would flow
fromhim.

"I'vecdled acar, I'll be over therein afew minutes," Dr. Aschenbach continued.
Ed nodded and hung up the phone. The air seemed thick and his body was numb. He turned to Jm.

"Paul'sdead,”" he managed to say, hurling thewords at his brother. Then he waked into the dining room.
Olivewas spping apae brown liquid from one of hisfather's glasses.

"Y ou better leave now," he said. He pulled the glass from Olive's fingers and smashed it against the floor.
She retreated toward Joey. "Leave," he shouted.

"But..."Olive murmured. Shethrew up her hands asif to ward him off.

"Get out, getoutgetoutgetout.” The room spun past him. He suddenly found himself at the back door,
damming hisfigt againg thewall. Olive and Joey were running through the yard in therain, holding their
coas.

"Ed," Jm was saying. Ed spun around and saw his own mirrored grief-stricken face.

"| should havetold him not to go," he heard himsdlf say. "I should haveinssted. Y ou should have ingsted.
Youadl let him go, you wanted himto."

"Ed,"

He pushed past Jm and ran through the dining room, up the gtairs, into hisroom, where he closed the
door and stood silently againgt it. He searched for his sorrow and found only adull ache. He could not
accept it. Paul could not be gone. If he weretruly dead, he would fed the pain lacerate him, would fedl
more than this numbness, dead at the center. He pressed against the door, waiting for the tears to come
from hisdry eyes, waiting for someway to release his grief, waiting.

They had |ft it to Mike to dam the door on reporters, to arrange some sort of memoria ceremony, to



handle whatever friends came by to offer condolences. Mike wasthe practical one. Hewould grievein
his own way while taking care of whatever was necessary. The reporters had to content themselves with
shots of the clones greeting Paul's friends at the door.

Ed, donein hisroom, could hear Mike and Kirataking downstairswith EmmaVaois and Hidehiko
Takamura. Nearer to him, on the sairs, he heard Bill and Zufi Hathaway murmuring to Al. Jm had
hidden himsdlf in hisown room.

Paul had been dead for five days. Even now, Ed's mind sought away out. He had picked up the phone
when the Russian called. He could not remember his name, but he remembered the face; athin, pointed
face, not a al Savic, and he remembered the broken phrases. The Russian's English had failed him
finally and he had continued in Russian, unashamed of the tears flowing over his cheeks. All the Lunar
scientists were grieving, mourning their departed colleague. The man had left unsaid what everyone knew;
that the bodies in the cold Lunar crypts could contribute organs to those who might need them.

Ed had thanked the man for calling. The Russian had not been the only oneto call from the moon.
Others, ignoring the cost of calls, had spoken to them.

Or Paul was dead, and the Russians who stored him only sentimental fools who refused to accept it. He
thought of them carrying Paul'slifeless body across the barren moonscape toward their cryonic
chambers. Paul'sfrozen body was their monument to him, the ultimate expression of their feding for him
and their regard for hiswork.

Ed dumped over his desk and placed his head on hisarms. He would have to accept Paul's death, dedl
with it somehow, then go on. He could not stand the limbo in which he had remained for the past days
much longer. He would have to accept it and watch part of himsdf and the others die with that
acceptance. He would be deluding himsdlf with anything else.

Hedid not redlize he was crying until he felt the moisture on hisface and arms. He managed to wipe the
tears away and reached over for hisviolin case. He removed the instrument, tuned it, and rubbed some
resin on hisbow. Then helifted the violin to his shoulder.

He drew the bow over the strings, losing himself in the music, trying to become a part of it, retregting
from the confusion around him to another world, amore precise, ordered one, aworld of structured
beauty where deeth, at least for atime, did not exist.

|Go to Contents |

"Anather source of irreversihility isthe changesin the most fundamenta aspects of human existence, such
asman'shiology, or his psychology, that the decisons may involve. Aswe shal seein some specific
ingtances, such changes necessarily intensify certain agpects of human life at the expense of others. Inthe
new Stuation that will then be created, some new possibilitieswill exigt, but some old oneswill vanish.”

—Gerald Feinberg
THE PROMETHEUSPROJECT

"Each of usis someone's monser,"
—Paul Chauchard

3. James. 2020

AS Jm Swenson eft the brightly lit doorway and walked outside, the shadows embraced him, hiding him
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from the girl he knew was watching him. He looked back and saw her raise an arm. Her face was
hidden. She was ablack shape outlined by the lights behind her.

"Moira," avoice caled from insgde the dormitory, and she disappeared.

Jm walked toward the path leading through the wooded area around the dormitory, then stopped and
looked back. The circular building was surrounded on three sides by trees and faced alarge courtyard.
Other cylindrica dormitories, severa stories high, overlooked the courtyard. Beyond them, in the
distance, Jm could seethe tall towersthat housed the library and various research facilities of the
university.

His birthplace was among those towers.

Jm turned and walked on through the woods. The shadows benesth the trees shielded him from the
moon, where scientists lived and [abored in an attempt to carry on the work of hisfather, where Paull
Swenson lay in acryonic vault colder than that rocky and desolate surface.

They should have buried him here, in the earth, among trees and flowers, not left himin the
sterility of that dead world. On the earth his spirit, if it existed, might roam itsold haunts, warming itself
in the sun. But perhaps Paul's spirit had outwitted its captors after dl, returning to a sphere of souls
around the world, watching over the children who were pieces of itsdlf.

They had |eft the memoria service dmost four years before, where Paul's friends had spoken afew
amplewords, Jm holding Kirasarm, histhree brothers following closdly behind. Looking up, Jm had
seen them, as he knew he would, crowded in aherd ashort distance away. The newspeople did not
have to come close to record accuratdly the grief written on hisface. Their equipment would memorize
every detail of hissorrow and transmit it to abillion newsfax sheets and millions of holographic screens.
The newspeople had huddled in the distance, ready to swoop.

Hethought of Moira

"A newsfax man came around,” Moirahad said, her black eyes amiling at Jm. "I guess someonetold him
we were seeing each other, and he wanted a persona story or something, what it's like to go with aguy
who..."

"What did you tell him?" Jim asked, grabbing her arm. Moiralooked at him, her eyeswide.
"Why, nothing,” she said. "1 have better thingsto do than discuss my persond life with the press.”
He clenched hisfigt. "Why can't they leave me alone?' Moirareached over and took hisarm.

"l guess," shesad, "itll bealong time before aclone hasaprivatelife" Shesaid it gently. He reacted
angrily, damming hisfist againg asmall table in her room and knocking over asmal sculpture of acat.
The sculpture crashed to the floor and his muscles tensed.

Moirasvoice grew harsh. "Y ou've brokenit. Y ou didn't have to do that." He knew her mother had
sculpted the cat for her years ago.

"It wasalousy sculpture,” he said. It was the wrong thing to say to Moira, who was aready overly
sengitive about her mother's second-rate abilities as an artist. Her black eyes narrowed and the skin
across the high cheekbones grew taut.

"S0," she hissed, "she's not agood sculptor. Shetries. At least sheisn't an egomaniac, convinced of her
great worth, her invauable abilities, she never needed to see five duplicates of herself around before she



could fed secure.” Sheleaned over Jm, her black hair brushing hisface. Helooked away and kept
picking up the broken pieces of the cat. " She wasn't like the great Paul Swvenson.”

Jm reached the end of thetrail through the forest and paused far amoment. He turned and waked aong
the edge of the bicycle path near the road that wound past the houses surrounding the campus.

Duplicates.
Thewarm wind breethed softly, rustling the leaves over hishead.
Duplicates of Paul Svenson. Thewind hurried past him and was gone, leaving behind grassy odors.

Egomaniac. No, the Paul he had known was a gentle man, amost sdlf-effacing. He had tried to
communicate what he knew to as many people as possible, yet was embarrassed when he became
regarded as an authority. Paul had only wanted to help humanity by perpetuating, in five new people, any
abilities he had that could be of service. He had wanted afamily.

So Jm had awaysthought. Y et it was at least possible that Paul might have been lured by dreams of a
new and unique kind of immortdity, or by an inner conviction that Paul Swenson wasworthy of being
reproduced in exact detail and duplication, five times. The line between asense of persona worth and
megal omania might be very thin. But that was aproblem in any kind of parenthood.

Paul Swenson had been admired and honored once. But at the time of his death Jm had already sensed
the attitudes of fear and skepticism that colored the fedlings many people had about Paul. His father was
no longer present to contradict them and his absence seemed to magnify the fears. The fact that the
Russians had ingsted on preserving his body had not hel ped. Cryonic freezing was sometimesused in
emergencies, suspending a person'slife processes until speciaists could reach him or aneeded blood
type could be found; it had worked in afew cases. But Paul's frozen body was amemorial monument.
Once again people near Paul had set him apart from other human beings. Jm had even heard rumors that
Paul was not dead at dl, that some part of him had taken possession of the clones.

He had thought that Moira, at least, knew better. But she had not known Paul and could only make
judgments based on what she had heard or seen about him.

He sighed and moved closer to the edge of the path as two cyclists passed him. He thought of the others:
Ed retreating from al socid contact, residing in atidy, ordered, mathematica world; Mike and hisdesire
to leavethem al and forget hisorigins, Al and his growing obsession with study, afraid that he would not
be able to measure up to Paul's achievements. He thought of Kiraaswell, hovering over them,
concerned with their problems. Perhaps not, Jm thought, maybe she only thinks sheshould worry and
would rather retreat to her own world. Maybe Paul had gone through the same thing. Jim considered
what be had heard about Paul's youth from his old friends, and dismissed it, People edit their pasts, he
knew, and remember what fitstheir notions of themselves. There was no way of telling what Paul had
redly felt.

Jm |eft the bicycle path and turned down the road that led to hishouse. All five of them had remained
there after Paul's death. 1t was practicd, near the university, comfortable and roomy. But Jm sometimes
fdt it was haunted by Paul's ghost, watching them. He thought of Paul standing in the house observing
them, perhaps with concern, perhaps laughing as he saw them play out his own youth, his own mistakes,
seeing hisown soul taking up residencein the five genetically identical bodies, as some thought it had. He
shuddered a what € se they might think.

The house was at the end of the road, its brown painted planks blending with the small grove of trees
around it. Jm looked at the smdll hill on which the house stood and thought again of the contrast between



the unpretentious dwelling and the somewhat grandiose view people had of Paul. He walked up to the
front door, hesitated, then opened it dowly and entered the house.

He walked through the smdl dcove and stood in the living room, watching as the four turned to face him.
Al, thick brown hair to his shoulders.

Ed, clean-shaven with hair cropped to his skull.

Mike, pulling & his moustache.

Kira, with short wavy hair and the same face feminized.

They had dl tried to differentiate themselvesin the past couple of years, yet four sets of green eyes,
copies of hisown, looked at him and asked,are you all right, Jim?

"Jm?' Kirasad. Hisbrothers watched.
Heturned and fled to hisroom.

Jmsat infront of Dr. Vaois, feet propped on her desk, weaving images for her, speaking about portions
of dreams, reaching into his pocket for ascrap of poetry he had jotted down to work on later. Emma
Vaoislooked a him from her sde of the desk, head nodding at intervals, hazel eyesgazing at him
steadily. He continued to weave hisverba tapestry, trying to ignore the anxiety gnawing a him. The
psychiatrist continued to nod.

Dr. Vdois had observed their psychologicd development for aslong as Jm could remember. When they
were children she had seen them only infrequently, talking with them and alowing them to play with the
machinesin her office. When they had found it difficult to talk with her they would St in Psyche, her
computer booth. Psyche had listened to their problems and set up gamesfor them to play. Jm had
enjoyed the games; the congtruction of holograms, word association, scenariosin which he and the
computer would take opposing Sides.

After Paul's degth, they had dl, except for Mike, visted Dr. Vaois more often.| guess they thought
we'd need a psychiatrist. They expected usto be freaks . He read the poetry to Dr. Vaoisand
continued to avoid speaking about the feding of despair that had brought him to her office, He could not
bring himsdlf to expressit. He put the paper back in his pocket. Dr. Vaois nodded.

Jm removed hisfeet from the desk and stood up. "I've got some work to do. Inthelibrary,” he
mumbled.

"Y ou have nothing elseto say?' She probably suspected him of conceding something.
"No."
"Something's bothering you, Jm."

"I'mal right, redly. It'sjust amood." He hurried from the office, dowed down in the hallway and moved
toward the elevator. He stepped into it automatically, jostling aman who was standing in the corner.

Hewasin Moira'sroom. "I love you," he said to her, reaching for her hand. She turned from him.
His brother Mike was standing at the door. Moira walked toward him and left Jim sitting at the
desk.

As he hurtled along the road, Jim took manual control of the car. He accelerated until the



surrounding scenery was a blur then quickly turned off the road. He felt the car plunge into
nothingness. He reached out to death and began to fall into a deep sleep.

He was walking across the campus, alone, as the news-fax man approached. "How about an
interview? I'll make it worth your while." The reporter's facial featureswere a blur. "What'sit like
to be a clone? Do you feel funny with four people around just like you? Can your friendstell you
apart?" Jim grabbed the recorder and smashed it over the man's head.

"Jm," Moirdsvoice said. He looked around, artled. "Jm." He was standing just outside the elevator.

Moiracame toward him, her agua sari fluttering at her ankles. He took her arm. They walked through the
lobby and outside. The spring rain had stopped and the air smelled fresh.

"I must have said Jm fivetimes," Moiramurmured. ™Y ou looked like you were ready to kill somebody."”
They continued walking through the courtyard, surrounded on al Sdes by high silvery towers housing
offices, research facilities and broadcasting studios. Few of the thousands of students were around. Most
were either doing research or lab work or were in their rooms watching lectures. Some were probably in
thelibrary, preferring its quiet to the noise of the dormitories.

"Just thinking about things,” Jm said. "I guess..." He paused, feding uneasy, and looked around the
courtyard. All he saw were small groups of students and faculty going about their business. "I guess” he
went on, "l should go home and dia my Sci and Sym lectures. I'm about three lectures behind.”

Moirashrugged. "It'san easy course,” she said. Jm knew she did not think much of the Science and
Symbolism course. She had chosen to study literature thet either did not deal with science at dl or only
dedlt with it peripheraly. She did not care for science and had never progressed beyond the basic
courses recommended to al students. Jm glanced a Moiraand thought he saw contempt in her eyes.
Contempt for him? Contempt for Paul Swenson? Contempt for al the biologists who had produced Jm?

"You can did thelecturesin my room," Moirasad, "if you want."

Jmdid not want to did them at dl. Apathy settled around him, and he saw himself continue through the
courtyard, past the buildings, through the wooded areas, past the dormitories...

Moira saw the group before he did. She pulled at hisarm and gestured at agroup of five teenagers being
shown around the courtyard by atall black man. She waved at the man.

"Hey, Wdlt!" she shouted. The tall man waved back. "That's Walt Merton, he's been seeing my
roommeate |lyasah. He'sin chemistry.” The corners of her mouth turned down. "L ook at those kids, they
look so serious and awestruck.”

They began to wak toward the group. "Hi, Walt," Moirasaid asthey approached. "Thisis Jm Swenson,
| don't think you've met." She grinned at the teenagers.

"Hi, Jm," Wdt sad.

"Jm Swenson the clone?' asmal blond girl asked. Jm forced himsdf to look at her. He felt beads of
swesat forming on hisforehead and under hisbeard. "Are you the one in astrophysics? That'swhat | want
to sudy.”

A wiry dark boy hooted, "How do the profs know which one of you'staking atest?" Jm felt his body
tense. He wasimmobilized. "My grandmother says you've got menta telepathy,” the boy continued,
"because you've got one mind."



Jm stared at the boy. Dr. Vaois had refuted that story long ago, yet people still believed it. He wanted to
tell the kids they were being rude. He thought of himsaf writing abook of etiquette for social relations
with clones. "Never reved to the clone that you do not know who heis" "Tel him how unlike the other
clonesheis." "Never seat clones on the same side of the dinner table." He restrained the hysterical laugh
that amost escaped from hislips.

"l don't have telepathy," he managed to say.
"Of course he doesn't," the small blond girl said to the boy.

Jm turned from the group, aware that both Wat and Moirawere looking a him strangely. Then he
noticed a chubby man lurking around an oak tree near the center of the courtyard. Thetiny camerain the
man's hand was dmost invisible, hidden by hisfingers. im thought of newsfax pictures, he and Moirain
the courtyard, captions. "A Clonein Love," and, in smaler letters, "Can She Tdl Them Apart?’ He
stopped in front of the man, grabbed the camera from his hand and smashed it on the tree trunk.

Moirawas behind him. "Jm, what the hell are you doing?"' She grabbed hisarm. The man's brown eyes
reflected shock.

"I'll do thet,” Jm said, "every time | see one of you idiots with acamera™ Moirawastugging a him.

The man sghed. "Y oung lady, tell thisman it is not againgt the law to photograph buildings" He reached
into his pocket and handed Jm acard. "'l would appreciateit if you sent me twenty dollarsfor the
camera, and congder yoursdlf fortunate that I'm not billing you for my wasted time."

The man walked away. Jm looked at the card. Herman Steinfeld, Professor of Architecture.
"What'swrong with you?" Moira asked.

He stood there, holding the card, staring past her at the tree.

"I'll see you tomorrow, then," Moirasaid. Her image disappeared from the screen in front of Jim.

He got up and wandered into the kitchen. Kira sat at the table eating a sandwich. Theroom smelled like
adelicatessen. She looked up.

Moira had not stayed on the phone very long. He remembered the impatience in her voice.

"Want asandwich?' Kiraasked, gesturing at the plate of cold cutsin front of her. He could tell that she
wasworried and trying to hideit. Kira, when upset, would eat dmost compulsively.

"No." He sat down across the table from her.

"Wasthat Moira?I'd loveto tak with her." Kiralooked down at the table. "I wish | looked like Moira
Buono. Too bad Paul didn't have dark hair. Too bad he wasn't smaller, too, | fed like an e ephant next to
people her 5ze™

Please shut up, Kira, and let me sit here in peace. Slop pretending you're worried and trying to
cheer me up.

"Y ou should ask her over sometime,”" Kirasaid.

Jm shuddered. He thought of Moira meeting his brothers. Would she be bored by their scientific sudies?
Would she compare him to them? Perhaps they would dl fall inlove with her. It waslogicd to assume
that they might. How much red difference was there between them? "It just might be," he said, trying to



restrain hisanger, "that | want Moirato seeme asan individua, not part of anidentical herd.”

Kirachanged the subject. "1 saw Dr. Erman today," she said quickly. "He said you hadn't didled his
poetry discusson in awhile, and he wondered..."

"Can't you shut up?' Jm said. "Y ou don't have to mind my businessfor me." Hisvoice wasloud. He
looked around, hoping that the others had not heard him.

"l wasjust..." Kirastopped. She put down her sandwich. The concern he saw on her face needed no
words. She brushed some of her thick brown hair from her forehead.

Jm got up from the table suddenly and hurried out into the living room. Al was seated in one of the
booths at the other side of the room, earphones over his head, eyesfixed on the screen. Al was retregting
too, into hiswork rather than from it. Asa student of astrophysics, he wasin competition with the
memory of Paul'swork, suffering doubts about his ability to do aswell. He had applied for agrant to
work with the scientists on the moon. He did little el se but study in the meantime, forsaking even the
sports he enjoyed.

Jm turned away and began to climb the staircase to his own room. Al could not be bothered with his
worries. Hewalked to his room and paused at the door. He could hear Ed and Miketalking in Ed's
bedroom. They could not be bothered either. Mike was hoping to leave eventualy for Cdifornia, wanting
to do advanced work in plasma physics there. im aso knew that Mike wanted to get asfar from the rest
of them as he could.

Jm entered hisroom and closed the door. He flung himsdlf across his bed, trying to hide from the house
and the othersinit. Helay on the bed, arms hanging usdlessy over the sSide.

He heard the sound of Ed'sviolin. The music dipped under the door and crept around him, circling
mournfully.

Jm thought of Ed, Al, Mike, and Kira. He saw Kiradgtting in the kitchen, pretending concern. Shewas
studying biology and ethics, the only one of them actively studying the issues and circumstances that had
brought them into being. His mind recoiled at the thought. Keep at it, Kira, and maybe someday you'll
produce something even more monstrous than ourselves .

Helay there and thought of the pieces of Paul in the house, fragments of the original man, each
emphasizing adifferent facet of the origind. Are we each a whole? he wonders.If one died, would it
matter ? He rgjected the thought and tried to empty hismind.

Hewasadone.

Jm sat in Moirasroom and stared at the wall. He could not understand what Moiraand |lyasah were
saying. Their words were disconnected syllables that he heard but could not interpret.

Moira had seemed annoyed when he showed up at her room earlier that evening. llyassh Ahmd, a
student of ancient Egypt, had been sitting in her booth taking part in adiscussion. He had sat in the room
quietly while Moiraread and |lyasah spoke to the faces on the screen in front of her, her words
smothered by the clear soundproofed cube around her.

Jm had wanted to get out of his house. He had been making notesfor astory when Dr. Aschenbach
arrived. He had taken onelook at the minister's friendly face before deciding to leave quickly.

Why do you keep coming by?he had wanted to ask Jonathan Aschenbach.Do you think you can
recapture an old friendship with Paul by using us? Instead, he had mumbled something about meeting



Moiraand had l€ft, riding amlessy around the campusin the car before deciding to stop at Moiras
dormitory.

Jm fdt like an intruder. But he had nowhere e seto go. He couldn't talk to anyone he knew; others could
not really understand him. He could not say anything to his brothers and sister. They understood only too
well, and had retreated. Jim saw them as they must appear to others—identical, aclosed group,
undifferentiated, and inaccessble.We're components, interchangeable parts , he thought. Even their
different pursuits were probably accidentd.

He sat and heard the voices of 1lyasah and Moira, background noise that complemented his thoughts.
Could Moira, the gift he loved, tell them apart? She had only met Kira. He had never introduced her to
his brothers, had never dared. Thefaces of Ed, Mike, Al, and Kiramerged in his mind, becoming the
same face—that of Paul Swenson.

"...if they had cloning then," Ilyasah was saying. Jm sat up with adart.

"What?" he said, then suddenly redlized he had shouted the word. Ilyasah |ooked surprised and ran her
hand over the hair that stood out around her head like ablack cloud.

"l was only contemplating,” llyasah said. Moiraglared at Jm. "'l wasthinking about what an Egyptian
Pharaoh might have done with cloning. Instead of marrying brothersto sisters, they could have..." llyasah
stopped. Jm, almost unaware of hisactions, found himsalf standing over her, fistsat hissides.

"Itwasadumbidea," llyassh said softly. "I'm sorry, | didn't think..."

He turned quickly and left the room, unable to speak. He moved through the curved halways of the
dormitory, unaware of hissurroundings.

He suddenly found himsdlf outside next to his car. His hands shook. He looked back at the dormitory
and saw Moirastanding in the doorway. She had followed him, and was undoubtedly ready to vent her
anger.

Goodbye, Moira. He had logt her too. He was numb at the thought. It hardly seemed to matter.

The car hurtled dong the automated highway at high speed. The headlights of cars moving on other lanes
were bright blurs stresking past him.

Jm huddled in the car, his back againgt the door, arms around his knees. His safety belt and harness
weretight around his body.

He was a child again, standing with Mike at the doorway of the bright yellow school building,
watching the other children. Some older boys walked toward them. He looked around uncertainly.

"What comes in vanilla, vanilla, vanilla, and vanilla?" a large fat boy said. "lce cream clones,”
his companions shouted in unison. Jim laughed hesitantly, not quite under standing why he was
laughing, not quite sure of what the real joke was.

Clone jokes, old onesrevived temporarily by some of Jm's classmates had been popular at the school
for awnhile. At last Mike and Kirahad put astop to it by beating up a couple of the offenders on the
playground.

A buzzer sounded on the dashboard, signaling that his car was approaching the exit he had punched out
earlier. The car turned off the highway, moved around the exit bypass, and stopped asit reached a
narrow road perpendicular to the exit. It waited for im to giveit further directions.



Impulsively he took manual control of the car and turned onto the narrow road. He accelerated
recklesdy until he could hear the sound of wind rushing past him. He had pushed the vehicledmogt to its
limit when his buzzer sounded again, Sgnding danger. The car dowed automaticaly.

Ahead he now saw the small park where he had often gone when he needed solitude. He drove around
its parking lot and continued into the park along anarrow path. He kept driving, moving the car up a
steep hill, until the road became bumpy and he was forced to stop in front of aclump of trees.

He got out and walked along the path on foot. The area seemed deserted. Student ecol ogists had
recently finished the restoration of alarge wilderness section farther out. Kirahad asssted Dr. Tekamura
in creating cloned eagles for the wilderness, and had taken time off from her studiesthe year beforeto
work for the park service. m shuddered, thinking of the identical eaglesflying over reforested land. He
preferred the small park to which few people now came.

He cameto the clearing at the top of the hill. The stone wall he knew so well sat at the edge of the
clearing, overlooking the automated highway. He walked toward the wall, stood by it and looked down
at the highway one hundred feet below him.

He sat onthewall, dangling hisfeet over the sde.He was a child once more, sitting with the others
counting cars on the highway . He thought about his past. They had few friends as children and fewer
now. He thought of Moiraand felt pain. He had never grown as close to her as he had once been to the
other clones and knew he never would. She was gone now, he was sure, annoyed by his moods and
unable to understand what was torturing him.

His body was a prison, forcing him to live and struggle. He wastoo tired even to fight thefedling.l should
go to Dr. Valois and get some moods to tide me over . But he would not dance on the strings of a
chemica puppeteer, not now. He thought of the drugs he had once taken with Joey and Olive, wondering
if they had forever damaged hismind.

He saw himsdf writing areport to Dr. Takamuraand Dr. Vaois. The experiment with cloning has
failed. One of the experimental subjects can no longer live with himself; the others are only four
bitter people, denied even the small pleasure of feeling like unique individuals . He knew they had
wanted ateam, a Paul Sivenson multiplied by five, working together, synthesizing what they learned in
different fields, minds so dike they could see connection where others might not.

Jm felt far away from the house where he had grown up, the house that even now was dominated by
Paul Swenson's presence. He thought of hisfather with bitterness.I'll at least rob you of part of your
immortality, he thought, looking down at the highway beneath him. And at |ast he admitted to himsdlf
what he had dways known unconscioudy; he had been amost relieved at Paul's death, saddened but
relieved, freer to go hisown way. But he hated himsdlf for the feding.

It made no difference. He had no redl tiesto anyone. He would leave only four young peoplelost in their
own worlds, a puzzled psychiatrist and biologist who had taken part in an abortive experiment, and a
minister trying to recgpture an old friendship.

He pulled one leg up on thewall and prepared to leap.

"Jm," afamiliar voice called from behind him. He turned and saw Kirastanding near the trees, Dr.
Aschenbach at her side.

He groaned. "Kira, leave me aone, please.”

She began to walk toward him. He shifted forward on the wall, holding on with one hand. " Get back!" he



screamed. "Don't make mejump in front of you, give methat much.”
"Wait, Jm," Kirasaid. She moved forward.

"Stop!" he cried. She halted. "Why are you here? Quite a coincidence, isn't it."" Helooked from her to
Dr. Aschenbach. The stocky minister stood slently behind Kira. "And you," he said to the clergyman,
"don't you have any other soulsto save? Y ou might better spend your time with people you know have
them.”

Al and Mike appeared behind Dr. Aschenbach. They stopped suddenly. Jim watched the four shadowed
figures. Dr. Aschenbach held out his hands, pleading silently. The three clones stood inidentical positions,
hands clutched to their chedts.

Jm found himsdlf chuckling, "What isthis, ajamboree?" he shouted. "I'm surprised you didn't bring a
newsfax team, and | don't see Ed around.” Thefour figureswere quiet. "l guess he has other thingsto
do." Hisvoice was shaking. He felt tears trickling down hisface, losing themsavesin hisbeard. Hetried
toignorethem. "Wel, whereishe?' he shrieked. Why should | care? , he thought.

"Heshome," Kirasaid, "waiting, in case you went back there." Her face, in the moonlight, seemed shinier
than. usual. He could see silvery streaks under her eyes.

"For God's sake, will you go!" he cried. Kirabegan to move toward him. He held up hisfree hand. Still
clinging to thewadll, he pulled up both legs, squatted, then stood up, wobbling precarioudy. He looked
back at Kira She seemed paralyzed. He began to walk aong the wall, arms held out for balance.

"Dont do thisto yoursdlf,” the minister said.

"Save your breath." Jim balanced on oneleg. "I wonder why you cameto see me die." He stood on two
legsagain. "Maybe you're just seeing Paul die again, | don't know. Don't worry, old man, you've till got
four Paulsleft." The tears continued down hisface; he could not stop them.

He turned from the four people and looked down past hisfeet at the highway. There were fewer carson
it now. He found himsdlf wondering dmost absently whether or not he would land on acar. He decided
that his body would hit near the edge of the road.

He heard Kiras voice, dthough it sounded faint. "Jim, please come down." Mike was saying something
too, but he could not hear the words.

He poised himsdlf on thewall.Please give me some peace , hismind murmured,let me rest . He thought
of the others.Forget me, he cried to them silently.

He felt hisfeet lift off the wall. Slence thundered in his ears. He strained, trying to hear voices,
and heard only wind whistling past him. He was weightless, arched over a cushion of air, seeing
the ground turn under him...

Kirawas next to him, oneleg over thewal, hand clutching his. She straddled the wall, holding on to him.
Her face was streaked with tears, She was shouting something at him, but he could not make out the
words. He squatted, then sat onthewall. At last he heard her clearly.

"Jump, then," Kirasaid, softly thistime. "Jump, but you'll have to take me with you." She continued to
clingto hisarm. "Go on." Hetried to free himsdf but she would not let go.

Helooked down at the highway. The spring wind was growing cooler and his beard felt cold and wet.
Suddenly he found himself shaking with sobs. He clung to her. "I'velost Moira," he managed to say. "'l



know it. We shouldn't fal in love. How could anyone love us?' He stopped for breath, "And you, you're
al grangers”

"No, Jm," shereplied. Sherdeased hisarm and held his hand gently. "Moiracdled tonight. She was
worried and she said you were depressed. Why do you think we came here? | knew you'd be here, we
always did come when we had to, and poor Ed, he would have come too, except he thought you might
come home and need him." She grasped his hand moretightly. " Can't you see? We need you, Jm, come
back with us"

Mike and Al had come over to the wall and were leaning againgt it, watching him. Dr. Aschenbach stood
behind them.

"And why are you here?' he asked them. "I know what it'slike, | look at you every day and seedl my
gestures, adl my features, sometimes even the same thoughts going through our minds. Don't you think |
know you fed the same? We're dl trying to pretend the othersdon't exig.”

"Maybe we've been wrong too," Mike said. "1 know, it sounds funny coming from me. | haven't made a
secret of how | fed.” He paused. "Maybe | shouldn't try so hard. Weare different. I'm doing physics. |
suppose | have someimagination, but | can't look at atheory and expressit in a poem the way you can,
or even explainit to people. You can." Mike looked over at Al. "And Al thinks he's competing with Paul,
but heisn't redly. Paul did hiswork, now Al will do his."

"He'sright," Al said. "After we study what we have to, there's no reason why we can't work together the
way Paul wanted.”

"Certainly," Jm said bitterly. "People expect that of clones. They think we have one mind asit is."

"Oh, Jm," Kirasaid, "don't you see? People have to work together. If you're gpart from them, with no
ties, you work only for yourself. People can't live like that. Are any of us so unusua? Don't people al
have the same roots anyway? No one's an isolated self, were dl different redly, but that doesn't mean
we haveto isolate oursaves.”

He shivered. The night air had grown very cool. Kirawas still watching him. She swung her legs over the
wall and stood up. "I'm getting cold," she said dmost gpologeticdly. "I guess you have to make your own
decision. Y ou know how we fed, but we can't force you." She turned, then looked back. ""Please come
home. Give us a chance, give Moiraa chance.”

She began to walk toward the trees. Al and Mike looked at him uncertainly, then followed her.
Dr. Aschenbach remained. Jm glared at him. "'l suppose Paul sat here once and thought of jumping.”

The minister shook hishead. "No," he said. "I won't say he never got morose, but there were people
around who loved him and he cared about them too. He didn't want to hurt them.”

"Didn't he hurt you when he decided to have us cloned?"

"I disagreed with him, but I never doubted that he only wanted to do what wasright. He felt he was
under an obligation to use histaents for humanity's benefit. And when he was offered achanceto
perpetuate those talents, he took it."

Jm turned from the minister. Dr. Aschenbach had not lightened his burden, only increased it. He had
reminded Jim of obligations he would abandon if he jumped. He turned back to the clergyman, but he
had |eft, disappearing among the trees.



There was no oneto prevent him from leaping off the wall now, nothing to stop his escape from the
chains Dr. Aschenbach had tried to place on him. It would be quick, afew seconds of soaring over the
earth, then oblivion, no chance for thinking or regret. They had left him alone after al. He stood up on the
wall and looked down.

No, not alone. They have left me free. Or maybe they had known that he could not jump now and felt
safeinleaving him there. He Sghed.

The scent of pine reached him, wafted to him on the night air. He jumped off thewall and hurried toward
thetrees. "Kiral" hecried. "Al, Mike! He shouted their names at the trees which stood silently, holding
their leafy limbstoward him. He heard the rustle of underbrush, of running fet.

Thefour appeared. Kirawasthefirst to reach him, then Al, then Mike and Dr. Aschenbach.
He stumbled toward them.

After they madelove, Jm leaned back on his elbows and looked at Moira, gazing at her olive skin and
large black eyes. Her nose was a bit too large for her delicate face. Asshelay a hisside, her small
breasts seemed flattened amost to nonexistence. Her abdomen was a concavity between two sharp
hipbones. Her legs contrasted with the denderness of her torso; they were short, utilitarian, well-muscled
appendages that carried her around efficiently and without much strain. She was beautiful.

She watched him with dark eyes. Her black hair lay caredessy around her head in the green grass and her
face bore acalm and peaceful smile. She reached out for hishand and drew it to her bdly. Inthe
distance, he could hear llyasah Ahma's high-pitched laugh and the deeper rumblings of Walt Merton. He
traced the outline of shadows on Mairas body, shadows created by the summer sun'srays and the leafy
branches of the trees overhead. A breeze stirred the branches; the shadows drifted and changed shape
on Moiras body.

Jm took hishand away from her and got up. His penisfdt cold and sticky. He pulled on his shortsand
began to walk toward the clearing ahead. He knew Moirawas watching him, probably puzzled, perhaps
alittle angry. He came to the clearing and wal ked toward the stone wall. The grass brushed againgt his
feet, tickling his soles. Two grackels perched on thewall, cawing loudly at sparrows darting overhead.
As he gpproached, the two black birdslifted, cawed at him from above, and were gone.

Jm leaned againgt the wall and looked down at the automated highway. The carsfled dong theroad in
orderly rows. He watched them and thought of Moira. She had retreated from him again, hiding even at
the moment he had entered her body. She had been an observer, looking on as he held her, swesating and
moving to alondly, sharp spurt of pleasure. She was an onlooker, smiling at him from adistance as he
withdrew, her black eyes ashield between their minds.

They stood in a gray formlessness. "Moira," he said, and she looked at him, seeming to be
perplexed, seeming to be impatient. She withdrew and clouds of grayness began to cover her,
hiding her legs, then her face and shoulders.

Hisview of the highway was suddenly obstructed. "Are you trying to ruin today, too?' Moirasvoice
said. He pulled at the shirt she had draped over his head and put it on.

She sat onthewall to hisright. Her skin looked sallow next to her yellow shorts and shirt. She stared
past him at the trees.

"I'msorry,” hesaid, "it'sjust amood." He wanted to take her hand or touch her hair. Instead, he went
back to leaning against the wall. He looked up at her face. Her eyeswere pieces of onyx, sharp and



cold. Her skin was drawn tightly across her cheekbones.

"I'm sorry, it'sjust amood,” she said. "How many moods do you have? Must be haf amillion by now.
And they're dways ones you have to apologize for?

Jm turned and saw Ilyasah coming toward them. He forced himsdlf to smile.

"Y ou wereright about thisplace” Ilyasah said. "Nice and quiet. Ever Sncethey reclaimed that areaup
north, you can't go there without falling over bodies, | heard they might limit the number that go up there
a onetime. Something wrong, Moira?'

"No," Moiramuttered.
"Give us haf an hour," llyasash went on, "then well get thefood out.”

Jm took the hint. "Sure," he said. Ilyasah left and disappeared among the trees. Moira s roommate had
gtill not shaken off the remnants of her rigid Mudim upbringing and wanted to be certain no one observed
her with Wadlt. Moirahad returned to her dormitory room with Jm one evening alittle too soon. They
had camly excused themselves and gone to one of the loungesinstead, but Ilyasah had been
embarrassed for days afterward. "l guesswe'd better watch the path,” he said to Moira. "1 wouldn't want
anyone else to embarrass your roommate.” Moira shrugged and continued to Sit on thewall.

Hetried to fight the tightnessin his ssomach, the fedling of isolation that was once again wrapping itsalf
around him.Talk to me, Moira , he thought,don’t make me stand here guessing and worrying .

The dark eyeslooked at him. "I'm leaving next week," she said quickly. "I'll probably come back in
August, but my mother's fixing up her new studio and she needs some help." Her eyes chalenged him to

respond.
"Why?" hecried. "Why didn't you tell methisbefore" he said more quietly.
"| didn't know before."

"Oh, you knew it before, she's been after you for amonth about it and you said she had enough help.
Now dl of asudden you haveto go home."

Moira hopped off thewall and paced in front of him. "l suppose,” she said, "I haveto go through awhole
explandtion.”

"No," he said.Of course you do.
"All right," shewent on, "l decided to go home awhile ago, | would have told you before, but..."
"Why not? Why didn't you tell me before?"

Moirasmiled suddenly. "Y ou redly don't understand, do you?If | had told you before, you would have
gotten upset and tried to talk me out of it, or acted as though | was planning something terribly wrong. So
| tell you now, so you won't havetimeto talk me out of it. | thought you were feding better about things
lately, | thought you were over your depression. But of course you're going to act the same way

anyway."

"I want to be with you. Isthat so wrong?' Jm swallowed, worried that he had whined thewords. "I don't
like to be separated from you, that'sall," he said in alower tone.

"No, youd rather be underfoot dl thetime. | can't read in the library without you, | can't visit any of my



friendsaone. | can't even meet your brothers. Every timel mention that | might like to talk with them,
you evade the whole thing. Why?"

Hewas slent. He could fed sweat forming on hisface and under hisbeard.
"l guess," shesad, "you'rejedous of your own family too."

He shrugged and tried to smile. "I guessit isn't so bad,” he said. "Y ou'll be back in August, and we

"No." She stopped pacing and stood in front of him, arms folded across her chest. "No, Jm. | don't
know yet, | want to think about things. | don't want to make any promises now, I'll just haveto see.
Maybe that's hard on you, but..."

She sighed, then walked over to the trees. She stood there, leaning againgt atrunk, her back to him.
"Moira"
No answer.

"Moira" Shewas gone again, having said what she had to say. He could stride over to her, grab her by
the shoulders, shake the dender body while shouting at her, and she would only look at him with empty

eyes.

Do I love you, Moira? Do | even know you?He stared at the girl's back, tiff and unyielding under the
soft yellow shirt. Was he too possessive, too demanding? Did he fear rejection so much that he required
atotal and unconditional committment? Or was she smply telling him in her own way that she couldn't
love him, that it might be as easy for her to love one of hisbrothersif she knew them?

Moira, look at me, try to understand, he wanted to shout. He walked over to her, afraid to touch her,
afraid to reach out and hold her. Shewaslost in her own world and seemed unaware of his presence.

It was over thistime. He was sure of that, in spite of Moiras comments about waiting until August.

She turned around and looked at him, black eyes expressionless. "The fact is," she said, "that
you're trying to use me to prove something to yourself, to show everyone that you are an
individual, that I only love you, that I'm completely yours. Well, I've got better thingsto do than
build up your ego."

She still refused to speak. You could at least say what you mean, Jim thought as he looked at her back.

"Hey!" Heturned and saw Walt Merton on the path leading into the woods. "Come on,” Wat said,
"were getting the food out.”

"Yeah," Jmreplied. "WEell bedonginaminute.”

Walt looked from Jim to Moira. "Sure," he said. His dender moustached face showed concern. He
looked doubtfully at Jm, then turned and went back down the path.

"Let'sgo," Moirasaid suddenly. "I'm starving." She smiled and took him by the hand. Shewas hiding
behind cheerfulness now, nothing's wrong, Jim, everything's settled .

"Damnit,” hesaid harshly, "can't we at least talk it over?”

Sheignored hisquestion. "Let'sgo," she said, il smiling, dill holding his hand.



Therain had started as a summer shower but was now coming down steedily, forming puddles on the
lawn. Jm sat on hisfront porch. The evening air was cooler and fresher than it had been for several days.

Farther down the narrow road before him, in front of a Spanish-style stucco house, a group of naked
children danced in the rain. On the lawn, his brothers Al and Mike were throwing afootball. Mike had
dragged Al outside amost as soon astherain began to fal.

Al'sthick brown hair was plastered againgt the back of his neck and shoulders and Mike's moustache
drooped on both sides of hismouth. "Whup," Mike yelled as he drew his arm back and made aforward
pass. Asthe bal left hisarm, he dipped on the grass and landed on his buttocks, bare muddy feet poking
highinto theair. Al hooted and caught the ball. He began to run with it, laughing as Mike got up, with
mud and wet grass on his shorts.

Jmwatched his brothers. They had not inssted that he join them, understanding dmost ingtinctively that
he needed some solitude. He had gone to the university early that morning to ride with Moirato thetrain
that would take her home.

The night before, he had tried once again to talk her out of leaving. "I can't believe your mother needs
your help with al those others around,” he had said. Mairas mother lived with five other women. Moira
hersalf had been raised communally by the group with three other children. She saw her father rarely. He
had retreated to Nepa years before, emerging only occasiondly to face aworld that frightened him.

Moira shrugged. " She can gill use some extrahelp.”
"Comeon,” he shouted. " Stop being so evasive. At least be honest about why you're redlly going.”

Shewas slent as she continued to pack her things. He had finally left her dormitory room, angrily telling
her she could rent acar or take the shuttle from the university to the train station.

He had relented, of course, punching out his destination, riding onto the automated highway, |eaning back
in his seat asthe highway took control. Then he had reached for Moira. She had watched him, her black
eyesseemingly velled.

She unfastened her blue sari and draped it over the back of the seat. Then she unzipped his shorts and
crawled onto him, holding his penisfirmly with one hand. He was suddenly inside her, clutching her,
gazing up at her face. Her eyeswere closed. The car buzzed softly, protesting Moiras abandonment of
her safety harness.

"Moira," he whispered to her. "Moira" He came quickly. She withdrew from him and moved back to her
Sde of the seat.

He shivered in the air-conditioned car. As he zipped up his shorts he looked over at the dark-haired girl.
Shewasfastening her sari while staring out the window at the blurred scenery.What wasiit, Moira, a
formality because you're leaving? A way of saying you still care? A way of saying goodbye, Jim,
it'sthe last time? She gave him no answer, not even a clue. Once again she had remained unrespongive,
giving him no sign that she had taken pleasureinthe act.

He grabbed her, pulling her sari from her, and pushed her against the seat. Her face was hidden
from him. Her buttocks pointed up at his face. He crawled on top of her, pushing inside roughly.
He pounded against her, waiting to hear her moans, waiting to see her abandon herself to him at
last.

He continued to St behind the whed, till watching her. She had finished fastening her sari. She turned



toward him, atentative smile on her face,I've never reached you, Moira . At last he pulled her to him.
She sat there, head on his shoulder, her body giff, her musclestight. He was a one once again.

Al ssumbled onto the porch, picked up histowel from the chair next to Jim, and massaged his head and
shouldersvigoroudy. "Am | out of shape," Al said. "I'm going over to the gym tomorrow, | haveto do
some lab work anyway, so | might aswell work out.”

"Yeeh," Imsad.
"Want to come along, we can play some handball.”

"No." Jm looked up at hisbrother. "1 don't think so." Helooked away. Al was probably thinking:isit
that girl, Jim? You're been sitting around for months, no interest in much else, you haven't even
written for awhile.

"Widll, if you change your mind," Al said. He turned and went insde the house, towd draped over his
shoulders.

"Catch," Mike shouted. He threw the footbal to Jm as he followed Al through the front door.

Jm tucked the football under his chair and continued to watch the rain. The thought of Moira suddenly
saddened him dl over again. He had been numb for most of the day.| would have been with her now,
we would have been running through the rain together . Hefdlt purposdess, empty, and done.

A car was gpproaching aong theroad, asmall green Lear modd . It stopped in front of the house and he
saw his sister and the short stocky figure of Hidehiko Takamuraget out. The two raced through the
downpour to the porch. Kirawas laughing as she shook the water from her hair.

Jm wanted to disappear, but he sat there and nodded to Dr. Takamura.

"What adownpour!" Kirasaid. "Can | get you something, a beer maybe?'

