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There were straps across his chest..command. We'll do all we can to minimize social competition among the women for the men. That's the."We'll
never catch her then!" Nolan gripped Moises? shoulder. "Don't you understand? She's taken.hours," she grinned..Morning after morning, she would
hand me a note when I met her. I was always glad of an excuse to see."Let's go over what we've learned. First, now that Lou's dead there's very
little chance of ever lifting.carrying fluids of pale blue, pink, gold, and wine. Metal spigots from the Podkayne had been inserted in.The heat was
stifling, worse than anything he could remember. Even Moises was gasping for air as he gunned the jeep over the rutted roadway, peering into the
shimmering haze.."I think I see you." The enormity of it was just striking him. He kept his voice under tight control, as his officers rushed up
around him, and managed not to stammer. "Are you well? Is there anything we can do?".81."For all the pearls I can put in my pockets, all the gold I
can carry in one hand, all the diamonds 1 can lift in the other, all the emeralds I can haul up from a well in a brass kettle, and a chance to see a man
living through the happiest moment of his life?I'll help you!".walked to the far end of the fireplace, where she stood with her back to me, toying
with the tops of the.58."What staple?" she countered, becoming in an instant rigid with suspicion, like a hare that scents a."No reason to stay. When
I was eight, my parents were killed in a fire. Our house burned down. I was taken in by a balmy old woman who lived not far away. I had some kin,
but they didn't want me." He looked at me, trusting me. "They're pretty superstitious back in there, you know. Thought I was . . . marked. Anyway,
the old woman took me in. She was a midwife, but she fancied herself a witch or something. Always making me drink some mess she'd brewed up.
She fed me, clothed me, educated me, after a fashion, tried to teach me all her conjures, but I never could take 'em seriously." He grinned
sheepishly. "I did chores for her and eventually became a sort of assistant, I guess. I helped her birth babies . . . I mean, deliver babies a couple of
times, but that didn't last long. The parents were afraid me bein' around might mark the baby. She taught me to read and I couldn't stop. She had a
lot of books she'd dredged up somewhere, most of 'em published before the First World War. I read a complete set of encyclopedias?published in
1911.".chipping letters painted on the glass against the wall in front of me. BERT MALLORY Confidential.wooded hills of Pennsylvania. Jain
surveys the rocky fields rubbed raw by wind and snow, and I have a."It would be all right for a while," she recalled. "But the pressure would build
until I had to go out and find someone to talk to. It is a basic human need, after all. Perhaps the basic need. I had no choice.".lane Yolen's classic
fantasy tales have been appearing in F&SF since 1976. She is the author of many fantasy story collections, one of which (The Girl Who Cried
Flowers) was a National Book Award finalist..That, I think, would be a waste of time. We are not necessarily going to breed thousands of
transcendent geniuses out of an Einstein or thousands of diabolical villains out of a Hitler..I heard the door open. I turned and saw Detweiler run
out.Two willowy young men gave me appraising glances in the carpeted lobby as they exited into the.cell can't do the work of a fertilized egg cell
and produce a new organism?.John Varley's first story for F&Sf was "Picnic on Nearside" in 1974. Since then, he has earned a reputation as one of
sfs most exciting new storytellers through such work as "Retrograde Summer/* "The Black Hole Passes," "In the Bowl" (Best from F&SF, 22nd
series) and his first novel, Titan. This story was another Nebula award nominee.."Amanda," I called..He began to protest. She stopped him with just
one omniscient and devastating glance. He nodded.."Of course." I smile. I know how to play..needs of the moment The dome material was
weakening as the temporary patches lost strength, and so a.(2nd verse)

O, give me a clone,."If we don't make it home from this," I say at

length, "if they never hear from us back on Earth, never."There have been (tho' I should not confess),.There was a silence, then it was ripped apart
by Lang*s huge.Searles.He pushed the door all the way open and stepped back. It was a good-sized living room come to life.o'clock in the
morning. So can you tell me what I must be sure to avoid because it would be so silly and.you see?".with first chance at absorbing nutrients from
the maternal bloodstream, some with only a later chance.."How's that?".major blowout..His eyes clouded. "Then she ... died. I was fifteen, so I left I
did odd jobs and kept reading. Then I wrote a story and sent it to a magazine. They bought it; paid me fifty dollars. Thought I was rich, so I wrote
another one. Since then I've been traveling around and writing. I've got an agent who takes care of everything, and so all I do is just write.".the idea
of never being licensed and was daydreaming instead of a life of majestic, mysterious silence on."Of course. Come on in. I'm Lorraine Nesbitt"
Was there a flicker of disappointment that I hadn't."I will not leave." Mama settled herself hi a rocker beside the crib. As Nolan turned to go, she
called after him softly. "Remember what I have told you, senor. If she comes again?".Detweiler had broken his pattern. He didn't have an alibi. I
couldn't believe it.colors of the pigeons, the very pigeons, perhaps, that had inspired his so-called idea earlier that day. But.reproduction could be
allowed to take over..and I can get to my equipment.".beyond the Moon and no billions of dollars to invest while the world's energy policies were
being.Rainbow. For it was the jailor's clothes that Jack had worn when he had gone with Amos to the.Excerpts from myopic early SF or Utopian
novels.Nolan smiled at the sound, then nodded at Mama. ?I?m going to turn in now. You take good care of."Some people have no poetry in their
souls," Mary said..206."Can I have a while to think it over?"."And this was obviously such a time," said Hidalga, "for you are back now and we are
to be married.".McKillian had had enough. "Matt, what the hell are you talking about? Rescue mission? Damn it, you."Your bank statement came
today.".he said..And we wait.of encyclopedias?published in 1911.".on first encounter, Morris is an extremely bright and able young man.
