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>>>"\When a man has been guilty of a mstake, either in ordering his own
affairs, or in directing those of State, or in comuandi ng an arny, do we not
al ways say, So-and-so has nade a false step in this affair? And can making a
fal se step derive fromanything but |ack of skill in dancing?"<<<

-- Mdliere

Sonetimes | understand the words. Sonetines | do not understand the
wor ds.

Eric brings me to the exercise yard. A man and a wonman stand there. The
man is tall. The woman is short. She has |ong black fur on her head. She
snel | s angry.

Eric says, "This is Angel. Angel, this is John Cole and Caroline
ason. "

"Hello," | say.

"I'" m supposed to understand that grow ?" the wonman says. "M ght as well
be Russian!"

"Caroline," the man says, "you prom sed..."

"I know what | pronmised." She wal ks away. She snells very angry. |

don't understand. My word was _hello_. _Hello_ is one of the easy words.

The man says, "Hello, Angel." He smiles. |I sniff his shoes and bark. He
snells friendly. | snell two cats and a hot dog and street tar and a car.
feel happy. | like cars.

The woman cones back. "If we have to do this, then let's just do it,

for Chrissake. Let's sign the papers and get out of this hole."

John Col e says, "The lawyers are all waiting in Eric's office."

Eric's office snells of many people. | go to ny place beside the door
I lie down. Maybe | ater sonmebody takes ne in the car

A woman | ooks at many papers and tal ks. "A contract between Bi onod
Cani ne Protection Agency, herein referred to as the party of the first part,
and the New York City Ballet, herein referred to as the party of the second
part, in fulfillment of the requirenments of Col unbia Insurance Conpany, herein
referred to as the party of the third part, as those requirenments are set
forth in Policy 438-69, Section 17, respecting prima ballerina Caroline A son
The party of the first part shall furnish genetically-nodified canine
protection to Caroline Oson under, and not limted to, the follow ng
conditions..."

The words are hard.

I think words | can understand.
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My nane is Angel. | ama dog. | protect. Eric tells me to protect. No

peopl e can touch the one | protect except safe people. | |ove people
protect. | sleep now

"Angel ," Eric says fromhis chair, "Wake up now. You nust protect."

| wake up. Eric walks to ne. He sits next to me. He puts his voice in
ny ear.

"This is Caroline. You nust protect Caroline. No one nust hurt
Caroline. No one nust touch Caroline except safe people. Angel -- _protect
Caroline_."

| snell Caroline. | amvery happy. | protect Caroline.

"Jesus H Christ," Caroline says. She wal ks away.

| love Caroline.

* * * %
W go in the car. W go very far. Many people. Many smells. John drives the
car. John is safe. He may touch Caroline. John stops the car. W get out.
There are many tall buildings and many cars.

"You sure you're going to be okay?" John Col e says.

"You' ve protected your investnment, haven't you?" Caroline snarls. John
drives away.

A man stands by the door. The nman says, "Evening, Mss dson."

"Evening, Sam This is ny new guard dog. The conpany insists |I have
one, after ... what's been happening. They say the insurance conpany is
paranoi d. Yeah, sure. | need a dog like | need a knee injury."

"Yes, ma'am Doberman, isn't he? He | ooks |ike a goooood ol' dog. Hey,
big fella, what's your nanme?"

"Angel," | say.

The man junps and makes a noi se. Caroline | aughs.

"Bi oenhanced. Great for my privacy, right? Rover, Samis safe. Do you
hear ne? Samis _safe ."

| say, "My nanme is Angel."

Carol i ne says, "Sam you can relax. Really. He only attacks on comand,
or if I scream or if he hasn't been told a person is safe and that person
touches ne."

"Yes, Ma'am" Samsnells afraid. He | ooks at ne hard. | bark and ny
tail noves.

Carol i ne says, "Cone on, Fido. Your spy career is about to begin."

| say, "My name is Angel."

"Right," Caroline says.

We go in the building. W go in the elevator. | say, "Samhas a cat. |
snell Sams cat."

"Who the fuck cares,"’

Carol i ne says.

| am a dog
I must |ove Caroline.
2
Two days after the second ballerina was nurdered, M chael Chow, senior editor
of _New York Now_ and nmy boss, called me into his office. | already knew what

he wanted, and | already knew | didn't want to do it. He knew that, too. W
both knew it wouldn't make any difference.

"You're the |logical reporter, Susan," Mchael said. He sat behind his
desk, always a bad sign. When he thought |I'd want an assignhment, he | eaned
casual ly against the front of the desk. Its top was cluttered with print-outs;
wi th di sposabl e research cartridges, some with their screens alight; with
pictures of Mchael's six children. _Six_. They all |ooked |ike M chael
straight black hair and a smooth face |ike a peeled egg. At the apex of the
mess sat a hardcopy of the _Times_ 3:00 p.m on-line | ead: AUTOPSY DI SCOVERS
Bl OENHANCERS I N CI TY BALLET DANCER. "You have an in. Even Anton Privitera wll
talk to you."

"Not about this. He already gave his press conference. Such as it was.'

"So? You can get to himas a parent and | everage fromthere."

My daught er Deborah was a student in the School of American Ballet, the



juvenile province of Anton Privitera's kingdom For thirty years he had rul ed
the New York City Ballet |ike an annointed tyrant. Sometines it seemed he
could even levy taxes and raise arnmies, so exalted was his reputation in the
dance world, and so good was his business nmanager John Cole at raising funds
and enlisting corporate patrons. Dancers had flocked to the Gty Ballet from
Europe, from Asia, from South America, fromthe serious ballet schools in the
patrolled zones of America's dying cities. Until biohancers, the New York City
Bal | et had been the undi sputed grail of the international dance world.

Now, of course, that was changi ng.

Privitera was dynamic with the press as long as we were content with
what he wi shed us to know. He wasn't going to want to di scuss the nurder of
two dancers, one of themhis own.

A month ago N col e Heyer, a principal dancer with the American Ball et
Theat er, had been found strangled in Central Park. Three days ago the body of
Jenni fer Lang had been found in her nodest apartnment. Heyer had been a
bi oenhanced dancer who had cone to the ABT fromthe Stuttgart Ballet. Lang, a
m nor soloist with the Gty Ballet, had of course been natural. O so
everybody thought until the autopsy. The entire conpany had been bi oscanned
only three weeks ago, Artistic Director Privitera had told the press, but
apparently these particul ar viro-enhancers were so new and so different that
they hadn't even shown up on the scan

| wondered how to make M chael understand the depth of my dislike for
all this.

"Don't cover the usual police stuff,” Mchael said, "nor the scientific
stuff on bi oenhancenent. Concentrate on the human angle you do so well. Wat's
the effect of these nmurders on the other dancers? Has it affected their
danci ng? Does Privitera seemed nore confirned in his conpany policy now, or
has this shaken hi m enough to consider a change? Wat's he doing to protect
hi s dancers? How do the parents feel about the youngsters in the ballet
school ? Are they withdrawing themuntil the killer is caught?"

| said, "You don't have any sensitivity at all, do you, M chael?"

He said quietly, "Your girl's seventeen, Susan. If you couldn't get her
to | eave dancing before, you're not going to get her to |l eave now WII| you do
the story?"

| | ooked again at the scattered pictures of Mchael's children. His
ol dest was at Harvard Law. Hi s second son was a happily married househusband,
raising three kids. His third child, a daughter, was doing six-to-ten in Rock
Mount ai n Maxi mum Security State Prison for armed robbery. There was no

figuring it out. I said, "I'll do the story."
"CGood," he said, not looking at nme. "Just hold down the netaphors,
Susan. You're still too given to metaphors.™

" New York Now_could use a few nmetaphors. A feature magazine isn't
supposed to be a TV holo bite."

"A feature nmagazine isn't art, either," Mchael retorted. "Let's al
keep that in mnd."

"You're in luck," | said. "As it happens, I'mnot a great |over of
art."

| couldn't decide whether to tell Deborah | had agreed to wite about

ball et. She would hate my witing about her world under threat.

VWi ch was a reason both for and agai nst.

* * * %

Sept ember heat and |ong, cool shadows fought it out over the wi de plaza of
Li ncol n Center. The fountain splashed, surrounded by tourists and students and
strollers and derelicts. | thought Lincoln Center was ugly, shoe-box
architecture stuck around a charm ess expanse of stone unredeened by a little
spl ashing water. Mchael said | only felt that way because | hated New York
If Lincoln Center had been built in Kentucky, he said, | would have adnired
it.

| had renenbered to get the el ectronic password from Deborah. Since the
first nurder, the New York State Theater changed it weekly. Late afternoon was



heavy rehearsal tine; the conmpany was using the stage as well as the studios.
| heard the Spanish bolero fromthe second act of _Coppelia_. Deborah had been
trying to learn it for weeks. The role of Swanilda, the girl who pretends to

be a doll, had first nade the brilliant Caroline O son a superstar
Privitera's office was a junbl e of dance programs, costune swatches,
and computers. He made ne wait for himtwenty mnutes. | sat and thought about

what | knew about bi oenhanced dancers, besides the fact that there weren't
supposed to have been any at City Ballet.

There were several kinds of bioenhancenent. Al of themwere
experimental, all of themwere illegal in The United States, all of themwere
constantly in flux as new di scooveries were nade and rushed onto the European
Sout h Anerican, and Japanese markets. It was a new science, chaotic and
contradictory, like physics at the start of the |last century, or cancer cures
at the start of this one. No bi oenhancenents had been devel oped specifically
for ballet dancers, who were an insignificant portion of the popul ation. But
Eur opean dancers subnmitted to experimental versions, as did American dancers
who could travel to Berlin or Copenhagen or Rio for the very expensive
privilege of injecting their bodies with tiny, unproven biol ogi cal "machines."

Sone nanomachi nes carried programm ng that searched out deviations in
the body and repaired themto match surrounding tissue. This speeded the
heal i ng of sone injuries sonme of the time, or only erratically, or not at all
dependi ng on whom you believed. Jennifer Lang had been receiving these
treatments, trying desperately to |l essen the injury rate that went
hand-in-hand with ballet. The nanomachi nes were hi ghly experinental, and
nobody was sure what |ong-termeffect they night have, reproducing thenselves
in the human body, interacting with human DNA

Bone builders were both sinpler and nore dangerous. They were altered
viruses, reprogramred to change the shape or density of bones. Mst of the
experimental work had been done on old wonen with advanced ostereoporsis. Sone
grew denser bones after treatnent. The rest didn't. In ballet, the legs are
required to rotate 180 degrees in the hip sockets -- the fanpbus "turn out"
that had destroyed so many dancers' hips and knees. |If bones could be altered
to swivel 180 degrees _naturally_in their sockets, turn out would cause far
| ess strain and disintegration. Extension could al so be higher, nmaking easier
t he spectacul ar _arabesques_ and _grand battement _ ki cks.

If the bones of the foot were reshaped, foot injuries could be | essened
in the unnatural act of dancing on toe.

Bi oenhanced | eg nuscl es coul d be stronger, for higher junps, greater
speed, nore stam na

Anyt hi ng that hel ped metabolic efficiency or lung capacity could help a
dancer sustain novenents. They could al so hel p her keep down her wei ght
wi t hout anorexia, the secret vice of the ballet world.

Dancers in Europe began to experinment w th bi oenhancenment. First
cautiously, clandestinely. Then scandal ously. Now openly, as a mark of pride.
A dancer with the Royal Ballet or the Bol shoi or the Nederlands Dans Theat er
who didn't have his or her body enhanced was consi dered undevoted to novenent.
A dancer at the New York City Ballet who did have his or her body enhanced was
consi dered undevoted to art.

Privitera swept into his office without apology for being late. "Ah,
there you are. What can | do for you?" His accent was very light, but stil
t he nmusical tones of his native Tuscany were there. It gave his words a
deceptive intinmacy.

"I'"ve come about ny daughter, Deborah Anders. She's in the D level at
SAB. She's the one who -- "

"Yes, yes, yes, | know who she is. | know all ny dancers, even the very
young ones. O course. But shouldn't you be tal king with Madanme Al ois? She is
the director of our School."

"But you make all the inportant decisions,” | say, trying to snmile
wi nni ngl y.

Privitera sat on a wing chair. He nust have been in his seventies, yet



he moved like a young man: straight strong back, |ight novenents. The fanous
bright blue eyes nmet mine shrewdly. His vitality and physical presence on
stage had made him a | egendary dancer; now he was sinply a | egend. \Whatever he
decided the New York City Ballet should be, it became. |I didn't Iike him That
absol ute power bothered nme -- even though it was merely power over an art form
seen by only a fraction of the people who watched soccer or football.

"I have three questions about Deborah, M. Privitera. First -- and |I'm
sure you hear this all the time -- can you give nme sonme idea of her chances as
a professional dancer? She'll have to apply to college this fall, if she's
going to go, and although what she really wants is to dance professionally, if
that's not going to happen then we need to think about other -- "

"Yes, yes," Privitera said, swatting away this question like the
irrelevancy he considered it to be. "But dance is never a second choice, M.
Anders. "

"Matthews," | said. "Susan Matthews. Anders is Deborah's nane."

