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FOREWORD

PROCLAMATION: April 13, 2050

Whereas James Whitlow, President of the
United States has died in the nuclear war, Vice President Myrna
Johnson is now President of the United States.

By the Emergency Powers Act of May 21, 2048,
President Myrna Johnson has declared that:

— Martial Law now exists in the whole
country.

— The Second Amendment to the Constitution
is suspended.

— As males cause all of the evil the world,
males are now deprived of all rights under the Constitution.

— All literary works by males and all images
and statues of males must be destroyed.

— All words with a male noun or pronoun are
forbidden. The archaic word woman is now wo, plural woz. The word
human is now hu, plural huz.

— The name of our country is now WOZ (Women
Only Zone.)

— The head of WOZ will be called MOTHER, as
mother is the most powerful and sacred word in any language.

By Order of MOTHER MYRNA


Chapter One — Marla

It was a lovely
April morning in the year 2100. The sun was still behind the hills,
the breeze was slight, and hungry birds were chirping. Inside the
dorm, paying no attention to the birds, aware only of her own
existence, Marla woke up. Mentally struggling to determine where
she was, what the time was, she raised her head a bit. Oh, I must
get up now and say my pledge, she thought. Forcing her back to
raise itself, telling her arms to pull, she managed to sit up. Then
on her own command, she stood and slowly walked to the mirror by
the empty bunk next to hers. With a quick stroke of her left hand,
she pushed back her shoulder length, straight, auburn hair.
Touching her right eyelid, she was now ready to recite the daily
pledge taught her when she was five years old.

Looking directly at her image in the mirror,
she recited, “I pledge that I shall always be a loyal wo, complete
in every way, and that I shall always love and support MOTHER MYRNA
and my sister woz, and defend our country, long may it
prosper.”

Lowering her hand, looking at the door to
the hall, she knew it was time to move, so grabbing a towel from
its rack by the mirror; she opened the door into the hall. Twenty
feet she must walk to the Cleanliness Room. Arriving there, and
without a thought, she pushed open the door with her shoulder and
made her way to the showers.

The somewhat dull aluminum walls of the
shower stall waited as she silently allowed herself to be swallowed
by the impersonal enclosure. Without turning around to look, she
threw her towel over the half door behind her and faced the small
red light shining on a place half way between her breasts. Marla
knew that the light was checking her DNA for her identity. After
computing her age and her classification, it regulated the amount
of cleansing spray and rinsing water allotted to her.

She held up her arms as she waited for the
cleansing spray to stream down upon her. When the cleansing spray
started, she moved her arms quickly to spread it all over her body,
for in fifteen seconds the spray would stop. Knowing that she had
but twenty seconds to make use of the spray on her body, she
hand-scrubbed herself as rapidly as possible.

Patiently, and somewhat cold, she stood
directly beneath the showerhead waiting for the not very warm water
to rinse away the cleansing spray. Had she known any curse words,
she would have used them when the sixty seconds of rinsing water
stopped, her skin not yet free of the cleansing spray. When she had
complained about the short time fresh water rinsed her body, she
was told, “Marla, you are just twenty years old. You are on light
duty, but if you move up among us or become a First Mother, you
will get longer shower time and other benefits. Follow the WOZ
pledge and you will do well.”

Back in her room and dry, Marla started to
dress, paying little attention to her drab blue tailored shirt,
black pants, nor the way she brushed her hair out of the way. As
she looked at herself in the mirror, she thought that if this
morning went well, very soon she would be wearing a yellow epaulet
on the left shoulder of her shirt. That would be great, but not as
great as not being ordered around by every wo who outranked her.
“Marla, do this. Marla, do that. Marla, clean the Necessary Room,”
she was sick of hearing. And if today went well, there would also
be better food, more time in the shower, and she wouldn’t have to
scrub floors and toilets ever again.

She was tired of being ordered around like a
primitive. At least that’s the way she was told primitives of
hundreds of years ago were treated; she’d also been told that
primitives no longer existed. Making certain that her arms were
nowhere near her eyes, she continued to think about the primitives.
Were they real or just mythical creatures that supposedly existed
centuries ago? And why are we not supposed to even think about
them?

As she adjusted her shirt, trying to look
neat, she wondered about the questions she would be asked today.
Well, she would smile just a bit, but not grin as though she knew
she was in. Oh, and the questions, she could hear them now. “Marla,
did you love your First Mother? Marla, did you cry when you were
sent to school and she didn’t go with you? Marla, do you say your
pledge every morning and every evening? Do you love MOTHER
MYRNA?”

And then there would be the final questions,
the same ones she answered when she had her physical examination
and second interview. Interview, ha. It was an interrogation, she
thought. That’s what it was, and I passed it. Today I shall not get
rattled, angry, or defensive. I shall simply answer the questions
honestly. Of course, they always start the questions by asking my
age. Okay, I’ll just smile a bit and say, “I’m Marla 642080. I was
born April 6, 2080 and just turned twenty last Wednesday.”

