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The beast was well secured to the table, unable to raise its head or bite. It wasrolling its eyes,
writhing in pain, twisted sounds exiting contorted lips. They had decided not to use anesthetics, to avoid
risks to the precarious equilibrium of the fetus. In any case, as soon as the placentawas recovered, Bill
would suppress it with an injection. The green sack was waiting on the floor, ready for the incinerator.
They couldn't afford to leave any traces.

But they could have put ahood over itshead. Or at least covered its eyes.

Shrouded in her cap, gown and mask, the neonatal nurse extended her trembling handsto receive
the fruit of Gabriele's fundamental intuition and years of research. There would be no surprises. The
intrauterine analyses and ultrasounds had already confirmed everything, even the twenty-inch length.

And it came out, with blood not its own streaking down the neonatal vernix. Bill dropped it
slowly into the nurse'sgloved hands. Male, white, delicatelines, thin light hair, cranium intact, spared the
violence of anatural childbirth. Andno brain. Gabriele smiled under hismask. They had just by-passed
an obsolete God and his laws, but this was not the time to get sentimental.

Thenurse hurriedly placed the small, limp body on the surface that would host it in the machine.
Sheinserted the minuscul e tubes of the respirator into its nose as a shiver coursed through the body and
it opened itseyesfor abrief unconsciouslook at theworld. The nurse stiffened and looked at Gabriele,
who backed up a step and turned to Bill.

"It'sdl right - Bill said - just mechanical reflexes.”

The nurse bent over the body which was again motionless. The integrated survival system, its
new artificial mother, swallowed it up in adehumanizing tangle of wires and tubes.

Bill lowered hiseyesand finished off thefemale. They werenot totally wrongin calling him Bill
the Butcher, like the gangster in the movie. He was the one who took care of the transgenic female
chimpanzeeswhen they were pregnant, in thelab they had dubbed the nursery, on the seventh floor bel ow
ground. At Biogas, Inc., poor taste was often therule.

The party an hour later was supposed to be a surprise and exuded all thewarmth of atrain station
waiting room. But for once it didn't matter to Gabriele, as he entered the conference room on the third
floor above ground. The motif wasltalian. Threelarge cans, once containing Bertolli olive oil, and two
metal boxes of biscotti, also empty and adorned with a dark curly haired young girl, were prominently
displayed on thetable.

About fifteen people were present, only those who knew. Gabriele had worked with some of
them, but was surprised to see several others. They clustered in small cliques, smiling nervously and
strangely subdued.

Bill sipped from his can of Diet Coke. His hiking boots were no longer hidden by green shoe
covers. Like the day they'd spent together two weeks earlier. They'd walked the coastal hills of Point
Reyesand Bill had pointed out the plantsand animalsand filled Gabriele's head with ajumble of habitats
and wing spans and scientific names. And for a few hours Gabriele hadn't thought about his work at
Biogas. Now only Bill circulated among the groups. His scuffed boots shuffled noiselessly across the
carpet and his eyes radiated light like those of a prophet heralding anew era.

Gabrielestood dightly apart, hisarm resting on alarge plastic provolone cheese. Toeger, hisboss
and director of research at Biogas, strode onto the dais, like a presidential candidate, but without the
backdrop of an Americanflag. Amid chucklesfrom the small audience, herecalled the genius of Leonardo
daVinci and followed up with all the right words.

"Great success for Biogas... and for Gabriele... years of failed attempts... now Interceptor...
investors confidence... promising future..."

Toeger moved on to the reorganization of office space within Biogas. A room would be made
available to Gabriele, on the third floor, where Toeger and all those who really counted in the company
had their offices. "Long overdue," he proclaimed.
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Someone handed Gabrieleasmall dish piled high with diced Gouda, strawberries, cherry tomatoes,
black olives, seedless grapes and saltless saltines.

"Thanks," he mumbled.

Toeger was announcing that he'd already spoken to the Board of Directors and that there would
soon be a pay raise for Gabriele, who joined in the applause.