"'Better makeit tea," Dr. Takamurareplied. "And | think I'll it out here, I've beeninside al day.”
Kiralooked a Jm. "I'll have sometoo," he said. She hurried into the house.

Jm looked over & Dr. Takamuraasthe older man seated himsdlf. The man was il here at the
university, still working at the same research center that had produced them. Jm shuddered. Of course
the man did not have the authority he had once held; it was awonder that the university had taken him
back at al. Takamura had won the fame he probably thought his project would bring to him, but it was a
fame of notoriety. Some thought he had made a serious error in judgment; others thought hewas a
crimind. The old man's problems, however, had not diminished hisair of decisveness. Jm often felt
intimidated by him.

"How's everything, Im?' The man gtill retained ayouthful gppearance and was active, in spite of hisbeing
amog seventy yearsold. His straight, collar-length black hair was only lightly sprinkled with gray. "l
haven't seen you for awhile"

"l haven't been around the house much.”
"Ihave seen you from a distance, wandering around the campus with avery attractive young woman."

"Oh, Moaira" Jm hestated, thinking he should say more. "Moira Buono. | met her last winter. | was at
home here, tuned in to alit discussion, and we got into a debate. Then after the discussion was over we



stayed on, just talking, so finally | asked her where she lived and went over to her dormitory. She'sgone
home until August,” hefinished lamely.

Kirareturned and sat down next to Dr. Takamura. "Ed'l bring the teaout." Shelooked over at Jm, eyes
inquigtive everything all right? He tried to smile back at her.

"We were just discussing the young woman I've seen Im with." Kira appeared sartled. She brushed
some of the hair off her face and leaned forward. "Y ou know," Dr. Takamurawent on, "she resemblesa
girl Paul was seeing when he was about your age when we were both at Chicago, Juliasomething, her
namewas, she left for Isragl acouple of yearslater. He was very serious about her for awhile.”

Jm began to fed uneasy. Kirasensed hismood. "It sureisraining," she said. "Must be about two inches
by now."

Jm leaned toward Dr. Takamura. "What was she like?' he asked. His handsfelt sweaty. Kirawas till
watching him.

"I didn't redly know her that well," the older man replied. " She seemed, well, distant somehow. She was
awaysfriendly, sometimes very talkative, but she always seemed to be holding something back
somehow, never redly telling you anything about hersdlf. Paul was awayswith her. He practicaly lived at
her apartment and they were thinking of getting one of their own."

The weather seemed to be colder. Kiracoughed softly. "Certainly took me back," Takamurasad. "l
haven't thought about that whole businessin years.”

"What happened,” Jm mumbled. "What happened,” he said more clearly.

Dr. Takamurawas gazing out &t the lawn. "She brokeit off, | don't think she ever told him why. Paul was
pretty damned depressed for awhile, apathetic about everything, but he pulled together. Jon Aschenbach
and | managed to get him through hisfinas"

Jm shivered. "That wasalong time ago,” Dr. Takamurasaid.

Ed came out on the porch, carrying atray with three mugs of tea. Jm took one of the mugs as his brother
exchanged greetings with the biologist. Ed looked austere with his clean-shaven face and short hair, a
monk who loved mathemeatics and music more than people.

Jm heard their voices but not their words. He saw Paul and Julia on the Chicago streets, Paul and
Moira...he had thought Moiracould not bring herself to accept him because he was a clone. Perhapsiit
was not that at dl, but something else. That would change the way | feel , he thought.

No.
Thiswasworse.

I'mliving Paul's life. Hefelt paralyzed. He saw himsdf as a puppet, walking through an ever-repesting
cyclel'll go through it again , hismind murmured,!'ll go on feeling the way | do, acting the way | do,
and | won't have any choice. It's all happened before and | have no way of changing it .

Moirawas gone. He knew it. Moirawas gone forever. Julia had not come back to Paul. Paul had
eventually forgotten Juliaand Jm supposed he would forget Moiratoo. The thought, instead of cheering
him, smply sat therein hismind, cold and damp, with no power to movehimat all.

The early July weather was hot. The grass was beginning to look scorched; the flowerswere wilting. The



sun glared down at the earth, only occasiondly disappearing behind a cloud and then emerging once
again to mock the stifled world below.

Jm sat on his hedls, removing weeds that threatened the bushes alongside the house. His hair wastied
back on his head. He had debated with himsalf about shaving his beard and decided againgt it, knowing
he would regret it when winter returned. There was another reason for not shaving it, he knew. It was his
way of differentiating himself from hisbrothers.

He put down histrowel, sat back and looked over at Kira. She was seated under one of the trees,
reading abook. She held the small flat microfiche projector in her 1ap with one hand, turned asmall knob
on the projector with the other. Jm gtill preferred the fed of abook in his hands. He enjoyed turning the
pages and liked the smdll of print and old paper. He had inssted on keeping the books in Paul's library,
even though they took up more space than the tiny bits of tape he could have purchased to replace them.

Hewaslike Paul in his attachment to old things. Paul had remained in this dightly run-down house. He
had raised them in the peaceful, dmost timeless atmosphere of the university, feding that thiswould be
best for them. He had wanted them to have a quiet place where they could discover themselvesand gain
intellectud tools. The university had been, in asense, aretreat for them. Now Jm wondered if they might
have become too easlly adjusted to it and afraid to look beyond.

"Why don't you go indde?' he asked Kira. "It'salot cooler there.”

"It'stoo cool," shereplied. "I don't think the regulator'sworking, | shiver dl thetimeand | had to put
blankets on my bed last night. Mike said he'd check it later.”

Jm wiped swest off hisforehead with the back of hisarm. He continued to watch Kira as she resumed
reading. Shewas|etting her hair grow longer and had pinned it up. She wore a deeveless blue-green
tunic that barely covered the tops of her thighs. She suggested awoodland sprite who at any moment
might disappear anong the trees.

In spite of the heat and some painful blisters on his hands, he felt content, more at peace than he had
been for along time. He and Kira had been busy since the day Moira had gone home, making repairs on
the house, painting the kitchen, putting some new shingles on the roof. They had done most of the work
themsalves. Al wasworking at the university's child care center, Ed. had voluntarily taken over daily
chores such as cooking and cleaning, and Mike was busy with his studies, trying to get his degree as
quickly as possible. Jm had buried himsdf in physica work, tiring himsdlf so he could deep soundly,
hoping to keep the thought of Moira at adistance. Kiratoo had time on her hands. Takamurahad gone
to Kenyato adviseits scientists, who wished to clone needed animalsfor wildlife preserves.

He and Kira had worked together, laughing and joking most of the time, exhausting themsalves. One day
Jm had redlized that his sorrow had receded alittle, returning in force only during the night, just’ before
his fatigue pushed him into degp deep.

Y esterday had been different. They had been sitting with Ed on the front porch, talking about one of Jm's
poems, listening to Ed play the violin, discussing some of the work Kirahad done with Dr. Takamura
They talked for along time, their minds drawing together, communicating ideas, disagreements, and
fedings with perfect understanding. Then Al and Mike had joined them. They sat there until very late,
drinking beer, finaly giving in reluctantly to deegpiness; and Jm redlized, ashelay in bed, that he had not
thought of Moiraadl day.

"Hey," hesaid to Kira, "how about going up to the take for aswim? It'stoo hot to do anything else.”

Shelooked up from her projector. "I'd love to, but you know ther€lll be amob there." She put the



projector down at her side. "1 went up with Jonis Ettinger last month, you could hardly find a place to put
atowel down. So we went over to the nude beach and it was worse there. And there were picnickers dl
over the woods, and empty containersjust thrown al around.” Kirasighed and pulled up her legs,
wrapping her arms around them. "They think the containersl| just disappear, they don't stop to think it
takes whole months for them to dissolve completely, and they forget to put their glass bottlesin the bins.
Jonis said she heard that guys go up and take pot shots at the eagles and the other birds. They don't care,
After dl, we can dways clone more. It makes me so damned mad | sometimes wish they'd kept it closed
after reclamation.”

We can always clone more. He suddenly felt sorry for the cloned birds. "We could drive to the park; it's
aways pretty empty,” he said. "1t'll be cooler there than here, and we could take some supper aong for
later.”

"Gregt," shesaid. "At least welll get away from the house for awhile." She stood up, brushed some grass
from her tunic, picked up her projector and walked toward the house, tanned arms swinging loosely at
her sides.

Jm watched her until she disappeared around the corner of the house.
Then he picked up histrowel and followed her insde.

The night air was still warm, but pleasantly so. Jm and Kirahad jogged around the perimeter of the park
until the heat had subdued them. Then they had climbed the hill to the sone wall where they sat with legs
dangling over the Sde asthey drank beer and finished the remnants of supper.

It had been apleasant afternoon, He was Sllent asthe sun s&t, Stting quietly, ignoring the highway below
and watching the moon rise, remembering Paul. He tried to ignore the tendrils of thought brushing at the
edges of his consciousness. A warm breeze gtirred the trees behind him.

He sat with Moira on the wall, holding her hand lightly. He gestured toward the moon as he told
her of his father's hopes, trying to communicate the reasons behind Paul's dreams. He looked at
Moira as she sat listening quietly, seemingly interested, then heard her soft sigh of impatience.

Helooked at Kira. She too was watching the moon. He wondered what Moira was doing now. He had
managed to keep from calling her snce she had |eft, afraid that she would misinterpret his motives. He
should not have come to the park. It had only deepened his pain, bringing it to the surface once again.
Kiraturned dightly and her eyesmet his.

"I never," hesad, "redly told you much about Moira, did I, not even that time..." Helooked away in
embarrassment. He saw himsalf standing on the sonewal again, ready to leap to the highway. "Very
melodramatic performance,” he mumbled, and felt her hand on hisarm.

"Don't degrade your pain,” she said softly.
"Shedidn't just go home for the summer, you know. | don't think she wantsto see me when shereturns.”
"I know, | could tell. Y ou don't have to talk about it."

"I don't know what'swrong with me," he went on. "It'sfunny | should care so much about Moirawhen, if
| were honest about it, I'd have to admit | never redly knew her. | know she didn't understand me. She
just withdrew if it was too much for her." He looked at Kira. "That sounds so cold. Thewholething, it's
like afever or adrug maybe. Y ou keep doing things that make it worse, destructive things, you don't
care about anything else. And you don't redlly want to shake it off either, even when it hurtsthe mogt, you



know you're dive, that you can fedl, and occasiondly something happens that makes you so happy it's
worth al the grief. It'sasif you're the only two peoplein theworld.”

"Don't dwell onit, Jm. You can't andyze athing like that, and you'l just fed worseif you try." She swung
her legs over thewall and stood up. "Warnt to teke awalk? My legsfed alittle stiff."

"Sure." He picked up the small picnic basket and followed her.

They walked along the narrow path that wound through the woods. The path was lighted by the moon.
Thetrees on either sde of them were adark and impenetrable forest. Therewasasmell of pineand
wildflowers. Above him, Jm could hear the movement of asmall creature along the limbs of atree. An
owl hooted and was answered by crickets.

Moira stopped, leaned against one of the trees, and smiled at him. He moved to her side, put his
arms around her slender waist, and she rested her head contentedly on his shoulder .

Jm halted to rest againgt atree. His scomach was a closed fist; hisface was hot, his mouth dry. He
struggled to restrain amoan. The picnic basket dipped from hisfingers and hit the ground with adull
thud. The handles clattered loudly against the Sides of the basket.

"Jm." Kirastood in front of him, clutching his shoulders. "Jm." She released his shoulders and embraced
him, cradling his head with one hand. "I know," she said softly.

He was a child again, curled on Paul'slap. "I know," Paul whispered, stroking his hair. "Let it
out, Jim, don't ever be ashamed to cry." He squeezed his eyelids together, but the tears would not
come. She brushed his hair from his forehead.

She seemed to understand his pain. He rested againgt her and felt some of the loneliness subside. "'
guess" hesad findly, "this place must have brought it dl back." Thetightnessin his somach began to
ease.

He stood up straight, arms il around her, and looked into her green eyeslevel with hisown. Shewasa
dryad, apart of theforest in her tunic and sandaled feet; and it seemed that she might suddenly release
him and vanish. He held her moretightly.

Hefdt hispenis stiffen. Helet go of Kiraand stood awvkwardly in front of her, amsdangling at hissides.
She did not move away but continued to stand with her arms around his shoulders. Her face was paein
the moonlight. Shetilted her head to one side.Don't move away , her eyes seemed to say,don't retreat .
Shemoved closer to him and kissed hislips gently.

The park had grown silent. He was paralyzed, rooted to the ground as surely as the tree againgt his back.
He dtrained to hear the sounds of the forest, but there was only athundering in hisears.

She released him and they faced each other, slent and still. Hetried to raise hisarms. They trembled
dightly as he reached out to her.

She unfastened the sash around her waist and let it flutter to the ground. She grasped her tunic with both
hands and pulled it over her head. Then she dipped off her pants, balancing first on one leg, then the
other. She moved dowly and as precisely as adancer. She stood naked in front of him at last, and met
hiseyesagain.

He saw apprehension and fear on her face aswell aslove and concern. He moved toward her, taking
one step, then a second—and he was in her arms, holding her tightly, afraid to spesk. Kirawas
trembling. He stroked her hair.



He loosened his shorts with one hand and dropped then on top of Kiras rumpled tunic. He ran his hands
aong her smooth back to her buttocks, only dightly wider and rounder than his own. She was no longer
trembling.

They knelt, then lay on the ground together. He reached out and held her breasts gently as she watched
him. Her face resembled Ed's in the moonlight, ascetic and austere. Then suddenly she smiled, reminding
him of Al inoneof hisplayful moods. She touched his penis, running her thumb lightly over itstip, then

gragping it firmly.

Hisfear faded. Shethrust her hips up and pulled him to her. He thought of the uncertainty he had always
felt with Maira, thelonely climaxes. There was no uncertainty with Kira. She was hisfemde sdf, reaching
for him now with the same urgency and impeatience. Her hand held him and guided him inside her.

Shedrew up her knees and they lay on their Sdes, facing each other. Still gazing into the green eyes, he
thrust with hiships, ran his hand along her thigh. Her lips parted and he heard a soft sigh. He continued to
move and was conscious of her response; she was moaning now, clutching his shoulderstightly. He saw
himsdlf as awoman, recelving aman, opening to the hardness that plunged inside her, and knew that she
was seaing hersdlf as aman. They moved together, grinding their hipsin perfect rhythm, and he felt the
core of hisexcitement increasing, threatening a any moment to hurl him outsde himsdlf for afew timeless
seconds.

This has never happened before. He suddenly realized that as he moved insde her, sighing his
responses to her moans.Never before. He saw generation after generation evolve, becoming more
differentiated, genetic structures changing and mutating. He saw millions of men and women
seeking mates, trying to find those who would compl ete them, make them whole again, yet always
separated from them by the differences passed on to them by eons of change. He saw Kira and
himself, reflections of each other, able to move along their individual paths and yet meet in
perfect communication. She was no longer his sister, but his other self, closer to himthan a sister
could have been, merging with him so completely and perfectly that they were one being .

He moved with her, breathed with her, sensitive to every movement of her hands on hisbody. Then he
stopped, held his body absolutely ill, prepared himsdlf for the fina thrust. She was il dso, waiting,
watching him with wide eyes. Her lips were parted and swollen. The warmth inside her body had grown
even moreintense.

At last, unableto bear it any longer, he thrust again and she moved to meet him, gasping quietly at first,
then crying out, shattering the night sllence. He spurted inside her. He trembled, moving with her,
suspended in apocket of timelessness. He was adrift with her in auniverse contained by the skin of their
bodies, and he called out as his pleasure compressed itsdlf in his groin, then erupted throughout his body.
He cried out again, no longer caring which cries were his and which wereKiras.

Then it was over and he realized with atinge of sadness how short atimeit had actualy been. He
withdrew from her dowly but remained beside her, resting his head in her arms. He became aware of the
sweat which covered their bodies. Now he kept his eyes from meeting hers,

Kiraheld him more closdly. "Don't, Im," shewhispered. "Don't fed ashamed. | loveyou, I've known it
for awhile. How could | helpit?* Shewasright, of course; the old codes and ancient prohibitions could
not apply to them, had not even dlowed for their existence.

Helooked at her face. Shelay a hisside, stroking hishair. It was Paul's face that watched him, smiling,
gently reassuring him, protecting him with love. He curled up next to her.

The thunderstorm had passed by morning, leaving behind it cool air and large fluffy clouds. The sun,



previoudy amalevolent eye peering baefully at the earth, was now afriendly presence, occasionally
hiding behind one of the white clouds asif ashamed of itsformer fit of temper. Jm had carried thelight
plastic chairs off the porch and placed them on top of old newsfax sheets and computer print-outsin the
front yard. Aiming his spray can at one, he began to cover it with asurface of gray paint.

He glanced at Ed and Kira. They had moved the old beige car out into the road and were washing it
down with the hose. Their shorts and shirts were plastered against their bodies. Kira hooted as she aimed
the hose at Ed, drenching him completely. He grabbed the hose from her and began to spray her with
water. Kiradanced on her toes, laughing loudly.

Jm moved to spray the next chair. He had been trying to accept and understand his new link with Kira.
Heturned it over in hismind, trying to view it objectively: it wasn't harming them, it affected no one dse,
it gave them pleasure. Y et it seemed cold and somehow negative to think of it that way.

"Isit so strange, Jm?" Kirahad asked. They had been sitting on her bed, legs folded in front of them,
elbows on knees, headsin hands, perfectly matched. "Wouldn't it be stranger if we didn't fed thisway,
weren't drawn to each other?”

He continued to spray the chairs.How do | feel about it? he asked himself.I'm able to reach someone
else, able to love and communicate without rejection . He thought of Moira. Hislove for her had
been nervous and feverish, an uneasiness that was dwayswith him, occupying his entire mind, refusing to
let go. With Kirahewas at peace, except for the occasiona guilty doubts that nudged him from timeto
time, then retrested under the ondaught of hisrationdizations. With Kira, he could work at hiswriting or
talk, easly sharing histhoughts and fedings and understanding hers aswell. Then he wondered if he were
amply using Kirato mend hiswounds, and refusing to admit it conscioudy.

Kiraand Ed were waking toward the house, leaving the hose on the lawn. They seemed to be discussing
something. Ed gestured with hisright arm asthey climbed the steps to the front porch and disappeared
into the house. Jm finished spraying the last chair and glared at the hose. He was annoyed that Ed and
Kirahad not rewound it and put it away; it was not like them.

The chairswould have to dry before he moved them back to the porch. He ambled to the front door,
depositing the can on the porch, and went inside.

The house was silent. Al was on the day shift at the university child care center and Mike had goneto do
some |lab work. Jm wandered through the living room and into the kitchen.

Thekitchen was empty. Jm was surprised, having assumed Kiraand Ed had comein for asandwich. He
|eft the kitchen, went back through the living room and up the sairs, deciding he would ask them if they
wanted help with the hose, or if they wanted to have some lunch with him. The door to Ed's room was
open and there was no one insde. He went past Mike's room, then his own, and stopped at Kira's door.

It was closed. He knocked, heard the sound of someone moving intheroom. "Kira?' he said. He
knocked again, then opened the door.

Kiraand Ed were sprawled on the bed. Both were naked. Ed turned and looked at Jim. Kira seemed
cam. "Oh, no," Jm said. He clenched his handsinto fists. Hefdt himsdf shaking. Thetwin facesonthe
bed were watching him.

He wanted to pound hisfist into the wall. He wanted to hurl one of his sister's potted plants through her
window. He turned and fled down the hall to his own room. He stood there trying to sort out the thoughts
that tumbled through hismind.



He heard soft footsteps coming down the hal. They stopped at hisdoor. "Jm." He did not move. "Jm."
Heturned and saw Kirastanding in the door, along red robe draped over her shoulders.

He gestured at the robe. "Y our one concession to modesty,” he said bitterly. She came into the room and
closed the door.

"Why areyou so angry, Jm?"'

He turned from her and sat on the chair a his desk. "There's no reason to be angry,” he muttered. "I
found out that were interchangeable to you too, that's dl."

"No, Jm," she said softly, leaning against the door. " That's not what you found out. Do you think for one
moment | confuse Ed with you? Forget about yoursdlf for one minute and think about him. He'sjust
about given up trying to reach out to anyone, including us. He's so quiet about his problems, it's easy to
pretend he'sjust shy or not that interested in people. Y ou know how you felt, how lonely you were, but
at least you kept trying with Moira, and you could reach me. Ed gave up trying, and about al you've
accomplished today isto reinforce theway hefeds. Now he's ditting in my room feding guilty and

Jm looked over at Kira. She waslooking at the floor, folding her arms across her chest. "Oh, | don't
know, maybe | have my own problemstoo. Don't | have aright to solvethem, or at least try? Am |
supposed to limit mysdlf to you, and ignore Ed? Hasthis businessredlly changed anything you might have
found out through me?' She sighed. "Maybeit'll be harder for us, Jm. We have to find our own answers
in our own way, and we don't even have the rough guidelines everybody €l se has. Some people would
look at us and talk about incest taboos, and others would probably find it strange if we loved anyone else
but the other clones. The point is, we haveto try, and maybe well make mistakes, but..."

She turned and opened the door. "I till love you, Jm, just asmuch as| did before. Maybe none of us
will ever fed the same way about anyone else, maybe weredly can't. Ed needs metoo."

Sheleft hisroom, but did not close the door. He sat at the desk, trying to sort out his thoughts. He
consdered himself and the others, turning over their problems and relationshipsin his mind, wondering
what he should do now.

Jm lifted the suitcase and put it in the back seat of the rented car. Al wasleaning against the open car
door. "WEell missyou,” hesad.

"I won't be gonelong,” hereplied. He turned to Kira. Her forehead was wrinkled with worry. He
reached over to her and grasped her shoulders. "Come on, cheer up,”" he said. "I'll be back in a month or
0, I'm not running away. | know what I'm doing, and | know why." He wondered if the others sensed
hisuncertainty.

"I think you'll be gone longer thanthat,” Kirasaid. "'l haveafeding..." Shesmiled at him tentatively and
he kissed her lightly on the forehead. Then he climbed into the car, waving hisarm at the porch where Ed
and Mike sat.

He had explained himsdlf to them as best he could and was satisfied thet they understood him aswell as
could be expected. He would drive up to Moiras home first. He would not make demands of her, would
not force himsalf on her. He would not give up if she drew away from him. Hewould leave and goto a
poetry workshop in Minnesota he had heard about, meet people there, work, be like anyone ese. The
plansran through his head like alitany; he clung to them.

Kirahad cometo hisroom the night before. They had lain on his bed, arms and legs entwined, ashetold



her about his hopes and his plans.

It would be easier to stay with Kira, easier to give up on other people. He would not let himsdlf do it yet,
not until he had tried and failed many times.

He started the car and drove away from the house dowly. When he got to the end of the narrow road,
he turned his head and looked back. Kiraand Al were walking to the front porch. Suddenly hefelt
doubtful about his resolve, wondered if he should leave, asked himself if herealy wanted to go.

He drove on until the house was out of sight and he was on the road |eading to the automated highway.
He put the car into automatic. He thought of Kiraagain, saw her head resting on his shoulder, and
wondered if he were making amistake.Will anyone love me the way you do? Will | love anyone else
in the same way? Theimage of Kirafaded from hismind. She had given him as many questionsas
answers.

The world out there was just asworthy of his attention as his own personal problems. It was aworld
very different from the sheltered enclave of the university, aworld of negtly organized citiesinsde
pyramids and under domes; and disorganized, dirty citiesthat sprawled across the landscape. It wasa
world of people who looked beyond earth to the stars, and people who sought to preserve old customs
and ancient ways. It was aworld with shiny glass surfaces capturing the energy of the sun and mud huts
next to wood fires. It was aworld of abundance for many and starvation for some, of green and fertile
reclaimed wildernesses and eroded deserts. It was time that he tried to understand his own place in this
world.

The car rode onto the bypass. He punched out his destination and leaned back as control took over,
guided his car around the curved bypass and shot him forward into the stream of cars on the highway.

|Go to Contents |

"The suppression of knowledge appears to me unthinkable, not only on ideological but on merdly logical
grounds. How can the ignorant know what they should not know?”

—Joshua Lederberg

"Orthobioss, the Perfection of Man

4. Michael: 2025

WHEN Michadl Swvenson was smdll, too young for school and till attending the pre-school child care
center, Paul had been agiant, striding through the rooms and hallways of the house asif it were apalace.
He remembered big hands reaching down for him, alaugh that thundered around him as he was swooped
up and theroom spun in abright swirl of colors. The floor was suddenly miles away and he would clutch
hisfather'sarms, terrified but unwilling to make a sound. Then hewould be on the floor again; knowing
he was safe, he would shriek in ddight.

"Doit agan, Paul!"

But by then Paul would have picked up Kiraor Ed. Paul had always been asimpartial as possible, even
in moments of spontaneity. Even now, Mike did not know if Paul once had afavorite among them. He
bore no resentment toward his father for this perhaps forced impartidity. It had been the best way to
handle what was at best adifficult Stuation. Besides, resenting the dead for their actions was a pointless
exercise.
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Zuii and Bill had been impartid too, but in adifferent way. Zufi in particular had thought nothing of
gpending alot of timewith only one or two of them. She had seemed supremely confident that everything
would baance out eventudly, and it usudly did.

Once, in afit of childish perversity, the others had gone off to play an elaborate game in the back yard,
refusing to let him join them. Zufii had found Mike donein hisroom, brooding.

"Why aren't you outside with the others?"

"They don't want me. They say | don't know how to play the game." Mike had aready forgotten that |ast
week Al was the one who did not know how to play. Al had not seemed to mind. When they rejoined
him, Al wasin the kitchen with Bill, eating cookies and milk and looking as though he had put one over
on them.

"The hdl with them, then,” Zufii said. "WEell just have to walk down the Street dl by ourselvesand get a
fruit bar a the hedlth food restaurant.”

So they had gone by themselves and Zufii had told him stories about the clouds and the shadows cast by
the trees. Of course the stories were completely fanciful, but they served their purpose. Mike forgot dl
about the game he could not play.

Mike rarely thought about his youth now. It was pointless to reminisce unless there was some purposein
s0 doing. Sometimes after work at his company's research laboratory, he would go with afew of his
fellow workersto abar near the lab. Mike drank only enough to fedl pleasant and relaxed; he had been
drunk only oncein hislife and hated the loss of control over himself. He had ssumbled around, babhbling
meaninglessy, unable to focus or to direct his body with any degree of accuracy. He had been sick the
next day. He had never alowed himsdlf to fal into that state again. He would St in the bar with his
co-workers, listening to them recount their lives, watching as they gradually became more incoherent.

Joe Lahani, ahuge muscular Hawaiian, would usualy start the reminiscences, bellowing stories about his
exploits a Punahou High and his youthful golden days as an undergraduate. "Why the hell did | leave the
idands?' Joe would invariably end. "Why the hell did | come here to a God-forsaken sinkholelike L.A.?
I'm getting out of here at the end of the month, I'll go home and live on the beach with the friendliest
wahinel canfind.”

By then the others would have started on the stories of their lives, talking at or through each other,
unwilling to listen to each other'stales but enjoying the shared drunken companionship.

Mike usudly attended these drinking sessonsin the company of Esther Pressman, an engineer, whom he
liked for her serene attitude and businessike demeanor. Esther was asmall, dender woman whose
brown hair and dark eyes gave her aquietly pretty appearance. She would usudly nod gravely a Mike
while the biographies were being told and shake her head disapprovingly. Oddly enough, she usudly
drank as much as everyone el se but she never betrayed it, becoming only more solemn and unusudly
aticulate.

The morning after, Mike would hear the comments of hisfellow workers:
"Never again."

"Jesus, what ahead! I'm killing mysdif.”

"I could drink twice as much ten years ago and never fed athing.”

"Why do you keep doing it, then?' Mike would ask. The only reply he ever received was ashrug or a



cryptic remark.

Mike went with hisfriendsto the bar for one reason. He believed in having friendly relationswith
co-workers. People who got aong worked better together. They did not waste time and money in
persond gripes, usually disguised as procedurd disagreements or bureaucratic disputes, a work. His
tasks would be easier and more productive if the othersliked him.

Y et heloathed the way they would walow in their former liveswhile drinking.Open a bottle , he thought,
and you wind up with a time machine plus pointless aggressiveness and silly ideas . Hisfriends,
normally intelligent and rationd, became transformed. He could not understand why intelligent people
would want to do such athing. At times, he thought with a shudder, they reminded him of his brother Jim,
sdf-indulgent, giving in to every mood and whimsy that passed through his mind.

Helooked up from hisdesk at his sparsaly populated bookshelf and remembered guiltily that he till had
not read Jm's novd. It had been published the year before under a pseudonym. Jim had not wanted to
be associated with Paul or cloning, hoping that the novel would be judged on its own merits.

The paperback book sat on the shelf above Mike, slently rebuking him. Jm had been disappointed with
the critical reaction. Only afew people had noticed the book, although those few had complimented him
on his style and said he showed promise. He had been criticized for choosing an undemanding subject.

"They al want those goddamn cosmic visons now," Jm had said to him over the holophone. "They said |
was too twentieth-century American, too narrow, Nabokovcum Hemingway. What's wrong with that?
They expect awriter to integrate al knowledge every time he sets down a sentence. I'm doing something
different, that'swhat it comesto.”

WEell, what did he expect with a first novel ?, Mike thought. He looked away from his brother's book.
He enjoyed reading, but it took up time better spent in keeping up with the latest applications of fuson
power. He had to be selective about the few books he read outside hisfield. Asfar as he knew, Jm had
not written anything since the book came out, and the novel had not been picked up by amicrofiche
publisher. Jm was probably living on what Paul had left, smal asit was.

Mike leaned back in his chair and closed hiseyesto rest them. He found himsalf remembering something
elsefrom his childhood, one of the few incidents upon which he cared to dwell.

Hewas eight years old again, walking home from school acrossthe playground. Jm and Al were being
kept after school for programming obscene hologramsinto one of the computers. Kiraand Ed were at
the university swvimming pool.

Three older boys were lounging next to the swings. Mike recognized only one, abig redheaded boy
named Bucky. Thiswas reason enough to avoid the group. He began to walk away from them toward
the nearby road.

"Hey!" someone shouted. Mike kept walking. "Hey, clone!™ The older boys|eft the swings and quickly
surrounded him. They weredl bigger than he was. The two with Bucky were amean-looking blond boy
and akid with straight dark hair.

"He'sone of the clonekids," Bucky said. "They grew him in amachine, guess hisfather don't like
fucking." The other two giggled. "Well, does he?' Bucky continued, shoving Mike in the shoulder. "Does
heliketo do it? Maybe he likes machines more." The redheaded boy shoved him again and he fell over
on hissdeinthegrass.

Mike, feding frightened now, refused to answer. The blond boy grabbed his books.



"Wat here don't think you need books," Bucky said. "Do you, Wat."

"Nope," the blond said. "I mean, he can get the same ones from the other clones. Besides, they're the
same, him and them, he knows what they know." Wat threw the books down and began to stomp on
them, crushing the tiny microfiche container and Mike's reading machine.

Mike clenched hisfigtsto keep his hands from trembling. His face flushed with anger. He wanted to
punch Wat as hard as he could, but then the others would gang up on him. He said nothing.

"Quiet little bastard,” the dark-haired kid said.

"Hewon't be quiet for long," Bucky said. "Come on." He and Wat began to drag Mike with them, pulling
him first one way, then another. Hisarms hurt and it seemed they would come right out of their sockets.
Mike bit hislip and kept silent.

They stopped. "Seethat hill?' Bucky shouted.

Mike looked down the small but rocky and steep hill at the edge of the playground. "Y ou're gonnarall
down it asfast asyou can go," Bucky went on.

"No."

"You'regonnaif | haveto throw you downit." Hefdt himsdf being lifted and then hewasintheair. The
ground rushed up to meet him and herolled, tearing his overalls on some rocks as he hurtled to the
bottom of the hill.

He got up. He had a cut on one knee and some bruises for sure, but luckily he had landed on a soft piece
of ground. He stumbled back up the hill, forcing back tears.

"Roll!" And he was tumbling down the hill again, ripping his clothes and bumping his head against arock
when he reached bottom. He climbed up while his ssomach burned and tightened inside him.

"Well, cloney, you're just going right down again." Down herolled. Hours seemed to pass. Hewould be
trapped here forever with the mad trio, rolling over and over. He was dizzy and wanted to vomit, but he
managed to control himsalf. He wanted to cry but he would not let the boys see histears.

Mike did not know how long they forced him to roll down the hill. But at last, as he ssumbled up for what
seemed the hundredth time, trying to ignore the pain of atwisted ankle, he noticed that the boys had
stopped laughing. He stared at them steadily, asif daring them to do more.

"Hedidn't cry once," Wat said. "Jesus.”

"Not bad, cloney," Bucky said. He sounded alittle worried. Y ou must be crazy.” He said it asthough it
was a compliment. Then the three were gone, probably afraid ateacher might come outside and catch
them.

Mike had been amass of dirt, scratches, bruises, and torn clothing when he got home. Paul had been
angry. Mike knew he did not believe him when he said he had tripped and fallen by accident. But Paul
seemed to understand his need for keeping silent and stopped questioning him after awhile. After that,
Mike had not taken the obvious actions. He did not tell histeacher about the three boys. He did not ask
the other clonesto help him beat up the group, though they probably could not have beaten the older
boys anyway. But Bucky and hisfriends never bothered him or the others again.

Mikewas dtill, irrationaly, proud of this distant exploit. It had proven something to him that he had



attempted to follow ever since. He would not alow himsdlf to givein to useless emotiona responses, He
would deal with things as they came aong, doing what he could and expecting nothing from others except
perhaps respect. Once he had been hurt by cruel remarks about himself and the others. He soon |learned
he could spend alifetimein saf-pity, a useless and unproductive enterprise. After along time, he could
listen to jokes about cloning and feel nothing except a mild boredom. He did whatever he had to do
efficiently and aswdll as he knew how, wasting little timein worrying about it afterward.

When Paul died, he had grieved, and then locked up hisgrief in asmdl private chamber in hismind. He
greeted the people who called or came by to offer condolences. He arranged for the small memoria
servicethat Paul would have liked, inviting Paul's close friends to give short reminiscences about him.
Paul had never been one for prayers, religiogity or inordinate praise. Mike was relieved when hisfather's
friends spoke amply without mumbling words of an afterlife or caling Paul one of the great men of
science.

Mike returned to school the day after the service. Jm and Ed, who were busy shuffling around the house
feding depressed, called him heartless. Al and Kira said nothing, but he could read what they fdlt in their

eyes.

All he had said was, "Crying won't bring him back. He would have wanted usto go on. "Eventualy, of
course, they redlized he wasright and returned to their own studies. Naturally, they had let him discuss
the details of the estate with Paul's lawyer. Between them, they had managed to set aside enough money
to live on for sometimein spite of the high inheritance tax, and there were Paul'sroydties plusthe trust
funds. Mike had organized dl of it with the lawyer, even noting a couple of items the attorney missed. But
the others had not been particularly grateful. In fact, they had not been interested in hearing about it. He
wondered if they would have preferred getting by on the minimum income and student grants.

He had only dipped once. During avist to Dr. Vaois, he had told her about his atitude in greater detail
than usua, expecting at least some understanding from her. He had not cried atear for Paul and was
proud of hisforbearance.

But Dr. Vaois had become concerned.

"Mike, | don't want to tell you how to fed or behave. I'm certainly not recommending that you give way
every time you feel depressed or unhappy about something. But emotions shouldn't be repressed, to use
an old term. Therésatimefor joy and atime for sorrow.”

"And atimeto liveand atimeto die," he sad mockingly.

"Y ou can utilize your fedings, let them out in congtructive ways. Y ou're just Sitting on yours.”

"l don't careto givein to them.”

"In other words, it'sadefense. Y ou won't get hurt.”

"I can't fed certain things, that'sdl.” Hehad said it camly, vaguely disgppointed in EmmaVadois.
"You're not letting yourself, you mean. Why, Mike?"

"What difference doesit make, whether | can't or I'm not letting mysdlf? It'sthe same thing. I'm not a
sadig, | don't go out of my way to hurt others. | get dong. People who give in to such things make
themselves and others miserable.”

It had been hislast vidit to Dr. Vaois. There was obvioudy nothing more she could do for him. He had
been tiring of the vists anyway. Occasionaly she had called the house and spoken to him for afew



moments. He had aways been pleasant, cheerful, and noncommittal. He had written her akind note
when heleft for California He did not want her to think he did not care.

Mike heard the door of his apartment open and got up. His brother Ed passed his office, leaned in, and
mumbled agresting.

When Mike came out to California, Ed had come aong. Mike had decided, a bit reluctantly, to share an
gpartment with his brother. Although he had looked forward to being on his own, it had been more
practicd to livewith Ed. They had both been studying at the same university. They had shared their
rented car and their home computer hook-up.

Kirahad remained in Paul's old house, continuing her sudieswith Takamuraand his people. Al wason
the moon and Jm was God knew where. Mike had received two calsfrom him in the past year, one
from Toronto and another from Zimbabwe. Why Jm had gone to Zimbabwe, Mike did not know. Its
citizenswere gill not overly enthusiagtic about white vistors, but were starting to givein to the financia
benefits of tourism.

Mike had finished his doctorate two years after coming to Los Angeles. Rather than staying on at the
university for apost-doctoral degree, he had gone to work right away, anxious to apply what he had
learned. He was now amember of aresearch group working on new applications of fusion power and
waysto utilize it more efficiently. It was important work. The world had grown greedy for power. Poorer
nations wanted their share of the wealth. Threats, unspoken and implicit, had existed benesth their
requestsfor aid:Help us, or we shall not be responsible for the consequences. Some of our more
impatient citizens may take mattersinto their own hands . It would have been easy to smuggle an
atomic wegpon into alarge western city. Any country with acity destroyed in this manner would have
had impossible dternatives. They could acquiesce in the destruction, taking no action; they could go to
war using ground forces and sometactica nuclear weapons, or they could decimate the offending
country with atomic bombs, killing thousands of innocent people. The unspoken threat had been
Sdestepped. It was easier and more sensible for wedlthier nationsto volunteer their help.

It's possible, Mike thought as he watched his brother in the doorway, that | may be heading to some
place more distant than Zimbabwe to help technicians there . His company, one of many
supra-national, multi-tentacled organizations, often sent its people to aid poorer nations. It wasitsway of
doing good, gaining more power, and acquiring more wedlth at the sametime. He couldn't very well drag
Ed dong with him. Y et he had grown used to his brother's quiet presence. At times hefelt hewould be
sorry to see Ed leave, though he usudly tried to ignore such fedlings.

"Y ou got another letter from Arthur Gordon,” Mike said in responseto his brother's greeting. "1 put itin
your room on your desk."

"Thanks," Ed replied, turning to leave.

"Wait aminute. | assumeit's another offer. | don't know why youre till farting around hereif you have a
chance to study with aman likethat.”

"There are good people here," Ed said quietly. "I'm satisfied. Besides, with the computer booth, | can
awaystunein hislectures or discussonsif | want to, and the print-outs keep me up to date on all the
important papers. | might go East and wind up seeing Arthur Gordon twice ayear. Y ou know how it is,
studying with people of hisreputetion.”

"I suppose that's why he wrote you a persond letter with the formal offer. And you know goddamn well
that acomputer booth is no substitute for actualy being at a school and being able to associate with
certain people, though it's probably good enough if you have no other choice. Y ou mathematicians don't



have any practical sense sometimes.”

"Math isn't like physics." Mike sensed anote of scorn in Ed's voice. Ed seemed to fed that the pure
truths of mathematics were superior to more practical, and ambiguous, knowledge. "And acomputer
could have written thet |etter.”

"Assumeit did. Gordon still had to go through finding out al those details on your work, he or somebody
had to go do the programming. And | doubt that acomputer would have put in al those personal
touches."

"| didn't know you werein the habit of reading my mail." Ed'stone of voice was ill the same, but his
face tensed dightly, Mike redlized that his brother was very annoyed.

"I'min the habit of reading anything that's lying around on the kitchen table when I'm drinking my morning
coffee. Y ou should have put it inside your desk."

Ed shrugged and | eft the room. Mike heard his footsteps and then the closing of Ed's bedroom door. Ed
was going to spend another solitary evening with hisbooks or violin, ashe dmost dwaysdid. Hewas
unhappy with hislife, Mike could sense that, yet he did little to changeit.

Ed was overly sensitive, just like the others, dlthough &t least he did not overwhelm Mike in emotiona
turmoil the way the other clones often had. He could at least talk to Ed and be more open with him than
with outsders. His brother's presence was often comforting. Kiraand Jm, with what Mike considered to
be arash and emotiona act, had smply made life at their old home unbearable to him. Mike had seized
the opportunity to escape. And Ed certainly had not gained anything by those sexud transactions; hetoo
had willingly left. And Al was puttering around on the moon, confusing hiswork with Paul's, wanting to
be near their father's grave while trying to surpass him. When he bothered to think about it a al, Mike
wondered how he could be so closdly related to people who were so often capable of monumentally
foolish acts.

He glanced at hiswatch. He had dready spent too much time on these ruminations. He began again to
read the papers on his desk.

Esther Pressman lived in the same arcology as Mike, in asmall house near the top level. She shared her
home with two other young women. Mike often stopped by after work to discuss things with her. Esther
was gifted with apractica turn of mind and an andyticd intdligence. Sherarely wasted timein excessve
chatter.

Sometimes he had dinner with Esther, who was fond of serving plain, smple disheswithout undue
ceremony. She, like him, did not careto clutter up her digestive system with difficult-to-digest foods that
inhibited clear thinking. Oncein awhile they would treat themsdlves to something more elaborate at a
nearby restaurant.

He had stayed overnight with Esther afew times. These occasions were the only onesin which she had
abandoned her normal reserve. Mike had been fearful thefirst time, afraid that Esther might drag him into
an emotiona morass. It had happened to him before with one of hisfdlow students at school. But he had
underestimated Esther. She gave no sign of caring for him as anything other than afriend.

Mike stepped off the elevator and walked along the roadway |eading to Esther's house. Most of the
peaple on thisarcology leve lived in square stucco bungaows. Severd had managed to grow flowersin
front of their homes.

If hewalked to the end of the road, some one hundred feet from Esther's house, he could see much of



Los Angeles, ribbons of automated highways and trains, afew slvery towers, thousands of tiny houses
with tiny blue puddles surrounded by green shrubs, and three arcology latticeworks. The arcology he
lived in had been built after the rubble left behind by a severe earthquake had been cleared away. It
could supposedly withstand strong quakes; its Structure was designed for it. But Mike knew that many of
its resdents had not taken the extra trouble to anchor their houses or apartment buildingsfirmly. He
envisoned them diding off the open arcology shelves, tumbling through the barriers around the edges,
smashing againgt the highways below.

Esther was standing in the doorway of her house, dressed in aloose, worn pair of green shortsand a
black shirt. Shetwirled anice-filled glassin her left hand. As he approached, shelifted the glassin

gredting.

"Just getting someair,” she said with artificid brightness. As he passed her, she touched hisarm lightly
and whispered,”" Joe Lahani'sinsde. Good news."

Mike walked into the living room. Three dancers swirled around him, trailing ribbons of brightly colored
cloth. He waked through one of the twirling figures. The three dancers disappeared as Joe Lahani turned
off theholovison.

"Hey, Mike," Joe rumbled in hislow voice, "I tried to call you after work and your brother said you'd be
over here. So | thought I'd come over and tell you.”

Joe sat on the couch with Polly Anton, one of Esther'sroommeates. Polly was atall, dow-moving young
woman who worked on satellite repair and was rarely home. She was probably on amonth'sleave.

"Tdl mewhat," Mike sad.

"I'll go and change, Joe," Polly said. She got up dowly, stretching and running her hands through her short
red hair. " Joe's going to take me down to the gym for some handball," she said to Mike. "God, | get so
out of shape up there, it's so hard to force yoursalf to work out.” She patted the large hips under her
brown dress. "I alwaysfed so tired when | first get back.” She looked past Mike at Esther, who had
re-entered the room. "Y ou should have brought Joe around before, Esther. We both like handball and
swimming and salling. Hesanice guy." Esther shrugged.

"You'reaniceguy," Polly said to Joe. She blew him akiss and then padded out of the room on bare feet.

"Polly tendsto be effusive,” Esther said. She settled into an egg-shaped red chair, tucking her feet under
her. Mike seated himsdlf on the couch with Joe.

"Thenews," Mikesad.

Joe waved his bottle of beer. "Morel wastaking to metoday, he wasfishing around, you know, trying to
find out something and not saying what it was. So | finally said to him, okay, brother, what do you want
to know, and he sort of ...."

"Joe, please get to the point,” Esther said.

""He and the company need someone to go to Bihar in India, set up a power station near Patna. They
want to do what we knew they'd have to do sooner or later, put the power station in space and beam the
power to Patha using microwaves.”