She heard a low hum. Touching her closed
left eyelid, she heard a voice say, “In ten minutes, Marla, you are
due in room 124, building 73.”

Touching her right eyelid, she thought,
“I’ll be there.”

Touching her left eyelid again she heard,
“Good, we are expecting you.”

Putting both arms down, especially the right
one, she remembered how much she hated the computers implanted in
the lids of her eyes. Touch the left eyelid and receive; touch the
right eyelid and send, just like a robot, but I won’t always be
this weak, she thought, looking again at her arms to make certain
neither was near her eyelids.

She left her dorm building and cut across
the lawn on a stone path. Several very large woz were trimming the
bushes and carrying away the dead branches from a tree. Being very
careful not to touch the eyelids of either eye, she thought those
are some pretty big woz. Whoever they are, they’re pretty big.
Maybe they’re primitives, sometimes jokingly called noz.

After walking a few more steps, she thought
that they couldn’t be. Noz don’t really exist, just schoolgirl’s
imagination. Oh well, so what? I’m going to have my final interview
and be a First Mother.

The first time she entered this white
concrete building she wondered why it wasn’t plain inside. Typical
government buildings were nothing fancy, she thought, just a plain
solid will-do structure, not anything to make one smile, but not
dull enough, not quite ugly enough, to make anyone throw up. The
officials who worked there were enough to do that very thing; they
knew it and they loved it. They knew that common woz, like Marla,
would be a bit on edge just entering the building. No one ever came
into a government building just to get a drink of water. All
government buildings had signs all along the walls reading: Love
Your Sister Woz, and, Sisterly Love Conquers All. Then
she remembered this one was sometimes called the Happiness
Building.

Entering the building, she smiled as she
noticed the brightly painted walls, some blue, some yellow, some a
deep red. Combined with thick carpet on the floor, the scent of
lilacs, the building interior said to Marla, “Come on in, you’re
welcome here.” The wall facing the entrance was painted brilliant
yellow with surges of reds and greens and blues, spiraling around a
large photo of MOTHER MYRNA, whose smile and outstretched arms
indicated that she loved and watched over everyone. No one doubted
MOTHER MYRNA in public.

Moments later, making certain that her arms
were down at her sides, feeling her leg muscles tighten, and her
stomach rebelling in fear that she would be rejected, she stood
before the door to room 124.

She entered the room and was greeted by
Anna, the Wo who said with arms outstretched, “Welcome Marla. I am
so glad to see you again.” In her own time, and at the right time,
Anna would let Marla know why she was so interested in her and why
she held her breath the first time she interviewed Marla.

Not like the last time Marla was here, when
there were no outstretched arms, no smiles, no flowers on the desk,
no smile on her face, but there to greet her then was the
government official to ask her tricky questions. Today, it was a
different Anna, not the one with the non-committal greeting.

Anna: long bright red hair, green eyes that
sparkled, double Marla’s age, slightly overweight, Anna was unable
to hide her pleasure at seeing Marla again. She came around her
desk to give Marla a brief hug as she said, “Marla, you made it.
You’re going to be a First Mother.” Marla’s arms fell limp as she
smiled and then hugged Anna,

Pointing to a chair facing her desk, Anna
said, “Sit down and let’s talk about being a First Mother.”

Eager to please now, Marla sat down facing
Anna who sat across the desk from her. “I couldn’t be this cheerful
when you were here a month ago because you hadn’t taken your tests
yet.” Reaching across the desk, Anna took both of Marla’s hands and
holding them tightly said, “It hurts me to really like someone and
then that someone doesn’t pass her tests.” And then holding up her
outstretched arms, she went on. “But you did and I can be happy
again.”

Lowering her head a bit, still looking at
Anna, silent for she didn’t know exactly what to say, Marla, in an
almost whisper, mumbled, “I didn’t know anyone ever thought about
me.”

“Honey, all woz must think about each other
all of the time. Remember MOTHER MYRNA taught us that we should
love each other.”

“I know, but sometimes the rules are harsh
and seem to own us, not to love us.”

Smiling slightly and lowering her head a
bit, taking Marla’s hands again, she turned to reassurance, “Marla,
the rules are to prepare young woz for their life ahead.” Snapping
back to her welcome format, Anna continued, “But you came through
fine.”

Anna paused a moment indicating a new
paragraph, a new page. “Now let’s go over your program,” Anna said
as she turned to the large computer screen behind her. I’ll send a
copy of this to your eyelid computer. To review it at any time,
simply touch your left upper eyelid with your left hand and think
Marla’s Program and it will appear in the vision of your
left eye.”

Marla simply nodded yes.

