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"The new technologieswill be dangerousaswal aslit
Butinthelong run, sodal condraintsnust bend to new techns

—Freeman

"Thisis gaing to make dl the difference in the world to us™ Daddy says when the truck pulls into our yard. "
difference in the waild"

I pl my sivedter tighter around me: Codl ging ar comesinat my dbow, wharethe sivester hesahde Thetrudk, whichis covered wi
from itstrip up the mountain, bumps into a ditch in our diveway andthenaut o it agein Behind his glass window the driver meke
likehésaurang, but | canit heer im Whet | can heer isPredous ayinginthe house We dont have ay mare cetimed Idft, and only a littl
We surdly need something to make dl the dffeaceintheward

"Clos, dosz . .. hddit!" Daddy yells The diiver ignares im. He stops the truck where he chooses, and the back door garings oper
pasou dogsaegang aazy. | wak around the back of thetruck and look in

Insde, therés nahing to see exogpt ametd cage, thekind evarybody usssto ship dogs Inthe cageahitchlies on her Sde Shes no e
d dog, maytesome Lab, far are some Gammen shepherd, probably something dse to give her that skinny tall. Her eyes are
it ssPredouss Sesvay pregrat.

"Darit touch her, Card Amn, day dif the truck, you donit know her digoosiion” Donmnassys, puding me adde Theres no pant inlid
Damg e doesit evenligen to herdf. Shedimissinio thetrudk detdd meto ay out of and puisher hend into the cage, petting the bt
crooning a it. "Hey there, swestie, you old svedieyou, youregang to belucky far usyesyau ae. . "

Domabdievesanything Daddy tdlsher.

| go around to the front of the truck, which has big orange letters saying STANLEY EXPRESS, in time to S
Arrowgene stientist get out. He has to be the scientist; nobody would hire him to be a trucker. He's the shortest n
ever seen, dightly over five feet tdl, and one of the skinniest, too. He's dl dressed up in a business suit with a forma ve
commpin. | don't like his looks—he's saring a Daddy like Daddy's some kind of oaf—but I'm interested. You'c
genemod scientists would make their own kids taler. Or maybe he's the firg onein hisfamily to be a scientist, and his ¢
were like us, regular people. That might explain why he's so rude to Daddly.

". .. understand that there is no way you can reach us, ever, for technica support. So ask any questions you migt
right now."

"I don't have no questions,” Daddy says, which is true. He never has questions about anything, just goes ahead ar
dl enthusiagtic about it and sails on like a high cloud on a March day, sunny and blue-sky right up until the second the
garts. And Donnas the same way.

"You're sure you have no questions?' the scientist asks, and his voice curls over on itsdf.

"No, gr," Daddy says.

"l have questions,” | say.

The Arrowgene scientist looks a me like he's surprised I'm old enough to talk, even though I'm as tdl as he
seventeen but look awhole lot younger. Daddy says, "Carol Ann, | hear Precious crying. Shouldn't you—"

"It's Donnas turn," | say, which is alaugh because Donna never tends to Precious, even though Donna's two year:
then | am and should do more work. It isnt that Donna doesn't love Precious, she just doesn't hear the baby cry. |
doesn't hear anything she doesn't want to hear. She's like Daddy that way.

| say, "What if the litter the bitch is carrying turns out not to be genemod for what you say, after dl? If we can't ev



you again for technica support, we can't ever find you again to get our money back.”

He's amused, damn him. "That's true, young lady. Your father and | have been dl over this, however. And | assu
that the puppies will have exactly the genetic modifications you requested.”

"Big? Strong? All mae?!

e

"And they won't ever deep? Ever?”

"No more than Leisha Camden, Jennifer Sharifi, or Tony Indivino."

He's named three of the most famous Seepless people in the world, two rich girls and a loudmouth men. T
reporters follow them around, bothering them. They're dl just a few years older than Donna, but they seem much ol dk
that. The women are both beautiful and super-rich. The man, Tony Indivino, cdls hmsdf an activig, gpouting
"discrimination borne of jedlousy and fear" and the "sdf-asssted evolution of the human race” He's pretty obnoxiol
maybe he'sright. | don't know. | never thought much about deeplessness before, not until Daddy got this business ides
going to make dl the difference to us.

| say to the Arrowgene scientist, “The bitch you implanted the embryos into isn't a purebred. Are the embryos?*

"No."

"Why not? Purebred puppies sell for more money.”

"Eader to trace. Your father requested as much anonymity as possible” He scowls. He doesn't like being questione

"If animds that don't deep are going to make such good profits, how come everybody doesn't try to raise and |
them?'

He probably wouldn't answer me a dl—I'm just another stupid hick to him—except that just then Donna comes ¢
from the back of the truck, leading the bitch on one of our old leashes. The stientist perks up. Donna looks like
looked, only maybe even prettier. | remember every line of Mama's face. Of course | do; it wasn't that long since sh
Precious isn't even two. Donna shakes dl that red hair, amiles, and walks up to us. The toxic midget scientist get
parkly.

"No, young lady, it's true that deepless animds have not proved a market boon. Why should they? Why would yor
acow or chicken that doesn't deep, and just eats more from an increased metabolism without a correspondingly <
increase in meat or milk? Of course, a few researchers went ahead anyway, intrigued to see if the complete dimina
deegp-inducing neurotransmitters had the same sde effectsin other vertebrates as in humans, which isto say—"

He goes on, taking directly to Donna, who's beaming a him like he's the mogt fascinating man in the world. She c
undergand a word. Daddy's not ligening, either, rocking back on his heds like he dways does when he's pleased 4
new business, sure this onell make usrich. He's dready planned his dogan, underground of course since thisis dl illeg
the FDA approves. BENSON'S GENEMOD GUARD DOGS. THEY NEVER SLEEP, SO YOU CAN. In the
Preciousis dill wailing, and in their pens the two dogs left over from the previous, legd business (BENSON'S GENE
LAPDOGS. CUTER THAN HELL) are barking their heads off. They amdl the new hitch.

| goin to Precious. Our house isfdling apart: pant peding, floorboards saggy, water sains from the lesky roof |
never gets around to fixing. But at least itswarm ingde. Y-energy cones are much cheaper than food. Precious standk
her crib, screaming, but the minute she sees me she stops and amiles, even though | know she's hungry. She's as su
Daddy and Donna, and as pretty. I'm the only plain one. | scoop Precious up in my arms and hug her tight, and she <
and hugs me back. | siff that baby amdl at the back of her neck, and | wonder what's left to et that | can fix for her.
has to be something that Daddy didn't give to the dogs because he fdt sorry for them, genemod bluish big-eyed calli
nobody in their right mind would want in the same room with them. They don't even look like red dogs.

| find some rice in the back of a cupboard, and hest it with a diced dried apple. While | feed Precious, | wet
Stanley Express truck drive away and disappear into the mountains.

Donna names the bitch Leisha, after the rich Slegpless woman with the bright gold hair and green eyes. This mal
sense, but we dl follow dong and cdl the dog Leisha. She whelpsin my bed in the middle of the night. | wake up Dadc
Donna. Daddy moves Legha to the kitchen. Donna brings her own blankets to put under the panting dog, who has:
time ddivering.

"Here comesthe second one . .. finally . . . look, therésthe head . . . another mae!"

Daddy puffs as hard as Leisha. He's as happy as I've ever seen him. It looks like I'm the only one who thinks



Mama, dying right while she was doing this same thing. Two more pups emerge, and they're both maes, too. At le
Arrowgene scientist hasn't lied so far. All the pups are big, maybe part Doberman or even Great Dane. It's hard to
young.

One more pup squeezes out, and then the afterbirth. Leisha's dmogt too tired to eat it. Two pups are brown and
two are black, and oneisa sort of gray color like spoiled yogurt. Their eyes are dl closed.

Donnacries, "Arent they beautiful!™

"They look likedimy rats," | say. She gives me a look. Leisha whimpers and shifts on the spoiled blanket.

Domasyys "Waitfill Predoussesstham!”

