



[image: Cover Image]





The Mutant Season


Robert Silverberg and Karen Haber


[image: image]


www.sfgateway.com






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.








INTRODUCTION



Robert Silverberg


THE MUTANT—the stranger in our midst, the secret alien, the hidden Changed One—is one of the great mythic figures of science fiction. If science fiction is, as I believe it to be, a literature of change, a literature of infinite possibilities, then the mutant is a quintessential science-fictional force, bringing the zone of change very close to home indeed, right into the human germ plasm.


The word itself indicates that. Mutare, in Latin, means “to change.” From that Latin verb the Dutch botanist-geneticist Hugo de Vries coined the terms “mutation” and “mutant” late in the nineteenth century. De Vries, who was experimenting with breeding evening primroses, had observed sudden striking changes in his flowers as he crossed and re-crossed different strains. His research led him to the conclusion that all living things are subject to such changes, or mutations, and that mutant forms frequently pass their altered traits on to later generations. Thus the evolutionary process itself can be viewed as a succession of mutations.


De Vries’s theories have long since been confirmed by modern genetic research. We know now that the physical appearance of living organisms is determined by bodies known as genes, within the nuclei of cells; the genes themselves are composed of complex molecules arranged in elaborate patterns, and any change in the pattern (or “code”) of the genetic material that substitutes one molecule for another will produce a mutation. Mutations arise spontaneously in nature, induced by chemical processes in the nucleus or by temperature conditions or by cosmic rays striking a gene; they can also be produced artificially by subjecting the nucleus to X-rays, ultraviolet light, or other hard radiation.


Mutations are seldom spectacular. Those mutants that are startlingly different from their parents—the ones with three heads, the ones with no digestive tracts—tend not to survive very long, either because the mutation renders them unable to perform the normal functions of life or because they are rejected by those who sired them. The mutants that do succeed in passing their mutations along to their descendants are generally only slightly altered forms: large evolutionary changes result from an accumulation of small mutations rather than from any one startling genetic leap.


The mutant theme has long been a favorite of science-fiction writers. The pioneering experiments of H. J. Muller, who in 1927 demonstrated that radiation could be used to induce mutations in fruit flies, gave rise to a whole school of speculative mutant stories almost immediately. From one of the great early s-f novelists, John Taine (a pseudonym for the mathematician Eric Temple Bell) came The Greatest Adventure, in 1929, in which the strange corpses of giant reptiles begin drifting up from the depths of the ocean, and are eventually linked to ancient experiments in mutation carried out by a civilization that had lived in Antarctica. A year later, Taine’s The Iron Star told of the startling mutagenic impact of a meteor on the wildlife of a region in Africa; and in 1931 Taine’s Seeds of Life showed a man gaining superhuman powers after being irradiated, and passing them on to the next generation. Edmond Hamilton’s “He That Hath Wings” (1938) described the birth of a mutant child to parents who had been exposed to irradiation. And there were many other such stories, most of them taking wild liberties with the scientific knowledge of the day for the sake of dramatic effect.


The explosion of the first atomic bombs in 1945 brought the concept of mutation-causing radiation vividly to the whole world’s attention, and, unsurprisingly, it became an obsessive theme of postwar science fiction—so much so that the editor of the leading s-f magazine of the day, who at first had asked his writers to examine the scientific and sociological implications of the atomic era in close detail, finally had to call a moratorium on atomic doom fiction because it was starting to crowd everything else out. It was in that period, though, that some of the finest work on the theme was done—notably Henry Kuttner’s “Baldy” series (1945–53), in which telepathic mutants living among normal humans undergo persecution, and Wilmar Shiras’s Children of the Atom (1948–50), a poignant story of superintelligent mutant children. And ever since, mutants have played prominent roles in the speculations of science-fiction writers. They turn up in Walter Miller’s classic A Canticle for Liebowitz, in Isaac Asimov’s Foundation series, in the novels of John Wyndham, in a host of stories by Robert A. Heinlein, and—constantly, always to terrifying effect—in motion pictures. The mutant is science fiction’s metaphor for the outsider, the loner, the alienated supercreature. The theme of mutation is one of the most valuable tools science fiction has for examining the nature of human society, the relation of one human being to another, and the ultimate destiny of our species.