“Good. First, here is a yellow epaulet to
sew on the shoulder of your new bright green shirt. Go to Clothing
and draw out four new uniforms.” Marla looked at her present shirt
bare of any epaulet, thought how proud she would be to have one,
and smiled as she imagined it sewn on her new shirt.

“Next, your nutrition will change. You’ll be
issued better food with much more vitamins and minerals, and it
will taste better, too.”

Marla more than smiled, she grinned.

“And you will get more time in the
shower.

“Oh, thank you, Anna. Thank you so much,”
she said, giving Anna a quick hug.

Anna thought for a moment, her left arm
raised, prompting the computer screen to change, and there it was,
Marla’s Program, and her appointment time to receive her
injection of starter fluid, just two weeks away. Although wondering
what starter fluid was, if it were painful, and how they would do
it, Marla suppressed her thoughts and then said, “Fine.”

“Oh, Marla, I have one question. What do you
think about the primitives?”

This caught Marla off guard, but hands at
her side, she wondered why she was being asked this now. Years of
strict proper avoidance of any mention of primitives, fear of being
rejected after all, and not thinking about primitives in any way,
Marla answered, “Gee, I don’t know. Why think about things that
don’t exist?”

Smiling from her hair to her unpainted
toenails, sitting still but skipping inside, with her hands to her
side, Marla thought, I made it. I’m going places after all.

As Marla started to rise, Anna, in a
somewhat more serious mode said, “Let me remind you that you, and
all woz as well, are complete in every way. We are so complete that
if it weren’t for supplements in our food we would produce a baby
wo every nine months.” She started to laugh as she went on. “You
can see that would not be in anyone’s interests. So, Marla, when we
find someone like you, young, strong, willing, we cancel the
effects of the supplements with starter fluid. You see, that’s all
starter fluid is.”

She paused to see if Marla really
understood. Marla did and nodded.

“Now, what is starter fluid? Marla, I really
don’t know. I do know that it is a catalyst, something that
promotes but doesn’t cause some biological process to occur. Some
things we don’t really need to know.”

Marla repeated what she had been told many
times, “Starter fluid lets us have a baby; it doesn’t
cause us to have a baby.”

“I suppose you could say that, Marla. Now if
you have no more questions, I suggest that you draw your new
uniforms, then go to your room and review the new material.
Remember, raise your left arm and touch your left eyelid as you
think Marla’s Program. Everything you need to know will
appear to you.”

That afternoon, sitting under an apple tree,
watching a group of dogs play, Marla wondered why most of the dogs
were built like her, but others had sort of a stick thing
protruding between their hind legs. She had never seen anything
like it in a wo. When she was little, she had asked her First
Mother about it and was told they were lower animals and walked on
four legs. And if ever woz had been that way, they died off
thousands of years ago.

Being careful not to touch her right eyelid,
she looked at her arms, both lowered so as not to come anywhere
near her eyelids. Intent on thinking about herself and her new life
about to start, no thought of hers, however noble, must be
transmitted to the government. Two months ago, she certainly did
not want to transmit any thoughts. If she had, they might have
arrested her, examined her, treated her, and maybe hurt her. Every
day she had asked herself if she would ever cease to feel trapped
in this dull, routine life, frightened and confused. What’s the
use? Why am I here? And what’s the purpose of my life? Is it to
serve others? That’s what I have been told, but then what is the
purpose of their lives? Is it to serve the State? If so, then what
is the purpose of the State?

Marla looked at the dogs again, wondering
what the one with the stick between its hind legs was trying to do
with the other one. Strange actions, she thought, and then wondered
why she felt some strange type of a glow, one she had never
experienced before.

She heard the hum. Touching her left eyelid
she heard Anna say, “Marla, time to stop day-dreaming. Go to your
room and review your program, please, my dear Marla.”

She touched her right eyelid and thought,
“Yes, Anna, right away.” Quickly she pulled her hand away from her
eyelid, and jerked her arm straight down to her side. Oh, my, I
must have been touching my eyelids when I was wondering why things
are the way they are. She immediately stood up and then walked at a
fast pace to her room.

Marla opened the door to her room. There,
smiling for all she was worth, long blond hair, deep blue eyes, all
the vitality of her nineteen years, sat Joyce, pregnant.

Rubbing her tummy as if her pregnancy
showed, Joyce looked at Marla, smiled as she said, “Well, how did
it go today?”

Acting about as nonchalant as a cat
strutting into the house with a mouse in its mouth, Marla said,
“Quite well, I think.” And then she broke out with a grin large
enough to swallow her own head, rushed over to Joyce and hugged
her.

“So, I assume it’s all set then; you’re
accepted.”

“Yes. Isn’t it great? We’ll both be First
Mothers soon.” Sitting down beside her, Marla said, “Do you feel
all right? Are you sick at all?”