"God Bless America," Toeger concluded, his right hand raised above the group. But when he
stepped down to embrace Gabriel e, the clasp was decidedly Soviet.

Gabriele leaned over the table and plunged a knife into the cake frosted with the red, white and
green of the Italian flag. The group toasted the success of Biogas and he toasted himself, studying the
strings of small bubblesrising from the Californiaspumantein hisplastic glass. When helooked up and
met Debbie's eyes, he knew he'd madeit.

Gabrielewasthelast to descend the zigzag stairs. The afternoon sun filled the concrete and glass
foyer and shone on the fourth of the six elevators on the opposite wall. At Biogas, an elevator based
hierarchy prevailed. Power and discretion dictated certain necessities and their elevators. It was not
possible to mix official clients, who were taken to the thickly carpeted third floor, to talk about ecology
and the future of the planet, with the true ones, who were whisked down to permitted areas on the
underground floors. And even within the organization you were catalogued by the el evator you took and
the floor or the level which you climbed or descended to.

He crossed the hall, nodded to the guards, and stood waiting before elevator number four. The
sun began to warm hisback as he thought of the chance nature of the sun alignment and his mind caressed
the allegory of hisdescent into the abyss, leaving the sun behind. Gabrieleinserted the pass, hit the code
and pressed the button that would take him to the fifth level below ground. But hisdescent was not to the
netherworld, asit was there that he had found his earthly paradise.

Thedoorsremained shut for an extrahalf second, then opened slowly, creating avertical shaft of
light. She was at her desk, her face partially covered by hair flowing from her bowed head, as she
repeated her usual ritual of pretending not to see him.

"Hi, Debbie," hesaid loudly.

Debbie flipped back strands of blond hair, raised two heavily laden blue eyelashes and pushed
herself out from under the desk.

"Hi," she said, her smileamilelong, as Gabriele headed for the corridor leading to his office.

Debbie's tasks included the delicate one of welcoming and showing around the real clients of
Biogas, the oneswho knew of the project and believed in it enough to risk large sums of money. For the
chosen few, the contemplation of the scenery was part of the tour: like primrosesin spring fields, bright
colored thongsinvariably peeked out from under Debbie's miniskirts. Thisevening they werered.

Gabriele ran histongue over histeeth and shrugged. Being a Scorpio, with Marsin ascendancy
at the hour of hisbirth, he interpreted the red color as agood omen. Not that he believed in that stuff.

In his office, he slipped into awhite lab coat and sat down at the desk in what would remain his
laboratory. Hisgumsstill ached. After so many yearsin a country, where cavities are the bane of one's
existence, he had adapted to six-month dental cleaning appointments. But the day before, Gabriele had
gotten the worst of his dentist's technicians, ayoung Japanese hygienist, who must have had akamikaze
grandfather and, as his blood descendent, continued his mission in America. He tried to give her a
historical perspective of Axispalitics.

"You know, World War Two? Germany? Italy? Japan?' he said.

She nodded distractedly. "Openwide," she said and moved in close.

He wasthinking about what to do with thelittle timeremaining in hisday, when the flashing light
and the plastic buzz of his telephone tore him from thoughts of Debbie. It was the private line to the
director.



"Yes?' hesaid warily.

"Doctor Paladeenow?' The voice was male, with amarked Southern accent.

His second yes was decidedly surprised, not by the moderate mispronunciation of the name - it
was practically impossible to find someone who called him Palladino, with two "I's* and afinal "o0" - but
because someone other than Toeger had accessed that line.

"Please excuse meif | disturb youin your office," the voice said to him. "My nameisJoshuaT.
Carson. Youdon't know me, but I know you and your work and I'd very much liketo discussajob | think
you may beinterested in. Perhapswe could have dinner?"

"Look, | aready havea..."

"Please consider, Doctor - said Carson , the words smooth and drawn out like rubber bands - the
fact that I'm calling you on the internal line should be an indication of how much we are aware of the
nature and the validity of your research at Biogas and should also be a guarantee of our sincerity and
confidentiality..."