At last, Mike thought. There were few stations generating fusion power on the earth's surface, but the
demand for them was increasing, in spite of the other sources of power that existed. Energy was needed
for industry, for recycling, for lighting, heeting, or cooling homes. No matter how much geothermd plants,



windmills, the use of solar power and the utilization of hydrogen produced, the need for energy kept
growing. Fusion, unlike the other sources of power, produced energy that had previoudy not existed on
the earth in any form; Mike knew that the heat generated by too many fusion stations on the earth's
surface could dter its climate. He was relieved to hear that his company was not waiting until it wastoo
|ate before consdering this problem.

"Anyway," Joe went on, "Mord said he had his eye on me and Janey Elton, Janey for the supervisory
and business sde of things and me for setting up aresearch team, filling them in on possible projects,
especidly dfter the thing's done. We sorta go as consultants, you know, iron out problems and get the
thing finished. The Indiansthere are trained, of course, we're just going to help with details, for about a
year or two. Actudly..."

"Joe," Esther said.

"Wdll, Mord taked to Janey and she agreed with him that you were just the man to go, brother.
Naturally | said you weretoo. Think of it, we get more pay, a promotion and a chance to do something
besidessit on our assesin L.A. trying to find refinements and gpplications for power stationsthat the
engineers could run by themselves."

Esther grimaced.

"Hell, the computers could run them,”" Joe continued, looking at Esther. "They just keep you people
around so they can have someone officia-looking in awhite coat to take the public through the lab or
over to the station on tours."

Esther chuckled. "They just kegp you around because one out of amillion of your bright ideas might be
worth being put into practice by us engineers.”

"| hate to admit it, but they're even sending a couple of your people with us. Of course, they'll be out in
space hdf the time, puttering around.”

Mike looked down at hisfeet. "I didn't know they were thinking of sending me," he muttered.
"Why shouldn't they, brother? Y ou're one of the best.”

Mike suddenly felt uncertain. The feding was distasteful to him, bresking in on his stability. Hewas
annoyed with himsdlf.

"Y ou don't look so happy,” the big man said. "1 tell you were going to India, getting areal chanceto help
somebody and do ourselves good besides, and you look like they assgned you to recycling.”

"l don't know," Mike said. "I don't know if | can goto India"
Esther was watching him. He could imagine what she mugt be thinking.

"You can dways say no," Joe said. "And you won't get another chance too soon, not unless you've got a
damn good reason.”

Mike watched his sandaled feet curl on Esther's grassy rug. What could he say? He would not fed right
about leaving Ed donein Los Angeles.But it's not just an emotional thing , he thought to himsdf,Ed
needs me here now, it'san obligation . It would not be right to |leave the insecure Ed by himsdlf.

"If you aren't interested in your own welfare, better think of mine and Janey's, brother,” Joe said
belligerently. "How do you think we're going to look for recommending you so highly?"



Leaveit to Joe to drag in something like that, Mike said to himsglf. "Don't beridiculous," hesaid
aoud. "Mord picked me, held have to blame himsdlf and the personnel computer, not you and Janey."
Mike could hear Esther movein her chair. "It'sjust that I'll have to arrange somethings, that's dl. | don't
have to decide right away, they'll give me acouple of weeks."

"Oh," Joe mumbled. "Oh," he said again, asif suddenly discovering something. Y ou and Esther. | didn't
think. But if you tell Morel, helll fix it so you can have afew weekends now and then and you'll have your
vacationstogether. Hell understand that.”

Esther Sghed.
"Comeon, Joe," Polly's voice said from the doorway. Joe got up and lumbered across the room.
"Y ou think about it, Mike," Joe muttered as heleft. "Mord'll probably call on you tomorrow."

Hewas done with Esther. "Why didn't you tell him?' she said as she rose and went to the smdl cabinet in
the corner to pour hersalf another drink. She waved the bottle at him and he shook hishead. "Why didn't
you tdll Joeit has nothing to do with me?"

"Couldnt it?" hetried to say lightly.

"I don't fool mysdlf,”" she said, settling next to him on the couch. "I like undemanding friendships. I'll miss
you alittle, but | can live without you. | don't like being tied down any more than you do. So what'sthe
problem?"

"It'snot realy any of your business, Esther.”

She smiled, seemingly unannoyed. "Y ou'reright, it isnt. And I'm not particularly worried about you, you
can usualy take care of yoursdlf. But I'm afraid if you make the wrong decision now, you might hurt
yourself. Oh, you'll hurt the company alittle, but they can get someone ese, there are plenty of good
people around. But after awhile, you might regret your decision and then you won't function aswell. It
affect your work."

"l don't regret things. It'sawaste of time."

"Y ou might, and then whatever or whoever held you back will suffer your resentment. No one will gain
anything. Y ou haveto congder yoursdlf first, or you won't be much good to anyone else.” She paused.
"It'syour brother, isnt it.”

"It doesn't matter.”
"Itis. You're being very foolish. Ed isn't achild.”

He was suddenly angry with Esther. His anger seemed to grab him by the throat and he was unable to
pull away fromit. "Shut up," he said quickly, "it'snone of your businessand | don't need your advice. Just
keep out of it!" He was shouting. Startled, he grabbed her arm and redlized his own was shaking. He was
frightened now, shocked at the forceful demonstration of hisfedings. The wave of anger receded, leaving
aresdue of shame.

"Relax," shesaid calmly. He could not read her face. She was a hard, brittle thing, her eyeswere dark
poolswith nothing behind them. He did not want to be with her, or anywhere around her.

Hefled from the house, but not before heating her quiet last words.



"Cadl meif you fed better, and don't dam the door.”

Mike managed to keep from committing himself when Peter Mord cameto his office. But hisown voice
had sounded hollow in his ears as he reassured the small reticent man that he was delighted at the
opportunity to go to Bihar, but needed the weekend to think things over.

"Of course," Mord said as he opened the office door to leave. "Y ou think it over. Don't take too long.
We want to sart you people on hypno-training in Bihari. Y ou'll till need some time after that with the
language computersif you're to be fluent. Y ou'll need it even if most of your co-workers do speak
English, which I'm sure they do." Mike redlized that Mord aready assumed he was going.Why shouldn't
he? Only a fool would turn it down .

"I'll be seeing you," Mord said, till lurking by the entrance. Mike nodded his head in dismissa and
Mord, twitching nervoudy, dmost lunged through the doorway, damming the door behind him.

Mored was definitely the wrong person for hisjob, Mike thought. When he had to give a person word of
apromotion, he was as excited asif getting it himsalf; when he had to let someone go, one could dmost
fedd Mord's ulcer twitch in sympathy. When faced with uncertainty, the poor man grew nervous with fear.
Hefound Mord irritating, but maybe his empathic traits endeared him to some who received his
messages. Still, an average working day must be an emotiona morassfor aperson of hiskind.

The thought of Morel disturbed him. He turned his attention to the papers on his desk. He would haveto
type another research progress report into the computer soon. He sighed softly and made a note to do
that tomorrow. There were some technical papersto be read. He wrote down thetitles of the ones he
would read that night, dialing them a home and billing the company afterward. There was amesting of
physicigtsin Berkeley tomorrow morning that he had promised to attend; he would tuneit in on hisholo
at home and come to the research center in the afternoon.

Hewas ready to leave. Ed had an evening class and had taken the car with him, so Mike would have to
caich atrain.

Hewalked out of his office and past closed office doors. He nodded to L onnie Samuelson as he passed
himin the hall. Samuelson, atdl, cool, blue-eyed man, approved research projects and checked on their
progress. He would read Mike's progress report and would undoubtedly, as he nearly aways did, stop
by Mike's office to discuss the report with him. Mike supposed that Samuel son's job was necessary, yet
he was often annoyed by the man's constant checking, hisvisitsto the laboratory, and hisins stence that
each project have aclearly defined godl at itsinception.He should realize , Mike thought,that in
research you often don't know what your result will be until you get to it . But then Samuelson and
his people were probably not intelligent enough, even though trained scientifically, to do research. Mike
sometimes felt sorry for them.

He passed an open laboratory door and heard the voices of children. The company, which ran achild
carefacility at the research center for the sons and daughters of workers, encouraged the children
occasionaly to watch their parents at work. It also welcomed young people who might wish to have a
scientific career. Mike had, on afew occasions, explained hiswork to groups of students. He would
direct hisremarks to those who were obvioudy interested rather than to those who betrayed their
boredom by restlessness.

In hisimagination, Mike could dmost hear the hum of the generatorsin the plant severa milesfrom the
research center asthey fed the hungry city. It was the generators that were most impressive to the
schoolchildren and citizens who sometimes toured that facility. They were often disgppointed by the sight
of thefusion processitsdlf. It was so apparently smple, the smdl pellet of fud in avacuum chamber, met



by alaser beam which compressed the pellet and heated it to over one million degrees. Its energy would
be carried from the chamber by a stream of liquid lithium which, by heating water into steam, the large
generatorsthat supplied electrical power. The generators got the applause of the crowd, yet to Mikethe
laser fuson processitself wasinfinitely moreimpressive. It could in time, using orbiting power sations,
give people as much power asthey could use.

Of course, peoplewould till use solar power too, much of it beamed to the earth from orbiting solar
panels. They would aso make use of geotherma power, of hydrogen, of windmillsin some cases. It was
good that people had a choice, he thought, different areas had differing needs and differing levels of
technica expertise. Y et in time one form of energy production, that which could provide the most energy
at thelowest cost, might win out.

Mike hoped he would live to see the day when the world was no longer divided into poor and wedlthy,
with the wedlthy hoarding their riches and defending them with wespons that themselves took much of the
wedlth. He did not fed dtruistic. He smply found it wasteful and unproductive to conceive of aworldin
which human minds were wasted and the more fortunate had to worry about others. Better to give
everyone a chance and then let a person make his own choices and decisions.

He cameto the nearest exit and soon found hisway to the moving sdewalk that would take him to the
train station. He looked back at the research center. It was far from beautiful, a square, four-story block
of gray surrounded on three sides by a grassy park areawith benches under palm trees. Beneath the
park was an underground parking lot. Beyond the park he could see the basin of Los Angeles, covered
with the vines of automated highways and municipd train tracks. The fusion process had become
available none too soon for thiscity, providing the power from the automated highways and trains that
had kept it from becoming an uninhabitable, smog-filled valley. Los Angeles had, with the aid of new
technologies, preserved its freeways and its decentrdized life tyle. Itsarcologies, smdl citiesin
themsalves of half amillion people each, provided alessisolated existence for those who preferred to
have friends, stores, and businesses within walking distance.

Hiswork was important, perhaps the most important work being done on the earth. He thought of his
current research project, still in avery early stage. If he and his colleagues could perfect their
matter-scanning techniques, have an image of every atom'’s place within an object, they could, with the
energy released by fusion, duplicate amost anything. Every person on earth might eventually have access
to any material goods he desired or needed. Rare metals and other resources could be created as
needed. No one would spend time any more in trying to acquire food and shelter, and human minds
could turn to other problems. They would find intellectual or aesthetic chalenges, and aworld now
gtarting to grow more comfortable and bored might become revitalized.

It wasimportant for him to go to Bihar, to India, and work there to give others the same chances he
aready had. Innovations and technology were the only things that the United States had left to sell, the
only thingsthat gaveit any influenceat al in world affairs. Even in those fields, they had been hard put to
be as creative as many other nations. The day was not far off when al the powers of the world would be
equalized, when their greed and materid comfort, cemented by a humane technology, might let them at
last trust each other and work together on the next set of problems that would confront humanity.

He would have to decide what to do about Ed, who was suddenly an obstacle not only to him but to the
wdll-being of thosein Bihar. He chuckled to himsalf. No, someone e se could dways go to Bihar, it was
just that he wanted to do the work himsalf, wanted to know that he was carrying out his self-assigned
obligations. The thought of leaving Ed, when he dwelled upon it, seemed unaccountably to make him
afraid. Thoughts chased each other through his heed, disorienting him.

"Areyou feding any better today?" aquiet voice asked. He turned and saw Esther walking along the



moving surface to catch up with him. He nodded, She stood &t hisside and smiled briefly. "It wasn't like
you to lose your temper."

Helooked past her, over her head. "I didn't fed like discussing my private affairs.
"Areyou busy tonight, or do you want to stop somewhere for dinner?'

"I don't know. | was just going to go home and read some papers, maybe tak to Ed later.” Mikefelt asif
he was saying too much.

"Aren't you going to meet everyone later for afew drinks?' They stepped off the moving walk and
hurried toward the train stop, a small building which housed a computerized newsfax and magazine stand.
Severa men and women stood outside the building, waiting for thetrain to arrive. The municipd train
service was not as good asit could be since most people still used cars or commuted on the
long-distance rapid trains to places outsde the city.

"l can't,” Mike mumbled. "I haveto tunein a conference tomorrow morning and | promised myself I'd go
to my office and get a progress report done. I'd rather do that tomorrow than haveto do it first thing

Tuesday morning."
"Did Morel seeyou today?"

He nodded. Somehow his self-control was dipping away from him. He felt incapable of standing up to
Esther, of tdling her to stop bothering him.

"W, you'll haveto decide pretty soon," she said. "L ook, why don't | come home with you, we can
make some supper and talk about it. | won't stay long."

"All right." Easier to hand everything over to Esther for the time being. He was suddenly weary, feding as
if he could fall adeep on one of the nearby benches, just go to deep and let someone €l se decide for him.

Somehow Mike had managed to put ameal together out of odds and ends, some leftover meat-flavored
soybean and nut loaf, fish-flavored protein med patties, and fresh asparagus spears. He ateit, dong with
asdad Esther had made, without tasting it, shoveling the food into his mouth and chewing it perfunctorily.
It seemed dry and he found himsdlf drinking more wine than usual. He could not even enjoy the
asparagus and fresh salad vegetables, which Ed had purchased whilein an extravagant mood.

He gazed absently out hiskitchen window at the courtyard below. His gpartment building, a set of
cube-shaped modul es stacked together like a child's set of blocks, was on the fifth leve of the arcology.
People wandered through the well-lit courtyard past the shallow pools reserved for children. A few
people sat on benches near the flower beds; others, more active, were playing on the tennis courts.

As Esther stacked dishesin the sink and shoved napkins down the recycler, Mike hurried out of the
kitchen. He stopped in front of Ed's bedroom door. He paused only for amoment before entering the
room.

Hewas an intruder, aburglar. He had not entered the room of one of the others without being asked to
since childhood. Paul had insisted on arespect for privacy, perhapsto an extreme because of their
unusud circumstances. Even now hefdt likeacrimind.

He stood by Ed's desk. On top of apile of data sheets sat aletter with Arthur Gordon's name on the
envelope. Ed's name and address had been written by hand.

The letter must have arrived that day. Gordon had apparently gone to the trouble and expense of having



an actud |etter ddivered instead of smply typing it into acomputer and having it punched out here. Mike
hesitated, then grabbed the | etter, pulling it out of the envel ope before he could think about what he was
doing. The letter was dso hand-written, signed by Gordon.

He scanned it quickly: Gordon still wanted Ed to study with him, could not offer afellowship sincethey
were now taken but could find him ateaching job in thefdl and get him afdlowship for thefollowing
year. Theremainder of the letter was a short comment on one of Ed's papers, much of it in the form of
equations.

Mike knew little about mathematicians, that group of impractica driftersthrough airy abstract heights,
who seemed to talk only of truth, beauty, and clarity. He wasinterested only in math that aided himin
more practical tasks. But even he had heard of Arthur Gordon. He knew enough to know that Ed would
be turning down a great opportunity if he refused Gordon's offer.

He put the | etter back in the envelope and placed it on the desk where he had found it. He was suddenly
frightened, cast adrift. Ed might have replied to Gordon aready. Perhaps he had decided to leave. Why
this possibility frightened him, he did not know.

Esther was standing in the doorway. " Do you aways come into your brother's room when heisnt
home?'

He pushed past her and retreated into the living room. Somehow he had lost control. He sat down on the
small beige couch in one corner of the room and buried hishead in his hands. He had drunk too much at
dinner. Hewas not used to it, that was dl. He had dipped temporarily. "I'd like some coffee,” he said to
thewdls.

"I'm making some. Youll haveitinaminute,” Esther said. Her green skirt swirled around her ankles as
she left the room.

Mike clenched hisfigs, then sat up. Thissmply would not do. He would not alow himsdf towalow in
thisway, to shame himsdlf. By the time Esther returned with the coffee, hewas Sitting up, trying to smile.

"Youll haveto excuseme," he said quietly. "1'm not used to having that much wine" She handed him his
coffee and sat next to him.

"You know what | think?' shesaid. "Y ou're afraid of having Ed leave."

Hisbody tensed. "Not at dl. He's a pretty solitary sort, you know, | don't know how he would handle
himsdf if hewere done. He changed after our father died. He was kind of shy before that, but
afterwards..."

"I've seen Ed. He doesn't redly seem to mind being done. He has his math and hismusic. | don't think
he'sredly that unhappy.”

"Y ou don't understand, Esther. I've known Ed alot longer than you have. He's pretty morose sometimes
and I'm the only one around he can talk to unless he's going to spend afortune caling Al on the moon. |
have aresponghbility to him."l can't just go off and leave him the way Paul left us . He was startled at
the ripple of resentment that washed over him at the thought of hisfather.Going off and getting himself
killed in a stupid accident . He tried to concentrate on Esther.

"Y ou're more solitary than heis," she was saying. "He's probably changed, and you're seeing him the way
hewas. Y ou may need him as much as he needsyou.”

He sank back into the couch. He longed to sweep Esther out of the room, out of the building. He opened



his mouth to reply and could find nothing to say.

"Ed's probably the only person you confidein at dl, if you confide to anyone. Y ou don't redly interact
with anyone else, you know. And at least he's an audience when you're done here. Y ou probably fedl
better just knowing he'saround.”

He had obvioudy misunderstood Esther, thinking she had more sense. She was starting to meddle with
hismind, trying to confuse him.

Instead of replying he Spped at his coffee, avoiding her dark eyes. A door dammed and he heard
footsteps. "Hi, Ed," he heard Esther say.

He looked up and saw his brother enter the living room.
"You're home early,” Mike said.

Ed shrugged. " Short discussion.” Ed was pae. His white face had rarely been exposed to the sun and his
short hair was gill dark brown unlike Mike's sun-streaked hair. He sat down in alow dark-blue chair
across from Mike and Esther. "'l should have dialed the discussion here, but | wanted to talk to some
people afterward.”

"Did Miketell you about his offer?' Esther asked. Mike straightened and tried to signal her with hiseyes.
She was stating at his brother and did not notice. "He was approached by Peter Mord today, the
company wantshimto go to Indiaand help set up an orbiting fusion power plant.”

"Areyou going?' Ed sad.

"I haven't decided yet."

"l didn't think they'd give you something like that this soon. It must be quite an honor."
"I haven't decided. I'd rather continue the project I'm working on now."

"Gordon wrote to me again. Hisletter just got heretoday. He's getting insstent.” Ed turned to Esther.
"Arthur Gordon wants me to study with him. Maybe you've heard of him. I'm surprised that he even

noticed my papers.”

"I know hiswork," Esther said. "1 took alot of math before | decided on engineering. Soundslike quite
an opportunity for you. Y ou should take t. I've been trying to talk some sense into your brother here, he
actualy doesn't know whether he should go to India. If he doesn't, he might be stuck where heis, you
know, the company will wonder why he turned it down and they might not be asinclined to listen to
some of hisideaslater on. Y ou know what people are like. They draw dl kinds of ridiculous conclusons
from peoplesactions. They might think..."

"Esther, you can leave now," Mike said.
"What'swrong?' Her innocent gaze and injured tone did not fool him.

"You canleave," he said again. He put his coffee cup down on the smal end table next to him. "I'd like to
talk to Ed done."

"All right." Esther sood up. "Maybe you can tak some senseinto him," she said to Ed. Sheleft the room
and Mike heard the door dam behind her.

"Y ou were pretty rude," Ed said. "1 thought Esther was your friend.”



"Sometimes she gets on my nerves.”

"That's no excuse. Well, isit true, this business about India?'
"es"

"Will it help you with the company, or isit just another job?"

Mike had to be honest. Ed could easily detect alie. He pulled nervoudy on his moustache before
answering. "It'safairly important project. It'1l show them how | can handle that much responsibility. They
might put mein charge of awhole research section when | get back instead of just asmall |ab group. I'd
get more freedom to push the project I'm working on now, get more funds and workersfor it."

"Y ou should probably go then."

"I don't know, | haveto think about it. Morel gave me the weekend to decide. | have three daysto
consder it; | don't haveto decideright now."

"| think you should go. | don't want to push you or anything, but if you did, | could go east and study with
Gordon."

"What do you mean?"

"Wl I've been worried about you, Mike. | don't want to leave you here doneif it'll make you unhappy.
I've been worried about that. | have aresponsbility.” Ed's words seemed to echo in hisbrain, reminding
him of smilar words spoken by Paul to dl of them long ago. "If you need me, I'll stay.”

"What are you talking about?'

"Y ou can't fool me, you should know that by now. I'll admit, I didn't want to be done at first, you were
the only one besides the othersthat | could talk to. But | think I'm ready to go off now. | think | can
handle things by mysdlf. | just didn't know about you, | didn't want to leaveif..."

"Go," Mike said. "Go, | don't care. I've been worried about you. | don't know how the hell we can know
each other for so long and gtill bethisthick. Go."

"Areyoudl right?'

"Go." Mike fled from the room and stumbled toward his study, hismind in aturmoil. He was suddenly
afraid of being alone and deeply ashamed of that fear.

Mike sat in Esther's kitchen, trying to swallow the orange juice she had placed in front of him. Hetried
not to think of his brother who was home busily packing histhings. He would forget the past week, his
attempts at being lighthearted while Ed prepared to leave. He would ignore the fact that by tomorrow, he
would be donein his gpartment. After all, | always wanted to get away from the othersfinally .

Hewould get to know Joe Lahani better in India. He would arrange with Mord to get some weekends
off with Esther. He would be more open with her than he had been. She might even stay with himin his
goartment until he left.

Hewas beginning to fed abit better. He looked over a Esther as she sat down across the table from
him.

"I wasright, then," she said. "Well, now you can go to Bihar and get some sense into your brain and Ed
can do what he wanted to do."



"All right, dl right."
"You'l be better off, you know."

Hefinished hisjuice. "I haveto ask you something, Esther. Why did you doit, telling Ed dl of that
business about Bihar? | wasn't going to, | didn't want to make him fed guilty about standing in my way."

" figured it was best for you if | did. | think | wasright.”
"That's not the only reason. | don't know why, but | fed asif there's another reason.”

"You'reright, thereis." She got up and circled near him, brushing againgt his shoulder with her bare arm.
"I want you to go to Bihar, | don't want you around here any more. | might start faling in love with you, |
fed asthough | have been for awhile. | don't likeit, it makes me fed dependent and foolish. I'd rather
look after myself, you know. Besides, | know enough to know you won't ever fed that way about me,
and there are dl those damned clones competing for your attention. If you leave, I'll have enough timeto

forget you."

Heforced himsdlf to look up at her. Her brown eyes seemed to shine. "Esther,” he sarted to say. He
took her hand. "It doesn't have to be that way. | think I..."

She pulled away. "Don't you understand?’ she cried. "1 don't want to belikethis. | was going to put in for
atransfer if you didn't go. | don‘twant to fed thisway."

"WEII both be better off thisway. I'm not substituting for Ed.”

Mike |eft the kitchen and soon found himself outside her house. He hurried toward the elevator. The
houses on elther side of the road seemed to swirl around him. He bumped into an older man and shoved
him aside angrily. He pushed hisway onto the eevator and heard it humming around him as he moved
down past the levels of houses and office buildings.

|Go to Contents |

"...effortsto control biologica modification of man will have to be carefully thought out in advance, not
only in their technical aspects, but, more significantly, in their ethical aspects, and many of the biologists
involved in the research that will lead to biologica engineering have caled for just such thought.”

"Thefact that 'the nature of man' is plastic under avariety of forces, including biologica engineering,
psychological conditioning, etc., urgently raises the question of what forms of man areto be preferred
and condoned.”

—Gerald Feinberg
THE PROMETHEUSPROJECT

5. Kira: 2028

THE eagles soared, flying out over the wooded land below the barren hill. Kira Swenson watched them
asthey separated from each other and flew on, each searching for its own path. The Indians who
comprised the Park Service here had been concerned; not enough eagles, too many smaler birdsand
rodents. Some of the birds had been shot at by tourists and | eft to die in underbrush.
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The number of people dlowed in the park a any onetime was aready limited. But severa younger
Indians had spoken of barring white people from the park atogether, wherethe Indianslived inan
attempt to combine old ways and new knowledge.

The eagleswould fly out now and feed on the smaller birds and animass, bringing the reforested park into
balance.We all live on blood and death, Kirathought,we kill to stay alive and die to make room for
others. We stand on the blood of a billion ancestors, the descendants of those who were strong
enough to save themselves by murdering others. We have blood on our hands, and so few of us do
anything to make all those deaths worthwhile .

She was bringing more degth to this park. Unsuspecting sparrows and mice would be seized by talons
today, carried off to the nests of the eagles. Perhaps they would have starved otherwise, perhaps not.
Kiraoften found peace in the park and in places like it, removed from the noise of people and their
machines. At other times she was depressed and disturbed by the wilderness, suddenly aware of the
constant warfare among species. Ants were dying by the thousands around her, birds searched for food,
deer guarded their young, rabbits fled from larger creatures, and people found beauty and peace.

She thought of her brother Al on the moon and understood how he and others had cometo loveits
austere surface, where nothing died and only humanslived. Y et even there life was precarious; a
punctured dome, a defective spacesuit, aflittercraft accident, amalfunction in life-support systems, and
desth would arrive there a so.

A wren dighted on atree below and warbled. Kirasmiled dightly. At least for now, the bird was happy,
at homein the park. Time enough for food-gathering later, or for fleeing from adark shape overhead.

"Y ou're not worrying again," Jonis Ettinger said. Kiraturned to the dender blond woman beside her.
Joniswas dready growing pink in the sunshine; she rarely went outside, preferring to spend her timein
study or experimentation. Her pae gray eyesflickered over Kira.

"What do you mean, worrying again? | don't worry that much."”

"I do," Jonisreplied. "I worry about whether were going to get any money for some real work someday,
or whether Hidey isgoing to drop dead with al his cigarettes, or whether I'm going to lose my job or
whether the moratorium repedl isgoing to pass. Right now I'm worrying about what this goddamn sunis
doing to my skin." Jonis picked up one of the cages they had brought and motioned to Kira. "We could
have let one of the students who trained the birds bring them out here.”

Kirapicked up the other cages and began to follow Jonis down the hill. "It's good for you to come out
here," she said. ™Y ou need some exercise anyway. Besides, | liketo bring the birds and animals here, it
makes me fed alittle more responsible for them, more...1 don't know."

"l guessyou fed you have something in common with them.” Kirawas not offended by the remark. She
was used to Jonis after being friends with her for so long. Anyway, Joniswas probably right.

They reached the bottom of the hill and headed aong a path to the small truck they had parked near the
edge of the woods. They passed a group of well-constructed Indian homes amost hidden among the
trees. The wooden houses, with their rounded sides and pointed tops, suggested tepees. But these tepees
were heated by solar power, not campfires. The people who lived in them were now spending the
summer looking after the park while pursuing old crafts. In the winter, when they returned to their homes,
their children would study on their computers and holos. Many would leave for high school and college
and many would remain to work in the outside world. But others would return here to gpply what they
had learned and to train their own children to hunt, track, and fish.



"Hidey's been looking tired lately,” Jonis muttered asthey put the cratesinto the truck. "Has he been
working too hard or have you been keeping him up nights?'

"I haven't seen him, except at work," Kirasaid. Her throat grew dry. She had said nothing to Hidey
during the past few weeksthat did not concern laboratory work, and Hidey had gone back to living in his
office, with occasond tripsto his gpartment.

Kirawas not sure how it had al started or what had precipitated it. Hidey had stopped at her house
severd weeks ago, as he often did, probably out of habit more than anything else. They talked, mostly
about the growing movementsto reped the lega restrictions on experimentation which had culminated in
ahill being brought to the floor of the Senate. Hidey spoke about some of the projects he might want to
pursueif the bill passed the House. She offered him sometea.

Suddenly she was more aware of him than she had ever been. She began to grow conscious of his eyes,
of the gray hairs sprinkled across his head, of his stocky body. She felt awkward and knocked over one
of the empty tea cups with her hand. She reached for him at the same time as he reached for her.

Hidey stayed with her that night. He remained with her asthey both traveled from the house to the
university. She had pushed her doubts aside, trying to forget Hidey's age, hisrelationship to Paul, his
respongbility for her own existence. Everything around her grew more intense, things seemed to happen
more rapidly; her life seemed bounded by Hidey both at the [ab and in her home. Eventudly thefedings
she had for him, she knew, would change. The longing and desperation would become a peaceful
contentment with sparks of warmth and passion from time to time. Or the fedings of love would die
completely and she and Hidey would be left with friendship and some memories. Or the relationship
would grow sour, they would grow away from each other, perhaps with bitterness and anger, and never
fed a ease together again. These were the aternatives she saw in her mind; her fedingswere ruled by
the present redlity. She could not bring herself to believe that shewould ever fed differently about Hidey,
athough it was probable that in time she would.

He had remained with her for two weeks, migrating to the biological research center with her. But he had
not been able to put aside his own doubts. He began to fed foolish; aman in hislate seventies having an
affair with ayoung woman. She noticed that he became uncomfortable with her in public, worried about
what people might think, afraid that they would guess their relationship. He expressed doubts about the
wisdom of alowing their love to devel op when she would inevitably survive him and spend most of her
lifewithout him.

At last Hidey was unable to make love to her one night. He worried about that too. The anti-aging shots
could not preserve him forever, in spite of the fact that he had been unusually vigorous and youthful for
his age when he began receiving the treatment more than ten years ago.

Shetried to put hismind at rest. He worried too much. Hewas just feding tired. If she had to live without
him eventually, shewould &t least have memories of him and would not regret the years spent with him.

She discovered that his doubts went deeper than she had suspected. She was Paul's clone. He had
brought her into the world. He too was her father in some sense. And he had been one of Paul's closest
friends

Finaly he had come home with her and refused to stay. "I have to think awhile, by mysdlf,” hesaid. In
thelight by the front door, he looked older than she had ever seen him look before.

"I think you should stay," she said desperately. "If you brood over things, they usudly just look worse
than they are. | loveyou, Hidey. All that other stuff doesn't matter, not to me.”



"l cant helpit. I'm an old man, it's not easy for meto forget things, to dismissapast | haveto lug around
on my shoulders wherever | go, that constantly produces certain associationsin my mind. | was Paul's
friend, | keep thinking of him when | see you. I've got about fifty more yearsto haul around than you do,
and it makes adifference.”

"It doesn't haveto."
"It does anyway."

She had wanted to cry, to scream at him, somehow force him to see things her way. Instead she smply
kissed him goodbye, leaning dightly over the shorter man as she did so, and watched him drive away.

"Y ou scare me sometimes,” Jonis said asthey got into the truck. "I get to thinking you're more sensible
than | am, that you know what you're doing, and then you go into such agloomy mood that it even scares
rrell

"I'm sorry, I've got alot on my mind.”

"Sometimes you think too much. Y ou look too closdly at thingsand it just gets you depressed. Let'sgo
somewhere for adrink this evening and get our minds as closeto ablank aspossible.”

Kirawastired when she returned home.l ought to move , shetold hersdf as she waked through the
house,get out of here, move to Alasand or a campus apartment if there's an opening or maybe to
the city for a change of pace . She was beginning to grow tired of being keeper of the hearth, ready in
case one of her brothers should return for afew days. She was il tied to the past of her family both
through the house and through her work aswell.| should close the house and sdll it . But then she
would have to pack the books, find a place to store some of the furniture, decide what should be given
away or sold, and she did not have the time nor the stomach for that.

She began to climb the stairs to her room, then stopped and went back downstairs. Hidey might have
caled and left amessage. She tried not to hope too much. She went to the phone in the living room and
pushed the message button.

Mike's moustachioed face gppeared on the screen. "I'm calling from L A" theface said. "I'll try to call
back later." Thelife-szed image, dightly fuzzy around the edges, faded.

The voice had sounded weary. She decided not to wait for the call. She pressed the numbered buttons
below the screen, sedting hersdf as she did so.

She heard aclick, then saw Mike'sface again. Asusud, theimage was dightly blurry; getting agood
connection had been dmost impossible latdy. "Mike?!

"How's everything, Kira?'

"All right. | was out having adrink with Jonis Ettinger. What's bothering you? Y ou look upset about
something.”

"Judt tired. I've been working late. I'm responsible for our whole research section now. We've been
congtructing amodel scanner and well betesting it soon. | have high hopesfor it.”

"When are you coming to vist? Take afew days off and bring Sita, I'd like to meet her."

"Site'sgone." Hisvoicewas cold, "She wasn't a home here. She went back to Patna. | can't blame her,
she's needed more there.”



"Oh, Mike, I'm sorry." Thewords seemed an empty formality.

"There's no need to be. We had agood few months. It just didn't work out. | might have gone with her,
but I have too much to do here. We did the only practica thing."

She was sure Mike was more hurt than he cared to show. She remembered his call from Bihar when he
had been married. He had looked happy and carefreefor thefirst timein hislife as he brought the smdll
dark woman with him over to the phone screen. He had at last dropped the cold facade that had shielded
him from everyone, including hisfamily.

Now his reserve was back. He might never open up to others again. She suddenly saw her brother dump
in hischair, covering hisforehead with his hand.

"Maybe | should havetried to stop her," he muttered, "maybeif | had tried, we could have worked
something out, | don't know. She'sgone." He straightened up and hisface hardened. "I talked to Jm the
other day."

"Ishe dill vidting Ed?" Kiraasked, hoping to distract him from histroubles.

"He'swith Aunt Soniain New Y ork, she got him some sort of editoria position with amicrofiche
publisher. | don't know how long that'll last. He sounded bored. Sonia said he could have her gpartment,
she'sretiring and moving out of the city; she wantsto be asenior in achild care center. But | don't think
helll stay there. He never sticksto anything. He asked meif there was anything goingonin L.A., but I'll
be damned if’ I'll have him out here, catering to his delicate creative congtitution, and | told him so. | have
too much to do. He might try finishing another book just once.”

"He's had problems, Mike."

"Most of them are salf-imposed. Y ou'd think no one ese had any worries. He ought to settle down
somewhere and get to work instead of leading that gypsy existence." Mike sghed. "How's everything
with you?"

"All right." Therewas no point in discussing Hidey with him or with the others for that matter. She had not
even told them about it whileit lasted.

"Maybe you should pull up your roots, Kira, get out of that house.”

"l don't mind it. My work ishere, | don't have the time to move around. | should think you'd understand
that."

"I guessyou'reright. But | couldn't stand it mysdlf, staying there. I'd better get off now. I've ftill got some
reading to do."

"Mike" shesad impulsively, "try to be alittle more sympathetic to Jm. He doesn't need to have
somebody picking on him.”

"That's exactly what he does need. He gets enough sympathy from everyone else. I'll try to call you again
when | get achance.”

"Good night." She pressed a button and disconnected. She continued to Sit by the phone, staring into the
darkened living room. Shefelt agtab of guilt. There | was, asking Mike to be more sympathetic to Jim
. It was Mike who needed some understanding now.

Soon Al would come downstairs and they would make plans to do some viewing through his



telescope if the sky was clear. Paul was calling themto dinner .
At last she got up and walked through the empty house, then up the sairs.

"Drop your weapons, everybody,” Bert Ramsey shouted from the |aboratory door. “"We're having a party
in the lounge down the hal. The anti-moratorium bill just passed the House."

Kira, in the middle of making some notes for areport, heard the othersin thelab give afew quiet cheers.
Chairs and stools squeaked across the floor as people began to file out of the lab and down the hall.

She got up dowly and turned toward the door. "Coming?' Bert asked.
"Il bedowninaminute" shesaid dowly.

"Y ou must be even happier than therest of us, you probably fed vindicated.” The short, dightly
overweight man leaned againgt the door. "This may mean more funds, more lab assstants. | bet Hidey'll

have us pretty busy applying for grants.”

"It doesn't mean welll get any. There may not be that much money, and most of it'sdready tied up. The
medical peoplewill get more."

"Maybe, maybe not." Bert straightened up. "I'll seeyou in thelounge.”

Kirasighed as Bert disappeared. The passing of the bill wasamixed blessing for her. Asascientist, she
welcomed it, but she was sure that even now some reporter was looking for her. She and her brothers
would get some more unwanted publicity, more stupid questions, and she was not ready for that. They
had avoided it for so long now. And when the pressredlized that she was hersdf abiologi<...she
shuddered. She could tell them she had nothing to say but then they would voice their suspicions about
what she, aclone, might be up to. No, shewould have to rehearse afew harmless and innocuous
gatementsfor them:We are till considering possible projects. Of course, anything we do would
have to be approved by the university administration, and whatever it iswill, we hope, be of value
to everyone .

The President could veto the bill, but thiswas unlikely. Kiradid not follow politics closely, but she was
sure that the President would still sgn the bill. The world was well on the way to being amore peaceful,
quiet, middle-class place, but there were alot of younger people who thought it was time to be more
adventurous and alot of old people, liveslengthened by anti-aging shots, who could remember more
exciting, if more dangerous, times. And the middle-aged, who might be expected to wish that things
would remain quiet, were starting to look at their older relatives and wish that they might themsalves be
able to stay around longer and enjoy more of the things they were at last able to have. People were
basicaly greedy. There were still many who would make noise about the hill's passage, but more who
believed they had a good chance of living long enough to regp some of the benefits of new research.
Greed would win out, asit usudly did. It was probably the only thing that cemented people together in
the end.

Of course afusswould be raised in the United Nations. But no one would pay attention, since other
countries were aready passng their own billsor, in the case of dictatorships, setting up their own
projects.But we'll have to be careful , Kirathought,we've messed things up before and if we do it
now it may set us back permanently .

She | eft the lab and walked down the hal toward the lounge. The gathering there was getting fairly noisy.
As she entered the room, astrong smell of tobacco and marijuana reached her nostrils. The room was
aready blue with smoke. A man shoved past her with aplastic bag of ice.



"Kiral" Jonis shouted. Kirapushed her way through the crowd over to her friend's side. "What do you
know, real work for achange. Hidey's dmost rolling on the floor with glee." Joniswaved her glass,
managing to spill some of its contents on Kiraslab coat. "That is, if we can get any money. And if we can
decide what we want to do and if we can get some time off from teaching to get the work done, whichis
doubtful unlesswe can hire more people. Well probably have to work on our own time. | guessthe bill
doesn't mean much after dl. Well, it was anice dresm whileit lasted.”

"Y ou dwaysfind the dark sde.”

"I'm aredigt. That'susudly the only sdethereis. Well, not entirely. We get the rest of the afternoon off
SO we can get stewed.”

"You do. | have aclassto teach in an hour."
"What did | tell you? Therésawaysadark sde."
"Excuseme, Jonis." Kiramoved through the room, managing to shout hello to EmmaVaois as she went.

Hidey was standing in a corner with Mashe Spatz, who had wandered over from the chemistry
department. "You tell me," the bald chemist was saying as he gestured with his bony hands. "Everybody
in my department is starting to come to me with his own pet project now, not even waiting for the news
tosnk in. | am going to have my hands full keeping them from flying a each other, | should not be
chairman a such atime. | am ateacher. My talent is organizing teaching schedules and advising sudents.”
He glanced at Kira. "Hello, Ms. Swenson, you are looking charming today as always."

Kirasmiled as Moshe turned back to Hidey. ™Y ou will decide what your people will do and they will do
it, however they might fed. Y ou command a persond loyaty. | haven't that talent."

"You'reflatering me" Hidey mumbled, lighting acigarette.
"l am gating afact.”

Hidey looked uneadily at Kira. "Moshesright,” she said to him then suddenly realized that Hidey might
misunderstand her remark. "I mean, we dl fed that way." Shefdt asthough she was floundering,
searching for theright words.

"Larry," Moshe said, turning to speak to another man. Kirawas left facing Hidey. She fet awkward and
embarrassed. "Have you thought about anything we might work on?* she asked, trying tofill the silent
void between them.

"I'll be caling ameeting sometime thisweek," he answered. "I do have something in mind. I've been
thinking of it for years"

She pulled at abutton on her [ab coat. "Well, I'd better go get ready for my class,” she said, looking
away from him. Sheturned and dmost collided with EmmaVdois.

"Hello, Kira" the psychiatrist said.

"Hello," Kirareplied, feding trapped. "l wish | could stay and talk, but | have a class soon. I'd better get
going." Shefound hersdlf wondering if Emmaknew about Hidey.

She moved through the room and into the halway, sighing with relief as she headed for her office.

Kiraleft her office late. The studentsin her comparative anatomy class had been livedier than usud. She



often felt that the summer students, many of them older workers making use of their three-month
vacations, were more interesting than the younger students she taught during the rest of the year. Two of
them had followed her back to her office, one needing advice on which courses he should take, the other,
abad student, needing help on getting through this one.

She was thinking about the bad student as she walked through the halway. He should never have taken
the coursein thefirgt place, but it was alittle late to drop it. The end of the summer term would be upon
them soon. The student had, as usud, waited until now before panicking and it had quickly become
obviousthat he was under parental pressure; his parents were medical researchers and expected him to
do the same. The old story. People never seemed to change. There was at |east one of these unfortunates
in classevery semeder.

She saw that Hidey's office door, up ahead on the curving corridor, was open. She hated, suddenly
afraidtowalk pastit.You're being ridiculous. Shetook one step forward, hesitated, then started to turn
around.

The door to Hidey's office moved and she found hersdlf facing him. She gestured with ahand in greeting.
"Kira. Do you have amoment?'

"Sure" shereplied, shrugging in what she hoped was anonchdant fashion. Shefollowed himinto the
office and sat down as he closed the door.

"l guess," she said, "you want to talk about what kind of research we might do. Jonis mentioned
something to me about organ regeneration, she's been pretty interested in O'Connor's papers on the
subject. Of courseit's pretty theoretica, but she thinks O'Connor's laid the groundwork. If we can find
the mechanism that would trigger regeneration, we could put the organ banks out of business. We could
certainly get agrant from the military for the work, if you don't mind going to that particular source of
funds." Shewas stating the obvious, running off at the mouth.

Hidey, instead of seating himself in achair, had paced toward the wall, then perched on the edge of his
dek. "I'm afraid I've been very foolish,” he muttered, looking at the floor.

She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it again. "1've become disappointed in mysdlf," he went on.
"I liketo think I'm free of the prejudices that other people have, | dways thought | was. But | wasn't, and
pretty soon | redized how easy it isto make problems where there aren't any."

She did not know what to say. She waited, curling her handsin her lap. ™Y ou were cloned from the best
friend | ever had and ever will have, and it made a difference to me. | thought there was something wrong
about what | fdlt. | couldn't see you as an individual, as a separate person. It would have been more
aurprisgng if | hadn't felt theway | do. | thought | wasturning into an old senile fool, cavorting with a
young woman, but | was only doing what 1've been too busy to do for most of my life."

"Hidey," shesaid at lagt. "Y ou don't have to make excusesto me.”

"Certainly | do. | haven't been too considerate of your fedlings. | have some bad habits, I'm used to
women who ask nothing of me and are there when | have timeto fit them into my schedule, or when they
have timeto fit meinto theirs. | noticed how you've been acting around me, at first it bothered me, |
didn't know why you couldn't just forget the whole thing, and then | realized it might be for the same
reason | couldn't.”

Hewas slent. She wanted to walk across the room to him, say something, but she seemed locked to the
chair. Sheforced hersdf to look at him. He was watching her with his brown eyes.



"l want to get out of this office for awhile and just have aquiet dinner with you somewhere, try to make
up for logt time, you might say, if it'sal right with you."

At last shewas ableto stand. "Come on, then," she said, and felt herself amiling. "I'm starving.” He
reached for her hand and she grasped his. " Sometimes you're an awful dope, Hidey."

"l know."

She was nudged awake early. She could smell coffee being waved in front of her nose. Groaning, she
pulled the covers over her head.

"Comeon, it'seight-thirty." Kiraopened her eyes and saw Hidey, already dressed, sitting on the edge of
the bed with amug in his hand. He put the coffee down on an end table next to her.

"Damnit, Hidey, thisisthe only day | can deep late, | haven't got aclassuntil eleven.”

"| forgot. Wake up anyway, we can go have breakfast somewhere and talk about possible projects. Or
I'll cook some here with that crap everyone nowadays thinks tastes like bacon and eggs.”

She put her arms around his neck. "There's only one thing I'm going to wake up for."

Heleaned over and kissed her. "I'd better head over to my office then, even though I'd rather stay here.
I've got adesk full of work crying out to me."

"Letit"
"I can't. I'm an old man, Kira, | can't change my habits overnight.”

"I don't want to hear that ‘old man' stuff. Y ou're up and ready to go to work while I'm exhausted and
ready to deep dl day. Youdid dl right last night for an old man.”

