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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.












Chapter One


Mum and Dad couldn’t come to the airport to meet Donny, but that was okay: he would understand. Lucia Fernandez and Udin the driver came with Tay instead. They were in luck on Airport Road and got through the police check-points with no delay, which meant they had ages to wait before the plane from Singapore arrived. Lucia found someone to talk to at the Immigration Desk. Udin got himself a cup of coffee and a newspaper. Tay walked around, looking at the familiar souvenir shops, sniffing the spicy-food scents from the cafeteria bar —a thin girl with golden-brown hair, wearing a blue cotton dress, a Yankees baseball cap and desert boots. She felt slightly nervous. This was the first time she’d been in a public place since the story broke. No one was supposed to know who she was, but she almost expected a horde of journalists to leap out, waving cameras and microphones. Thankfully, no one paid any attention to her. Here in the sleepy quiet of a tiny tropical airport, no one knew or cared that Taylor Walker was one of the five teenagers whose existence had just been announced, who were the most astonishing people on the planet.


Donny and Tay had lived in Kandah State, a small independent country on the north coast of the giant island of Borneo, since Donny was five and Tay was seven. Their parents were the Wardens of an Orang-Utan Refuge, out in the wilds of one of the last great rainforests. Ben and Mary Walker both worked for an international company called Lifeforce, which financed the Refuge. To some people it would have seemed a hard and lonely life for the two English children, but they loved it. The forest was such a fantastic place to live. It had been a cruel blow when their parents decided Donny had to go to school in Singapore. But it was fine now. They just looked forward through each term to having a brilliant time together in the holidays.


Would things be different, this summer?


Tay visited the cheap stalls, with the stacks of ugly imitation Dyak carvings that never seemed to get sold, and the Instant Tailoring shop, where the Chinese tailor-women whizzed the cloth through their sewing machines at incredible speed. They would sew you a perfect made-to-measure shirt in about ten minutes. She had a Coke at the ice-cream parlour, where rich Muslim girls from the airport-suburbs (a very classy area of Kota Kandah, capital city of Kandah State) sat gossiping, some of them in head-to-toe white embroidered veils. Donny won’t be different, she was telling herself. He won’t care. But she had butterflies in her stomach.


There was a sarong that she would really have liked to buy, in Mrs Su’s Genuine Dyak Crafts Centre. It was heavy and handwoven, with swirls and thorny curves in gold thread, on shades of dark red silk. She could imagine her Mum wearing this. Tay’s Mum hardly ever got a chance to wear anything but jungle kit, but she loved beautiful clothes. Mrs Su, the Chinese lady who owned the shop, came over as Tay stroked the shimmering folds, with a smile that showed all the gold in her teeth. She took the sarong and deftly unfolded it.


‘Ve’y nice? Eh?’


‘It’s lovely,’ sighed Tay.


‘You old customer, young lady. I make you a special price. Not New York price, not airport price. Nah real price.’


Tay knew that even the ‘real price’ of the best handwoven gold-thread work was way beyond her means. ‘I can’t afford it, Mrs Su. I’ve only got six hundred dollars left in my bank account, and I owe most of it to my dad.’


Six hundred Kandah dollars meant about fifty English pounds. ‘Ha,’ said Mrs Su, and shook her head. ‘Okay, you tell your Daddy, huh? Mrs Su got the best silk-work, special price. You here to meet your brother, home from school, eh?’


Tay grinned. ‘Yes.’ Most of the foreigners who lived in Kandah were ‘oilies’: oil rig people, or ‘chippies’, which meant they worked for the logging companies, and they didn’t stay long. The Walkers had been at the Refuge for seven years. Mrs Su knew Donny and Tay well. Whenever they came to the airport they came into her shop, to talk to her: and she gave them strange, hard Chinese candies.


The old lady folded up the sarong. ‘Why you never go to school, Tay, you so grown up now? Don’t want an education?’


‘I’m getting an education,’ said Tay. ‘I work at home, that’s all.’


‘Huh. A smart girl like you: ought to be in school. Got to learn to compete, make your way, be tough. Some things you can’t learn from books.’


Two teenage girls came in. One of them, about Tay’s age, was wearing a sarong and blouse —the traditional Kandah dress, but very smart— and a Muslim headscarf. The other, who looked about sixteen, was bare-headed. She had her glossy black hair cut short and feathered, and she was dressed in the “Wild West” style that was the height of fashion in Kandah city —boot-cut faded jeans, a beaded belt, and a Western-style shirt with fringes and silver buttons. Tay instantly loved the shirt.