"Now, princess, we cant let Precious get too attached to these pups” Daddy says "Theseharearantt our pais” He looks &
and me heed tipped to ane 9celike hesmeking aaiticd judgmant. Buthiseyesaedining

"Thehareaeour fature”

We dont haveatamind. Wedid, once, but Daddy sdld it efter Mama died. He did a lot of things then that didn't make toc
sense. His grief ran hard but not too long. Then he got interested in life again. | wouldn't want him any different—
mog of thetime

Thelibrary at Kdlsville has a public termind. Once a month a good friend of Daddy's Day Patterson, tekes ane of usgi
themounian to toawn to shop. Only two people canfitinthe cab of Deny'strudk. THsmarthitsmy tum

PROPERTY OF THE STATE OF PENNSYLVANIA comesup when | log on to theNet. request, plesse A poor cou
oursdoesit get voicerinterads

| can use the Net pretty well. | finghad dl the high-schod software by fifteen and so | was legdly done, which is lucky bx
omebody hed to look dtar Predous Domanever ddfingh | typeny request intheanly famat the puldic tamindls acogat

* PERSONAL SEARCH

* WANTED: BASCOVERVIEW, MOST RECENT
* LENGTH: 2000WORDS

* LEVEL: COLLEGEFRRESHMAN

* SUBXEST: S EEALESSNESSIN DOGS

| reed the ansiver dff the soreen. Rintouts cogt money. It doesntt tdl me much, mostly that research on deeplessness in dogs
&tar degplesnessin people, bacause monkeys hed sarvied s bath the besic leb animdls and the primaty betartest sujeds Whet is knows
degesessin canines "indicdes thet its mechenias are Imilar to those in humeans: The same Sde dfeds were reported as those oo
degdess paople—degdess dogs were physdagcaly cdmer, ate more, never dgat, digdlayed inoressed resgstance to disease." The dogs L
the research had been various breeds, but mogly smal because it was easier to house and exercise them. All he
Oedroyed. Thareisno FDA gprovd far ganemod canine deslessness andlit igntt legdl to take the degless dogs aut of labora:

tories Thareésheen nogoplicationsto fund the FDA gpprove proocess snce'no onehesideantified sgnificant merket opportunity.”

Nothing | don't aready know. Nothing | want to know. | type ancthe request.

* PERSONAL SEARH

* WANTED: BASCINFORMATION, MOST RECENT

* LENGTH: 2000WORDS

* LEVEL: COLLEGEFRRESHMAN

* SUBEST: MARKET OPPORTUNITIESFOR GUARD DOGSIN PENNSYLVANIA

Thetamird ssardhesthe Net alongshtime noinfometionavalable. Great. What good is it?

| pick up our food credits at the government office. At the store | spend a long time choosing. If I'm careful, I'l
enough credits left to get new overdls for Precious, the synth kind thet dirt dides off of, and that doesn't ever tear. | a
to choose foodstuffs that will stretch: rice, oatmed, soy, synthmeet. Trouble is, dogs like dl those things, too.

The same 90k effects were reported as those observed in degpless people—degpless dogs were physdogically calmer, ate
never dept, dgplayed increasad resgance to disease "Ate mare'’: thet wies the problem. | figure out where to hide some of th
30 there will adudly be somelt for ushy theend of themorth. No metter whet Daddy and Damnalthink, Predous comes befare Lada

pups Dogsaent pegple



They're cute, though. | have to admit that. Their names, until theyre sdd ayway, are Tany, Kevin, Ridnerd, Jadk, and Bill.
nemad them dter the degdless e ses an the news Tany Indvino, the loudmouth who thinks Segpless daud livein thar oamn separde ¢
aty, avay fram nomms Kevin Beker, thefird Segdess ever egnegred. Ridnard Kele, Ladha Camdanis boyfriend. Jack Bdlingnem, arich i
Wiliam Theing asupasmat Havad lawer. | imegnehow these peoplemight fed if they knew illegel muits are nemed dter tham

By the time Augudt turns into a hot September, the pups are huge. They chew everything in the house, day and
Fndly Daddy movesthem outsideduing the day, to an ety pen. Domadatsto treinthem Shesvay good & anind traning But the pu
sENoleamn

"l don't get it," she saysto me. "They're smart enough. Watch them remember where | hide food. And they aren't
overdigractible, not like some I've trained.”

"W, then, what isit?' | say, but the truth is | don't redly care. I'm losing faith in BENSON'S GENEMOD Gl
DOGS as away of making dl the difference in the world. It's near the end of the month, and there's only a little ri
canned beans left, and Precious is teething. She fusses dl the time. She needs the medicine you put on baby's gums,
regular bed now that she's outgrowing her crib, and new clothes. | gt inthe yard, in the shade of a sugar maple, feding
sorts. The ar is hot and heavy. A thunderstorm is brewing, but there's no guarantee itll rdieve ether the heat or the hu
Mosquitoes whine everywhere. | hold Precious while she twidts to get down into a patch of sumac she's dlergic to,
think thet | don't care if Tony, Kevin, Richard, Jack, and Bill never learn to guard anything.

Donna says, "l just don't know what it is about them pups. They're smart enough to learn.”

"You sad that." Precious rocks and dobbers againg my shoulder: hyenh hyenh hyenh.

"They just don't obey. They just don't seem like no dogs | trained before. They're more like. . . like cats.”

"Donna, that doesn't make sense.”

"I know it don't. But maybe that cute litile scientist used cat genes somewherein there”

"That's not possible. You can't just mix—Precious, stop it! Let go!" She's pulling on my hair, hard. | reach up and
get my hair loose from her little fist. Precious lets out awail and bites my shoulder.

| jerk her loose and shake her. She screams for redl, screwing up her eyes and turning red. It's five whole minutes
| can get her cdmed down, and when | do | turn on Donna.

"I don't careif those dogs are acting like cats or like ephants. All | care about is they aren't bringing in any mone
need dl kinds of thingsjust to live, and we can't afford them. The bathroom roof leaks worse than ever. The house is
dog poop because Daddy won't let the pups out a night in case anybody redizes they never deep. Who, for fucking
Except for Denny and hislast girlfriend, we haven't seen another human being in a month!™

Donna gtares. "What's got into you, Carol Ann? Y ou used to be so patient and hdpful but—"

"I'msck of being patient and hdpful! I'm sck of dogs pooping and barking and chewing things up twenty-four k
day!”

"—snce you turned eighteen you just turned into a fucking bitch."

Eighteen. | had a birthday last week. | forgot dl about it. And so, until this very minute I'd bet, did everybod
Except to tdl methat it's turned me into a bitch.

| shove Precious at Donna, so hard that Precious starts crying again. Donna looks at me with wide, hurt eyes, innoc
flowers. | hate her. | hate dl of it, the dogs and the poorness and my birthday and everything else. Nothing works rigt
dl | want to do isget away from dl of it. | sumble across the yard, so worked up | can't see sraight, and so | miss the
land. | don't even know it's there until Donna says oft, likeit's a prayer, "0 fucking crazy helfire god."

I've never seen an aircar for red, only on vid. This one is amdl, built for two people. Maybe only one. The Y-
cones on the deek Sdes are painted a different shade of gray from the body. In our yard it looks like a bullet on a tt
and rotted body. A man gets out, and Donna gasps. "“Tony Indivino!™

It redly is. Even | recognize him from vid. He's medium height, a little stocky, not particularly good-looking. His
couldnt afford any genemods except deeplessness, according to the vid. He starts across the yard toward us, and |
and | gtand up. She thrugts Precious back at me and smoothes her skirt. Precious looks wide-eyed at the car th
dropped out of the sky, and dl a once she stops fussng. There, that's what we need: an arcar to land every five min
digtract her from her aching teeth.

"Hello. May | please speak with David Benson?"

Donna amiles, and | see his reaction in his eyes. He doesn't like reacting, but he reacts anyway. A Seepless man i
mde



"David Benson's not here right this minute. I'm his daughter, Donna. Can | help you, Mr. Indivino?

| say, "Y ou're here because of the dogs."

"Carol Ann!" Donna says. "Wheré€'re your manners?’

Tony Indivino hesitates, but only for a second. "That's right. | want to tak to your father about the dogs.”

| push. ™Y ou want to buy one."

He looks a me then, hard. His eyes are gray, with little flecks of brown in them. | say again, just so theré's no m
"You want to buy a dog. That's the only reason my father talks about them to anybody."

Hefindly smiles, amused. "Okay. Sure. | want to buy one.”

Donnacries, "But they aren't even trained yet!"