"I promiseI'll leave early tonight.” He kissed her on the forehead. "All right?!
"All right." She heard him get up and leave the room as she closed her eyes.

But she could not go back to deep. She thought of the night before, the few hours of deep snatched
between sessions of lovemaking. Images flashed through her mind, some so vivid that she could fed as
well as see them: Hidey's hands on her hips, his body under hers as she kndlt above him, hisarms around
her as he dept.

She threw off the covers and got up, putting on arobe as she walked toward the bathroom acrossthe
hall. She showered quickly and then remembered the coffee next to her bed. She wandered back to her
room, the blue robe over her arm. The coffee was dready cold and she would have to make more. She
was combing her hair, thinking of Hidey again, when she heard the front doorbell.

She put the robe on again and hurried downstairs, curious about who would be there at this hour. Maybe
Hidey had decided to come back after al. She would have to give him a key. She moved toward the
door, smoothing her shoulder-length hair with her hands.

She opened the door dightly and peered out through the crack, then flung it open.

Her brother Jm stood there, holding a battered suitcase. Two young women, one atall brunette and the
other adender redhead, stood behind him.

"I would have just comein, but | thought you might be home, so | rang.” Jm drifted into the living room,



the two women following him.

"| thought you were with Soniain New Y ork," she managed to say. The women sat on the sofawhile Jm
sorawled in achair. "Mike said something about you being an editor.”

"You could go crazy in New York," hesaid. "l couldn't tekeit. | didn't have any time for writing
ayway."

Jm had grown thinner. His shaggy beard needed atrim. He Stretched hislegs, clothed in shabby brown
dacks, infront of him. He looked dightly flabby aswell, asif he had gotten no exercisefor awnhile.

He gestured at hiscompanions. "Thisis Carole Elashili," he said, waving hisarm at the brunette, "and
Ellie Clayton." He motioned toward the redhead. "I met Carolein New Y ork," he went on. " She and
Ellie wanted to see the country and | wanted some company on the trip.”

Kiralooked at the women more closaly. Carole seemed oddly remote. She resembled an ancient
Egyptian with large brown eyes and heavy black hair that hung to her shoulders. Her perfect lips curved
inasmal smile. Ellie grinned awkwardly, running her hand through the unruly red curls on her head.

"I hope you don't mind them staying for awhile,” Jm said.

"Of course not, we have the room." Kirasmiled a the women. Carole, clothed in along white deeveless
dress, hardly moved. Only her eyes darted restlesdy around the room.

"Jm's heping mewith my writing,” Ellie said. Kiratried to place the woman's accent; Tennessee perhaps,
or West Virginia. "1 shouldn't even call mysdf awriter, why, | haven't published aword, unless you want
to count some brochures | did for a cassette company.” Ellie pulled at the waistband of her green shorts.
"l just had to leave the city for awhile, that town was grinding me down. | may take alook at what's
doing at the university here, maybeif | knew more, 1'd have more to write about."”

"Areyou awriter, too?' Kiraasked Carole.
Carolewas gazing over Kiras head. "'l wasworking in abank." She said nothing more.
"Can | get you some coffee?’ Kiraasked, beginning to fed at loose ends.

"| think were going to retire, if you don't mind,” Ellie replied. "We didn't get much deep last night. Don't
you let us bother you, just keep doing what you were doing before we got here." The two young women
stood up. Jim led them out of the room and upgtairs.

Kirawandered into the kitchen and put on more coffee. Shefdt disconcerted by her brother'svisit. She
did not know if she was ready to ded with Jm’'s moods now. He was obvioudy "between things' again,
as he seemed to have been for most of hislife.

She thought of Hidey again and was suddenly afraid of what Jm would think.It's none of his business .
She sat down at the table as Jm came into the kitchen.

He looked at the coffee pot, then sat down across from her. "How do you like Mike?' he said quickly.
"Ed called me before | |eft and told me about him and hiswife. | couldn't believe it. Competent Mike
who could handle anything. | guess he'sjust like everybody else after dl." He smiled bitterly.

"Have some sympathy for him."

"Sympeathy! He sure showed mealot, with al his sanctimonious shit about how | should do thisand do



that. He refused to get me anything with the p.r. peoplein his company, you know. He said | wasn't
reliable. Why should | care about his fuck-ups?*

“Jm..."

"Just let him try to lecture me about my life once more." Jim looked at her more closdly. "How's
everything with you?"

"All right."
"Areyou and your biologist friends getting ready to cook up some more horrors now that the ban's of f?*

"Don't start that again.” She got up, poured two cups of coffee, and dammed Jm's down on thetable. A
little coffee spilled over the Sdes of hismug. "Just don't start criticizing my work. | would think you'd
know better by now."

"Maybe Takamurall start cloning more people. That would be interesting. We wouldn't be the only ones
any more. He should clone himself and see what it'slike, having abunch of identicd little Takamuras
running around.”

"Shut up, IJm." She was angry now. She sipped at her coffee quickly and burned her lip dightly.
"What do you think of Carole and Ellie?" he asked, changing the subject.
"What can | think of them?| only saw them for about five minutes. Ellie ssemsnice.”

"Carolesvery shy, that'swhy she didn't say much. It just takesawhile to get to know her. She'sonly
eighteen, shewasin New Y ork for only afew months. She'strying to decide what she wantsto do.
Elligsalittle older. | met them at aparty.”

"Maybe you should decide what you're going to do,” Kirasaid acidly, "before you sart advising
everyonedse"

"You sound just like Mike."

"He does say something sensible oncein awhile." She drank some more coffee, then got up and put the
cupinthesnk.l shouldn't start bickering with him , she thought, feding dightly guilty. "I'd liketo Sit
around and talk," she said gently, "but | have to teach aclassthismorning. I'd better get ready.”

"Now you'retrying to meke mefed guilty.”
Shewasirritated. "I'm just saying that some of us have work to do.”

"Chrigt!" Jm dammed hispam on thetable. "I can't believe | came out hereto ligen to this. I've been
working pretty hard. A microfiche publisher bought my novel, you know."

"It's about time."

"So | figured aslong as| had some money, and Mike wasn't going to help me, I'd come hereand try to
get abook finished. Y ou seem to think that just because someone doesn't go to a place of employment
every day, he'snot doing anything.”

"All right, Jm, I'm sorry." She sghed wearily. "I haveto start getting ready.”

Sheleft him in the kitchen and went back upstairs. As she entered her room, she saw her rumpled



bedding and wondered if Jm had noticed it when he passed in the hallway.It doesn't matter, he
couldn't know about Hidey .

She made the bed quickly.

They gathered in one of the conference roomsin the late afternoon. Hidey, Stting next to alarge ashtray,
smiled at Kiraas she entered the room with Jonis and sat down at the round table.

Bert Ramsey was next to Hidey. Next to Bert was Ike Jefferson, who had arrived the year beforefrom a
southern school. Cesar Gomez, puffing on alarge aromatic cigar, was discussng something with Kurt
Schultz.

Apparently none of the instructors or laboratory assistants had been called to the meeting. Bert looked
around the room quickly and then back at Hidey.

"Shouldn't there be more of us?' Bert asked.

"l didn't cdll the people who are only interested in teaching,” Hidey replied, "and | left out otherswho
have their own projectsto do, athough well consult with them later.”

"Why don't you give usyour ideasfirst, Hidey," Bert said. "Y ou've probably got moreto say about a
possible project than the rest of us anyway."

Everyone seemed agreesble to this. Hidey leaned forward. "'l should say afew preliminary thingsfirg.
Whatever kind of project we undertake is just going to mean more work for everybody here, at least for
awhile. Weadl have pretty full schedulesright now and even if we can get agrant, well il be
overworked. | don't mind that mysdlf, I'm used to deeping in my office and working on weekends, but
some of you may fed like having moretimeto yourselves." He paused to light acigarette. "I know," he
went on, "that none of you here are used to working on any kind of crucia research project. All you've
doneisimproved on what was done thirty years ago, refined some techniques,; that's al the moratorium
has et us do. We aways know in advance what well come up with. Now there's no reason why we
have to do anything else. The university would be just as happy to let us go our own way and the park
service will keep giving us grantsto clone endangered species at least until they finish setting up their own
facilities. If any of you want to kegp on with what you're doing, just say so, and we can al go home."

Cesar Gomez gestured with hiscigar. "I'm just spesking for mysdlf,” the small dark man said, "but | was
trained to do research and so was everyone el se here. We haven't been able to do adamn thing with our
training. | enjoy teaching, but I'd enjoy it alot moreif | wastraining sudents to do something more than
develop what we dready know. Everybody knows what a disaster that moratorium was, even if they
don't want to admit it. Weve lost alot of the best students over the years. They knew they wouldn't be
able to achieve anything, that they would be little more than technicians. Therest of us have just been
hanging on like damn fools, waiting for the day when we might really be able to work again, and
wondering if it would ever come. We haven't even been able to teach, really, weve just been
indoctrinating studentsin agatic field. It's going to be years before we can get some of those mindswe
lost replaced asit is. | say we go ahead.”

"Samehere" Ike Jefferson drawled. "I'm mighty tired of arousing the curiosity of students and then having
to tell them they can't try to answer certain questions. It violates the spirit of free inquiry and everything
else we should stand for." The others nodded.

Hidey smiled and seemed to relax. "There's another problem that might be easier to resolve, apolitica
one. You dl know how alot of people, even now, fed about me. | was accused of grandstanding in the
past." Kirasaw Kurt Schultz's blue eyes drift in her direction. "No matter what we undertake, alot of



people are going to be watching me. Y ou may make your work easier if you let meretire. I've got my
pension and | could probably find something to do. The only reason I've been here thislong isby
threatening to take the university to court if they force metoretire, and every old person around, even the
onesthat hate me, would be on my side there. No one wants forced retirement established again.”

"No," Kurt said, running his hand over his short silvery blond hair. ™Y ou stay. If you go, Kirawill haveto
go aso. Wewould get just as much interference from those who might wonder what kind of project a
clone might work on, considering that she wasthe result of one of thelast projects before this
moratorium. We cannot concern oursel ves with such matters. Besides, | doubt that we could think up a
reason for getting rid of Kira Wewould be obligated to help find her anew position and then we would
have to find two replacements for you both. That would not be easy, given thelack of taent inthefield at
the moment.”

"Let me get to the point,” Jonis said. "Without Hidey, | doubt that any of us could agree on anything. He's
the only one who's kept us from getting into time-wasting feuds. | don't want usto be like the chemistry
department or anthropology. | don't think those people could agree on what modd coffee machineto
get." The blond woman stared across the table at Kurt. Kiraknew Jonis had never particularly liked him.
Kurt stared back coldly.

"I am forced to agree with you on that, Ms. Ettinger,” he muttered &t |last.

"I don't blievewhat | just heard," Bert said, chuckling and glancing from Jonisto Kurt. "There's hope for
you two yet."

"All right,” Hidey said, and Kirawatched as everyone turned back to him. Hidey had somehow mastered
the art of inspiring loyalty among his associates. It might have been that talent that had made her own
existence possible in the end. Severa people, she knew, had wondered how he had persuaded othersto
go aong with the then-dangerous project of cloning Paul Swenson. Even after the project’s conclusion,
when many of those involved had to face severd problems, she had never heard of any of them turning
agang Hidey.

Y et Hidey seemed genuinely surprised whenever anyone pointed this out. Maybe that was part of the
taent.

"I have an ideafor something we might work on," Hidey continued. "1 don't know how much | want to
say about it right now. Maybe I've been too closeto it for too long. It's something I've been thinking
about for thirty years, in away it's something | was working for back when | cloned Kiraand her
brothersfrom my friend."

Kirawaited. Hidey had said little to her about hisideas. "Thereason | cloned Paul Swenson,” he said,
"wasthat | felt one human lifetime wastoo short for him to make full use of histalents. The samethingis
probably true of any person. However, | don't think cloning everybody isredly the answer here. | have
something esein mind, dthough it would utilize the techniques of cloning.”

No wonder he didn't mention anything to me, Kirathought.He probably didn't know how I'd react .
Shetried to give him areassuring |ook.

"Weve dready extended the human life span with anti-aging shots," Hidey continued. "'Because of socid
reasons, administration of these shotsis delayed, but | have no doubt that if they were given at an earlier
age we could hope for an even grester life span.”

"Therestak about doing that dready in Washington," said ke, the only one of them who seemed to
keep up with palitics. "They might lower the age for receiving them to fifty-five."



"That's redlly beside the point anyway,” Hidey said. "It'l still be a half-measure, even if you could get
shotsat thirty. I'm sure there are people doing that in spite of the pendties and the chance of getting
caught. So you might live, say, to one hundred and fifty, maybe two hundred. But you wouldn't be ableto
replace logt brain cdlls, lost nerve cells, you would just be clearing out old ones.”

"Still, you could double our life gpan,” Cesar said. "I'd settle for that.”

"Oh, well haveit one of thesedays," Ike said. "Not in our lifetime, maybe. It'll be agradua kind of thing,
getting people psychologically prepared, adjusting our ingtitutions, a continuation of the processthat's
dready taking place.”

Hidey, Kiranoticed, was growing impatient with this meandering. "What about an indefinite life span?"* he
asked. Therewas silence asthose around the table looked at each other, then back at him.

"It istheoretically possible," Kurt murmured. "Even with the little we now know asaresult of the
moratorium.”

"Who would want to live that long?* Jonis asked irrelevantly.

"Surely you people can be alittle more adventurous,” Hidey said. "'l believe we could develop amethod
within the next few years"

"An application of cloning," Kurt said, leaning back in hischair. "Yes, | think | seewhereyou are leading
lﬁ"

"We have the technology for producing clones," Hidey continued. "We dso have available to usameans
of clearing out the collagens and wastes acquired in the body through aging and the cross-linkage of
proteins, namely the anti-aging shots. What if we were to clone a person, then, when the fetus reached a
certain point of development, make serum from the different organs and inject it into the person? The
various cloned cdllswould presumably migrate to the different parts of the body, replacing old cdllsthat
had been removed by anti-aging shots. The body would be renewed. Aging would be hated, perhaps
turned back. The person might be completely rguvenated. If the process were repeated at intervals,
there's no reason why the subject couldn't live indefinitely.”

Perhaps forever, Kirathought. The word Hidey was refusing to say wasimmortal . Suddenly she had
animage of hersaf and her brothers cut up and injected into Paul. She managed to repress a shudder. |
can't look at it that way . Besides, the use of fetusesin such a project would, she was sure, be
temporary. The process could be refined; eventually only certain portions of the body, certain organs,
would be cloned, rather than the entire person.

"We couldn't get agrant for that,” Bert said. "No way intheworld."

"Surewe could,” Jonisreplied. "Y ou just have to word the gpplication in a certain way. We could
probably get some kind of grant for medical research, repair of damaged organs, something like that.”

"I can't believeit,” Ike said, damming his pam down on the table. "No one here seemsto realize what
Hidey'ssaying. You'real talking asif it'sjust another project. He's talking about something that would
change usforever, that would didocate our entire society. Thiswon't be so easy for peopleto brush
asde or suppress. If people get the ideathat they might be ableto live indefinitdly, if it works, how isit
going to be handled? Will everybody get a chance and if not, who's going to choose? Weve just started
to stabilize our population, what's this going to do to that? Do you redly think people are ready for it?"

"What do you want usto do, Ike?' Hidey said quietly. "Forget about trying and condemn everyoneto a



certain death? Or do the work and then try to handle it somehow?"

"I'm saying," Ikereplied, "that you have to consider thingsin acontext, as part of asystem. Y ou can't go
off in ahit-or-miss fashion. We must ask questions, | admit, but we must coordinate our findings. We
have to give more thought to educating people about dternatives. We especially have to avoid imposing
our own persond ideas about what's right for everybody in the world. We won't be able to control how
our findings are used and | don't suppose that we should, but we must give some thought to whether or
not they'll betruly beneficid inthe end.”

"I guess everybody here's been living with the moratorium too long,” Kirasaid. "Were afraid. Aslong as
we were under imposed limitations, we didn't have to think about theseissues.”

"It may not work," Hidey said. "Not everything does, you know. You're al used to having everything turn
out asyou expect it to. Replacing brain cdls, for instance, may erase memories. We might end up with
what Joniswould have us write down on an application, atreatment for diseased organs.”

"| doubt that any of us can decide anything,” Kurt said, "until we familiarize oursves more with the
literature on the subject. We must decide whether or not the project you proposeisfeasible, either in
terms of the goa you propose or in terms of knowledgeto be gained. If it is, we must then decideif we
arewilling towork onit. That isthetimeto consder our various objections. Persondly, | fed that a
consideration of societal consegquences of any project before undertaking it will gain us nothing. We
should then be doing for oursalves what the moratorium has been doing for us.”

"All right,” Bert said. "Well gart reading.”

"l was going to suggest it anyway," Hidey said. He reached for the folder in front of him and began to
passout alist. "Well meet again aweek from now and see what we've come up with in the meantime.”

The men picked up their lists and started to drift out of the room. Jonis stood up and grimaced at Hidey.
"Y ou know how to pick them, don't you?' she said. "Nothing smal or smple. Try for the jackpot." She
picked up her list and walked out.

"Jonis doesn't sound too happy about it," Hidey said.
"If wedl decideto go ahead, shell go dong,” Kiraresponded. "That'stheway sheis.”
"What do you think?'

"I don't know yet." She looked down at the list. She felt unaccountably depressed suddenly and could
not shake the fedling.

Hetook her hand. "Weve got time. Why don't you forget it for now? We can go to your house and have
aquiet supper, rdax abit."

"Areyou going to be the subject of this experiment?’ she heard hersdf ask savagely, and wished amost
immediately that she had said nothing.

"Of course not." He looked concerned. "Isthat what you thought, that | Ssmply wanted to benefit myself?
Surely you know me better than that.”

"I'm sure such adesire has something to do with it," she went on, and wondered why she could not let
go. "No, I'm sorry," sheforced hersdf to say. "I didn't mean it.”

"How can any of usbe sure of our motives, Kira? We just have to do the best we can." He released her



hand and stood up. "Why don't we go, you're probably tired anyway."

"I'll meet you in your officein about ten minutes" she said quickly. "I'vejust got afew thingsto do." She
tried to smile and then kissed him quickly asif attempting to make amends.

She hurried down the hal and then realized she could not go to her house with Hidey, not with im there.
Whét could she say to Jm, and why hadn't she told Hidey her brother was visiting?

She should go home done, tell Hidey that Jm was visting and that she wanted to talk to him hisfirst night
there. But she did not want to talk to Jim yet. She wanted to be with Hidey, wanted to lose hersdlf for at
leest awhilein lovemaking.

Why does everything seem to happen at once, she thought angrily as she entered her office. She put
theligt of readings under ameta paperweight decorated with asymbol of adouble hdix and
contemplated the phone. They could go to Hidey's place. Shewould call Jm and tell him she would not
be home.

She sat down and punched out the number. The phone rang severa times before Jm picked it up.
"Hello, how are you doing?'
"Areyou going to be doing anything tonight, Jm?"

He yawned, stretching an arm over hishead. "1'm going to be writing. | just got up. Carole wanted to
know when you'd be home. She's making supper tonight. | think she kind of wanted to do something

pecid.”
"I just wondered. | don't know if I'm going to be home tonight.”

"Carol€ell be disappointed. Maybe tomorrow would be better, though. She's ill tired from thetrip.”

"Tomorrow'sfing" Kirasaid. She had committed hersalf now.| hope I'll beup to it . "It'l be better, |
don't want to put Caroleto any troubleif she'still tired." Kirawas hoping she did not sound as guilty as
shefdlt.

"Wheréreyou going?'

"Out with Jonis," shelied. Jm shook his head. She should have learned by now it was difficult to keep a
secret from the others.

"Come on, Kira, you don't have to fool me. Y ou're probably seeing aguy. | don't expect you to be
celibate, you know. Carole and Ellie keep me pretty busy.”

Shedid not care for the offhand way he talked about the two young women, the hint of contempt.What
do you expect? He doesn't think that much of himself, not really . "I'll see you tomorrow," she said.

"Haveagood time."

They hurtled along the automated highway toward the city, Kiras head on Hidey's shoulder. "Whereto?"
Hidey asked. "Enzio's, that barnlike place with real home cooking, or do you want to take a chance on
my culinary expertise, or lack of it?'

"Anyplace" sheresponded. Shedid not fed particularly hungry in spite of the fact that her ssomach
seemed to beflooding itself with acid.



"l fed likeindulging mysdf, frankly,” he said. "I fed like abig antipasto and abowl of spaghetti with hot
sausage, even if the sausage is mostly soybeans. Y ou know, old Enzio would have never used soy
protein and he made his own pasta, but what can you do? No one knows how food tastes any more. |
suspect young Enzio buys the sauces dready made, his spaghetti capriceisn't anything like hisfather's
was"

Kirasad nothing.

"Thinking about the meeting?'

"Jm'sback,” shesad, finding her voice a last.

"Well, why didn't you say so? Maybe you should have gone home, you probably want to talk with him.”

"I cdled him from my office, he said he would be busy. Anyway, | saw him thismorning before | went to
my class." Shewas growing more nervous. What would Hidey say if he knew about her one-time
relaionship with Jm?

"Y ou don't sound particularly happy.”

"It isn't that. Y ou know how Jim feels about my work, about sciencein generd. It'shard to talk to him, |
fed morelike an adversary sometimesthan asgter.” She stopped, feding vagudy didoyd.

"| can understand that, in away. He till isn't reconciled to himsalf and he resents the processes that
brought him into being. He's extended the attitude to all sciences. Besides, his attitude is one thing that
digtinguishes him from the rest of you, so inaway it'suseful.” He paused to light acigarette. "A lot of
people resent being born, they unconscioudy think of their parents as irresponsible or capricious,
dragging them into existence without their consent. Sometimes that can result in sexua problems, but that
could hardly be the case with im. He instead resents the science that....."

"I know dl that," Kirasaid with someirritation. Hidey was sounding as though he understood Jm better
than shedid. "I'll see Jm tomorrow, | promised that. Maybe he..." She could not finish the unworded

thought.
Shewould try to put Jm out of her mind at least for the night.
"How's the book coming dong?'

"| got acouple of pagesdone. | don't know. It's not going the way | thought it would." Jm poured
himsdf another glass of wine. "Maybe| just have to get used to new surroundings.”

Kiraglanced across the table at Carole and caught her with an anxious look on her face which changed
quickly into remoteness. "The food was delicious,”" Kirasaid to her and was rewarded with arelieved
amile. "Maybe," she said, turning back to her brother, "you should be writing something e se.”

"Y ou haven't even seen my manuscript.”
"| just thought there are alot of things you could write about, that you have a unique perspective on.”

"What the hell's that supposed to mean?' Jm set down his glass. Carole and Ellie seemed to shrink
dightly intheir chairs, looking uneasily from Jm to Kira. She looked &t the two empty wine bottles on the
table and redlized Jim had been drinking more than she had noticed.

Ellie leaned over and placed ahand on Jim'sarm. He shook it off. "Y ou and my brothers, trying to act as



though it doesn't make any difference. Y ou think it's just something you can accept, like being born with
green eyes, but it isn't the same.”

"Fortunately most people don't seem to share your atitude," Kirasaid angrily. "If they did, | doubt the
moratorium would have been repeded.” She suddenly wanted to hurt him. "Faceit, Jm, yourein avery
small minority. Y our atitudes are the ones people find foolish, not mine, not any more.”

"The only reason that business was repeal ed was because people want to get something out of it, they're
sdfish and think they'll gain something, they're bored. They'll seewhereit getsthem." He reached for one
of the, wine bottles and saw that it was empty.

"Jm," Ellie murmured. Carole began to clear dishes off the table. Her face had become an expressionless
mask.

"I have atheory; Kira Y ou. want to hear it?' He picked up the third wine bottle and refilled his glass.
"Go ahead.”

"| think something went wrong when they put ustogether. | think they made amistake, | think they left
something out of me."

"Youreinsane."
"Or maybe they messed up Mike too, he's mad enough in hisown way. It's possible”

"Damnit, itisnt," shesaid loudly. "Don't you think they would have noticed if something went wrong?
They were monitoring things al thetime; they found out right away about the one who died.” She redlized
that the incident of the sixth clone was hardly something she should mention at thistime and hurried on
quickly. "And even if something had gone wrong, they would have found out about it. A computer was
monitoring us. They would have had arecord of any mistake on the print-out. They would have found
out about it then."

"How do you know they didn't?'
"What are you talking about?'

"How do you know they didn't?" he repeated. Carole returned and quickly retreasted again with more
dishes. "Why should they tell us? It would only make things harder. Better to shut up and let usthink
were at least partly normal.”

Theideawasridiculous, but he made it sound plausible.No , she thought, trying to shake off doubts that
were starting to dig in and take root. "No," she said out loud.

"Do you think Takamurawould have admitted amistake after the mess he was aready in? He would
have shoved our dead sister down the incinerator and hidden that if he could, believeit."

"Do you know what you're doing?"' she heard hersalf shout. ™Y ou're trying to evade any respongbility for
what you are and what you've done. Y ou'd rather blame anything else, because it's easier than thinking
about how you fed and what you believe. If you examined it at dl, you might see how stupidit dl isand
then you'd have to do something abouit it. Y ou might even have to change your mind about certain things.
Y ou might have to do something hard, like thinking instead of just following your impulses.”

"Y ou don't understand me at dl, do you?"



"I'm not finished.” She was douched over the table now. Carole hovered in the door to the kitchen. "
think | understand you pretty well. How different are we, redly? Sheignored his grimace. "How different
arewe?' sherepested, asif torubitin. "I could have been like you, any of us could have. So could Paul,
for that matter. Maybe the only difference is that, confronted with you, the rest of uswereforcedto bea
little more rationd, we couldn't give in to oursaves the way you do. Y ou're still acting like an adolescent.
| could understand it once, but | can't now."

"Stop it, Kira."

"No." She was upset now, unable to stop the flow of words. "I an sick of it, Jm, and | imaginethe
othersaretoo. I'm sick of your sdf-indulgence and willful ignorance, I'm sick of getting cals every few
months or so when you're bored or fed like committing suicide. I'm sick of nursing your delicate soul
through every little emotiona crisis. Y ou can't get dong with yoursdf and you takeit out on us because
we remind you of yoursalf. And now you're trying to shift the blame to Hidey and everyone e se because
it's easer than doing anything yoursdf."

Jm was motionless. Ellielooked distressed. Carole had disappeared again.

"Youact," IJmsadfindly, "asif lenjoy being theway | am. Don't you think I'd be happier some other
way? Thisisjust how | am.”

Hewastrying for areconciliation. His green eyes pleaded with her. Throw him a bone , she thought
bitterly,and forget it, open another bottle and get drunk and talk about old times, the good ones .
"Y ou can do something about what you are," she said. "I think youdo enjoy what you are in some strange
way. | don't think you'reredlly interested in changing. | think something in you enjoys being tormented,
even if you have to invent awhole menta construct of superstition to do it and believe things that apped
to you aesthetically in someweird way instead of trying to find out if they'retrue.”

Jm buried hishead in hisarms as she stood up. "Dont, Kira" Elliesad. "Befair, please.”

"So he's got your sympathy,” Kirasaid harshly. "You'll learn.” She walked out of the room. She could not
stay here, not now. She could go to her office, try to do some reading, cal Hidey later. She could stay
with him for the weekend, cam down. She opened the front door.

The sultry night air seemed to seep through the open door past her. The road and the houses on either
sdewere misty, blurred by ahumid haze.

"That'sright, walk away," said avoice behind her. Sheturned and saw Jm standing in the living room
doorway. "We're dways doing that, aren't we. We just throw our punches and walk away, not even
examining the casudties.”

"I need sometime by mysdf."
"Where are you going?'
"None of your goddamn business." She hurried outside.

"What areyou hiding, Kira?' he shouted after her. "There's something you're not telling me, isn't there?
Y ou think you can see through me, well, let metell you, | can seeright through you. Y ou're not telling me
something, but I'll ferret it out, | promise.”

She kept going toward the car, afraid to turn around.

Asshewasdriving avay, she saw Ellie pulling a Jm'sarm. Then the door closed, hiding them both.



There were more graffiti on the Sde of the biologica sciences building, replacing the words that the
maintenance people had removed the week before. A picture by an anonymous campus artist had aso
appeared on the building; a cheerful-looking Frankensteinian monster held a beaker in one hand and
pointed to the entrance with the other. Next to his head, in yellow paint, were the wordsBACK TO
WORK!

Kirasmiled in spite of hersdlf. She was il tired. Her muscles ached and her back seemed jarred
permanently out of line. Hidey's gpartment was more of away-gation than ahome, amost bare of
furniture, with asmall, out-of-order holo projector, an old computer booth and a narrow bed. She had
tried deeping on the bed with Hidey, but at last had been forced to retregt to the sofa, which turned out
to be alittle too short.

She had not mentioned her problems with Jim to Hidey and had been afraid to call her brother from
Hidey's place, afraid he would see where she had gone. At last on Sunday she had gone out, down the
city streetsto a phone on the corner. Jim had not been home, or was refusing to answer.

Hidey had drivenin early, awake and dert as usua. She had followed an hour later. She suppressed a
yawn. Entering the building, she went down to the lounge in search of a cup of coffee. A group of lab
assistants and students were playing cards at atable in acorner; they looked up as she cameinto the
room and went back to their cards.

She punched out some coffee and sat down, wondering if she should try to call im again, then
remembered that he usudly liked to deep late.l can't keep hiding fromhim .

"Why in hell didn't you bid spades?’ one of the young menin the corner said loudly.

"Good morning, Kira." Shelooked up and saw Kurt Schultz getting some coffee. He sat down next to
her. "Have you read the material Hidey gave usyet?'

"Someof it," shesad.

"I'm not criticizing his project,” Kurt went on, "but | think he may be deluding himsdlf about the results.
Heisassuming that aging isthe result of random metabolic errors. We can prolong life with the use of
anti-aging shots, but | wonder if it could be prolonged very much more even if the shots were given
earlier. Thereisas much reason, given the state of our research now, to assumethat aging is geneticaly
programmed into us."

"That's a pre-moratorium theory. Besides, wouldn't our project have some good results anyway?"

"Indeed it would, the medica benefits Jonis mentioned. That isall. The cdlls of theimmune system appear
to become less efficient with age, the DNA polymerases make more mistakes asthe cdllsdivide. The
process eventudly breaks down.”

"But what if there's areplacement of those cells?"

"Y ou might have some prolongation. But it ismy opinion that any work Hidey wants to undertake that
would accomplish his particular god would have to be done smultaneously with basic genetic research. If
the DNA in asystem could somehow be programmed not to make errors of thiskind, particularly
involving the breakdown in amino acid structures, then both projects might achieve results smilar to what
Hidey wants. | doubt that his project aone can produce what heislooking for."

"Excuse mefor saying this" she said, "but you sound asif something eseis bothering you about this
proposal besideswhat you've just outlined. Hidey's read the literature, I'm sure he knows about the



difficulties"
"| shall confessthat | have my doubts about his motives.”
"Come on, Kurt, you don't believe that Hidey just wantsto make anamefor himsdlf."

"He's an old man. He does not want to die, none of us do. But death isalittle closer to him than to the
rest of us. I think he might be deluding himsalf about how much he can do. Consider how he presented
the project, how he announced it. No conservative estimates of gods, just the wordsindefinite life,
immortdity if youwill. And he had us bdieving it because he so obvioudy did. What ishe going to do
when hefinds out that it may not work?'

"| think he's mature enough to handleit,” she said coldly.

"| shall admit that you know him better than | do,” Kurt continued. "I've only been here for three years
and you have known him al your life" He sipped at his coffee. "Hidey has been aguest in my homeon
severa occasons, however, and recently | have noticed an attitude of histhat very much disturbsme.”

"What'sthat?" Kiramumbled into her cup.

"| can seetwo hearts," ayoung man shouted from the corner table, "but why in hdll did you bid three?"
Kurt's attention seemed to wander to the bridge players.

"Goon," shesad.

Kurt's pale eyesfocused on her again. "Excuse me, | am acompulsive kibitzer when anyoneis playing
bridge." Hefinished his coffeein one gulp. "My wife very much enjoys Hidey's company in our home,
Sheisaparamedic and likesto discuss things with my colleagues. One evening recently we began
discussing death, a gloomy subject to be sure, but then we had al had afair amount of wine. | tend to be
somewhat fatalistic about death, believing that we can forestal it only for so long. | accept it asapart of
life, and expressed this opinion to Hidey. He became perturbed. Degth, he claimed, is an aberration and
an insufferable one. He said that everything he had ever donein hiswork was ultimately designed to fight
it. He cdled it an adversary, and one which he would, he hoped, defeat one day.”

"And you find that srange?"

"Indeed | did. Doesthat surprise you? We must all die some day to make room for those who will be
better adapted than we are. That isthe way evolution proceeds. No amount of genetic manipulation will
produce unforeseen and spontaneous mutations possessing qudities humanity may need in the future. Any
mature person accepts desth. Only the very young believe that they might live forever. Therest of usare
al too aware of our mortality."

"And why can't we improve oursalves?' she asked. "Why can't we change and stay on instead of waiting
for death?

"What | am trying to say isthat Hidey may be deluding himsalf about this entire project. | canignore his
attitudes, strange as| find them, unlessthey threaten to affect our work here. But with his attitude he may
affect thisproject, if it should be undertaken. He may rush things, or take foolish chances. Hehasa
grandiose vison that may interfere with how heviewsredity."

"Yourewrong." Shefinished her coffee and put the cup down on anearby table. "Don't you think he was
personally involved when he cloned me? Paul was his best friend. It didn't interfere with hiswork then.”

"Perhapsit did. If | wereto clone anyone a that time, if | had been around then, | might have cloned the



child of parents, for example, who had lost their child and could not have another. That is, if cellshad
been available. That would have proved whether or not the process was a possibility at that time. Cloning
five copies of afriend was somewhat extravagant. Hisfedlings must have had a great dedl to do with his
decison.”

"There were things he wanted to find out that he couldn't have if he had done what you suggest.”
"Perhaps, perhaps not. | am till worried about this project.”

"Y ou seem to be worrying agreat dedl," she said, "about problems you said at the meeting shouldn't
concern us.”

"The issues presented themselves as | considered the proposal. | could not ignore them.”
"Y ou don't think itsworthwhile a al, then.”

"Y ou persist in misunderstanding me, Kira. | believe the project might be worthwhile and the results
interesting and perhaps beneficid. | have doubts about whether it will achieve the end Hidey so ardently
desires. | would be delighted to pursue this research unless | think Hidey's wishes might interfere with our
work in someway." Kurt stood up. "Perhaps you too are persondly involved in what should be a
scientific enterprise”

"My fedingsfor Hidey have nothing to do with this," she said defengvely.

"I was not referring to your persona relationship. Y ou are a sensible person who, | am sure, can keep
such thingsin perspective. | meant that you are the outcome of one of Hidey's former projects and thus
might have a persond interest in this one that, through no fault of your own, you are unable or unwilling to
acknowledge." Kurt'sslvery blond hair seemed to glitter amost metadlicaly under the lounge lights.

"Forgive me, Kurt, but | can't help fedling that you're patronizing me."

"That was hot my intention.”

"What will you decide at the meeting thisweek?"

"I do not yet know." He gave her an amost formal nod and wandered over to the bridge players.

Kiragot up dowly and began to walk toward her office. Thiswas not going to be agood day, shewas
certain of that. She nodded to some students absently as she ambled through the hall and managed to
smile as she saw Hidey approaching her.

"Good morning!" he said brightly, then looked more closely at her. "If you looked any happier, I'd call a
psychiatrist. Anything wrong?'

"Just tired," she said. There was no point in mentioning Kurt; she could tell him later.

"| can't be getting too old if | cantire you out.” He took her hand and gave it an affectionate squeeze.
"How about lunch in my office later? We can did a couple of those indigestible sandwiches from the
lounge and | think my office machine might be persuaded to come up with some soup.”

"Sure"

"Got to run, I'm going to check out on grants at the science division officesand | want to beat the mob.”
He gave her hand another squeeze and took off.



He's already planning the project. She worried about what he would do if others beside Kurt began
expressing their doubts, then dismissed the thought. She did not have to worry about Hidey. He was
probably aware of Kurt's attitude anyway and could take care of himsdlf.

Kiraunlocked her office door and entered the room. Again she thought of her brother.One. thing at a
time, damn it . Shehad aclassin an hour, alab group in the afternoon, aseminar for peoplein the
community, viacomputer screen, just before dinner. She did not fed like doing any of it and began to toy
with the idea of saying she was sick and going home. She could crawl into bed with agood book and
forget about everything for awhile.

And contend with Jim when he wakes up. Well, she could not have gone home anyway, guilt about her
neglected tasks would pursue her even through deep. She wished shewas alittle lessresponsible.

At last she picked up the phone and dialed. Emma Vaois appeared on the screen. "Hello, Kira," she said
chearfully. "What can | do for you?'

"Do you have any freetime today?'

"I've got about an hour after lunch, oneto two."
"I need to talk to you. It'snot asocid cal.”
"Thetimésyours”"

Jm was seated in front of her office when she returned from the seminar, hisback against her door.
Startled, Kirapaused for amoment, then walked to hisside.

"I didn't expect to see you here," she said, trying to sound lighthearted. He stood up and she unlocked
the door. "1 thought you'd be eating supper by now." They went inside and he sat down in one of the
chairs, douched over, legs extended in front of him.

"I didn't exactly rdlish the thought of coming over,” he said, "but | was heretaking to one of my old
professorsin the English department so | thought 1'd come over here. | was beginning to wonder if I'd
ever seeyou again.”

Shefdt irritated for amoment, then redized he was only kidding her. "I did sort of disappear.”

"| tried cdling you here but you weren't in. Ellie and Carole wanted to go out to dinner and drive around
abit, so | told them I'd look for you."

"Didyou tak to Hidey at al?' Her voice sounded too tense. "Or Jonis?' she added quickly.
"| think they're doing some lab work. | didn't want to bother them.”

She put away her seminar notes and sat down behind the desk. "I did try to call thisweekend, but you
weren't home. | hope you weren't worried.”

"Why should | be?Y ou can take care of yoursdlf."
"l just didn't want youto stay mad.”
"Kira, I'm not redlly that upset, except for onething. What are you hiding?"

“Nathing.”



"I'm not a policeman or anything. Y ou're acting asif you have to guard me from something. | guess|
resent it alittle, | thought we were past the point where we had to hide our fedings. | suppose you have
your reasons.”" He smiled crookedly and she felt hersalf mirroring hisexpresson. "It'snot so easy talking
to the others either. Thelast time | talked to Al 1 got alecture on space ships. The three-second delay
didn't help.”

| should say something. Emmahad listened to her but had given no advice, only outlined the dternative
courses of action. She was being foolish in letting this deception persst. Jm was her brother. She looked
a him and wondered if sheknew him at dl.

Hidey will come through that door and Jim will know. A wave of panic washed over her.Sop it. |
have nothing to hide. He'll find out sooner or later anyway .

"Well, | am seeing somebody,” she said, quickly, plunging in before she had second thoughts. "I should
havetold you. After dl, it's not anything clandestine. I'm seeing Hidey."

For amoment she thought she had gotten away with it.Jim was chuckling. She smiled back. Well, |
hope you're happy, Kira, that'sall .

Hewas silent for afew seconds. At last he said, "Y ou can't be."
"l am." Shesadit harshly.

"I'm surprised he can il get it up.”

"Dontinsult him."

"I should have seen it coming. Y ou've spent enough time with him. | knew he wanted to keep his
friendship with Paul dive, but | redly didn't think held go thisfar.”

"Damnit, Jm, it has nothing to do with Paul.”
"How do you know? That may bedl it is, whether he choosesto admit it or not.”
"I know it isn't. I'm closer to him than you are.”

He was suddenly at the desk, hands planted on its surface. "It makes me sick, just thinking about it. |
keep seeing him in the &b, putting us together, observing usin those goddamn wombs. Don't tell meit'sa
normd love affair. Hes redly sucked you in, hasn't he? First he has you involved in al these projects of
hisand then..."

"| don't haveto listen to any more of this. And while you're thinking about Hidey, you might remember
what we did afew years back and think what people would say about that."

He pulled away dightly, asif she had dapped him. She stood up and glared across the desk at her
brother. They faced each other, feet apart, fists clenched. The door opened and Jm spun around.

Hidey stood there, looking first at Jm, then at Kira. Shetried to rlax and saw Jm attempting a strained
amile

"Helo, Jm," Hidey said quietly. "I haven't seen you in quite awhile. How'sthe writing?'

Jm seemed stunned for amoment. "He'sworking on another nove," she said quickly, and heard Jm
echo her words: "I'm working on another novel."



Hidey took out arumpled pack of cigarettesand lit one. "I really admire people who can write," he went
on. "All I've ever managed are papersfor the journalss, reports, that kind of thing, and | usudly haveto
rewrite them and then have my computer correct my spelling.”

For an ingtant Kira thought that her brother was going to create a scene. She watched hisjaw muscles
tighten, then relax. Jm shrugged. "It'sjust askill you haveto learn, acraft,” he said. "It comeseasier to
some people than others.”

"What's the book about?"
"l cant explainitin asentence.
"He hasn't even shown it to me," Kirainterjected. Her voice sounded too high.

"I'd liketo tak to you, Jm, come over sometime, I'm usudly free during lunch. Right now | haveto go
tapealecture. I'll call you later, Kira."

"Fine," she managed to say. Hidey left, closing the door.

They were done again. Kiras kneesfelt weak and she sat down, douching in her seat. Jm gazed
absently at the door, then turned back.

"Does he know?' he asked as he sat down.

"Know what?' she muttered, aready sure of what Jm meant.

"About usway back."

Her throat tightened. She was silent, answering him soundlessy with her eyes.
"l wonder what he'd say."

She stood up dowly. She moved around the desk until she was standing over him. He started to rise and
she quickly reached out, shoving him back into the chair.

"If you say aword to him, just oneword..." Shewas hovering over him. "I'll find that book of yours and
ripit to shreds, don't think | won't." She did not care what she said now, wanting to frighten him and
somehow gain the upper hand.

He suddenly laughed. "Do you think 1'd care? I've been thinking of tearing it up mysdf." He chuckled
softly. "You'd be freeing me, you know that? | wouldn't have to sweet over it any more, | could start
something ese. A nice clean start, that'swhat | need, Y ou'd be doing me afavor. Tell you what, you
throw out my book and I'll have alittle talk with Hidey and well both be better off."

She grabbed his shoulders, digging through hisworn blue shirt with her nails. 'Y ou make me sick
sometimes.” He saized her wrigts. She pulled away from him. ™Y ou accomplish nothing. Yourea
paradite, living on Paul's royalties, your share, and mine, and mogt of Al'stoo, if you must know. Y ou'll
probably get Ed's share when he gets promoted next year and the only reason you don't have Mikée's as
well isthat hestoo smart to get taken in by your bullshit.” A look of surprise passed over Jm'sface.
"Oh, yes, and the only reason you weren't smart enough to figure it out isthat you're too damn lazy to
pay attention to little details like finances, you think it's an endless stream you've got coming to you. Y ou
probably didn't even think to ask the computer who was crediting the money to you.” She paced across
theroom. "And you live off usin other ways too, suddenly showing up and needing ajob, some
companionship, aplaceto live after you've spent your money on car rentals and travel to improve your



mind. And you have nothing to show for it but one book you finished after you left school, | don't know
how. Y ou've finished nothing, not school, not another book, nothing. And when therest of ustry to
accomplish something, al you can do is come along and try to prevent usjust because you want
company inyour misery. If Al weren't on the moon, you would have been pestering him by now, |
wouldn't put it past you to scrape up the passage money and try."

She stopped and waited for hisreply. He was gazing at the floor. At last he looked up and she forced
hersdf to face him.

He seemed oddly cam. "What I'm doing takes alittle longer than what you're doing. It's adifferent sort
of thing."

"What arationdization!"

"l won't fight you if you want to kick me out, | can find another place." She could not read hiseyes, green
pieces of glassflickering in thelight. "None of you told me about the roydties, no one asked meif |
minded taking the money. Y ou sent it to me to buy me off, probably, or because it was easier than
arguing about it. Don't you think | had aright to know?'

You're twisting things now, as if we're the ones at fault, not you.

"Maybeyoureat fault,” he went on, asif picking up her thoughts. "I might have worked harder if I'd
known. | could have applied for awriter's grant.”

"Oh, surel" She began to laugh, and her laughter shattered against the walls, breaking into tiny sharp
divers.Don't listen to him . She dumped into another chair. "Oh, sure.” The wordstrailed off.

Hunched over in their chairs, they watched each other. Kiraredized her shoulders were shaking. She
was crying. Ashamed, yet unwilling to acknowledge the tears, she let them dide down her cheeks slently.

"Kira," Jm said. The word seemed adistant moan. "Let'sgo home."I'm sorry , he said without spesking.
"Let'sgo home," she repested.

When they were smdll, things had been easier, in spite of the occasiond torments of their classmates.
There were Bill and Zufii, armsto hold them, lgpsto crawl onto. There was Paul.