"If Deborah has it in her to be a dancer, that's what she will be. If
not -- " He shrugged. People who were not dancers ceased to exist for Anton
Privitera.

"That's what | want to know. Does she have it in her to be a
pr of essi onal dancer? Her teachers say she has good nusicality and rhythm
but..."

My hands gri pped together so tightly the skin was gray.

"Perhaps. Perhaps. You nust leave it to nme to judge when the tine
cones. "

"But that's what |'msaying," | said, as agreeably as | could. "The
time _has_ come. College -- "

"You cannot hurry art. If Deborah is neant to be a dancer, she will
becone one. Leave it to nme, dear."

_Dear_. It was what he called all his dancers. | saw that it had just
slipped out. _Leave it to nme, dear. | know best._How often did he say that in
class, in rehearsal, during a choreography session, before a performance?

The nuted strains of _Coppelia_ drifted through the walls. | said,
"Then l et nme ask ny second question. As a parent, |I'mnaturally concerned
about Deborah's safety since these awful nurders. Wat steps has City Ballet
taken to ensure the safety of the students and dancers?"

The intense eyes contracted to blue shards. But | could see the nonment
he deci ded the question was within a parent's right to ask. "The police do not
think there is danger to the students. This ... madman, this _bestia_,
apparently attacks only full-fledged dancers, soloists and principals who have
tried to reach art through medi ci ne and not through dancing. No dancer in ny
conpany or ny school is bioenhanced. My dancers believe as | do: You can
achieve art only through talent and work, through opening yourself to the
dance, not through nmechani cal aids. Wat they do at the ABT -- that is _not

art ! Besides," he added, with an abrupt descent to the practical, "students
cannot afford bi oenhanci ng operations."

| dealismenforced by realism-- | saw the comnbination that kept the
City Ballet a success, despite the technically superior performances of
bi oenhanced dancers. | could al nost hear dancers and patrons alike: _'The only
real ballet.' 'Dance that preserves the necessary illusion that the
performers' bodies and the audience's are fundanentally the same.' 'M dear

he's sinply the nost wonderful man, saving the precious traditions that nade
dance great in the first place. W've pledged $20,000 -- ' _

| decided to push. "But Jennifer Lang apparently found a way to afford
illegal bioenhancenents that -- "

"That has nothing to do with your Deborah," Privitera said, standing in
one fluid noverment. Hi s blue eyes were arctic. "Nowif you will excuse ne,
many things call ne."

"But you haven't said what you _are_ doing for the students' safety,"”
said, not rising fromny chair, trying to sound as if nmy only interest were
parental . "Please, | need to know. Deborah..."



He barely repressed a sigh. "W have increased security, M. Anders.
El ectronic surveillance both at SAB and Lincoln Center has been added to, with
specifics that | cannot discuss. W have hired additional escorts for those
students perform ng small professional roles who nust |eave Lincoln Center
after ten at night. W have created new enphasis on teachi ng our young dancers
the i nmportance, the conplete _necessity_ , of training their bodies for dance,
not relying on drugs and operations that can only offer tawdry initations of
t he genui ne experience of art."

| doubted City Ballet had actually done all that: it had only been
t hree days since Jennifer Lang's nurder. But Privitera's rhetoric hel ped ne
ask ny | ast questions.

"Have any other parents w thdrawn their sons and daughters from SAB?
For that matter, have any of your dancers altered their perfornmance shedul es?
How has the conpany as a whol e been affected?"

Privitera |l ooked at me with utter scorn. "If a dancer -- even a student
dancer -- |eaves ne because some _bestia_is killing performers who do what |
have insisted nmy dancers _not_ do -- such a so-called dancer should | eave.

There is no place for such a dancer in ny school or ny conpany. Don't you
understand, Ms. Anders -- this is the New York City Ballet_."

He left. Through the open door the nmusic was clear: still the Spanish
dance from _Coppelia_. The girl who turned herself into a beautiful doll.

M chael was right. | was definitely too given to netaphors.

As | wal ked down the hall, it occurred to ne that Privitera hadn't
nmenti oned i ncreased bioscanning. Surely that would nake the npbst sense --

di scover which dancers were attaining their high junps and strong _devel oppes_
t hr ough bi oenhancenment, and then elinminate those dancers fromthe purity of
t he conpany? Before some _bestia_did it first.

Deborah, | knew, was taking an extra class in Studio 3. |I shouldn't go.
If I went, we would only fight again. | pushed open the door to Studio 3.

| sat on a hard small chair with the ballet nmothers waiting for the
class to end. | knew better than to talk to any of them They all wanted their
daughters to succeed in ballet.

Barre warmups were over. The warmair snelled of rosin on wood.
Dancers worked in the center of the floor, sweat dripping off their twirling
and | eapi ng bodi es. _Bourees, pirouettes, entrechats._ "Non, non!" the teacher
called, a retired French dancer whom | had never seen smile. "Wen you junp,
your arms rust hel p. They rmust pull you through fromleft to right. Like
this."

Deborah did the step wong. "Non, non!" the teacher called. "Like

this!"
Deborah still did it wong. She grinmaced. | felt my stomach tighten
Deborah tried again. It was still wong. The teacher gestured toward
t he back of the room Deborah wal ked to the barre and practiced the step al one
while the rest of the class went on leaping. _Plie, releve, then ... | didn't

know t he names of the rest of these steps. Watever they were, she was stil
doi ng them wong. Deborah tried over and over again, her face clenched. |
coul dn't watch.

VWhen Deborah was fourteen, she ran away fromhome in St. Louis to her
father's hovel in New York, the sanme father she had not seen since she was
three. She wanted to dance for Anton Privitera, she said. | demanded that
Pers, whom | had divorced for desertion, send her back. He refused. Deborah
moved into his rat-trap on West 110th, way outside Manhattan's patrolled zone.
The lack of police protection didn't deter her, the filthy toilet down the
hall didn't deter her, the nine-year-old who was shot dealing sunshine on the
stoop next door didn't deter her. Wien | flew to New York, she cried but
refused to go hone. She wanted to dance for Anton Privitera.

You can't physically westle a fourteen-year-old onto a plane. You can
argue, and scream and threaten, and plead, and cry, but you cannot physically
nmove her. Not without a court order. | filed for breach of custody.

Pers did the nost effective thing you can do in the New York judicial



system nothing. Since Pers was an indigent periodically on public assistance,
the court appointed a public defender for him The public defender had 154
cases. He asked for three continuances in a row The judge had a docket ful
six months ahead. In less than a year and a hal f Deborah woul d be sixteen
legally entitled to | eave honme. She auditioned for Privitera, and the Schoo
of Anerican Ballet accepted her

Anot her kid was shot, this one on the subway just before Pers's stop
She was twel ve. A boy was knifed, a young nother was raped, houses were
torched. Pers's |awer resigned. Another was appointed, who imediately filed
for a conti nuance.

I quit my job with _St. Louis On-Line_ and noved to New York. | left
behi nd a new pronotion, a house | loved, and a man | had just started to care
about. | found work on M chael's magazine, for half the prestige and
two-thirds the salary, in a city twice as expensive and three tinmes as
dangerous. | took a two-room apartnent on West Seventy-fifth, shabby but
decent, just inside the patrolled zone. Fromnmny |living roomw ndow | could see
the shimrer of the electronic fence marking the zone. The shimer bent to
exclude all of Central Park south of Seventieth. | bought a gun

After a few tense weeks, Deborah nmoved in with me. W lived with piles
of toe shoes and surgical tape, with leotards and tights drying on a |ine
strung across the living room wth _Dance_ nagazine in tattered third-hand
copies that would go on to be somebody el se's fourth-hand copies, w th bunions
and inflanmed tendons and pulled liganents. W lived with Deborah's guilt and
my anger. At night | lay awake on the pull-out sofa, staring at the ceiling,
renmenbering the day Deborah had started kindergarten and | had opened a
coll ege fund for her. She refused now to consider college. She wanted to dance
for Anton Privitera.

Privitera had not yet invited her to join the conpany. She had just
turned seventeen. This was her last year with the School. If she weren't
invited into the corps de ballet this year, she could forget about dancing for
the New York City Ballet.

| sat with the ballet nothers and watched. Deborah's extension was not
as high as some of the other girls', her strength not always enough to sustain
a slow, difficult nove.

So gl anorous! the ballet nmothers screeched. So beautiful! So wonderful
for a girl to know so young what she wants to do with her life! The ball et
not hers apparently never saw the constant injuries, the fatigue, the
conpetition that nmade every friend a deadly rival, the narrowi ng down of a
young worl d until there is only one definition of success: Do | get to dance
for Privitera? Everything else is failure. Life and death, determni ned at

seventeen. "l don't know what I'lIl do if Jeannie isn't asked to join the
conpany,"” Jeannie's nother told me. "It would be |like we both died. Maybe we
woul d. "

"You're so unfair, Mom" Deborah shouted at ne peridically in the tiny,
jamred apartment. "You never see the good side of dancing! You' re so against
ne!"

Is it so unfair to hope that your child will be forced out of alife
that can only break her body and her heart? A life whose future will belong
only to those willing to becone human test tubes for inhuman bi ol ogi ca

experi ment s?

Ni col e Heyer, the dead ABT dancer, had apparently come to the United
States from Gernmany because she could not conpete with the dazzlingly
bi oenhanced dancers in her own country. Jennifer Lang, an ordinary girl from
an ordi nary Houston fam |y, had | acked the noney for major experinmentation. To
fi nance her bi oenhancenents in European |abs, she had rented herself out as a
gl anor ous and expensive call girl. Fuck a ballerina! That was how her killer
had gotten into her apartnent.

In her corner of Studio 3, Deborah finally got the sequence of steps
straight, although I could see she was wobbly. She rejoined the class. The
room had becone as steany as a Turkish bath. Students ran and | eapt the whol e



length of the hall, corner to corner, in groups of six. " _Gand jete_in third
_arabesque_," Madane called. "Non, non, nore extension, Lisa. Victoria, nore
quick -- _vite ! _vite!. One, two ... next group.”

Deborah ran, junped, and crashed to the ground.

| stood. Jeannie's nother put a hand on ny arm "You can't go to her,"
she said matter-of-factly. "You'll interfere with her discipline.”

Madanme ran gnarl ed hands over Deborah's ankle. "Lisa, help her to the
side. Ninette, go tell the office to send the doctor. Alors, next group
_grand jete_in third _arabesque_..."

| shook off Jeannie's nother's hand and wal ked slowy to where Deborah
sat, her face twisted in pain.

"I't's nothing, Mom"

"Don't nove it until the doctor gets here.”

"I said it's nothing!"

It was a sprain. The doctor taped it and said Deborah shoul dn't dance
for a week.

At home she linped to her room An hour later |I found her at the barre.

"Deborah! You heard what the doctor said!"

Her eyes were lunminous with tears: Odette as the dying swan, Gselle in
the mad scene. "I have to, Mom You don't understand! They're casting
_Nutcracker_ in two weeks! | have to be there, dancing!"

"Deborah -- "

"I can dance through the injury! Leave ne al one!"

Debor ah had never yet been cast in Privitera's _Nutcracker_. | watched
her transfer her weight gingerly to the injured ankle, wince, and _plie_. She
woul dn't neet ny eyes in the mrror

Slowy | closed the door.

That night we had tickets to see _Coppelia_. Caroline dson skinmed
across the stage, barely seeming to touch ground. Her _grand jetes_ brought
gasps fromthe sophisticated New York ballet audience. In the final act, when
Swani | da danced a tender _pas de deux_ with her lover Franz, | could see heads
nmotionl ess all over the theater, lips slightly parted, barely breathing. Franz
turned her slowy in a liquid _arabesque_, her leg inpossibly high, foll owed
by pirouettes . Swanilda nelted fromone pose to another, her long silken
legs forming a perfect line with her body, flesh made Iight and strong and
el egant as the nmusic itself.

Beside nme, | felt Deborah's despair.

3.
Caroline junps. She junps with her hind | egs out straight, one in front and
one in back. She runs in circles and junps again. Dmitri catches her

"No, no," M. Privitera says. "Not like that. _Pronenade en couronne,
attitude, arabesque efface_. Nowthe lift. Dimtri, you are handling her like
a sack of grain. Like this."

M. Privitera picks up Caroline. My ears raise. But M. Priviterais
safe. M. Privitera can touch Caroline. Dmtri can touch Caroline. Carlos can
touch Caroli ne.

Dmitri says, "lIt's the damm _dog_. How am | supposed to | earn the part
with himstaring at me, ready to tear ne fromlinb to |inmb? How the hell am!|
supposed to concentrate?"