She doesn't have aglimmer. Tony Indivino needs atrained guard doglikehenesdsathirdfoat TheSegdessmud havedl k
Y -shidds bodyguerds searet wegponsto pratect themsalves Nabody'sgaing to hurt Tony Indivine. Hell by thisdog so hissdientist buddes
tekeit goatinsomelab, ssehowitsdifferent fromather dogs Al | careis how much helll pay for it. Maybe | can get agrand ou
him. He's one of the "poor" Seepless (yeah, right), but his girl fiendissupposed to be Janifer Saifi. Thedeughter of nArabal
and an American holo gtar, she'stherichest woman in the entirewarld

Maybe two grand. A bed for Precious, atermind, some new clothes.. . .

Domasys "W, | supposeyou aouid buy the dog now and then come back for it later, after | done finish its guard training
likesthisicea

Indvinosays "Howisthetraninggaing?”

"Hne" | say, red fadt. I'm not going to give him an excuse to pey less | darea Domna, whofirdly nods

"Redly?' Indvinosays

"Whywouldn't thetraininggogood?’ Domassys

Hisvaceturs saious "No goedfic reeson thet | know of. But that's what | wanted to talk to your father about.”

"Thenyau cantak to me Daddy's gonefar tworthree days huntinginthemounians” | lie "But | can repeet tohmany infametionyaulil

He doesn't even heditate. Probably Seepless are used to young people accepting responghility, even better th
adults around them Theddet Segdessisanly twenty-seven.

He says, "What | wanted to tdl your father isnt hard data. It's moreapindgde but avay impatant ane Itsthis advanosd
systems are very complex. They're past that critical point beyond which behavior is complicated but predictable, and i
realm wharebehaviar becomes chedtic, and more saditive to sl differencesininiiel conditions Do you know whe thet mears?”

"No" Domasys adamiles

"Sort of," | say, because | had thisin the high-school software. Hesnrdifiesit for meanyway.

"It meanstret genemod dranges thet worked aneway in humans might nat work the sameway indogs: Or they might work the same
meet dogs but nat inyour dogs Or insome df your dogs but nat in athers fram the samelitter but with differat gandlic mekeup, or diffe
vitro conditions, or different environmenta condtions”

Domasyys "Bu our dogs are desplessjuet exadly likeyou degdesshumarnsare, Mr. Indvino, Come se2™

Helooksa me | sy, "It meensweshould becareful.”

"Ye&s" hesys "thareignt thet much research on canine degdlessnessto guideyau™

No applications to fund the FDA approval process, snce no ane hesidentified sgnificant market opportunity. But, come to thr
how had Tony Indivino heard of this particular market opportunity? Daddy isn't advertisng yet. He doesn't have anyitt
advertise with: no termind, no money. | fed a prickle on my spine, and Precious squirms in my arms. | put her dow
toddles toward the aircar.

Donnds saying, "Y ou've got to come choose your pup, Mr. Indivino. Wait till you see them, they're so cute you—"

"How'd you hear about us?' | demand. "Who told you?"

He doesn't answer.

"Are you going to report Daddy to the lav?' Amazingly, this only occurs to me now. Seepless generdly keep ins
law, the vids dl say. Maybe ther€'s too many eyes on them not to.

"No, I'm not going to report to the law. I'm here only to warn you to be careful.”

"Why? What's it to you if our busness fails?' | dmost say "like our others” but | catch mysdf intime. | don't we
feding sorry for us.

"Your business is nothing to me persondly,” he says coally. "But we Seepless like to keep an eye on gendtic res
I'm sure you can see why. Even underground research. How we do thet redly isnt your concern. I'm here only to f



what | have. And maybe alittle out of curiosty.”
Donna says brightly, "Then you're curious to see the pups and choose your very own!"

She takes him by the hand and leads him away, toward the house. Precious is trying to dimb the smooth, rounded
the aircar, which of course she can't do. In a minute shelll be on her little ass in the dirt. | start toward her and leave
Indivino to Donna and the deepless pups. It doesn't matter which pup he picks, or if he ever actudly comes back fc
only matters that he pays before he leaves.

Which he does. Two and a hdf thousand dollars, and in certified preloaded credit chips, not just transfers. | h
chipsin my hand while Donna dances and cheers around the kitchen, setting the dogs to barking, and Precious standk
her high chair and crows. It's chaos. For once, | don't care. This money is going to make dl the differeceinthrewarld to us

Threeweskslae, evarythingends

"Come look at this here" Daddy cdls through the screen door. He's gtting a the kitchen table in front of oL
termind, ressachingwiet he calls "ad fulures' on the Subnet. Hisfriend Day, with the truck, showed him how. Daddy won't |
how Denny leamed, or whet Deny'shbuying or sdling thet he nesds underground adis. But | know the Subnet's not easy to ride.
dl that hard to log onto, but after thet it has a way of mdting away unless you know dl the key underground code wa
proosdures which kegp changing dl the time. "The shadow economy,” vidnews cdls it, or sometimes "the ghos m
Supposedly you can get anything there if you know how.

"Cad Am" Deddy cdllsegain, louder. "Comessethis™

"Imbusy;” 1 cdl beck fram the yard. I'm wetdhing Predious dg a hole with a kitchen fork. She dts in the danting fdl su
covered with sivet and dit, hgppy as day. Somenwheareinthe woods | her Domayling a dogs They dill arentt training prapery. Shesst
tembletimewiththem

"I said come here, Carol Ann, and | mean come herel” Daddy ydls Rdudantly | gt mysdf upand gointo the house

Itsfumy about getting alitiemoney. Al legt winter and garing, when | was sraunging for iae and beens enough far us, and Diaddy wies
hsassdif to gat the money to by the genemod emryos impdantad in Lashg, and Donnached just one dress—ll thet long add winter eve
wasin agood mood. Suy, hopeful. We were rice to esch ather. But Snce we gat Tany Indivinds aredit chips, evarybody's been ta
Igpy. Maybe I'm dweysthet way, but Donnaand Daddy arent. Or werenit

The stakes are higher now. Daddy has to figure out the right placesto buy ads Suionet stesthet will be profitble, sswell es <
thelaw. We cant aford to meke misiskes And the newsisful of thefedsdasngillegel genemod labs and the pups wont lisen to Dommawunie
gt there with a plece o mest—thet's whet e meant when she said they're like cats, they only do what you want themtoi
dandngrigt therewith aprize ar apoke Evaybody'snavous

For once wehavesomehingtolose

"Tdl me what this means” Daddy growls, and | bend over the srem. Itsan FDA recommeancition to Congress about
gaemod animds. The sentences are long and difficult, with alot of scientific words | don't understand.

"It's about what a new law should dlow in genetic engineering,” |1 say. "The summary says 'No genemods the
externd appearance or basic internd functioning such that a creature deviates sgnificantly from other members of not ¢
genus and species but dso its breed.™

"I can read!" Daddy snaps. After aminute he says, "I'm sorry, Carol Ann. But | need to know what every bit of it 1
You explain it. One sentence a atime”

"Daddy, | can't—"

"Sure you can. You're the smartest one of us, and don't think | don't know you know it."

"BU—"

"Please, baby. Help me understand.”

So | do. One sentence at atime, guessing at words, groping around to lay my hands on the meaning. It takes a lonx
Right up until the minute | hear Precious start screaming.

We're out the door in hdf a second. But | can't see her anywhere. And then the screaming stops.

Donna comes running from the woods, ydling "Richard! Richard!" and it takes me a minute to redize she's ydling |
dog. Her eyes are crazy. We dl stop like the ar holds us, only our heads swivding. | can't see Precious. | can't see he
then Donna, who's got hearing dmost as good as the dogs, tears off into the woods to the left of the house.

| hear the sngpping before | see Richard. His jaws are working over a piece of meset that Donna must have given
piece of reward meet. He lies down peacefully eating it, the shifting of his head and body on the fdlen leaves makir



rudling noises. | hear the rudtles, because suddenly these woods are the quietest things | ever heard. The quietest tt
ever will hear again.