A WORD about the writing of this book.


In 1973 I published a very short short story, “The Mutant Season,” in which, in just a few pages, I sketched out the notion that mutants have been living among us for many years as an underground group within our society—a kind of secret Gypsy tribe—and are now finally allowing themselves to attain higher visibility. I was content to suggest, rather than to elaborate in any great detail, what effects this might have, both on our society and on the mutants. And there I left it.


Years later my good friend, the indefatigable and ingenious Byron Preiss, suggested to me that there was a lot more to the idea that I might want to explore at greater length—perhaps as a series of novels, even, to be written in collaboration with my wife, Karen Haber, who was just beginning her own career as a science-fiction writer. My first reaction was surprise. “The Mutant Season” was such a tiny story—only about two thousand words long—that the notion of mining it for several novels seemed outlandish. But then I reread it, and realized that Byron was right: I had implied a whole society in those few pages, and then had simply let it slip from my mind.


So here is The Mutant Season at novel length—with more to come, as we dig into the fuller implications of a parallel culture of mutants living secretly, and then not so secretly, within modern American society. It has been an interesting experiment in collaboration for us. Karen and I worked the story and its characters out together, basing them (with some considerable modifications) on my original little piece, which by now has been projected into epic length covering several generations. She then went on to write the first draft of the book, after which I edited it line by line, offering suggestions for revisions, both thematic and stylistic; and back she went to the word processor for another round. And so it went over many months of close and mostly harmonious work. Writing a book with your spouse is a little like trying to teach your spouse to drive a car: it calls for patience, good humor, and quick reflexes. I don’t recommend it to every couple. But we came through umpteen drafts of The Mutant Season still sharing bed and board, and most of the time we’re still on speaking terms, too. The other day she handed me the first fifty pages of Volume Two. I have the feeling that these mutants are going to be around the house for a long time to come.


—ROBERT SILVERBERG
Oakland, California
March 1989c
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WINTER IS THE MUTANT SEASON, Michael Ryton thought, slamming the door of the beach shack behind him. The coldest time of the year was the time for their annual gathering. That seemed appropriate, somehow. Especially this year.


The December wind whipped sand against his ruddy cheeks, forcing his fine blond hair back from his forehead to wave like a bright flag in the waning daylight. Behind his filtershades, his eyes watered from the cold.


“Mike, there you are!” His dark-haired sister, Melanie, wrapped almost to her eyebrows in the purple thermal muffler their mother had knitted at last year’s meeting, stumbled out of the shack. She was always stumbling over something. “It’s four o’clock. You’re late for the meeting. They’re delaying the sharing until you get there.”


“Damn! Let’s go.”


Michael swallowed his irritation. It wasn’t Mel’s fault that they had to come to Seaside Heights every winter. Had to stay in these rickety, hard-to-heat bungalows from which generations of paint hung in greenish brown ribbons. Shacks, really. Built sixty and seventy years ago for first- and second-generation Americans escaping the sweltering canyons of New York City streets in August for the relative luxury of gritty, sun-baked beaches along the nearby New Jersey shore. But the crowds were gone, the beaches deserted. This was December now. Their season.


He stalked toward the meeting house while Mel struggled along the overgrown path, trying to keep up with his long strides. Even without the sand and weeds to hamper her steps, she wasn’t the most graceful girl he knew. Not by half. He thought of Kelly McLeod, the way she moved, the way she threw her head back, black hair a shining mane, when she laughed. Now there was grace. He’d never seen her stumble.


Poor Mel. If he hadn’t been so pissed off about coming here, maybe he would even feel sorry for her. She was the only null in the clan. That was trouble enough for one lifetime.


They turned the corner, walking into the wind with eyes squinted to avoid airborne sand, passed another row of shacks, and finally saw the blue shingles of the meeting house, the largest bungalow in the compound. He pulled open the aluminum storm door. Mel nearly knocked him over as she skidded to an off-balance halt behind him. Michael gave her a quick, commiserating look over his shoulder—he knew what was coming—took a deep breath, and went in.