John Cole sits next to ne. John says, "Dmitri, there's no chance Ange
will attack you. His biochip is state-of-the-art programming. | told you. If
you're in his 'safe' directory, you' d have to actually attack Caroline
yoursel f before Angel would act, unless Caroline told you otherw se. There's
no real danger to break your concentration.”

Dmitri says, "And what if | drop her accidentally? How do | know t hat
won't look like an attack to that dog?"

Caroline sits down. She |ooks at John. She |ooks at Dmitri. She does
not | ook at nme. She smiles.

John says, "A drop is not an attack. Unless Caroline screans -- and we
all know she never does, no matter what the injury -- there's no danger



Believe nme."

"I don't," Dmitri says.

Everybody stands quiet.

M. Privitera says, "Caroline, dear, let me drop you. Stand up. Ready
-- lift."

Caroline snells surprised. She stands. M. Privitera picks up Caroline.
She junmps a little. He picks her up over his head. She falls down hard. My
ears raise. Caroline does not scream She is not hurt. M. Privitera is safe.
Caroline said M. Privitera is safe.

"See?" M. Privitera says. He breathes hard. "No danger. Positions,

pl ease. _Pronenade en couronne, attitude, arabesque efface , lift."
Dmitri picks up Caroline. The music gets |oud. John says in ny ear
"Angel -- did Caroline go away from her house |ast night?"
"Yes," | say.

"Were did Caroline go?"

"Left four blocks, right one block. Caroline gave noney."

"The bakery," John says. "Did she go away to any nore places, or did
she go home?"

"Caroline goes hone | ast night."

"Di d anyone come to Caroline's house |ast night?"

"No people cone to Caroline's house |last night."

"Thank you," John says. He pats nme. | feel happy.

Caroline looks at us. A wonan ties a long cloth on Caroline' s waist.
The wonman gives Caroline a piece of wod. Yesterday | ask John what the wood
is. Yesterday John says it is a fan. The nusic starts, faster. Caroline does
not jump. Yesterday Caroline junps with the fan

"Caroline?" M. Privitera says. "Start here, dear."

Caroline junps. She still |ooks at John. He | ooks at ne.

Sone wonan here smells of yogurt and a bitch collie in heat.

* * * %

Carol i ne opens the bedroom door. She cones out. She wears jeans on her hind
| egs. She wears a hat on her head. It covers all her fur. She walks to the
door. She says to ne, "Stay, you old fleabag. You hear ne? Stay!"

I walk to the door.

"Christ." Caroline opens the door a little way. She pushes her body

t hrough the door. She closes the door. | push through the door hard with her
"I said stay!" Caroline opens the door again. She pushes nme. | do not
go inside. Caroline goes inside. | follow Caroline.
"Take two," Caroline says. She opens the door. She wal ks away. She goes

back. She cl oses the door. She opens the door. She closes the door. She turns
around. She goes through the door and closes it hard. She is very fast. | am
i nsi de al one.

"CGotcha, Fido!" Caroline says through the door

I how. | throw ne against the door. | bark and how . The |ight goes on
in my head. I how and how .

Soon Caroline comes through the door. A man holds her arm He snells of
iron. He talks to a box.

"Subj ect elected to return to her apartnent, sir, rather than have ne
acconpany her to her destination. We're in here now "

Caroline grabs the box. "John, you shit, how _dare_ you! You had the

dog bio-wired! That's an invasion of privacy, |I'll sue your ass off, I'll quit
t he conpany, I1'II -- "
"Caroline," John's voice said. | |look. There is no John snell. John is

not here. Only John's voice is here. "You have no | egal grounds. This man is
all owed to acconpany you, according to the protection contract you signed.
_You_ signed it, ny dear. As for quitting the City Ballet ... That's up to
you. But while you dance for us, Angel goes where you do. If he gets too
excited over not seeing you, the biosignal triggers. Just where were you goi ng
that you didn't want Angel with you?"

"To turn tricks on street corners!" Caroline yells. "And | bet he has a



hom ng devi ce enbedded in him too, doesn't he?"

She snells very angry. She is angry at ne. | lie on the floor. | put ny
paws on ny head. It is not happy here.

The man says, "Departing the apartment now, sir.
the small box.

Caroline sits on the floor. Her back is against the door. She |ooks at
me. My paws are on ny head. Caroline snells angry.

Not hi ng happens.

He | eaves. He takes

Alittle later Caroline says, "l guess it's you and me, then. They set
it up that way. |I'mstuck with you."
| do not nove nove ny paws. She still snells angry.

"Al'l right, let's try another approach. D sarmthe eneny fromwthin.
Psychol ogi cal sabotage. You don't have any idea what |'mtal king about, do
you? What did they give you, a five-year-old' s 1Q? Angel..."

I look at Caroline. She says ny right nane.

"...tell me about Samis cat."

"What ?"
"Samis cat. You said that first day you cane honme with nme that you
snelled a cat on Sam the day doorman. Do you still smell it? Can you tel

what kind of cat it is?"

I am confused. Caroline says nice words. Caroline snells angry. Her
back is too straight. Her fur is wong.

"Isit a male cat or a female cat? Can you tell that?"

"Afemale cat," | say. | remenber the cat smell. My nuscles itch.
"Did you want to chase it?"
"I must never chase cats. | nust protect Caroline.”

Caroline's snell changes. She |leans close to ny ear

"But did you want_ to chase it, Angel? Did you want to get to behave
like a dog?"

"I want to protect Caroline."

"Hoo boy. They did a job on you, didn't they, boy?"

The words are too hard. Caroline still snells a little angry. | do not
under st and.

"I't's nothing conmpared to what they're doing in South Anerica and
Eur ope, " she says. Her body shakes.

"Are you hurt?" | say.

Caroline puts a hand on my back. The hand is very soft. She says no
wor ds.

* * * %
I am happy. Caroline talks to ne. She tells nme about dancing. Caroline is a
dancer. She junps and runs in circles. She stands high on her hind | egs.
Peopl e come in cars to watch her. The people are happy when Caroline dances.

We wal k outside. | protect Caroline. W go nany places. Caroline gives
me cake and hot dogs. There are nmany snells. Sonmetines Caroline and | foll ow
the snmells. W see many dogs and nmany cats. The man with the small box cones
with us sonetines. John says the man is safe.

"What if | tell Angel you're not 'safe'?" Caroline says to the nan. He
follows us on a long wal k. "What if | order himto tear you linb to Iinb?" She
snel | s angry agai n.

"You don't have programm ng override capacity. The biochip augnmenting
hi s bi oenhancenment is very specific, Ms. Oson. I'mhardwired in."

“I"1l bet," Caroline says. "Did anybody ask Angel if he wants this
life?"

The man snmil es.

We go to Lincoln Center every day. Caroline dances there. She dances in
t he day. She dances at night. Mre people watch at night.

John asks me where Caroline and | go. Every day | tell him

Nobody tries to touch Caroline. | protect her

"l can't do it," Caroline tells a man on the street corner. The man
stands very close to Caroline. I grow soft. "For God's sake, Stan, don't



touch ne. The dog. And |'m probably being watched."

"Do they care _that_ nuch?"

"l could blow the whistle on the whol e unofficial charade," Caroline
says. She snells tired. "No matter what Privitera's delusions are. But then
we' d | ose our chance, woudn't we?"

"Thanks for the tine," the man says, loud. He smiles. He wal ks away.

Later John says, "Who did Caroline talk to?"

"A man," | say. "He wants the tine."
Later Caroline says, "Angel, we're going tonight to see ny nother."
4

Dermonstrators dyed the fountain at Lincoln Center blood red.

They marched around the gruesone jets of water, shouting and resisting
arrest. | sprinted across the plaza, trying to get there to see which side
they were on before the police carted all of themaway. Even fromthis
distance | could tell they weren't dancers, not with those thick bodies. The
el ectroni c placards dissol ved from HON MANY MUST DI E FROM DENYlI NG EVOLUTI ON
to FREE MEDI CAL RESEARCH FROM GOVERNMENT STRAI GHTJACKETS! to MY BODY BELONGS
TO ME! Pro-human bi oenhancenent, then. A hol ograph projector, which a cop was
shutting down, spewed out a ten-foot high holo of Jane and June Wl sh, Sianese
twi ns who had been successfully separated only after German scientists had
bi oenhanced their bodies to force alterations in major organs. The hol o | oop
showed the attached tw ns draggi ng each other around, followed by the
successfully separated twins waving gaily. The cop did sonething and Jane and
June di sappear ed.

"They died," | said to a denmonstrator, a slimboy wearing a FREE MY
BODY! button. "Utinmately, neither of their hearts could stand the stress of
bi oenhancenent . "

He glared at ne. "That was their risk to take, wasn't it?"

"Their conmbined 1Q didn't equal your weight. How could they eval uate
risk?"

"This is a _revolution_, lady. In any revolution you have casualties
that -- " A cop grabbed his arm The boy took a wild swing at himand the cop
pressed his nerve gun to the boy's neck. He dropped peacefully, smling.

Abruptly nore people gathered, sone of themwlier than the boy.
Dermonstrators stood with their hands on their heads, singing slogans. Media
robocams zoomed in fromthe sky; the live crews would be here in mnutes. A
group of counter-denonstrators forned across the plaza, in front of the Met. |
backed away slowy, hands on ny head, not singing -- and stopped abruptly
hal fway across the chaotic plaza.

An ol d woman in a powerchair was watching the denonstration with the
nost i ntense expression | had ever seen. It was as if she were watching a
horrifying execution, judging it judiciously as art. Bodyguards flanked the
chair. She wore an expensive, pale blue suit and | arge, perfectly-nmatched
pearls. Her winkled, cold face was completely fanmliar. This was how Caroline
O son would look in forty years, if she refused all cosnetic treatnent.

She caught nme wat ching her. Her expression didn't change. It passed
over me as if | didn't exist.

| took the chance. "Ms. O son?"

She didn't deny the name. "Yes?"

"I"'ma reporter with _New York Now_, doing an article on the New York
City Ballet. 1'd like to ask you a few questi ons about your daughter Caroline,
if that's all right."

"I never give interviews."

"Yes, ma'am Just a few informal questions -- you nust be so proud of
Caroline. But are you worried about her safety in light of the recent
so-cal | ed bal |l eri na nurders?"

She shocked ne. She snmiled. "No, not at all."

"You're _not_?"

She gazed at the break-up of the denonstration. "Do you know t he work
on dancers' bodies they're doing in Berlin?"



"No, | -- "

"Then you have no business interview ng anyone on the subject." She
wat ched the | ast of the denonstrators being dragged away by the cops. "The New
York City ballet is finished. The future of the art lies with bioenhancenent."

I rmust have | ooked like a fish, staring at her with nmy mouth worKking.
"But Caroline is the prima ballerina, she's only twenty-six -- "

"Caroline had a good run. For a dancer." She nade a signal, an
i mperious novenment of her hand, and one of the bodyguards turned her chair and
wheeled it away.

| trotted after it. "But, Ms. O son, are you saying you think your
daught er and her whol e conpany _shoul d_ be repl aced by bi oenhanced dancers
because they can achieve higher lifts, fewer injuries, nore spectacular turn
out -- "

"I never give interviews,"
bet ween us.

| gazed after her. She had spoken about Caroline as if her daughter
were an obsolete Buick. It took ne a nmoment to renenber to pull out a notebook
and tell it what she had said.

Soneone dunped something into the fountain. Inrediately the red
di sappeared and the water spouted clear once nore. A bioenhanced dog trotted
over and | apped at the water, the dog's owner patiently holding the | eash
whil e his pink-furred, huge-eyed poodle drank its fill.

* * * %

she said, and the other bodyguard noved

After an hour at a library terminal at _New York Now_, | knew that Anna O son
was a mmjor contributor to the Anerican Ballet Theater but not to the New York
City Ballet, where her daughter had chosen to dance. Caroline's father was
dead. He had left his w dow an East Side mansion, three Renoirs, and a fortune
i nvested in Peruvian sugar, Japanese weather-control equiprment, and German
pharmaceuticals. According to _Ballet News_, nother and daughter were
estranged. To find out nore than that, I'd need professional help.

M chael didn't want to do it. "There's no noney for that kind of
research, Susan. Not to even nention the ethics involved."

"Ch, cone on, Mchael. It's no worse than using crimnal informers for
any other story."

"This isn't your old newspaper job, Susie. We're a feature magazine,
renenmber? W& don't use informants, and we don't do investigative reporting."
He | eaned agai nst his desk, his peel ed-egg face troubl ed.

"The magazi ne doesn't have to do any investigating at all. Just give ne
the nunber. | know you know it. If I'd been doing the job |I should have for
the last two years instead of sul king because | hate New York, 1'd know it,
too. Just the number, Mchael. That's all. Neither you nor the magazine will

even be nentioned."”
He ran his hand through his hair. For the first time, | noticed that it

was thinning. "Al right. But Susan -- don't get obsessed. For your own sake."
He | ooked at the picture of his daughter doing tinme in Rock Mountain.

| called the Robin Hood and arranged to see him He was young -- they
all are -- maybe as young as twenty, operating out of a dingy apartment in
Tribecca. | couldn't judge his equi pnent: beyong basic literacy, conputers are

as alien to ne as dancers. Like dancers, they concentrate on one aspect of the
worl d, dismssing the rest.

