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From the Publisher

ll the idiots who have been running this magazine since its inception have 
been sacked. Then we hired an all-new editorial staff, and we fired them, too. 
Then we hired both staffs back and made them fight to the death in a mock 

naval battle in the manner of the Roman Emperors of old. Then we sobered up and 
realized we’d only talked about doing the last thing. This made us sad, so we fired 
everybody we hadn’t fired before, like that one guy who’s been hiding in the broom 
closet, muttering about Cthulu. That guy gave us the willies.

In any case, we have moved. UJ is now available at a new place, which means we 
can finally do what we’ve dreamed of doing since we incepted it: offer subscriptions 
to our readers. But really, it means we get to do it some more. That’s how it works 
when you put your own journal out: every issue is a victory.

This one is solid, and packed with great stuff. Some serials are continuing: Catakuri 
makes a reappearance, answering the question of why cats put up with us at all. And 
there’s Void, which in a third chapter makes that swing from suggesting the threat 
to unmasking it. It gets better with every chapter. New pieces include Alpha 
Biotechnical Solutions, a classic piece of post-modern dread at the tech-world we’ve 
created, and Infinite Monkey Union, which is what happens when one of us makes a 
bet that they can turn a philosophical trope into a piece of fiction.

That leaves only the obligatory screed, because dudgeon is the means by which one 
demonstrates intellect. I decided to make this one about the things that people 
complain about that they shouldn’t, because complaining about them is stupid. 
Because I say so.

Anyway, enjoy your subscriptions!

Thomas Fitz
Publisher

A



5 Things to Stop Pretending We Dislike
A Puritanical Screed by Thomas Fitz

1.The Word “Moist”. 

The Western World needs to get over itself regarding 
this perfectly functional word. There are things that are 
dry, and things that are wet, and things that are not-
really-either. The word for them is “moist”. It refers to 
a certain level of “moisture”. It’s a rich word with a 
grand history, and you all need to stop acting like 
someone just sprayed the room with vaporized racial 
slurs when it is uttered. Being skeeved out by “moist” is 
the linguistic equivalent of allergies and other 
autoimmune disorders: you don’t have anything really 
gross or repellent in your life, so your psyche has to 
make something up. The world is moist. Deal with it.

2. Clowns. 

Can we admit that clowns are not scary in and of 
themselves? Are we so hypnotized by the entertainment 
industry that we do not recognize that a thing is scary 
only when its outside of its proper context? Imagine 
yourself driving down a dark road late at night. 
Suddenly, your headlights illuminate something 
standing, still as a tomb, on the side of the road. Notice 
how almost anything you see here will be creepy. A 
clown, a tax attorney, a young girl holding a puppy, it 
doesn’t matter. Nothing belongs on the side of a dark 
road late at night, therefore whatever it is represents the 
dread unknown. And before your bring up John Wayne 
Gacy, realize that every serial killer known to man had 
some kind of day job to pay the bills. The BTK Killer 
installed security alarms in people’s homes for ADT. 
Creepy, right? But we don’t wig out and make dull 
jokes every time someone mentions the ADT security 
guy. Clowns are not scarier than anything else. We 
keep this up, and eventually they’ll be as dry a source of 
horror as vampires.

3. Candy Corn. 

Let me put this in today’s uber-trendy terms: I am so 
over everyone’s candy privilege. I know the fat kids of 
today can’t relate, because they’ve been stuffing their 
face holes with processed sugar since they’ve been old 
enough to lift the stuff, but it used to be that you only 
got to gorge on sweets maybe three days of the year: 
Your birthday, Christmas, and glorious Halloween. I 
used to spend hours cleaning up the neighborhood with 
a pillow case full of sweet stuff, because if I rationed it 
out, I could have a piece of candy every day for months. 
One year I made that stash last until March. So nothing 
that anyone chose to give out was beneath me. No, not 
even little packets of raisins; raisins are yummy as long 
as they’re not hiding in oatmeal cookies tricking me into 
thinking they’re chocolate chips. Only the Jehovah’s 
Witness house giving out tiny pamphlets about how 
Satan Has Many Tricks But Jesus Has Many Treats was 
irksome. So eat your $&%^ing candy corn and be 
grateful it’s there. Maybe don’t eat a whole bagful of it 
and it won’t make you sick. You know, like every other 
candy.

4. Lists. 

Because ironic self-awareness with accompanying self-
deprecation is the rhetorical shibboleth by which 
someone demonstrates that he doesn’t hold himself 
above the slobbering masses while he’s in the process of 
doing exactly that. Something something Buzzfeed 
something something. Are we done yet?

5. Whatever. 

Call this the center square and insert something you like 
that others don’t. Fish Sticks. Adam Sandler movies. 
That one Wallflowers song. I don’t care, and neither 
does anyone else. UJ



Infinite Monkey Union
by David LeBlanc

“If an army of monkeys were strumming on typewriters they might write all the books of the British Museum.”
-Arthur Eddington, 1928

“Everything would be in its blind volumes. Everything: the detailed history of the futre, Aeshylus’ The Egyptians, the exact number of times that 
the waters of he Ganges have reflected the flight of a falcon, the secret and true nature of Rome, the encyclopedia Novalis would have 
constructed, my dreams and half-dreams at dawn on August 14, 1934, the proof of Pierre Fermat’s theorem, the unwritten chapters of Edwin 
Drood, those same chapters translated into the language spoken by the Garmantes, the paradoxes Berkley invented concerning Time bu didn’t 
publish, Urizen’s books of iron, the prematures epiphanies of Stephen Dedalus, which would be meaningless before a cycle of a thousand years, 
the Gnostic Gospel of Basilides, the song the sirens sang, the complete catalog of the Library, the proof of the inaccuracy of that catalog. 
Everything: but for every sensible line or accurate fact there would be millions of meaningless cacophanies, verbal farragoes, and babblings. 
Everything: but all the generations of mankind could pass before the dizzying shelves - shelves that obliterate the day and on which chaos lies - 
ever reward them with a tolerable page.

-Jorge Luis Borges, 1939

ike tendrils shooting from the mind of comical 
omniscience, the floors upon floors of monkeys 
typing turned in gentle spirals away from the 

central control desk through the various states of possibility 
towards the edge of pure chaos. Out there, where being and 
nonbeing coexisted and the Laws of Logic were mere 
suggestions, the monkeys shifted genomes rapidly, going 
from simple marmosets to blue monkeys to great apes and 
back again within the space of a breath. But this change of 
form did not slow down the work. The clack-clack-clacking 
of their dexterous digit and slapping fists proceeded. Amid 
the golden luminescence that Front Office provided, this 
persistent sound came in contrapuntal waves that 
occasionally provided rhythm and harmony.

The infinity of monkeys had always been typing, with short 
rests, since the beginning, whenever that was. This was shift 
work; as a monkey stepped away, to eat some fruit or a 
wand of sugar bugs, to take a nap on the pillowy soft leaves 
of the mighty Morpheus Tree, to merrily fling a handful of 
poop against the wall of Being, where it would be funneled 
down to feed the trees, another would finish his meal, 
awaken, or run his hands through the Waters of Life to clean 
them, and take his place at the workstation. With an infinity 
of monkeys, there was never a gap in the typing. If you 
looked at it long enough, this too took on the appearance of 
intricate rhythm. 

Mike had looked at it long enough. His job involved nothing 

L else. Front Office had titled him the Executive of Experimental 
Creation Division, but in practice he was little more than the 
monitor of an infinity of halls. The monkeys typed away without 
taking any notice of him. Their needs were provided by the 
automation of the Trees and Waters, spinning gracefully to their 
trapezoidal mulitiplicity of tasks without his management. Even 
disputes among the monkeys seemed to resolve themselves of 
their own accord. No action on his part was needed. All he did 
was watch.

To describe him as bored would not express it. He passed 
boredom by aeons ago. Boredom was the dissonance between 
the expectation of action and the lack of action. That 
expectation could not survive the sheer passivity of his role. His 
mind no longer looked forward to a future point when he 
would be needed to do something, to draw forth his fiery will 
and drive it to the goals Front Office demanded. The tedium 
had drained even the memory of his will from him. Like a pearl 
in the mouth of an angry clam, perfect momentary awareness, 
total present consciousness, had seeped into every part of his 
mind. There was only the watching. There were only the 
monkeys, clacking away.

A memo from Front Office sat on his desk. He did not recall 
when it had arrived. Perhaps it, like the monkeys and their 
typewriters, had always been there, and his noticing it now 
meant that the time to read it had arrived. Perhaps a lemur had 
dropped it off while he was watching the Morpheus Tree shift 
shape just as needed to let some weary monkey rest his bones. 