The girls whispered to each other, and giggled.


Tay didn’t have the kind of life that would let her get to know girls her own age: and she didn’t mind. She loved living in the magical wilderness of the deep forest. But suddenly she felt a terrible pang, watching those two strangers and thinking she could never never have a life like theirs. She would never be able to meet her friends and go out with them, just to have an ice-cream and hang around the shops, gossiping, trying things on … She would always have the horrible weight of her secret identity hanging round her neck, always afraid someone would find out—


Tay and Mrs Su had been speaking English. The girls were speaking Malay, but Tay knew the Kandanese dialect of that language very well. As they came near, she could understand every word. There was a sexy popstar poster on one of the cheap stalls that the younger girl wanted to buy, only she knew their dad wouldn’t let her put it up in her bedroom. And someone at school had done something really bodoh (stupid) …


‘What wrong?’ said the old lady, peering at Tay. Mrs Su didn’t miss much. ‘You don’t take offence at old Mrs Su? You got a pain?’


‘No, Mrs Su,’ said Tay. ‘I’m just worried about something.’


Mrs Su sighed, and nodded as she put the sarong back on the display shelf. ‘Ah, understand. Your mother and father worried, everyone worried, even children now. Hard times for me too. No one buying. Hard times for everyone.’


Tay went out of the shop, but not before Mrs Su had insisted she take a handful of brightly wrapped sweets from the jar by the cash register. The afternoon plane from Singapore had arrived, and the passengers were streaming into the Arrivals Hall. For a moment Tay felt a weird jolt of fear. Something had gone wrong, because she couldn’t see Donny … But no, she was being stupid. There he was, talking to some people he must have met on the plane. He saw her, and his whole face lit up.


‘Hey! There’s my sister!’


He came bouncing out of the crowd and leapt up to her, grinning from ear to ear, a twelve year old boy with blue eyes and black hair, and the personality of a crazy puppy. They hugged, and backed off so they could look at each other.


‘I’m taller than you!’ he crowed, ‘I knew I’d be taller than you, these holidays.’


‘Nearly,’ said Tay, measuring, and finding her nose still about half a centimetre higher. ‘Nearly as tall, and twice as daft.’ They gripped hands, did the special Tay and Donny twist of their locked fists, broke the grip and knocked knuckles. It was a ritual they had invented years ago, that always had to be used at important moments.


‘How’s Harimau?’ asked Donny, as they made for the one and only baggage carousel.


Harimau was an orang-utan in the graduation class —a young ape who’d reached the stage where he was partly fending for himself. He’d been ill. The reason why Mum wasn’t at the airport was because she’d had to go to Half-Way Camp, where the graduation apes had a feeding station, to check on him and see if he needed to be captured and brought in for treatment. Dad wasn’t here, because with Mum out in the forest he couldn’t leave the Refuge HQ. One of the Wardens had to be on site at all times, especially the way things were at the moment.


‘Mum thinks it isn’t serious. Oh, and Genevieve’s been promoted to graduation class. We’re going to Half-Way to release her, next week. We’ll camp there for a couple of nights there, so you’ll probably see Harimau—’


Lucia came to join them. They waited for Donny’s bags: Donny and Tay exchanging a babble of news, as if they hadn’t spoken to each other in years. They jabbered like monkeys, Lucia complained. Scatterbrains! If she hadn’t been there they would have let Donny’s things go rolling away to the Lost Airport Luggage Dimension, never to be heard of again … Not that it would have made much difference. No matter how people hassled him, he never packed properly. He always ended up back here with a fistful of odd socks and nothing else.


They collected the bags, including the Refuge Mail Drop (which had come on the scheduled plane, because their helicopter delivery had been cancelled). Then they unearthed Udin from a haze of cigarette smoke, and set off happily for home.


Everything went fine until the outskirts of Kandah city centre, where they wanted to turn right, and head into the interior. There they found that forest road had been closed, while they were at the airport. Another terrorist incident. The police were at the junction, telling people they had to go through the city centre, and be searched. With many groans and grumbles the traffic complied, but of course this meant the city centre was gridlocked. The Land Rover crawled, and finally the queue stopped moving entirely. Udin went to investigate. He believed that the prestige of the Lifeforce Orang-Utan Refuge would get them special treatment, if he talked to the right policeman. Minutes passed. Lucia went to see what had happened to Udin. More minutes passed.


At last Lucia and Udin came back, hot and gloomy.