“I feel fine. And I love the extra time in
the shower, the good food — the whole thing. When’s your
injection?”

“In a few weeks, Anna told me. What’s it
like?” Excited, Marla leaned closer to Joyce. “Tell me about it.
Tell me everything that happens.”

“All right. Well, first of all you go in and
they have you lie on the same table where they did the exams.”

“And then?”

“And then, Marla, they have this big tube
thing they put in you.”

“Did it hurt?”

Joyce shook her head. “No.”

Marla breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m glad
about that.”

“Were you there all afternoon?”

“No, but I stayed on the table with my legs
strapped up high for about an hour. I tried to sleep after the
injection but my legs were beginning to ache, just a bit
though.”

“That doesn’t sound too bad. Then you had to
go back when?”

“I went back three weeks later and they told
me that the starter fluid had worked and my egg was
developing.”

Marla lay back on the bed, looking at the
ceiling and smiling. “I hope it goes as well for me.”

“It will. Just do what they say and don’t
ask a lot of questions.”

Holding her hand up and front of her, and
then noticing what she had done, she quickly put it down and at her
side, “But, Joyce, there is so much I don’t understand; so much
puzzles me, and there’s so much I want to know.”

Joyce stood, and looking down at Marla, as
if she were the teacher and Marla were the pupil, started to pace
slowly, then stopped and faced Marla. “Honey, I don’t know
everything. I don’t even know very much, but I do know this: you
can have peace and happiness or you can ask questions. You can’t
have it both ways. I learned what I know by creating the impression
that I didn’t know anything and I didn’t want to know anything
about what goes on.”

Marla looked up. “And that’s what you think
I should do?”

“I think that you should just be happy being
a First Mother, at least until your child is eight years old.”

“I am happy; I am thrilled; but I’m also
relieved that finally after waiting for three years, I am going to
be a First Mother. I had almost given up any hope of ever having a
baby. I felt that I might spend my whole life scrubbing floors and
toilets.”

“You knew you’d make it, didn’t you?” said
Joyce, not too sympathetic.

“But I’m so dumb. I don’t know anything
about being a First Mother. I don’t even know how I got chosen; I
don’t even know who runs things. I don’t even know who my First
Mother was.”

Joyce pointed her finger directly at Marla’s
face. “Fine, keep it that way.” She started to walk toward the
door, then changed her mind, turned and then said, “Marla, here’s a
few things it’s okay to know: The Council of One Hundred, the
U-100, run the country, really have the say about things,
practically own it, though MOTHER MYRNA is above everyone. The
Upper One Thousand run the country sort of, and make a few minor
rules; the Upper Ten Thousand see that the laws are carried out.
The rest of us are just plain woz, and we are ranked by what we do.
We don’t even rate the capital first letter, like Woz; we’re just
woz. First Mother is the first step up.”

“Yeah, I guess I knew all of that. I just
don’t know how it all works.”

“Marla, my love, here’s how you should work
it: listen, but keep your mouth shut, and be good to those above
you.”

Looking up, holding out her hand in
expectation, Marla said, “Thanks for the advice.” After she noticed
Joyce had smiled and touched her hand, she said, “Do you have to
check in at your dorm every night? We could have some fun if you
can stay here with me tonight. You know, like we used to.”

Joyce made certain her hands were nowhere
near her eyelids, and then she quietly said, “I remember how much
fun we had when I was your roommate.

Starting toward the door, holding Marla’s
hand part of the way, Joyce turned and said, “Well, sweetie,
tomorrow you will start getting better food. Food without those
supplements that keep you from having a baby, you’ll see; you’ll be
a completely new Marla. No more feeling sorry for yourself. Your
future is about to begin.”


Chapter Two — First Mother

In the early
morning, the sun still behind the hills, the breeze was slight;
hungry birds were chirping. A new day had started and for Marla, a
new life was about to start. Inside the dorm, inside her room,
listening to the birds chirping, Marla smiled. Cheerfully, she got
up and walked to the mirror. Looking at herself in the mirror, she
smiled, and then raised her right hand and recited her pledge. “I
pledge that I shall always be a loyal wo, complete in every way,
and that I shall always love and support MOTHER MYRNA and my sister
woz, and defend our country; long may it prosper.”

As soon as she uttered the final words of
her pledge, she lowered her right hand to her side, and making
certain that it was also nowhere near her eyelid. Now I understand
what complete in every way means, she thought. Now it means that I
can have a baby all by myself, providing I don’t eat that
supplement that stops me. And I guess today is the first time I
really meant my pledge because today is the day.

The Day! In two hours, she would report to
the medical lab for her injection of starter fluid. Thinking of how
Joyce had described the injection process to her, she felt
thrilled. She also felt a bit frightened and aroused, though she
didn’t understand it at all.