THE LIGHT on the desk screen blinked “call waiting” in yellow letters. Andie Greenberg looked up from her screen and ran her hands through her dark red hair. The reception desk was empty. Caryl must be on break. Andie sighed. She’d have to take the call herself, since Jacobsen was expecting Senator Craddick. That Scanners Club speech would have to wait. She saved and cleared the screen, then pushed the button that accessed the call.


The screen stayed dark, which meant the caller was using a pay phone or had purposely cloaked the call. Andie’s stomach tightened.


“Is this Jacobsen’s office?” a deep male voice growled.


“You have reached the office of Senator Jacobsen,” she confirmed in her coolest lawyer voice. “Please state your business.”


“Are you Jacobsen?”


“I’m her administrative assistant, Andrea Greenberg.”


“That damned mutant bitch better watch it. We’re sick of freaks trying to tell us what to do. When we get through with her, she’ll wish she’d never been hatched—”


Andie cut the connection. She took a couple of deep breaths, telling herself to calm down, she should be accustomed to threats by now.


The buzzer from Jacobsen’s private line went off. She must have monitored the call, Andie thought. The screen brightened to a view of her inner sanctum, the senator seated behind her rosewood desk. She stared solemnly from the screen, golden-eyed, golden-haired, and mysterious.


“Was that Craddick?”


“No.” Andie tried to sound casual.


“Another threat?” Jacobsen asked, contralto voice pitched even lower than usual.


Andie nodded.


“How many this month?”


“Fourteen.”


The senator smiled frostily. “I suppose I should feel neglected. When I first took office, that was the average count for the week. They must be getting bored. Don’t let them rattle you, Andie.”


“I know. I won’t.” Andie’s cheeks reddened. Jacobsen nodded and faded from view. This mutant business scared a lot of people, she thought. Which was why she’d chosen to work for Jacobsen. If mutants and nonmutants didn’t learn to cooperate, that fear of the unknown would never go away.


The mail cart arrived, bell chiming. V.J. hopped off the cart, carrot-colored braids flying, and swung a sack of mail onto Andie’s desk. “Hear about Seth?” she asked.


“No. What happened?”


“Letter bomb for the senator went off prematurely. Would have made a real mess up here. Instead, it just made a mess of Seth. The mail room wasn’t damaged much. Those steel walls will stand up to a minor warhead.”


Andie knew her mouth was hanging open. She shut it and swallowed painfully. “My god! I thought they had metal detectors. What about the X-rays?”


V.J. shrugged. “Somebody got creative.”


“Where is Seth?”


“They took him to Sisters of Mercy. Looks like they’ll be able to save his hand.”


“When did it happen?”


“This morning.” She squinted. “Careful of those letters, now.” V.J. hustled out the door, jumped back on the cart and was gone.


Andie stared after her, seeing nothing. Even with regenerative technology, Seth probably would never have full use of his hand again. And he is—was—such a good artist, she thought grimly. Two of his acrylic washes, scarlet and blue, hung in her apartment. Poor Seth. A victim of the mutant haters? Or the mutants and their desire for a seat in the public arena?


And what was she doing here? Would she be the next to open a letter bomb? Or catch a bullet meant for her boss? Was she crazy? Maybe she should have taken her mother’s advice after law school and become a public defender.


No. She’d made the right decision. Andie reminded herself that she’d applied eagerly for this job. Working with the first mutant senator in congressional history was an honor. She believed fiercely in the cause of integration. And what better place to be than where she was, right hand to the Honorable Eleanor Jacobsen? The senator fascinated her: half saint, half warrior, and totally enigmatic behind those golden eyes. Andie admired Jacobsen with an intensity that approached adulation. Shaking off her momentary depression, she pushed the intercom button. Jacobsen had to be told about the bomb.


“THAT DEADLINE is absolutely unacceptable, Mr. McLeod. You know we can’t build a closed-cycle Brayton generator and have it lift-ready in less than six months. Impossible.” James Ryton’s voice rang across the conference room.