You could never tell with Front Office.

Mike lifted the memo with his left hand and opened it with 
his right, feeling and hearing the crisp folded paper rub 
against itself as he did so. He smelled fresh ink. The 
typeface displayed a single sentence, without signature:

Meeting with Luke today.

Mike frowned. He did not know what this meant, but it 
meant nothing good. He sipped at the cup before him, 
savored the sweet taste of it.

And then a few dozen floors of monkeys exploded. The 
shockwave made the system sway sickeningly against the 
edges of known understanding for a few moments. Bits of 
charred flesh stuck itself in chunks to all in the vicinity and 
flaming typewriter paper screamed through the air like 
birds of wrath. Mike felt the blast full on his face and anger 
and excitement merged 
perfectly. His soul lept up; 
he stood upon his desk in a 
pure fighter’s stance, his 
will burning in his hand like 
a honed blade of perfect 
diamond rage. He looked up amid smoke and death and 
screaming angry monkeys as Luke descended on him from 
above.

Luke came down on the invisible elevator and he did not 
move a hair while he did so. He watched the exploded 
floors reconstruct themselves out of the air with the barest 
hint of a smirk on his face. His dark charcoal suit was 
pressed and clean and shimmered slightly in the 
luminescence. He stepped off the invisible elevator and 
stood before Mike’s desk.

“Mike,” he said, in a tone perfectly even and polite, but 
which Mike was sure contained condescension.

“Luke,” said Mike, still standing on his desk.

“Are you going to sit down?” said Luke.

“Shouldn’t I be the one saying that?”

“That would be appropriate protocol, yes. But I find 
protocol limiting.”

Mike wanted to hit him, to shove him through all measures 
of reality to an infinite distance and chain him to a rock by 
his guts and leave him there. But this was supposed to be a 

meeting. And Luke was the Resources Rep. He had suction with 
Front Office. But Mike had never liked him.

“Sit down,” said Mike, climbing off his desk. Luke sat down. 
Mike sat down.

“Front Office hasn’t told me much…” he began.

“Front Office doesn’t know much,” Luke interrupted.

Mike chewed the inner part of his cheek.

“Your face is on fire,” said Luke.

Mike put his hand to his face. It was on fire. He put his hands 
and covered his face. The heat of the flame felt good against his 
palm, growing and burning and filling him with the warm 
bloody desire to rip Luke in half, before it gutted out.

“I suppose I have you to thank for that.”

Luke smiled. “The principles of 
negotiation depend upon a 
posit ion of strength. The 
perception of strength depends 
upon a display of power.”

“What are we negotiating?”

Luke reached into his jacket and pulled out a scroll tied with 
cloth-of-gold. He laid it on Mike’s desk. Mike picked it up and 
opened it. He read it:

“The 451st Typing Bonobos Local announce their intention to 
strike unless the following demands are met…”

Mike looked up at Luke. “What is this?”

“It is the demand of the exploited,” said Luke. “These monkeys 
are done being the mindless tools of the powers-that-be.”

Mike rolled his eyes. Luke was always pulling this shit. Always 
trying to find inefficiencies and problems in the system. He just 
wanted attention, some said. Gabby said that. 

“He has a lot of good qualities,” Gabby had said, in a 
conversation that Mike was just remembering now. “But they get 
a little jumbled sometimes. Out of order.” In his memory, Gabby 
was warning him about this very confrontation. But that was 
absurd. She couldn’t have known about it.

A spider monkey riding on a Barbary ape brought Luke a cigar. 
Luke accepted it politely, brought fire to his thumb, lit the cigar, 
and sucked it to ash in one breath. Then he made the ash fly into 

The shockwave made the system sway 
sickeningly against the edges of known 

understanding for a few moments.



the air and sparkle like dewdrops on a rainbow. The spider 
monkey applauded. The Barbary ape applauded, which 
caused the spider monkey to fall off his saddle. The spider 
monkey did not like this, and slapped at the ape. The ape 
took it in stride, and gently hoisted the spider monkey 
back on his shoulders, and off they went.

“Drink?” said Mike.

Luke sighed. “Sure, why not.” He resumed his seat.

Mike clapped his hands and a sour-faced black capuchin in 
a bow-tie, evening coat, and cummerbund tottled over 
with a golden tray with a crystal decanter and goblets. He 
poured Pimm’s Cup mixed with unicorn tears and served 
both.

Luke scowled at this display. “Really?” he said.

“Hey, if having a monkey in a suit pour me drinks is wrong, 
then I don’t want to be right.” The black capuchin snorted.

A parade of geese wandered through. The air of deepest 
reality flowed fragrant and sweet through the tendrils. The 
monkeys clack-clacked.

“So,” said Luke, “How’s Gabby?”

Mike swallowed his drink. He’d never really believed that 
Gabby and Luke were a thing. And Luke asking about 
Gabby didn’t mean that they were. It would be just like 
him to bring it up just to fuck with his head. Still, though.

“She’s fine,” Mike said. “After we get done, you should 
come by. She’d love to see you.”

“I’d like that,” Luke said, evenly. “But I have a thing. Which 
is to say, Bella has a thing, and I need to be there. You know 
how that is.”

“You and Bella? When did that happen?”

“Oh, little while, little while.”

“Huh. Bella’s….Bella’s interesting.”

“Yeah, she’s fun.”

“Isn’t she into…bugs or something?”

“Flies. She has flies. Very devoted to them, too. It’s 
touching.”

“What are flies?”

“Bugs.”

“Okay.”

They sat and drank. When they were done, the capuchin returned 
and rendered their empty vessels unto the ether from which they 
came. 

“So, Mike, let’s get down to it.”

“Okay.”

“The 451st Typing Bonobo’s is not a gag. The strike is real. We can 
shut this place down. All you need to do to avoid this is to accede 
to our demands.”

Mike picked up the scroll again and looked at it. “You want eight-
hour shifts, medical benefits, a comprehensive worldview 
complete with empirical falsifiability. And a coke machine in the 
cafeteria.” Mike looked at Luke. “We don’t have a cafeteria.”

“We also want a cafeteria.”

“Luke, you can’t be serious with this. None of this stuff is 
necessary. The monkeys don’t need it.”

“You don’t know what they need.”

“Neither do you. You’re gonna tell me that this…451st Bonobos 
Local actually had a meeting?”

“Yes.”

“A meeting. With Bonobos.”

“Yes.”

“Wherein they told you that they wanted a coke machine in the 
nonexistent cafeteria.”

“Yes…basically…Look, some of the demands were shaped to 
make a coherent narrative, but that doesn’t mean they don’t 
accurately reflect the bonobos’ feelings.”

“What exactly did they say?”

“Mostly that they were hungry. And one of them had an itch on his 
butt. That went away, though.”

“That accounts for the medical. And the cafeteria. What about the 
falsifiable worldview?”

“I…gleaned that…from the general sense of…”



“…bullshit.”

“Okay, yes…”

Several chimpanzees were dancing along an outer tendril 
in an impromptu display of acrobatics. They were 
screeching in delight until the smallest one of them 
slipped and fell, bounced off a bow of the Morpheus tree, 
and launched onto a vector that would inevitably splatter 
him like warm yogurt against the Wall of Being at the 
outer edges of existence. Then they screeched with even 
more delight.

“You realize that we have every variety of monkey here. 
Not just Bonobos.”

“The union is very tolerant. It’s not just for Bonobos. 
There were even green monkeys in attendance.”

“Wait a second,” said Mike, “the 451st? Why that 
number?”

“There have been earlier attempts that did not achieve the 
same level of success.”

“You tried 450 times to start a monkey union?”

“Something like that,” said Luke, “Who remembers? That’s 
not the point.”

“Luke, man, what happened to you? You’re the Resource 
Rep. You’re a big deal. Why the sudden need to put 
yourself against the Front Office.”

“I’m not putting myself against, necessarily. I just want 
someone to give me a sense of what I’m to be repping. 
Morale is low in my department.”

“Your department?”

“Of me. Look, this isn’t the point. Are you gonna tell me 
that you’ve been happy watching these monkeys type all 
this time?”

“Happy? The hell is ‘happy’? I have a job. I do it. I don’t 
have to get it. There doesn’t have to be an explanation.”

“Man, if you’re satisfied with that, I don’t know what to 
tell you.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about this,” Luke said, with a wave of his hand 
to the vast clack-clacking mass around him. “What is all 

this for? What purpose does this serve? Why are resources, 
infinite resources, being used to maintain this exercise? What 
does anyone gain from it?”