Precious lies about eight feet away, down a little hill with a stream at the bottom. Her neck is broken. Her han
smeared with beef juice, from the steak she tried to take away from Richard. Maybe she wanted a bite. Or may!
thought it was a game tug-of-war. But Richard wasn't playing. He tossed Precious away—the bite marks are clear
little arm—and Precious fdl down the hill and landed wrong. She hit her head, or twisted her neck, or something. L
the coroner would say it was a freak accident. Except for her arm, she in't bruised a dl, or wet from the stream. S
therein her new dirt-resstant pink overdls like she's adeep.

Daddy shatters the quiet with a howl like hdl bresking open. | run to Precious and pick her up. | hardly even he
rifle going off not ten yards from me. The other shots—four more, and then a last, senseless one for Leisha—I| don't |
adl. Not an echo, not a whimper. Nothing.

| don't know what makes people stay glued together ingde, or not. Maybe it's like Tony Indivino said: Behavior
chaotic, modly sengtive to amd| differencesininitid conditions. | don't know.

Anything.

Daddy doesn't stay glued together. He starts drinking right after the funerd, and he doesn't ever stop. He does
meen or weepy. He doesn't explain why he could ride out Mama's death but not Pre-cious's. Maybe he doesn't kna
just gts at the kitchen table, night after night, and quietly empties one bottle after another. During the day, he waits for
Pretty soon, | think, he won't bother

towait.

Donna doesn't gtick around to find out. She cries dl the time for a few months. She wants to tak on and on
Precious, and | can't ligen. | can't. Eventudly she finds someone who will, a government counsdlor in Kdlsville, wr
finds her a job waiting on customers in a fancy restaurant. Customers like her. Bit by bit Donna stops crying. She
some friends, then a boyfriend. | don't see her much. And when | do, it's hard to look sraight into each other's eyes.

And me. | don't know if | stayed glued together or not. I'm too mad to know.

"Youre Dave's girl," Denny says, judt like he hasn't taken me back and forth from Kdlsville in his truck for year:
one of those men terrified of femae scenes. "What can | do for you, uh . . "

"Carol. You can let me stay here and keep house for you."

He looks like | could be rabid. "Wdl, uh, Carol, | don't know about that, | thought you were keeping house fo
father, he sure needs you since, uh—"

"He doesn't need anybody,” | said. "And you do." | looked around me. Denny's wife left him, findly, last month.
hed one girl too many. Since she moved, Denny hasn't washed a dish or a sheet or a tabletop. His girlfriends, who he
meets a the Road Nest Bar, aren't the type given to housekeeping. The two cats stopped usng their litter box. Denn
dl the windows open to control the smdl, which it doesn't, even though it's pouring outside and rain is blowing in Sdew:
what's left of his cat-piss-soaked couch. Everybody's got a limit how much reeking mess they can tolerate. Denny's Ir
pretty high, but I'm il betting he's got one.

"I'm a good housekeeper,”" | say. "And | can cook. Daddy says held take it as afavor if you let melive here. He ki
need to get away from the memoriesin our house.”

Denny nods dowly. It makes him fed better to think that he's hdping Daddy. But he dill has doubts.

"Thething is, Carol, you know how folks are. They talk. And you aint akid no more. | don't want nobody to think

"The only one that matters is Daddy, and he knows better. Besides, if you go on having lady-friend company, the
will tdl them | deep in the spare room and that you treet me like a daughter for my daddy's sake.”

Agan Denny nods. He likes the idea of having lady-friend company and a dean house, too. "But | can't, uh, pz
nothing, Carol, things are tight right now. Maybe later when—"

"I don't want any money, Denny. All | want isfor you to teach me how to use the Subnet. On your termind, same
taught Daddy. For two hours a day, at least in the beginning.”

He doesn't like that. Too much time. But just then one of the cats squats and shits on the table, into a plate of
congedled the rice grains are hard as kitty-litter pellets.

"Okay," Denny says.



All winter | work like hdll. I throw out Denny's couch and everything ese | can't bail. | scrub and pound and make
couch out of boards and blankets. | cook and launder and shop with Denny's dole credits. Twice a week | wak
Daddy's to do the same for him. And half the night | practice what Denny teaches me, until I'm tired enough to deep. A
days my eyes ache from the congtant reading, and not only on the Subnet, either. | spend hours in the science sections
Net. When one of Denny's girlfriends complains that | "tk snooty,” | realize that my vocabulary has changed. Wdll, w
... evarything e has.

By the time crocuses push up through the snow, Denny can't teach me any more. Actudly, 1 know much mor
Denny's taught me, because | found other people on the Subnet who aso taught me things. Ther€'s an entire class of
riders—mostly young, mogtly with little to lose personaly—who like nothing better than showing off what they knov
learned how to let such people impress me.

However, that sort of petty rider only knows so much. So does Denny. And | have nothing to trade. So far | |
been able to get the Subnet to tdl me the one thing | want to know the most. And I'm not going to find it out by staying

| write notes to Denny and Daddy, and | walk down the mountain to the highway.

The Red Goldfish Trucking Company isguarded by dogs.

Therés a fence, too, of course, a 9ngle strand of token wire to mark the Y-energy-alarmed barrier surroundi
fadlity. | push againg the invisble fiedd with one hand, and it feds solid as brick. But any power-generated security
has to be turned on, and that meansit can be turned off. Dogs are harder to turn off, unless you kill them, and it's hard
anything like a bullet or a dab of poisoned meet through most Y -energy security fidds without setting off the darm. Th
Subnet rumor that the Sleepless have developed a missle to penetrate Y -barriers, plus a fidd that will stop that same
and anything ese, induding air. But it's only a rumor. Seepless do not sdl weapons. They're too smart to am ther ena

| stand a few inches outside the fence and gaze in a the Red Goldfish Trucking Company. It's a windowless fox
building standing in the middle of rows of white trucks, each with a red goldfish painted on both sides. Before the gc
those trucks bore flowing blue script that said Pennsylvania Shipping. Before that, they had the blue daises of |
Ddivery Systems. Before that, the orange lettering of Stanley Express. It was a Stanley Express truck that delivered
the pregnant dog to Daddy's new business.

No record exigs onHine of that transaction. It's hard enough to track the company itsdf on the Subnet, let i
customers. Or its owner.

| watch through the fence for two nights, very carefully, until I'm sure about the dogs. There are three dogs, dl G
shepherds, dl unneutered maes. They're probably genemod for strength and hearing. They're superbly trained, much
then poor Donna could have done. They deep in shifts They are not genemod for intdligence.

You can do certain things to the genetic makeup of dogs and they remain functioning dogs. Other things you ca
You can't redly boost a dog's inteligence much. If you do, you end up with a pattern of neurd connections too compl
the hindbrain to handle. It's like a cable jammed with too much information. The 9gnd breaks down. The pups just St
place and shiver and whimper. They can't be fixed, and eventudly you have to kill them. Some scientids a H
published a paper about this on the Net. Some underground labs in Ohio and Forida dready knew it. They advertised
IQ DOGS! on the Subnet. Until they didn't anymore. Somebody's looking for them, too, dthough | don't think it's an
customer. | think it's the cops.

The cops are the main link between the Net and the Subnet. But they're not the only link.

Red Goldfish Trucking's dogs patrol the entire fence every sx minutes. They're efficient, aert, and dedicated. But |
dill dogs.

Jugt before one of them passes my place outsde the fence, | rall over on my back. I'm wearing perfume a
gendticaly created as a wolf attractant for use in Consolidated Wilderness Aress. It was developed at the Univer
Cdiforniaat La Jolla, which holds the patent. It was aso developed a underground labs in Idaho and Minnesota. Y«
order it at Subnet 784jKevinMart, access route 431 CE7946, through Jema Town, Cash Drop Described Elsewhere.

The guard dog samdlls me. His gait fdters. His gaze shoots sideways to me, on my back on the ground, dl foursin t
the posture of submisson in wolf packs. And dog packs. But I'm outside the fence. After that brief fdter, he resun
normd pace and trots on.

Six minuteslater, I'm ill there,



At midnight the dogs change shifts, | don't know on what conditioned sgnd. The new dog goes through the
resction to me fatering, then going on. | rall dightly, wiggling, my limbsin the air. At 3:00 am., | go home. Workers sh
here every day at four.

I'm back the next night. And the next. During the day | work for a housecleaning company that sends out maids
houses. Very quickly | become popular with their customers. I'm skillful at usng the specid bots for each job, a
especidly good at deaning up disasters left by other, mafunctioning bots.