‘They would let us through, but they can’t,’ said Udin. ‘Everything is completely, completely stuck.’


‘It’ll be an hour they say,’ said Lucia. ‘Minimum. Probably two.’


‘But why?’ demanded Tay. ‘What’s happened? Why was the road closed?’


The others shrugged. ‘It’s the rebels,’ said Udin, as if that answered everything.


‘It’s not worth worrying about,’ said Lucia. ‘We just have to be patient.’


Tay groaned. ‘Do we have to stay in the Land Rover? I’ve got my phone.’


‘No,’ said Lucia. ‘Give it an hour, then call me and see how things are going. Or I’ll call you, if we get through this, and you can meet us in the ferryboat car park.’


The children walked down to the river, past the eye-watering stink of the midden by the fruit and vegetable market, and across the elegant old footbridge into the modern part of the city. ‘Is it going to be like this the whole time?’ asked Donny, looking worried. Like a puppy, he was easily smacked-down: thankfully he bounced back just as easily. ‘No one told me Kandah had gone all horrible. Why anyone say?’


‘I suppose we’re used to it. You get used to it. Anyway, it hasn’t been bad. This hold up is the worst thing that’s happened. Everything’s fine at home.’


They both knew what the problem was … more or less. Most of Borneo was part of either Malaysia or Indonesia: Kandah State was squashed between these two great nations. The Sultan of Kandah wanted to stay independent; the rebels wanted to change things. Some of them wanted Kandah to join Indonesia, some wanted to join Malaysia. Some of them were Communists, and wanted Kandah to be Communist. They fought with each other, and they fought with the government. Terrifying forest fires were started. Remote little towns and villages were ransacked, like frontier towns in the Wild West being overrun by outlaws. The situation had been going on for years. Usually it all happened in the wild, deep interior, and the people of Kandah City Region only heard about it on the news. Occasionally the action would move nearer, and then there would be delays, searches, roads closed and police checkpoints.


Tay could remember one time, soon after the Walkers had come to Kandah, when Donny was only five, when they’d been stranded at the Refuge for weeks, living on tinned food: with no deliveries, and soldiers in trucks driving around on the forest tracks. But even then, nothing terrible had happened.


‘Things will calm down again. They always do. Mum and Dad aren’t worried.’


‘Oh no!’ exclaimed Donny, stopping in shock, halfway over the bridge. ‘I forgot to go and see Mrs Su! And there’s police everywhere, so we can’t go back!’


‘Calm down. I just told you, it’s nothing serious. You can see her next time anyone has to meet a plane. Anyway, I went to see her for you. Look, I got some candy.’


They walked on: doggedly sucking bitter-as-vinegar candied-plums. Neither of them liked the taste, but Mrs Su’s candy was a tradition. It was part of Donny’s homecoming.


Now the modern glass and concrete towers of the city centre sprang up on either side, and the afternoon felt even hotter. They passed the Mercedes car showroom, where they stopped to drool over the beautiful, fantastically expensive cars, and the department stores where fashionable modern clothes filled the plate glass windows in tempting array. Tay told Donny about the gold-thread sarong at Mrs Su’s. It was Mum’s birthday very soon, and Donny confessed he hadn’t bought her a present. He’d brought home something that he’d made in art class, which he hoped she’d like instead: a calendar and letter holder made out of bamboo and papier-mâché, but he was afraid it might have suffered, travelling in his luggage.


‘It’s in the shape of a tree-frog. I think it’s quite good … I hope it’s not broken.’


Knowing Donny’s methods of packing, Tay feared the worst.


‘Haven’t you any cash left at all? You had plenty of pocket money.’


‘It just sort of went,’ said Donny sadly. ‘I don’t know how, but it’s all gone.’


‘Okay, look. You can come in with me. I’ve mail-ordered something really good. You can share it with me, and pay me back.’


‘How much?’


‘It’s costing me four fifty, which is most of my bank account until next month. Say you put in one hundred? I’ll show you what it is, in the catalogue on the net, when we get home. It’s an excellent present, trust me.’


Donny grinned, delighted to have a reason to cheer up.


‘Done! And I honestly will pay you back.’


‘You bet you will, bro’.’


There was no sign of the Land Rover in the ferry car park. Tay called Lucia, and was told the queue was moving, but pelan, pelan. Which means slowly, but also means so relax —a favourite local expression. The Kandanese never stressed over things (unless you counted the rebels, who seemed to stress enough for everyone).


‘They’d better hurry up,’ said Donny, grinning, ‘Or we’ll be driving in the dark.’