Ten minutes later in the shower, she was all
smiles as the cleansing spray poured upon her for thirty seconds,
not fifteen as before, ample time for her to make herself squeaky
clean. A few moments later, the clear water came on. As she felt
the warmth, her body wig-wagged a bit, her mouth full open as she
allowed, even encouraged the spray of warm water to caress her from
her stringy wet hair to her toenails. Back in her room, she
frequently glanced at her yellow epaulet. She was thrilled to have
it, and when the starter fluid had done its part, she would have a
black stripe on it. Then she would then be the same rank as Joyce,
move to the First Mother dorm; and be on her way. There will be no
stopping me, she thought. But now I must go to the Nutrition Room,
eat, and then go for my injection.

Marla’s thoughts were interrupted by the
hum, so touching her left eyelid, she heard, “Marla, you are due
for your injection in exactly one hour.”

Marla touched her right eyelid and answered,
“Yes, Anna, I’ll be there.”

Making certain her arms were at her side,
she wished the eyelid computers could be removed and forgotten. But
they can’t be, so I’ll just live with them, and then someday…

In the Nutrition Room she was greeted by
Annie, dark brown, almost black hair, who was not always cheerful,
not always friendly, but not ever rude. Marla rarely was able to
talk to Annie who was busy selecting the packaged food for those in
line. Today it was the package in the orange container, the label
reading, F.M., Thursday A.M. Meal. With her arms at her side, Marla
said, “Oh yes, breakfast for First Mothers. Let’s see, what is it
today; probably the green stuff? Well, that’s not too bad; better
than the stuff I used to get. The line was short this morning as
Marla was earlier than usual, excited about getting her injection.
As she reached for her tray, Annie said, “Is this the day?”

Smiling the smile, Marla nodded and said,
“Yes, today is the day.”

As she started toward a table, Annie looked
at her and with wishing eyes, asked, “How did you get this chance
to be a First Mother?” Did you simply ask them if you could? How
did you do it?”

“I don’t know how I got picked. I didn’t ask
anyone; just one day I received a message to report to room 124.
There I was told I could be a First Mother if I wanted and if I
passed the physical. That’s all I know.”

“Gee, I wish I could.”

Marla turned to her and grasping her hands
said, “aren’t you too young?”

Standing straight, Annie looked down at
Marla seated at the table. “Too young? I’m sixteen.”

“Honey, I think you have to be eighteen or
maybe just a few months younger than eighteen. Don’t worry, say
your pledge every day, and stay cheerful. Your chance will
come.”

“I hope so.”

Marla opened the outside door and looked out
at the open space between her dorm and the medical building where
she was to appear. There was sunshine, but it was also hazy; there
was blue sky, but there were clouds. She felt elated that she was
on her way, but she felt nervous, and wondered what was going to
happen that morning.

At nine that morning, the precise time of
her appointment, Marla opened the door to the medical office where
she had her initial exam, and now to have her injection of starter
fluid. She was feeling elated, feeling that her life was about to
become wonderful, yet also feeling a bit apprehensive. Suppose it
hurt a lot; suppose it didn’t work; suppose they didn’t want her
there after all, then what?

Before her fears could take complete
ownership of her mind, she heard a wo in a white uniform say,
“Welcome, Marla. You’re right on time; that’s great.” Opening the
door to the inner office and motioning to Marla to enter, she went
on, “I’m Angela, the assistant.” Pointing to a middle-aged Wo in a
white lab coat, she said, “And this is Doctor Susan who will be
doing the injection.”

Marla looked at them and smiled. “Are you
ready for me now?”

“Yes,” said Angela. “Take off your clothes
and put them on the chair. Then come back here and lie down on the
exam table.”

Marla smiled a bit, nodded her head. She
took off her clothes and put them on the chair, and then walked
over to the exam table. Using a small step stool, she hoisted
herself onto the table.

“Don’t be nervous, Marla. It won’t hurt,”
said Angela.

Placing one hand behind Marla’s head and the
other between her breasts, Doctor Susan eased Marla down into a
full prone position. “Good, Marla,” she said. “Don’t be nervous;
think of what a wonderful life will soon be yours.”

Angela took Marla’s legs one at a time and
placed them in the stirrups. Marla always hated this, being strung
up like an animal, but she held her comments a moment, and then
said, “I’m really cold. Could I have a blanket over me?

“It would get in the way, Marla, so just
bear with us.”

Marla stifled a laugh. “What’s so funny?”
asked Doctor Susan.

Marla leaned up just a bit, turned to Doctor
Susan. “Don’t you get it? Bear with us; that’s a pun.”

“All right now, Marla, we’re ready to insert
the injection tube. Lie still.” A Wo never said please to a common
wo.

“Yes, Doctor Susan.”