The Robi n Hood furnished the usual proofs that he could tap into
privat e databanks, that he coul d access government records, and that his
transl ation programs could handle international airline d-bases. He pronised a
two-day turn around. The price was astronom cal by ny standards, although
probably negligible by his. | transferred the credits fromny savi ngs account,
enptying it.

| said, "You do know that the original Robin Hood transferred goods for
free?"

He said, not missing a beat, "The original Robin Hood didn't have to
pay for a Seidman- Nuwer encrypter.”



| really hadn't expected himto know who the original Robin Hood was.

VWen | got home, Deborah had fallen asleep across her bed, stil
dressed in practice clothes. The toes of her tights were bloody. A new pair of
t oe shoes were shoved between the bedroom door and the door janb; she softened
the stiff boxes by slanmm ng the door on them There were three E-nail nessages
for her fromSAB, but | erased themall. | covered her, closed her door, and
| et her sl eep.

* * * %
I met with the Robin Hood two days | ater. He handed me a sheaf of hardcopy.
"The City Ballet injury records showtwo injuries for Caroline Ason in the
| ast four years, which is as far back as the files are kept. One shin splint,
one pulled liganent. O course, if she had other injuries and saw a private
doctor, that woul dn't show up on their records, but if she did see one it
wasn't anybody on the City Ball et Reconmended Physician List. | checked that."

"Two injuries? In four _years_?"

"That's what the record shows. These here are four-year records of City
Bal | et bioscans. All negative. Nobody shows any bi oenhancement, not even
Jennifer Lang. These are the City Ballet attendance figures over ten years,
br oken down by subscription and single-event tickets."

| was startled; the drop in attendance over the |last two years was nore
dramatic than the press had ever indicated.

"This one is Ms. Anna Oson's tax return for last year. Al that
incone -- all of it -- is frominvestnents and interests, and none of it is
tied up in trusts or entails. She controls it all, and she can waste the whol e
thing if she wants to. You asked about unusual |iquidation of stock in the
| ast ten years: There wasn't any. There's no trust fund for Caroline O son
This is Caroline's tax return -- only her salary with Gty Ballet, plus guest
appear ance fees. Hefty, but nothing like what the old | ady controls.

"This last is the air flight stuff you wanted: No flights on najor
commercial airlines out of the country for Caroline in the | ast six years,
except when the City Ballet did its three international tours, and then
Caroline flew pretty much with everybody else in the group. O course if she
did go to Rio or Copenhagen or Berlin, she could have gone by chartered pl ane
or private jet. My guess is private jet. Those aren't required to file
passenger lists."

It wasn't what |1'd hoped to find. O rather, it was half of what 1'd
hoped. No dancer is injured that seldom It just doesn't happen. | pictured
Caroline dson's amazi ng extension, her breathtaking | eaps; she reached al npst
t he hei ght expected of male superstars. And her crippled horror of a nother
had huge anounts of noney. " _Caroline had a good run. _

| would bet my few remaining dollars that Caroline dson was
bi oenhanced, no matter what her bioscans said. Jennifer Lang' s had been
negative, too. Apparently the DNA hackers were staying one step ahead of the
DNA security checkers. Although it was odd that the records didn't show a
singl e dancer trying to get away w th bi oenhancenent, not even once, even in
the face of Privitera's fervency. There are always some people who value their
own career advancenent over the received faith.

But | had assumed that Caroline would have needed to | eave the country.
Bi oenhancenent |abs are large, full of sensitive and costly and nonportabl e
equi prent, and dozens of technicians. Not easy to hide. Police investigators
had traced both Jennifer Lang and Ni col e Heyer to Danish labs. | didn't think
one could exist illegally in New York.

Maybe | was wrong.

The Robi n Hood watched ne keenly. In the norning light fromthe w ndow
he | ooked no ol der than Deborah. He had thick brown hair, nice shoul ders.
wondered if he had a life outside his Iab. So many of themdidn't.

"Thanks," | said.

"Susan -- "

"What ?"

He hesitated. "I don't know what you're after with this data. But |'ve



worked with friends of Mchael's before. If you' re thinking about trying to
| everage anything to do wi th human bi oenhancenent..."

"Yeah?"

"Don't." He looked intently at his console. "That's out of both our
| eagues. Magazine reporters are very small against the kind of high-stakes
shit those guys are into."

"Thanks for the advice," | said. And then, on inpul se, "Wuld you by
any chance |ike a hone-cooked nmeal ? | have a daughter about your age,
seventeen, she's a dancer..."

He stared at ne in dishelief. He shook his head. "You're a _client_,
Susan. And anyway, |'mtwenty-six. And I'mmarried." He shook his head again.
"And if you don't know enough not to ask a Robin Hood to dinner, you really
don't know enough to mess around with bi oenhancenment. That stuff's life or
deat h. "

Life or death. Enough for a bioenhancenment corporation to nurder two
dancer s?

But | rejected that idea. It was always too easy to | abel the
corporations the automati c bad guys. That wass the stuff of cheap hol ovids.
Most corporate types | knew just tried to keep ahead of the IRS

| said, "Most |ife-and-death stuff originates at hone."

| could feel himshaking his head as | left, but | didn't turn around.
5.
Caroline and | ride in ataxi. It is late at night. W ride across the park

Then we ride nore. Caroline says words to a gate. A nman opens the door to a
very big house. He snells surprised. He wears pajamas. "M ss Caroline!"
"Hel l o, Seacomb. |Is ny nother in?"
"She's asleep, of course. If there's an energency --

"No enmergency. But my apartment pipes sprung a leak and 1'l1l be
spendi ng the night here. This is ny dog, Angel. Angel, Seaconb is safe."
"OfF course, Mss," Seaconb says. He snells very unhappy. "It's just --

"Just that you have orders not to let nme use this house?"

"No, Mss," the man says. "My orders are to |l et you use the house as
you choose. Only -- "

"OfF course they are,"” Caroline says. "My nother wants me to grovel back

here. She's been panting for that. Well, here | am Only she's taken a
sleeping pill and is out cold until norning, right?"
"Yes, Mss," the man says. He snells very unhappy. There are no cats or
dogs in this place, but there are nice. The m ce droppings snell interesting.
"I"lIl sleep in the downstairs study. And, oh, Seaconmb, |'m expecting
guests. Please disable the electric gate. They' Il use the back entrance, and

["I'l let themin nmyself. You needn't take any trouble about it."
"It's no trouble to -- "
"I said I'Il let themin nyself."
"Yes, Mss," Seaconb says. He snells very very unhappy.
He | eaves. Caroline and | go down stairs. Caroline drinks. She gives ne

water. | smell a mouse in a cupboard. My ears raise. There are interesting
t hi ngs here.

"Well, Angel, here we are at ny nmother's house. Do you renenber your
not her, boy?"

"No," | say. | amconfused. The words are a little hard.

"There are sone people coming for a party. Sone dancers. Kristine
Meyers is coming. You renenber Kristine Meyers?"

"Yes," | say. Kristine Meyers dances with Caroline. They run in circles
and junp high. Caroline junps higher

"We're going to tal k about dancing, Angel. This is a pretttier house
than mine to tal k about dancing. This is a good house for a party, which is
what we're going to have. My nother lets nme use her house for parties.
Rermenber that, boy."

Later Caroline opens the door. Some people stand there. W go into the



baserment. Kristine Meyers is there. She snells frightened. Sone nen are with
her. They carry papers. They talk a long tine.

"Here, Angel, have a pretzel," a man says. "It's a party."

Sone people dance to a radio. Kristine snells angry and confused. Her
fur stands up. Caroline says words to her. The words are hard. The words are
long. | have a pretzel. Nobody touches Caroline.

We are there all night. Kristine cries.

"Her boyfriend is gone," Caroline says to ne.

In early nmorning we go hone. W go in a taxi. Sonmebody is sick in the
taxi yesterday. It snells bad. Caroline sleeps. | sleep. Caroline does not go
to class.

In the afternoon we go to Lincoln Center. Kristine is there. She sleeps
on a couch in the lounge. Caroline dances with Dmitri

John Col e bends close to ny ear. "You went out with Caroline all |ast
ni ght."

"Yes," | say.

"Where did you go?"

"W go to Caroline's nother's house. W go to a party. Caroline's
nmot her lets Caroline use her house for parties.”

"Who was at this party?"

"Dancers. Kristine is at the party. Kristine is safe.”

John | ooks at Kristine. She still sleeps on the couch

"Who el se was at the party? Wat did they do?"

| remenber hard. "Dancers are at the party. We eat pretzels. W talk
about dancing. People dance to the radi o. Nobody touches Caroline. There is
nusic. "

John's body rel axes. "Good," he says. "Ckay."

"I like pretzels," | say. But John does not give nme a pretzel today.

* * * %
Caroline and I walk in the park. There are many good snells. Caroline sits
under a tree. The long fur on her head falls down. She pats ny head. She gives
nme a cooki e.

"It's easy for you, isn't it, Angel?" Caroline says.

| say, "The words are hard."

"You |like being a dog? A bioenhanced servant dog?"

"The words are hard."

"Are you happy, Angel ?"

"I am happy. | love Caroline."

She pats ny head again. The sun is warm The snells are good. | close
ny eyes.

"I love to dance," Caroline says. "And | hate that | love it."

| open ny eyes. Caroline snells unhappy.

"Goddam it, | love it anyway. | do. Even though it wasn't ny choice.

You didn't choose what you are, either, did you, Angel? They goddanm nmade you
what they needed you to be. Yet you love it. And for you there's no account
due.”

The words are too hard. | put ny nose into Caroline's front |egs. She
puts her front |egs around ne. She holds nme tight.

"It's not _fair_," Caroline whispers into ny fur

Carol i ne does not hold ne yesterday. She holds nme today. | am happy.
But Caroline snells unhappy.

VWhere is ny happy if Caroline snells unhappy?

| do not understand.

6

Deborah didn't get cast in _Nutcracker_. An SAB teacher told her she m ght
want to consider auditioning for one of the regional conpanies rather than

City Ballet -- a death sentence, fromher point of view She told ne this
quietly, without histrionics, sitting cross-legged on the floor sew ng ribbons
onto a pair of toe shoes. Not wanting to say the wong thing, | said nothing,

contenting nyself with touching her hair, coiled at the nape of her neck into



the ballerina bun. Two days later she told me she was dropping out of high
school .
"I need the time to dance," she said. "You just don't understand, Mom"

The worst thing | could do was | et her nake ne into the eneny. "I do
understand, honey. But there will be lots of tinme to dance after you finish
school. And if you don't -- "

"Finishing is a year away! | can't afford the time. | have to take nore
cl asses, work harder, get asked into the conpany. _This year_. I'msorry, Mm
but | just can't waste nmy time on all that useless junk in school."

| locked ny hands firmy on nmy lap. "Well, let's look at this
reasonably. Suppose after all you do get asked to join the conpany -- "

"I _will_ be asked! I'Il work so hard they'll have to ask ne!"

"Al'l right. Then you dance with themuntil, say, you're thirty-five. At

thirty-five you have over half your life left. You saw what happened to Carla
Caneri and Maura Jones." Carla's hip had disintegrated; Maura's Achilles
tendon had forced her into retirenent at thirty-two. Both of themworked in a
clothing store, for pitifully small salaries. Dancers didn't get pensions

unl ess they'd been with the same conpany for ten years, a rarity in the
volatile world of artistic directors with absolute power, who often fired
dancers because they were remaking a conpany into a different "l ook."

| pressed ny point. "What will you do at thirty or thirty-five with
your body debilitated and wi thout even a high school education?"

“I"1l teach. 1'll coach. I'll go back to school. Ch, Mom how do |
know? That's decades away! | have to think about what | need to do for ny
career now"

No mother love is |umnous enough to nake a sixteen-year-old see
herself at thirty-five.

| said, "No, Deborah. You can't quit school. |I'd have to sign for you,
and I won't."

"Daddy already did."

We | ooked at each other. It was too late; she'd already made nme into
t he eneny. Because she needed one.

She said, in a sudden burst of passion, "You don't understand! You
never felt about your job the way | feel about ballet! You never |oved
anyt hi ng enough to give up everything else for it!" She rushed to her room and
slamed the door. | put ny head in ny hands.

After a while, | started to laugh. | couldn't help it. _Never |oved
anyt hi ng enough to give up everything else for it._

Ri ght .