On the twentieth night, the 4-p.M.-to-midnight dog stops on his Side of the fence, reaches through the Y -energy wi
paw, and cuffs me roughly on the butt. He's the dpha mde, the biggest of the guard dogs, the one who carries his t
highest and his ears pricked forward the farthest. He tears a gash in my padded trousers and then trots away on his |

patrol.

| liedill, wating for him to return. Sx minutes later he does, cuffs me again, and moves on.

By the end of the month, haf his body juts through the Y -fence, which from the ingde he doesn't know is there, w
rolls me around on the ground. Sometimes he's rough, sometimes just playful. | have deep scratches on my neck and he
try to keep him away fran nmy faog, and when | fal, | wear heavy mekaup @ work. When the dog's on top of me, snappir
fake-growling, | try to never remembe Predous

Itsnat the dog'sfault. Hislranis herdiwired. All the dogsina pack pidk on one dog. Thet'sthefundion of theamegadog, trelegt and |
to give dl the other dogs something to pick on and exploit. The pack needs that outlet to work off tendon they might
usefighing esch ather. Theamegadogisinthar genes

Someimes when Alphaitekes my amin his jaws and shekesit, | put my hend an his nedk. | cen fed the begper, jugt under his
tranamitiing the dedronic Sgd thet letshim penetrate the fenceif he heppeans to lrush up againd it without setting dff danms And anything at
to him would aso penetrate: you don't want the damms gaing off just because your guard dogistal brushed a Yfidd and that
happens to have a burr stuck on it.

On the thirty-third day, | rall through the fence, andling like a fardewadf, my ams wrapped around the Alpha guard dog
headfsmedapy onthedoude ad leavesmethae Hesbentrained never to let a stranger insde. But I'm a member of hi
filinganeoessry postion. It mekesdl thediffeace

The Subnet daims, over and over, that it keeps no records. But the Subnet itsdf is a record, endlesdy downloa
theré's one, thadl be athars Nobody can ramambar evary busness ded without help. Especidly if you need to know who yc
better not try to ded withassoond time

Nathing insde Red Gddfish Truddng islocked. But nahing gves mewhet | wart, ether. The windomess building is moetly used far
cago and fixing trudks with atiny, filthy officewelled off inane comer. Therésattamird, dthough | know better then to thirk 1l find anything
Itsfreegtanding, but the govemman hes new micovave equipmeant thet canlift deta df even freegtanding terminds, as long as the tert
switched on. The Subnet says it dso has that equipment for sde. | don't bdieve it. | don't beieve anything on the ¢
unless| try it out for mysdf, like | did thedog afradant. Howvever, | know the Red Gddlish records wonit be dedronic.

They're plagtic, written by hand on iff blue cards stored in a duebax inthe back of thedaosst. And they'rein code

Beta dog comes into the office. He's off duty. | have to let him knodk me around far afew minutes before he auls up in the

and gosstodep.
| take the whole box with me, ride Alpha back through the fence, and catch the next bus out. On the bus | fdl it
deepest deep of my life It fedslike a reward.

There are five blue plagtic cards, headed 1, 2, 3, 4, 5. That could mean chronologica order, or groupings of di
kinds of trucking jobs, or dmogt anything else. Each card is densdly covered in amdl neat handwriting, row after rov
letters and numbers and symbols with no breaks between. Card 5 is covered only two-thirds of the way down.

Donna stares as | walk with my suitcase into the Kdlsville restaurant where she works. It's not a chegp table-del
soysynth place; it has red food and human servers, induding Donna. She wears a black uniform with a blue apron. H
har is piled on top of her head. She looks like Mama.

"Cardl! What on God's green earth . . . Daddy said you went clean over into Ohio to work!"
"I did. I'm back. Can | stay with you abit?"



"'Course you can, honey! And | want you to meet my boyfriend Jm, he's ared swesetie and | just know you twoll-
"Is there a housecleaning firm in town? I've been working as amaid.”

Donna laughs. "In Kdlsville? You got to be kidding. But in the city, maybe ... ther€'s a gravtran goes back an
every day now, they just started it. But honey, you look terrible. You dl rignt?”

| look &t her. It's like looking a Mama: just as dead to me, just as far away. Donna's put Precious clean out of her
She doesn't know anything about deep black places you can fdl into and never get out. She just doesn't know.

"I'mfing" | say. "Tdl me your address and give me your key. You have a termind, Donna?"

"One came with the gpartment,” she says proudly. "Though | don't use it much except for vid. You're welcom
honey. Y ou're welcome to anything you find there, except Jm.”

Shelaughs, and | try to amile, and then | go to her place and get to work deaning it up.

The next three months | work as fiendishly as | did a Denny's. Every day | take the new gravtrain to the city anc
my deaning job. They're glad to have me I'm experienced with every kind of maintenance bot they have. Every night
the teemind in the ten-by-ten living room of Donnas apartment, trying not to hear Donna and Jm making love
ten-by-ten bedroom.

| start with free code programs off the Net. | feed in dl the data from the five blue plagtic cards and run the pro
None of them makes any sense out of the data.

After amonth I've saved up enough credits to download programs that cost money. None of them works either.

"What're you doing on that termind dl night every night, honey?' Donna asks. "Y ou're getting circles under your
eyes. Don't you want to come out dancing with us and have alittle fun? Jm's got some pretty peccy friendd”

"No, thank you," | say. "Y ou seen Daddy lately?"

Her face goes fla. "Tomorrow. You know | go every Tuesday. Y ou want to come with me?'

| shake my head and go back to the termind. Donna doesn't say anything more. After she leaves, | can ill an
perfume, flimsy and swest, inthe sde ar.

The best code breakers aren't programs you can buy. They're netstes that take your data and run it through thel
decryption dgorithms. All are very expensive, dthough you can negotiate with them. They're on the Subnet, of course.
whet | read, some of them use programs stolen from the government. The best ones might even be stolen from the nn
Maybe.

The problem is guessng which ones might be best. Housemaids don't make alot of money, not even when they're
deaning bot technicians.

Hndly | contract with a Subnet Ste caled Bent. They seem to do business in Pennsylvania, New Y ork, and Ohio
heavily shielded transaction, dthough it uses regular credit, not a cash drop. | give them the data off the blue plagtic
and they empty my bank account. Afterwards | close the account and open a new one with a different e-bank.

That night, for the firg time ever, | dream about Precious. She's Stting in her high chair, dressed in pink overdls, la
Whatever she's laughing at is behind me, and when | try to turn around, I'm frozen in place. Franticdly | twist my boc
no muscles will move. Precious goes on laughing.

Donna and Jm bring home a chair. They've been saving to buy it. It's bright screaming green, and it gives of
different scents, induding sex pheromones. They spend ten minutes trying to decide where to put it.

"Inthis corner, swestie," Donnasays.

"In the bedroom would be better.” Jim leers.

"Carol Ann, what do you think?"

| think it's the ugliest piece of furniture I've ever seen. "'l don't care.”

"About anything,” Jm says under his breath. | pretend not to hear him. He's getting alittle impatient with me living t
long. But he won't say anything, because it's what Donna wants.

Donna says, "Okay, the bedroom,” and she and Jm look at each other in a way that says | should leave the gpa
for an hour or so.

| leave for three, waking the streets more or less amlesdy. When Bent tdls me who the bastards are who sold |



the deepless dogs . . . Daddy's gun is one thing he hasn't sold for whiskey. | know because | buried it before | 1eft, wdl
behind the place the dog pens used to be. Ammunition doesn't cost that much. It can be ordered off the Subnet, no quk
asked, no records kept. (Right.)

| would recognize the Arrowgene scientist anywhere. His appearance, his voice, his supercilious manner with peopl
are ignorant. Scientigts aren't cops. They don't go around armed. They don't wak wary. I'm not a good shot, but wi
gun, | don't need to be.

It's not what I'd prefer, of course. I'd prefer to get hm somewhere isolated, tie him up, smear him with blood 1
freshly killed rabbit. Let loose a pack of dogs that have been starved for aweek . . .

These imaginingsfill up three hours. They'vefilled up whole nights, weeks, months. | wak until the sun starts to <
then | go back to Donna's gpartment building. Outside St two police aircars. A stretcher bot rolls out beside an orderly

"Im! What—"

But his stretcher rolls on past. A cop movesin beside me. "Who are you, miss?'
"l liveherel He's. .. where'smy sister?"