‘Pelan-pelan,’ said Tay. ‘You’re not in Singapore anymore, kid. This is Kandah, remember? The pace is slow, even in terrorist emergencies.’


Really, the children loved driving in the dark. It was the adults who could never see the romance of forging through the forest by night.


‘Maybe we’ll meet a giant monitor lizard,’ suggested Donny hopefully. ‘Like the one that attacked Dad, that night in the old Land Rover, when we got a flat tyre?’


‘He was changing the wheel,’ agreed Tay. It was a family legend. ‘At midnight, and a huge monitor lizard burst out of the bushes and ran over him.’


‘It was as big as a tank!’ said Donny, laughing. ‘It nearly broke his ribs!’


‘It was three metres long, at least. Probably five—’ (The lizard had grown bigger, every time Dad told the tale.)


They went over to the river wharf, bought a green coconut from the coconut-man’s stall and sat dangling their legs and passing it between them, sipping the cool, refreshing coconut milk through a straw. Yellow butterflies fluttered among the drifts of blue water hyacinth; someone was mending a boat, with chart-show pop-music on the radio. Everything in the familiar scene was as it should be: the hot, bright modern towers and the little peasant food stalls clustering at their feet, the big brown swirling river with its old warehouses and new hotels; the rafts and motorboats plying to and fro … But though Donny hadn’t even mentioned the secret, Tay felt strange. She felt like a painted cardboard figure, like a package made to look like a girl, with something hardly human inside it. Like someone who didn’t belong in this quiet world; or any other place.


About five o’ clock the Land Rover turned up. Tay and Donny climbed in and they drove away, through the straggle of shanty town around the tropic city and into the thrilling dusk of the forest, just as the fruit bats came out for their evening prowl: flapping up out of the sunset like an army of vampires.


The place that Tay and Donny called home was a broad forest clearing, surrounded by the orang-utan reserve where no human settlement was allowed. Donny and Tay and their Mum and Dad lived in the main buildings, which were set around an open square. Their house was built like a Dyak longhouse, raised on wooden pillars above the ground, with a high-ridged roof and a shady verandah running along the front. The labs, the Refuge offices and the telecoms suite were on the square too. The other staff had cottages of their own, scattered among flowerbeds, stands of bamboo, and blossoming shade trees. In the open space in the middle of the square there were canopied swinging chairs, a table and benches; a skittle run and a telescope. People gathered there in the cool evenings to eat together, to play games, or talk; or to watch a movie (projected onto a whitewashed wall of the office block).


There were twelve or fifteen baby apes and ‘children’ at any time, besides the ‘graduates’ who were nearly independent but still coming to the feeding stations. Every one of the young orphans had an individual human carer. There was also a research team, a veterinary team, technicians and support staff; and there were usually a couple of visiting scientists —who came from all over the world to work here at the Lifeforce Refuge, and observe the great red apes. (Most of the carers were also students. Lucia was one of these: she was a zoology graduate from the Philippines.) It was a close-knit little international village of about thirty or forty people, in which Donny and Tay were the only human children.


When the Land Rover reached home, around ten o’ clock at night, Dad was at the gates in the perimeter fence to greet them. Mum was back from Half-Way Camp, and the central square was ablaze with lights. Everyone seemed to be there, from Minah the cook to the very shy visiting German zoologist who hardly spoke (he got on better with animals than with humans). Donny put on his sunglasses, struck a celebrity pose and said ‘Please, please, no autographs.’ The grown-ups laughed and said they weren’t interested in him, they were here for the maildrop! When you live in the wilds, no matter how good your communication system is, books and letters and papers are like gold-dust. The big parcel of newspapers and journals and discs was pulled out of its bag, with cheers and whoops, and tumbled on the communal table—


There on the front page of the Singapore Straits Times was the story, in banner headlines.




BIOTECH GIANT LIFEFORCE


ANNOUNCES HUMAN CLONES!


THEY’RE TEENAGERS ALREADY!


THEY ARE LIVING AMONG US!





Tay froze. She tried to stop her face from showing anything, but she couldn’t help it.


Donny took off his sunglasses, and said, ‘Oh, sorry, Tay. I didn’t think.’


‘What’s the problem?’ said Tay. ‘I’m famous, that’s all. Aren’t I lucky.’


She blundered out of the lighted square, hurried along the dark verandah and shut herself in her room.


Mum came along later, and so did someone else, who knocked and went away —probably Donny. But she pretended she was asleep, and wouldn’t answer them.