Why are we different, why weren't we made like other kids? | cried when Zufi and Bill left, |
thought they didn't love us any more, but Zufii said that wasn't true, they loved us just as much
but it was time to go; they had work to do and it was time for usto grow up. And | cried because |
knew | wouldn't see them any more, and | didn't until Paul died.

She and her brothers had been closer as children, communicating easily, often soundlesdy, able dmost to
hear the whispers of each other's thoughts. Paul had taught them chess, and they would often play with
him to test their skill. It was more difficult playing with each other; often the gameswould end in
stalemates unless one of them made an error. Team sports were better in some ways. After school, they
would play basketball with some other children, anticipating each other's moves. They were quicker then,
unencumbered by the baggage of maturity. It was a happier time.

The others resented us, forcing us together. We had no other friends. We sat together, wishing we
were like other people.

Kirahad once hoped that they would eventualy grow closer when they were older, but that it would not
be an unthinking, defendve type of relationship, asit had been when they were young, but amature



relationship, that of people who would work together as ateam. Instead, they grew more distant every
year. Oddly enough, their smilarities seemed to aid in driving them gpart, asif each resented the part of
himsdlf he saw reflected in the others. ..

It had grown dark outside. Part of Kira's mind began to nag her as she sat on the porch in front of the
house finish your reading, start preparing finals for the students, call Hidey . Thewarm nighttimeaair
was making her lethargic, unable to tir from the corner of the porch.

A dark shape emerged from the front door and moved toward her. She squinted and saw that it was
Carole. Thegirl had pulled her hair back and was wearing an old shirt that reached to the middie of her
thighs. She had transformed hersdf from an Egyptian statueinto asmdl child; her dow graceful
movements gppeared to be amask for the underlying shyness and awkwardness.

Carole sat down in anearby chair and nodded at Kira.

"Hdlo."

"Y ou fought with Jm again,” Carole said. It was asmple statement, not achalenge.
"I know," Kirasaid. "We gpologized. | don't think it realy settled anything.”

"He had abad day. Ellie was mad at him this afternoon, you know. They were fighting about his book, |
didn't redly understand dl of it. Ellie said something about he was afraid to finish it, that he wasworrying
about what people would say, that he kept thinking about it while he wrote instead of concentrating. Then
she said he was thinking he wouldn't have anything left to write after he finished, so heredly didn't want
to get it done. | don't know. He'strying as hard as he can.”

" haven't seen the book."

"I read part of it. It seemed redlly good, but I'm not one for reading alot, | don't know that much about
it. Ellie said hewasindulging himself, whatever that means. | hope you're not till mad a him."

"No, | guessI'm not."

Carole turned toward Kira. Her face was hidden in the darkness. "Jim needs somebody that cares about
what he does, someone that encourages him. | don't like to talk againgt anybody, but sometimes Ellie
reglly makes him upsat telling him things. He probably thinks you don't like what he'sdoing either. Ellie
thinks he should stay here and work until he finishes the book, but | don't know how he can if he thinks

everybody's upset with him."
"What do you think he should do?' Kira asked.

"l don't know. Thismay be abad place for him, sometimes he just Sits around and talks about stuff that
happened when hewas akid. | don't know if it'sgood for him to do that, it makes him sad, and he's sad
so much of thetime. | wish | could do something about it."

"I hateto say this, Carole, but sometimes he makes himsdf sad. It'sasif he doesn't want to be content,
that he's supposed to be unhappy.”

"Why should he do that? It doesn't make any sense.”

"It doesin away. He doesn't write about what he knows, but what he feels. Read hisfirst book and
you'l see. It was alittle different when we were younger, but now..." Kirapaused. Carole seemed
puzzled. "l guesswe'redl abit melancholy, cdl it afamily trait. Why did you come here with him?"



"Why do you think? Because | love him. Ellie doestoo, in her own way, but maybe she pushes him
around too much, maybe heisn't ready for that. | know you care about him too, but he'skind of afraid of
you."

"No, heign't."

"Heis inaway."

"Oh, Carole," Kirasaid in exasperation.

"He sayshe'safraid of what you're doing.”

"Oh, my work. Well, weve been arguing about that for awhile.”
"Not just that. HE's afraid of the way you fed about it."

Kiraopened her mouth to explain something, then stopped. She did not know what she could say to
Carole. It would probably be better not to argue with her at all.

"He's so unhappy,” Carole said quietly. "I wish heweren't. | wish | could do something about it, but |
guess| don't know enough. | try to cheer him up, but | don't redly understand him sometimes.” The
young woman seemed to be struggling with her words. "And Ellietries, but she thinks a person can get
rid of feeling depressed if he just wantsto badly enough. Maybe you're the only onethat can redlly help
him. Y ou're more like him, for onething.”

No, | can't help him, we have nothing to say to each other now. He's a mystery to me, too. "You
may be expecting too much of me," she said doud, standing up. "Wheres Jm now?"

"In hisroom."

Kiraleft the porch and went back insde. Elliewasin the living room reading abook. Kiraclimbed the
gairs, walked down the hall and knocked on Jim's door.

"Comein."

She entered the room, and felt momentarily asif she had stepped into the past.Jim was hunched over
his desk, writing. In the background she could hear the sound of Ed's violin. Give me some help
with this theme for Mr. Grey and I'll explain the carbon cycle to you . Then Jm sraightened at his
desk and she was back to the present again. He was too thin, his clothes worn and rumpled. She thought
she noticed some silvery hairsin his beard. For a second she saw how she must look to Jim; dightly
thicker in thewaist, her long brown hair confined in abun on the back of her neck, her face more gaunt. |
still think of myself as sixteen . She remembered agirl with short loose hair and good reflexes, clothed
inashort tunic. The modestly dressed woman with tiny lines near the eyes from too much sunlight wasa
Sranger.

She sat down on the edge of Jm's bed and tugged at her pale green dacks. "Y ou came to see how my
book was going, | suppose," he muttered. She looked at the rough draft piled on either sde of his
typewriter. He had corrected afew pages and put them through his compositor; the clean pages|ay next
to her on the bed. But he was obvioudy not satisfied with them; he had aready marked them up, crossing
out entire paragraphs.

"No," shereplied, "I cameto see how you were. | guessif you kept asking me how | was doing, whether
| was getting anything done or not, I'd get mad too. Right now | should be preparing for the end of the
term, aswell as getting some reading done." She remembered the project and realized that was not



anything to bring up at the moment. "Look, Jm, | won't bother you about the book or anything ese. You
can stay here and take the time you need.”

"I made amistake coming here," hesaid. "I should have thought about it. Too much has changed, and not
enough has" He rested his head on hishands. "1 think | till care more about you than Ellie or Carole,
Isn't that ridiculous? An adolescent incident we'd both be better off forgetting.” She stared at him. "They!ll
probably leave. Ellies thinking of going back to New Y ork anyway. Y ou could help me, Kira, | know
you could. Maybe we could do some traveling, you haven't realy had a chance to see too much.”

"l can't, Jm." She forced hersdlf to speak more clearly. "I can't. | have work to do. I'min love with

Hidey..."
"Him!"

"I am, | don't know how it'll turn out, but I'll stay hereto see. Y ou're trying to get me to make your
decisonsfor you again. Don't ask meto do that, it's not fair.”

He turned back to histypewriter. "Well, it wasworth atry." He sounded resigned and passive.
Something had been taken out of him, or worn down, aspark or apassion. She might be making a
mistake, she could not tell. Regrets, always regrets . No matter what she did, something would be
wrong, something would be unresolved.

"Don't do anything suddenly," she said, trying to be helpful. "Take some timeto think things over. Carole
and Ellie care alot about you, don't be too quick to leave them out of things." Her words seemed empty
formdities

She got up and left the room quietly, leaving Jm done with his ghosts.

She had driven off the automated highway and through the city Streetsto the gpartment towers, parking
the car underground and hurrying up to Hidey's gpartment in the eevator. The words were flowing from
her lips as soon as Hidey opened his door, tripping over each other as she spoke them.

They huddled together in hissmall bed as she finished what she had to say. He held her gently, smoothing
back her hair.

"Oh, Hidey, he's so unhappy.”
"l know."
"You aren't disgusted by what we did once?"

"l wasalittle startled, | have to admit, but thereisakind of logictoit. | can't be disgusted by your
actions, though, knowing the reasons for them. Jm needed you then, obvioudy."

"He says he needs me now." She turned over on her back. "1 came here because | want you to tell me
what to do, just like Jm wanted me to decide things for him. And you can't do that, | know. It would be
eader if you just told meto go, or told me you loved metoo much to let me go.”

"I can't do that, Kira. Look, you needed to talk and now you probably need to deep.”

She closed her eyes, trying to cam her mind. "He may," she heard Hidey whisper, "make hisown
decision. It'sentirely possible, he hasbefore. | can't tell you what to do, or Jim either.”

Kirasghed. Things could never be settled, never resolved, it seemed.Where are the victories , she



wondered,where are the moments that make it all worthwhile? She drifted, her mind wasfloating,
not quite conscious yet unable to rest. She lay suspended in that state, dimly aware of Hidey at her side.

Kirabegan to catch up on her work, avoiding the house for the next two days. Occasondly shewould
cal, prompted by guilt, but Jm was never home, or refusing to answer. She left messages,call the office,
call Hidey' sapartment .

Jmadidnot cl.

She had not devoted much time to Hidey's proposed project, and quickly remedied that Situation. There
waslittle doubt in her mind that the otherswould go along with it, in Spite of their objectionsto certain
details. She had sensed the atmosphere in the department, had overheard snatches of conversationsin
the hdlls, the lounge, and the [aboratories. Hidey, in the minds of the others, wasin asensethe
department. People such as I ke Jefferson and Cesar Gomez had come to work here because of Hidey.
They would alow Kurt to voice objections, perhaps agreeing with some of them, but in the end they
would go adong with Hidey. The meeting would become aformality.

Kirashuffled the pages on her desk and considered the project. They would begin testswith animals, of
course; if everything proceeded smoothly, they would then work with a human subject. She began to
wonder if shewould falter at that point. She would not be able to regard the cloned fetus with quite the
same éttitude as the others; she might see hersdlf in the ectogenetic chamber, being readied for injection
into Paul. 1t could have happened that way, given different circumstances; she and her brothers might
never have existed except as serum in Paul's veins.

She shook her head. She was behaving like Jm, being fanciful. It was not the samething a dl.It's not
the same at all . And people now aive might never have existed if their parents had not madelove a a
particular time. She could not involve hersdlf in suchex post facto consderations.

She would have to go to the meeting in afew minutes. She doubted she would have much to say. She
would wait for the others to spesk before offering anything. Hidey had not spoken with her about the
project; at first she had not wondered at that. But now she found hersdlf worrying about it. Did Hidey
have his own doubts? Or was he so obsessed that he was afraid to speak to her about it, afraid she
would seethat and join with Kurt againgt him? If that happened, Joniswould go aong with her and
probably Bert Ramsey aswell.But Hidey isn't like that . She would wait.

"Kira?'

Surprised, shelooked up. Jim was standing in the doorway. She motioned to him and he entered, seating
himsdlf on the edge of her desk.

"What isit, Jm?" The gpproaching meeting prodded at the edge of her mind.Damn it, | don't care, |
can at least give Jim some of my time .

"Ellie went back to New Y ork, | took her to the train thismorning.”
"Y ou don't seem too upset.”

"Why should | be? Shelll be happier doing that anyway. Ellie had to work hard dl her life, that was one
of the problems. She decided she didn't want to give up her job after al, and she was starting to resent
me and my book. Maybe she was right about some things, | don't know. She wasn't mad when she left,
shetold meto keep in touch.”

"What are you going to do now?" Jm had obvioudy decided something, she could tell that. He seemed



camer, morein control of himsdf.

"Il beleaving." He smiled dightly, then shrugged. "Not right away. I'll finish the book, or at least figure
out whereit'sgoing, then leave. I'll be gone by the end of the month. I'll look for aquiet place wherel
canwork for awhile."

How long that feeling would last, she did not know. But she could at least encourage him until he was
gone, and hope that he would persist.

"Carole said shed come with me. | didn't expect her to, but she will."

"You'll dofine" Kirasaid. "l shouldn't have worried." She should have been pleased. Instead, shefelt
vaguely let down. She had not redlly helped Jm that much; it was easer to evade the Situation. She
would be a spectator of her brother's life and something inside her was objecting to that, sayingit's not
right, things should be different . But Im did haveto lead his own life.We have our own lives, that's
what we all say, and the ones who can't make it alone fall by the wayside .

"| think we've played this scene before," he said.

"Yes, we have." She had cried then. Now she extended a hand and managed to smile. He took her hand
and pressed it.

"I'll seeyou a home." He paused before going on. "Maybe you can bring Hidey aong. Carole would
probably like him."

The words had cost him alot to say, how much she was not sure.
"Maybe, Jm. | know hed liketo tak to both of you."

He released her hand. Suddenly she fdlt as though she were inside him, dipping over the edge of a
precipice, unable to get afoothold, diding downward. Something's lost, something's gone forever . Jm
could not find what he wanted in the present or the future. He would aways be looking behind him, trying
to weld bits of the past into a coherent and pleasing life. Her mind seemed to grasp his, pulling him up
from the abyss, at least for amoment.

Hiseyes held hers and he amiled briefly, then retreated from her again. "I'll seeyou later, Kira"

Heleft the office, fumbling for amoment with the door, then vanished into the halway. She heard his
footsteps echo on the floor.

Kirawas|ate to the meeting. She entered the room quickly, nodding a silent gpology while noting the
expressions on the faces around the table.

Kurt was speaking. She sat down and waited for him to finish.

"Y ou've heard my objections,” Kurt said. "I do not think we can accomplish what Hidey so fervently
desires." He paused. "In spite of that, | would be interested in pursuing the matter, aslong as we keep
our godswithin reasonable limits.”

Jonis glanced at Kira, gpparently as surprised as she was. Bert leaned forward and squinted at Kurt
Skepticaly.

Hidey was amiling. "I redlize that those who give grants have the foolish ideathat we can always predict
our results.” he said, "but those of us who have done research before, asfew of us asthere areleft now,



learned along time ago that you don't lways come up with exactly what you expect.” He put out his
cigarette and immediatdly lit another. "Wel, well satisfy the grant-givers, well make some notation about
medica benefits"" He leaned back in the chair. "We'd better discuss the mundane details of how to
gpproach thisnow. | have afeding we might be engaging in quite an adventure.”

An adventure. Kirafound her mind wandering back to her brother. He might live to benefit from
whatever they discovered, but she wondered if it would make any difference to him. He seemed to be
seeking death as ardently as Hidey sought life by looking through degth, retreating from the world which
was aready starting to change before hiseyes. And it would get worse for him. Kirawondered if people,
used to asomewnheat static world for awhile now, might be frightened again when they began to redize
what might happen. There was no way to tell. She could only hope that the rewards would be more
dluring than thefears.

Joniswas speaking now. Kiraforced her attention back to the present.
|Go to Contents |

"...exploration of space beyond the planetary system is a dead-end occupation.”
—Dennis Gabor

INNOVATIONS
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"Where thereis no vison the people perish.”
—Proverbs29:18

6. Albert: 2036

ALBERT Swenson was at peace as he moved across the lunar landscape, lumbering abit in his spacesuit
as hisfeet pushed lightly against the dust. The deep black shadows at the foot of the mountainsto his|left
were lengthening as the two-week-long lunar day drew to its close. Behind him, three large, concave
meta disks captured thelast of the sunlight. The underground lunar settlement, housing about fifty
thousand people, was run primarily by solar power. Another fifty thousand lived in a settlement to the
south of this one and two thousand miners spent most of their time in acamp two hundred miles away.

Y et few of them came here intending to settle permanently; most till returned to Earth after one or two
years. No children had yet been born here. That wastoo find a step; the children, raised in lunar gravity,
would never be ableto go to Earth. Their lighter bones and dimmer bodies would make them perpetua
exiles

But there was a growing number of people who, like himself, had grown accustomed to the augterity of
the life here. Many of them regarded the moon astheir real home. It was only amatter of time before
some of them chose to settle here with families permanently. What did it matter if their children could not
live on Earth when therewas dl of space to explore? What did it matter when there were asteroids,
brought into lunar orbit to be mined and now being transformed into hollowed-out living places? When
therewas Marswith its smal but growing settlements not unlike those here? When there would someday
be spaceships attempting to travel the vast distances between stars?

Al looked up at the blue-green, cloudy roundness of Earth, hanging in its accustomed place overhead in
the black sky. It was an ever-present sight, never moving from that spot, ways beckoning to the people
who had abandoned it. Y et the Moon-dwellers dmost never saw it, living underground asthey did,
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unless they chose to cometo the surface to pay Earth their respects. And the radio astronomers, working
at their lonely tasks on the other side of the moon, never saw Earth at dll.

Al had gone hometwice. He had visted Kiraand Ed after their marriages Six years ago; two years later,
he had journeyed to some of the places on Earth he had never visited. These were the reasons he had
given himsdlf for the two trips; in fact, he had been dmost forced to go by the administrators a the
astronomical observatory where he worked. He had been on the moon too long, they had told him, and
too long astay might be disorienting, physicaly and mentaly.

It had been the journey to Earth that was disorienting. The space station was bad enough, but the
sensations that assaulted him when he reached Earth itsdf were dizzying. It was not the gravity that
bothered him; he had kept himsdlf fit and suffered only a sense of fatigue and weariness that left him after
afew days. It wasthe sights. people moving through the terminal dressed in red, violet, orange, green,
blue, yellow; the sounds: a cacaphony of voices shouting, whispering, chattering, booming from the
intercom; the smells: swest, hamburgers, perfume, tobacco, marijuana, coffee. The earth suddenly
seemed overwhelmingly crowded; a peculiar londliness had seized him. He could not shake it off, even by
the end of hisvists. He dept badly at first, feding as though an unseen hand was pressing him into the
bedclothes. He was a so reluctant to |eave the enclosed space of houses and hotel roomsfor the open,
amost unpredictable outdoors. Although he had recovered from the degplessnessin time, he had been
relieved to get back to the moon.

He would, he was sure, have to vist Earth again sometime soon. But at least he could |ook forward to
acquainting himsalf with his niece and nephew, who had been little more than infants on hislast trip. I saec,
his nephew, born to Ed and hiswife Shellaafew months before their marriage, would be amost saven
by now. Al had spoken with Isaac briefly over the holophone; the boy, bearing amarked resemblance to
Ed, seemed a serious and introverted child.

Rina Takamura-Swenson was apparently quite different. Al had shamelessly spoiled hisniece while on
Earth and sl indulged himsdlf with frequent callsto her and her parents. Thelively inquigtivelittlegirl, he
was sure, was one of the brightest kids he had ever seen. It was not long before Rina understood the
reason for the three-second delay in talking to her uncle and began to make agame out of it. Shewas
now, & the age of five, ableto carry on what Al considered afairly sophisticated didogue for achild.

Kira, of course, had always been sterile, a byproduct of being the clone of amale. But she and Hidey
had obtained permission to clone a child of their own. Rinahad been produced by the same process that
had produced the Swensons. The difference was that both Kira's and Hidey's germ plasm had been
used. Rinahad been born from an ectogenetic chamber; athough still not common, the procedure was
becoming more usua as a convenience for mothers. People who wanted only clones of themsalves were
gtill frowned upon, unless the circumstances were unusual. But there were other children like Ring;
children of homaosexua couples, of sterile couples, or of groupswho raised children communaly.
Permission to use such processes was not as difficult to get now. In spite of Al'simpressions, the earth
was becoming less crowded. As more of its six billion people had become reasonably well off, the birth
rate had dropped. Almost one-sixth of the world was too busy with other pursuits to bother having
children at dl. Y oung women were not pressured into fulfilling themsaves through childbirth; among some
young men, sterilization had become popular, away of asserting their masculinity, of showing people that
they were secure enough in their manhood not to require the perpetuation of their genes. A growing
industry catered to childless people; among many others, having only one child was increasingly common.

Al knew that this pattern might changeif the population declined too rapidly. But right now there were
too many other things for peopleto do. Travel was common among young people undecided about their
lives. Scholarly sorts could spend alifetimein study without ever leaving their home computer complexes.



Lessscholarly types could find avariety of entertainments. V arious groups were experimenting with
different socia structures, some of them based on older models, others entirely new. Those who |ooked
outward could work in space, on the moon, or on Mars. Those who looked inward could care for the
wilderness areas set aside for recreation. Those who wanted a change of scenery could livein space
communities, underwater domes, towering cities, rura communes, or arcologies.

There were drawbacks, of course. If there were those who enjoyed exploring alternatives, there were
also those whose lives were bounded by one pointless pursuit after another. If there were older people
who were integrated into society, some of them beginning new careersin old age, there were otherswho
felt isolated and banded together defensively. There were children who, although wanted by their parents,
sometimes suffered the disdain of those among whom adidike of children had become stylish. Although
amost everyone could be assured of a placeto live and food to eat, amost no one could ever hopeto
become wedlthy; those who were worse off would still steal from those who were better off. Some
people could get along with others different from themselves; others were overwhelmed by diversity.
Computers and communication equipment, while linking the world and providing education and
entertainment, had a0, in spite of legal safeguards, robbed everyone of some persond privacy.

Ahead of him, on abarren plain, Al saw asmal group of peoplein spacesuits. It was difficult to tell how
far away they were; in pite of some time spent on the lunar surface, he was till not completely
accustomed to its peculiar perspective. The horizon was not far enough away; there were few landmarks
by which to gauge distance.

The suited people were lumbering fatly and clumsily about, aiming cameras at two people who stood at
the center of the activity. Al gpproached, waving slently at asmall bulky figure hovering near them. The
figure raised one finger, indicating that he should maintain radio slence. Then it moved toward him,
bouncing dightly, kicking up dust which began to settle dowly back on the plain.

The figure reached him and they touched helmets as Al checked to be sure hisradio was off. " Je t' aime
" he heard through the helmet, and then, after a pause, "What are you doing here, Al?"

"I missed you, Smone.”
"| cannot believe that. | have been gone for two hours at the mogt.”
"Wel, | thought it wastime to reacquaint mysdf with the surface.”

"Oh, Al, I missed you too. Thisfilm has become even more ridiculous. Do you see the two people
standing there? They are being pursued by aminer who has sworn to kill themfor..." Simone Tran lifted
her head and waved her arms dowly. He motioned to her and they touched hemets again. "1 have been
trying to tell the director,” she went on, "that the loverswould be dead by now for lack of air, but he
refusesto ligen.”

"I don't know why you bother."

"Thereismoney init. When | get paid, | will have some good wine shipped up here and we shal
celebrate.

The film crew, cameras lowered, began to sumble toward asmall dome near the solar disks, adome
which housed one of the entrances to the underground lunar complex. They were filming their adventure
story on location, an expensive process, but not nearly as costly as duplicating the moon believably with a
set. Lunar adventures had become a popular form of entertainment, even more popular than the
romanticized stories about twentieth-century truck driversthat Al remembered from his childhood. The
films, however, portrayed lunar life as more violent and exciting than it actualy was, their plots tended to



resemble those of the trucker films, which in turn had been modeled on stories of the old American West.
Simone had managed to get asmall job as scientific advisor to the director; it paid alot for very little
work, since the director ignored most of Simone's advice anyway .

From the sublime to the ridiculous, Al thought. Humanity's venturesinto the solar syssem were having
an effect on the arts, opening up new themes and settings. The results were Nikita Rogov's "free-fal”
ballets, Ramon Hernandez's " space-scapes’ which suggested the distances between stars, Althea
Rhadames's so-cdled "Martian poems,” and adventurous yarns such as the one being filmed on the moon
now.

Simone moved away and turned on her radio; he did the same. They followed the crew toward the
settlement, bounding lightly over the ground. 1t was probably just aswell that Simone did not spend much
time with the film crew. Dmitri Grol and some of the others on the space flight project aready resented
the amount of time she was spending on the film. They had wanted her, like Al, to visit Earth. Smone had
not seen Paris, or any other part of Earth, for amost three years. She too regarded the moon as her
home.

They shuffled into the dome behind the film crew and descended into a small waiting-room-sized airlock
bel ow the surface. They closed the diding panel above them, an extra precaution in case the dome was
accidentally punctured, waited until air had cycled into the room, then proceeded into a vestibule, where
they began to ped off their suits.

Simonelifted the hdmet off her head and Al smiled at the familiar sight of her face; dmond-shaped
brown eyes, awide mouth, framed by short, straight black hair. She, like him, was dressed in aloose,
ghort t-shirt and shorts. The film crew was, like most visitors, overdressed.

Al had decided, after working with Simone Tran for amost ayesar, that she was the woman with whom
he would most like to spend therest of hislife. Hislove for her had grown gradually; the realization that
he loved her had been sudden. Two years ago, while sitting in adining room discussing hiswork with
Simone, he had understood that he needed her and wanted her desperately. They had spent almost three
monthsin asexua daze before the passion had subsided enough to reved to them both how deep their
fedingsredly were.

Simone, amost forty-five, had divorced her husband before coming to the moon, unableto resst the
opportunity to work with the scientists there. She was a Vietnamese, but her grandparents had emigrated
to Parisand her parents had known no other home. She waved to the film crew asthey |eft the room,
then made aface at Al.

"ldiots" she muttered. "Fortunately, they will return to Earth soon. They will have my credit linein very
small letters and perhaps | shdl not have too much shameto bear. The public will forget their
entertainment after they have seen it and no one will bethe wiser.”

They left the vestibule and walked through a corridor carved out of the lunar rock, moving throughitina
peculiar stride thet lifted them off the ground dightly with each step. At the end of the corridor, they
emerged into ahuge, cavernous courtyard. A few small trees and shrubs lined the center pathway, lit by
lights set into the rock overhead. The plants, aswell as providing some oxygen, were meant to give aless
dien feding to the lunar settlement. But it was the trees and shrubs themsdlves that seemed dieninthis
underground setting.

The center path was lined on both sideswith small dome-like structures housing the hotels, restaurants,
and other facilities used mostly by tourists and visitors. Some of the lunar residents dso lived and worked
here; most of them could be found in the mazes of roomslining the corridorsthat led away from this



cavernous place. Al and Simone approached one of these corridors and bounded lightly though it. The
hall was soundless; Al heard nothing but Smone's breathing and the muffled thud of their feet on the
floor. They stopped before one door, opened it, and were met by amultilingual roar.

The large room they entered functioned as arecreation area, cafeteria, and meeting room. Onegroupina
corner was egting; others were playing chess or Stting at tables piled high with computer runs. Al waved
at Menachem Alon, abig Isragli who was explaining something in Arabic to Ahmed Mahelb, asmall
dender engineer. Ahmed, in spite of hisSze, had a deep resonant voice which was solemnly overriding
Menachem's comments.

One had to speak at least four languagesin order to socidize among these people. Most of the scientific
work was donein Russian or English and everybody knew at least one; most spoke both. It was useful
to know Chinese aswell; athough the Chinese tended to keep to themselves, they did exchange
information with the others. Socidizing was donein any language the parties could agree on. The more
languages a person knew, the more friends he was likely to make and the more chance insights he might
acquireinto hisownwork. Al, in addition to agood command of Russian and French, had undergone
hypno-training in German, Japanese, Chinese and Swahili, al of which he spoke with widdy varying
degrees of fluency. The hypnotic techniques were useful, but there was no substitute for frequent
practice. Al, like most of the Americans, was occasionaly at a disadvantage compared to the other
scientists. He wondered sometimes how Tom Abijah must fed; the man from New Guinea had found no
one who spoke histribal tongue and wasin danger of forgetting it atogether.

He and Simone sat down next to Menachem and Ahmed, who politely switched to French. The two had
been discussing the one thing that was uppermost in the minds of al those on the moon; the starships
under congtruction in lunar orbit.

Three of the huge ships were being built. Work on them had begun only five years before; it had taken
three years of intensve negotiations before al the governments and industries involved had cometo an
agreement. Luckily, there had been little public resistance to the project. Anyone who was not excited by
it was apathetic, aslong as he did not have to suffer economically. Tradespeople and other workers saw
the venture in more pragmatic terms. There were jobsto be had, and higher pay plus more vacation time
for anyone who worked in orbit. The workers, with these incentives before them, had managed to arrive
at agreements among those who were members of established unions, those who had joined newer
unionsin opposition to the old ones, and freelancers who belonged to neither group.

Some officids had wanted to wait until sgnasindicating the presence of habitable planets were received
from the unmanned probes that had been sent out long before. But they had been won over by agroup
of astronomerswho had presented alecture on stellar evolution and the probabilities of habitable planets
being within twenty-two light-years of the solar system. In addition, space travel, as opposed to loca
travel within the solar system, held an gpped for the more adventurous.

Fortunately, by the time the star ship designs had been ironed out and construction had begun, asignd
was received from Epsilon Eridani, twelve light-years away, indicating the presence of agasgiant.
Although this did not mean a habitable planet was present, it did mean that the system was worth alook.
Other planets were undoubtedly circling the star. The news had been greeted with enthusiasm and some
relief, then quickly forgotten by those uninvolved in the project. Asit was now, Al thought, the project
was sustained by the tradespeopl€e's desire for jobs and the fact that so much had already been spent that
no one wanted to disband the project. It had at 1ast acquired its own momentum, held up at times only by
engineering problems and disputes among the workers about how many nationals of each country would
be hired to build the ships. That debate had centered around whether or not the tiny but growing number
of people claming alegiance to no state should be counted as citizens of their birthplaces; it had been



decided to consider them as a separate group. The most serious incident, which had resulted in astrike
by technicians from Indiaand the Soviet Union who wanted fewer Chinese on the project, had been
overcome within amonth.

Al forced his attention back to the conversation around him. Ahmed was expounding on aminor flaw,
recently ironed out, in the engine of the starship design. The engines were nuclear-pulse modds, fueled by
frozen deuterium. Thefud itsef would make up most of the body of the ship, being contained in ahuge
"snowbd|" about one thousand feet in diameter. Theliving quarters, attached to thislarge globe, would
be insde a cylinder three hundred feet in diameter and one thousand feet long. At the end of this cylinder
three smaller globes, each two hundred and fifty feet in diameter, would house engineering compartments;
thrust units would be attached to these compartments.

The ships, Al thought, would resemble haves of barbells from adistance, with the large globular snowball
reflecting images of starsfrom its metdl surface. Each of the three shipswould house at most three
hundred passengers and it was expected that this population would increase to about two thousand
during the journey.

For it would be avery long journey, perhaps alifetime for many of those on board. The secret of
fagter-than-light travel <till euded them. Even though the ships could travel &t thirty per cent of light

Speed, years might be spent in exploring Epsilon Eridani. After replacing the supply of deuterium, using
the gas giant known to be there, the travelers might decide to go on rather than return. And those born on
the ship might have no desire to come back to Earth, which would be for them only aname.

Therewould be so many possibilities on such avoyage, Al thought. While traveling at thirty per cent of
light speed subjective time aboard ship would pass more dowly than time on Earth. Evenif they returned,
it would not be to the earth they had known. Although anti-aging shots were now being given to thosein
their fiftiesand there wastak of lifting restrictions atogether, those dive now might not liveto seethe
shipsreturn. If onewent on thetrip, he would have to assume, barring any exceptiond circumstance, that
hewas cutting al persond tieswith those on Earth.

"One of your brothersisworking on theengine, ishenot?' Ahmed said in Englishto Al. Al felt dightly
irritated; even after dl thistime some of the personnel, especially newer ones, took care to address most
of their socid remarksto Americansin English. Some judtified this on the ground that it was difficult to
discuss certain conceptsin their own languages, and that fluency in English was dmost a necessity here,
but others no doubt thought of the Americans as backward children. Not surprisingly, this kept the
Americanslessfluent in other tongues, thus feeding the prejudice. The Japanese suffered from asimilar
prejudice; it was widdy bdieved that the Japanese learned other languages only reluctantly. Some of Al's
compatriots, annoyed with this state of affairs, had taken to speaking different languages among
themsdves

"Mikedid somework onit," Al replied. Not much, as| recdl, just asmall design suggestion.”

"I have been thinking," the engineer continued. " The engines on these ships might be capable of going
much faster than anyone has yet anticipated. We shall not redlize, possibly, how powerful they actudly
areuntil we arein space. We may exceed fifty per cent of the speed of light. | have been considering this,
doing some cdculations.”

"Everybody's been doing caculations," Menachem said, "and everybody's coming to the same
conclusion. Frankly, I don't know if it's because they redlly believe it to be the case, or because they're
hoping they might be able to return to an earth that hasn't changed that much, that they'll be able to get
back sooner.” The big Isradli pulled at his red handlebar moustache thoughtfully. " Seemsto me people
should be satisfied if they get picked to go. We're better off than those poor wonderful bastards that



worked on the probes, or the plans for the probes, spending their whole lives on something when they
might not live to see the results.”

Menachem, as usua, had been too blunt. No one among the scientists wanted to think about not being
chosen to go. There was room for at most three hundred people per ship; room had to be allowed for an
expanding population aslittle more than two thousand people could get along comfortably in the quarters.
And not dl of the nine hundred passengers would be chosen from the physicidts, astrophysicists,
selenologist, and engineers that dominated the lunar population. There would have to be crewsfor the
ships, doctors, biologists, anthropol ogists, other specidists and perhaps afew smpler soulswith atalent
for mediating disputes and just getting along with people. Everyone knew that ol d-timers on the moon or
Mars probably had a better chance than most. After al, they had at least proven they could get dongin
an environment different from that of Earth. But most of them would be left behind.

Choosing the specidists would not be the only problem. Every nation would want to be sure that the
travelers represented a cross-section of Earth's citizens. The silliest of the demands would probably be
regjected. It would be dmost impossible to get an exact representation of al nations. The committee
which would make the selection, moreover, was composed of afairly sensible group of scientigts,
psychologigts, and others, with a sprinkling of politicians who could be outvoted and some literary and
artistic people, who would select asmal group of poets, writers, actors, and artists. Someone, Al could
not remember who, had pointed out that this group would provide needed entertainment and cultura
activity during theflight, aswell as recording adifferent perspective on the journey and perhaps creating
new artistic forms. There would be ample time to explore the tapes and microfiche books during the trip,
and the voyagers might well need new pursuits created by those on board. The artistswould also be able
to take on technicd tasks; most of them, because of the limitations on the number of people chosen,
would be people who had some knowledge of scientific disciplines.

Given dl this, Al thought acidly, it probably meant that both Menachem and Ahmed had a better chance
of going on the trip than he himsdf did. And if they were looking for as many representatives of each
ethnic group as possible, Tom Abijah had the best chance of dl. Al found himself pondering how unfair
al of thiswas, then forced himsdlf to ignore the fedling. Ultimately, they would pick the best, they had to
for anything thisimportant. And anyone here on the moon was the cream of the crop.1f | don't measure
up, it'sjust too damned bad .

"Whét areyou glaring at,chéri?" Simone murmured. Ahmed and Menachem, seeing that Al had dropped
out of the conversation, had switched back to Arabic.

"I'm fedling ashamed of someidlethoughts.”

"Y ou and these two, you are dl dike." Menachem glanced at Simone, lifted one bushy eyebrow, then
turned back to Ahmed. "Whenever you are together, one of you always dipsinto a private world. |
know it does not bother you, but | await the day when you three will be together and one of you does
not lose himsdf inareverie”

"We're just moody sons of bitches,” Menachem said. ™Y ou go ahead and ponder if you fed likeit Al."
The big man stood up. "'I've been doing too much pondering myself, I'm overdue for aworkout and a
turn in the centrifuge. Y ou know, | wasthirty pounds heavier before | came here. | don't know how the
hell I carried dl that excess blubber around.”

"And even now," Ahmed said, smiling, "if you wereto return, you would most likely be crushed under
your own weight."

Menachem tried to take afriendly poke at the smaller man. He bobbed afew feet off the floor, nearly



knocking over the table with hisleg.

Al'sroom was near the end of one of the underground corridorsin aresdentia area. That section of the
lunar city, newly built when Al had first arrived here years ago, had once been open to the rest of the
complex, but the privacy of the resdents had been disturbed by lost and confused tourists wandering into
the area. Now, in addition to the standard |ocks on room doors, there was a door at the entrance to the
sectionwith asgn sayingRES DENTS ONLY in severd languages. Eventualy, Al supposed, that
doorway would also be equipped with alock, which could only be opened when a person’s thumbprint
had been checked against those of people authorized to enter.

At theend of thishdlway, just afew feet beyond Al's room, there was asmall sitting room with alarge
screen. The screen, with the aid of acameraon the surface, provided aview of the lunar plain and the
geadily shining stars beyond.

Al had spent severa eveningsin the Sitting room, or what passed for eveningsingde the city which
operated on atwenty-four hour cycle, oblivious to the two-week days and nights of the moon. He had
gazed at those unwinking stars and told himself,| was meant to go there. Everything in my life has
conspired to put me aboard one of those ships that hover around the moon, waiting to grow up
and be loosed from their mother's bonds. | must go.

Al was dmost convinced that if he could observe the star ship enginesin space, he might somehow find
the elusive clues that would lead to the development of astar drive. If he could observe how certain
materias behaved in space, if he could see what kinds of conditions must be considered firsthand—he
had been approaching the problem by studying the behavior of space near certain types of dense
materids. Chances were he could learn more by studying aneutron star or black hole at close range, at
least as close asit was possible to get safely, than from years of work on Luna. One of the purposes of
the journey wasto work on astar drive, and it might be safer to carry out certain experimentsin space
rather than near inhabited worldsin the solar system.

Al'srooms, like dl living quarters on the moon, were small, making as efficient ause of space aspossible.
"Rooms' was actually too spacious aterm; there were only two, and one of them was a closet-like
bathroom with a plastic cocoon for a shower which he shared with the people next door. Hisliving
quarters, which he shared with Simone, consisted of aroom with two small beds that were folded into
the wall when not in use, two desk tops which could aso be retracted, two folding chairs, two inflatable
chairs, and asmdl table which stood in one corner with ametalic sculpture onit. The sculpture wasa
lunar scene taken from anoved by H. G. Wdlls; it depicted the Grand Lunar, head of an imaginary
civilization of Sdlenites, on histhrone. The Grand Lunar was surrounded by his over-specidized subjects,
each holding thetools of histrade. A friend of Smone's, Liu Ching, had created the sculpture. Liu Ching
did not care, however, to have thisfact generaly known. The Chinese scientists frowned on the frivolous
use of recreationa time and Liu Ching had thought, not without reason, that they might regard this
particular piece as acommentary on what they were doing here. The Chinese woman, like Al and
Simone, had grown attached to the moon and hoped to be chosen for the exploratory space flight.

Liu Ching, like many of the Chinese specidists, walked athin line. She could not afford to berigid and
dogmatic; those sdlecting the people who would go to the stars were not likely to select such
personalities. Y et she could not aienate her more conservative colleagues here. Sheregularly attended
self-criticism sessons and couched her discussions of her specialty, astrophysics, in careful language,
aided by quotations from Mao where appropriate. She had voluntarily returned to Chinatwo years ago
to work on arura commune. According to what she had told Al and Simone later, that had been a
boring time spent mostly in servicing the machineswhich did most of the farming.

Few people, in Chinaor anywhere e se, were engaged in agriculture now. Thisfact, combined with the



movement of many Chinese to urban areas, the availability of more goods and services, and the freer
exchange of ideas with other nations, had loosened Chinese attitudes considerably. That land now had its
revisonists, dissenters, and skeptics, most of whom chose to remain in China, suffering only occasionaly
under forced "re-education.” Practices such as self-criticism sessions were regarded as customs more
than anything € se; the quoting of Mao wasritudidtic. Y et the Chinese ill retained some Puritan attitudes,
awillingnessto work hard, aconcern for their people asawhole, and agenera seriousness of purpose.
Those here on Luna, athough generally more liberd than their compatriots on Earth, often kept to
themselves and, during their time off, often hel ped to do some of the more tedious but necessary tasks
here, not wanting to appear ditist or idle. Asaresult, the lunar cuisine, with the Chinese aiding the kitchen
machines, had taken on adigtinctly Chineseflavor.

Al knew that there were certain things one had to know if onewasto get dong in theinternational
scientific community on the moon. One was that not everyone had to live in the same way, easy enough
to accept as an abstract idea unless one was a fanatic; more difficult to accept when aperson had to live
with awiddy varying group of people from day to day. Another wasthat asfar as scientific work was
concerned, everyone's goalswere pretty smilar in spite of societd differences. Thismight produce a
schism in the minds of some who came from morerigid societies, but humanity after al had long practice
in devisng different mental compartmentsin which to hold often contradictory ideas. Asit turned out,
those on the moon were more often in agreement than not. Al often thought that L una, and those who
went into space, would soon have a culture of their own quite different from any on Earth. How Earth,
which regarded each national group in space as smply an extension of various nationa policies, would
accept this, Al did not know. But he was sure that anyone or any group which could not successfully and
peacefully deal with diversity was probably doomed.

Al'sroomwas at present divided in half by aretractable wall. Since each of theroomsin theliving
quarters housed two people, such awall insured privacy when needed. Liu Ching had once commented
that hardly any of the Chinese used thiswall because it was assumed that anyone would do his best to get
along with aroommate. Those who did not were consdered salf-indulgent or egotistical. She had smiled
when Al recounted tales of some who, without the wall, could not have stood the sight of their
roommeates for long periods of time. Most of these problems were solved by a change of rooms.

Al sat at his desk top, reading a paper on the space ship engines that Ahmed had recommended to him
earlier. On the other sde of thewall, the voices of Simone and Liu Ching murmured in Chinese, providing
a soothing background noise. There was no computer outlet in Al's room; when he needed print-outs, he
had to use the one located next to the sitting room. He completed his reading and deposited the paper in
arecycling dot just above the desk top. Then he pushed the desk top into the wall and got up. He
grasped the dividing wall at the end nearer the door and began to push it toward the back of the room.

"Atlast!" Smonesad.
"What were you reading?' Liu Ching asked.

"A paper by one of Ahmed's colleagues on some details of the space ship engine designs. | thought it
might get me going on some thoughts about a space drive, and there is one interesting detal...."

"Ah!" Simone interrupted as she turned back to the Chinese woman." Une fois lancé sur le sujet... we
shdl be stting heredl night listening to adiscourse.”

"You'renot being fair," he said, leaning over the back of Simonée's chair. "I never talk about my work for
more than four hoursat atime."

"I would liketo discussit,” Liu Ching said, "but | cannot stay.” She stood up and straightened her baggy



gray shirt and trousers. Al had no notion of what the Chinese woman'sfigure waslike; her compatriots
rarely wore the more revealing t-shirts and shorts worn by most here. But her face was lovely enough to
cause frequent glances. Liu Ching's eyes were large, dmost black onyx-like gems, and her nose was
small and perfectly straight. Her skin wasivory, burnished with agolden hue, her mouth full and sensud,
and her handslong and dender. Her thick dark hair, like Simone's and dmost everyone's on the moon,
was cropped close to her head; long hair was bothersome here and could be dangerous in space.

"I must go to apalitica education sesson,” Liu Ching continued. "We are truly fortunate in having the
presence of Dr. Cheng, who arrived from Shanghai only aweek ago. If his scientific training were the
equal of hispolitica correctness, he would be an even more remarkable man." She glanced at Al and her
eye twitched in what looked suspicioudy like awink. Simone guffawed. "So | must go. | cannot belate, |
would not wish anyone to conclude that | assign these sessonsless than their proper place.” She smiled
and stepped into the hallway as the door did open. "1 hope to see you again soon.”

The door did shut. "Can't wefix the divider?' Simone asked, gesturing at the back wall. The top part of
the retractable wall till protruded into the room.

"Nope. Shoddy congtruction, that'swhat it is. I'll have to get someone to make repairs.” He sat downin
theinflatable chair that Liu Ching had vacated and promptly sagged into it. "And this chair needs some
ar.”

Simone got up and sat on hislap, twining her arms around his neck. "'l should be nervous" she said. "l
have my interview tomorrow."

"It'sjust aformdlity.”
"Sean Carmody said that if the interview is short, it meansthat they have already decided againgt you."

"And Juana Delgado told methat if it's very long, they haven't yet made up their minds. | don't imagine
thelength of theinterview has anything to do withit." Theinterview, after al, would only confirm
whatever impressons the interviewers dready had of aperson.

Those who had volunteered for the long space flight had given up most of their privacy during the past
three years. All of their medical records had been handed over to the committees making the sdection
and dl of them had been subjected to both physiologica and psychologica tests. The work they had
donein their chosen fields was being surveyed and their minds had been probed by machines designed to
trandate every subconscious urge. Even their persona lives were being dissected. Many of the applicants
had been weeded out early; those who were adventure-seekers, unstable, those who were too weak
physicaly or who had specia problems of one sort or another.

Al had survived the early weeding-out process, as had about ten thousand others. Therewas no telling
when the final determination would be made and announced. Although aided by computers, the selection
was bound to be a complicated procedure. The ship would be finished and ready for sometesting in
another five years, but the selections would be made earlier than that. Al had heard rumorsthat the
decisions would be announced sooner rather than later, to alow enough timeto train and prepare those
who would go. Two people would be chosen for each available place, in case something happened to
one of them. Both would undergo training, but the dternate would be only an understudy. Al wondered
which would beworse; not being chosen at all, or being an aternate, forced to go through the training
process perhaps hoping that some disaster would befall the chosen crew member, or that the selected
onewould not do aswell intraining.