Gabrieletook two seconds, then shook hishead. Hewasn't goingtofall forit. Heknew therisks
that such acall might entail. If JoshuaT. Carsonwere ajournalist, not only could Gabriel€'s career and
future earnings be in jeopardy, but the whole Biogas operation. The golden eggs werelaid by a chicken
that was pecking outside thelaw. And up to that moment nothing had leaked out. Or maybeit had, if this
JoshuaT. Carsonwascalling himnow. Or maybeit wasatrick by one of hiscolleagues, or even the boss
himself. Totest hissincerity and confidentiality.

Gabriele politely declined theinvitation. He shut his eyes against the gaudy colors of the Matisse
poster which decorated the windowlesswall before him and held on to thereceiver until he heard the click
of the other phone. 1n asecurity obsessed company like Biogas, how had Carson pulled that one off?

He turned on the computer and opened the double-password protected file. It wastimeto get a
start on hisfinal report. But Joshua T. Carson'swords still rang in his ears. Despite Gabriele's refusal,
Carson had said he'd bein touch. And he'd seemed very sure of himself.

But Gabrieledidn't need anew job. Thefuturelay inthat small incubator, two floorsdown. And
if he played his cards right, he'd never have to worry about finances again. Not bad for the poor Italian
immigrant who'd almost missed the boat.

But how much did Carson know?

When he got up awhilelater, he hardly glanced at the poster. Debbiewasstill at her desk in the
reception area.

"How'sit doing?" she asked.

"They keep saying it's stabilized."

Debbie gave him the thumbs up and Gabriele only let go of his smilewhen he was outsidein the
sun, looking out over the Pacific. Biogas occupied a building located half way up a hill on a small
promontory, which afforded an endless view of the ocean. He had the seain hisblood and after all these
years he still couldn't bring himself to call that vast stretch of water an ocean. For him it was aways a
seq, just likein Sardinia.

A ten-minute walk would take him to Residential Park, where staff members had their assigned
housing. Off to the side of the path, a squirrel sat motionless among the fuchsias and nasturtiums and
fleshy green tentacles of theice plants. When he'd first arrived, he'd been the oneto stop and observethe
squirrels, but the novelty had soon worn off and now they only conjured up the Disney cartoons of his
youth.

The squirrel nimbly scrambled up the twisted trunk of a Monterey cypress. It stopped midway
and shook its bushy tail at Gabriele, before scurrying off.

Gabriele grabbed ahandful of multicolored envel opesfrom the mailbox in front of hishouseand
stepped aside to let ajogger pass. Thin wires ran up the front of his blue sweatshirt and fed into two



earpieces and his sweaty disconnected smile had afaraway look to it. The runner was vaguely familiar
and obviously had clearance to be in the authorized housing area, but Gabriele couldn't remember what
his function was at Biogas.

He dlipped off his shoesin the small entrance and waited for his eyes to adapt to the darkened
interior. After aquick glanceat hismail, hethrew thewhole pilein the wastebasket, including two credit
card offers. With aglass of Glenfiddich and ice, hewent upstairsto hisstudy. At hisdesk, helistenedto
the reassuring whisper that indicated the computer was turned on.

A picture of himself as ababy smiled down on him from thewall. Hewas barely atoddler in an
ironed button down shirt and pair of shorts, clutching the hem of hismother'sdress. Hisparentshad taken
him to Turin to visit his grandmother and they'd spent the afternoon at Vaentino Park. The leaves and
flowers evoked the brightness of that spring, though the colorsin the photo were badly faded. Hisfather
had taken it afew years before his death.

He smiled back at the picture and at the nearness of the memory of his mother, though shetoo had
died, yearsbefore. 1t would have taken some explaining, for her to understand, but then she would have
been proud of him.

His phone beeped as the Cloning web sitefilled the screen. Gabriele adjusted his headset.