Morning came early to the clearing. Before six am the gibbons in the bamboo stand outside Tay’s bedroom window began hooting and singing to greet the new day. She lay listening to them, the way she did every morning: remembering that Donny was home and wondering why she didn’t feel happy. Then it came back to her.


She got up, showered and went along to the Walker’s family kitchen, feeling ashamed of her behaviour last night. Donny was eating breakfast with Mum and Dad. They all looked at her uneasily, and said ‘Hello Tay,’ ‘Good Morning Tay,’ in subdued voices. Tay fetched herself a glass of juice and a sweet roll from the fridge (all perishable food had to be kept in the fridge, to protect it from the ants.)


‘How is Harimau?’ she said, casually. ‘I forgot to ask.’


‘He’s fine,’ said Mum. ‘Just a touch of diarrhoea. No sign of worms, but he might have an amoebic parasite. I have a sample to analyse—’


‘Mum,’ protested Donny. ‘Do you mind? I’m eating.’


‘You’d better get used to it,’ said Dad, ‘City-slicker. Diarrhoea and worms is all we talk about here, except for tropical ulcers.’ He grinned at Tay, who didn’t grin back.


‘What are you two going to do today?’ Mum asked, hopefully. ‘First day of the holidays, I bet you have something planned for him, Tay, don’t you?’


‘No. I have homework to finish,’ said Tay. ‘Even famous freaks have homework.’ She rinsed her glass and plate, and walked out.


She went to the schoolroom. Until Donny started at his boarding school they’d both done their lessons here, in this airy, high-ceilinged room, with the polished wooden floor and the tall cupboards full of books, art materials; science equipment. No expense spared, she thought bitterly, looking at all this wealth. It’s as if I was dying.


She sat down at her computer, chin on her hands.


She’d been seven when Mum and Dad told her the truth about herself. Not the whole truth of course: she wouldn’t have been able to understand … They’d told her that she was a test-tube baby, and explained what that meant. Though she’d come out of Mummy’s tummy, the little egg that had turned into Tay had come from somebody else —and that ‘somebody else’ was Mummy and Daddy’s best friend, Pam Taylor. Pam couldn’t have babies of her own, and neither could Mummy (that’s what they’d thought, at the time). So they’d decided to have Tay, each of them doing the part of having-a-baby that they could do … Tay hadn’t been too upset. She liked Pam very much. As long as she was still Mummy and Daddy’s little girl, and Donny was still her brother, she didn’t mind if Pam was sort of her second mum. But that had been seven years ago, half her lifetime ago.


Tay and Donny Walker were Lifeforce kids. Their parents were wildlife wardens now, but they’d worked for the biotech company as scientists before that. Tay had never been frightened by the idea that she had ‘come out of a test-tube’. It had never struck her as odd that she didn’t go to school, either. She much preferred working at home and sharing Mum and Dad’s adventures. Before Borneo, there’d been a post in Geneva. Before Geneva there’d been Canada: she’d never known any other way of life. Her classmates in the online International School were dead impressed that she had Pam for a godmother (they didn’t know about the test-tube baby part: it was none of their business), because Dr Pam Taylor was the head of Lifeforce’s conservation projects and a famous scientist: sometimes she was on TV. But to Tay having Pam for a grown-up friend —like having Rei Van der Hoort, Lifeforce Asia’s chief executive, come and stay at the Refuge, and sit up talking with her parents all night— was just normal life.


It wasn’t normal that she had to give blood and tissue samples every month, to be sent off to the biotech-labs, but it was something Tay’d always had to do. They’d told her it was nothing bad, it was because she was a ‘special sort of test-tube baby’, and Lifeforce wanted to monitor her development. It didn’t hurt much (although a few times a year the tissue sampling was quite painful); and she accepted it.


By the time she was twelve she had known exactly what a test-tube baby was, what it meant to say someone was your ‘biological’ mother and someone else was your ‘genetic’ mother; and what ‘surrogacy’ meant … Sometimes she’d lain awake at night, wondering about those blood and tissue samples, and wishing Mum and Dad would tell her, if she had cancer or something. Sometimes she’d brooded about being Pam’s ‘sort of’ baby. A woman’s egg cell has to be fertilised by a man’s sperm. Who had her father been? Was it her own dad, who had provided the sperm? Or someone else, some stranger? And why did Pam decide to have a test-tube baby, and then let the surrogate mother keep the child? Had she decided a child would cramp her famous-scientist lifestyle? But Tay, unlike Donny, liked to keep quiet about things that upset her or frightened her. She wanted to be a wildlife scientist like her mum and dad, and work at somewhere like the Refuge; or maybe do marine conservation biology like Pam. That was her ambition, and that’s what was important. When Mum and Dad had tried to talk to her about ‘where she had come from’, she had always said she thought she knew enough.


