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Holding Destiny In Your Hands
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We continued the discussion on specifications. My daughter would know
a world with a population declining by as much as 1% a year because of
the public management. She’d have a world without the drastic crowding
or the high taxes because so many of the baby boomers driving up costs
would be dead by the time she entered the work force. Maybe, by then,
the restrictions wouldn’t be needed any more. Maybe. I pushed those
thoughts away as I was escorted to the lab. If I uttered them accidentally
while under anesthesia, it might kill the dream before it was reality.
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Foregone Son
by

 Tamara Wilhite

© Karen Paholsky

I pointed out one item in the catalog to Tyler. “What
do you think of this one?”
 
“Are you sure you want your kid to be called melanin
deficient?”
 
“I thought you liked the light hair color.”

 “I do. I just don’t like the skin to be as light as the
hair.”
 
“My ancestry is in that direction.”
 
“And you get a lot of flak for it. No. The kid has to be
darker than you. Maybe not as dark as me, but not
as pale as you.”

We perused further through the listings. Genetic
combinations were a tricky matter, so you had to
select a whole constellation of factors at once. You
couldn’t just select say blonde hair and then some
other set of athletic factors; most genes for light
hair interfered with adrenaline, making them paler
and calmer and physically slower at once.   We finally
picked a honey hair and honey skin combination with
green eyes. A little resemblance to me, a lot of
resemblance to him, and the full health benefit
package. We paid extra so that the biocompatibility
index was tailored to an equal representation of us
both, if the kid needed a kidney in 20 years, we’d
both be compatible donors. Some parents had gone
for the old fashioned genetic mixing except for
intelligence, athletic ability and appearance in an
effort to minimize the guilt of synthesis. And when
their kids needed organs and no relative was a match
… we weren’t going to make that mistake.

The final interviews with the geneticist were separate
and private. They wanted to make sure all the parents
involved were in agreement on the choice. Anything
less risked a lawsuit, if not an unhappy client or even
a broken home. A random draw sent my husband in
first.
           
The two hours it took passed by slowly. I wasn’t used
to being alone. We’d gotten a two-bedroom
apartment with extra living space in preparation for
this. But the sounds of neighbors and the

neighborhood below always infiltrated the walls,
however muted. 8 billion people crowded into dense
cities could never be as quiet as the rural area I barely
remembered before the eco-Nazis forced us to
relocate to a “denser” population center.

My parents had fought the relocation. Their reasoning
was sound, if politically incorrect. The birth rate had
been below replacement level for 30 years. Partially
due to high taxes for wealth redistribution, from the
high cost of living with so many people fighting for
limited living space, and from social disapproval for
kids. Education was so expensive that others saw a
child and saw their tax bill go up closer to the 100%
mark.

Rumors of Arab Muslims and Africans still having 3
or more children riled up the populace periodically.
Riots and murder of the suspect ethnic group would
follow. It was a release of the tension brought on “by
living in each other’s pockets” as my grandparents
said. Then the state would redistribute the population
so that the ethnic mix was utterly dispersed and the
guilty far from each other. Hopefully, no such
relocation would occur until after we had the child,
ensuring we’d get a larger apartment if we were
moved.

We were both intelligent and healthy. We were both
in the high technology field. We had permission to
have two children. So many were only allowed one
because of their financial lack. Or those who were
sterilized due to bad DNA, so that society didn’t bear
the burden of their children’s medical costs. Fixing
genes was expensive; only those who could afford it
did it. And even the rich could only have one child
with tweaked DNA if they had some flaw. We were
perfect enough. The visit today was just for
enhancements; with so few chances for biological
immortality, how could you not give your child
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everything you could?

Tyler came out, chastened and withdrawn. He didn’t
even look at me. Just what kind of interview had he
been in?  I felt a twinge of fear. I was called in.

The geneticist turned out to be one of those “bare
branch” Indians. He was actually chatty. Parents who
chose two sons and no daughters made for many
lonely men. Tyler’s interracial background gave him
a similar look to the Indian, though their ancestry
last crossed on the African continent. Finally, he got
down to business.