Al had goneto hisown interview two weeks earlier. It had lasted for about two hours, the average length
of time. He could barely remember what the five interviewers were like; at the time he had wondered



whether the interviewers had any persond biases that might eiminate him from consideration. It had been
afoolish thought. The entireinterview had been monitored by smal devices humming softly on the desk in
front of him, recording various physica reactions. Theinterview itsalf had been recorded on tape. Those
not at the interview would be able to view it; any persona pregjudices on the part of the interviewers
would become evident.

He had fdt off balance amost from the beginning. He could not remember who said it:
"Albert Svenson?!
llY@l

"Part of the Swenson clone," another had muttered. Yep , Al had wanted to holler,just another chip off
the old goddamn block. He had restrained himsdlf. They had not pursued the matter of hisbirth, but
they did not really need to do so. They would have access to any information about him that they wanted,
including thefilesof EmmaVdois.

"l had better rest,” Simone said as she eased herself off hislap. "1 want to look well tomorrow.”
"Simone," he said as he leaned forward and took her by the hips, "what if you're chosen and I'm not?

She rdeased his hands and moved away from him. "Why do you ask methis now, Al?Y ou never have
before. Y ou are being foolish. We are lovers, they would pick both of us or neither of us, | think."

"We assume that because we don't want to think about the dternatives. | don't think the committees will
let romantic sentiment prevent them from picking the best crew available.”

"I thought we had agreed not to talk about it until it wasared problem. We gain nothing by..."

"I know, I know." He wanted to let the matter drop, but was afraid to let go. Asif sensing that, Smone
moved to his side and rested ahand on his shoulder.

"Condder something dse, Al," she said softly. "I am no longer ayoung woman. Bearing children would
berisky a my age. The journey will be long and it will be expected that some will bear childrenin case
others should die. There will be many optionsfor the travelers, they may have to settle anew world if
something should go wrong, or live on the ship for longer than expected. They will have to be prepared
for dmost anything. Every older woman applying for the journey knows that the cards are stacked
againg her. It may not befair but that is how it is. Each older woman closes off certain aternatives. Itis
the same with older men who are nor as strong and vigorous as younger ones.”

"No, Simone, that's not a problem, not now. Therell be plenty of equipment dong, ectogenetic
chambers, trained biologists. Therell be too much work to do for women to be limited by nine months of
pregnancy. It wouldn't matter if you were Sixty.”

"But what if something goeswrong? I'm sure the committeesinvolved are thinking of that. Natural
processes must berelied uponif al esefals”

"I think youreinventing difficulties”

"Isit any more ridiculous than you thinking that | may have a better chance of going because of my race?
Y ou conveniently forget that there are many more of my race to choose from. And | am French by
nationdity and culture, so I must compete with that group aswell." She had moved away from him again,
shuffling lightly over thefloor. She pulled off her shirt and he watched it drift dowly downward. Y ou
brought up the problem, tell me." She pulled off her shorts, pulled her bed out of thewall, and lay down,



bouncing dightly. "What will you do if you are chosen and | am regjected?”
"l don't know," helied.

"Certainly you do and so do I. And if you told me you wanted to stay, | should refuse to have anything
more to do with you. And you know what | would do." Shefolded her arms under her head. "I left a
husband and child to come here. Dinh was agood husbhand and a fine man but hiswork was elsawhere. |
am sometimes sad that it had to be so, but | have never regretted my decision, not even when my son
cried and asked me not to go. There are others who can care for him and | know he will understand
when heis grown. So you know what | would do, Albert, and you would do the same. We need not
discussit further.”

He had known it before she spoke. He looked away from Simone, down at his hands, curled loosdly
around the edges of his shorts. He had known it already and knew that she was right about hisfedings.
But he could not help thinking that the words should have been left unsaid, that he should never have
asked the question. Something between them had died with the words, only an illusion, perhaps,
something that people might fool themsalvesinto believing in order to remove some of the harsher edges
from their lives, something that made the world softer and more pleasant.

He looked back at Simone. She had turned on her side, her back to him. He was being foolish. Did it
reglly mean that they loved each other less? Only if he believed that a person should make the loved one
the most important thing in life, sacrificing everything dseif necessary. A romantic ided, but onewhichin
life more often produced resentment and bitterness than undying love. He knew perfectly well that if
Simone chose not to go and stayed with him, she would in time see him as a stone around her neck;
whenever there were problems, there would be theinevitable if unspoken accusation: Remember what |
gave up for you . And if he choseto stay, he knew what he would be thinking: You cannot be as
interesting, as fascinating to me as new worlds and new suns . He was fortunate that Simone had
enough senseto redize this, that the Stuation he envisioned would never come about.

But he aso knew that aworld without Simone would be a darker and sadder place for him. Hemight in
time adjust to it, but he would not forget her. He was, he thought, dtogether too much like hisfather.
Perversely, he hoped that the world would be equdly dark for Smone without him. That had been the
real question, not the one he had spoken.

He got up and moved across the room. "Simone?* he whispered. He sat down next to her and put his
arm around her hips. He would take each day asit came, knowing that there might not be many of them
left to spend with her, and hope that there might be more. "Simone?"

Shewas aready adeep.

Al had passed one of the incomplete starships on hisway to the Lagrange space colony. The dark metal
globe which comprised most of its body, which would contain the frozen deuterium that would power the
vessdl, seemed to mirror the hopes and fears of those who had planned the voyage. Thetiny pinpricks of
reflected starlight on the globe's surface were isolated points adrift in avagt, black expanse. The ship's
living quarters, fill mostly alatticework of girders, seemed amost an afterthought, a cork on around
bottle.

It had been more practical, he knew, to build the shipsin an orbit around the Moon rather than nearer to
Earth. Metals mined on Lunaand parts manufactured by the moon's growing industries could be
catapulted to the congtruction crews &t little cost. The moon, once primarily a scientific outpost, was
becoming an indudtrial center: its residents were paying back the investment Earth had made in them, with
interest. Although most of the workers building the ships till lived on Earth when not working, afew of



them had moved their familiesto the moon. More underground dwel lings were being hollowed out
beneath the lunar surface, and Al could imagine atime when Lunawould be honeycombed with mazes
containing thousands of tunnels.

His persond desires had crystallized when he saw the partidly built ship. He had to be on board when
they left. He was convinced that whatever he might do if he stayed behind would not be anywhere near
what he might accomplish on the journey.

Paul's dream. Once this had weighed heavily on him when he was much younger; why had he, among all
the clones, eected to carry out hisfather's dreams so overtly? He had not attained the stature of Paull
Swenson's namein astrophysics and this had made him depressed for awhile. After hisfirst two yearson
the moon, he had toyed with the idea of giving up research atogether; or perhaps going back to Earth to
teach and write, hoping to find someonein his classes with amind capable of fulfilling Paul's dream, lifting
it from Al's shoulders. His common sense had made him remain on the moon. Probably even Paul, if he
had been born fifty years|ater, could have done no more than Al himself.

The ship he had seen and now recollected had, oddly enough, at least to hisway of thinking, been named
theNikita S. Khrushchev . Even the naming of the vessal had been the cause of some acrimonious
debating. The problem wasfinaly resolved when it was decided to name the ships after world leaders
who had been in power during the earliest days of space flight. The pioneers who had died in space and
the people whose scientific work had enabled humanity to leave the earth already had haf of the lunar
ingtallations, craters, mountain peaks, and assorted space stations named after them, so their names had
not been consdered. The suggestion that the ships be named after twentieth century leaders who had first
placed ahigh priority on space travel had been made, Al was sure, amost sarcagticaly. But the
suggestion had been taken serioudy and the ships had been named, in acompromise that fully satisfied
few but at least enabled the debatorsto put their time to more constructive uses. The other two ships had
been named theJohn F. Kennedy and theMao Tse-Tung .

Al, whose knowledge of history was shaky, was not sure if Mao had much to do with space flight. But
the Chinese had made it into space eventualy and since they till, inamore or lessritud fashion,
attributed much of their success to him and since he had been a contemporary of the other two, Al
supposed that his name had as much right to be on aship as anyone elsg's. At any rate; one could not
inqult the Chinese.

The French, the Brazilians, the Japanese and afew other nations had been annoyed by al this but were
soothed by having various parts of the ships named after their own twentieth-century leaders. The
passengers would be wending their way to the Charles de Gaulle Observatory or the Mobutu Sese Seko
Engineering Compartment, but would no doubt come up with their own namesfor these placesintime.
Al found himsdf wondering why the ships and their very names had to be symbols of humanity's
bickering, the kind of bickering that would have to be absent if the ships were to complete successful
missions. Why couldn't they have been named after congtellations or figures from myth, something more
in kegping with the awesomeness of the undertaking? But there would have been arguments over that
too; which congtdllations, which mythologies?

Al waited for Ahmed Maheib to finish dressing. The two men had exercised earlier while wearing
weighted suits, after that workout, the smulated gravity of Lagrange, haf that of Earth, seemed bearable;
"Jugt think of it, no paliticians," Ahmed murmured asif paradleling Al'sthoughts. "No politicians on board.
They would have little power, no chanceto seizeit or to run for reglection or to collect their rewards for
years of service. It might dmost be worth the journey for that alone.” The Arab smiled as he tucked his
cranberry-colored pullover into the waistband of his black dacks. "'Perhaps some day we might let the
synthes sts and peculators run things, but then | am being too optimitic.”



"Unfortunately, the shipswill probably grow their own politiciansintime," Al replied. "Wait and see” He
stood up and smoothed down his short brown hair.

"I shal not begoing,” Ahmed said fatdigticaly. "I may settle down with Jane and lead the life of an
English country gentleman. | have made great progress with her mother, Lady Gardiner. At our last
mesting, she actually greeted me with courtesy. Y ou and Simone must come with us on our next trip. |
would marry Janefor her estate alone, even if sheresembled her mother." Ahmed ran acomb through his
unruly black hair. "Which reminds me, we were supposed to meet our two lovesin one of the lounges.”

The two men left the locker room and walked a ong the passageway leading to the lounge. The Lagrange
gpace colony was a cylinder dmost four mileslong and one milein diameter. It was located at the L5
libration point, alocation where the gravitationa forces of the Earth and Moon cancelled each other out.
Lagrange, at L5, was on the moon's orbital path but situated 240,000 miles behind the moon; it would
remain fixed in itsrel ative position between Earth and Luna. A somewhat more spacious colony,
Descartes, had been built at the L4 libration point 240,000 miles ahead of the moon. The colonies had
been made primarily of materials mined on the moon and transported to the libration points. Al had been
on Descartes before, spending aday or two adjusting to itsthree-fourths of Earth gravity before returning
home.

Al had not been fooled by Ahmed's comments about settling down with Jane. Both Ahmed and Jane had
put in their gpplicationsfor theinterstellar flight. Ahmed too had watched the orbiting ship with longing
and Al was sure that, given the choice, hisfriend would not settle for an English estate.

Ahmed, dthough primarily an engineer, dso had alively interest in astrophysics. He had accompanied Al
and other astrophysiciststo Lagrange to participate in aseries of seminars and discussions, thefirst of
which had been held the day before. Since two of the most well-known peoplein thefield, Herbert
Mallory and Irina Rostova, wereliving in Lagrange and could not travel without difficulty because of their
physicd allments, the gathering was being held here. Al supposed that the meetings could have been held
over aholovison link-up, but the change of scenery would probably be beneficid to the lunar scientidts.

He thought of Rostova, whom he had met at the first meeting. Even with her parchmentlike skin, crippled
arthritic limbs, and clouded eyes, she was able to make everyonein the room amost tongue-tied. Her.
dark eyes, however clouded, would burn when she made a point or attacked an erroneous assumption.
The woman must be , he had thought,at least one hundred .

Mallory, in contrast, had been meek, amaost obsequious. Dmitri Grol, who had met both people before,
hed told Al what to expect. "Malory," he had said, "isawild speculator without abrain in his head who
isunfortunately correct much of the time. Rostova hasn't an ideato speak of, but shelll get rid of alot of
deadwood in everyone's thinking, as you say, cut through the crap.” The two old scientists had decided
to live together when they came to Lagrange. Although Rostova had been as hard on Mallory ason
anyone else at thefirst meeting, Al had noticed that she tempered her criticisms of the old man with a
gentle hand on hisarm, which Mallory would reward with an adoring smile. The unlikely pair ssemed to
get dong and, in spite of their "retirement,” were still contributing papersto thefield. Al imagined that the
two were dtill intellectudly active because neither of them, with their particular approachesto
astrophysics, felt the need to defend old theories or to rest on past achievements. The anti-aging serum,
unableto hed their bodies, had at least arrested their aging somewhat and kept their minds clear. They
had, unaccountably to Al, refused any other therapy. "They're from another age," Dmitri had said. "They
believe, | think, that it'stimefor themto die”

He and Ahmed entered the lounge, abrightly lit, pale green room with round clear plastic tablesand
inflatable chairsin dark green and blue. Severd sturdy individudsin tight overals, probably workers
helping to build anew cylindrical colony, Pascal, next to Lagrange, were enjoying aliquid lunch a the



bar.

Simone and Jane were at the other end of the room, seated next to awindow panel. The window
overlooked acurving, concave landscape of forests and planted fields. The colony was run by solar
power; alarge, duminum mirror outside Lagrange captured the solar energy. Parabolic mirrors at both
ends of the cylinder provided sunlight for the fields outside and could be closed during the "night.” The
colony, with itsfiddsand smdl |akes created by combining liquid hydrogen from Earth with oxygen from
lunar oxides, would soon be self-sufficient.

Simone smiled at Al as he seated himsdf next to her. "Y ou look tired," he said.

"l amtired. Janeand | have been lifting weights. | shal awaken during our discussonsthis evening, of that
| am sure. The voice of Irina Rostovawill be a splash of cold water."

Ahmed was whispering something in Jane's ear. The English woman bobbed dightly in her chair as she
laughed. "Y ou are wicked, Ahmed," She said. Jane Gardiner was a pale, dender young woman with gray
eyes and amouth and nose that were a shade too large. Her fine brown hair, unusualy long, amost to
her shoulders, seemed to float loosely around her head. She was gazing at Ahmed with afrankly sexud
look.

Janewas il in her early twenties, having finished most of her sudiesat an unusudly early age. She had
lived on the moon for two years. Thefirst of those years had been a disappointment to those who had
expected greet things of her. She had gained some notoriety, evenin thefairly reativistic lunar settlement,
taking and abandoning loversin rapid succession, restless, perhaps, after years of concentrated study.
But at last she had grown calmer and Al, working with her in recent months, had come to respect her
mind.

Jane leaned over and rumpled Ahmed's hair. "When we get married, you must learnto ride,” shesaid to
him. "Y ou'retheworst rider I've ever seen. | dways thought of Arabs asfine horsemen.”

"l never saw ahorse until we visited your mother.”

"Well, you'll have plenty of timeto learn, | suppose,” Jane said. Al, looking up, could tdll that the young
woman did not believe aword of that statement. Jane, unlike most of the others, fully expected to be
chosen for the expedition.And why not? Al thought to himsdf.She's had everything else she ever
wanted .

"I wastelling Al earlier,” Ahmed said, "that he and Simone should come with usto see your etate.”

"Hecdlsit an estate," Jane said. "One housein London, adrafty old stone house in the country, and a
cottage in Scotland that's likely to fall around our ears. Mother's never recovered from the confiscation of
our lands, all we have now are the grounds around the houses. Of course | know the land was needed
for agriculture, but to Mother it was dl one huge conspiracy, giving fema e peersthe samerights of
inheritance as males and then leaving them nothing to inherit except atitle.”

"Y ou are exaggerating,” Ahmed replied. "To me, it seemed a spacious etate.”

"What did you two do thismorning?* Jane asked. Not waiting for an answer, she plunged on. "'l spent a
wonderfully dreary time with an old cousin who unfortunately happensto be resding here. It was amost
ardief to lift weights afterward. Old Edgar |ooked better than he has any right to expect at hisage." Jane
paused for breath. "He's convinced himsdlf that his grandson will be chosen for the stellar expedition, but
then they would hardly pick two people from the same family, now would they?"



Al restrained himself from commenting. He had met, briefly, the grandson of Jane's cousin, anoted
physicist named Lord Anthony Hartford. Privately, he considered Lord Hartford's chances better than
Jane's.

"Y ou're lucky you didn't comewith me, Smone," Jane went on. "l had to listen to arecounting of Tony's
accomplishments plus adepiction, in detail, of Edgar's new therapy. | tried to engage Edgar in some sort
of theoretical discussion, but of course he wasn't interested. The whole conversation was about Tony and
thisnew therapy.”

"For the love of God, Jane," Simone said wearily. "I cannot understand how you can be so concisein
your papers and so verbosein your discussons.”

"I'm so foolish,” Jane continued. "I didn't even tell any of you what happened to Edgar, | supposeit's
history of a sort, everyone will know soon. He was given some new medical trestment, they've been
working on him for months. He looks at |east fifteen years younger and his arthritisisn't nearly asbad. It's
your sgter that's responsible, Al, the doctor or whatever sheis.”

Al wasimmediatdly attentive. "Kira? Is she here?’

"She's been here for awhile." Jane shrugged. "L ord, | would havetold you straightaway, but | thought
you knew."

Kirahad grown even thinner.

That wasthe first thing Al noticed as he entered her quarters. She was Sitting in front of adesk top inthe
corner. She stood up quickly, amost too quickly. He moved across the room and took her hands.

She actually looked better at thirty-six than she had when she was younger. Her face was more angular
and the green eyes seemed much larger. Her long hair, piled loosely on her head, had not yet started to
gray. But there were dark shadows under her eyes and an air of intengity about her, asif some obsession
was burning indde, threatening to consume her.

She looks like Jim, he thought suddenly, at least as Jim had looked when he last saw him, Six years
before. Jm had disappeared after that with hisfriend Carole Elashvili into some unknown corner of the
earth. Al had not heard from him again until anovel was published three years after that. The notes a the
end of the microfiche copy said only that the author lived in Caracas. Al had assumed that it was Jm who
had sent him the book, athough there was no letter enclosed. When he tried to contact his brother, he
was no longer in Venezuela; Jm had disappeared once again.

The nove had at firgt irritated Al, then began to disturb him. Its centra character had been obsessed by
something aso, moving through afantasy world lined with mirrors and fractured pieces of glass. The
book had done rdlatively well.

Looking at hissgter, Al remembered the novel and felt atrickle of fear.Come on , hetold himsdlf. He
must look the same way to Kiraas she did to him. He too was thinner, having lost some of his body
weight in thelower lunar gravity in spite of exercising; and he too had his own obsession.We need each
other now , hethought,all of us . They had all retreated. Their respect for each other's privacy had
grown to such an extent that they hesitated even to talk to each other on the phone.We should care
more , hethought,not be so afraid of each other's feelings and so worried about interfering with
each other that we scarcely talk at all . Of course, they lived in different places, they could hardly get
together very often. And it was impossible to keep up with each other'sfields; they were al more
specidized.Or maybe , hetold himsdlf,we just haven't made time for that .



"Kira" he managed to say, somewhat clumsily, "Jane Gardiner told me you were here, working with her
cousin. On him, | should say. How are Hidey and Rina?"

"Rinasfine. | had to leave her with some people down the street, they take care of quite a number of
kids, some of whom just need time away from their parents. But I'm afraid she may be forgetting who |
am. At that age, a person'smemory isn't exactly long," She released his hands and sat down again. "At
least that way, Hidey can see her every day, it'sashort walk so it doesn't tire him. He's till alittle weak.
That coronary didn't help him much.”

"A coronary's not that serious,” Al said, settling into a chair across from her.

"Not by itsdlf, perhaps. The pacemaker's working beautifully and the new artery helps. But he'stired, Al,
he'sworn out. His lungs aren't in good shape, he needs an oxygen machine part of thetime. He hasto
rest, but he hatesthat, he hates having to eat regular meals, taking mild exercise, having to go to bed on a
regular schedule. He wants to kegp working. He can keep up with everything using the computer and
he's even held some seminars over the holo. But he's an old man, he abused his body for so many years
and it findly caught up with him."

Kirasighed, and looked even moretired. She had been working hard for the past few years, even taking
three years off to get amedica degree, apparently feding she needed it for her work. She had her hands
full. When Al had last visited her, she was working at the university, teaching, doing her research,
working four evenings aweek helping to administer some of the paramedical teams operating in the
community. He had suggested she was spreading hersdlf too thin. She had retorted: "What good isit for
usto do our research, finding new things, if we can't get them to the people who need them?' Shewas
functioning as aliaison between the researchers and the medics, giving the medicsinformation that they
might not otherwise have until later, when it might be too late for some of the patients.

She smiled suddenly, asif trying to shake off some of her worries. "Hidey was kind of mad when |
decided Rina should stay with the Reedys. He didn't see why he couldn't look after her, especidly since
she's at the university child center for most of the day. But she needsto live with other childrenfor a
while. She hasno socid senseat dl.” Kirashrugged. "Y ou know what kids her age are like, but she was
redly starting to think the world revolved around her. With Hidey home alot of the time, she thought he
had nothing better to do than cater to her whims. Well, at least the Reedyswill give her enough attention
when she needsit and maybe shell learn, with other kids around al the time, that she can't have
everything her own way. Hidey, of course, is convinced the Reedys might Sit on her too hard, you know,
repress her curiosity. Sheisawfully inquisitive. But | think shell comethrough it. She hasn't asked tolive
at home again and the last time | talked to her, she seemed as curious asever.”

"I'm curious. Y ou haven't said aword about why you're here."

She seemed to tense dightly, and Al redized that whatever she might say would bein some sensea
mask, designed to hide from him the rea importance of what she was doing. She would tell him almost
everything but not the purpose, not what had burned her into the thin, intense woman she had become.
And that's the real reason we don't talk to each other , Al thought.We're afraid we might see too
much, read each other's minds .

"Y ou must know some of it dready," she replied. "1've been working on Lord Edgar Hartford. Well,
actually two doctors and two technicians have been doing most of it, I've just been supervising. Weve
been using clond cdll injections, the project Hidey really sarted. We werefairly successful with two
subjects at the university, but Lord Hartford seemed idedl for acrucid test. HEs very old, he has many
chronic allmentswhich are related to the aging process. We thought if we could help him, it might bea
truly demanding test of the process.”



"How long have you been here, working on this?

"Almost four months. Weve been working on it longer than that, though, the others cameto Lagrange
eight months ago. We had to clone various cdlls and prepare the injections of serum. Weve refined that
process, we don't clone afetus of the subject, only the various organs, brain cells, and so on. We
prepared Lord Hartford with along series of injections, anti-aging shots, cleared out the cross-linked
protein, then injected the prepared serum, replacing the old cells with new ones. So far Lord Hartford's
doing pretty well, he looks years younger and hel'sfedling better. He's afine historian and he knows
something about the sciences, so he's promised to write about the experience. Now what else can | tell
you? Do you want to hear al the details?’

"Later, maybe. Y ou should have told me you were here. | probably could have got some time off to

vigt.
"I wastoo busy. We wouldn't have had much timeto talk anyway. Is Smone with you?'
"Y eah, | would have brought her along, but she was feding tired. | figured she should rest.”

Kiratook adeep breath, asif trying to decide whether or not to say more. Then she proceeded. "I'll get
achanceto seeyou again later anyway. If everything goesas| expect it to, I'll beonthemoonina
couple of months, sometimein January.”

"What for?"
"Some morework." She shut her mouth tightly and he knew shewould tell him no more.

"Why?' He would pursue the matter anyway, even knowing that he was unlikely to hear any more. "As
far as| know, the biologists on Luna haven't done any more than what's going on below. Considerably
less, | should imagine. Mogt of them are specidistsin space medicine.”

"I may have another subject there.”

Al had temporarily forgotten about the older people on the moon. There were, of course, afair number
of them. Functioning in lunar gravity was easier than living on Earth, and there was growing evidence that
Moon-dwellers had longer life spans. Kirawould find plenty of subjectsthere.

"I've said enough,”" she went on. "Why don't you tell me what you've been doing?”

Helooked at hissister and felt aflicker of resentment. Kirawas supervising an important project, more
important even than she was | etting him know. He was familiar enough with the biologica sciencesto
redize that. She wasthede facto head of her department at the university; even though aman named
Ramsey was officidly chairman, he merely took care of administrative mattersthat Kiraand Hidey could
not handle. She had her M.D. and had earned her doctorate long ago. She had advanced rapidly through
the university's academic structure. She had, he thought for amoment, gone farther than he had.

Heforced himsdlf to ignore that feeling.What do you want? he thought ruefully. It was difficult to
advance to so-called eminent positions on Luna, in spite of the fact that there were so few people therein
comparison with Earth. Everyone there, including the paramedics, food processors, maintenance people,
technicians, and workers responsible for congtructing and maintaining the living complexes, was one of
the best Earth could send. There waslittle room for persona advancement in an environment that had to
stress cooperation if anything was to be done. His own doctorate, compared to Kiras, Ed's, or Mike's,
had been an informal affair, based on hiswork on Luna plus an examination given there, but alunar
degree besting the officid stamp of Goddard Universty or the Tsiolkovsky Indtitute was the equa of any



on Earth and probably better.

He shrugged off his persona concerns. He began to tell her about the work they weredoing in
gravitational collapse, the bodies they had observed, the tentative conclusions they had drawn, and was
soonlogt in hisrecitd.

After leaving Kirasroom, Al headed for the nearby cafeteria. It was getting close to suppertime, ashis
stomach, with its rumblings, reminded him. Hewould cal Simone from the dining areaand ask her tojoin
him there.

When he entered the cafeteria, he noticed Dmitri Grol talking excitedly to some peoplejust insde the
door. The short blond man spotted him right away and grabbed hisarm, dmost making Al sumble
backward.

"Y ou have heerd? Y ou are till onthelig?'
"No. What do you mean?’
Dmitri lowered hisvoice, looking dmost conspiratorid.

"Y ou do not know. They have narrowed down the list for the star flight crews. It isdown to five
thousand now. They have not announced the list yet, they want to give peopletimeto find out if they are
onit,” The Russian tugged at his short goatee. "No one expected it thissoon. It issaid they will announce
thefinal choices and the dternates before long.”

"So soon," Al said, dmost stunned. "They just finished the interviews two months ago.”
"They want to start training people, give them achance to adjust to the idea, before they go.”

Al hestated. He was dmogt afraid to go over to the computer link-up in the corner of the cafeteriaand
find out the decision. "Y ou look happy,” he said to Dmiitri, trying to gain afew secondsto think. "I don't
haveto ask you..."

"Only because | am both a slenologist and an engineer, aswell as being an experienced adminigrator,”
the Russian replied, a smile spreading across his broad face. "'If | had not dabbled in different fields, |
doubt they would have considered my feeble mind." Dmitri was being too modest. He had adogged and
persistent mind, combined with an attitude that one could master anything in time. He had done some
firg-rate work and was now "dabbling” in astrophysics, using some vacation time to come aong for the
seminars. A dow but deep thinker, Dmitri often caught things quicker minds overlooked.

"Youll be on board eventudly," Al said confidently. "I'll make you abet.”

Dmitri responded by taking Al by the shoulders and gently propelling him toward the computer. "Go, my
friend, and see if we may be shipmates.”

Al walked over to the computer and dowly began to punch out his number and private code.Don't get
upset , hetold himsdlf, trying to prepare for apossible disappointment.Even if you're on thislist, you're
still along way from boarding . A red light on the small flat console began to flash. He spoke his name
aoud, then made his request.

The computer console hummed for afraction of asecond asit noted hisface, fingerprints, and voice
pattern, a precaution in case anyone not authorized by him was retrieving the information. Privacy
violations were severdly punished in theory, often by depriving the offender of accessto computersfor an
extended period except for necessary transactions. Such alaw had been the only way people in much of



the world could accept the accumulation of vast amounts of data about themsalves. In fact, it was often
difficult to catch some of the cleverest violators unless one was willing to spend days poring over
computer records or hired aserviceto do it, an expensive proposition. The smartest criminals, with the
ad of accomplicesingde police offices or other agencies authorized to get certain information, could gain
access. Evenif aviolator was caught, the case could betied up in the courts for months.

The screen in front of him it up as words began to appear, one letter after another. He took adeep
breath.

SWENSON, ALBERT.
ACCEPTED FOR PRELIMINARY LIST
PROJECT STAR FLIGHT.

He sighed. Only one more hurdle to go. They have to take me, they can't let me come this far without
taking me . He dmost laughed. Sure they could . The entire procedure of selecting the interstellar
travelers, with itsforms, ddays, interviews, invasions of privacy, and committee memberswho had
occasiondly popped up unexpectedly to talk informally with gpplicants, might itsdlf be atest.

Heturned and waved at Dmitri, smiling as he did so. "Cometo my room later,” the Russian shouted to
him. "RitaMoraesand | will be having aparty then for the dect.”

Al nodded as Dmitri |eft the cafeteria. He had afedling that the seminar scheduled for that evening would
be held in adigtracting atmosphere. Hopefully, those who had been chosen and those who had been
rejected would settle down enough so that the meetings would not be atotd waste of time.

He hestated in front of the computer console for amoment. What about Simone? He had to find out.

Simone had given him her code and had authorized him to use it. He had reciprocated. He had never
used hers and knew she had never requested information about him. Exchanging codes had become the
truetest of love and friendship for many people. If hard fedings devel oped, it was easy to withdraw such
authorization smply by notifying the computer or, in afew cases, changing one's code aswell.

Al had never given his code to anyone but hisfamily and Simone, although he knew people who trusted a
fair number of friendswith theirs. The Chinese, of course, often took pridein giving theirsto amost
everyone, a least on the moon. They had nothing to hide, it seemed, at least from their own people, and
would have been under great suspicion if they did not make their codesreadily available, particularly to
eminent officids. The Russans were discouraged from giving theirs to anyone who was not Russian;
Americans, asin everything else, varied in tharr attitudes. The Japanese were somewhat more
circumspect. One couple on Luna, the Fukudas, both medical technicians, had been married for fifteen
years and had never exchanged codes.

He punched out Simone's code, then identified himsalf and made his request. She would not mind this
time, not on something asimportant asthis. He had afedling that, if she knew about the list, she had
aready found out hisown status.

The computer hummed. Hetried to prepare himsdlf for either possible answer but he could not keep
from hoping. His stomach knotted. L etters appeared on the screen. He scanned them quickly, completely
unprepared and bewildered by what he saw.

TRAN, SSIMONE. COMMITTEE UNDECIDED.
CASE TO BE APPEALED.

FINAL DISPOSITION WITHIN ONE MONTH.
PROJECT STAR FLIGHT.
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"Precisaly because the existence of identical twins breaks and seemsto chalenge the great law of the
biologica uniqueness of the person, it accentuates that uniqueness and cdls atention to it.”

—Jean Rostand
HUMANLY POSSIBLE

"...itisclear that genetic engineering will produce radical dterationsin avery few centuriesa most.
Changeswill not be gradud, but explosive; we are on the verge of asharp discontinuity in history.”

—R. C. W. Ettinger
MAN INTO SUPERMAN

"Nature which governs the whole will soon change al things which thou seest, and out of their substance
will make other things, and again other things from the substance of them, in order that the world may be
ever new..."

—MarcusAurdius

MEDITATIONS
"| shal endeavor to drive from him the swarming and fierce things, thoseflies,

which feed upon the bodies of men who have perished;
and dthough helie here until ayear has goneto fulfillment,
il hisbody shdl be asit was, or firmer than ever."
—Homer

THEILIAD

7. Interface 2037

HIS sigter's call had brought Ed Swenson to the moon. He had sensed an undertone of urgency in her
voice, an urgency that seemed somehow out of place with her stated reason for wanting him there. A
family reunion, nothing more. She was working on aproject, Al was there, Mike said he would come.
Why didn't he and Shellajoin them?

Ed had been hesitant at first, but he was on his sabbatical and could do worse than spending time with
the mathematicians on Lunawhile he visted. The M.I.T. orchestrawould have to do without hisviolin
and Sheilas clarinet for awhile. Shella, aresearcher in cybernetics, was overdue for avacation anyway
and could comewith him.

There had been one smal problem; his son Isaac. Ed had assumed they would leave the boy on Earth,
but that had prompted a brief argument with Sheila. She had wanted |saac to come with them.

Ed certainly could not blame her for that. Sheila, he knew, had always been closer to their son than he
had. She, in fact, had been the one who decided to bear achild. But he must have wanted the boy too or
he would never have cooperated with her and would not have married her after Isaac's birth.

He had been the typica expectant father and had not minded therole at al. He helped Sheillawith her
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exercises during her pregnancy and accompanied her to the geneticist, who had assured them the child
would be hedthy. He aided the paramedic and nurse during the ddivery, rubbing Shella's back,
encouraging her, amost sensing her pain himsdf. He remembered hisfirst sght of his son; the head
emerging from Shellas body, the tiny infant covered with membrane, thefirgt cry. Hefet only relief and
exhaustion at firgt until 1saac, washed and weighed, was placed in hisarms. As he handed the baby to
Sheila, he was suddenly astonished: our child . Such things happened dl the time but it seemed amiracle
to him then.

He grew to love the boy and enjoyed watching him grow, learn, and change. But he often felt awkward
around I saac, uncertain about how to treat him or talk to him. 1saac aso seemed restrained; he had
become a contented but serious child. He displayed an early love of music, not surprising in achild
growing up inamusica family. At the age of four, hewas dready taking music lessons and learning to
play hisown tiny violin. But music was not ahobby or casud interest for Isaac, who practiced dmost
incessantly in his sparetime. At six, he had decided to live with histeacher and other music sudentsfor
four days aweek. Although he came home every weekend and often for an hour or so after school, his
decision had upsat Sheila Ed knew she had never fully reconciled hersdlf toiit.

Ed had at last agreed that | saac should come with them to Luna, persuaded by the fact that the boy
himsalf wanted to go. Isaac could do his schoolwork with the computers there aswell as on Earth and
would get a chance to meet different children. Sheila could spend more timewith him.And I, Ed thought,
can try to get over my awkwardness around my own son.

When they first entered their lunar hotel room, Isaac had been fascinated, exploring every corner. He
now sat quietly in achair while Sheillaand Ed unpacked the few things they had brought. It was
expendveto bring too much. Isaac had brought only his violin and some clothing.

The boy was watching Ed solemnly with his green eyes. Already, helooked remarkably like hisfather.
Not surprising , Ed thought, smiling a Sheila as she put away some clothes. Shellaaso looked like Ed,
with almost the same green eyes, complexion, and facia features. Her short hair was brown aswell, but
with more reddish and gold highlights, which she had passed on to her son.

Ed sometimes wondered about her resemblance to him, or, more accurately, to hissster Kira, but he
never speculated about it for long. It hardly mattered. He had, however, been startled by it when hefirst
met Sheila Sonnefeld. A friend, Eric Bartlett, had introduced them at an orchestrarehearsd. "Meet the
other Swenson clone," Eric had said jokingly and except for her medium height, Sheilamight almost have
been one. He had loved her dmost on sight, but because of the liveliness he had seen in her face, hewas
sure, not its resemblance to his own.

Temperamentally she was unlike him, more impulsve, more involved with other people. She had helped
him conquer some of his shyness and brought somelifeinto hisquiet world. At times he wished their son
was more like her.

He glanced at 1saac while putting away some underwear. "Maybe tomorrow you can go flying," he said
to the boy. "Y ou can go over to the recreation center and get somewingsto try out. That's one of the
advantages of lunar gravity, being ableto fly around.” Ed paused, feding as though he was patronizing the
child. "Or you can go outsde if you want, see the surface with aguide." He closed the drawer in front of
him and looked around their quarters. There was not an abundance of room, only two small sets of
drawers st into thewall and onetiny closet. A computer console stood in the corner; Ed had insisted on
aroom with one. There was around plastic table and some chairs, and the beds were pulled out from the
walls. The bathroom, used by dl the people in the six rooms nearest theirs, was down the hall with
regulations concerning water use posted on the door in various languages. Each person had acertain
alotment free, included in the room charge; acomputer in the bathroom recorded every one's fingerprints



each time he entered the shower. Using more water was expensive. There was a small room next to the
bathroom where children of guests could deep; Isaac, if he wanted to, would probably deep there when
he made friends.

"Will you come with me, Ed?" |saac asked quietly.
"Of coursel will, at lesst if you want meto.”

"l wish youwould."

Ed, feding rdlieved, smiled. "Then | will."

"Let'sgo flying now."

Ed sghed. "Y ou'd better ask your mother about that."
"I didn't ask Shella, | asked you."

"I think," Ed said after apause, "that you're probably tired after your trip and you'll be even moretired
after we have supper with your aunt and uncle tonight. Y ou should probably take anap.”

"Shellal" the boy said in hurt tones.
"Ed'sright," sheresponded. "Y ou sound like you're getting cranky.”
"But | don'tfed tired."

"l do," Sheilasaid. "I'm going to take anap mysdlf. If you're not tired, you can Sit at the console and do
somelessons.”

"I'll takethe nap,” 1saac muttered, climbing into one of the beds.
"Wl go flying tomorrow, | promise,”" Ed said to his son. He was rewarded with asmile.

Asthe passenger ship, approached the moon, Mike Swenson watched the face of Lilo Helziger. Lilo was
copper and gold, her red hair twisted tightly on her head, her golden skin gleaming. It had taken her alot
of time and patience to get that skin; hours of timing her exposure to the California sunshine, trying to
tread the thin line between pa eness and leathery overexposure. She had succeeded, and Mike found
himsalf hoping that the sunlamps used on Lunawould enable her to keep her skin tone. Otherwise, he
was sure she would leave quickly and head back hometo restoreit.

Mike looked away from her and watched the screen at the front of the vehicle. Cameras recorded the
approach of the ship for the benefit of the passengers. He saw the moon growing larger; they would be
landing in an hour. It was an awesome sight with its craggy mountains, deep craters, and black shadows.

He knew better than to awaken Lilo for this vision. She had quickly grown bored with the trip, although
she had found the space station where they had stopped for awhile amusing. She would probably find
the moon equaly amusing; for how long, he was not sure,

Lilo murmured something in her deep, twisting her dender body dightly. Shewasadriking sght in her
glittery blue and silver outfit, modeled on the tight overalsworn by space workers. Mike could see some
of the other passengers sneaking glances a her. Even now, he found it hard to believe that they were
married, had been married for dmost two months.

Lilo Helziger had been trained to do absolutely nothing. Her parents, confronted by strict and



confiscatory inheritance laws, had nevertheless managed to find afew loopholes giving their daughter part
of their consderable wedth. Lilo was not wedthy; it was dmaost impossible for anyone to be that. But
she was comfortably well off and was taking full advantage of the fact that she would never have to work
again. She had been an actress for awhile, acquiring more publicity than roles, before getting tired of the
discipline. Her education, whet little there was of it, consisted of short terms at various schoolsinwhich
she had learned the art of faking her way through conversations on almost any topic. She was presently
trying to remedy that lack of knowledge using their home computer. But he did not take these efforts very
serioudy.

He had met her ayear ago, right after she quit her acting career. He had been anovety, heknew, a
physicist, prime developer of the experimental matter replicator which, when perfected, would change the
world, making her own world of wealth and privilege, what little there was | ft of it, obsolete. He was
one of the Swenson clones besides. There were still some newsfax people who did stories on the
Swensons now and then, and a particularly embarrassing one had appeared on their thirtieth birthday
lauding their various intellectua achievements. Lilo, Mike knew, had reaed that article when shewasagirl,
and it had made quite an impression. In marrying him, she had consummeated a childhood infatuation. It
was what he was, rather than the person he was underneath, that held her.

It had been her ideato get married, but he had gone along with it. They had doneit quietly, dthough Lilo
made sure that the event received maximum publicity afterward. Ed had been politein his congratulations.
Kiraand Al, cdling from the moon, had been horrified and did abad job of hiding it. Jm, of course, had
not been heard from.

Why had he married her? Her sexud attraction for him had been strong and till was. She was young, not
even twenty, and her youthfulness had attracted him aswell. Oddly enough, he considered it agood
meatch. Lilo did not bother him when he was working or reading, being absorbed in hersdf anyway, and
he had to admit that being her husband gave him apeculiar sort of status. Their marriage, gpart from bed,
was more appearance than anything else, role-playing, but it was pleasant enough.

Inarational mood, he could plot its course. Lilo would enjoy the present state of affairsfor atime, she
liked charming hisfriends and colleagues and pretending an interest in their work. She wasinventive
sexually and helped him relax when he wastired. She had even taken ajob at hisresearch facility's child
care center, surprising everyone when shewas put in charge of itsrecreationa activities. But eventualy
shewould get tired of that. She might want to travel more, have achild, or do any number of foolish
things. She would become bored and leave him.

That was how it would go, but he was enjoying it now and by the time she was bored, he would be too.
Lilo wasnot, gpart from her public image and her beauty, avery interesting person.And it was , he
thought darkly,a change from Sta .

Hefdt himsdlf growing disturbed just thinking about hisfirst wife. He would never become that involved
with another person again, mired down in aconstant struggle, needing to compromise, work things out,
talk them over. And where had he gotten with dl of it? Sitahad just gone back to Indiain the end,
leaving him depressed and unable to do his best work for months. Sometimes, when he wastired, Mike
found himsdf dmost wishing that Stawaswith him, wanting to discuss something with her, try out some
ideas. Those had been the best timesfor them. Lilo was not much good at kicking ideas around, but she
went her way and let him go his.

Herecalled a conversation with Ella Tollen, an acquaintance of Lilo's, a aparty. "I'm not at dl interested
inaperson'sinner life" Ellahad said in her flat monotone. "We're dl the same undernesth, we havethe
same messy fedings and emotions. The surface isthe only thing that variesand that'sredlly dl | care
about, it'stheonly thing that's at al origind or cregtive.”



Wi, hewas satisfied, most of thetime. If there were times he saw an unfamiliar expressonon Lilo's
face, timeswhen she looked frustrated or unhappy, times when he suspected that she was withholding
something important from him....he could ignore that. It was their surfaces, their externa images, that had
brought them together.

Lilo opened her large blue eyes suddenly and stared vacantly at him until alook of comprehension
passed over her face. She glanced up at the screen and gasped. "My God," she said, looking at the lunar
image. "Mike, look at that. | didn't think..." She sank back into her seat and continued to gaze at the
image.

Mike smiled tolerantly. Lilo's education had been so sparse that she, upon landing at the space station,
had been under theimpression that it was the ship that would take them to the moon. He had explained

to her that an object of that sze would encounter difficultiesin landing on any large body. God only knew
what she was thinking now. He hoped she would find enough to do to keep her from getting bored.

"Areyoufeding dl right?' Kirasaid to the image of Hidey on the phone screen. She waited, and the
image at last nodded.

"Wl enough. I've been getting to bed early, I've been eating three medlsaday, | do exercises every
morning." Hidey glanced at the ashtray next to his chair. He winced and she knew he was regretting that
he had not moved it out of sight of the screen. "And I've cut down my smoking. Just a couple with my
morning coffee and one after dinner.”

"But you promised you'd quit atogether,”" she said, forgetting about the three-second delay and missing
part of hisnext sentence.

"...Rinaevery afternoon, she had supper herelast night.” He paused. "I am cutting down, Kira. Look, if |
haven't quit by the time you get back, I'll go for conditioning, | promise. That ought to convinceyou. |
don't like having my will bent by abunch of psycho-technicians, but I'll do it for you.”

She had heard that before. Hidey had gone once aready, after the coronary. The conditioning had lasted
sx months. ™Y ou could at least smoke the tobacco substitutes.” But she knew the answer to that too.
They might taste the same, but they did not fed the same. He missed the nicotine.

For aperson with histraining and aptitudes, Hidey certainly seemed to have astreak of perversity. He
had worked to extend life and hedlth, yet he inssted on putting hisown in jeopardy. Jm'stheory,
explained to her during hislast visit, was that Hidey was unconscioudy punishing himsdf for defying the
inevitability of death. She preferred to believe that her husband had acquired abad and not easily broken
habit.

"Tdl mehow Rinais," shewent on.

"Fine" he said three seconds later. " She's growing fast, we went and bought some new overdlsand
shoes last week. She got into afight with alittle boy who kept picking on the younger children and | don't
think helll be doing it again. She wantsto cross-breed some peasin the spring and I'll help her on that. It
al started when she asked me why she has black hair and brown eyes instead of green eyesand brown
hair, likeyou."

Kirasmiled. "I missher."
"Y ou should call her more often,” he said as she spoke.

"I've been busy, but that's no excuse. I'll call her tonight.”



"Sheredly missed you this past Christmas, | guess you know. Y ou won't recognize her when you get
back. Cometo think of it, you won't recognize the neighborhood. Most of the houses further up are
finaly gone. They'll be farming the land in the spring. | figure well probably have to movein two or three
years.”

| should go home, she thought suddenly, in apanic.What am | doing up here, on a fool's mission?
Shelooked at Hidey's hair, now amost completely gray, the lines around his eyes, the looseness of his
skin.l could be down there, helping Hidey, making him well .