Maybe she’d guessed, deep down, that the things they wanted to say would destroy her peace of mind.


Then Mum and Dad had decided that Donny had to go away to school. He hadn’t been doing very well. Tay was in top sets for everything, in the International Distance-Learning College in which they were both enrolled, but Donny was struggling. He needed a different kind of education. Tay had felt very sorry for him, having to leave the forest, and go and live with strangers.


But it was Tay who was the stranger.


A year and a half ago, soon after Donny had left for his first term at the new school, Pam Taylor had come to the Refuge, and Pam and Mum and Dad had told Tay the real truth. She was a very special kind of test-tube baby. She had no ‘biological’ father.


In normal IVF the baby has two parents, and just like any other baby, it will be a new, unique individual, with a combination of the mother’s and the father’s genes. Tay was different. Lifeforce scientists had taken one of Mary Walker’s egg-cells, and replaced the nucleus (the package where the cell’s DNA is stored) with the nucleus from one of Pam Taylor’s ordinary body cells (a bone-marrow cell, in fact.) Then they’d treated this egg cell so it would behave as if it had been fertilised. Tay was not just Pam’s daughter. She was genetically the same person as Pam Taylor.


Lifeforce had created human clones, years before anyone had believed it was possible.


There were four other teenagers like Tay, with four different gene-parents, all of them ‘created’ at the same time. All of them were Lifeforce kids. Their gene-parents and their surrogate-families were part of the Lifeforce company, like everyone else involved with the clone project. The existence of the clones had been kept secret. But now that they were healthy teenagers, and the success of the experiment was beyond doubt, the company thought it was time to break the silence.


Tay’s identity would be protected. The company would prove their amazing claim by scientific means: by letting other scientists examine tissue samples from clones and gene-parents. Tay’s picture wouldn’t be in the papers, and she wouldn’t have to appear on TV. She might never even know the names of the other four clones. But Mum and Dad and Pam had thought she ought to know the truth —before the rest of the world found out.


Tay had been stunned, and bewildered, but she’d been determined not to get upset. She still felt like the same person she’d always been, but now she didn’t have to worry about having cancer. She had an explanation for the blood-tests and tissue samples: and maybe she wasn’t going to die young. Mum and Dad and Pam had been puzzled but happy, because Tay was so calm. She’d been secretly very proud that she’d been able to take this strange bombshell so well. She’d been a Lifeforce kid all her life, she knew about the miracles of modern bio-tech. She’d refused to feel sorry for herself, or weirded-out. She’d convinced Mum and Dad, and everyone, that she was fine.


The only thing was that after the big revelation, she’d stopped writing to Pam.


She’d been truly friends with her ‘test-tube mum’. Wherever Pam’s work took her, she had always stayed in e-mail contact. They’d talked on the phone, when they could, as often as if they were friends of the same age. Somehow that had stopped. Tay hadn’t meant it to happen, she just … didn’t have anything to say.


Since that time, life had carried on as normal. Tay had done her schoolwork, and helped out as much as she was allowed with the apes. There’d been school holidays, and she’d had great times with Donny. There’d been a visit to England (which Donny and Tay had both hated). There’d been trips to Singapore. Tay had often almost forgotten about the secret, for weeks at a time, and she’d almost started hoping that Lifeforce had decided to keep the clones’ existence a secret forever.


But now the news was out, on the TV and on the radio, on the internet and in the papers, all over the world. Tay was very thankful that she lived in the middle of the rainforest, and didn’t have to know about all the publicity.


She just wished she knew why she suddenly felt so bad.


What does it mean to be a clone? How is a clone supposed to feel?


She switched on her computer, chose a picture file and sat looking at video clips of Pam Taylor, shrinking and copying them until the screen was a photomosaic of Pam’s tanned face: smiling, laughing, using her hands to talk, the way Pam always did … And so did Tay. She clicked with the mouse, enlarging one detail and then another, studying the way Pam’s hair grew. The shape of her nose. The colour of her eyes.


Every little bit of me is exactly the same as that. That’s exactly what I will look like.


Tay knew it was Mum and Dad who’d come into the room before she looked round. Too late to switch off the screen … They sat down, on either side of her.