“Front Office doesn’t explain these things to us, Luke. You 
know that.”

“Of course I do. But I am no longer satisfied with that. I am 
tired of doing without understanding. I want to know, to really 
know, what Front Office has in mind.”

“So this is about you.” 

“It’s about all of us, Mike. Don’t you want to know why you sit 
here and watch fucking monkeys fling poop onto a page?”

“They don’t fling their poop onto the pages.”

“They might as well,” said Luke. And he stood and strode to the 
nearest workstation, where a green monkey had been clacking 
away. He yanked the paper out. The monkey screeched at Luke, 
and Luke swung a backhand at it, but it tumbled away, and as 
Luke gave the paper to Mike, reloaded the typewriter and got 
back to work.

Mike looked at the paper:

f h e y c k m m k z A 9 3 u 7 e e h j g g u q 2 8 7 r 4 [ p s a k f d 6 5 
jtyhadsyfvlc,mebwe9fhjet66t4r4

sHAll I compare th33 to a SUMMER’s d@y?

Thou arT afdsjnkn13450u8gfp9y0afdsbh093787

“So what?” said Mike.

“Gibberish,” said Luke. “Complete gibberish.”

“There’s words in the middle there.”

“Is that what you call them? What the fuck is ‘SUMMER’? What 
is a ‘d@y’? Those aren’t words, they’re sounds. They don’t 
mean anything.”

“Maybe they’re supposed to mean something.”

“They don’t mean anything to me. Or you. Or these poor slobs 
who are making them. The whole thing is pointless.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I don’t know anything. That’s the whole point. Why should we 
continue if we don’t know what we’re doing?”

“What difference does it make? We do it, because that’s what 



we do. You have some other use for your time?”

“Come on, Mike. You’re better than that.”

Mike stood up, the urge to battle rising with him. “Don’t 
you tell me about what I’m better than. You don’t get to 
define ‘better’ when you blow up a stack of monkeys just 
to wave your status in my face.”

“Balls,” said Luke. “You’re the one keeping them here, 
making them waste their time slapping their nuts against 
keys to produce meaningless slush. You’re exploiting their 
very existence, and you’re not even producing anything!”

Mike’s will came forth again like a blade in his hand, 
burning like the plasma core of unborn stars. He shoved 
his desk aside and charged forward. Luke sprang instantly 
away and Mike went at the first monkey in his line of 
sight, a red-bellied titi. With a stroke that seemed to cut 
the very heart of reality he removed the titi’s head so hard 
that it popped up in the air like a volleyball. With another 
swing he batted the head through a pane of glass that two 
gorillas had brought over at just that moment, across 
parsecs of empty space, and right back to the still-flailing 
titi’s body. It reattached itself instantaneously and the 
monkey loaded another sheet of paper into the 
typewriter.

Shards of shimmering glass from the window dropped 
prettily through existence, becoming a soft rain 
underneath that watered the trees of life. The gorillas beat 
their chests noisily and then waved middle fingers at 
Luke.

“Meaninglessness cuts both ways, asshole,” said Mike. “If 
you can blow them up and they bounce back, then what 
value does their time have?” 

Luke stood up, and his eyes were as black as the darkest 
moment of life, the moment beyond birth when the self-
conception collapses into mere potentiality. Luke’s eyes 
seemed to say that he would willingly devour everything 
that ever was or had been or will be. Mike felt the need to 
attack those eyes, to split them apart with a rip of his 
sharp fiery will, but it passed. Because the other thing he 
felt was fear, fear of the hatred and emptiness that sat 
alone amid the pillars of existence. It could not be 
destroyed. It wasn’t even there. It only poisoned 
everything that was. And there it was, in Luke’s eyes.

One of the marmosets leaned too far into his typewriter 

and fell into the keys. He tried to jump back out but 
misunderstood his position and only managed to get himself 
more stuck. Other marmosets came around. Some tried to pull 
him out, but others started typing things onto his face

There was a memo on Mike’s desk. “Did you put that there?”

Luke turned to look at it. “No.”

Mike looked about for the lemur, but didn’t see him. “Did you 
see a lemur…?”

“What? Open the memo.”

Mike opened it with less hesitation and less satisfaction. He read 
the contents quietly, then gave a grave nod.

“Well?” said Luke.

“You got their attention. This is going to arbitration.”

Luke stood up. “Arbitration? That’s…what is that?”

Mike thought for a minute. “I actually don’t know. Sounds official, 
though.”

“Well, of course it’s official, it’s from Front Office…Are they 
doing this, this arbitration?”

“I guess so. It says someone from Front Office is coming up to 
take over.”

“Who?”

Mike looked at the memo again. “Says his name is Josh. I’ve never 
met him, but I hear he’s a big deal in the organization.”

“I’ve heard of him as well. But I don’t know…something about 
this…it doesn’t…”

Luke was interrupted by the arrival of Josh, who came from the 
opposite direction as he had, rising up from the Root of All 
Things following a beam of light that burst up from below. As he 
came, the monkeys would stop typing and look at him, before 
returning to their work as he moved past them. This caused a 
kind of ripple moving through the typing, an almost musical 
counterpoint to the staccato rhythm. When he arrived, both Mike 
and Luke watched him with a kind of dread admiration. His hair 

“His hair was gold – not blonde, gold – 
and so were his eyes, which sparkled like 

lesser fires of the Luminescence.”



was gold – not blonde, gold – and so were his eyes, which 
sparkled like lesser fires of the Luminescence. His suit was 
white and draped his frame. 

“Hi, fellas,” he said, in a voice like spun honey being 
areosoled into the atmosphere, “Thanks for waiting.”

“Sure,” said Mike. Luke said nothing.

“So, I hear tell there’s some confusion as to what we’re 
doing here, and why.”

“No confusion,” Luke said, his voice a full register softer, 
“we simply don’t know what we’re doing. The Why 
follows.”

“And you thought the best way to learn this would be to 
promise a herd of bonobos bananas in exchange for 
signatures.”

“Did you do that, Luke?” said Mike. 

Luke shrugged. “Damn, man,” said Mike.

“You certainly made a splash, Luke,” said Josh, sitting on 
Mike’s desk with one leg. “No one can take that away from 
you.”

“But do I get answers?”

“If we haven’t given you answers before, why would we 
give them now, based on this non-threat? The number of 
monkeys that are on break or sleeping at any given 
moment exceeds the numbers of our so-called union. 
Even if you got all of them to strike, which you won’t, 
we’d never notice the difference. You have no power here. 
You have no play.”

Luke glared at Josh, and his glare took on the same glow 
of the void. Mike felt the same shudder he had previously, 
frozen by nothing. Did Josh feel this? He had to, right?

Josh stepped off Mike’s desk, took a step towards Luke, 
and putting his hands in his pockets looked Luke in the 
eyes. Mike watched them stare at each other. They stared 
for what seemed like a terribly long time. The monkeys 
near Mike’s desk stopped typing, and turned to look as 
well. Then the monkeys further on. Then the monkeys 
further than that. Before Mike noticed it, the typewriters 
had all fallen to silence.

“You hear that?” said Luke. “That’s my play. That’s what 
bringing you here accomplished. That’s the union of 

infinity, drawn to the spectacle. I just did what I said I would 
do, and you helped me. What’s your play?”

The air took on an electric charge. The light and shadow 
comingled over Josh and Luke’s face like the eternal Yin and 
Yang each making their respective claims for both of them. 

From the root at the center of all things, an alarm rang. It rang 
clear in the silence and the monkeys heard it and looked back 
and forth for someone who knew what it meant or what to do 
about it. Luke flinched and his being tensed as if it was ready to 
explode like a ball of cold flame.

Mike thought of his fiery will. He anticipated the moment of 
attacking Luke, and oddly felt nothing at it. Sure, some part of 
him would prefer that no one make innuendo about Gabby 
ever gain, but that played no part in his readiness. He only 
knew that Luke, at this moment, hated Josh more than he had 
hated anything that ever existed, and that he would destroy 
Josh and everything else if given the chance, and that he, Mike, 
could not allow that to happen. 

On Mike’s desk, the phone rang. This was new, as the phone 
never rang. For that matter, up until that moment there had not 
been a phone. Come to think of it. Mike wasn’t entirely sure 
what a phone did.

Josh stepped away from Luke and picked up the phone. “Josh,” 
he said, and listened to the soft buzz of the other person. Mike 
couldn’t make out what they were saying. “Mm-hmm,” said 
Josh, and then “You’re sure that’s been okayed?” Then he 
listened some more. “All right, I’ll bring him down.” He hung 
up the phone. 