“I see that you agreed on a daughter.”

“Yes.”

“Many couples still harbor a bias to boys.”

“Oh, no. Tyler must have wanted a boy and I’d
requested a girl. Uh-oh. When green eyes versus blue
sent you back for another month of waiting, this was
a BIG one. “If Tyler wants a son, I’d have one.”

“You request a girl on your form.”

“Yes. Yes, I did. But I want us to be in agreement –“

“You’re not repressed, are you?”

Red warning lights went off in my mind. I pitched my
voice casually and conversationally. “We have
permission to have two children. We were thinking
of having one of each gender. I don’t care if we have
one or the other first. I’d just like a girl first, to get
my parental experience in with the easier to raise
one first.”

The Indian nodded to himself. A lot of parents had
their only child as a girl for the supposed convenience.
Only sons were for the genetically ambitious. A son
might have two or more children if he could convince
as many women. Girls were safer, less investment of
time and energy, but almost always had at least one
child of their own.

“Due to the continuing gender imbalance in the world,
we’ve had a directive to favor daughters in those
cases were gender can be controlled.”

“I hadn’t heard of such a directive.”

“It only came out recently.”

“I pay attention to the news.”

The Indian tapped his fingers on the desk. “So many
people are upset with the growing interference in
what they assume is private life that there were
concerns that premature release of this information
might cause more riots.”

“Did my husband also mention acceptance of a

daughter?”

“He said he’d like one of each.”

“We could have a daughter first.” A flash of inspiration
came into my mind. “We could have the daughter
now, and answer any survey that you talked us into
it. You’d get credit for coercion toward a goal. That
must be worth a bonus. We’d then come back in a
few years and ask for a son. Family balancing is still
legal, isn’t it?”

“To my knowledge, yes.”

We continued the discussion on specifications. My
daughter would know a world with a population
declining by as much as 1% a year because of the
public management. She’d have a world without the
drastic crowding or the high taxes because so many
of the baby boomers driving up costs would be dead
by the time she entered the work force. Maybe, by
then, the restrictions wouldn’t be needed any more.
Maybe. I pushed those thoughts away as I was
escorted to the lab. If I uttered them accidentally
while under anesthesia, it might kill the dream before
it was reality.
 
 
 
Tyler was waiting by my side when I awoke. He was
pensive. Where were all the staff? “What’s wrong?”

“There’s a problem.”

The words hung in the air for a long time. “This is
one of the best facilities in the region. That’s why we
picked it.”

His lips pursed. “The genetics are fine.” He inhaled
slowly. Then out again. “The problem is the quantity.”

“Quantity?”

“The embryo twinned.”

The word bounced around in my mind until I
remembered high school biology. It had split, creating
two genetically identical beings. Cloning without the
lab. “We’re having two children? At once?”

“If it’s allowed.”

“We’re allowed two children.”

“Not at once.”

“Why not?”

“Medical issues.”

“We can pay for it, right?”

“The government doesn’t want the risk of
complications.”
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I am ever more weary

selected by pity
my thoughts askew
incorrect and very impolite
to caste aside would only hold
that of which is so easily forgotten
i often cannot follow myself
seen from afar as a child to a foe
innocent and unintelligent
versus mentally damaging and haughty
am i alone?
indeed it often feels as so
stupid and forgotten
left to wallow in the decay of my own simple thoughts
insert yourself into a soulless womb
a begin to contemplate
perhaps understand
that of which equals the life i had created
and lost just as easily
a secret begotten, a stench of regret
forms remorse and a constant search
for that inner sanctuary
if not in myself, much doubt to hold in another
who could underestimate me?
and indeed see, feel, and taste what i have
so i remain lost to everyone
lost to no one
lost to myself
unsure of i care how little i know
my vision falters despite correction
and the ink of my pen tires
i am weary
weary of silence, of hope, of false predictions
i have grown old and am yet so young
my eyes have bled all color
they remain a drag, worthless grey
a pitiful waste, lost yet again
to who
very little care
very little to hope for
so i lay in silence
listening to an answer
expecting naught but the obvious drum of my chest
an untamed note of my existence

so tired of knowing i am weary

so tired of thinking
Monique M. Geisel
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“We could reduce to one, can’t we?” A brief moral
concern flashed in my mind and died. If losing one
saved the other, wasn’t it worth asking?