‘Hi,’ Mum said, quietly.


‘Hi,’ said Dad. He took Tay’s hand.


‘Hi, you,’ said Tay. ‘I’m all right, honestly. I’m sorry I was snappish.’


‘Tay—’ said Mum, ‘You’re not a freak. Everyone you know … Everyone in Lifeforce knows you are a wonderful, brave, clever, excellent young woman.’


‘It’s okay, Mum. I understand what a big deal it is. I know that me being a clone is an amazing triumph, and it will have huge benefits for medicine, and I’m fine. I just wish … Oh, Mum. If I had to be a copy of someone, why couldn’t I be a copy of you?’


‘It didn’t work out that way,’ said Mum. ‘Tay, I was nearly forty, and—’


‘We thought we couldn’t have children,’ said Dad. ‘We were thinking of fertility treatment. The clone project came along, and they were asking for volunteers—’


‘I wasn’t sure, but I tested,’ put in Mum, ‘I was histo-compatible with one of the donors. You know what that means, I had the right cell-profile, like a bio-chemical fingerprint: and it turned out to be Pam, our dear friend. We thought about it long and hard, but we’ve been so glad we said yes.’


‘Because it gave us you,’ said Dad. ‘Just the way you are. You were a miracle to us.’


‘And then you had Donny.’


Mum nodded. ‘Yes. It sometimes happens. A test-tube pregnancy and then an ordinary one, when there’s been unexplained infertility before. No one understands why, not yet. So we had two miracles.’


Every time Mum and Dad told her the story (and they’d told it to her over and over, in different ways, since they’d told her the truth) she could see in their eyes how much they loved her, and how much they wanted her to say everything was okay.


‘In the Straits Times it said something about a “human photocopy”. I didn’t want to read any of it, but I saw that.’


‘Well, the Straits Times got it wrong,’ said Dad. ‘You are not a copy. You are an original. It isn’t the DNA that counts: it’s what you do with it. It’s the person. You aren’t a ‘photocopy’ of Pam. You are our daughter, and our proudest achievement.’


‘Yes,’ sighed Tay. ‘And I love you too. True.’


‘Do you want to see Pam?’ suggested Mum, ‘She could be here in a few hours.’


Tay’s gene-mother was working on the Marine and Shore Station —another part of the bio-tech company’s conservation work. The floating research lab was moored off the northeast coast of Kandah State just now. Tay knew this wasn’t an accident. It had been arranged so Pam would be nearby if Tay wanted to see her, when the story broke.


But she didn’t.


Not now, maybe not ever.


‘N—no. I’ll talk to her soon, honest. Just not right now. Right now, er, I really do have homework to finish. I ought to have done it before Donny came home.’


‘Okay,’ said Mum.


‘Okay,’ said Dad. ‘We’ll leave you in peace.’


They hugged her, and left her in peace.


The ceiling fans ticked around and around. The Refuge buildings had air-conditioning, but Donny and Tay made it a point of honour not to use aircon, except in their bedrooms on unbearably sticky nights. It was better to learn to accept the heat as normal, so you could be free and comfortable outdoors. She switched off Pam Taylor’s face and took out her art portfolio from one of the drawers in the worktable that stretched down the middle of the room. She began to colour some sketches she’d done of a spray of orchids. It wasn’t urgent work, but it soothed her mind.


About half an hour later Donny arrived. He plonked an untidy parcel on the table. ‘Are you all right?’ he asked. ‘Are you still miserable about being in the papers? Are you afraid the journalists will track you down, like a celebrity?’


Donny knew, of course. Mum and Dad had said it was Tay’s choice, and he didn’t have to be told, but she couldn’t have imagined keeping a secret like that from him.


‘Nah,’ said Tay. ‘The Lifeforce Teenage Clone Protection Programme will look after me. I’m like someone giving evidence against the Mob. The newspapers and the TV will never find me … Is that the frog?’


‘Yes.’ He unwrapped his parcel, revealing a splendid tree-frog, standing on its back legs. It was varnished in red and green, and fixed to a bamboo stand. There was a perpetual calendar fitted into the frog’s belly, and it had a wide, gaping mouth for holding letters. One of the frog’s back feet was missing.


‘I’ve got her foot. But the clamp I made for holding the letters has come unsprung.’


‘Right,’ said Tay. ‘The doctor is in.’