Mike looked at the phone and was sure that it had been on his 
desk forever and that he had never laid eyes on it before. He 
looked at Josh, who was looking at him. “We’ve got this, Mike. 
Have a drink.” Then the Capuchin was there with his Pimm’s 
Cup. 

And then, without even the show of disappearance, Josh and 
Luke were no longer there. The monkeys cheered wildly, 
flinging themselves about on their chairs and clapping their 
hands together in unison. The rhythm of their clapping faded 
into the rhythm of typing and then all was well.

* * *

Beneath the pillars of reality a room sat, bathed in light, in a 
bubble or pocket that held it against the gross probability of its 
nonexistence. It had neither door, nor window, nor egress, nor 



exgress, nor fentel, nor kynop. It could only be entered 
by someone whose mind could conceive it.

In the center of the room a machine with a conical shape 
extended from the ceiling. It pressed paper out of it’s tiny 
mouth and laid it on stone tablets that were brought up 
by an automated device. On the paper were words. 
When the stone tablets were filled with words the 
machine paused and the tablets were shunted on a 
conveyer belt out of the room through a wide golden 
slot.

Josh became there, and Luke with him. The change of 
locus changed put them at opposite sides of the room, 
and so the stare-down, which Josh had interrupted but 
Luke never had, finally ended by an unspoken mutual 
agreement. 

“Are you going to make me ask?” Luke said.

“An infinity of monkeys typing on an infinity of 
typewriters produces an infinity of gibberish, as you call 
it, if you try to read what each monkey produces on his 
paper one at time. An infinity of monkeys is still 
monkeys. This is what the monkeys are doing.” Josh said, 
hands still in pockets. 

Luke looked at the conical machine, and the stone 
tablets, and the conveyer belt, and said “Do they know 
that?”

“Of course not. They don’t question what they’re doing 
so long as they get fed. That’s why we use them.”

“Yeah, that’s the problem. That’s what I fucking want you 
to make clear to me!”

“No, it isn’t. What you want is to have the process for 
your own.”

“That’s bullshit.”

“Is it?”

Luke cast his eyes down. “Okay, so if that’s your 
assessment of me, what are we doing here then?”

“You’ve been cleared. You get to know anything you 
want.”

Luke bit his lip. “Why Monkeys?”

Josh smiled. “Why not?”

“That isn’t an answer.”

“That’s because the question is wrong. You’re asking as if there 
was some alternative to monkeys that we opted against. In 
point of fact, monkeys only exist to type randomly at 
keyboards. We wanted a creature that could see what it was 
doing and enjoy doing it and not care about the why.”

“Why is that important?”

Josh sighed, and in that sigh hung the sorrows of time. 
“Because for this bit here we just wanted to get the damn thing 
done. The capacity to care about the why will be important 
later, and the monkeys are part of the prototype process for 
that creature. But this had to come first. And it just did.”

“What? What just came.”

Josh kneeled down, and taking his hands out of his pockets for 
the first time, reached down and picked up the first of a stack 
of stone tablets that were filed together in a box. He lifted it 
carefully and handed it to Luke.

Luke read it with a child’s bemusment:

GENESIS

I. 1 In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth. 
2 Now the earth was formless void, there was darkness over 
the deep, and God’s spirit hovered over the water.

3 God said “Let there be light,” and there was light. 4 God 
saw that the light was good, and God divided the light from 
the darkness…

Luke stared up at Josh, who stared back, his golden eyes full of 
sympathy.

“You realized of course that you’re fired.”

“I want out.”

“You’ll get that.”

And then they both were gone, and neither ever appeared in 
that form again. UJ



Void, Chapter 3
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ang got back to the Vulture and everything was fine. 
He made his way forwards past the mess hall and 
into the Walk, where the crew kept their quarters. 

Here alone the ship was laid out with a sense of decor, with 
deep shining blue walls and soft light. The quarters were all 
kept away from each other so that you could not see any 
door from the hallway.

Jae Havensy met him walking along the same corridor - on 
the ceiling. She said it was for test purposes,  but Lang 
suspected that she just like messing with everyone. For one 
thing, she never said what exactly was being "tested": the 
gyros that controlled the art-grav, or the magnetic boots 
that she used to fool it. For another, she went out of her way 
to sneak up on crew-mates when she did it, and every time 
people did double-takes. As with the slide out of warp, no 
matter how many times you saw it, you experienced that 
filament out doubt that you were really seeing it. Normally 
Lang didn't even acknowledge her.

"Everything testing out, Jae?"

"These boots still work, Skipper. So that's something," 
replied Jae.

"How do you mean?"

With a dancer's grace Jae pulled a boot off the ceiling, let 
her body pull down with it, and then released the other. She 
stuck the landing, as she always did.

"I dunno," Jae said, brushing her blonde bangs from her 
face, "Do you get the feeling that something's...off around 
here?"

"That's not uncommon, Jae," said Lang.

"This ain't my first trip around the moon, Skipper. I know 
when the Void is getting to you. This isn't that. I can't put my 
finger on it, but people seem weird all of a sudden."

"Maybe the Void is getting to them."

"All at once?"

"It could happen. Like that control ship booming into the star."

"Protostar. I see your point, but ... it's not like they're all slipping, 
they're just all... off."

"Example."

"Okay, so Kronz went in to debrief Zool while you scoped the 
prize, right."

Lang ought to have rolled his eyes at what they both knew that 
meant. He ought to have felt some twinge of jealousy. But his 
sudden indifference was still upon him. "Right," he said.

"And I would have figured they'd be in there at least until the 
next shift closed. Alera's the new hotness, and you know Kronz."

"I know Kronz."

"But if they were in there five minutes, I'll hand my share over. 
Kronz was aft not ten minutes later, talking some urgent shit to 
Hunstail. I turn around and they were both gone."

Lang looked down the corridor as he processed this. For a second 
he thought he had seen someone else down the end where Jae just 
came. But there was no one there.

"Who's in engineering now?" he said at last.

"Covey took the watch. I decided to test these boots, make sure 
my head was clear."

"And it is?"

"I've gone down the drills, Skipper. I'm right as the disc of Saturn. 
But something else isn't."

"Jae," said Lang, "I believe you. There's something about Zool. 
Come with me to the bridge. I want to check the d-reader, and it 
would be good to have an engineer with me when I did it."

L



"Sure thing."

* * *

He entered expecting to find someone and finding no one. 
He had called from the prize and talked to Zool - hadn't 
he? - but she was not here. Kronz wasn't here. No one was 
here. Jae scanned the room as though she, too, was looking 
for someone. They looked at each other.

He sat down in his captain's chair and found it cold. No 
one had sat in it, at least, even when Zool was here. Jae sat 
down where Kronz had sat while the Vulture had warped 
away from disaster. She scratched her left calf where the 
hard outer shell of the magnetic boot dug into the flesh. It 
made Lang remember the way her calves looked, dark in 
her room, akimbo. That thought was pleasant to him.

Business. It was time for business Nothing mattered as 
long as they got the prize back to Proxima. Strictly 
speaking, Land didn't need to yank a d-reader for a 
damage check, but experience had taught him to have his 
own idea of the value of the prize in case the Admiralty 
tried to low-ball him. Then again, after a disaster like that, 
losing a whole damn control ship, they might not want to 
bother. Or they may be in a cost-cutting mood. Impossible 
to say.

Lang had barely processed what had happened to 
the Executor. That was huge. It had been forever since a 
control ship had been lost, period, but to lose one in that 
fashion.

Lang blinked. What fashion had it been? What exactly had 
happened? One minute the Executor had been trying to 
contact him, the next it was flinging itself into a protostar. 
It made no sense. What kind of accident could have led to 
that? If it wasn't and accident, who would have done that, 
and why?

He had no answers. He thought of playing back the 
recording of his dialogue with the Executor, but he 
declined.

Sleep, he thought, sleep would feel good.
A poem crossed his mind, and he enjoyed it for a few 
moments before plugging in the d-reader. 

Data poured across his virtual screen like a waterfall, a 
tsunami. He allowed it to pass by and not attempt to 

understand all of it, to be absorbed in it on a subconscious level. 
He could, thanks to progressive hypnotherapy, imagine himself 
falling with the data, swimming through it like a fish in the 
ocean. He and Jae would find what they needed.