But that, after al, was part of the reason she was here.

She leaned forward. "I missyou, Hidey, morethan | can stand sometimes, morethan | missRina, |
think." She reached out with her hand to the screen.

Simone had only been back from Earth for aday. Al had tried his best to make her first day back agood
one. He had taken her out on the surface for awalk, then treated her, ong with his recently arrived
brother Mike and hiswife, Lilo, to afairly expensive dinner a one of the hotels. He had not asked her
where she had gone. He could guess; to see her son. Simone was trying to mend some of the bridges she
had burnt behind her, in case she might need them again.

She had been quiet most of the day, even during dinner. She was courteousto Lilo and the two seemed
to get dong. Even Al had found himsdlf liking the young woman in spite of himsalf. Assoon asheand
Simone had returned to their room, however, she had |gpsed into silence. She sat now in one of the
chairs, staring ahead of her, gpparently unwilling to read, or cal somefriends, or do any of the things she
usudly did.

"What isit?' he said findly, not redlly expecting an answer.
"Can you not guess?"

"Why don't you let me help you? | haven't brought it up before, | figured you would. But | can't just Sit by
and watch you likethis. At least talk to me, let it out." He drew his chair nearer to her and grasped her
hand.

"You know what itis| must get used to, Al. Givemetime. | shal adjust.”

"Y ou think you won't be going on one of the starships, but you may be wrong. | don't think you should
jump to conclusions before they issuethefind lit."

"Al, you are being thefool. | do not have to wait until then. They were undecided about me, for what
reason | do not know. They findly put me on the preliminary list, but do you honestly believe that anyone
will be going about whom they have such doubts?’

"If they didn't think you should go &t dl, they wouldn't have bothered to put you on the preliminary list."
"Perhaps they do not want someone who hasleft achild.”

"That's ridiculous. June Eaglefeather ison thelist and has agood chance, and she left three children. They
do congider individua circumstances, you know."

"June Eaglefeather is one of our best sdlenologists aswell as being one of the few native Americansto

apply.”
He released her hand. "Damn it, Smone, thisis stupid. Everybody on the ships, when you come right



downtoit, will beleaving someone behind." He stopped, redlizing that this was probably the wrong thing
to say.

"I do not want to discussit. She looked away from him.

"Wadll, I do. I think there might be a chance, | don't know, but I'm willing to try. | think maybe | can get
youonthefind lig."

He might be sticking his neck out, maybe even risking his own chance by saying this. Interceding for
Simone might be taken as evidence that he did not trust the committee, or that his persond atachments
were too strong to alow him to go on the journey. On the other hand, not trying to help someone he
loved might work againgt him.

He had aready received a note from a group of astrophysicists on the committeetelling him that in all
likelihood hewould be on that find list. He had been dated, knowing that if the group of specidists had
made such arecommendation, his chances with the whole committee were excellent. He had not hidden
it from Simone, he could not have anyway. She would have noticed the differencein him. The worry had
been lifted from him, hisliféswork would not be cut off.

But he might have to leave the woman he loved. The reasonable decisons they had made earlier about
such an eventuality faded in his mind. He wanted to help her but did not know what to do. He would
haveto leave it up to her, and do what she asked.

"Youaremad,” shesad fiercely.
"No, I'm not. | can suggest that | need you with me. I'll be careful .”

"They will only ignore you and make sure that you do not go. | will not have you risk your chance for me.
| do not know if | would have risked mine for you."

Al tried to ignore that painful admission. "Y ou don't understand,” he said. "I'll say | need you as a partner
in my work. It'strue. How often have we exchanged ideas, how often have you pointed out something to
me that Sarted methinking differently?"

"No. | shdl not have you intercede for me. If | am meant to go, | will go, but | think | am not meant to
leave with you." She gazed past him and he found it unusudly difficult to read the expressonin her dark

eyes.

"Y ou've been talking to Ahmed too much,” Al mumbled. Ahmed's fatalism about amost anything
sometimes went againgt dl reason. The man was capable of exerting enormous energy in congtructing a
prototype of an improved lunar surface vehicle, for example, but when the time cameto test it, Ahmed
would mumble something about how the modd was meant to fail or meant to succeed. It was acommon
enough attitude among the Arab scientists and technicians. It did not keep them from doing afine job and
it was comforting when they failed a a given task. Even those who were not Arabsfell into afatdigtic
mood often enough, and it was a strangely contagious attitude among the members of the closdy knit and
cooperative lunar community. Even Al had succumbed toit at times.

Ahmed was on the preliminary list too. Hisfatalism did not prevent him from hoping. Now Simone, used
to creating her own destiny, had succumbed to it. Al sighed. It was probably much smpler than that.
Simone had never asked afavor in her life and found it eesier than mogt to live with the consequences of
her actions. She would not be obligated to anyone.

"Thereisnothing you can do,” Smone said in aflat voice.



What she meant, of course, was that there was nothing heshould do.

Ed stopped at the end of the corridor and looked down at his son Isaac. The boy stared straight ahead at
the heavy metd doorsin front of them. The child wore his usua expression, one of somber curiogity. At
times, Ed dill felt dmost intimidated by his seemingly rational son, at least until Isaac would, with a
gesture or afew words, remind Ed that he was only asmal child after dl.

Al, on hisway to alaboratory nearby, had accompanied them and so had Lilo, Mikeswife. Al was
being very quiet. He seemed lost in thought and murmured only perfunctory responsesto Lilo's attempts
at conversation.He'sworried , Ed thought,something to do with Smone . Ed had sensed that without
even asking what the problem was, knowing that Al would discuss his Situation when he was ready to do
S0 and not before.

Lilo, stlanding next to Al, seemed to shine. Her red hair glittered under the harsh lighting of the corridor
and her slvery gray tunic contrasted with Al'sdull gray shirt and shorts.

Lilo had got dong beautifully with Isaac from the time they first met. It was easy to understand why. She
had listened apparently fascinated, to the boy's recitation of what he had discovered on the moon,
interrupting him only to ask questions. Isaac had quickly assumed the role of teacher and Lilo the role of
astudent. The young woman was obviousy more at ease questioning the child rather than another adullt,
who might have found her lack of education appaling.

The words on the meta doorswerein Russian. Ed put ahand on Isaac's shoulder. "Thisisthe morgue,”
he explained. "When people die here, it's easiest just to freeze them up here as soon after degth as
possible. Burid on the surface is more difficult, so people are brought here, or to other placeslikeit,
instead. Sometimes they're sent back to Earth if their relatives want that and can afford it, but alot of
them prefer to Stay here and say so in their wills. That's because they've come to think the moon istheir
red home."

"Why do they die?" |saac asked.

"For the same reasons people on Earth do," Ed replied. "They become sick, or an accident happens, or
they'revery old. Y ou can livelonger up here, because lunar gravity iseasier on your system and your
environment isunder more control, but sooner or later you die.”

"Do you haveto be so morbid?’ Lilo said.

"Itsafact. It'spart of thelife cycle, after dl.”

"And something we could well do without,” Lilo muttered.
"Kirasays peopledon't haveto die," Isaac said.

"Maybe they won't in the future, at least not as soon,” Ed responded. "Y our aunt isworking on waysto
make people live longer. Look at your uncle Hidey. Fifty years ago, people would have thought of him as
extremely old and he might not have been dive today. But he has years ahead of him, if he takes care of
himsdlf. By thetime you're his age, you might look no older than me."

"He shouldn't smoke," Isaac said.

"Wdll," Lilo said, moving closer to the boy, "he has abad habit. Lots of peopledo. | noticeyou liketo
eat alot of candy."

"Sometimes," the boy said.



"Even when you know it's bad for your teeth. Someday you'll have to have new onesput in at therate
you're going, and that's damned painful.”

"I know."

"And don't you sometimes eat too much and get sck?”

Isaac glared. "1 guess,”" he conceded.

"Make atrade with your uncle," Lilo went on "If you stop esting candy, maybe helll stop his smoking.”
"Why did we come here?" | saac asked Ed, apparently wanting to change the subject.

"Because your grandfather'singde this room. When he died, some Russian friends brought him here.
They put him into acryonic cylinder." His voice shook dightly at the last words. For amoment, Ed felt
amost as he had when Paul had died. His stomach contracted dightly, then loosened. It had been along
time, more than twenty years.

"Why didn't you bring him back to Earth?' |saac said.

"I think he would have rather stayed here. He spent hiswhole life sudying the stars, and we thought he
would have wanted it thisway."

"Canwegoingde?'

"Not today. | have to get permission for that. But | thought you should see where your grandfather is. He
was afine person.” Ed suddenly felt adrift and aone, wondering what hislife would have been likeif Paul
hed lived, remembering dl the times he had wanted to talk with him and could not.

"I'vebeeningde," Al said to Isaac, breaking his monosyllabic near-silence at last. Y ou can't see your
grandfather, except for the outline of hishead. He's tanding upright in the cylinder, but he's covered
except for hisface"

"Why'd you go indgde?’ the boy asked.

"I wanted to see him when [ first came hereto study, so | did. | saw him again about amonth ago to tell
him I might be going on the interstellar expedition. He would have wanted to go himself."

"But he couldn't hear you," Isaac said scornfully. Ed winced.
"I know that," Al said patiently. "But it made me fed alittle better. Y ou'll understand someday.”

Ed glanced at |saac, who was aready growing restive. He could not redlly expect the boy to understand.
It was only adoorway to him; and behind it rested aman the boy had never known, adistant relation as
far as he was concerned. Isaac did not understand death. He had never known anyone who had died,
not even apet animal, and he probably could not see that the concept had anything to do with him. Ed
could recdl, dimly, his own fedings on the subject as aboy. People smply disappeared, asif they had
gone on ajourney, never to return. But that was before Paul had died, and Jon Aschenbach, years
afterward, and Ed's close friend Md Gladstein in Boston, avictim of afanatic's attack on an underwater
suburb of thelarge city. They had al disappeared.

Carole was gone, and he could only blame himsdlf. That was what he believed when he was completely
conscious, so consequently hetried to remain as unconscious as possible, most of thetime.

Jm Swenson wandered aong the beach adjacent to his hotel, watching his bare feet make impressonsin



the sand, hed firg, toes curling. Behind him the reddish-brown ocean waters erased the prints a ready
made. He ignored the signs of warning posted at intervas on the beach, careless of his own wefare.
Severa people were lying on towels on the sand, brown lizards exposing their bodiesto the ultraviol et
light. No one swam, or even chanced wading near the waterline on the wet surface under Jm'sfest. It
was not safe to get too close to Foridas waters. Jm did not care.

He chewed the pasty substance in hismonth and at last felt an dmost painful clarity and energy flood his
mind. No, he did not want that; he waited to blur hisfeelings, not sharpen them. They might be calling
me now, they might have my ticket ready . He turned around. He was suddenly repelled by the sight
of the small, worn old hotel two hundred feet down the beach. Not yet, he did not want to go back there
just yet. He could alwaystake alater flight anyway. He spat out the paste and watched it drift on the
water. Then he began to walk toward a nude woman lying on the sand.

Shelay with her eyes dosed. Her brown hair was sun-streaked and crushed under her head. As he came
closer, he saw the uneven ends of her hair, probably dried out and broken from too much exposure to
the sun. Her skin was dark brown; her muscular body gleamed with oil and sweat. He stood over her for
amoment, then, as he started to walk away, she opened her eyes and looked at him.

"What'syour problem.”
"| thought you looked like somebody | knew," Jm lied.

"Surel do. | think you just want somebody to talk to. Y ou look kind of sad. Y ou can sit down if you
want." The woman motioned with her hand.

He sat down. At close range, the woman looked somewhat younger than he had thought, no more than
twenty, or so. Her brown eyes glanced at him, then closed again.

"Could you move over alittle?Y ou're blocking the sun." He moved over to hisleft until he no longer cast
ashadow on her. "Y ou must not have been herelong. You'rekind of pale. My name's Marlena"

"I'm Jm. Areyou vigiting too, or do you live here?’

"I'm aresident. | work over at the spaceport air traffic control. They give usalot of time off so we don't
get crazy. | work on my tan alot, | don't like doing anything that takes effort. | get enough tension on my
job." She brushed away astray lock of hair from her forehead and he saw athin white scar near her
hairline. An electronic implant. Air traffic controllers, like many other technicians, had to become part of
the computersthat aided them in their tasks.

"What'sit like, having animplant in your head?' he asked, suddenly curious.

"A lot of people ask that. Y ou don't even notice it most of thetime. Theimplant's only activated when
you'reworking. But I'll tell you something, Jm." Marlenaturned over on her somach and propped
hersdf up on her ebows. "There's nothing e se like being tied into abig machine like that, seeing
everything it sees, being part of atremendous mind. | can't describeit. Actually, the computer mind does
most of the work; we just have to be there to override or take over in case of an emergency. But it's
exciting, I'll tell you. Everything e se seemskind of boring afterwards.”

He shuddered. "Don't you haveto have alot of training?’

"Oh, sure. I've been training ever since| wasfifteen, and | only started working thisyear. Y ou have to
learn how to be aware of alot of different things at once, plustraining your body so that your physica
reactions don't affect you on the job. We dow down our physical processes to the minimum when were



tied in, but we haveto be ready to act instantly if something goeswrong. It can beadtrain, I'll tell you.”
She sprayed some ail into her hand and rubbed it on her nose: " Jesus, | should shut up aminute and let
you say something. What are you doing here?'

"Waiting for an opening on amoon flight." Remembering his purpose in being here suddenly made him
depressed again.

"Y ou going to work up there?!

"No, just vigting." He grew slent and Marlenafolded her arms and lowered her head. They'll all be
surprised to see me , Jm thought,Hidey was shocked when | called him up . He had told Hidey
nothing about Carole or his plans after discovering that dl the others were on the moon. He had not even
known, until he arrived in Forida, that he would attempt to join them. It had been an impulse. He had
nothing eseto do, and he could hope that the dien environment might heal him somehow. Perhaps he
could find something there that had € uded him throughout al histravels on Earth. For him, the trip would
be apilgrimage.

Or maybe he was smply trying to escape the punishment he kept meting out to himself in his sober
moments. Carole was gone and he was to blame. His mind's pain was a once so sharp that tears sprang
to hiseyes.If thiswas physical pain, | could not bear it, | would be dead by now. But the mind, that
traitorous torturer, the mind can suffer anything, for any length of time, over and over again .

"What do you do?' Marlenasaid, raising her head dightly

He closed his eyes and waited for hispain to pass. "Nothing," he answered at last. He opened his eyes
again. "l wander alot. | wasliving about amile outsde avillage in Bhutan for awhile. It was the most
pesceful placeI'd ever known. | felt cdm for thefirst timein my life but, believeit or not, | couldn't write
there. | could hardly write at al, except for some poems, they'll be published soon.”

"You'reawriter?'
He nodded.

"Maybe you didn't have much there to write about. Maybe you needed some feedback or something,
likel need when I'm working."

"I don't know. There were the Himaayas, and the villagers. | guess others have done better writing about
them.”

"Didyou livethere done?'

"The woman | loved was with me, but shedied.” His voice shook as he said it. He looked down at the
sand, then back at Marlena, who was now sitting on her towe, legsfolded in front of her.

"Jesus," she muttered. "I'm sorry.”

"It was my fault,” Im heard himsdf saying. "I shouldn't have brought her therein thefirst place. Shedidn't
belong there. She came because | wanted her to."

Marlenalooked puzzled. "I don't know why you're saying that. If she went with you, she must have
wanted to go there too. Otherwise she would have talked you out of it or refused to go adong. It was her
choicetoo, wasn't it?"

"Y ou don't understand,” he replied. He clutched a handful of sand and watched the grainstrickle out



between hisfingers. "Carole followed me, she never gave any thought to herself. | knew that, and | never
even encouraged her to be different. | never even asked what she thought, | just let her follow me. It was
easy. At least | knew she cared about me."

Helooked at Marlenaand felt dmost gratified when he saw the expression of puzzled disgpprova on her
face. "That'ssick," she said softly. Y ou ought to see a doctor or something.”

He ran down the mountain road toward the village. He had to find help there, he had to find
somebody. He would go to the group of Japanese mountain climbers there, a vacationing doctor
was with them. He would know what to do. He ran, straining his lungs in the high altitude,
gasping for breath.

"I never thought shewould die," Jm went on. "I didn't think anything would go wrong. We were going to
have our firg child. Once she got over feding nauseousin the morning, she wasfine. | should have taken
her away assoon as| knew."

"Y es, you should have," Marlenasaid harshly. He waited for her accusations passively, dmost wanting to
hear them. "Who ever heard of somebody dying in childbirth? Thisisn't the Middle Ages, you know.
What the hell do you think paramedics and artificia wombs are for?

He was holding Carole in his arms. Behind him, he could hear the doctor and two villagers
murmuring over the body of his stillborn son. At last she opened her eyes and looked up at him.
Her face had grown extremely pale and her dark hair hung heavily over hisarm. Thered stain on
the front of her tunic grew larger in spite of the injection the doctor had given her.

"Jim," she whispered. He leaned closer. "Can we |eave now? | want to go home, | missit. Isit all
right?"

"Sure," hereplied, not trying to hide the tears that ran from his eyes. "As soon asyou're well." He
felt a hand on his shoulder.

"I shall go to the village and radio for a plane,” the doctor said. Jim glanced at the man and saw
the look of hopelessness on his face. At that moment, Carole sighed. He continued to hold her,
brushing the hair back from her face, before he realized she was gone.

Marlenawasfolding her towd. She stood up suddenly and pulled ashift over her nude body. "I don't
understand people like you," she said as she picked up her towd. "Y ou think everything is better
somewhere dse.” He became aware again of theimplant in her head and thought of it correlating data,
coding his experiences and filing them away. "Y ou ought to get some help." She walked away, weaving a
path among the other sunbathers farther up on the beach, and was soon a speck near the rows of hotels
and gpartment buildings.

Hetraced afigurein the sand, then erased it with aviolent sweep. The Himalayas had mocked him
with their majesty, towering around him as he walked with the village procession to the place
where they would build a small pyre and burn the bodies of Carole and his son. Some of the
people wailed, granting that courtesy to the outsider they had hardly known. A mist shrouded the
village behind them as they wound their way along the dirt path. He would keep his promise to
Carolein the only way he could, by taking her ashes with him when he left and burying them near
the Michigan town where she had grown up .

Jm got to hisfeet and began to walk back to his hotel. As he passed a group of nude sunbathers, the
smell of lotion and sweat mingled with the sat of the seaand the odor of the dead, decaying fish a the
water's edge. This part of Floridawas still acesspool after dl thistime, the home of theold and a



vacation spot for those who could not afford to go elsewhere. Only the areas around the spaceport, and
the cities and towns which housed the workers who built and serviced the aircraft and space shuittles,
showed any vitdity at al. But it was amachine-like vitality unfamiliar to Im, filled with calm, orderly sorts
who satisfied themsdlves by working with their hands, conservative engineers, or technicianswith
implants. Many of the younger people did not seem that different from some of the villagers he had
known in Bhutan. The technicians too werein harmony with their environment and seemed to have a
sense of their own placein theworld. It was the Florida of decaying hotels and sun following transents
that Jm preferred.

Once he had sat in ahotel bar in Bali, speaking to ayoung Balinese man who had studied in North
America. Y ou wanderers puzzle me," the man had said. ™Y ou come to a place and marvel at the serenity
of itsinhabitants, forgetting that you see the face of a stoicism needed to endure an always present and
often unpredictable natural order. Y ou arrive a another place and find healthy people and forget about all
those who died as children or were weeded out along the way by natura selection. Y ou delight in the
interesting beliefs and customs you find and do not understand the role ignorance and fear play in their
perpetuation. We do not want to lose our culture and our roots, but we do not want to exist only asliving
museums for you to gape at. The past does not work. Cultures change and evolve. We want and need
the machines and the knowledge you are so ready to regject. We should at least be given achoice
between the old ways and other ways, and be allowed to contribute what is good and vauable in our
cultureto yours."

Jm passed agroup of brown children and heard their cries asthey chased after alarge red beach ball.
He had wanted to apologize to Carole. He had tried as her body burned on the pyre and he had tried
again while he watched the urn of ashes being lowered into her shdlow grave. He had not found the
words.

If it was true that Carole chose to follow him, it was aso true that he had never questioned the wisdom of
that course. He had been satisfied because his needs had been fulfilled and had never thought about what
Caroles might have been. For amoment he hated the technologica world around him with an intengity
that made his kneestremble and bathed hisface in swest. The technology that seemed to surround him
on al sdes, hethought perversaly, had made what would have been in former times an dmost normal
occurrence, something unavoidable, an incident that need never have happened. His decisons had
become the agents of Carol€'s death, and not nature or the world.

At thisthought he felt shame and a hatred of himsdlf that made him long to trade hislife for Carol€e's.
Would it have mattered to Carole which of the two worlds she had lived in? She would still be gone. But
at least in thisone, she could still have been at his side, possibly with his son aswell, that poor, dead,
flesh of potentiditiesthat would never be redized. He did not know how he would ever cometo live with
that fact. But hefdlt he deserved the punishment with which hisregretswould chastise him.

Mike sat in the hotdl dining room, fedling apprehensive and trying to ignore that feding. Acrossthetable,
his nephew |saac, dressed in adark blue t-shirt and shorts, was fidgeting restlesdy. Al sat on hisleft, a
dlent gray presence. Lilo, overdressed as usua in ashiny green gown, was on hisright, talking to Ed.
Their words seemed to float around him, providing background noisefor histhoughts.

"...wanted to have the experience," Ed was saying. " Shelladoesn't regret that at dl, but she says the next
one, if we have another, goesinto the ectogenetic chamber.”

Oddly enough, Lilo had not yet been bored. She was adways off on some expedition, learning how to fly,
exploring the lunar surface, talking to agroup of actors making afilm. Mike found al this activity dmost
asdisturbing as her boredom might have been. He was beginning to redlize that Lilo was changing, that
she was not the same person with whom he had come here originally. He might have to make



adjusmentsin his expectations. He amost sighed with exasperation.Well, if | have to, | will . It would
be too time-consuming to go through another ruined marriage. Lilo was gtill young and she had theright,
after al, to discover her own interests and pursuits.

She looked toward him and smiled suddenly. He smiled back and took her hand.l don't want to lose
you , hefound himsdf thinking, startled by the intensity of that desire. He held her hand moretightly, then
releasadit.

"You'relate" Ed was saying. Mikelooked up and saw Sheilastanding at Ed's side. "Did you get the
permisson?’

"Heian't there," Sheila Sonnefeld replied, seating hersaf next to Ed. "Y our father isn't there. An attendant
told meit was only atemporary move, maintenance or some such thing, but | got the feding he didn't
redlly know why. He'sin achamber near the medical research center.” Shetugged a her white shirt, then
rested her elbows on the table.

"You'dthink," Mike said, "that they could let Paul rest in peace."

"l don't know why they would move him," Al said, speaking at last. "Maintenance is no reason for
moving someone. In fact it'srisky, cons dering the equipment needed to maintain the body in itsfrozen
date.”

"I don't see what difference it makesif aperson'saready dead,” Lilo blurted out, then looked around at
the others asif embarrassed. She was talking about Paul, after all.

"Some people are donors,” Al said. "They left ingructionsin their willsthat parts of their bodies could be
used for emergency organ transplants. So far they haven't been needed, but you never know, so their
bodies have to be maintained. Kira could tell you more about it if she were here.”

" She's been working too hard,” Ed said. "I've hardly seen her at dl since arriving. | don't liketo call on
her when she's not busy because | know she'd be better off resting. | have to force her to come to dinner
and egt onceinawhile. Im'sawfully late, isn't he."

"l hope he gets here soon,” Al replied. "I'm kind of nervous, | don't know what to expect. | wonder what
he's been doing these past few years.”

Mike glanced around the smdl dining room. Most of the people here were tourists or visiting scientists.
The room was Smplein design, containing only round tables, plastic booths next to the walls and asmal
bar in the back. At the tables next to them, three middle-aged couples were sampling the plain lunar
cuisne. The lunar communities produced most of their own food, growing it in hydroponic vats and
synthesizing the rest from soybeans and protein compounds. It was usualy cooked in asmple Chinese
manner, making it taste better than it otherwise would, and none of it was wasted. Mike had learned from
Al that certain dishes on the menu were nothing more than | eftovers from the previous day, serilized and
served again. The beverages, acoholic and non-al coholic, were equally nondescript; they and the
drinking water here were largely recycled urine. Some food was imported from Earth, and the cost of
trangporting it was reflected in the high prices next to such dishes on the menu. Across the room, Mike
noticed two bearded men esting what looked like an imported medl of fish and wine. It could bea
synthetic medl, but somehow he doubted it. The two were consuming it with too much obvious
enjoyment.

A man walked through the entrance behind the two diners and stood for amoment surveying the room.
Hewasatal bony felow, with aclosdy trimmed beard flecked with gray hairs. Hisyellow shirt was
rumpled and part of it dangled over the loose brown dacks which hung on his hips. He was dumped over



asif carrying aheavy weight; the deep shadows under his eyes seemed almost cavernous. The man's
green eyes met Mikes.

It's Jim. Miketried to rise and found that his knees had locked. He was becoming nervous.What do |
have to say to this man, this wasted creature? Jm began to walk toward their table and Mikefdt a
momentary wave of panic.l shouldn't have come here, | knew it was a mistake . He wanted no part of
this misbegotten reunion, these parts of himself.

He suddenly hated them al, hated them for being hisreations. He found himsdlf dipping into the role of
sbling again, having to spend time with people who had nothing in common with him except genes. Every
meeting and conversation with them threatened his sense of identity, every family gathering erased years
of effort and made him an awvkward boy again, part of them yet alienated from them. He would rather be
with his colleagues, those men and women who knew only the side of him he choseto reved, whose
bonds with him were based on friendship, mutua respect, and shared ideas and goals, not this herd of
strangers who remembered the boy of eight or eighteen that he thought he had escaped forever. Now
they would sink their tendrilsinto him again, and Lilo aswell. He should never have brought her here,
exposing her to the strands of the family web. Her parents, thank God, had been dead when he met her
and she had no brothers or sisters, afact he had regarded as fortunate. Now she would latch on to the
othersto replace her lost family, and he would never berid of them. They would infect hislife again.
That's a family for you, absent when you need them, ever-present when you don't want them
around .

Mikefdt aflush of guilt at hisangry thoughts. Yes, they can make you feel that too. Why isiit that you
can choose not to see a friend or acquaintance for a while and never feel that kind of guilt, that
sell-accusation? They made him hate himsdf. They made him hate what he was. He would get through it
somehow, and then never see them again, these reflections that made claims on him which acquaintances
would never make, demanding love because of ashared genetic strain.

Now he had to meet this stranger he had not seen for years and show him a depth of feding he would not
show even to his closest friends.

Jm sat down between Al and Isaac. Al reached over and flung an arm over his brother's shoulders. He
began to talk to Jm and the words he murmured became an indistinct blur to Mike. Jm's eyes, gazing
past Al, met hisagain and Mike knew that Jm was thinking the same thing he had thought moments
before We're all trapped .

Ed was speaking now, gesturing to Lilo, Sheila, and Isaac, introducing them. A look of pain passed over
Jm'sface as helooked at his nephew.

Jmwas old. For some reason, thiswasterrifying to Mike. Hisface reflected years of suffering, hishair
had become spotted with gray. Helooked at Al and Ed more closaly. Y es, there were amost invisible
gray hairson their heads. They too were thinner, amost dike with their clean-shaven faces and closdly
cropped hair. Ed had asmall roll of fat around his middle, the legacy of too little exercise. Al wasamost
aspaeasJm, with hisyears on the moon and only ultraviolet lampsfor sunlight.

Mike pulled at his moustache nervoudy.l don't look like any of them, | can't . Hisbody wasfirm from
regular workouts and any gray hairs he possessed were hidden in his sun-streaked hair. His skinwasa
healthy bronze tone and if he sometimes heightened its color artificialy, what of it? But looking a his
brothers made him more conscious of his age, of the passage of time, of the increasing effort it would
take to maintain his appearance. He caught a glimpse of the blue-veined network on Jim's bony arms and
thought,1'm getting old, we're all aging . There was a pause in the conversation and Mike heard himself
filling it with inconsequentia phrases and questions. He was beginning to grow calmer now. Hereached



across the table and clasped his brother's hand while thinking,never again, | won't let any of them do
thisto me again .

"Oh, Jm," Kirasaid, and fdt the tearstrickling down her face. She gestured with her handsand at last
felt ahandkerchief pressed into her palm. She wiped her eyes and saw her brother reseating himsalf next
to the computer console.

"It redly put the finishing touches on the evening,” Jm said. "It was bad enough before, but telling them
about Caroleredly finished it. Everybody sat around, and Mike'swife, whatever her nameis..."

"Lilo."

"Lilo tried to make conversation, but she and Isaac pretty much had to take care of it themselves. |
shouldn't have come." His voice trembled. "None of us should have. | know Mike doesn't want to be
here

She found hersdf remembering amoment years ago, Jm'sface, hisvoice: Youcould help me, Kira, |
know you could. Maybe we could do some traveling...

How could she help him now? She had turned him away when she might have made a difference and
would haveto live with that.

"We shouldn't be here," she said angrily. Jm looked up in surprise. "I shouldn't be here. | must be mad.”
She rubbed at her eyes. Everything was becoming blurred now, she wastired and would need dl her
strength for the next few days. She could not afford to listen to these interfamily discords, not now. She
could not St with Jim and mourn for Carole. "I'm tired," she murmured, trying to explain her outburst.

"Il go," she heard him say sadly.

"Go to the observatory tomorrow,” she said quickly. "Go on the tour. Go see the stars shining steadily
ingtead of winking, it'sasight you won't forget. And please stay for awhile. Thingsll be different. Weall
fed alittle awkward, we haveto get acquainted again.”

"We're dmost too well acquainted asit is."

"Go on the goddamn tour.” Kirarubbed her forehead. "It'll be worth it. It takes you out of yoursdf,
seaing those thousands of congtdlations, millions of milesaway, shining for millions of years."

She watched her brother move toward the doorway. She grew afraid. She would be alone again, and
would have to consider what it was she was doing as she struggled to deep.

Liu Ching was sitting in Simone's chair when Al entered hisroom. " She's gone, isn't she?' he heard
himsdlf say. " Shel's not coming back."

"Sheisdill here, Al. Shewishesonly to stay with some friends for awhile. Soon she will accept it, and
come back to you."

"So they findly told her she wouldn't be going." He sat down, watching the Chinese woman. Liu Ching
sat with her legsfolded in front of her and her black eyes almost devoid of any expression. | tried. |
asked them to let us go together. Smone didn't know. Well, maybe | won't be leaving either.”

"Youwill leaveand sowill . Itisamost certain, Al." Liu Ching smoothed down her brown shirt. "But do
not think time will stand still here. We shdl go out on those clunking dinosaurs of shipsand we may find,
by the tune we reach our destination, that those back here have caught up with us, have found back here



what we went out to discover. They may be waiting for us there. We may become the oneswho are left
behind."

He listened to her quiet, steady speech and remembered S mone's musicd voice, the restless hands
which fluttered as she spoke. He wondered if Liu Ching would aso be leaving someone behind. He had
seen her saverd timeswith ayoung Chinesetechnician in the dining hall. Smone had told him the two
were thinking of marriage.

Asif answering his unspoken question, Liu Ching stood up and came over to him. She placed her small
hands on his shoulders. " Simone asked meto stay with you for afew days. She thought you might wish
to have acompanion. To be honest, | would prefer to stay here, for my own reasons, but | shdl leaveif
you want."

"Stay," he said. He looked up at her perfectly proportioned face and thought of Simone's crooked smile
and dightly flattened nose. He had occasionally entertained thoughts of how Liu Ching might bein bed,
but now he felt nothing other than adesire for aconfidant. "Y ou can stay," he repeated. Almost against
hiswill, he pulled her to him and felt her arms move around his neck in response. Smone , he thought.

Liu Ching wasloosening hisshirt. "I can't,”" he whispered. But his body was responding on itsown, his
hands were unbuttoning her shirt. At last he drew her over to hisbed.

He was at peace at last, hovering over the lunar surface, his body separated from him. Wedged
under the wreckage of the surface vehicle, he saw it move slightly and seemed to feel his broken
leg, his crushed ribs, but from a distance: he pulled one string and breathed, he pulled another
and his hand clutched a nearby rock.

He had felt panic at first and had struggled against his death. He had watched the vehicle crash
into a mountainside that should not have been where it was, then felt it lurch toward the ground.
He had listened to the cries of three children in the back, each cry a crystalline note threatening to
shatter the clear helmet that surrounded his head. In font of him, two young men, who had
disregarded the suggestion that they don space suits at the beginning, of the trip, began to scream
as the vehicle smashed into the small crater ahead of them. The moon-bus had spun around him
and at last he had found himself under it, half of his body protruding from a broken window. He
fought then, struggling for life, searching-for ripsin hissuit with his free right hand, waiting for a
rescue teamto arrive.

He was now dimly aware of the fact that air was leaking from his suit, but the thought did not
disturb him. He saw Sonia in front of him, pitching a baseball to him as he swung his bat. He was
eight again, playing with his sister on their grandfather's farm in Minnesota. The clarity of the
blue sky above him, the green grass beneath his feet, the odor of sweat and dung emanating from
the cows in the nearby pasture was almost too sharp for himto bear. He swung the bat and
connected with the ball, watched it arc over the field in front of him as Sonia squealed.

He stood in the Chicago night and waited for the policemen to attack. He watched one policeman,
no more than twenty feet away, tapping his club lightly against his hand, and suddenly realized
that the man would kill himif he could, would in fact take pleasurein injuring him or those
around him. Perhaps the man had children of his own, perhaps he prayed every Sunday and was
respected by his neighbors, but he would attack and beat him because he stood with the crowd,
because he was young, because he wore a blue and white button with the name of a man who
seemed to threaten everything the policeman believed, because he and those with him symbolized
disorder.



He turned on the bed and reached for Julia, drawing her to him, searching her face for a
response. He entered her and saw her close her eyes, groan, then open them again. They seemed
lifeless, dark mud-eyes staring at him while her body writhed under him and her hands clutched at
his back.

He saw the frothy substance of the Crab Nebula before him, and around it the black nothingness
of space. He turned for a moment from the telescope's eyepiece and saw his wife below him,
making her notations. The observatory's light had transformed her hair to gold, and for a moment
his perceptions centered on her. She glanced up at him and smiled. He smiled back and calmly
returned to his observations.

He was at peace. He lay under the wreckage and almost smiled, felt the strings attached to his
face turn up the corners of his mouth. Darkness covered him now, and ahead of him he saw only a
deep tunnel leading to blackness. He was not fearful of oblivion but, for a second, felt a small
regret. He had not wanted to leave so soon. He thought of his children: Mike, almost too practical
and sensible for hisage; Jim, ruled by the extremes of adolescent emaotion; Al, drawn by the
brightness of the stars and the blackness of space, as he had been; Kira, whose love of life and
desire to penetrate nature's secrets might lead her to question what once wer e unalterable facts;
Ed, lonely and shy, drawn to a clearer, purer realm of ideas. He hoped they would not waste too
much time in tears. He moved into the tunnel, leaving the broken body and its loosened strings
behind.

He had been deeping.

Asheawoke, hefet painin hisribsand legs, then atingling dong al hislimbs. His breathing was shdlow
and he fought for each bit of air, taking it in dowly and then expdlling it. He struggled, feding asthough a
weight on his chest would crush him. He groaned and felt his head move.

"Paul?" A voice was questioning him.Eviane watched him, tilting her head to one side. Who was she?
Sonia reached for his hand . He was supposed to know her, he was sure. Wife? Relative? He did not
know.

He became aware of the fact that he was lying down, that liquid was seeping into hisarm. Hetried to
move but could not. He forced an eye open and saw a glaring whiteness. He closed it quickly.

"Paul?' And then another voice: "Dr. Swenson?' He opened both eyes and squinted. Some people were
standing by his bed, clad in white coats. He tried to focus on them. One moved closer to him; a
brown-haired woman, dender high-checked face, large green eyes.He lay under the craft, pressed
against the dead ground, hopelessly waiting . He watched the woman and suddenly felt spasms of
bewilderment and fear.

Her lips moved. "Paul?" The word had some kind of significance and he knew he must concentrate on it.
Paul . A name. Perhaps hisname.Paul. Y es, he had been called that. He closed his eyes again and
waited.

"It'sKira, Paul. I'm here. Rest if you need to, I'll be here."

Kira. Who was Kira? He concentrated, trying to summon up an image. Achild sat on hislap as he
spoke of a farm in Minnesota and the white-haired woman who baked apple pies . Kira. Shewasa
child, then. But thiswoman was aso Kira

He was suddenly tired, The room around him seemed to recede. He drifted into agray world spotted
with scarlet stabs of pain. Dimly, he perceived adark and empty terror circling him, waiting to seize him



when he emerged once again into consciousness.

"He'sawake again,” Juan Colon said. "He's very wesak, but | think hell be all right. He seemsto have a
grong will tolive, eveninthissate"

"l know," Kirasaid wearily. She rubbed at adark spot on the clear table top in front of her. "l went in
before. | don't know if he wasfully consciousthefirst time. | waited. When he became conscious again, |
talked to him, but | don't know how much he understood.” She stared at some of the print-outs on the
table, then looked up at Juan. "1 don't know what we've done," she said to the young surgeon. "After al
the plans, al thework, | don't know what we've done.”

"Wedl fed that way," Juan replied. He closed the door to the conference room and sat down beside
her. "May | spesk frankly to you? At first, | was concerned only with the surgery, with the injections,
replacing his damaged kidney with our cloned one, dl of that. But then, when the medical computer
revedled activity inthe brain...l becameterrified. | began to pray. Can you beievethat?| prayed that |
had not committed asin. Y et thisislittle different from operating on criticaly ill patients frozen for an hour
or aday, and | have brought them back from that state before.” The young man pressed his hands
together asif praying now. "1 found myself wondering where this man's soul had been for twenty years, if
he were now asoullessbeing. | had to tell mysdlf that thiswasidiocy, an hour or ayear makes no
differenceto God."

"My problem isn't theologicd," Kirasaid. Shelooked at Juan's dark, expressive eyes and dender hands.
It was not hard for her to imagine him asapriest; in aformer time, he probably would have been one.
"He'smy father. | saw him look at me and he didn't know me, Juan, | know he didn't. | tried to explain
who | was, and told him he'd been sick for along time or wordsto that effect, but he didn't know me or
didn't understand. | don't even know if he redlized who heis, or whereheis, or..."

"Y ou can't expect that he would know, Kira. Y ou know what would probably happen to abrain
cryonically suspended for dl that time. Memories are gone, whole tracks are erased by random noise or
whatever, and evenif hismindisdtill fairly well integrated, it will take timefor it to hed. Some memories
may return when he's had a chance to read, talk to people, undergone some therapy. He's had broken
limbs repaired, adamaged kidney replaced, injections of serum from your cloned cdlls, dl of that. It
would taketimefor anormal patient to recover from that, and thisisn't anorma Stuation. | think you
may betoo closeto dl of this"

"I wastoo close from the start," she said. Juan gestured asif to take her hand, then seemed to
reconsider.

"I'll leave you done, if youwant," he said findly. "Do you want me to get you some coffee or anything
dse?'

"No, thanks. | guess| do want to do some thinking for awhile."
Juan got up and left the room, closing the door behind him.

Paul isn't dead now, she heard her mind say. The thought was shocking, most as startling asthe news
of his death had been more than twenty years before. Perhaps he remembered enough of the past, or
would recover enough of hismemoriesin timeto retain hisidentity. Perhaps he did not remember and
never could, in which case he had been reincarnated, born into anew life, or was a different being
atogether. In ether case, she had wrestled with Death and brought him at least to atemporary standdlill,
shoulders on the mat, and might have defeated him.

Kirabegan to shiver. How would people react to the news? Death had been a given, assumed in every



structure of society, apart of the unconscious of every person now dive. There had been apeculiar
consolation in the knowledge for many. No matter what one did, or failed to do, there wasthe
ever-present certainty that everyone, high or low, famous or forgotten, would have the same end, that
they would al become equa in the grave. For those who believed in alife beyond this one, therewasa
comfort in knowing that justice, rarely present during this existence, would be meted out in the heregfter.

Jm had once remarked to her: "Theré's a consolation in knowing that eventualy you'll die, that you don't
even have to do anything about it and eventudly you'll go. Y ou don't even have to make a decision about
it. Evenif you try, it'll catch up with you sooner or later and at last you'll be out of it, oblivious,
unconcerned, nonexistent, and at peace. And no onereally mournsyou , if you think about it. They only
mourn the place you once had in their own lives, aplace that you oncefilled, if you diein the norma
course of things." It had been easy for her brother to say that before experiencing the deeth of those
closeto him.

But what would people do when they heard about Paul? How would they react if they cameto believe
that they could chooseto live on? It would be terrifying. Even fearful people, or those who felt as Jim did,
might choose to go on, no matter how unhappy they were, rather than deciding to die"'in the normal
course of things," which would itself become aform of suicide. People would have another choiceto
make, afundamenta one, on top of al the choices available to them now. It was easier not to have
choices. It was easier to follow a preordained path; no matter how difficult, it was easier to travel on such
aroad, laid down by others, than to decide what one wanted. Better not to live with the consequences of
freely chosen actions; one could not blame onesfailings on anyone e se.

Kiraknew, however, that such thoughts were ausdess luxury. She, after al, had been given dternatives
that others, even now, did not have. Paul had oncetold her that she, and others equally fortunate, had a
responsibility to help provide others with the same choices they had, and maybe other choicesaswell.
She had given Paul another chance at life, something no human being had ever had before.

She would have even more work ahead of her, gpart from what she was aready doing. She could not
abandon the responsibility for what she had accomplished with her father; Paul had not abandoned her
and her brothers. He had hoped that his children would achieve something with their lives, now she had
to hope that Paul's second life might be an exampleto others.

She must try to make sure that everyone had achance at what might be immortality, not just aselect or
wedthy few. She and others would have to make the choice available. A society of people hoarding their
money, fearful of physica danger, living only for the times they would be renewed biologicaly, might be
worse than not having the choice at al. Or they might grow careless and reckless, unconcerned with
danger in aworld where death had no lasting significance. They might become thoughtless, unconcerned
with the fedings of others, in the crucible of eternity, the effects of crud acts or damaged emotions might
fadein time. People might become procrastinators, forever putting off today what could be accomplished
in an dmost endless tomorrow. Perhaps most of them, after absorbing the shock of the new discovery
and itsimplications, would not change but would only continue in an endless repetition of what they had
previoudy done.

Humanity would have to dter its most basic preconception, the knowledge that time would catch up to
everyone. That knowledge had reduced some to despair, others to expending tremendous amounts of
energy on great achievements, and gill othersto lives of pointless pleasure. It had led many to seek
fulfillment and akind of immortaity through their descendants, postponing or rgjecting their own
development for the sake of future generations.

For hersdlf, Kiracould envision years of meetings, of battles, of communications on the subject, of
adminigtrative work to grant this aternative to everybody, of helping to formulate goas. Even if the



choice werergiected & first, smply knowing it was there would in time bring people around to accepting
it, then moving to implement it in accordance with their goas. The moratorium on research had died, not
because people thirsted for new knowledge and techniques, but smply because they lost afew of their
fearswhile a the same time redlizing that they could benefit from the new discoveries personaly. Human
selfishness , shethought again, somewhat cynically,will accomplish what years of well-reasoned
philosophical and practical arguments could never do .

She shook her head.l need some coffee, maybe a drink , shethought aimlesdy. Shewasamost losing
sight of her dream in these ruminations. She would have to bring it into focus again, especidly now. She
must try to communicate it to others, hoping that they might come to see what she saw.

She saw another humanity on Earth, freed from the determinants of genetic disabilities, of aging bodies, of
unbalanced minds, and of death. She saw them freed from the tyranny of time and the roul ette of
reproduction, able to deliberate, to consider, to enjoy each moment. She saw a people freed from the
necessity to change everything around them because they could instead change themsalves.

People might at last walk a peaceful path, themselveswhole in body and mind, able to turn from the
problemsthat had always beset human beings to the more important ones of purpose and discovery.
They might even learn to treasure the Earth, that poor mother planet they had so abused, because they
would themsdlves have to spend dmost infinite amounts of time on her. Some would venture off the Earth
and in confronting other life forms confront their own hidden desires.

She saw aworld that might finally achieve the Marxist dream of the withering away of the Sate, the
libertarian dream of freedom for each person, the human dream of lives that would not be wasted,
thrown away by a profligate and domineering nature. It would not be a utopia, of that she was sure.
There would be new problems, perhaps more threatening than the old. There would be terror for a
person in the redization that only hisown lack of perseverance could keep him from hisgoals. Failure, in
such aworld, might be too great a burden to bear, far worse than now, when there was aways
something outside onesdlf to blame. But there would be anew pattern for human existence, enough time,
hopefully, for anyone to succeed, a chance for everyoneto explore al possible aternatives, unlimited by
time

| don't know if I can show all of this to others, Kirathought glumly,but I'll have to try . She knew
that she could not impose her vision on other minds and did not want to do so. But she hoped that
people would see the possibilities and dternatives, that they would wel come what would surely be
humanity's greetest adventure.