Despite his irritation, Bill McLeod kept his face impassive. Mustn’t blow the negotiations now, he thought. I’ve spent hours putting this deal together. He reminded himself that his consultancy with NASA was a plum assignment; only a few retired Air Force pilots enjoyed the kind of connections he had. But, oh, what he’d give to be home with his feet up, or at the airstrip, working on his antique Cessna ultralight. That orange trim needed sanding. He took a sip of cold coffee and wiped his moustache with a napkin to buy thinking time.


Ryton was a hard bargainer. And that snotty mutant attitude didn’t help either. Made it seem like he was doing him a favor just to show up for the meeting. But Ryton’s group had the top transmitter engineers in this part of the world. There were a few better in Leningrad and Tokyo, but Ryton was closest. McLeod had to have him on the solar collector project, or rather, the government had to have him. And Ryton knew it, too.


“Well, Mr. Ryton, what do you say to nine months?” He waited. Silence loomed as the two men glared politely at each other.


“Fifteen.”


“Twelve?”


“Done.”


McLeod did allow himself a sigh of relief. It’s those damned government regulations, he thought. Ever since Greenland got ‘waved, NASA had been under heavy scrutiny about safety precautions. If not for the French-Russian Moonstation, the entire solar collector project would probably have been scrapped. McLeod knew that, after Greenland, every NASA administrator had offered a silent prayer of thanks for that Moonbase.


But despite the increased paperwork and procedures, NASA needed the generator flight-ready in nine months. Thank God, Ryton had a reputation for getting work in well ahead of schedule. What with delays and the controversy over Moonstation, the twelve-month framework was realistic.


Business concluded, McLeod shook hands with the mutant, who seemed to recoil from the touch. His palm was warm, almost hot, but dry. Strange, McLeod thought, they look so cool with those golden eyes and honey-colored skin, but God knows what their body temperatures are. Hard not to think of them as freaks. He knew it was considered bad taste to call them that now. But are they really human? And did he really want his kid hanging around one of them?


KELLY MCLEOD left the skimmer in the driveway and slung her discpack across her shoulders, the straps slithering against the red plastic of her parka. The yard lights looked warm and inviting against the blue dusk, their amber reflections pooling in the snow that capped the hedges.


She opened the door, dropped her pack in the hall and hung her jacket on a hook. She could see her mother sitting on the couch scrolling through a magazine on the home-screen. Saw the pink wine glass on the table by her side, half empty. The scent of vermouth mingled with warm cooking smells.


Kelly hoped it was only her first martini. Joanna McLeod usually didn’t start drinking until after the sun had gone down. It was a habit she’d acquired since they’d returned from Berlin last year. From Germany to New Jersey. What a comedown. Kelly didn’t blame her mother for drinking. What else did she have to do, anyway? As far as Kelly was concerned, suburbia was one big green lawn and car wash. Swimming lessons and computer camp. The American dream. Her dreams led her elsewhere, although she didn’t quite know the final destination, yet.


“Hi,” she called, preparing to escape up the tan-carpeted steps to her room.


“Oh, Kelly.” Her mother glanced away from the viewer, smiled, then looked down at her watch in dismay. “My God, what time is it?”


“Relax. Dad is probably over at the airfield in the hangar, playing with his ultralight.”


“You’re right. He had a meeting at one, but it couldn’t have lasted this long, could it? Since he retired from the Air Force, negotiating these government contracts seems more like a hobby than a job for him.” Her mother smiled again, nose wrinkling. Kelly wished she’d been dealt that button nose in the genetic gin game. But it was Cindy who seemed to have inherited all of their mother’s sunny blondness.


“Dear, Michael Ryton called. He said he’d try again later. I want to talk to you about that.”


Kelly saw trouble coming. “About what?”


“Your father is a little worried about your friendship with him.”


“Figures. And you?”