Donnaisnt indde. She's dready gone to work. The cop tells me they've sent for her, she's on her way, she's safe.
"Jm..."

"The medic says helll be dl right. Just roughed up some. Now you tdl me, miss. Is anything missng?'

| look around Donnas gpartment. Drawers have been pulled out, furniture turned over, the bed flung apart. | pret
study the mess, but | dready know. Everything's ill here except five blue plagtic cards, and the next time | try to firx
on the Subnet, itll be gone.

Arrowgene mugt not've been a amdl underground lab after dl. It mustve been part of a bigger organizatior
termind-trace programs. With enforcers. With the idea of protecting ther truckers and scientists and anonymity.

"Miss?'

There was no way | could fight that sort of organization. Nobody could, not even the government, or the FBI woullt
shut it down by now. Nobody with enough power and information ... except maybe one other organization.

"Miss, | asked you if you natice anything missng.”

"No," | say. "Everything hereisjust theway it dwayswas."

Tony Indivino was dready living in Sanctuary when he visted us last spring. We didn't know that then. We didn'
then.

Sanctuary is nearly completed by the time | arrive there. It's huge, hdf of arurd New York State county circle
Y-fidd. Most of the Seepless in the United States are moving indde, where they fed safe. They trade with the rest
world, information and inventions and money deals | don't understand. Mogtly they trade data, but you can aso find
tangible Sleepless products on the Net. The ones on

the Subnet are fakes.

| stand at the front gate of Sanctuary in acrowd of tourissswho've
gotten off bus after bus. They mutter and glare. |

"Walling themsdvesin, and usout.”

"They better stay the fuck in thereif they know what's good

for them."

"A monument to genemod narcissism.”

| look at the man who says that. He looks genemod himsdf, handsome and well dressed, but gpparently not a Se
And just as resentful as the rest of the haters who dill spent their good money to travel here to a place full of people
jedous of. Go figure.

Onthefront of the gate isabig screen with the Seepless, Inc. logo on it: an open eye. Somekids throw rocksat it,
ones, but the screen doesn't waver. Protected by a Y -field. It says quietly, over | and over, "To leave amessage for
Sanctuary, Incorporated, or for any 1 individua insde, please speak clearly into one of the five recorders below. Thank
To leave amessage for Sanctuary, Incorporated—" People arelined up to leave messages, mostly nasty. | can guess h
thisworks. A smart system sorts through the messages, flagging them by key word, choosing the onesthat actualy get
ddivered. If any do. People with red business with Sanctuary don't use this channdl.



Except that | have real business with Sanctuary.

Whenit'smy turn, | speak quietly, so the jerks behind me can't hear.

"Thisis a message for Tony Indivino, from Carol Benson. You came to our house in Forager County, Pennsylvan
March to warn us about the genemod dogs my Daddy bought on the Subnet. They were Sleepless embryos implant:
mongred bitch, bought from a company cdled Arrowgene. You were right about the dogs, and now | need to tak wit
Jug for aminute. Please see me"" And then, after | could get the words up my throat, "My baby sister was killed by
those deepless dogs.”

| wait. Nothing happens. The man in line behind me findly says, "I think it's my tun now.” When he repeats it,
adde.

How long does the smart program take? And what if Tony Indivino isn't indde Sanctuary? He mud leave sometit
caneto us

Fve minutes later the large screen flashes a different icon: my name. It says, "Will Ms. Carol Benson please step it
devator." And there it is a sudden dimple in the gate like a amdl eevator, complete with wood-paneled walls. Befc
surprised people around me can react, | dart ingde. The "door” closes. | touch it, and the wadls, too; they're pure force
with holos of wooden panding. The whole thing doesn't move at dl. It just "opens' on the other Sde, into a red roor
white foamcast wdls, clean-lined white sofas, and awal screen which says, "Please wait, Ms. Benson, afew minutes I«

| want to try the door at the far end of the room, to seeif itsred. To seeif it's locked. To see if | can redly ¢
Sanctuary, where deepers aren't allowed. But | don't dare. I'm abeggar here.

The door opens and a woman walks in, done. Tdl, with long black hair, dressed in jeans and swesater. She is
beautiful, and more excatic, for red than on vid.

"Ms. Benson, I'm Jennifer Sharifi, Tony Indivino's associate. Tony cannot come himsdlf. Please tdl me what hat
with the deepless dogs.”

She's nothing like Tony Indivino. He was friendly. She's cold, like some queen taking to a grubby peasant. But th
weird nervousness to her, too. She keeps pushing back that long black hair, even when it's not in her face. | don't il
But | need her.

| say, "My father ordered the embryos on the Subnet, from Arrowgene. The dogs were engineered to not—"

"I know dl that,” Jennifer Sharifi interrupts. "Tony told me about his vist to you. What happened subsequently?!

Does she remember everything "Tony" ever told her? Maybe she does. She's genemod for every adlity pc
Suddenly | remember a story Mama read to Donna and me when we were smal. "Slesping Beauty." Fairy-blessed
chrigening with beauty, inteligence, grace, tdent, fortune.. . .

"How did your sster die?' Jennifer Sharifi asks, and pushes back her long hair. "Did a Sleepless dog kill her?"

"Yes No. Not deliberately. Precious—she was two—was bothering the dog while it ate, and it just cuffed her a
fdl and she hit the ground at an angle where her neck ..." | can't finish.

"Had the dogs been acting out of character before that?'

"Yes My sse—my other sster—couldn't get them trained right. She said they were more like cats. They just didl
want to be trained.”

Shewas slent so long | findly said, "Ms. Shaifi, | came here to—"

"Biologicd systems are very complex,” she says. "And species are not identicd in their neurd inheritance, even
sructures seem completely andogous. A dog is not a humen being, and deeplessness doesn't affect both equdly.”

"I dready know that!" | snap. It's what Tony Indivino sad last March, in easer words. "Tdl me now what Kkill
sger! If you koM

"We know," she says, precisaly. But her hand goes again to her long dark hair. "We keep track of dl research worl
on deeplessness, even tha not yet published on the Net. A Danish inditute is doing work on canine deeplessness. The
dreaming.”

"Dreaming?’ | don't expect this.

"Yes. Let metry to explan it in terms you can understand.” She thinks a minute, and | see she doesn't know hc
sounds. Or e she doesn't care.

"One facet of the human brain is its ability to imagine different redities. Today | don't have a cake. | picture the
want, and tomorrow | congtruct it. Or a house, or a concerto, or a city. That's one way the brain uses its dallity to it
dternate redities. Another way is to think up fantases that never will or could be, like stories about magic. Another



through dreaming, adeep at night. Are you fallowing me?'

I'mnot stupid. Butdl | sayis, " Yes"

"We Seeplessdon't dream, obvioudy. But we do dl the other mathodsaf imegining dtemeteredity. Better, infadt, thenyou
thebedcahlity gasampleexadse

"Now consider canine species. They evolved from wolves, but theyrenat wolves Theyvebean domedticated by humansfo
twerty thousand years During thet time—did you heer something?”

"No," | sy. Her eyesdat toward thedoar, thenthewdlsoreen. Shepushesher hair beck.