She got up to leave the room. She had another meeting with her medical team that afternoon, or what
passed for afternoon by consensus of the lunar inhabitants. She shuffled across the floor. She had
adjusted somewhat to the lunar environment and no doubt would fed comfortable herein time. But she
gill felt adidocation, alonging for somefresh air, the sounds of birds and crickets, the smells of flowers,
trees, and peopl e that were absent in the purified, dightly stale air of the underground settlement. She had
the fedling that, on the moon, it was taking her longer to do things; no rising and setting sun, no seasond
weather changes marked the passing of the hours and days. Even her body, under less physical stress
here, requiring fewer calories, gave her the wrong cues; only the clocksin amost every room told her
when to eat or deep. She should try to take a nap before the meeting. She needed to rest.

As she opened the diding door to |leave the conference room, more personal concerns moved to her
mind's center stage. She would return to Earth, she would repair Hidey's aging body, she would restore
her hushband. It occurred to her that her actionswould forever dter their relationship. She had assumed
when they married that their relationship would ultimately be cut short by his aging, and he had known it
too. They had both been willing to proceed on that assumption. But she did not know what would



happen now. Could any relationship survive over another fifty years, or one hundred, or more? How
would they be changed?

Shefdt alittle guilty. Here she was, preparing to aid the man sheloved, willing to do that even before
beginning the work that would help her share her dream with everyone else. She wondered what she
would do if, by chance, she had to choose between the two, assign priorities. She was, perhaps sadly, as
Hfishasanyonedse

Jm sat, watching the older man in hisbed, trying to understand that he was with hisfather again, after
accepting hisdeath and living with it for twenty years.But this man isn't Paul . Hetold himself that once
again, and wondered if it was afact or if hewasonly tdling himsdf that so that he could at least ded with
the Stuation.

The man called Paul Swenson was il being fed intravenoudy; atubetrailed from hisleft arm. But he
seemed fairly alert and chances were the tube would be removed sometime that day. A network of
electrodes and wires covered his head and body, most of them hidden under the sheets; they were
attached to the medica computer, ametal and plagtic rectangular box five feet high which stood next to
Paul's|eft arm. The computer, in addition to monitoring Paul's bodily functions, had interrupted thelr
conversation once to administer medication, spesking in amonotonous, metallic voice which Jm found
irritating.

The older man looked over and amiled tentatively. Jm in turn tried to continue their conversation. |
became interested in writing," he went on. "I've published two novel s and one book of short stories. I'll
have avolume of poetry,Himalayan Hymns , out thisyear, which I'm kind of proud of. One publisher is
doing it in apaperbound edition for collectors, and ther€lll be the norma fiche edition plusaroyaty
payment if anyone getsit through computer print-out, but you'd be surprised how hard it is sometimesto
get roydties from the computer people. Usually you haveto get your own printout proving how many
people ordered it and send it to them with athreatening note.” Jim began to fed that somehow this aspect
of literature would not be of interest to Paul. "Well, you know what | mean," he concluded lamely. "Y ou
probably had to go through the same thing with your own books."

The man named Paul looked puzzled for amoment. "1 remember something likethat," he said at last.
"Yes, | remember something like that. | think | wrote books once." The man gestured with his hands, asif
reaching for something. Then hisface seemed to crumble, sagging into apassive agony. "1 don't know. |
See some images, afew pictures, but theres so much | just can't get hold of " He turned away.

Jm sat, hiskneeslocked againgt the chair.Paul's still dead. He did not want to bein thisroom with this
man who sought feebly to imitate Paul's gestures and gppropriate his memories. Y et something in the man
tugged a him, and Jim sensed the other's pain.

"I'm sorry," Paul said, asif understanding that he had failed in someway. "I can recall somethings. | seea
park, a one end therésastonewall, and benesth..." Paul moved his head dightly, asif shakingit.
"Therésso much | just can't get hold of. Tell me more about everything, it helps.”

"Y ou once got mad at my friends Olive and Joey. Do you remember that?'

Paul looked blank. "I don't know. | seem to recall something. | can't be sure.” He sighed. "Help me.
Therés so much | havetofind."

Goddamn you, Kira, Jm thought angrily.What does he do now? He can't even remember his own
life . He noticed that Paul was beginning to seem abit tired.

Jm stood up. "I'd better let you rest,”" he said. "Y ou've been pretty busy, taking to dl of us. I'll come



back later." Hefelt asif he were smothering, trapped in this pale green room with astranger. "I'll be
back," he repeated. He forced himsdlf to lean over and kiss the stranger on the brow.

Hefound himsdf in the outsde hdlway. Kirawas waking toward him, bouncing, dightly with each step.
He moved toward her and took her by the arm, amost losing his balance. "'l don't think he remembers
us," hesaid quickly. "He only remembers bits and pieces a mogt, incidents from our childhood or
something.”

"Jm—" she started to say.

He pulled her into the nearby lounge and settled onto a green benchlike sofa. She sat down next to him.
In one corner, amiddle-aged Chinese man wastalking to three friends. At one of the small square tables,
adark Indian woman, gold ring glittering in her nose, played cards with adender African man, both of
them clothed in the white pgjamas dl patients wore.

"Jm," Kirasaid again, "I don't know what you expected. Y ou know perfectly well that people forget
things even during anormd lifetime. Besides, he hasn't even seen us Since we were sixteen, if he had only
been away for twenty years, he would naturally have some questions about us and what we were doing.”

"That's not what | mean,” hereplied. "I don't know who'sin that room, Kira, but it isn't Paul Swenson.
He's not the same person.”

"Are you the same person after twenty years? Are you the person he knew before? Think about that.
Anyone would be different after solong atime. Y ou're different too. And add the fact that for al
practica purposes, the man in thereis only about thirty years older than we are now and he was once
amod fifty years older. That makesadifferencetoo.”

"Comeon," hesaid harshly. "Y ou're taking advantage of my ignorance now. Tell mewhat you think
about him, you're the one who knows about biology and what effects freezing might have on the brain.
Combine that with the fact that Paul's brain was probably deprived of oxygen for awhile before the
rescue team found him and that he was technically dead.” He almost spat out the last word.

Kiraseemed to shrink dightly. She fussed with her hair for amoment, tucking afew long loose strands
back into the twist on the back of her head. "The effects of oxygen deprivation on the brain are not as
drastic as we once thought in the past. Asfor the effect of cryonic interment, we don't redlly know.
Tracks may have been erased. We don't know if the memory can be recovered, but we do know that
Paul remembers abit more than he did at first. For God's sake, Jm."

"Maybe you didn't bring back Paul at dl, Kira. Think about that."

"And maybe you just don't want to think that a person could be restored, or resurrected if you want to
put it that way. | don't think you do. | don't think you can deal with it." She stared a him until he was
forced to ook away.

"Maybel can't,” he admitted. "Y ou think you've done something wonderful, you and your team. Y ou
putter around with the human body, trying to fix things up, thinking you know what's best for everyone,
Do you know what you've done? Do you know how much more horribleit'll be now when someone
dies, while you're waiting to start fixing everybody up? Do you have any idea? Y ou could accept desth
before; it was naturd and inevitable. But now every time somebody goes, everyone will know it didn't
have to be that way. Those goddamn cryonics people will really make money now. No oné's going to
take achance any more." He paused, trying to collect histhoughts. He had lost track of what he was
trying to say. Histhoughts seemed to knot together, until they centered on onefigure: Carole, ashes
buried in the Michigan earth, her substance and that of their child, lost forever. If he had put her in atank,



if he had been closer to the cryonic facilitiesin Shanghai or Calcutta, filled with the bodies of those he had
once consdered deluded optimists. .. yes, he could have buried her that way, and maybe lived to see her
rise again, her brown eyeswelcoming his presence, accusing him fiercely, or gazing past himin
forgetfulness, but dive, her desth adimly recalled or faintly painful incident. He leaned over in his seet
and clutched hisknees, feding tears sting his eyes, unable to stop them and not caring who witnessed his
oridf.

"Do you know what you've done?' he said to hissigter. "Don't even think about the world, that facel ess
mass you use as arationdization for your arrogance. Just take aminute and think about what you've
doneto me. | could have brought her back. | didn't know. I could have brought Carole back." He
hunched over hisknees. "Oh God, how can | livewith it now."

"Jm, gopit, Jm, don't do this." He forced himsdf to Sit up. The Indian woman wasrising from her table,
the African man was staring at him curioudy. Kiramotioned to them and they went back to their card
game. "Do you think this hasn't happened before? Think of the people who had loved ones die of
diabetes before insulin was discovered, or of those who died of cancer, millions, before they could be
helped. Y ou can't bring them back, you probably couldn't have saved Carole anyway. But it doesn't have
to happen again,that's the important thing. We can't do anything about the past. We can only learn from
itandgoon, dl of us"

"Fnewords, Kira You don't haveto live with something like this."

She clutched a hisarm. He winced as he felt her fingersdig into hismuscles. "Stopit. | don't redly know
what I've done for Paul yet, what thismay do to him. | have alot of work ahead, and | may haveto
stand by and watch Hidey die of something that in afew years| could prevent. | don't know how long he
can lagt, | don't know how long his heart will hold out. I don't know if he can be frozen and then revived
after death, it may not work for everyone, depending on circumstances. It would take me at least ayear
or two to set up things so that | could replace his heart, even knowing what | know now. And | may have
to decide that it's more important to help other people, to present this alternative to them.” She released
hisarm. "I may even be forced to prevent helping him if another moratorium goesinto effect for awhile,
and that may be the immediate reaction. Those in power may not be so willing to let people have the
meansfor creating their own lives, not even now. It'l take timeto convince them and alot of pressure
from their own citizens. I've lived with the fact that Hidey would die before | did for years, | married him
knowing that, and now that | know how to prevent it, | may have to go back to that assumption.”

She sat sllently for afew seconds, brushing back some hair from her forehead, then rubbing her hand on
her gray trouser leg. "We go on, damn it. Welearn and we go on. Hidey would want me to do that, and
Carolewould probably fed the sameway if she knew. Sheloved you, Jm. | don't think she'd want you
to wallow in regrets now. Y ou have to learn, and then you have to try to make sure that no one else
auffersin that way if you can hepit. That'sal we can do. Billions of people died for usin the past and dll
they could hope for was that their descendants would find something better, so don't let them down.”

Helooked at hissister. She meant every word of it, he knew that. He felt himsalf nodding.

"Just think about it at least, Im. Y ou may be the most important of us now, you can writefor people,
show them how they might redize their dreams. Therest of us don't have much experience with that."
Shetook hishand, gently thistime. "I'll be taking Paul home when he's able to make the trip, when he's
well enough. He may need you then, | think both of you may need each other. He might need familiar
surroundings before he remembers certain things and you might be able to help.”

"I'l se2"



Sherdeased hishand. "Just think about it.”
Hefound himsdlf nodding again. He had, after dl, no place eseto go.

The restaurant was filled with celebrants, whose excessive jovidity threastened to drive out the scattered
groups of tourigts. Five asteroid miners, dtting in one comer, seemed obliviousto the merrymaking
around them. The miners, three rough-looking, pale men and two gruffly attractive, bony women, were
most intent on finishing the contents of the bottles standing on their table. Looking a them, Al imagined
that they had been looking forward to this evening of relaxation for sometime, after monthsin space.
They certainly had money to spend. Their difficult and lonely work, which brought needed materiadsto
refining plants on Mars and the moon, was well rewarded.

Al spotted Menachem and Ahmed, arms over each other's shoulders,-weaving toward him acrossthe
room. Thebig Isradli waved.

"Al," Ahmed ydled. Al motioned to histwo friends. Ahmed managed to squeeze past three Russian men
near Al; Menachem, after amoment's uncertainty, smply charged through, gpologizing ashe did so. The
Russians, intent on their own celebrating, did not seem to mind.

Al greeted the two, throwing hisarms over their shoulders. "We madeit after al,” Menachem said. "You
can't escape us so easily, Swenson. I'll bet we dl get stationed on the same ship, too, and if we don't,
you'll get an earful on ship-to-ship communications.”

"They've picked everybody, then,” Al said. "1 wasn't sureif they had.”

"Everybody except the artistic people and the exobiologidts, at least that iswhat | wastold,” Ahmed
replied. The three moved closer to anearby wall and leaned againgt it. Menachem rummaged around in
oneof hisoverdl pockets and pulled out a pint of amber liquid.

"This scotch cost me afortune” he said to Al, "but you're welcometo aswig. Y ou'd better enjoy it while
you can, there probably won't be any where we're going.”

Al took asip, swallowed, then sipped again. He handed the bottle back while scanning the room once
again. He was being foolish, hoping that Simone would show up here. It would be too painful for her. He
assumed that she was still on Luna, but he was not sure, and he had too much respect for her privacy to
find out, even though with her code it would have been easy. She would appear, or contact him, when
shewas ready. He would just have to wait.

Heturned to Ahmed. "What about Jane? Did she makeit?' He regretted the question dmost
immediately. He should have waited for Ahmed to volunteer the information.

Ahmed, however, did not seem perturbed. "No, but then | knew she would not. She was not ready for it.
She accepted the news far better than | would have, and she is making plansto work on Mars next yesr.
| imagine| shal seealot of her there when were going through our training.” The young Arab sighed. His
dark brown eyes reflected sadness and resignation. "It was not meant to be. I met an old friend today,
Bader Hassan. Sheis vacationing here. | amost married her years ago, and today | find that she will be
going with us, with the anthropol ogists. Perhaps, when the memory of my dear Jane fadesin my mind, my
love for Bader will flower once again during our expedition. Perhgps my old impulse was the correct
one”

Menachem took adrink from his bottle. *Remember when we were a school in Beirut, Ahmed?' he
sad, trying to cheer hisfriend. "We used to tell everybody we might someday be going on ajourney like
this one, and they would smile and tolerate our insanity.” He chuckled. "I hopethey've dl heard the



news."

Someone pulled a Al'sdeeve. Heturned and faced atal brunette woman. "Albert Swenson?' she said
to himin heavily accented English.

" es"
"l am Gudrun Permaneder. If you are able, Smone Tran wishes to speak with you."
"Whereisshe?'

"Outside of thisroom. | will show you. These severd days she has been with me.”

Al excused himsdlf. "I'll try to save you some scotch,” Menachem said, "but | don't know how successful
I'l be."

"I'll buy the next round,” Al replied. He followed Gudrun Permaneder through the crowded room. Ashe
passed the miners, he noticed that their bottles were dmost empty. One of the women caught hiseye and
motioned to him with her hand. He smiled and shook his head. She shrugged and, turning away, gestured
to atal blond fellow nearby.

Al pressed past agroup of Chinese by the door. They were celebrating quietly, Spping sweet wine from
shot glasses. They had abandoned their smple costumes for the night; the men were dressed in silken
blue tunics, the women in tight flowered gowns. Behind him, someone began to laugh uproarioudy and he
could hear fragments of a German folk song. He dmaost ssumbled over the feet of amulti-national group
seated on the floor outside the restaurant, excused himself, then followed Gudrun Permaneder down the
halway.

Gudrun gestured toward an open doorway, then disappeared down the corridor. Al walked insde.

Simone sat donein the smal room, feet tucked under her. She held out her hands to him. He took them
and sat next to her on the smal beige sofa.

"I wanted to seeyou, Al, to congratulate you," she said quietly. "I just could not bring mysdf to go into
the restaurant. | hope you understand.”

"Of course | do."

"l wasahit foolish, I know," shewent on. "We can gtill have time together before you go, and | can
continue my work here. In the course of time, we might have parted anyway. | shdl eventudly become
reconciled to this, as Dinh grew to accept my leaving him. It only takestime.”

"l don't want to leave you," he said softly as he put hisarms around her. She rested her head against him.

"Stay with Liu Ching for awhile,” Simone said. " She, too, is leaving someone behind. It will makethings
easer for you both, and for me aswell. We must both make our plans now. Then, when we do part, it
will be asfriends who may meet again after your return.” She smiled briefly. Y ou know that | would
have done exactly what you are doing if it had cometo that, so you must never fed guilt or regret that
you have left me. Liu Ching will be agood friend to you, whether or not you part on the voyage.”

Al wasslent. Why wasit that doing the sensible thing, being rationa about this Stuation, should be so
painful? He fet dangeroudy closeto tears. Simone had aways been more sensible, more controlled. He
had never seen her cry, not ever, but she had consoled his tearfulness more than once. He had to restrain
himsdlf thistime. He could not help fedling that if he gave vent to hisfedings now, hewould see Smone's



tearsfor thefirs time.

Even though he knew he would regret such an action forever, he wanted to make the grand and irrational
gesture, declaim to her that there was nothing in the heavens for him without her, that he would turn the
opportunity down, that if heleft he would be carrying to the stars avoid within himsalf as black and
empty asthe gpace between suns. That, theirrationa gesture, was somehow more emotionaly fulfilling,
more aesthetically satisfying than the reasonable path Simone wished him to choose.

Strangdly enough, he found himsdif thinking of his brother Jm at this point. Hefelt dmost asif he et last
understood his brother's tormented and irrationa life. It had somehow satisfied Jm, that tortuous and
erratic path, that life made up of argection of the orderly, the reasoned, the scientific. Jm'slifehad a
compelling, amost insane beauty about it that his own seemed to lack. Its very sdlf-destructivenesswas
somehow more intense than an orderly life; its suffering weaved a pattern that could draw one on, forcing
oneto confront human desires, emotions, and findly death. Al felt he could be drawn into such an
intengty of experienceif hefollowed hisown desires at this point.

He began to wonder if he had in fact been like Jm al aong, pursuing his studies because of an underlying
irrationality, drawn on by the avesome and terrible beauty of suns; the inexorable devel opment of
gaaxies, the dazzling thought of supernovae, dying suns screaming out to the universein onelast
expenditure of energy, burning out al life on the planets near them; the face of degth in black holes, those
sngularly terrifying collapsed stars where time and space had run ouit.

He would haveto leave Smoneif he was to continue along the route he had chosen for himsalf. Perhaps
thisrationd path wasredly theirrationd one, caling upon him asit did to rgject her love and friendship
for avoyage of indeterminate length with an unknown destination. He looked into her dark eyesand
wondered what it would be like, how he would fed when he at |ast [ooked at them for what might be the
last time.

"Thereisastory going around, many rumors,” she said as he watched her. "The story concerns your
father. It issaid that herestsin the hospital after being dead for many years, that he has been there for
severd days and more. Some have seen him there, or hisroom. No one has verified it officidly, no one
has denied it. | imagine the rumors have reached Earth by now."

"It'strue," he said. He remembered the man he had seen lying in the bed, that frail, uncertain person
called Paul Swenson. " The announcement will be made as soon as he's better.”

"Perhaps | shall see him with you some day. The story made me happy somehow. | became certain we
would meet again. | may be deluding mysdlf, but it helped to hear it." She patted him on the cheek. "Y ou
will not escape me so easily,mon ami . Y ou will find me here when you return.”

"l hope s0."
"We shall have aceébration for you, | and my grandchildren.”
He held her more closdly.

"He seems better,” Lilo said to Mike asthey walked aong the hospita hdlway. "He was more talketive,
and helooksalittle younger and hedthier too."

"I'm not surprised,” Mike muttered. " The treatments should rgjuvenate him to some extent.” Asthey
passed the hospital cafeteria, he stopped. "L et's get a cup of coffee.”

Lilo nodded and they entered the room. Mike walked over to the console on the wall, punched two



buttons, took out the coffee, and handed a cup to Lilo. He preferred not to think about the lonely
resurrected man he had just seen. The entire notion had been amad one, and he could not understand
why Kira, whom he had thought of as sensible, had sought to actualize her idea How am | supposed to
treat this man? It was not Paul he had visited, but an aged child. He tried not to remember that once he
and the others had been a mad idea of Paul'sand Hidey's.

They sat down at atable near the door. The cafeteriawas practically empty, for good reason, Mike
discovered, when he tasted the coffee. Kira had mentioned to him that most of the medica personnel ate
elsawhere when they could, though the food was not much better anywhere on the moon.

Lilo made aface as she Spped her coffee. "God, thisisterrible. | haven't had a decent, med since we got
to thisrockpile." Her tan had faded and she looked more subdued today, wearing a brown shirt and
dackswhich matched his. Her hair was pulled back tightly in abun. "Well, | guessthere are some
compensations. | could have sat with that observatory telescope forever. Y ou can see everything with it.

| could see Mars close up, with dust ssorms and everything.”

"Lilo," Mike said, "forgive mefor saying this, but | don't understand something. Y ou till don't seemto
realize what's happened to Paul, what Kiras done. Y ou've been treating it almost as an everyday
occurrence.”

"How do you want meto act? | don't know what he was like before. | don't see him the same way you
do." Shelooked down at the table, then back to him. "I know you think I'm kind of dumb about alot of
things, you've never said so, but | can tell from the way you treat me. Y ou may think thisis strange, but |
aways knew something like thiswould happen. | could tdl from thelittle | knew, alongtimeagol |
figured they would thaw out one of the long-term freeze cases, | figured they could do it assoon as|
knew they sometimes froze people temporarily for different kinds of operations. | knew it wasjust a
matter of time and finding the right person.”

"Well..." he garted to say.

"Pease don't interrupt me, just this once. The people | knew, sometimesthey'd talk about something like
this happening. It isn't redlly any stranger than that replicator thing you've been working on, or whatever it
is. | guess| just grew up knowing insde that the worldwould be different, that things would change, that
maybe, if we put our mindsto it, we could have dmost everything we wanted someday. Maybe | would
have been smarter if my father hadn't died when | waslittle. He used to tell me how things might be. He
wasn't so bright either in certain ways, but he had an ingtinct, he could tell how things might change.
That's how he made hismoney." She shrugged. "So I'm not really surprised. Y ou may not redlizeit, but |
listento peopleand | learn. | learned from your friends, even if you think it'sjust an act. | dways liked
people who were doing different things, and | would listen to them so | could learn and maybe figure out
what I'd like to do someday. A lot of timesthey'd patronize me, sort of, think | was funny for asking
smple questions, but | found out what | wanted to know, so | didn't care.”

"Well, did you find out what you wanted to do?' Mike asked, trying to repress the bitein hisvoice.

"No." Sheglared a him ashe snorted. "But | will. Evenif it takesmealong time. | like working with
children but I don't know if that'swhat | really want. When we get back home, | can study. The
computer's awaysthere. | can tunein lectures and enroll in some courses.”

"That ought to keep you occupied for a couple of months."”

"Goddamn it, Mike," she dmost whispered in atone of voice he had not heard before, a steady
determined tone. "'l wish just once you'd treat me as a person or take me serioudly instead of thinking I'm
an amusing child or something. Y ou're a bully sometimes, you know that?'Y ou keep away from people,



you don't open up to them, or you like to dictate to them, have them dependent on you in some way
without giving them anything back. Maybe that's why you married me, | don't know. | wish you would
open up to me, bewhat | know you are. | know why | married you. Part of it wasthat | had this
infatuation with you, I'll admit that, but part of it wasthat | really loved and admired you and | could see
what you redly were underneath that cold surface. | wish you would let me see that more often. | wish |
could fed that | was more important to you, and that you wanted to help me in whatever | decided to do,
that | wasn't just a pretty toy."

Mike stared into his coffee. He felt vaguely threatened by her words, and afraid of her. This had not been
part of the bargain, these entangled emotions and ambitions. He could fed himsalf drawing back from
her.

Y et he knew he did not want to lose her. He knew that he was perhaps more dependent on Lilo than she
redized. He vaued her interest in hiswork, her curiogity, and her affection. He would haveto learn to
value her new-found assertiveness, too, if hewere not to lose her.

He reached across the table and took her hand. "Give me sometime,” hesaid at last. "I can't change
overnight, you know, but | cantry." Hewasforcing hiswordsout. "'l redly do loveyou, Lilo. Maybe |
haven't been fair to you. Just give me achance.”

She smiled. "Maybe some of it'smy fault too, Mike. Thereweretimes| figured | didn't have to do much,
that it was enough to be with interesting and crestive people, but | guess I'm starting to redlize | want
something of my own. It probably won't be anything redlly tremendous, like what you and the other
clonesaredoing, but a leat itll be mine."

"Well, you just find it and do it then, whatever itis.".

She nodded and held his hand moretightly. In away, he was dmost relieved to hear what Lilo had said.
He had not honestly respected the narcissitic girl he thought he had married; she had been just an
amusement. He should have seen the clueswhen hefirgt arrived here. Kiraand Al, those two who had
been so Sartled by their marriage, had got dong well with Lilo after meeting her. He should have redized
they would not have felt that way about the person he once thought Lilo was. What he had taken for a
lack of discipline or a short attention span had been smply ayoung person's desire to explore different
thingsand find her own gods.

He could dmost flatter himsaf now with the thought that somehow, unconscioudly, he might have sensed
thisin Lilo or hewould not have married her.

"WEell go home," he said, "and you think about what you want to do, and maybe you can visit Kiraand
Hidey for awhile. Y ou could probably help Paul too. Y ou seem to be the only one of usthat could just

accept it right away."
" think I'd liketo do that."
"| wanted you to meet your grandson,” Ed said.

Paul's bed had been cranked up and he sat there, nodding politely at Ed's statement. For amoments Ed
was afraid of what Paul might say to Isaac. The older Swenson was till trying to recover hismemory and
catching up on their activities over the past twenty years. He was a so, with the aid of the medical
computer next to him, catching up on world affairs and scientific developments. The computer, which
was still monitoring Paul's bodily functions, could aso provide print-outs on varioustopics, linked asit
wasto the central computer bank on the moon. A hypnotherapist was hel ping him recover hismemories,
Ed did not know how well that effort was going.



Paul did look hedthier. There were traces of brown in hisgray hair and his gaunt face was beginning to
look rounder. Theintravenous feeding tube had been removed and he was taking mild exercise, walking
through the hospital corridors and having short sessonsin the nearby gymnasium. One of the technicians
was ingructing Paul in smple biofeedback techniques so that he could eventudly monitor, hisown
functions. At thetime of his death, such techniques had been in more primitive stages, used primarily by
athletes, the chronicdly ill, and those who spent alot of timein space.

| saac too seemed alittle uneasy at this meeting. The boy stepped forward and took Paul's hand. "Hello,”
Isaac said, glancing at Sheilafor an ingant, then turning back to his grandfather.

Paul was staring past the child. "Ed," he said quietly, and Ed could not tdll if hisfather was addressing him
or Isaac. "So much time," Paul murmured, and Ed realized suddenly how much he must have resembled
Isaac asachild. Paul must fed as estranged from them asthey did from him. It was not the unknown
adults who gathered uncomfortably around his bed who would evoke hisfedings. It was I saac, who
mirrored what they once had been.

"Y ou don't look like agrandfather,” the boy said. ™Y ou look older than grandfathers|'ve seen.”

Ed could see Sheilawince dightly at Isaac's frankness. Fear flickered for an instant on Paul's face, then
faded. "I've been told," he said, "that people don't age asrapidly asthey did when|...you see, | had to
be an old person before | could get anti-aging injections, but apparently that isn't true now.”

"Did you redly die?" | saac asked.
"Yes, | did, a least technicdly.”
"What wasit like?"

Paul shook his head. His bewildered eyes settled on Ed. "I could accept it. That happens, you
become..." He grew silent. Ed sensed afedling of lossin hisfather, and wondered what he had
experienced. He suddenly understood Paul's dilemma. He might regain al hismemoriesintime, only to
find himself didocated and removed by yearsfrom al he had known and loved; or he might recover so
little of hisidentity that he would be, in effect, another person, asinnocent asachild.

"Tell me about your interests,”" Paul said to Isaac, "what you liketo do.”

"| play theviolin, so | practice most of thetime. I'm going to audition for Julius Riggs this summer and if
I'm good enough, I'll be able to go to his school in London next year and study with him."

"Aren't you very young to go so far away from home?'

"He hasthelegd right to make hisown decisons,” Shellasaid sadly, "plus one advantage over adults. He
can-come home any time he wants and just be akid again." She gazed hopefully at her son, who was
ignoring the remark.

"Shellds old-fashioned,” Ed said gently, trying to reassure hiswife with asmile. " She comesfrom avery
close-knit family." He paused, redlizing how shocking this attitude toward children must seem to Paul. As
hisfather watched | saac, Ed recaled an adolescent boy, years before, who had desperately wanted Paul
to give up histrip to the moon.

He remembered again the pain he had felt when first learning of Paul's death. He had not known how he
would ded with it, how he would go on. But he had found his way. He thought about what Paul must
have felt when he discovered that the world had got along perfectly well in his absence. In spite of what
hisrationdity must havetold him, Paul must have found it adightly demordizing redization.



Wéll, none of that mattered. Paul had become something new in the world, as the clones had been years
before. They had been conscious dl their lives of their responsibility, trying to proveto othersthat they
were, after al, human beings, yet having to accept the fact that they were different in certain waysaswell.
But there had been some privilege attached to their position. They had been given the advantage of a
sound heritage and an environment that was more carefully planned than it might have been if they had
been normd children. Even Paul's resurrection was part of that privilege; Kirahad restored him with the
aid of organs cloned from her own body. He had been, for that reason, theideal subject. Now they
would have to extend their privilegesto others.

"I'm looking forward to going home," Paul said suddenly.
"Do you remember it?" Ed asked.

"| think so. | seem to recall the house, but my memories probably won't match the redlity exactly. They
never redly do anyway, do they?'

"Mine never do," Ed answered. "'l used to remember the house as bigger than it was. And Hidey'sdways
changing something, painting aroom or getting anew piece of furniture.”

"Hidey." Paul smiled and Ed knew that he was remembering afew things at least. "That may bealittle
weird at firgt, getting used to Hidey being my son-in-law." Paul shook his head. "Especialy since he must
be twenty years older than | am now." Ed noticed aglint of apprehension in hisfather's eyes.

"Don't worry." Impulsively, he reached for Paul's hand. "He hasn't changed all that much, | guesshe'sa
little more gray. He's il pretty lively and he till smokes too much.”

"And Jon Aschenbach. | remember Jon too, | think. How ishe?"

So Kirahad not told him yet. Ed sighed and braced himself. "He died seven years ago," he managed to
say. "It was unusud, a cerebral hemorrage. His body'sin the university cryotorium..." Ed stopped,
suddenly jolted by the thought. He saw that Paul had been jolted too.

"Well, then, maybe we can't consider him dead,” Paul said softly. "Strange, isn't it? | would have thought
aclergyman would have had more faith in the heresfter.”

"| think he wanted to donate his organsto patients," Ed said. "But they hardly ever take them from the
dead, what with mechanica replacements arid being able to keep people dive until they can clone new
organs." Ed began to fed that his conversation wasaimless. "My God," he said, and heard hisfather echo
thewords. "Everything's..."

"...changing,”" Paul finished. The words seemed completely inadequate.

They sat in sllencefor afew minutes while Isaac peered at the medical computer. Paul would be going
home, to afriend once his contemporary, now twenty years older, to a granddaughter who could never
have existed without avariety of medica techniques, to children who were suddenly older, to a dead
friend who might even live again. And that was only Paul's one life. How much e se would change? How
many liveswould they dl live?

"You played...l mean, you play the violin too, don't you?' Shellasaid awkwardly, bresking the silence,
"l imagine" Paul replied, "that I'll need alot of practice.”

"Isaac brought hisviolin," Ed said, "and Sheilabrought her clarinet. | might be able to borrow two violins
from the musicians up here. Well play, maybe tomorrow."



"I'd likethat."

Ed leaned over and kissed hisfather on the forehead. Paul's back. Hefdt himsdf trembling dightly and
repressed some tears. He could not speak, but then, there wasllittle more to say.

Jm had said his goodbyes, or, more accurately, farewells. He would see them al again, probably sooner
than he expected.

He sat in awaiting room. He would be leaving the Descartes space colony in an hour on the next Earth
shuttle. At least that was when the shuttle was scheduled to leave. It would no doubt be late, what with
delays and the problem of the very few phobic travelerswho still inssted on donning space suits before
thetrip, so distrustful werethey of the craft.

Jm had been on Descartes for two days, exercising and adjusting his body to its three-quarters of Earth
gravity before returning home. He il felt somewhat heavy and weary, but better than when he first
arived.

He did not carefor the space colony and would be glad to see thelast of it, Descartes offended him
aesthetically; the hollowed-out |andscape inside the cylindrica structure was to him a poor imitation of
Earth'sfields and foredts, as bothersome to him as the trees and plants in the underground lunar
settlement had been. There was no point in trying to transplant pieces of Earth which looked woefully out
of placein such dien settings. Better, he thought, to cultivate the particular beauties of the tunnels under
the bleak lunar surface or the space colony, creating something that would have more coherence. Better
to recognize the fact that one was not on Earth, to attempt to be in tune with the new environment. Oddly
enough, some of the younger people on Luna had agreed with hisviews.

Jm adjusted the reading screen attached to the end of one of hischair'sarms, bringing it closer to his
chest. He punched a button and the words of anewsfax sheet began to appear on the screen's flat
surface. He scanned it quickly. There was an editorid about Paul's resusitation, oddly void of
sensationalism or panderingsto fear. That seemed to be the pattern in the few print-outs Jm had seen. It
was dmost asif people had been expecting it and were prepared to accept it. He remembered what
Mike had told him about Lilo's reaction.But this might just be the calm before the storm, he thought
to himsdlf. Heimagined that angry protests might begin beforelong.

They had, all the clones, spent the last two days before Jm's departure together. They had been more at
ease then, sometimes chattering about Paul, sometimes faling into an unessy silence about him. They had
talked mostly of other things. Mike had seemed more easygoing, Kiralesstense but abit depressed,
suffering aletdown after her months of work. Shellahad confided in him, telling him about Isaac's plans
while he sought to reassure her.

He till carried anumb pain insde him, apain that would occasiondly seize his heart or histhroat when
he saw something or someone that reminded him of Carole€sthick dark hair or her small chubby hands.
But the sorrow had subsided at least alittle.

Hefdt something push againgt hisleg and looked down. A young girl, no more than ten or so, was
picking up abal that had rolled near hisfeet. "Excuse me," she said politely. She had coppery skin and
short frizzy dark hair. Except for the small gold earringsin her ears and the name"Alid" embroidered on
her red overals, he might, have taken her for alittle boy. She scampered away with her ball.

He closed hiseyesfor amoment and let hismind drift. He recalled hisjourney to Descartes aboard the
moon shuttle. The shuttle had passed the dmost-completedNikita S. Khrushchev |, that cathedral to
humanity's new gods, the product of thousands of engineers and crafts-people. The ship was aprayer to
the universe, arequest for its secrets, the embodiment of an enterprise based largely on faith. But the



priests and priestesses of this shrinewould not wait for revelaions; they would actively seek them. Their
chants and holy words would utilize the power of mathematics, observation, and physicd laws.

Jm remembered how small and frail theKhrushchev had seemed from adistance. It would seem even
smdller in the space between stars. Al would be on that ship, or one of its companions. For amoment, he
wondered again a how his brother could face the risk and uncertainty of such avoyage.

But Al'sdecision was not redly surprising. Jm had taken risks, foolish ones, and faced uncertainty
himsdlf, living as he had. Kirahad faced it in her work with Paul asthe subject, Ed when he had finally
decided to live done. Mike wasfacing it now, having to redefine his relationship with Lilo and with
others, with no assurance that it would work out; his replicator might topple the world's economic
systems, once based on scarcity and now based on the equitable distribution of technology and the solar
System's resources.

We'll all have to change, Jm thought sadly.l can't deal with any of this . He glanced around the
waiting room. Passengers sat in the bright red chairs, staring at reading screens, talking, or sipping drinks
brought from the nearby bar. One small stocky woman was chewing tobacco, the only way a smoker
could survive in the space colony which, like the moon, allowed no smoking. Occasiondly she spat into
one of the white spittoons. Thelittle girl named Aliawas seated next to abrown-skinned man,
presumably her father, clothed in white overals.

He remembered hislast meeting with Al. His brother had brought Simone Tran along. Jm had wondered
how Al could leave her behind until he redlized that there was no dternative that made any sense.l should
have let Carole go, not dragged her along like an excess piece of baggage . Remorse seized him,
the pain circled histhroat again, and he lowered his head, staring for amoment at the pae blue floor until
he regained his composure.

Wi, Paul was dive, at least. No matter what he might think of Kiraswork, of what it might do to the
world, he could not reasonably wish that Paul had remained dead or should return to that state. He was
alive, and Jm would grow to accept it, in fact be happy about it. He would haveto try to think of the
changes that would take place in amore positive way. People untimely severed from each other could be
reunited; deeth could become achoice at the end of arich and fulfilling life instead of an unavoidable
conclusion that hovered over dl from the moment of birth.

He would haveto rethink everything if he were not to be only avoice of the pagt, an interesting

irrdlevancy. His entire aesthetic, al hiswork, had taken asits presupposition the inevitability of death, the
ultimately hopeless struggle againgt the universe's overwhelming odds. What would he find to write about
inthe world Kiraenvisioned? What could anyone possibly find in hiswork that would be at al valuable?

Kirahad tried to tell him. She had told him of a people who might find time to explore both the vastness
of gpace and the dmogt infinite capacities of their own minds. She had told him of aworld wherelife
would no longer be aflower blooming briefly before fading and passing away; whereit might itself
become an art, shaped and deve oped beyond anything now possible. His task might become something
new; in addition to depicting, refining, and interpreting human experience within alinguistic and dramatic
structure, he might also become the creator of scenarios that people could construct and experience for
themsalves. Such an art would be demanding, caling on every resource of the artist. It would require new
Sructures, new rules and limitations, new purposes. He did not know if he was capable of participating in
such an art.

He sensed amovement at his side and looked up. Thelittle girl named Aliastood there, her father at her
Sde. "Excuse me," the man said, "but are you one of the Swensons? Y ou look agreet dedl likea
holophoto | once saw in astory about you." The man's voice had afaint British intonation.



"I'm Jm Swenson," hereplied. The question did not redlly bother him now. Few people were that
interested in them any more, and he had been so isolated recently that he had dmost forgotten how he
had once felt about inquisitive people.

"I'm Andrew Alcott and thisis my daughter Alia. She wanted to meet you.”
"I'm aclonetoo,” the child said. "Father told me you werethefirst one.”

"l was one of thefirgt,” Jim responded. "I have three brothers and a sister who were cloned with me. Are
you aclone of your father?' He glanced from Aliasface to Alcott's and redlized his question was
ridiculous. Thefather's face was round with smal dark smiling eyes; the daughter's dender, with a
turned-up nose and large hazdl eyes.

"No, Alias not my clone. Shewas cloned from her sigter.” Alcott's face grew more serious. Y ears ago,
my wife died in atrain accident near London. | was crushed by her desth, so saddened that | feer |
neglected my daughter Anna, the only child I had. She died only afew monthslater. | had taken her ona
picnic in the countryside and she somehow wandered away from me. It was days before they found her
at the bottom of asmall pond. She had never learned to swim.”

"I'm sorry," Jm said, not knowing what else he could say.

"| petitioned to have Annacloned. Y ou must know what adifficult businessthat is, Snce permissonis
rardly granted except in the case of certain exceptiond people or in unusud circumstances. | redized of
course that Anna couldn't be returned to me, but | wanted the chance to be a better father to achild like
her, who would be apart of my dead wife aswell." He looked down at his daughter. "Aliawas cloned
for me. Sherenewed my life. As soon as she was old enough to understand, | explained to her who she
wes."

"What wasit like, Mr. Swenson?' Aliaasked. "Being one of thefirgt, | mean.”

Jmwas slent for amoment, considering hisreply, “In somewaysit was hard, | guess,” he said findly.
"We were different and people were alittle afraid of what we might be. But most of the time we had the
same problems everybody else has. Maybe in away we were better off. At least we had each other.” He
watched the girl, wanting to say something to her that might be important for her to redlize. "We knew we
were redly wanted too," he went on. "That'simportant for any child. A lot of people, even now, are born
amost by chance. But your father, like my own, waswilling to go to some trouble to make sure that you
cameinto theworld. You don't ever haveto fed guilty or unloved.”

Alianodded gravely. He could nor be sure that she understood everything he had said, but maybe some
of it got through or would &t least remain in her memory for atime she might need it.

"Areyou waiting for the shuttle to the Dallas-Fort Worth field?" Alcott asked.
"Yes" Jmreplied.
"Would you join mefor adrink? | believe we till have sometime ahead of us.”

"I'd be ddlighted.” He got up and walked toward the bar with Alcott and Alia. A fleeting thought jostled
againg hismind, then fled before he could grasp it. Somehow he knew thét it was important to talk to
Andrew Alcott and his daughter, that they might provide akey to hisdifficulties.

Kira, gtting next to Al, watched as Paul, lying on one of the gymnasium mats, lifted and then lowered a
barbell that would have weighed dmost two hundred pounds on Earth. Behind him, several people
jogged on moving platforms near the back wall while wearing weighted belts. Six childrenin easticized



suits, designed to help them use their muscles as much as possible, performed acrobaticsin the center of
thefloor.

"He'sdoing pretty wdl, isn't he?' Al said.

"Hewas dways hedthy," shereplied. "We may ill haveto take him homein awater tank, though. Well
haveto do it by stages, going to Lagrange first, then to Descartes, and he may still need an exoskeleton
on Earth for awhile, to hold him up."

"I'll probably be home soon after you leave, well get some vacation time before training beginsand | may
bring Smonewith me." He smiled, but his eyes seemed pensive. "Maybe | shouldn't be going. By the
time we get back, or even before, you may be sending your redesigned immortal superhumans out into
gpace. Maybe well meet them aong the way."

"You'l know beforeyou leaveif that'slikely. Y ou may beleaving with most of our techniques by then.
Y oull changetoo.”

"God knows what well come back to."

Kiralooked a Paul and then back to her brother. "I don't know," she said. "Y ou should probably talk to
Paul about it. | imagine in some way he knows more about that now than | do.”

As he walked back to the hospital through the corridor, Paul felt alittletired, but stronger than he had
been. He grew conscious of an emptinessin his ssomach. He was hungry. He hoped that supper would
taste better than the bland stuff that had passed for lunch.

Hewas dtill abit puzzled. Even with the return of some of hislost memories, he could not fed particularly
paternd toward the two people named Al and Kirawho were walking with him, nor to their brothers.
Thiswas perhapsinevitable, but at least he did fed some degree of closenessto them, undoubtedly
because of their basic biological smilarity.

Herifled through histhoughts, turning them over in hismind. He had been told that the hypnotechnician
would only aid him in hisrecollections; the man would not plant incidentsin hismind. Hewas surethe
technician had kept to that procedure. Y et it seemed as though his memories had been grafted on to him.
There was no emotiona connection with theimages of people and far-off placesthat had settled uneasily
into hismind, with the pressured, somewhat frantic individua named Paul Swenson who had existed
twenty years before. He did not share these ideas with the two people who were accompanying him
through the halway, sensing that they might be hurt or disturbed by them.

The experience of death had aready receded in his mind. It had become a distantly remembered event, a
bit disorienting but otherwise of no great importance.

He could look forward with some anticipation. He had much ahead of him. He would have to catch up
on his scientific studies. He might even be able to aid in some way the expedition going starward. If not,
he would still have time to do some work, to read, maybe do some writing. It did nor redly make any
difference what he had done during al the years of his previous existence. He could complete whatever
he had |eft undone and then try something else. He had time enough for amost anything he wanted to do.

Hewalked dowly, conscious of the lighted walls of the corridor, the flexing of his caves, and the
movement of hisarms. There was no reason to hurry. For now, he would devote his energiesto
recovery.

Helooked forward to the world he would see when he returned to Earth. Y &t, at the ssme time he



remembered, dimly, fedings of apprehension and despair. He forgot hisfeet for amoment and sumbled
dightly.

The woman named Kira caught hisarm. "All right?' she asked. Her face seemed to dissolve and he
found himsdlf in front of aglass surface. His daughter wasin his arms. "My little Kira," he whispered
to the infant; then he once again became conscious of the reporters standing on the other side of
the glass. He held Kira more closely, asif to protect her. Again he wondered if he wasright, if his
children would love him or hate him, how the world would treat the little girl who was now
clutching a piece of hislab coat in her hand . A hand held hisarm tightly and he shook his head,
dartled. Theimage was gone, the memories again fading. The woman named Kirawas guiding him down
the hal.

They entered a hospital corridor. Two technicians seemed to rush past him and anurse was hurrying into
one of theroomsat hisright. He saw what was dmost a blur of human activity; adoctor lumbering by
with apatient, an attendant darting past him with atray, a nurse spinning around on her hedl as adoctor
caled to her. Around him was the chatter of voices, incomplete phrases, and speedily spoken directions,
people pressed by time.

He moved toward hisroom carefully. The interface of past and future cameto rest inside hismind, a
million twisted pathways behind him, an indeterminate and misty road ahead. The time of transformation
was not yet past.
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