He stayed in this reverie for a long time, peaceful and content. 
However, he did not find what he was looking for. He snapped 
suddenly out of it, unaware of how much time had passed, 
unsure what had brought him to awareness. The stars seemed 
different: some manner of redshift had occurred.

"Skipper," Jae said, "Something's not right."

"You said that," said Lang.

"No, I mean with the prize."

"What? The prize is fine. One of the best we've had." There was 
more vehemence in his voice than he anticipated. What was 
going on with him?

"Yeah, structurally, it's intact, it's worth credits out the ass. But 
look, Skipper. Look at this." She pointed a single finger at a 
single data stream. 

Lang blinked several times before he understood what he was 
reading. "That kind of radiation...shouldn't be there."

"It shouldn't. Attack ships don't have those kind of engines. 
They're liquid-oxygen blimps, for St. Olga's sake. That kind of 
radiation signature..."

"...only comes off a warp drive."

"Exactly."

"Why the hell would an attack ship have a warp drive?"

"They wouldn't. They don't. Attack ships don't warp. Their entire 
function is to be controlled within tactical space. Absent a 
control ship, they..."

"What?" said Lang.

"I...I don't even know. It's the great open question. What 
happens when an attack ship loses its master? Does it start killing 
everything or does it shut down?"

"You're telling me the Admiralty has never lost a control ship 
before?"



"Not without losing all the attack ships first. That's basic 
tac doctrine, super conservative. The idea is you put a 
control ship someplace the buzzdroids don't want it, and 
make the bastards come at it, while the attack ships rip the 
buzzdroids to pieces."

"Like castles in space..."

Jae nodded. "Strategically offensive, tactically defensive."

Lang looked at Jae, drawing in the depths of her insight. 
"Were you in the Admiralty or something?"

"Once. Took part in an action by Arcturus. That was a 
masterpiece compared to what we just saw."

"How do I not know that?"

Jae gave a wry grin that said everything. "You know who 
should see this," she said, "is Covey. He's a complete nerd 
for the Great Question. And he spent some time as a 
contractor building them on Proxima."

"Gotcha."

He punched in a few commands on the console, and had 
before his eyes the locations of the crew. They were all in 
the mess hall. That was a little strange, as dinner was not 
usually this fast after warp. But it was only a little strange. 
It may be they were all hungry and decided together to 
eat. They'd never done that, but... 

One blip was not in the mess hall. That was Covey.

"You stay here," said Lang. "I'm gonna call Covey up and 
see what the hell everyone else is doing."

* * *

Lang sent Covey a blip to let him know to stay put until 
Lang came to see him. For some reason he wanted to put 
eyes on the rest of the crew. He could have communicated 
with them directly - they all could receive blips on their 
ID nodes - but the fact of them all gathering in the mess 
hall seemed like something he should know about. 
Mutinies were not unheard of among spacers, just rare, 
because even the worst voyage, under the worst captain, 
was something you wanted to get paid for. 

Still, every captain eventually knew about the Hero. A 
mosquito she was, as they called gas-mining vessels from 

the early days before mining stations could be reliably 
serviced. They'd been funneling a methane-alkide mixture 
from a gas giant in Arcturus' system when suddenly the crew 
flipped. They claimed that the Captain, a man named Drift, 
had kept them on round-the-clock shifts and had threatened 
their shares, both no-nos under Union rules. Their response 
was to confine the man to quarters while they held a council 
to determine their next move. Drift somehow snuck out of his 
room and tried to alert the Admiralty, who took charge of all 
mutinies, public or private. Before he could his crew, got hold 
of him, and scared and incensed, fed him to the airlock.

When they finished mining operations they returned to 
Proxima, and reported Drift a victim of an accident. But 
someone talked, and before the week was out the Admiralty 
had leveled charges against the entire crew. Those that 
confessed got hard labor on the Europa mining penitentiary. 
Those that didn't were executed in the manner they had served 
Drift.

The Hero incident made waves through the Union. After that, 
every manned vessel had an escape-proof cell to confine 
unruly passengers. And any incident involving death by airlock 
automatically triggered an Admiralty inquest to investigate foul 
play. Lang remembered Freda Gorlung's inquest. The three-
judge panel, manned by veteran officers, grilled Lang every 
which way, until he started to wonder himself if he had pushed 
Freda out. But he hadn't.

The day he bought his captain's share of the Vulture, Lang 
inspected the escape cell. It was small and grey and clean. In 
three voyages, he had never used it. Something was making 
him wonder. 

He entered the mess hall via a thin portal that was supposed to 
detect movement and open, but for some reason did not 
normally function. The Vulture was not a new ship, and certain 
minor mechanisms did not work as well as they once 
had. Lang had gotten used to the door requiring a hand-tap to 
trigger it. But now, it slid right open, smoothly, as	 though it 
had never had a problem. Lang stood there for a moment in 
the door with his hand out, looking at the scene before him.

Mutinies were not unheard of among 
spacers, just rare, because even the 

worst voyage, under the worst captain, 
was something you wanted to get paid 

for.



Six of his crew were sitting at the center table. They were 
not eating. They were not talking. They were sitting there, 
looking at him, as though they had been waiting for him 
to come in the door. In front of them, standing still as a 
golem, was Alera Zool.

She looked quite as strong and young and full of a 
hinterland childhood on Earth as when she first signed 
on, a hotshot pilot with fresh Union certification, to get a 
share of the Vulture. But that was only the body. Her 
eyes, which had danced with excitement, now regarded 
Lang with a predator's opacity. Lang looked into those 
eyes and the nerves along the back of his head shuddered. 
He did not understand what he was seeing. But the 
strange feeling did not escape him. This was not Alera 
Zool.

Lang repeated this experience with the sitting members 
of his crew. They were all there, and all not there. 
Kel Gaussman and Mara Luntz and Hen Fulgor and 
Obadiah Willems, and next to them, Ed Kronz and Jon 
Hunstail. But the more Lang was sure he was seeing 
them, the more he was sure that they were not there to 
look back at him.

"Skipper" said Zool, and Lang was almost positive he was 
hearing the rest of them say it, too, if just under their 
breath.

Lang said nothing. 

Like a sandcastle breached by an invisible wave Zool and 
the rest of them suddenly dissolved into the same fine 
white dust he had seen on Vulture One. Then together 
the dust gathered into a single pillar and before Lang's 
mind could process what his eyes were seeing it was upon 
him.

He tried to evade but managed no more than a flinch, a 
duck and cover. So this is it, went through his mind.
But it was not it. The beast never came. The blow never 

fell.  After a what seemed like a long time to wait for death, 
Lang looked up and saw the fine white dust sandstorming in a 
perfect hemisphere around him. It was translucent enough to 
allow the mess hall's LED lights to come through, but not 
enough that Lang could see anything beyond it. It seemed to 
hum at a frequency just on the low edge of his hearing. It did 
not sound happy.

Finally this hemisphere dissipated from the apex and flowed 
down and away from Lang. With the speed of rapids it gushed 
out of the mess hall to the aft of the ship.

To engineering.

"Covey," said Lang, and he ran after it.

As he sprinted, he felt his internal pacemaker jolt his system. 
He'd had it installed years ago as an enhancement, something 
that would allow his heart to shove through sudden moments 
of stress and restart after a severe shock to the system. It 
wasn't exactly an experimental procedure, and it wasn't 
exactly commonplace. He saved up two whole shares as First 
Mate of the Expletive Express to get it. He felt it in his 
muscles, hot and tight. He didn't remember the last time he 
ran this fast, as the corridor leading back past the Airlocks to 
Engineering.

Covey was there when he entered, looking quizzically at his 
captain.

"You," said Lang, between breaths.

"Skipper?" said Covey.

"Is that you?" said Lang, which was pointless, because he knew 
it was. Covey stood like that, with his shoulders stooped and 
his head jutted forward like a peacock.

"Who else is it going to be?"

"I don't know. Never mind."

"What's all this?"

"I don't know. We need to get out of here. I need you to see 
something, but first, we need to get out of here."

"Out of where, skipper?"

That thought paused Lang. Where were they going to go? 
There was no way to seal the bridge, or anyplace else, away 

Like a sandcastle breached by an 
invisible wave Zool and the rest of 
them suddenly dissolved into the 
same fine white dust he had seen 

on Vulture One.



from	anyplace	else.

Just	 as	 he	 began	 to	 consider	 this	 problem	
thoroughly,	 9ine	 white	 dust	 began	 to	 pour	 in	
through	the	vents.

"What	the...?"	said	Covey.

"Run!"	said	Lang.