“Now close your eyes and lie still. And
don’t worry, it won’t hurt; I lubricated it well.”

“All right,” Marla said, and then closed her
eyes. Suddenly she felt a sensation she had never known before. It
wasn’t pain; it wasn’t an itch; it wasn’t scratching an itch. It
was just wonderful.

“Okay, Marla, the injection tube is in and
we’re about to inject the starter fluid. Just relax,” said
Angela.

Overcome by warmth over her whole body and
feeling what Joyce had told her was the thunder of creation, Marla
lapsed into a heavenly dream. Yes, it was as wonderful as Joyce had
said. Maybe they’ll let me stay here all day like this, she
thought. A few minutes later Angela put a blanket over her
unnoticed, as Marla was asleep.

An hour later when Angela and Dr. Susan were
finished with her, and she was awake enough to leave, Angela said,
“Marla, we’ll see you three weeks from today for a check up. You
know, just to make certain that your egg has started its journey to
becoming a fetus, and everything is all right”

“Fine, I’ll be here; same time?”

“Yes.”

She was on her way now and she knew it as
she passed through the outer doorway and was outside in the
beautiful courtyard. She saw only one puffy cloud, the haziness had
gone its way, and the sun was bright. It was as a sign from the sky
telling her that soon she would get a stripe on her epaulet; she
would get more respect; she would move in with Joyce and be joyful.
Marla, the unknown wo, had entered the building; Marla, the First
Mother, had come out.

Three weeks later as Marla entered the
medical office she was greeted by Angela and Dr. Susan, who were
both wearing big smiles. “Come in, come in,” said Angela. “In fact,
come take your clothes off and let’s take a look at your developing
wo.”

When Marla was on the table with her feet in
the stirrups, Dr. Susan inserted a probe with a camera and computer
sensor attached. “Oh, that’s wonderful,” Marla expected Dr. Susan
to say. Instead, she heard, “Oh, oh!”

Marla’s joy vanished, her leg muscles
tightened, her breathing became rapid as she asked, “What’s the
matter?”

Neither Angela nor Dr. Susan answered her at
first. Instead, they looked at the computer result presented on the
wall screen. “That’s the third one this month,” said Angela
quietly.

Dr. Susan simply nodded yes.

Marla sat up a bit and turned toward them,
and raising her voice a bit, said, “What’s wrong? What do you mean
by the third one this month?”

Angela walked over to the exam table and
taking Marla’s hand, in a gentle voice said, “Nothing’s wrong; at
least nothing is wrong with you. It’s just the computer crashed
again, third time this month.”

Marla sat up a bit more, and turning toward
them, she said, “Does this mean I am no longer a First Mother?”

“No.” said Dr. Susan.

“No, dear,” said Angela. “Nothing is wrong
with you. It’s just that darn computer or the probe.” Taking
Marla’s hand and removing her feet from the stirrups, she added.
“Come back a week from today, same time. We’ll check again. I’m
certain that everything is just fine.”

As Marla turned to get off of the table, she
noticed the computer screen. She could see only part of it, but she
did see: Defective conception: Reason: fault 1-a, Y chromosome.
Notify Anna.

Without emotion, Dr. Susan faced Marla.
“Well, you’re fine for now. You may get dressed and go home now,
but be back here a week from today, same time.”

As soon as Marla had left the injection room
and closed the door behind her, Dr. Susan said, “I don’t understand
it. We do everything we can to ensure that no sperm contains the Y
chromosome.”

“Yes,” said Angela, “But nothing is perfect.
Though you’d think that with an accuracy rate of 99.97% X
chromosomes only, we wouldn’t see three of these in one month.”

Angela turned toward the door, but paused
and looking back at Dr. Susan said, “I’ll go tell Anna.”

“Yes, I guess we have to, and she’ll be
unhappy. I know, because she told me that she wanted this wo to
conceive. I remember she said, “Especially this one.”

“So, doctor, we have to try until we get it
right.”

“Well, we have to follow orders. And Anna is
one wo I wouldn’t want to be upset with me. After all, she is one
of the Upper One Thousand.”

“Why is she so interested in this wo? She
never was interested in any wo before now, Dr. Susan. But you
remember she told us not to abort a fetus with a Y chromosome
unless we checked with her first.”

“Well, Angela, we have until Marla comes
back to get her decision. Whatever she says, we’ll do. In the
meantime, there’s no harm done, at least to us.”

In the courtyard, as Marla walked slowly and
with her head down, she thought about losing this chance to be a
First Mother. Having seen the screen, having noticed how
desperately they tried to cover up what the computer said, having
practically been pushed out the door without so much as a goodbye,
she knew there was trouble, and it probably was with her, not with
the computer. Looking at the sky and seeing a bright sunny day, she
thought she saw that haziness, that… Oh, stop it, Marla. Don’t run
inside from the rain just because you see a cloud.