“But the embryo twinned. That’s a genetic risk.”

“But it’s fine. It’s up to spec. Beyond spec. Perfect.”

“The government doesn’t like twins. Nor tendencies
to it.”

I felt a ball of icy fear in my stomach. “We have to
come back and do this again?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then we’ll get an exception and keep both.”

“Probably not.”

The anger hit. “Then what!”

“This might count as a genetic abnormality.”

“It’s perfect! We paid for it! How can two perfect
children be worse than one?”

“I don’t know.” Tyler let go of my hand and sank to
the floor.

“Has there been a ruling yet?”

“Initial appeal was an hour ago.”

Appeal? “What was it?”

“Against us.”

“To terminate and start over.”

“No. To terminate and be sterilized. The government
doesn’t want a tendency to multiple births in the gene
pool. It’s a cost risk thrust into the future. There’s
some possibility that since both are female, we might
get to keep them both. There’d be financial penalties
and the kids would be put down a peg for the
tendency to twinning. That’s the basis of the appeal.
They’re both female, and the state needs as many
females as possible to offset all the Indians and
Chinese just gone back to having only sons.”

I knew why Tyler was so depressed now. Either way
the ruling went, he’d never have his beloved son.  
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Before he noticed, Russlan found somehow logically the second
Article of the Marriage Code: “A man desires his wife most when
he starts sharing her with someone else.”

© Karen Paholsky
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Article Two Of
The Marriage Code

by Stoyan Valev

Translated from Bulgarian by: Mariana Zagorska

Every evening, Russlan came home late and replied
to his wife’s reproaches with article two from the
code of a married couple: ’That’s my job, sweetie!’

What could be that job at midnight when he was not
at work, Pepa could easily guess. It was quite logical.
After all, Russlan disliked wasting his time with friends
in pubs, restaurants, or night bars. He even hated
those places: a well-known fact since the time they
were dating.

They had been married for several years. Being
married sounded somehow respectful and filled with
responsibility, but at the end she found herself staying
at home and looking after their little girl Iveta while
he did everything he wanted. “No, it would not go
this way,” Pepa thought, filled with anger while going
round the empty house.

One day at noon, Russlan came back home with a
terrible headache. The apartment looked surprisingly
quiet and empty. They must have gone for a walk,
Russlan thought as he lay on the couch. Soon the
sound of his snoring filled the room. When he opened
his eyes, it was already five p.m. There was nobody
in the house yet—neither Pepa nor their daughter.
He sat nervously in the living room and waited for
them. Finally, at six-thirty, Pepa and Iveta came back
home.

“Where have you been?” Russlan asked, furious.

“Daddy… the teachers… kindergarten  … it was nice!”
Iveta didn’t stop babbling. He listened to her for a
moment, grabbed her, and put her on his knees.

“Where have you been?” he asked again.

“Kindergarten… teachers… a doll… her eye….” Iveta
was trying lucklessly to describe, all at once, her
childish impressions. She started again and again,
but her father had stopped listening to her. He
switched on the video recorder and played a cartoon,
which attracted Iveta’s attention, and the child started
clapping her hands with excitement.

Russlan looked around. Pepa wasn’t there. He found
her in the kitchen.

“If the child is already going to a kindergarten, as
I’ve just heard, where have you been the whole day?”
he asked sharply.

She gave a short answer: “On business.”

Everything her fingers touched produced an incredible
noise.

“What business?” He asked, startled.

“I’ve registered a company of my own and now I’m
busy with furnishing the office, buying some
equipment,” she said, still standing with her back to
him.