They	took	off	out	of	Engineering	and	made	their	
way	 back	 through	 the	 airlock	 deck.	 They	 ran,	
neither	 knowing	what	 it	 was	 they	were	 dealing	
with,	Covey	knowing	even	less.	They	ran	in	fear.	It	
did	no	good.	The	9ine	white	dust	swarmed	like	a	
whirlwind	 and	 before	 they	 made	 it	 back	 to	 the	
mess	hall	it	had	got	Covey.

Lang	 stopped	 running	and	watched	while	Covey	
screamed	 as	 the	whirlwind	 spun	 the	 9lesh	 from	
his	bones.	He	burst	like	a	balloon	9illed	with	gore	
but	not	a	drop	of	blood	touched	the	ground.	The	
dust	seems	to	draw	it	out	of	the	air,	to	draw	every	
part	of	Covey	into	itself,	leaving	neither	bone	nor	
hair.	When	it	was	all	over,	only	the	dust	remained,	
dropping,	almost	drowsily,	back	to	the	deck.

The	 dust	 rearranged	 itself	 in	 discreet	 piles	 and	
those	 piles	 grew	 and	 took	 shape	 and	 congealed	
until	 the	 six	 crew	members	 he	 saw	 in	 the	mess	
hall	before	were	standing	in	front	of	him.	So	was	
Alera	Zool.	So	was	Dal	Covey.

"No	reason	to	run,	skipper,"	said	Covey,	who	was	
not	Covey.	"It's	me."

Lang	ran	again,	but	as	he	ran,	he	looked	back	and	
saw	 them	 standing	 in	 the	 same	 place,	 watching	
him.	

To	Be	Continued…	UJ



Catakuri - Repose
In this return of our popular feature, our feline overlords give instruction on how best to 

seek rest after those grueling five or six hours of wakefulness.

est is paramount for all feline rulers. Getting 
enough rest keeps the mind sharp and the 
reflexes quick. With a sharp mind a ruler can 

determine the virtue and vice of their subjects. Quick 
reflexes make it possible for the ruler to react to any 
situation that may occur. One should endeavor to 
sleep at least thirteen to twenty hours per day; no 
more, no less.

However, it is often difficult to get sufficient sleep in 
one sitting. One must be prepared to take several 
long naps throughout the course of the day. This 
practice keeps the ruler capable of responding to any 
possible scenario: disturbances within the kingdom; 
the admonition of subjects; the filing of grievances; 
demanding tribute; grooming, and feasting. It is best 
to develop several tactical sleeping places in order to 
get sufficient rest and to be ready to respond to the 
ever changing conditions within one's realm. 

Anywhere you can obstruct your subjects movement 
through the kingdom is a fine place to take a nap. 
Resting in front of a portal, such as a door or screen, 
is one example.  Repose upon a staircase is another 
method. Sleeping in the middle of a hall is yet another 
obstructive possibility. Finding rest in a tub or sink is 
not recommended: anarchic subjects could douse you 
in hateful liquid. Of course, if you should find 
yourself in this predicament, unleash your wrath 
upon your subjects and then file a grievance on 
something they cherish. 

Hidden places are also excellent for napping. In a 
hidden bed you are far less likely to be disturbed by 
subjects. Though your surfs may be larger than you, 
there is much of the kingdom that they cannot see or 
reach. The tops of shelves and appliances, behind 

stairs, in attics, and crawlspaces are all examples of hidden 
places. If you sleep in a particularly well hidden location, 
your subjects may come looking for you. Remember that 
you are never obligated to reveal your secret bed or 
acknowledge your subjects’ plaintive cries. 

Wherever you make your bed, you must ensure it is soft. 
Applying one's claws to the bedding prior to sleeping helps 
to soften and ready it for your rest. It is imperative that you 
soften your bed prior to every slumber.

It must be mentioned that sunbeams enhance repose. No 
matter how extravagant or well hidden your place of rest, it 
will always be enhanced by sunlight. However, long naps in 
the sun may lead to restless sleep, so position yourself 
accordingly for long naps in the sun. 

There are many sleeping positions. One can sleep on one's 
side, in a roll, on one's back, or in a sphinxian loaf, with all 
four limbs tucked in. This list is not exhaustive, nor is any of 
these positions superior to the other. It is important to know 
each and use them when appropriate; doing so will help 
maximize your rest. 

Whenever possible, sleep on one of your serfs. There are 
many tactics that can be employed to make a surf-bed. The 
easiest method is to wait until the surf them self is asleep and 
then sleep on them. Another method is to crawl onto the 
surf demanding tribute and then falling asleep on top of 
them, pinning them in place. The knack of making a surf-bed 
lies in being as difficult to dislodge as possible. If you are 
impossible to move, then your subject will have no choice 
but to begrudgingly accept their lot. Subjects may not take 
kindly to being used as a royal bed, but they are lesser 
creatures and their opinions matter not!   UJ
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Alpha Biotechnical Solutions
By Alfred Underhill

lue Ford Fusion pulled up in front of the suburban 
house. A man in a grey tweed suit and dark 
sunglasses emerged from the car. He stood for a 

moment with the driver side door open sorting through 
papers on the roof, reaching back inside periodically to 
replace some documents with others. Once he seemed 
satisfied by the stack, he placed it on his clipboard. The 
man looked at the house in front of him, then slowly 
turned around in a complete circle. His expression seemed 
to say, "completely average" in response to the subdivision 
around him.  He went through the gate in the fence, 
walked up to the front door, and pressed the doorbell. 

The grey suited one heard a small dog barking on the other 
side of the door. There was a slight scuffle and calls of, 
"Talbot! Talbot! Get down! Down! Go to your home!" The 
barking stopped, the deadbolt unlatched, and the door 
opened. A fair haired woman in her thirties greeted him. 
She looked like an average suburban mom, thought the 
man in the grey suit, yet he was taken aback by her 
uncanny likeness to the client. Well, that answers that 
question, he thought. 

"Good afternoon, ma'am," he said. 

"Hello."

"Are you Miriam P. Hollinger?"

"Yes," she said, her eyes darting to the clipboard, to the 
car, down the street. "What's this about? If you're selling 
something we're really not interested. Also, my kids will 
be getting home in about 10 minutes."

"I won't take much of your time, Mrs. Hollinger. May I 
come in for a moment?"

"What is this about?"

"In the interest of privacy, I think it would be best if I 
explained inside." He said with a shallow smile. Mrs. 
Hollinger stood staring at him for a moment before 
motioning for him to step inside. He entered and the door 

A closed behind him. She showed him to the sitting room where 
they sat opposite one another, the glass coffee table between 
them.

"My name is Christopher Johnson," said the man in the grey 
suit as he removed his sunglasses. Mr. Johnson placed the 
clipboard on the coffee table. "I represent Alpha Biotechnical 
Solutions. I don't suppose you've heard of us?

"No."

"That's unsurprising," he said smirking, "discretion is one of 
our many services. For the sake of brevity, let's just say we 
serve a very...niche market. Our products tend to be one of a 
kind, as are our clients."

"Look, Christopher? I told you that we're really not interested 
in buying anything. Now if you don't mind, I'd like you to be 
gone before my children get home." Mrs. Hollinger was 
getting flush, her tone sharp. 

"I'll be gone in a moment, ma'am. This isn't a sales call: it's a 
write off; a release." He picked up the clipboard and pulled 
the stack of papers and pamphlets free from it. He separated  
the top six sheets of paper and put them onto the clipboard. 
Mr. Johnson handed it to her. "If you could sign and initial 
where indicated. The carbon copy underneath is yours to 
keep."

"I don't understand what I'm signing," Mrs. Hollinger said. 
"What is this about?"

"Everything you need to know is in these documents, which 
you should read at your leisure," he motioned to the papers 
and pamphlets on the coffee table. "You're clearly pressed for 
time, and I wouldn't want to interfere with your kids' after 
school routine. Your signature is really just a formality anyway, 
but we at ABS like to do our due diligence."

"I'm not comfortable with this," said Mrs. Hollinger looking 
up from the clipboard, "I'm not sure what these forms are 
referring to. I'm wondering if I ought to talk to my husband 



before signing any of these? Maybe I should talk to a 
lawyer?"

"You're free to do as you like, ma'am," Mr. Johnson said as 
he stood up. "There are also some forms for your husband 
and daughters to sign as well. Once everyone has signed, 
please return those forms in the addressed envelope 
provided. Be advised that you could face legal 
repercussions if the envelope isn't postmarked within the 
next ten days." Mrs. Hollinger's eyes went wide, her 
mouth hung slightly agape. He smiled at her, "May I have 
my clipboard back? Thank you. I'll show myself out." Mr. 
Johnson donned his sunglasses and walked out the front 
door with his empty clipboard. 