* * * %
Pers wasn't available to yell at. | phoned six tines. | |left nmessages on
E-mail, even though | had no idea whether he had a terminal. | made the trip
out of the protected zone to his apartnment. The area was worse than |
renenbered: gl ass, broken nmachinery, shit, drug paraphernalia. The cab driver
was clearly eager to leave, but | made himwait while | questioned a kid who
cane out of Pers's building. The boy, about eight, had a | ong pus-encrusted
cut down one cheek.

"Do you know when Pers Anders usually conmes honme? He lives in 2C."

The kid stared at me, expressionless. The cab driver |eaned out and
said, "One nore minute and |I'mleaving, |ady."

| pulled out a twenty-dollar bill and held it close to nme. "Wen does
Pers Anders usually conme honme?"

"He noved."

"Moved?"

"Left his stuff. He say he go somepl ace better than this shithole.
hear himsay it. Don't you try to prong ne, lady. You give ne that noney."

"Do you know t he address?"

He greeted this with the scorn it deserved. | gave hi mthe noney.

Deborah left school and started spending all day and nuch of the night
at Lincoln Center. Finally | wal ked over to SAB and caught her just before a



partnering class. She had twi sted a bright scarf around her waist, over her
| eotard, and her sweaty hair curled in tendrils where it had escaped her bun
"Deborah, why didn't you tell me your father had noved?"

She | ooked wary, wi ping her face with a towel to gain tinme. "I didn't
think you'd care. You hate him"
"As long as you still visit him | need to know where he is."

She considered this. Finally she gave ne the address. It was a good
one, in the new |luxury condos where the old main library had been

"How can Pers afford _that ?"

"He didn't say. Maybe he's got a job. Mom | have class.”

"Pers is allergic to jobs."

"Mom M. Privitera is teaching this class _hinself !

| didn't stay to watch class. On the way out, | passed Privitera,

hunmming to hinself on his way to elate or cast down his tenple virgins.
* * * %

The police had rel eased no new i nformati on on the ball erina nurders.

| turned in the article on the New York City Ballet. It seened to ne
neit her good nor bad; everything inportant about the subject didn't fit the
magazi ne's focus. There weren't too many netaphors. M chael read it w thout

comment. | worked on an article about computerized ganbling, and anot her about
hol ographic TV. | voted in the Presidential election. | bought Christnas
presents.

But every free minute, all autum and early winter, | spent at the

magazine library terminals, reading about human bi oenhancenment, trying to
guess what Caroline dson was having done to herself. What m ght soneday lie
in Deborah's future, if she were as big a fool then as she was bei ng now.

"Don't get obsessed,"” M chael had said.

The literature was hard to interpret. | wasn't trained in biology, and
as far as | could see, the cutting-edge research was chaotic, with various
di scoveri es being reported one nonth, contradicted the next. Al the
experiments were carried out in other countries, which neant they were
reported in other |anguages, and | didn't know how far to trust the biases of
the translators. Mst of them seened to be other scientists in the same field.
This whole field seened to ne |ike a canoe rushing toward the falls: nobody in
charge, both oars gone, control inpossible.

| read about splendid, "revolutionary" advances in biol ogica
nanot echnol ogy that al ways seemed under devel opment, or not quite practica
yet, or hotly disputed by people practicing other kinds of revolutionary
advances. | read about genesplicing retroviruses and setting them| oose in
human organs to acconplish potentially wonderful things. Elinmination of
di sease. Perfect netabolic functioning. Imortality. The studies were al ways
concerned with one small, esoteric facet of scientific work, but the
"Concl usi ons" sections were often grandi ose, speculating wildly.

| even picked up hints of experinental work on altering genetic makeup
_invitro_, instead of trying to reshape adult bodi es. Some scientists seened
to think this mght actually be easier to acconplish. But nowhere in the world
was it legal to experinent on an enbryo not destined for abortion, an enbryo
that would go on to beconme a human being stuck with the results of arbitrary
and untested messing around with his basic cellular blueprints. Babies were
not tinker toys -- or dogs. The Copenhagen Accord, signed twenty-seven years
by nmpost technologically civilized countries, had seen to that. The articles on
genetic nmodification _in vitro_ were carefully specul ative.

But then so was nearly everything else | read. The proof was wal ki ng
around in inaccessible foreign hospitals, or living anonynously in
i naccessible foreign cities -- the anonynity of the experinental subjects
seened to be a given, which al so nade ne wonder how nmany of them were
experimental casualties. And if so, of what kind.

M chael wasn't going to want any article built on this tentative
specul ation. Lawsuits would oom But | was beyond caring what M chael wanted.

| learned that the Fifth International Conference on Human



Bi oenhancenmrent was going to be held in Paris in late April. After paying the

Robi n Hood, | had no noney left for a trip to Paris. Mchael would have to pay
for it. I would have to give hima reason.
One night in January | did a stupid thing. | went alone to Lincoln

Center and waited by the stage door of the New York State Theater. Caroline
A son came out at 11:30, dressed in jeans and parka, acconpanied only by a
huge bl ack Doberman on the npbst nom nal of |eashes. They wal ked south on

Broadway, to an all-night restaurant. | sat myself at the next table.

For the last few nonths, her reviews had not been good. "A puzzling and
di sappoi nti ng degeneration,"” said _The New Yorker_. "Technical sl oppiness not
associated with either A son or Privitera," said _Dance Magazine_. "This girl

isin trouble, and Anton Privitera had better find out what kind of trouble
and nove to correct it," said the _Tines On-Line._.

Caroline ate abstractly, feeding bits to the dog, oblivious to the
frowns of a fastidious waiter who was undoubtedly an out-of-work actor. Up
close, the illusion of power and beauty | renenbered from _Coppelia_
evapor ated. She | ooked like just another mldly pretty, self-absorbed, overly
thin young worman. Except for the dog, the waiter/actor didn't give her a
second gl ance.

"W go now?" the dog said.

| choked on my sandw ch. Caroline glanced at me absently. "Soon
Angel . "

She went on eating. | left, waited for her, and foll owed her hone. She
and the dog lived on Central Park South, a luxury building where the
| ate-ni ght el ectronic surveillance system greeted them both by nane.

| took a cab home. Deborah had never nentioned that the City Ballet
prima ballerina was protected by a bi oenhanced Doberman. She knew I'd witten
the story about the ballerina nurders. Anton Privitera hadn't nmentioned it,
either, in his press confrerence about dancer safety. | wondered why not.
While | was parceling out wonder, | devoted sone to the question of City
Bal l et's infrequent, superficial, and al ways-positive bioscans. Shouldn't a
conpany devoted to the religion of "natural art" be nore zeal ous about
ferreting out heretics?

Unl ess, of course, sonebody didn't really want to know.

Privitera? But that was hard to reconcile with his blazing, intolerant

sincerity.
It occurred to me that | had never seen an adnmittedly bioenhanced
dancer perform Until tonight, I'd gone to finished perfornmances rarely and

only with Deborah, who of course scorned such perverts and believed that they
had nothing to teach her

She was out when | got back to our apartment. Each week, it seened, she
was gone nmore. | fell asleep, waiting for her to cone hone.

7

Snow falls. It is cold. Caroline and I walk to Lincoln Center. A nan takes
Caroline's purse. He runs. Caroline says "Shit!" Then she says, "Angel? Go
stop him" She drops ny |eash

I run and junmp on the man. He screans. | do not hurt him Caroline says
_stop him. She does not say _attack him. So | stand on the nan's chest and
grow and nip at his foreleg. He brings out a knife. Then | bite him He drops
the knife and screans again. The police cone.

"Holy shit," Caroline says to me. "You really do that. You really do."

"I protect Caroline," | say.

Caroline talks to police. Caroline talks to reporters. | get a steak to
eat .

I am happy.

* * * %

The snow goes away. The snow is there many many days, but it goes away. W
visit Caroline's mother's house for two nore parties in the basenent. It gets
warmin the park. Ducks live in the water again. Flowers grow. Caroline says
not to dig up flowers.



| lie backstage. Caroline dances on stage. John and M. Privitera stand
besi de nme. They snell unhappy. John's shoes snell of tar and food and | eaves
and cats and other good things. | sniff John's shoes.

"She | ooks exhausted," John says. "She's giving it everything she's
got, but it's just not there, Anton."

M. Privitera says no words. He watches Caroline dance.

"WIlliam Schol es attacked again in the _Tines_. He said that watching
her had beconme painful -- 'like watching a reed grown stiff and brittle.""

"I will talk to her again,” M. Privitera says.

"Scholes called the perfornmance 'a travesty,'" John says.

Carol i ne conmes backstage. She linps. She wipes her face with a towel.
She snells afraid.

"Dear, I'd like to see you," M. Privitera says.

We go to Caroline's dressing room Caroline sits down. She trenbles.
Her body snells sick. | grow. Caroline puts a hand on ny head.

M. Privitera says, "First of all, dear, | have good news for all of
us. The police have caught that unspeakable nurderer who killed Jennifer Lang
and the ABT dancer."

Caroline sits up a little straighter. Her smell changes. "They did!
How?"

"They caught himbreaking into the Plaza Hotel room where Marie
D Arbois is staying while she guests with ABT."

"I's Marie -- "

"She's fine. She wasn't alone, she had a |lover or something with her
The madman just got carel ess. The police are hol ding back the details. Marie,

of course, is another of those bi oenhanced dancers. | don't know if you ever
saw her dance."”

"I did," Caroline says. "I thought she was wonderful ."

Caroline and M. Privitera | ook hard at each other. They snell ready to
attack. But they do not attack. | amconfused. M. Privitera is safe. He may

touch Caroli ne.

M. Privitera says, "W nust all be grateful to the police. Now there's
something else | need to discuss with you, dear."

Caroline closes her hand on ny fur. She says, "Yes?"

"I want you to take a good long rest, dear. You know your danci ng has
deteriorated. You tell ne you're not doing drugs or working sketchily, and
bel i eve you. Sonetinmes it hel ps a dancer to take a rest from perforning. Take

class, eat right, get strong. In the fall we'll see."

"You're telling me you're cutting ne fromthe sumrer season at
Sar at oga. "

"Yes, dear."

Caroline is quiet. Then she says, "There's nothing wong with me. My
timng has just been a little off, that's all."

"Then take the sumer to work on your timng. And everything else.”

M. Privitera and Caroline | ook hard at each other again. Caroline's
hand still pulls my fur. It hurts a little. I do not nove.

M. Privitera leans close to Caroline. "Listen, dear. _Jewels_ was one
of your best roles. But tonight ... And not just _Jewels_. You wobbl ed and
wavered through _Starscape_. Your N kiya in the "Shades" section of _La
Bayadere_ was ... enbarrassing. There is no other word. You danced as if you
had never |earned the steps. And you couldn't even conplete the _Don Qui xote
pas de deux_ at the gala."

"I fell! Dancers get injured all the tinel My injury rate conpared to

"You' ve m ss rehearsals and even perfornmances," M. Privitera said. He
stands up. "lI'msorry, dear. Take the sumer. Rest. Wrk. In the fall, we'll
see. "

Carol i ne says, "Wat about the |ast two weeks of the season?"

M. Privitera says, "I'msorry, dear."

He wal ks to the door. He puts his hand on the door. He says, "Ch, at



| east you won't have to be burdened with that dog anynore. Now that the
madman' s been caught, 1'I1 have John notify the protection agency to conme pick
it up.”

Caroline raises her head. Her fur all stands up. She snells angry. Soon
she runs out the door. M. Privitera is gone. She runs to the offices. "John
John, you bastard!"

The office hall is dark. The doors do not open. John is not here.
Caroline runs up steps to the offices. She falls. She falls down sone
of the steps and hits the wall. She lies on the floor. She holds her hind foot

and smells hurt.
"Angel ," she says. "CGo get sonebody to help ne."

| go to the I ounge. One dancer is there. She says, "Oh! I'msorry, |
didn't know that anybody -- Angel ?"

"Caroline is hurt,"” |I say. "Come. Cone fast."

She cones. Caroline says, "W are you? No, wait -- Deborah, right?
From t he corps?"

"No, I"'mnot ... | haven't been invited to join the corps yet. I'ma
student at SAB. |I'mjust here a lot ... Are you hurt? Can you stand?"

"Hel p me up," Caroline says. "Angel, Deborah is safe.”

Deborah tries to pick up Caroline. Caroline makes a little noise. She
cannot stand. Deborah gets John. He picks up Caroline.

"I't's nothing," she says. "No doctor. Just get ne a cab ... dammt,
John, don't fuss, it's nothing!" She | ooks at John hard. "You want to take
Angel away fromne."

John snells surprised. He says, "Wo told you that?"

"Hi s Majesty hinself. But now you' ve deci ded what ever you thought | was
doing so privately doesn't matter any nore, is that right?"

"It's a mistake. O course you can keep the dog. Anton doesn't
understand, " John says. He snells angry.

"No, I'll just bet he doesn't," Caroline says. "You m ght have picked a
ki nder way to tell me I'"'mthrough at Gty Ballet."