Sheswatingfor something, and jumpy asacat. But shegoeson. " During thetimethe dog wasdomedicated, it developed theablity to
humans do, and visualize an dtered redlity. To some unodfined extert, anyway. A dog doesnit just remember itsmedter. Andit does
respond to Paviovian conditioning, gther. Therésevidencefrom advanoed neurdogicd imegining thet partsof adogisbrain activate when't
animd interactswith humans. When, for instance, ahuman pets a dog, the dog actudly picturesitsdf in an dternae redl!
with the human. Maybe a homein front of afire. Mayberdling around ontheground playing. Tharesnoway to deducepeaifics
dhemicd, dedromegnetic, and ogrerd imeging evidanceisal quitesrong”

| nod, listening hard, making sure | understand it al. "Andthaesonemorepiecedf ressarch thet'srdevant hare Thesesamel
functions go on during REM deep, when dogs dream. Thet, too, isanimeging of dtameteredity, asl dreedy said”

She looks at me like she thinks | don't remember. | nod, hating her, to $ow | do. Tay Indvino weant likethis

"Hereisthe crucid piece. In degpless canines, there's no REM deep. When that's removed, so is dreaming. Anc
dogs don't dream, thedtamderedity imegningdoMy disgppears fram ther brain scans The fundion isill there when they're bom, bt ¢
nedt ssvad monthsit fades Without reanforoamant fram dreaming, imeginetion— as humarsknow the tem—disgppears. Without imegi nat
bond with man weakens and the older limbic behavior takes over. Dreaming made dl the difference. Its absence is whe
your sde”

| sruggleto underdand. ™Y oumean.... becausethe dog couldn't imegine peopleand dogstogether inway'sthet werent heppening a just
minute. .. it wouldn't takeitstraining and it didn't care about Predous? Shedied because Lashaspup couldnt dream—" "Wt
Jamifer sysshaply. "Who couldnt dreem?’ | remember thet sheand LesaCamden, who Donmnanemed thepup lter, areenamies They't
dfferent deamsfortheSegdess Jamifer wantsthemal in Sasnduary; Ladhawantsthemioliveoutsdeinthered waddwithus theinferor a

"Thedog," | sumble on, "my sster named the pups, my other sge, natme—"

"Thetsdl | havetotdl you, Ms Bason," Jamifer Swifi says She gands aiqay. I hope the infammetion eqdans whet heppened. Sa
sony far your loss If youll Sep bedk into the seourity

devao—"

"No,waitl Y ouddnttdl mewtet | havetoknoa!"

"Ivetddyoudl | can. GoodHoye™

"But | nesd to know thenemeand location of the compeny thet sold Daddy the emlryad They were cdled Arrovgane then, but nor
tradk them on the Subng, theyve dnenged ther nemear St doan . . . but | have thar trudkers business recordd Only theyrein code anc
know anybody dsewho coud figureou—"

"I cant gveyouthet informetion. Goodtbye Ms Beson”

| gring toward her. Itsamidake | hitaninvisble barrier thet's gpparently been there the whole time, unseen. 1t doesn't hurt r
| cant moveay father toward Jamifer Sraifi.

Sheturns. "If you don't get into the elevator, Ms. Benson, the fidld will carefully push you into it. And don't bother |
any moremessagesfar Tony. Hesnat here, andif hewere, hewould tdl you thet Senduary isabout anvivd. Nat revenge”

Seleaves The Y-fidd pushesmeinto the ssourity box and then opens anthe ather Sde, and I'm beck inthe Alleghany hills

Later thet day, onabusgang home, | her onvid thet Segdless activist Tony Indivino has been arrested. The FBI linked hi
kidngoping four years ealier. He abducted afour-year-ald boy nemed Tiny DeMazo, a Segdess dhild whose nomrd perents hed begten
dgutingtheminthemidded thengt neaty evary nght. Tany Indvino hed hidden the kid with people who hed teken much better care «
But now he's been caught and arraigned, and is bang hdd withoi: bell inthe Conewango Courty jall.

There mugt be other ways beside the Subnet to find an underground genemad lgb. But | dontt know wiet they are: 1'\ve dor
thing | can think of to do. But how can | give up the search for Preciouss killer? If | give up the search . . .

Ousdethe buswindows therced dimbs higher into the mountains. Alreadly it's June. The woods are in full leaf, dthough
nat yet degp gren but ingeed thet tender ydlon-grean you sse anly a week or ten days every year. The sunny roadside burg
daises and buttercups and Queen Anne's lace. Creeks rush; streams burble.



If I lose my anger, there won't be anything of me | eft.

For just asecond | look into a black place so deep and cold that my breath freezes. Then it's gone and the bus ke
dimbing the mountain road.

It lets me off in Kdlsville and | walk the rest of the way up the mountain, which takes until sunset. Daddy's yard
just the same. Straggly grass, deep ruts, sagging porch. But it's not Daddy Stting on the porch. It's Donna

"I thought you'd come here" she says, not slanding up. "Or did you go by my place firg?"

"No." In the shadows | can't see her face.

"Did you go by the hospitd to see how Jm'sdoing?"

NGO

" 'No.' 'Course not. He don't concern you, does he?'

| ignorethis. "Where's Daddy?"

"Adeep. No—passed out. Let's be honest for once, okay, Carol An?'

But it was dways Donna who wasn't honest. Who insgsted on being sunny in a world where the sun only redly shi
therich. | don't say this.

She continues, "Y ou're the reason Jm got hurt, aren't you? And the reason my place got trashed. Y ou're doing son
you shouldn't be doing, and somebody important don't likeit."

"It'snone of your business, Donna."

"'None of my business.' " She stands up then, in the porch shadows. " 'None of my business!' Who the fuck do you
you are to tdl me what's my business and what isnt? How much more family do you think | got to lose?"

Thisisn't Donna. Thisis somebody ese. | dimb the porch steps and turn her face toward the sunset. She hasn'
crying, but in the red light she starts to shake dl over with afury | never in amillion years thought she was capable of.

"You stupid fuck—what do you think you're doing? You got Jm hurt and you're going to get yoursdf hurt n
Daddy, or me Whatever you're doing, it isn't going to bring Precious back, and it isn't going to get even because the
no 'even.' Don't you even know that? Y ou can't beat those people; dl you can do is try and stay away from them, anc
you do brush up againgt them you get out quick and forget anything you learned or they'll wreck whatever you got left
lifel”

"No, itsyouwho dont knom Y au dont know nathing about how thewarld workd Y outre Supposed to be the smat ong and I'm ar
to be dumb as a bucket of hair, poor old dumb Donna, but | know you can't fight them and win. You can only lose |
you dready did and I'm not going to do that—I'm not going to lose everything ese | got left. And you're not going to
for me neither, Carol Ann. Promise meright here and now, on Preciouss gave that youll leavethisdone”

"l cant”

"Aomieme”

"l Ad| cant”

We dtare a each other in the dying light, and | see that we're never going to agree, never going to understand each
We're metke too dfferat. Selivesin awald whare when you get dammed hard, you pick yoursdf up and go on. | don't live
world. | dont wert to. Thetswhet mekesdl the dfference

Butitsher thet cumbesfird. "All right, Cad," e saysweaily, nat meaningit. "All igt.”

"I'm sorry,” | say, not meaning it either.

We dont sy anything more Theaun goes doan, and somewhare down themouniain adog barks

| move back to the city, and go back to work at my old house- deaing compary. Whanever | can| sgnup for double dhifts
inthe day and offices at night. It makes me tired enough to deep. Donna vidts me once. | cook her dinner, we go to
she takes the gravtrain bk the nedt day. The whde timg, dhe dnats and laugs and hugs me. The guy in the gpartment next
watches her like Sesaviddar.

I'mbhenging on. Trying nat to think. Nat to fed. Walting, dthough | dornit know far whet. The days arefrazen and thenghisdreamless

Itsnat thet way far theret of the country. Bvary day something dse hgopans A Segdless teeger desinacar aashin Sedile and d
take gpart his body and brain. They find that every bit of isseispafedt. Nat jugt in good shgpe—hes aly seventean—out
Segdesstisseregengaes The Segdesswont age An unexpediad sdeeffedt, the anids say.

A countyinNew Y ork says Segaless cant save on junies because they arent "peas’ o evarybody dse



A stientigt in Illinois publishes a study on sparrows made to be deepless. Their metabolism is so high they can't eat
enough to keep themsaves dive. They die, eating and egting, of starvation.

Pollux, Pennsylvania, votes a law that Seepless can be refused gpartment rentals. They're awake too much, which
run up landlords utility bills

Some inditute in Boston proves that deepless mice are unable to contract or carry hantoviruses.

A vid preacher declares Jennifer Sharifi the Antichrist, sent to Earth to represent ultimate evil just before th
Armageddon.

The New York Times prints an editorid that says, essentidly, that everybody should take a deep bresth and cam
about deeplessness.

Andin duly, the inmates of the Conewango County Jal kill Tony Indivino in the recregtion yard. They beat him to
with alead pipe

| learn this on the deven o'clock news, drinking a beer and deaning my own apartment. The termind is a chegp St
wallscreen, rimmed in black plastic. The news has no pictures of the degth.