"Hey, Maestro." Debbie's voice sounded warm and alittle breathless.

"Hey to you too."

Gabrieledecided to play it slow, ashementally confronted hispolicy of not getting involved with
women at work.

"So, what are we doing to celebrate?' Debbie said.

Thelatest issue of Cloning, which had just come out, appeared on the screen and Gabriele clicked
on the table of contents.

"What did you have in your mind?' he said.

"Oh, | have alot of thingsin my mind. And havel ever told you how much | love your Italian
accent? And your funny little way of talking."

Gabriele grimaced, as he picked up on his mistake, but Debbie had already launched into a
description of anew pizzaplace, called Adolfo's, and their marvel ous creations. He nodded at her gushing
words and scrolled down thelist of articles. Adolfo's. Why not? He deserved acelebration. Especially
when the alternative was another night alone.

"It'sal inthecrust. | lovethefee of it between my teeth, you know, all chewy..."

"You sound dangerous," hesaid. And froze.

Somewherein hismind he heard the echo of Debbie'slaughter, but hisattention waslocked onthe
title of an article, halfway down the screen: Poly-Interceptase and anencefalic primates embryos. And
the name next to it, Arnold B. Toeger.

"And they put theselittle red tomatoes on top..."

The other two authorswere Laura, Toeger'sthird wife, and Thomas Park, his assistant. Gabriele
clicked again and the text appeared.

"They've got this kind of resistant skin, but then you let them pop in your mouth, all hot and
juicy..."

It filled two pages. Theentire molecular structure of the prototype of Interceptor, wasright there,
before hiseyes. The one he'd developed to producethefirst anencefalic chimpanzees, before they moved
on to pseudo-humans. But hereit was all credited to Toeger and his cronies.

He slid back and grabbed the armrests of his chair. "You bastard,” he said.

"I beg your pardon,” she said still laughing. And, after a pause: "Gabriele, are you still there?”

"I've been screwed.”

"What in the world are you talking about?"

"Toeger'sdoneit thistime. He's broken the agreement. He'staken over my research."”



"Gabriele." He heard her draw in aquick breath. "Gabriele, don't say another word. I'm coming
right over."

Gabriele quickly ran through the pros and cons of having Debbie as a confidante. Her surprise
seemed to be genuine but he had never really figured out who knew what at Biogas.

"Listen to me, Gabriele. The important thing is not to do anything rash. Anything that you'll
regret, you know, careerwise. I'll just get my car keys and be there in two minutes."

"No," he said, but the line was a ready dead.

Gabriele held hishandstight against hisface. Everyonewho collaborated on the covert activities
of Biogas knew that their individual ideas, if profitable, would be quietly remunerated. There was an
intricate system of paymentsfor analyses and consultations, which would appear to have been carried out
for aclinic owned by asister company in Palmera, in the Lower Antilles. Toeger was the onewho, on a
case by case basis, decided the time and mode for the publications by the researchers who worked on the
fifthlevel. Results of the research were carefully filtered into the scientific community so that methods
and products could be commercialized. But only when this would not endanger their final goal. And
nothing authorized Toeger to claim the glory and reap the economic awards of other peopl€e's research.

Thefirst ring of the bell jolted him out of his thoughts. With the second and third ring, every
neuron in hisbrain directed him to the door, but something el se held him back.

After several minutesthe doorbell grew silent and the telephone began ringing. Gabriele threw
off hisearphone and waited, imagining Debbie outside, her cell phone pressed against her ear. Shedidn't
call out. Shewouldn't risk that; not in the secure area.

The car door lammed a moment later and the engine turned over. He went to the window and
pushed aside the edge of the curtain. White swirls of evening fog dipped to the ground as Debbie's Nissan
slowly pulled away from the curb and started down the silent street.

It waslate, when he sat in hisbed and waited for the pill to take effect. He glanced at the book that
lay across his knees. Girolamo Savonarola, the fifteenth century monk, was depicted in profile on the
cover. Hisenormous hooked nose, the onevisible eye, bulging defiantly, and histhin lips, drawn together
inafrown, all communicated his sense of mission, hisfanaticism.