She found an empty bench and sat down. Lost
in her sorrows, she failed to hear the hum at first. Then it
returned and louder and she heard Anna say, “Marla! Marla, answer
me.

Quickly she touched her right hand to her
right eyelid. “Yes, Anna. I hear you.”

Touching her left eyelid, she heard, “Marla,
Angela told me about the computer error. Don’t let that worry you.
Everything is just fine, so do your work, say your pledge, and
everything will work out fine. Understand?”

“Yes, Anna. But what is a chromosome, a Y
chromosome?”

“Marla, don’t ask questions about things you
couldn’t possibly understand, especially at this stage. Soon I’ll
make everything clear to you, but don’t ask anyone else. Trust
me.”

“I do, Anna. I do.”

Later that afternoon Dr. Susan and Angela
were greeted by Anna in her private office and asked them to be
seated around her desk. Realizing that Anna was U One K, Dr. Susan
offered her regrets for injecting starter fluid with a Y
chromosome. “I don’t know how it happened,” was her
explanation.

“It doesn’t matter; it happened, so here is
what we do,” said Anna. “Now turn and look at the computer screen
on the wall. Note this paragraph.”

Due to the virus that has eliminated over 30 donors
at four Starter Farms, we could have an acute shortage of donors
down the road. Therefore, do not abort any fetus with a Y
chromosome until further notice.

Mildly alarmed, Angela spoke up. “So, what do we do
with them?”

“And do we tell the First Mothers that they
are pregnant with a primitive?”

Anna raised her hands as if to say calm
down. “The directive you just read was dated four days ago. This
morning I had another directive. Here, I’ll show it to you”.

A special area has been established for First
Mothers of these primitives. They will be given Education packet
4A-2, the limited secret information. Therefore, do not abort any
started eggs with a Y chromosome until you determine the
suitability of the First Mother. This First Mother must be
intelligent, flexible, closed-mouthed, and above all, loyal to our
country. She must be carefully observed and evaluated for her first
four months. On the fifth month, a successful candidate will be
sent to the special area for the remainder of her pregnancy. Submit
name, number and date of birth to us for our approval.

Anna stood and looked directly at Dr. Susan
then Angela. Raising her right hand and pointing her finger at
them, said, “We have a grave responsibility here. One slip-up could
cause much damage to our country, and our reputations, not to
mention our rank and benefits. Now I shall take care of handling
Marla. You two just make certain nothing else happens, no loose
talk; and keep your hands away from you eyelids when you think. Is
everything clear so far?”

Angela and Dr. Susan, having both agreed to
do what was necessary, quietly left Anna’s office. They were both
puzzled but fearful of being demoted to a common wo status, if due
to their actions the public found out that primitives still
existed.

A week later, mostly joyful, having been
reassured by Anna that everything was all right, but also with a
small bug-bite sting of uncertainty, Marla opened the door to
Anna’s office. Behind her desk, wearing her best deep blue uniform
with the golden epaulet of a member of the One Thousand, arms
outstretched, wearing a big smile, stood Anna. “Come in, come in,”
she said, grasping both of Marla’s hands.

As Marla approached, Anna let go of her
hands and gave her a hug. Marla, also all smiles, said, “Angela
said you wanted to see me.”

“You just came from there, right?”

“Yes, and they told me that my baby is fine;
I am fine; everything is fine. That’s true, isn’t it?”

“Yes, of course, Marla,” Anna said as she
led Marla to a chair next to the desk. “Sit down, dear, and let’s
talk about it for a minute.”

Joyful but curious, Marla sat down facing
Anna’s desk awaiting Anna’s first words. Anna took a few steps and
then sat down behind her desk, faced Marla and then said, “You’re a
full fledged First Mother now, so go get your epaulets with the
stripe, and then you can move in with Joyce.”

“Oh, thank you, Anna. Thank you so
much.”

“But now, I have something very important to
say. You’re special, Marla, and you’re going to have special
treatment. By that, I mean you are really going to be looked after.
You are going to have a wonderful baby. Your baby is going to
change the world; change the world for the better I mean.”

Tilting her head and squinting a bit, Marla
asked, “Change it in what way?”

“I really can’t tell you all the things I
can see happening, for the better of course, but trust me,
Marla.”

“I do. I said so before.”

“Fine. Now just do this thing for me, for
both of us; really, do it for all three of us. You know: you, me,
and the baby.”

“All right, Anna. Tell me what to do.”

Leaning forward in her chair and once again
taking Marla’s hands, she said quietly, “Marla, let me tell you
something. Okay, you know I am one of The One Thousand; you can
tell that by my epaulet. But I was born a plain wo, like you. But I
didn’t like being an unranked wo, not at all, so I decided to
advance myself. Here’s the way I did it: I was a very, very
faithful wo; I worked hard; I was very polite and obliging to those
above me. Above all, I kept my mouth shut and didn’t ask questions
nor did I ever criticize anyone.”