"You're not through, Caroline,"” John says. Now he smells bad. H s words
are not right. He snells like the nman who takes Caroline's purse.

"Right," Caroline says. She sits in the cab

Deborah steps back. She snells surprised

"I'"'m keepi ng the dog," Caroline says. "So we're in agreenment, aren't
we, John? Come on, Angel. Let's go hone."

* * * %
W go to class. Caroline cannot dance. She tries and then stops. She sits in a
corner. M. Privitera sits in another corner. Caroline watches Deborah. The
dancers raise one hind |l eg. They spin and junp.

Madarme hol ds up her hand. The music stops. "Deborah, |let us see that
again, _s'il vous plais_. Alone."

The ot her dancers move away. They | ook at each other. They snell
surprised. The music starts again and Deborah raises one hind | eg very high
She spins and junps.

M. Privitera says, "Let me see the bolero from _Coppelia_. Midane says
you know it."

"Y-yes," Deborah says. She dances al one.

"Very nice, dear," M. Privitera says. "You are nuch inproved."

The ot her dancers | ook at each ot her again.

Everybody dances.

Carol i ne wat ches Deborah hard.

8.
Deborah's face | ooked lIike every Christrmas norning in the entire world. She
grabbed both my hands. "They invited ne to join the company!"

My suitcase |lay open on the bed, surrounded by discarded clothes |
wasn't taking to the bioenhancement conference in Paris. My daughter picked up
a pile of spidersilk blouses and hurled theminto the air. In the soft Apri
air fromthe open window the filmy, artificial material drifted and danced. "I



can't believe it! They asked ne to join the company! I'min!"

She whirled around the tiny room rising on toe in her street shoes,
| aughi ng and exclaimng. My silence went unnoticed. Deborah did an _arabesque_
to the bedpost, then plopped herself down on ny best dress. "Don't you want to
know what happened, Mon?"

"\What happened, Deborah?"

"Well, M. Privitera cane to watch class, and Madane asked me to repeat
the variation alone. God, | thought 1'd die. Then _M. Privitera_ -- not
Madame -- asked ne to do the bolero from _Coppelia_. For an awful mnute

couldn't remenber a single step. Then | did, and he said it was very nice! He
said | was much inproved!"

Accol ades fromthe king. But even in ny nunbness | could see there was
somet hi ng she wasn't telling ne.

"l thought you told ne the conpany doesn't choose any new dancers this
close to the end of the season?”

She sobered i medi ately. "Not usually. But Caroline Oson was fired.
She m ssed rehearsals and performces, and she wasn't even taking the trouble
to prepare her roles. Her reviews have been awful ."

"I saw them™" | said.

Deborah | ooked at nme sharply. "Ego, | guess. Caroline's always been
sort of a bitch. So apparently they're not letting her go to Saratoga, because
Ti na Patrochov and a guest artist are dividing her roles, and M. Privitera
told Jill Kerrigan to learn Tina's solo from _Sleeping Beauty_. So that left a
place in the corps de ballet, and they chose ne!"

| had had enough tine to bring nmyself to say it.

"Congratul ati ons, sweetheart."

"When does your plane for Paris |eave?"

This non-sequitur -- if it was that -- turned me back to ny packing.
"Seven tonight."

"And you'll be gone ten days. You'll have a great tine in Paris. Maybe
the next tinme the conpany goes on tour, |I'Il go with them™

She whirled out of the room

| sat at the end of the bed, holding onto the bedpost. Wen Deborah was
three, she'd wanted a ride on a canel. Sonehow it had beconme an obsession. She
tal ked about camels in daycare, at dinnertinme, at bedtinme. She drew pictures
of camels, m sshapen things with one huge hunp. Canels were in short supply in
St. Louis. lIgnore it, everyone said, kids forget these things, she'll get over
it. Deborah never forgot. She didn't get over it. Pers had just left us, and
was consumed with the anxiety of a single parent. Finally | paid a friend to
tie a large wad of hay under a bl anket on his very old, very swaybacked horse.
A Peruvian canel, | told nmy three-year-old. A very special kind. You can have
a ride.

"That's not a canel," Deborah had said, with nostril-lifted disdain.
"That's a heffalunt!"

| read last week in Wrld_ that the ani mal -biotech scientists have
built a canel with the flexible trunk of an el ephant. The trunk can lift up to
forty-five pounds. It was expected to be a useful beast of burden in the
Sahar a.

I finished packing for Paris.

* * * %

Paris in April was an unending gray drizzle. The book and software stalls
al ong the Seine kept up their electronic weather shields, giving themthe
hazy, stream ng-gutter | ook of abandoned out houses. The gargoyles on Notre
Dame | ooked insubstantial in the rain, irrelevant in the face of canels with
trunks. The French, as usual, conspired to make Anericans -- especialy
Ameri cans who speak only rudi mentary French -- feel crass and barbaric. My
clothes were wong. My desire for a |arge breakfast was wong. The Fifth
I nternati onal Conference on Human Bi oenhancenent had | ost mny press
credenti al s.

The conference was held in one of the huge new hotels in Neuilly, near



t he Eurodi sney Gene Zoo. | couldn't decide if this was an attenpt to provide
entertainment or irony. Three hundred scientists and doctors, a hundred press,
and at |east that many industrial representatives, plus groupies, thronged the
hotel . The scientists presented papers; the industrial reps, nostly from
bi ot ech or pharmaceutical firns, presented "infoforums."” The noment | wal ked
in, carrying provisional credentials, | felt the tension, a peculiar kind of
tension instantly recognizable to reporters. Sonething big was going on. Big
and unpl easant .

Fromthe press talk in the bar | |earned that the presentation to not
m ss was Thursday night by Dr. CGerard Taillebois of the Pasteur Research
Institute, in conjunction with Dr. Greta Erbland of Steckel und Osterhoff.
This pairing of a major research facility with a comercial biotech firmwas
common in Europe. Sonetinmes the addition of a hospital nade it a triunvirate.
A hand-witten addendum on the program showed that the presentation had been
nmoved fromthe Napol eon Roomto the Grand Ballroom | checked out the room it
was approximately the size of an airplane hangar. Hotel enployees were setting
up acres of chairs.

| asked a garcon to point out Dr. Taillebois to me. He was a tall, bald
man in his sixties or seventies who | ooked |ike he hadn't slept or eaten in
days.

Wednesday night | went to the Paris Opera Ballet. The wet pavenent in
front of the Opera House gl eanmed |ike black patent |eather. Patrons dripped
jewels and fur. This gala was why M chael had funded ny trip; nmy first ballet
article for _New York Now_ had proved popular, despite its vapidity. O maybe
because of it. Tonight the fanbus French conpany was dancing an eclectic
program wth guest artists fromthe Royal Ballet and the Kirov. M chael
want ed 5,000 words on the ol dest ballet conpany in the world.

| wat ched bi oenhanced British dancers performthe weddi ng _pas de deux_
from _Sleeping Beauty , with its fanmous fishdives; Danish soloists in
twentieth-century dances by Georges Bal anchi ne; French ballerinas in
contenporary works by their brilliant choreographer Louis Dufort. Al of them
were breathtaking. In the new ballets, especially choreographed for these
bi oenhanced bodi es, the dancers executed sustai ned novenents no natural body
woul d have been capable of naking at all, at a speed that never | ooked
machi ne-like. Instead the dancers were flashes of light: |asers, optic
signals, nerve inmpul ses surging and across the stage and triggering pl easure
centers in the brains of the delighted audi ence.

| gaped at one _pas de trois_ in which the male dancer lifted two wonen
at once, holding themaloft in swallowlifts over his head, one on each palm
then turning themslowy for a full ninety seconds. It wasn't a bench-pressing
stunt. It was the culmnation of a yearning, |lyrical dance, as tender as any
in the great nineteenth-century ballets. The femal e dancers were | owered
slowy to the floor, and they both flowed through a _fouette of adage_ as if
they hadn't any bones.

Not one dancer had been replaced in the evening' s program due to

injury. | tried to renenber the last time |I'd seen a performance of the New
York City Ballet without a last-mnute substitution
During interm ssion, profoundly depressed, | bought a glass of wine in

the | obby. The eddying crowd receded for a nonent, and | was face to face with
Anna O son, seated regally in her powerchair and flanked by her bodyguards.
Hol ding tight to her hand was a little girl of five or six, dressed in a pink
party dress and pink tights, with wi de blue eyes, black hair, and a long slim
neck. She m ght have been Caroline O son fifteen years ago.

"Ms. Oson," | said

She | ooked at nme coldly, w thout recognition

"“I'"'m Susan Matthews. We nmet at the private reception for Anton

Privitera at CGeorgette Allen's," | lied.
"Yes?" she said, but her eyes raked ne. My dress wasn't the sort that
turned up at the private fundraisers of New York billionaires. | didn't give

her a chance to cut ne.



"This rmust be your -- gr anddaught er? Caroline, an only child, had
never interrupted her dancing career for pregnancy. niece? grandniece? " --
your ward."

"Je m appell e Marguerite,
ballet."

"Do you study ballet, Mrguerite?"

"Mais oui!" she said scornfully, but Anna O son nmade a sign and the
bodyguards deftly cut me off fromboth of them By maneuvering around the edge
of the hall, | caught a last, distant glinpse of Marguerite. She waited
patiently in line to go back to her seat. Her small feet in pink ballet
slippers turned out in a perfect fifth position

Thursday afternoon | drove into Paris to rent an electronic translator
for the presentation by Taillebois and Erbl and. The transl ators furnished by
t he conference were I ong since clainmed. People who had rented them for the
opening tal ks sinmply hung onto them afraid to m ss anything. The
Tai | | eboi s/ Erbl and presentation would include witten hand outs in French
Engli sh, German, Spani sh, Russian, and Japanese, but not until the session was
over. | was afraid to mss anything, either

| couldn't find a electronic translator with a brand nane | trusted. |
settled for a human naned Jean-Paul, froma highly reconmended conmerci al
agency. He was about four feet ten, with sad brown eyes and a face wi nkl ed
into fantastic crevasses. He told me he had translated for charles de Gaulle
during the crisis in Algeria. | believed him He | ooked ol der than Cod.

the child said eagerly. "Nous regardons |e

We drove back to Neuilly in the rain. | said, "Jean-Paul, do you I|ike
bal | et ?"

"Non," he said imrediately. "It is too slippery an art for ne."

"Slippery?”

"Nothing is real. Grls are spirits of the dead, or joyous peasants, or
other silly things. Have you ever seen any real peasants, Madenoiselle? They
are not joyous. And girls lighter than air land on stage with a thunmp!" He
illustrated by smacking the dashboard with his palm "Men die of |ove for
t hose worren. Nobody dies for |ove. They die for noney, or hate, but not |ove.
Non. "

"But isn't all art no nore than illusion?"
He shrugged. "Not all illusion is worth creating. Not silly illusions.
Dancers wobbling on tippy toes ... non, non."

| said carefully, "French dancers can be openly bi oenhanced. Not I|ike
inthe United States. To sone of us, that gives the art a whol e new
excitement. Technical, if not artistic."”

Jean- Paul shrugged again. "Anybody can be bi oenhanced, if they have the
noney. Bi oenhancenent, by itself it does not inpress ne. My grandson is
bi oenhanced. "

"What does he do?"

Jean-Paul twi sted his body toward me in the seat of the car. "He is a
soccer player! One of the best in the world! If you foll owed the sport, you
woul d know hi s name. C aude Despreaux. Soccer -- now _there_is illusion worth
creating!"

Hi s tone was exactly Anton Privitera's, tal king about ballet.

* * * %
Thur sday evening, just before the presentation, | finally caught Deborah at
hone. Her face on the phonevid was drawn and strai ned. "Wat's wong?"

"Not hi ng, Mom How s Paris?"

"Wet. Deborah, you're not telling ne the truth."

"Everything's fine! I just ... just had a conplicated rehearsal today."

The corps de ballet does not usually demand conplicated rehearsals. The
function of the corps is to nove gracefully behind the soloists and princi pal

dancers; it's seldomallowed to do anything that will distract fromtheir
virtuosity. | said carefully, "Are you injured?"
"No, of course not. Look, | have to go."

"Deborah..."



"They're waiting for nel" The screen went bl ank

VWho was waiting for her? It was 1:00 a.m in New York

Wien | cal l ed back, there was no answer.

| went to the Grand Bal l room Jean-Paul had been hol di ng both our
seats, |ousy ones, since noon. An hour later, the presentation still had not
started.

The audi ence fidgeted, tense and nuttering. Finally a woman dressed in
a severe suit entered. She spoke German. Jean-Paul translated into nmy ear

"Good evening. | am Katya Waggenschauser. | have an announcenent before
we begin. | regret to informyou that Dr. Taillebois will not appear. Dr.
Taillebois ... He..." Abruptly she ran off the stage.