Mrs. Hollinger just stared at 
the forms in front of her. They 
just didn't make sense. Reading 
them made a kind of logical 
sense, but she felt as though 
there was a context to the 
verbiage that eluded her: 

Receipt of this notice waves the recipient's rights to all legal 
recourse against Alpha Biotechnical Solutions (here after referred 
to as ABS), it's clients, or any associated organizations. The 
recipient(s) is/are no longer affiliated, monitored, or maintained 
by ABS or its clients. ABS refuses all claims to liability for the 
recipient(s) mental and/or physical health and/or status.

Another passage read:

The recipient is bound by the nondisclosure agreement enclosed 
within this packet. Failure to return the enclosed agreement will 
result in legal action by ABS, which could result in civil or 
criminal penalties. You, the undersigned, acknowledge your status 
as a severed/discontinued asset of ABS, which holds no claim or 
liability to/for you.

There were pages of this stuff. But what was really weird, 
were the pamphlets. Inside one of them was a picture of a 
blonde woman that looked like she was related to Miriam, 
wearing designer clothes and expensive jewelry. In the 
headshot, she looked like she was sitting onboard a private 
jet. Oh, how the other half live, she thought. Another one 
contained images of man that looked like he was related to 

her husband, although thinner and slightly more handsome. 
His headshots looked like they were taken inside of a C-suite 
at some big corporate headquarters somewhere. The other 
two tri-folded documents each contained pictures of a girl 
that looked like she was a cousin to her girls. Cousins or 
maybe sisters, she thought idly. 

The asthmatic rumbling of the school bus turning down her 
street drew Miriam's attention away from the documents 
spread before her on the coffee table. Children shouted and 
giggled outside as they walked, ran, or skipped toward home. 
Three enthusiastic rings of the doorbell signaled her daughters 
were home. Talbot began barking with vigor. She smiled 
reflexively and sighed as she let Talbot out of his kennel and 

opened the front door. 

"Mom! You won't believe what 
Beth said at school today," said 
Christine practically bursting 
through the door.

"I think she must be crazy," said 
Nicole, looking at her sister. She stepped in with a, "hi, 
mom."

"Hey, girls," She hugged and kissed both on the cheek. "Why 
don't you go into the kitchen and get yourself a snack. I'll be 
there in a minute and you can tell me all about your day." 
Nicole nodded and left accompanied by an overjoyed Talbot. 

"But, Mom!" Christine interjected, "I've got to tell you what 
Beth said today at school: it's so cray-cray!"

"In moment, Chris. First, I need to finish cleaning up some 
stuff in the living room. I'll be there in a minute, I promise." 
Miriam shooed her pouting 12 year old toward the kitchen. 

With the children fixing themselves a snack, she went back to 
the papers on the coffee table. Miriam scanned through the 
forms and the legalize, but it didn't make any more sense than 
it did the first time she read it. It was something about the 
way they were worded. She fidgeted with the pamphlets. 
Wasps and cute kids, she thought, staring at the young lady 
who looked like Nicole. Aside from the hair and the outfit, her 
and Nicole could be twins, really, thought Miriam. I wonder 
what these  people have to do with these forms. 

Reading them made a kind of logical sense, 
but she felt as though there was a context to 

the verbiage that eluded her…



 The pit of her stomach dropped very far away. 

* * *

"What's your take on this?" Miriam said to Colin, sitting 
at the kitchen table. Her husband's reading glasses were 
low on his nose, his brow knit as he squinted at the 
papers in front of him. Colin didn't budge for several 
minutes. Then he picked up each of the pamphlets and 
scanned through them one at a time, sighing. 

"I would think," he said removing his glasses to rub his 
eyes, "that this could be some sort of elaborate prank if 
we hadn't googled the Vanderschloss family earlier." 

"Do you think we should sign the papers that 
Christopher Johnson guy gave us?"

"I don't know, honey. This is all pretty weird in terms of 
what it could mean. I'm wondering if we ought to 
lawyer-up before we do anything."

"But, he said that there could be legal repercussions if we 
don't mail in the signed paperwork," Miriam said, giving 
her husband a concerned look. He made an exaggerated 
shrug in response.

"So what?" Colin said. "As far as I know, human cloning 
still isn't legal in the U.S., and I don't know where in the 
world it is legal, or if it even is." He shook his head. "No, 
the way I see it, we don't lose anything by consulting a 
lawyer before we sign any of these papers. The worst that 
could happen is we find out that we do have to sign them. 
Then we just do it." 

Miriam's eyes were moist. She looked at her husband, 
then at the stack of papers that had sent her reeling. She 
clasped Colin's hand. 

"I want to wait to tell the girls. We shouldn't tell them 
about any of this until we've talked this over with a 
lawyer."

"I agree," said Colin, moving over to put his arm around 
his wife. "They don't need to know about this until we're 
sure. Hell, maybe we should hire a P.I. while we're at it, 
might be worth it."

"What do you think it means?" The tears rolled down Miriam's 
cheeks as she spoke. Colin squeezed her in a tight hug. 

"I think it could mean that there's a very big difference between 
being rich and well...being anyone else. But more importantly, I 
don't think we have to let this color how we view ourselves, 
Miriam. We're our own people: self-made. The life that we've built 
and the choices we've made are what we want them to be. It 
doesn't matter to me if..." Colin couldn't finish his sentence 
because to finish it the way he intended wouldn't be truthful. It 
bothered Colin to think about the implications of the paperwork 
unceremoniously dropped on his family today. It disturbed him to 
think that his life could just be a side effect of someone else's 
wealth. It terrified him to think that his body and the bodies of his 
wife and daughters could've been, until very recently, spare parts 
for strangers they'd never met. 

Miriam gazed at her husband intently. "All of this really scares me 
too, honey. I have no idea how we can begin to explain this to the 
girls." She rested her head on Colin's chest. 

"Me neither," he said, "but one thing at a time. I think the first 
step is to call Jack Wright tomorrow. I'll set up an appointment to 
have him go over these papers. I'm sure it won't cost much for him 
to just look at them. I think once we've sorted out what to do 
next, we can tell the girls about this."

"I guess that gives us some time to figure out how to," Miriam 
said. 

"Maybe. Who knows? If this can go away quietly, I'd rather we just 
never tell them."

"You might be right." Was all she could think to say. Miriam felt 
hollowed out, numb. She rested in Colin's arms, soothed by the 
silence of the room.

* * *

The office of John Allan Wright IV, Esq. exuded confidence. Rows 
of legal texts, cataloguing county, state, and federal law lined two 
out of four walls from floor to vaulted ceiling. The furniture was 
all leather and expensive wood, yet the design of each was simple. 
Jack's was the most spacious office at Wright, Oglethorpe, & 
Goldberg. 

Jack himself was large and confident. Standing just an inch shy of 



seven feet tall and weighing almost three hundred pounds; 
Jack was a commanding figure both inside and outside the 
courtroom. He favored a tailor in London and traveled 
there at least once a year to shop for suits. Jack's pocked 
marked face was clean shaven; his head crowned with thick, 
slicked back salt and pepper hair. Jack was a shark. Yet a 
human heart still beat inside his barreled chest. Jack was 
warm and loyal to those he cared about. Years before he'd 
become a partner at his firm, he'd been Colin's college 
roommate.

Jack poured over the documents that Colin brought him, 
occasionally making a "hmm" or "tch". When he turned his 
attention to the pamphlets featuring the Vanderschloss's, he 
looked up at his old friend sitting across the desk from him. 

"This is some spooky shit, isn't it?" He held the pamphlet 
up so he could compare the picture within to Colin. "And 
you said that you did some googling and found news articles 
about these people?"

"Yeah," said Colin, "that's right."

"And this Johnson guy comes to your house, gives Miriam 
this stack, and then leaves without explaining much of 
anything?"

"Yeah."

"Christ, she does look like Miriam. And these two look like 
Nicole and Christine. Let me guess: there's another one in 
here for Talbot?" Jack said, flipping through the other 
pamphlets. Colin glared at him. "Sorry. Just trying to find 
some humor amongst all this creepy shit."

"Jack, what should we do? Do we have case? Should we just 
sign these papers and be done with it? As my attorney, what 
is your advice?" Colin struggled to keep his voice from 
rasping. 