“I understand, Anna.”

“Yes, I believe you do. And for all of our
sakes, you must do the same. And you must believe that I am your
very best friend, the best you ever had.”

Marla lowered her head a bit and then asked,
“Why are you treating me special, Anna? Other woz never said you
treated them special.”

“I’ll tell you when the time comes. In the
meantime, stay healthy, say your pledge regularly, and don’t ask
questions of anyone but me. For we, my dear Marla, are going
places.”

Then smiling, Anna looked toward the ceiling
and said, “Up!


Chapter Three — Let Me Tell You a Story

One morning several
weeks later, the sun was just peeking over the hill, birds were
chirping and Marla, lying in bed, heard them and smiled. She was
also aware of the hum that meant Anna was calling her. Touching her
left hand to her eyelid, she heard, “I would like to talk to you
this morning. After you have eaten, meet me at the bench by the
water fountain, the small one, not the one out in the open.”

Marla touched her right eyelid with her
right hand and replied, “Yes, Anna. Will an hour from now be all
right?”

“Yes, fine. Oh, Marla, be sure to bring
those eye drops I gave you.”

“Yes, Anna, I’ll be there and I’ll bring the
drops.”

About an hour later, Marla was sitting on a
bench by the smaller water fountain waiting for Anna and wondering
why she wanted to meet out here, not at her office. Perhaps it was
due to the pleasant, warm weather, and the flowers in bloom. Maybe
Anna just wanted to get out of the office for a while. Or was it
privacy as Dr. Susan, Angela, and other Woz might be coming by the
office? That must be it. And why bring the eye drops that Anna had
given her, but told her not to use them until instructed to do
so?

Marla’s asking herself these questions was
interrupted by Anna appearing and smiling as she said, “Hello, my
dear Marla,” and then sat down beside her.

“Good morning, Anna, I’m so glad to see you
again.”

Anna immediately put her index finger to her
lips to indicate silence. Reaching into her small briefcase, she
took out a sheet of paper and a pen and started to write. She
looked at Marla, pointed to what she had written, and then with her
finger to her lips, in effect said, don’t talk.

Marla nodded her head and looked at what
Anna had written, “Don’t talk, but give me the eye drops and I’ll
put a drop in each of your eyes.”

Marla looked at her, her frowning brow and
tilted head silently saying, “All right. But why?”

Anna wrote, “Trust me.”

Marla nodded yes and opened her eyelids wide
so Anna could put a drop in each eye. And after she did, Anna
indicated that Marla should close both eyes. And then put a drop in
her own eyes. After a minute had passed, Anna said quietly, “Okay,
we can talk now.”

Marla turned to her and raising her brows
said, “Huh?”

Anna put the eye drops away and then said,
“Your eye computers don’t work now. You can’t hear incoming
messages but more important, no one can hear you, except me, of
course, because I am sitting next to you.”

Marla looked at her again in amazement.

“Oh, it’s okay, Marla, only I can hear you
and your thoughts are not being transmitted either. However, just
to be sure, don’t touch your eyelids.”

Shaking her head in disbelief, Marla said,
“I didn’t know that there was any way to block the eyelid computers
from transmitting my voice or thoughts.”

“Dr. Susan and I discovered it. She dilated
my eyes once using the wrong bottle, the wrong drug, and for an
hour, I couldn’t hear or transmit. She and I tried it several
times, always with the same drug, one rarely used for dilation, and
it worked every time, but just for an hour.”

“So we can talk in private now? No one can
hear us, at least unless she is standing next to us?”

“Right, so let’s not waste any time. I only
want to use this drug when it’s very important to talk to you in
private. And I do have something important to tell you. So, let me
tell you a story. Try not to interrupt so I can tell it all before
the drops lose their effect.”

Marla moved a little closer to Anna, nodded
yes, and then sat back to listen.

“First of all, what do you remember about
your First Mother? What color hair did she have; was she tall, fat;
what did she look like?”

“I don’t remember very much about her looks.
I know she always wore a bonnet and I think her hair was sort of
red; couldn’t tell much because of the bonnet.” Marla lowered her
head a bit and then said quietly, “What I really remember is her
love for me.”

“You can tell me more later; right now I
need to tell you a story before the drops wear off. When I was
about your age, I was a First Mother and lived in a First Mother
dorm in the far north part of the country. I had a roommate, Anna,
and we lived with our babies until they were eight years old. We
got along fine and it was a wonderful part of my life. But then
many good things come to an end. We knew from the beginning that
our babies would be with us only until they were eight. Then they
would be sent to a dorm for an education, really an indoctrination.
We knew that, but we really didn’t believe it.
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