The Medicis and other rich and noble families fled Florence for safer places, but those who
stayed, even the wealthy, converted to the words of Savonarola. The unarmed prophet, ashewas called,
preached hisholy war against the corruption of the church and the papacy and the lords of thisworld, and
thousands flocked to the piazze and cast their paintings, books and elegant clothesinto the bonfires of the
vanities. Gabriele had reached the sermons of that Lent, as Savonarola, before his packed church, calmly
proclaimed hisreadinessto die. But he couldn't have known that only threeyearslater the popewould be
victorious and the acrid smell of hisown and hisdisciples burned flesh would fill the streets of Florence.

Gabriele too was a believer, in his own way. His pseudo-humans would provide an immense
service, an almost limitless supply of organsto replace diseased or decrepit ones, and without the danger
of regjection. And if both he and Biogas stood to make an enormous amount of money from the vast and
hungry market, so what? Money fueled research in amarket economy, nobody disputed that.

But now he didn't see the sense of hisbeing pushed aside, in spite of the official rhetoric, the new
office and the pay raise. Just asthe company was finally on the brink of turning a profit, an incredible
profit, why risk having an unhappy employee, especially one who had been so instrumental in making it
al possible? And one who knew so much.

Hethought of the party, the speechesand Toeger'srigid embrace. At least, in Giotto'sfrescoes of
Jesus arrest in the garden of Gethsemane, Judaswas obvious. Among all the other disciples, hewasthe
onewith no halo.

The next morning the New York Times carried afirst page article about the brainless monkey that
had been clonedin California. The controversieswould soon follow, but inthe meantime Toeger'sacademic
prestige would shoot as high as the company shares. Gabriele reached for the Excedrin bottle.



At Biogas hewalked straight up to the third floor. Toeger's secretary stood up, raising amanicured
hand: "1'm sorry, Dr Palladino, but..."

Gabriele sidestepped her and marched into Toeger's office, with the copy of thearticlein hishand.

Toeger was semi-reclined in his upholstered leather armchair. He caressed his coffee mug, his
head leaning into the telephone cradled on his shoulder. His eyes met Gabriele's for a second and he
gestured for himto sit down.

"What | wish to emphasize hereisthat thisis ateam effort..."

Toeger's smile seemed to bite into the receiver. Under his white lab coat, his broad shoulders
filled out histailored gray suit.

"Yes, theinitial ideawas mine, but without the collaboration of the whole group..."

Gabriele leaned against the wall, his hands heavy at his side, and shot another glance at Toeger.
No horns or goat feet, but one of his black Italian leather shoes, shined to amirror finish, was beating a
rhythm against the carpet. The Devil. He turned the image over several timesin hismind. The Devil,
shod by Bruno Magli.

"What makes us different is our ability to work together toward acommon objective. Just likea
family. | am firmly convinced this has enabled usto succeed where others havefailed.”

Family values. He'd already heard it a hundred times. It always made a good finale to an
interview, in harmony with the times and the values of a society that believesin great ideals.

Toeger put down the receiver with asigh of satisfaction.

"Gabriele, tchow. What an honor. | don't think I've seen you in my office three times in three
years."

"Did you write this stuff?"

Toeger's answering smile would have swallowed up even Gabriele'sfamily, if he'd had one.

"Well now, if | signedit...”

"But Interceptor's mine." Hefelt hisvoicerise out of thetightnessin his chest.

Toeger'sfoot didn't miss a beat on the beige carpet. "Don't tell me you're not happy with us? Or
maybe you're not making enough money?"

When Gabriele passed through her office, Toeger's secretary was still standing at her desk. She
had agreen folder clutched tight against her chest and her grayish brown hair wasdlightly askew. Gabriele
crumpled the article into ahard ball, pitched it into the wastebasket next to her chair and left.
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