The nuttering rose to an astoni shed roar
A man wal ked on stage. The crowd quieted i medi ately. Jean- Paul

translated fromthe French, "I amDr. Valois of the Pasteur Institute. Shortly
Dr. Erbland will begin the presentation. But | regret to informyou that Dr.
Taill ebois will not appear. There has been an unfortunate accident. Dr.
Taill ebois is dead."

The murmuring rose, fell again. | heard reporters whispering into
canphones in six |anguages.

"In a few nmonents Dr. Erbland will make her and Dr. Taillebois's

presentation. Please be patient just a few nonents |onger."

Eventual | y soneone introduced Dr. Erbland, a | ong and ful sone
i ntroduction, and she wal ked onto the stage. A thin, tall woman in her
sixties, she | ooked shaken and pal e. She opened by speaki ng about how vari ous
ki nds of bi oenhancenent differed fromeach other in intent, procedure, and
bi ol ogi cal mechani sm Most bi oenhancenents were introduced into an adult body
that had already finished grow ng. A few, usually ained at correcting
hereditary problens, were carried out on infants. Those procedures were

somewhat cl oser to the kinds of genetic re-engineering -- it was not referred
to nerely as "bi oenhancenment" -- that produced new strains of aninals. And as
with animals, science had | ong known that it was possible to manipul ate
pre-enbryoni ¢ human genes in the sane way, _in vitro_.

The audi ence grew conpletely quiet.

_Invitro_ work, Dr. Erbland said, offered by its nature fewer guides
and guarantees. There were nmuch coded redundancies in genetic information, and
that made it difficult to determ ne | ong-term happenings. The human genomne
map, the basis of all enbryonic re-engineering, had been complete for forty
years, but "conplete" was not the same as "understood." The body had many
geneti c behaviors that researchers were only just beginning to understand. No
one coul d have expected that when enbryonic re-engineering first began, as a
hi ghl y experinental undertaking, that genetic identity would be so stubborn

Stubborn? | didn't know what she meant. Apparently, neither did anybody
el se in the audi ence. People scarcely breathed.

Thi s experimental nature of enmbryonic manipul ation in humans did not,
of course, stop experinmentation, Dr. Erbland continued. Before such
experimentati on was declared illegal by the Copenhagen Accord, many
| aboratories around the world had advanced science with the cooperation of
vol untary subjects. Conpletely voluntary, she said. She said it three tines.

I wondered how an enbryo vol unt eered

These vol untary subjects had been re-engi neered using variants of the
same techni ques that produced _in vitro_ bioenhancenents in other mammal s. Her
conpany, in conjunction with the Pasteur Research Institute, had been pioneers
in the new techniques. For over thirty years.

Thirty years. My search of the literature had found not hi ng goi ng back
that far. At |east not those available on the standard scientific nets. If
such "re-engi neered" enbryos had been allowed to fully gestate, and had
survived, they were just barely within the cut-off date for |egal existence.
Were we tal king about enbryos or people here?

Dr. Erblans nmade a curious gesture: raising both arns fromthe el bow,
then letting themfall. It |ooked alnost |ike a plea. Was she naking a public



confession of breaking international |aw? Wiy woul d she do that?

Over such a long time, Dr. Erblans continued, the human genetic
identity, encoded in "junping genes" in many unsuspected redundant ways,
reasserted itself. This was the subject of her and Dr. Taillebois's work.
Unfortunately, the effect on the organism-- conpletely unanticipated by
anyone -- could be biologically devastating. This first graphic showed basa
DNA changes in a re-engi neered enbryo created twenty-five years ago. The
subject, a male, was --

A hol ograph projected a conplicated, three-di mensional genemap. The
scientists in the audience | eaned forward intently. The non-scientists | ooked
at each other.

As the presentation progressed, anchored in graphs and formul as and
genemap holos, it becanme clear even to ne what Dr. Erbland was actually
sayi ng.

Eur opean geneticists had been experinenting on enbryos as |ong as
thirty years ago, and never stopped. They'd had all owed some of those enbryos
to become people. Against international |law, and wi thout knowing the long-term
effects. And now the long-termeffects, like old bills, were com ng due, and
t hose peopl e's bodies were destroying thensel ves at the genetic |evel.

We had engi neered a bi oenhanced cancer to replace the natural one we
had conquer ed.

It was a few nmonments before | noticed that Jean-Paul had stopped
translating. He sat |ike stone, his winkled face | engthened in sorrow

The audi ence forgot this was a scientific conference. "How many peopl e
have been re-engi neered at an enbryonic | evel ?" soneone shouted in English.
"Total nunber worl dw de!"

Sonmeone el se shouted, "A todos van a norir?"

"Les lois internationales -- "

"Der sagt -- "
Dr. Erbland broke into a | ong, passionate speech, clearly not part of
the prepared presentation. | caught the word "sagt" several times: _law . |

renenbered that Dr. Erblans worked for a commercial biotech firmwholly owned
by a pharnmaceutical conpany.

The sane conpany in which Anna O son owned a fortune in stock

Jean-Paul said quietly, "My grandson. O aude. He was one of those
enbryos. They told us it was safe..."

| | ooked at the old man, slunped forward, and |I couldn't find any
synmpathy for him That appalled me. A cherished grandson ... But they had
agreed, C aude's parents, to roulette with a child' s life. In order to produce
a superior soccer player. _"Soccer -- nowthere is an illusion worth
creating."_

| remenbered Anna O son at the denonstration by the Lincoln Center
fountain: _"Caroline had a good run. For a dancer."_ Caroline dson, Deborah
sai d, had been fired because she m ssed rehearsals and pefornmances. The
_Times_ had called her |last performance "a travesty." Because her body was
eating itself at a genetic level, undetectable by the City Ballet bioscans
t hat assuned you coul d conpare new DNA patterns to the body's original, which
no procedure conpletely erased. But for Caroline, the original itself had
carried the hidden blueprint for destruction. For twenty-six years.

The ultimate ballet nmother had nade Caroline into what Anna d son
needed her to be. For as long as Caroline might |ast.

And then | remenbered little Marguerite, standing with her perfect turn
out in fifth position.

| stood and pushed ny way to the exit. | had to get out of that room
Nobody el se left. Dr. Erbland, rattled and afraid, tried to answer questions
shouted in six | anguages. | shoved past a wonan who was punchi ng her nei ghbor

CGendar mes appeared as if conjured fromthe floorboards. Maybe that woul d be
next .

The hardcopies of Dr. Taillebois's original presentation were stacked
neatly on tables in the I obby. |I took one in English. As | went out the door



| heard a gendarne say clearly to somebody, "Qui, il s'a suicide, Dr.
Tail | ebois.”

| didn't want to stay an hour longer in Paris. | packed at the hotel
and changed ny ticket at Orly. On the plane home | made myself read the
Tai | | eboi s/ Erbl and paper. Mst of it was inconprehensible to ne; what |
under st ood was obscene. | kept seeing Marguerite in her pink ballet slippers,
Caroline staggering on stage. If nmy lack of synpathy for Taillebois and
Erbland was a lack in ne, then so be it.

For the first tine since Deborah had entered the School of American
Bal | et, and despite the dazzling performances at the Paris Opera, | found
nmysel f respecting Anton Privitera.

* * * %
When | | anded at Kennedy, at al nost nidnight, there was a nmessage fromthe
el ectronic gate keeper, "Call this nunber imediately. Urgent and crucial." |
didn't recogni ze the nunber.

Deborah. An accident. | raced to the nearest public phone. But it
wasn't a hospital; it was an attorney's office.

"Ms. Susan Matthews? Hold, please.”

A man's face canme on the screen. "This is Janmes Beecher, M. Matthews.
I"'mattorney for Pers Anders. He's being held without bail, pending trial. He
left a nmessage for you, nobst urgent. The message is -- "

"Trial ? On what charges?" But | think | already knew. The well-cut suit
on the | awer. The nove to an expensi ve nei ghborhood. Pers was working for
somebody, and there weren't very many things he knew how to do.

"The charges are dealing in narcotics. First-degree felony. The nmessage
is --"

"Sunshine, right? No, that woul dn't have been expensi ve enough for
Pers," | said bitterly. "Designer viruses? Pleasure center beanos?"

"The message is, 'Don't look in the caverns of the noon.' That's all."
The screen went bl ank

| stared at it anyway. Wien Deborah was tiny, in the brief period a
mllion years ago when Pers and | were still together and raising her, she had
a gane she loved. She'd hide a favorite toy somewhere and call out, "Don't
ook in the closet! Don't |ook under the bed! Don't |ook in the sock drawer!"”
The toy was al ways wherever she said not to |ook. The caverns of the noon was
what she called her bedroom but that was rmuch later, long after Pers had
deserted us both but before she tracked himdown in New York. | didn't know
that he even knew about it.

~Don't look in the caverns of the noon. _

| took a helo right to the Central Park |anding stage, charging it to
t he magazine. The last five blocks | ran, past the automated stores that never
sl eep and the ni ght people who had just gotten up. Deborah wasn't hone; she
didn't expect me back fromParis until tonmorrow. | tore apart her bedroom and
in an old dance bag | found it, flattened between the mattress and box spring.
No practiced crimnal, my Deborah

The powder was pinkish, with no particular odor. There was a lot of it.
| had no idea what it was; probably it had a unique nane to go with a uni que
formul a matched to some brain function. Wat kind of father would use his own
daughter as a courier for this designer-gene abyss? Wuld the cops have
al ready have been here if 1'd come honme a day later? An hour later?

| flushed it all down the toilet, including the dance bag, which I
first cut into tiny pieces. Then | searched the rest of the apartnent, and
then | searched it again. There were no nore drugs. There was no nobney.

She wasn't running stuff for Pers for free. Not Deborah. She had spent
t he noney sonewhere.

_"They asked ne to join the company! He said it was very nicel He said
I was nuch inproved!" _

| made nyself sit and think. It was one o'clock in the nmorning. Lincoln
Center woul d be | ocked and dark. She might be at a restaurant with other
dancers; she mght be staying the night with a friend. |I called other SAB



students. Each answered sleepily. Deborah wasn't there. Ninette told ne that
after the evening performance Deborah had said she was goi ng hone.

"Well, yes, Ms. Matthews, she did seema little tense," N nette said,
stifling a yawmn, her long hair tousled on the shoul ders of her nightgown. "But
it was only her second night in actual performance, so | thought..." The young
voice trailed off. | wasn't going to be told whatever this girl thought.
Clearly I was an interfering nother

You bet | was.

| waited another hour. Deborah didn't conme honme. | called a cab and
went to Caroline dson's apartnent on Central Park South.

It had to be Caroline. She must have known she herself was bi oenhanced,
and | had seen her dance before her downfall: the conplete abandon to ballet,
the joy. Maybe she thought that hel ping other dancers to illega
bi oenhancenent was a favor to them a benefit. She nmight be making a
distinction -- the sanme one Dr. Erbland had made -- between the ultimtely
destructive re-engineering done to her _in vitro_ and the bi oenhancenents done
to European dancers. O maybe she didn't connect her own sudden deterioration
wi th how her nother had genetically consecrated her to ballet.

O maybe she did. Maybe she knew that her neteoric success was what was
now killing her. Maybe she was so sick and so enraged that she _wanted_ to
destroy ot her dancers along with her. |If she couldn't dance out her ful
career, then neither would they.

O maybe she thought it was worth it. A short life but a brilliant one.
Anything for art. Mst dancers ended up crippling their bodi es anyway,
al t hough nore slowy. The great Suzanne Farrell had ended up with a plastic
hi p, her pelvis destroyed by constant turnout. M khail Baryshni kov ruined his
knees. Mranda Mains was unable to walk by the time she was twenty-eight.
Maybe Caroline O son thought no sacrifice was too great for ballet, even a
life.

But not ny Deborah's.

| buzzed the security systemof Caroline's apartnent for five solid
m nutes. There was no answer. Finally the systemsaid politely, "Your party
does not answer. Further buzzing may constitute |egal harrassment. You shoul d
| eave now. "

| got back in the cab, chewing on ny thumb. | felt that kind of
desperation you think you can't live through; it consumes your belly, chokes
your breath. The driver waited indifferently. _Were?_ GCod, in New York they
coul d be anywhere.

Anywher e nobody would think to I ook for illegal nedical operations.
Anywhere safe, and protected, and easily accessible by dancers, without
suspi ci on.

| gave the driver Anna O son's address, renmenbered fromthe tax return
pirated by the Robin Hood. Then | transferred the gun fromny purse to ny
pocket .

I think I wasn't quite sane.

9.
Caroline and | ride in a taxi. | like taxis. | put nmy head out the w ndow. The
taxi has many snmells. W stop at Deborah's house. Caroline and | go get
Debor ah.

"I"ve changed nmy mnd," Deborah says. Her door is open only a little.
She stands behind her door. "I'mnot going."

"Yes, you are," Caroline says.