“And the money? Where did you get it?” he asked,
shocked.

“I borrowed some money,” she said in a careless tone
and turned on the hot water tap, letting it spout.

“Who gave it to you?” Russlan asked, and added
bitingly, “If it’s not a secret, of course!”

“Some people… friends,” mumbled Pepa. She skillfully
threw a peeled potato in the saucepan, splashing
some water on her husband.
“And who will pay them back?” Russlan asked angrily
while drying himself.

“The one who took them,” Pepa snapped. The oil in
the pan started frying, the coffee was boiling, and
the water was still spouting.

Russlan went into the living room to think over he
new situation. “Probably Pepa was going to succeed,
which means more money in the family budget,” so
he decided to leave the attacks and  wait.

Soon it became clear that Pepa’s income was much
higher than his; that her real estate agency was
permanently prospering. Once, Pepa even decided
to make a joke and offered to let him leave the
newspaper he was working for and  pay him a salary
to take care  of the house.

“You may also ask me to have a child for you?” He
grunted out in discontent and she suggested
playfully.

“Have a try, it’s not a big deal. You can make it!”

Russlan joined her laugh, but it was a vicious mockery
of his personality.

Usually, Pepa was coming home at  midnight and
even when he was pretending  to be sleeping, she
used to say:

“That’s my job, sweetie!”
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Pepa looked at herself in the wall mirror and said
with her back to Russlan:

“I thought people say it after they have just made
sex with their lovers and come back at home to their
husband or wife.”

“What?” Russlan sat in the bed, shocked.

While Pepa was watching  herself in the mirror she
picked some cotton-wool and dipped it into a dark
liquid and continued as if she hadn’t noticed her
husband’s surprise and indignation.

“When you told me this for the first time, your job
involved a close meeting with a journalist trainee in
a hotel room.”

“How did you know that?” The words slipped out
unwilling and Russlan bit his lips.

One night Russlan couldn’t stand it and cried:

“Don’t harp on the same string! I have already noticed
that your job requires you to gad about  at night!”

“Oh, darling!” Pepa tweeted as she took off her dress
and remained only in her underwear.  She sat in front
of the mirror.

“Damn it, she’s really beautiful,” Russlan thought,
and for a moment felt the immediate reaction of that
part of the body which always votes in the name of
the female beauty.

“The little bitch was so bewitched of your tricks in
bed that she found me in the park and demanded I
divorce you. It sounded to me like an ultimatum. I
told her to get out of my life and she did,” Pepa smiled
while she rubbed down her face with the cotton-wool.

“Wretch!” Russlan snarled, furious.

“Who do you mean, honey?” Pepa asked as she took
off her bra, still staying with her back to Russlan.

“I meant the little bitch, sweetie!” He said tenderly
and reached his hand to her naked back.

“So, it will be better to strip this thing too,” and her
fingers skillfully took off her bikinis. She did it for
the second time this evening, and he felt his desire
bigger than ever.

Before he noticed, Russlan found somehow logically
the second Article of the Marriage Code: “A man
desires his wife most when he starts sharing her with
someone else.”
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I’m 20, am a horse enthusiast and digital artist living
in New York, for now, and aspire to become a National
Geographic photographer as well as a large animal
veterinarian.  My biography is enormous and never
really ends.

Monique M. Geisel

Their Own Desire

My Lost Friend
if i could touch, taste and swallow
all of which is nothing inside of you
i could fall out of a timeless void
and melt into your own

if i could collect and drink
the droplets of your sorrow
perhaps the worry would be of disinterest
and the wounds would stop bleeding

if i were given an open door
and merely closed it to avoid illness
i could float about in a warm haven
and care very little, yet endure so much

if i had for one single moment
the timless essence of laughter
i could wipe away your remorse
and patch what was your innocence

if i could taste a bit of what you are
i would fall trapped, enclosed, yet to be discovered
always curious, always questioning
those of which remain unanswered

wounded repetition

Monique M. Geisel
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