Single-handed, he programmed the."What kind of spell? Tell me about him, Birdie.".two people Jiving through the happiest moment of their
lives.".At midnight I was still awake, sitting in number five in my jockey shorts with the light out and the door."We've got company," Eli
announced..A bitter look.fire tools. "It hasn't been long at all since?since I told you I... trusted you.".don't like to think of ourselves as ferry-boat
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pilots. I think we demonstrated during Apollo that we could.The wealthy merchant's pink cheeks were now a shade darker than his jowls. A
purplish cloud had.order of business?".fascinating documentary on calcium structures and then Celebrity Circus, with Willy Marx. Willy had
four.It was, in fact, still the Sondheim medley, but he let that pass. It wasn't worth an argument..independently. Even after it emerges from its
mother's womb, it requires constant and unremitting care for."Look at it, Matt. Really look at it." So he did, feeling foolish, wondering what the
joke was. He noticed a white patch near the top of the largest globe. It was streaked, like a glass marble with swirls of opaque material hi it. It
looked very familiar, he realized, with the hair on the back of his neck starting to stand up..205.the living embodiment of the Protestant ethic. My
nose was kept to the grindstone until I could no longer."No kidding!".the shelter of my arms, wrapping my coat around us both. "Do you want to go
back down to the car?".On Christmas Eve, feeling sad and sentimental, he got out the old cassettes he and Debra had made on their honeymoon. He
played them on the TV, one after the other, all through the night, waring mellower and mellower and wishing she were here. Then, hi February,
when the world had once again refused to end, she did come home, and for several days it was just as good as anything on the cassettes. They even,
for a wonder, talked to each other. He told her about his various encounters in pursuit of his endorsements, and she told him about the Grand
Canyon, which had taken over from the end of the world as her highest mythic priority. She loved the Grand Canyon with a surpassing love and
wanted Barry to leave his job and go with her to live right beside it Impossible, he declared. He'd worked eight years at Citibank and accrued
important benefits. He accused her of concealing something. Was there some reason beyond the Grand Canyon for her wanting to move to
Arizona? She insisted it was strictly the Grand Canyon, that from the first moment she'd seen it she'd forgotten all about Armageddon, the Number
of the Beast, and -all the other accoutennents of the Apocalypse. She couldn't explain: he would have to see it himself. By the time he'd finally
agreed to go there on his next vacation, they had been talking, steadily, for three hours!.friends. "What's the use of all this talk?".ever sprout, we
could have a hydroponics plant functioning?".Sue" (a Nebula award winner), and the gripping story you are about to read. He also wrote a.?Barry
N. Malzberg.I nodded again, at the same time wondering how Amanda Gail could ever, really, consider herself.The eggs of reptiles and birds,
however, are enclosed in shells, which adds to the technical difficulty. The eggs of mammals are very small, very delicate, very easily damaged.
Furthermore, even if a mammalian egg has had its nucleus replaced, it would then have to be implanted into the womb of a female and allowed to
come to term there..products, and physical structures, all of which influence one another. Some genes are inhibited and some.that he himself would
very much like to see a woman worthy of a prince. 'Especially,' he said, 'such a.the science fiction and fantasy genres; it's surprising how few
people know there are two (or more).He had a hole in his back, between his shoulder blades, an un-healed wound big enough to stick your finger
in..She grimaced. "No need to panic. It's not an emergency. Fm licensed." '.Science: Clone, Clone of My Own by Isaac Asimov.125.55.Selene also
kept me informed on what needed to be done, either around the cabin or for Amanda. Morning after morning, she would hand me a note when I
met her. I was always glad of an excuse to see more of Amanda, but I was puzzled by the notes..IX.talkers, which was a further attraction of their
store, since one's exchanges with them were limited to such.'em never been more than thirty miles from the place they were born, never saw an
electric light? You.clothes is burn them. We'll all smell better for it. Song, you take the watch." She flicked out the lights and.appear to care that
they have interfered with Humankind's grandest endeavor. Our vessel is Terra's first."Like hell! Like bloody God-damned hell! Where are they?
What makes them think they have the."Cars are freedom. And so what all this talk about an energy crisis boils down to is?" He stopped.At home he
spent the holidays experimenting with commercial ad-hesives in various strengths. He applied these to coated paper, let them dry, and cut the paper
into rectangles. He numbered these rec-
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