Deborah says, "You're not ny nother!™

Carol i ne changes her snell. She has a cane to wal k. She | eans on her
cane. Her voice gets soft. "No, |I'mnot your mother. And |I'mnot going to push
you like a nother. Believe ne, Deborah, | know what that's like. But as a
seni or dancer, I'mgoing to ask you to cone with ne. I'mwlling to beg you to

cone. It's that inmportant. Not just to you, but to ne."
Debor ah | ooks at the floor
"Don't be enbarrassed. Just understand that | mean it. I'll beg, Il



grovel. But first |I'm asking, as a senior nenber of the conpany."

Deborah | ooks up. She snells angry. "Why do you care? It's ny life!"

"Yes. Yours and Privitera's." Caroline closes her eyes. "You owe him
somet hing, too. No, don't consider that. Just conme because |'m asking you."

Deborah still smells angry. But she cones.

We ride in the taxi to Caroline's nother's house. | say, "lIs there a
party toni ght?"

Deborah laughs. It sounds funny. Caroline says, "Yes, Angel. Another
party. Wth rmusic and dancers and tal king. And you can have some pretzels."

"I like pretzels," | say. "Does Deborah |ike pretzels?"

"No," Deborah says, and now she snells scared.

We go in the back way. Caroline has a key. People cone to the basenent.
Soneone starts nusic. "Not so loud!" a man says.

"No, it's all right," Caroline says. "My nmother's still in Europe and
the staff is on vacation while she's gone. W have the place to ourselves."

A woman brings nme a pretzel. People talk. Caroline and Deborah and two

men talk in the corner. | don't hear the words. The words at parties are very
hard. | watch Caroline, and eat pretzels, and watch two people dance to the
radi o.
"Christ," the man dancer says, "is this fake revelry really necessary?"
"Yes," the woman says. She | ooks at me. "Caroline says yes."

In the corner, two nen show Deborah sone papers. Caroline sits with
them Deborah starts to cry.

| watch Caroline. Deborah may touch Caroline. The two nen may touch
Caroline. But Caroline says parties are happy. No people snell happy. | do not
under st and.

The buzzer rings.

Nobody moves. People | ook at each other. Caroline says, "lIs the gate
still open? Let it go. It's probably kids. There's nobody hone but us."

The buzzer rings and rings. Then it stops. Caroline tal ks to Deborah
The door opens at the top of the stairs.

A man with Caroline takes a bottle fromhis pocket very fast. He puts
t he papers on the floor and pours the bottle on it. The papers di sappear. "Al
right, everybody, this is a party," he says.

Steps run down the stairs. A voice calls, "Wiit! You can't go down
t here! Young woman! You can't go down there!" The voice is angry. It is
Caroline's nother.

I walk to Caroline. She snells surprised.

A woman cones into the basenent. She holds a gun. My ears raise.
stand next to Caroline.

"Nobody nove," the woman says. Deborah says, "Mmn"

Caroline | ooks at the woman, then at Deborah, then at the wonman. She
wal ks with her cane to the woman.

"Stay right there," the woman says. She snells angry and scared. | nove
with Caroline.

"Christ, you sound |like a bad holovid," Caroline says. "You're
Deborah's nother? What the hell do you think you' re doing here?"

Fromthe top of the stairs Caroline's nother calls, "Caroline! Wiat is
t he neani ng of this?"

The woman says very fast, "Deborah, you're making a terrible m stake.

Bi oenhancenment may hel p your dancing for a while, but it could also kill you.
The conference on genetics in Paris -- they presented scientific proof that
one ki nd of bioenhancement kills, and if they're just

finding that out know about enhancenments done twenty-five years ago -- then

who knows what kind of insane risk you're running with these other kinds?
Don't take ny word for it, it's on-line this nmorning. Pers was arrested, dam
him and | found your drug stash just before the police did. That's how you're
paying for this, isn't it? Debbie -- how could you be such a damm _fool _?"
"Wait a minute," Caroline says. She | eans on her cane. "You thought we
br ought Deborah here _to bi oenhance her_?" Caroline starts to | augh. She puts



her hand on her face. "Oh ny God!"

Caroline's nother calls fromthe top of the stairs, "I'm phoning the
police."

Carol i ne says, very fast, "Go bring her down here, James. You'll have
to lift her out of her chair and carry her. Keith, get her chair." The two nen
run up the stairs.

Caroline is shaking. | stand beside her. I grow. The woman still has
the gun. She points the gun at Caroline. | wait for Caroline to tell ne
_Attack_.

The woman says, "Don't try to deny it. You'd do anything for ballet,
woul dn't you? All of you. You're sick -- but you're not nurdering ny
daughter!"

Caroline's face changes. Her snell changes. | feel her hand on ny head.
Her hand shakes. Her body shakes. | snell anger bigger than other angers.

wait for Attack .

Deborah says, "You're all wong, Mom Just |ike you al ways are! Does
this look |ike a bioenhancement |ab? Does it_7? These people aren't enhancing
me -- they're trying to talk ne out of it! These two guys are doctors and
they're trying to 'deprogram ne -- just like you tried to programne all ny
life! You never wanted me to dance, you always tried to nake ne into this cute
little coll ege-bound student that _you_ needed nme to be. Never what | _
needed! "

The nen carry Caroline's nother and Caroline's nother's chair down the
steps. They put Caroline's nmother in the chair. Caroline's nmother also snells
angry. But Caroline snells nmore angry than everybody.

Carol i ne says, "Sound famliar, Mther dear? Wat Deborah's saying?
What did _you_learn at the genetic conference? Wiat |'ve been telling you for
nmont hs, right? Your gift to dance is dying. Because you wanted a prima
ballerina at any price. Even if I"'mthe one to pay it."

Caroline's nother says, "You |love dance. You wanted it as nuch as |
did. You were a star."

"I never got to find out if |I would have been one anyway! That isn't so
i nconceivable, is it? And then | mght have still been dancing! But instead
was ... _made_. Ml ded, sewed, carpentered. Into what you needed ne to be."

Deborah's nother |owers her gun. Her eyes are big. Caroline's nother
says, "You were a star. You had a good run. Wthout ne, you m ght have been
not hi ng. Worthl ess.”

A man says, very soft, "Jesus H Christ.

Caroline is shaking hard. | amafraid she will fall again. Her hand is
on her cane. The cane shakes. Her other hand is on ne.

Caroline says, "You cold, self-centered bitch --

Alittle girl runs down the stairs.

The little girl says, "Tante Anna! Tante Anna! Qu etes-vous?" She stops
at the bottom of the steps. She snells afraid. "Qui sont tout ces gens?"

Caroline looks at the little girl. The little girl has no shoes. She
has |l ong black fur on her head. Her hind feet go out |like Caroline's feet when
Carol i ne dances. The toes look strange. | don't understand the little girl's
feet.

Carol i ne says again, "You cold, self-centered bitch." Her voice is soft
now. She stops shaking. "Wen did you have her made? Five years ago? Six? A

new nmodel with inproved features? Wwo will decay all the sooner?"

Caroline's nother says, "You are a hysterical fool."

Carol i ne says, "Angel -- attack. Now "

| attack Caroline's mother. | knock over the chair. | bite her foreleg.
Soneone screans, "Caroline! For God's sake! Carolinel™ | bite Caroline's
nmot her's head. | rnust protect Caroline. This person hurts Caroline. | mnust

protect Caroline.
A gun fires and | hurt and hurt and hurt --
| love Caroline.
10.



The town of Saratoga, where the Anerican Ballet Theater is dancing its sumer
season, is itself a brightly-colored stage. Visitors throng the racetrack, the
brand-new El ectroni cs Museum the historical battle sites. In 1777, right

here, Benedict Arnold and his half-trained revolutionaries stopped British
forces under CGeneral John Burgoyne. It was the first great victory of freedom
over the old order.

Until this year, the New York City Ballet danced here every sunmer. But
the Performng Arts Center chose not to renew the City Ballet contract. In New
York, too, City Ballet attendance is half of what it was only a few years ago.

The Saratoga pavillion is open to the countryside. Ballet lovers fill
the seats, spread bl ankets up the sloping | awn, watch dancers accomnpani ed not
only by Tchai kovsky or Chopin but also by crickets and robins. In Saratoga,

the ballet snells of freshly mown grass. The clasic "white ballets" -- _Swan
Lake, Les Syl phides_ -- are renenbered green. Small girls whose first taste of
dance is at Saratoga will dream for the rest of their life, of toe shoes

ski mmi ng over wildfl owers.

| take ny seat, in the back of the regular seating, as the small
orchestra finishes tuning up. The conductor enters to the usual thunderous
appl ause, even though nobody here knows his name and very few care. They have
cone to see the dancers.

Debussy floats out over the countryside. _Afternoon of a Faun_: sl ow,
nmelting. On the nearly bare stage, furnished only with barre and mrrors, a
mal e dancer in practice clothes wakes up, stretches, warns up his nuscles in a
series of |ow, |angorous noves.

A girl appears in the mirror, which isn't really a mrror but an enpty
pl ace in the backdrop. A void. She, too, stretches, poses, plies. Both dancers
watch the mrrors. They are so absorbed in their own reflections that they
only gradual |y becone aware of each other's presence. Even then, they exist
for each other only as foils, presences to dance to. In the end the girl wll
step back through the mirror. There is the feeling that for the boy, she may
not really have existed at all, except as a dream

It is Deborah's first lead in a one-act ballet. Her extension is high
her turnout perfect, her novenents sure and strong and sustained, filled with
the joy of dancing. | can barely stand to | ook at her. This is her reward, her
grail, for continuing her bioenhancenent. She isn't dancing for Anton
Privitera, but she is dancing. A year and a half of bioenhancenent, bought
l egally now i n Copenhagen and paid for by selling her story to an eager press,
has gi ven her the physical possibilities to match her nusicality, and her
rhyt hm and her drive.

The faun finally touches the girl, turning her slowmy _en attitude._.
Deborah smiles. This is her afternoon. She's willing to pay whatever price the
ni ght demands, even though science has no idea yet what, for her kind of
treatnments, it mght be.

Privitera nust have known that sone of his dancers were bi oenhanced.
The conpl etely i nadequate bioscans at Cty Ballet, the phenonenally low injury
rate of his prima ballerina -- Privitera nust have known. O naybe his staff
let himremain in official ignorance, keeping from himany know edge of heresy
in the ranks. There was a runor that Privitera's business manager John Col es
even tried to keep Caroline from"deprogranm ng" dancers who want ed
bi oenhancenent. The runor about Col es was never substantiated. But in the [|ast
year, City Ballet has been struggling to survive. Too nmany patrons have
wi thdrawn their favor. The nystique of natural art, |ike other nystiques,
didn't last forever. It had a good run

"I'f you could have chosen, and that was the _only_ way you could have
had the career, would you have chosen the enbryoni c engi neeri ng anyway?" was
the sol e thing Deborah asked Caroline in jail, through bullet-proof plastic
gl ass and el ectroni ¢ speaki ng systens, under the hard eyes of matrons.
Caroline, awmaiting trial for second-degree nmurder, didn't seemto nind
Deborah' s brusqueness, her self-absorption. Caroline was silent a long tine,
her gaunt face |l engthened fromthe girlish roundness | renmenbered. Then she



said to Deborah, "No."

"I would,"” Deborah said.

Caroline only | ooked at her.

They're here, Caroline and her dog. Sonewhere up on the grass, Caroline
in a powerchair, Angel hobbling on the three legs ny bullet left him Caroline
was acquitted by reason of tenporary insanity. They didn't |let Angel stay with
her during the trial. Nor did they let himtestify, which would have been
abnormal but not inpossible. Five-year-olds can testify under sone
ci rcunst ances, and Angel has the biochip-and-reengineered intelligence of a
five-year-old. Maybe it wouldn't have been so abnormal. O maybe all of us,
not just Anton Privitera, will have to change our definition of abnormal.

Fi ve-year-olds know a lot. It was Marguerite who cried out, "Vous avez
assassine ma tante Anna!" She knew whom | was ainmng at, even if the police
did not. But Marguerite couldn't know how nmuch | |oathed the old woman who had
made her daughter into what the nother needed her to be -- just as |, out of
love, had tried to do to mine.

On stage Deborah _pirouettes_. Mybe her types of bioenhancenent will
be all right, despite the growi ng body of doubts collected by Caroline's
doctor allies. Wen the first cures for cancer were devel oped from
reengi neered retroviruses, dying and desperate patients demanded they be
adm ni stered wi thout |ong, drawn-out FDA testing. Some of the patients died
even sooner, possibly fromthe cures. Some lived until 90. The edge of

anything is a lottery, and protection doesn't help -- not against change, or
madmen, or errors of judgenent. _| protect Caroline_, Angel kept saying after
| shot him yelping in pain between sentences. _| protect Caroline_.

Deborah flows into a _retire_, one leg bent at the knee, and rises on
toe. Her face glows. Her partner lifts her above his head and turns her
slowy, her feet perfectly arched in their toe shoes, dancing on air.
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