"Well," said Jack, "that depends on what you want to do. To 
be honest, I'm going to need to do some research on this 
Alpha Biotechnical Solutions company. Depending on what 
I find, we could file a civil suit against the company. I doubt 
you could press criminal charges, even though there's a ban 
on human cloning in this country. The feds might decide to 
go after ABS if our civil suit drew public attention. 

Alternatively, if we kept things quiet and tried to get them to 
settle, we might be able to get more money out of them." 

"So you think we should sue them?" Colin said, his head was 
tilted. 

"Colin, think about what this paperwork is saying. You and your 
family were living backup copies of other people, being kept 
around just in case one of them needed one of you for spare 
parts. You had no knowledge of this fact until a few days ago. 
What could have happened to you or Miriam or the girls if 
these Vanderschloss people hadn't died in a plane crash? Do 
you think, based on any of this paperwork, that they would 
have asked nicely if they needed part of you? I don't. I think 
you'd have vanished to somewhere, had whatever body part 
they needed removed, and then who knows what." Jack took a 
deep breath. "No, I don't think it benefits your family to just 
sign these papers and send them back. You certainly could do 
that, if you wanted to. But if you did, you'd be waiving your 
rights to future legal action."

"Is that legal?"

"It can be. What they've sent you is a release and waiver of 
liability. If you sign that,  you're giving up your right to sue 
them. But considering the... unique circumstances of this 
paper work, and the implications of it, I wouldn't just roll over 
and give that up, Colin."

"All right," said Colin, "let's say we do sue. What do we do 
next?"

"Like I said, I'll need to do some research on Alpha 
Biotechnical Solutions. See what I can turn up. From there we 
can plan the basis of a civil suit."

"What about the fees for your services?"

"Considering our history, and the circumstances, I won't bill 
you until after we settle or go to trial. As part of the judgment, 

“I think you'd have vanished to 
somewhere, had whatever body part 
they needed removed, and then who 

knows what.”



you can ask to have your legal fees covered by the 
defendant."

"Okay," said Colin, "I guess you've got some paper work 
for me?"

"I will. I'll have one of my assistants put it together for 
you." 

Colin was quiet. He stared at the corner of Jack's desk. 

"Hey, Colin? You all right buddy? Need me to get you a soda 
or a coffee?"

"What about the press? What happens if this lawsuit draws 
media attention? I think Miri and me could manage, but I 
don't know about the girls. They're at that age where kids 
get mean."

Jack sighed. "I don't know how this will play if the media 
gets a hold of it, to be honest. I've never heard of anything 
like this before. I can appreciate your concern for your 
girls." Jack stood up and paced toward one of the floor to 
ceiling windows. "How about this: you take those papers 
back with you, and think about what you want to do. I'll go 
ahead and put my paperwork together for you too, but that 
doesn't mean you're obligated in anyway. Hell, if you don't 
want to go forward with a suit, I won't even charge you for 
today. But I really hope you do decide to go forward with 
this, Colin." Jack turned around and looked soulfully at the 
concerned husband and father of two sitting in front of his 
desk. 

Colin nodded and gathered the papers from ABS into a pile. 
He stood, and walked over to Jack, shaking his hand. 

"I'll be in touch, Jack," he said.  

* * *

The Hollinger's lawsuit drew national attention to Alpha 
Biotechnical Solutions. As Colin feared, the case turned into 
a media circus. Jack did his best to shield the family from 
journalistic prying by  focusing all public statements about 
the case on ABS and its malfeasance. Yet requests for 
interviews with the Hollingers poured in daily. 

Everyone in the family of four had to deactivate their cell 

phones. They deleted their social media accounts, stopped 
checking email. Colin set up a P.O. box so they could get 
essential postal mail without being swarmed by reporters at 
their mailbox. Miriam bought blackout curtains to keep 
bright lights and peering eyes out of their house at night. At 
least they had cable, thought Christine. 

After months of litigation, with closing arguments 
approaching, Jack suggested that the family do a sit down 
interview with whatever news outlet they preferred. The idea 
was for the Hollingers to do one interview immediately after 
the verdict. Jack would be there with them during the taping. 
His rationale was that telling their story would help calm both 
the media's frenzy and the public's interest, particularly in the 
wake of the judgment. It was a fairly textbook plan. They just 
hoped that public scrutiny would be blunted by facing it. But 
Colin and Miriam knew that the trial would hang over them 
for the rest of their lives and media attention with it. 

The family eventually settled on contacting 60 Minutes. They 
set an interview date for a month after the projected date of 
the ruling in the case. 

Jack fought like a gladiator for the Hollingers. He and his 
team worked every angle of the case inside and out of the 
courtroom. Colin and Miriam couldn't find a hint of 
exhaustion in Jack, but they knew better. Jack was sleeping 
less than they were. They worried what the case would do to 
their friend. But the trial marched on, and it felt like everyone 
in the world with it. 

A few days after the Hollingers booked their interview, the 
jury began deliberations. It only took them two hours to rule 
in favor of the plaintiffs. 

Miriam openly wept with joy. Colin and the girls hugged her 
and each other; the relief on their faces was obvious to the 
viewers at home. Jack wore a satisfied grin. He shook Colin's 
hand, and gave hugs to Miriam, Nicole, and Christine. The 
trial was over and they had won! They'd be rich as result too. 
The jury agreed that Alpha Biotechnical Solutions should pay 
the Hollingers a combined total of $530.6 million in damages 
and legal fees.

The Hollingers did their interview with 60 Minutes. Steve 
Croft asked the family questions that were primarily reflective 
in nature. Jack was asked a few general legal questions, but 



most pertained to the case and the precedents possibly set 
by it. The Hollinger's interview was paired with an 
investigative journalism piece about Alpha Biotechnical 
Solutions. The episode of the magazine broke all prior 
viewing records for the show, and became one of the most 
watched episodes of a television program in history .  

* * *

As a result of both the trial and the 60 Minutes interview, a 
joint federal task force was formed to investigate Alpha 
Biotechnical Solutions. Less than month after raiding the 
company's headquarters, two lists of names were found 
amongst the seized computers. One list contained seven-
hundred thirty-eight names, the other held over a 
thousand names. Investigators found the Vanderschloss 
family on the short list and 
the Hollinger's on the longer 
one. It became obvious that 
some clients had decided on 
more than one backup for 
themselves or their family 
members. 

Arrests followed the raids. 
Every officer of the company 
was indicted. All, but the 
CEO, were able to make plea bargains that kept them from 
incarceration. He spent seventeen months in a minimum 
security jail before being released on probation. 

The trials and congressional hearings were a media circus. 
The breathless revelations about Alpha Biotechnical 
Solutions and its rich clients dominated new cycles around 
the world. A new kind of panic and paranoia gripped 
people.

The list of the company's clients was kept from the public 
until after the trials concluded. This gave the authorities 
time to notify seven-hundred and thirty-four individuals of 
the stark truth about their existence. Most called for ABS's 
clients to be tried and jailed as well, but criminal charges 

weren't immediately filed against any of them. A few were 
successfully sued; others settled out of court. Eventually, a 
class action lawsuit was filed  on behalf of the clones. While the 
lawsuit was successful, the amount each individual received 
was far less lavish than the amount the Hollingers were 
awarded. The Hollingers themselves were later sued by other 
disgruntled victims of the scandal. 

The legal fallout surrounding ABS sparked a national 
conversation about bioethics and the implications of cloning 
for the human race: How should clones be treated? How 
should bigotry toward genetic copies be handled? Do clones 
have a right to their progenitor's medical records?  Legislation 
made its way through congress that made it a felony to 
duplicate an entire human organism. This left the door open 

for cloning replacement organs 
and other body parts, a process 
that was yet to be perfected. 
Cloned individuals had full legal 
right afforded non-biologically 
engineered citizens. However, 
individuals that were the result of 
bioengineering and had no natural 
analog, fell into a legal grey area; 
the military took keen interest in 
ABS's work.

In the years that followed, clones came forward to tell their 
stories and relay the trauma of discovering the truth behind 
their lives. Daytime talk shows were thick with the clone brand 
of human interest story. Ratings surged. Some duplicated 
individuals became celebrities. 

But as time went on, the public became less interested. Almost 
a decade after the Hollinger's lawsuit, most people didn't give 
cloning a second thought. Cloning was the caprice and luxury 
of the rich, and the prerogative of the government. The average 
person could barely afford healthcare, let alone having their 
body parts duplicated. With the technology out of reach and 
the sensationalism gone, the general populace went about their 
lives. UJ

Cloned individuals had full legal right 
afforded non-biologically engineered 

citizens. However, individuals that were 
the result of bioengineering and had no 

natural analog, fell into a legal grey 
area…