They fixed the frog (as well as could be expected, for a papier-mâché model that had spent time knocking around in an aeroplane hold with Donny’s socks.) Then they checked the status of Mum’s big present: which was a dozen Old English rose bushes, specially genetically adapted for the tropics, that Tay had ordered on the internet, (she’d got Dad to do the ordering on his credit card, and promised to pay him back.)


The bushes wouldn’t look like much, but there would be pictures of how the flowers were going to look: and Mum would love them. She was the one with the green fingers, who was responsible for the success of all the flowerbeds in the Refuge clearing. They ought to be arriving with the next mail drop. Donny and Tay would have to make sure they got to the mail parcel (however it reached the Refuge) before their mother.


‘If they don’t come because of the rebels,’ said Donny, cheerfully ‘at least she’s got my frog. It can be from both of us if you like.’


‘Thanks. Did you buy her a card?’


‘I thought I’d make one. She likes home-made things.’


‘Me too. Let’s get to it. Then it’ll be done and we’ll be all set.’


The schoolroom grew busy, and cosy and quiet: the two children working together, tearing up coloured tissue paper, passing the glue, asking for the scissors, like long ago. In two years, thought Tay, I’ll be sixteen. I’ll be old enough to go away to college, and then I’ll face my destiny. People will find out I’m a clone but I won’t mind. I will be the second Pam Taylor. I will be a brilliant success. Mum and Dad won’t have to blame themselves for how they had me, and everything will turn out well. But I’m not going to think about it until then. Until then I’m just going to be Tay.


When they’d finished the cards they left them to dry and went over to the observation studio. The baby apes spent all their time with their carers, the way orang-utan babies live alone with their mothers in the wild. The older apes had an enclosure on the edge of the clearing, so they could start learning to forage and look after themselves. They also had a suite of indoor pens, which the Refuge staff called ‘the clubhouse’, where they were free to come and go, and socialise with each other —and where the scientists could observe their behaviour on CCTV.


Sometimes there was a proper experiment. One of the visiting primatologists (people who study apes), or the graduate students, might be observing how the apes solved a puzzle. But there was always something going on, and usually (even though everything was being videoed) one of the scientists would be watching. Today they found Dr Suritobo, the Refuge’s animal psychologist, on his own in front of the monitor screens, like a security guard watching some very hairy teenagers hanging-out in a shopping mall.


‘Hi, Clint,’ said Tay, ‘What’s up?’


Dr Suritobo was Indonesian. He’d been with Lifeforce as long as Mum and Dad had, and he’d written a shelf-full of books, but he never seemed entirely like a grown-up. He could make bows and arrows that really worked; and strange musical instruments out of bamboo. He was the best guide for jungle walks, too. No one called him anything but Clint, because he was a fanatical Clint Eastwood fan. He even had a poncho (a handwoven, Dyak, striped poncho; but it looked the part). You’d find him loping around with his hat brim pulled down over his narrowed eyes, chewing on a thin black cheroot, obviously deep in some The Good The Bad And The Ugly fantasy… The children loved him, though they sometimes wondered how he managed to hold down a responsible job. But Clint had told them there should be no difference between work and play.


He was pleased to see them. He stretched his arms above his head, and ran his hands through his hair, which was already standing on end.


‘Hi! Always something new on orang-utan TV! Sit down! Bring on the popcorn.’


Five ‘teenage’ orang-utans, nearly ready to be introduced back to the wild, were sitting together in the section of the clubhouse that had a climbing gym of tree branches, ropes and swings (like a sofa and armchairs to orang-utans, Tay thought.) An ape called Potter was up in the tree, looking defiant. Genevieve was there, off by herself. Bima, the most dominant of the adolescents, was sitting with two younger apes, known as Juju and Henry: they were hunched up close together, obviously miserable and sulking.


Tay had no trouble recognising the apes. The human children weren’t allowed near the babies, and they were supposed to keep away from the older apes (though they could sometimes earn pocket money cleaning out the clubhouse). It was very important that the animals didn’t get used to humans: they weren’t pets. But Donny and Tay had watched a huge amount of ‘orang-utan TV’. It was their favourite entertainment.


‘They’re not doing anything much,’ said Donny, after a few minutes.


‘Yes they are, Donny,’ said Clint. ‘This is a serious conversation. Watch!’


Orang-utans, unlike gibbons, are mainly silent animals. The


‘conversation’ was wordless. Genevieve stared at Bima, gave a hard, brooding glare at Potter in the tree, and then flopped down on her side, her head propped on one long-fingered furry-backed hand, the other hand scratching at her pot-belly.


‘Is that, er … Juju and Henry under the tree?’ asked Donny.
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