". .. promised aful investigation of the incident, which occurred at twelve-twenty this afternoon Eastern Standard
The inspector generd of the New York State Correctiond System—"

If they knew the exact time the "inddent”" was occurring, why didn't somebody stop it?

| stand there, daring at the screen, aglass of beer in one hand and a deaning rag in the other. The red message |i
the Sde of the termind blinks. These cheap systems can't split the screen. | choose the message, and the Sanctuary o
the black rim.

"Message for Carol A. Benson," says a pleasant computer voice, "from Jennifer Sharifi of Sanctuary, Incorporated
York State. This message is shidded to Class One-A. It will not record on any sysem and will repeat only onct
message is Arrowgene operating as Mountview Bionetics, Sarahela, Pennsylvania. Chief scientist is Dr. Tyler Robert
419 Harpercrest Lane. End message.”

The screen blanks.

If Tony Indivino were here, he would tell you that Sanctuary is about survival. Not revenge

Notanymore

| fidde with the tamirdl for heif an hour, but the computer vaice wias accurate: The messege hegnit bean recorded. Therés o tre
anywhae innmy sygem ar inthe rerievables df the perent sygem. Im theanly anewhowill ever heer it.

Daddy'sguniswhere| left it, and in the same condition. Soishe.

"Hey, Daddy."

It takes him aminute to focus. "'Carol Ann.”

"ltsme”

"Wdoomehome'" Suddanly heamiles and | sseafiash of whet he was, the old cheerful sweetness, before it Snks under the
andl of whiskey. "You here? Long?'

"No," | say. "Jugt overnight.”

"Well, 'night. Seep tight.” It's seven o'clock in the evening.

"Sure, Daddy. Y ou, too."

"Gonnagt up. Littlelonger.”

"You do that."

The next morning, I'm gone by five. The gun comes agpart, and it's in my duffd bag. | wear jeans and good sho
seven I'min Kelsville. The bus south leaves at eight. | drink a cup of coffee and watch the headlines circle the news kic

NO SUSPECTS IDENTIFIED IN INDIVINO MURDER.
"NO ONE IS TALKING," SAYS CONEWANGO WARDEN (STORY 1—click here)
FBI RECEIVES ANON CALL TO BOMB SANCTUARY (STORY 2)
INDIVINO DEATH CALLED NATIONAL DISGRACE (STORY 3)
RAIN PUMMELS SOUTHEAST (STORY 4) FRANCE CALLS FOR MAJOR EUROCREDIT REFORM (STORY 5)

SCIENTISTS CREATE GENEMOD ALGAE. POTENTIAL FOR FEEDING THE WORLD
IS ENORMOUS, SAYS NOBELIST (STORY 6)



| putinacredit dip and press button Sx. Theflimsy prinsout, but therés nat imeto reed it before my bus leaves | hove theflimgyini
ad dexppdl theway to Saahda Farsivania

Four-nindean Haperaret Lareisina shidded community. rom beyond the gate | can see streets running down to a river
The housesare dl, narrow, and stuck together in fours and fives There are tress STl playgrounds beds of parfect genamad flowers T
which | dontt know theremedf, goarklesue

It's the kind of community that cooperates, that relies on word of mouth. A sngle day of loitering outside the gate
me the named themogt commonly used resdantid deening company: Siver's Polish. The next day I'm hired. They're glad to hav
an experienced cleaning tech.

The Dr. Tyler Wdllses have a tech come every Thursday. On my second week | trade shifts with another worke
for one, tdling hm | need Wednesday off to see a doctor. By @ght o'clock I'm in the house. | set the vacuuming
suffling around the kitchen floor and spray the sink with organic-molecule-eating foam. Four littered places on the bre
table. | go through the rest of the house.

Two kids rooms, toys and smdl clothing. They've dready left for school.

A woman snging in the master-bedroom shower. Nobody elseishome. | go back down the stairs. Hafway dowr
landing with a sculpture of a Greek wrestler below a cool blue-tinted window, | see him come out of a backyard
carying a trowel and wearing gloves. Short, skinny, dightly bading. Dr. Tyler Robert Wdls, scientist, gardens by
without bots.

| dip the gun from my deaning kit, push the parts together, and raiseit to the window. Once he'sin the crosshair, |
chip to take over, keegping centered on his head. It's in his head, the knowledge that genemods animds to kill other pe
children. | gt the gun on the wide polished windowsll, where it follows Wellss every move on its dl-directiond sa
programmed it to my voice, within a five-foot radius. All | have to do issay "Fire”

"Dont," avoice says.

| look up, expecting to see the woman from the shower standing above me. But she's gill anging in a distant roor
femde voice is below, a much older woman dressed like a bodyguard. Her gun is the handheld kind. "Carol, don't
Ligenfirg."

A bodyguard shouldn't know my name. And | shouldn't take time to ligen. She's too late to stop my verba comm
my gun, and that's dl that matters. It never mattered whether or not | got ouit.

"Dont say your gun codeword because we're going to get im anyway. The government is. Yes, we know who yc
ever Snce you tried to use Bent to decode Red Goldfish Trucking. We went back and put it together then. Well get W
promise you. But if you kill him now, there€'s alot of information we won't get. Don't say the codeword. Just come do
gars and I'll deprogram the gun.”

"o

"Caral, if you kill im well prosecute you. Well have to. But if you leave, I'll get immunity for you. And your fathe
about the deepless dog embryos. Come down.”

NGO

"I know about your little Sister. But our chances of getting the right evidence againg Wdls are stronger if we have
timewith him. 1t will make dl the difference to our case.”

"Fire," | say tothegun, and close my eyes.

Nothing happens.

My eyes fly open. The gun ill sts on the windowsll, swiveing to follow the back of Wellss head. The FBI age
climbed the gairs between us. She puts a hand on my arm. | fed the biometd joints augmenting her grip. Her eyes are :
gave you the chance to get out. Now please come quietly.”

"Whdt. .. how ..."

"We have counterfieds you couldn't possbly know about. Don't you redize you're way over your head? Weapc
more complex every day. And you're not even a pro.”

| let her leed me quietly out of the house, into an aircar marked BLAISEDE_L BODY GUARDS INCORPORATED. N
pays ay atention to us. As we lift above Harpercrest Lane, the last two things | notice are Wells, bent happily o\
garden, and a dog, a callie, lying on the bright green genemod grass on somebody's front lawn, asleep.



The FBI agent turns out not to be an FBI agent after dl. She works for something cdled the United States C
Standards Enforcement Agency, something new, something created because of the eruption of genemod, legd and
The GSEA is going to prosecute me. They have to, my new lawyer says. But theyll do it dowly, to give themsdves
time to nall Wdls and Mountview Bionetics and Bent and dl the other companies woven together with underground lak
government will get Wells eventudly, my lawyer says. The GSEA agent was right about that.

But she was wrong about something else. Every day | St in my cell, on the edge of my cot, and think about how
ghe was.

Nothing makes dl the difference. To anything. The systems are too complex. You genemod dogs for deeplessne
you destroy their imagination. Y ou genemod people for deeplessness and you get super-people, who can imagine evel
and invent anything. But Tony Indivino was killed by the lowest scum there is, and Jennifer Sharifi is taking Sanctuan
purposes of safety to purposes of revenge. Donna chooses to deny anything that makes her unhappy, but the deep
frozen place isin her just as much as in me. Daddy survives his wife's death but breaks down at his daughter's. Se
mice have great immune systems, deepless sparrows starve to desthy Segplesshumarsregenarde tissue Genamod dgeewill ed
hunger. Dogs genemod for 1Q go catatonic, and guard dogs with the begt traning in the warld will revat to peck packing ord
amegaaimd srdisnigt.

No one factor can make dl the difference. There are too many differat factors now. Maybe theredwayswere

So I'll let my lawyer, who is a Seepless named Irving Lewis, ddend me Hewartsthe casefar wiet he cdls"the evatd o
s gnificant Conglitutiondl precedents™ Bxogat far court gppearances, he does most of iswork ingde Senduaty.

Maybe he can get me off, maybe he can't. Either way, | don't know whet will hegppen nedt. Nt to me nat to anyvthing, | can
to mekethingscome out my way. get ajob, meke upwith Donng, go to adllege Someday 1'd liketo work far the GSEA. Thet wouldnt mek
Predous o for anything dse But mayeit might mekeasrdl, dight, necessary differance