“Well, Michael seems nice, but …”


Kelly sighed and imitated a computer voice drone: “Dean’s list at Cornell, member of the tennis team, Merton Scholarship recipient, graduated with honors, youngest partner in Ryton, Greene and Davis Engineering …”


“Yes, I know all that.” Her mother’s tone was slightly impatient. “What I don’t know is if it’s such a good idea for you to be so friendly with someone so much older than you are. You haven’t even graduated from high school.”


“Oh, come on, Mom. You and Dad practically threw me at Don Korbel when he was home from Yale last Easter. Just because he’s the son of Dad’s old army buddy. You don’t care about Michael’s age. You’re worried because he’s a mutant.”


Her mother looked embarrassed. “Well, we’ve seen more of these mutants than you have. They’re very close-knit, clannish. And strange. We’ve seen them floating along the seashore or whatever it is they do that puts them up in the air. They keep to themselves. I’m just afraid of your being hurt.”


“Cindy has a mutant friend.”


“Yes, but Reta is the same age as your sister … and sex.”


“So that’s it.” Kelly wanted to laugh. “I should have guessed. You didn’t seem all that worried in Germany when I was dating those soldiers. And they were even older than Michael.” She paused, watching her dart hit home. “Don’t start worrying now. I can take care of myself. He’s a very nice guy, and three times more interesting than those jerks at that dumb backwater school you put me in.”


“I’m sure he is.…” her mother reached for her glass and took a long sip. “We’re just worried. You don’t seem very happy.”


Exasperation began to erode Kelly’s self-control. The last thing she wanted was to get started on this subject with her mother, to bring up questions even she couldn’t answer.


“I’d be a lot happier if you’d stop trying to run my friendships,” she said. “Why aren’t you worried about Cindy, too?” She stared angrily at her mother. “Don’t bother answering. I know why. It’s because Cindy’s always happy. Lucky girl.”


“Kelly, I—” Her mother cut herself off as the front door slammed. “There’s your father. Why don’t you go upstairs for a while before dinner?” It was not a gentle suggestion.


JAMES RYTON sat in the chilly conference room, arms folded, impatiently waiting for the meeting to end. He would be late for the annual clan meeting if McLeod didn’t wind things up soon; it was a two-hour drive to the shore. What he was proposing was insane, of course. These normals never thought ahead. No wonder his engineering group was constantly busy with government contracts. The added safety features only made it worse.


“We’ll transmit the paperwork to your office tomorrow morning,” McLeod said, shutting down the roomscreen.


“Fine. The sooner we can get started, the better.” He shook hands with McLeod, nodded and walked toward the rose-carpeted reception area. These face-to-face negotiations were a blasted waste of time, he thought, but government regulations required them. Infuriating when he had a perfectly good conference screen set up in his office especially for these purposes. Stupid. Wasteful.


He hated waste and stupidity. Normals seemed to specialize in it.


He made a mental note to have Michael handle future negotiations. Perhaps he could relinquish this task to his son entirely, since he liked to talk to nonmutants so much.


Ryton thought of the wall he longed to build around his home, his family, his life. It had all started with the violence in the nineties. The murders. Oh, he’d been an idealistic young fool then, hot-blooded and optimistic. But Sarah took all that with her, and more, when she died. His beautiful sister, raped and bludgeoned.


Shivering in the December air, Ryton got into his skimmer. Those fools who sought out unnecessary contact with the normals were asking for trouble, he thought. Mutants had never been accepted. Never would be.


Some interaction with nonmutants was inescapable, of course. They controlled the economy, the government, and the schools. Even worse, their puling, whiny emotions clung to him like cobwebs each time he stepped forth into their world. He cloaked his clairaudience as much as he could, but some leakage always occurred. With a sigh, Ryton turned the skimmer onto the highway access road.


Little people, these normals. With small concerns, contemptible interests. Fearful of strangeness. Otherness. If he awoke tomorrow to find them vanished and gone, he would never miss them. They’d already taken too much from him. His youth. His trust. Sarah. No, he’d never miss any normal. Never.
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THE MUFFLED POUNDING of the surf stopped in mid-beat as the door closed. Michael shrugged off his jacket, grateful for the new space heaters, and saw fifty too familiar faces, one hundred familiar golden eyes, most of his clan, sitting around the large table in the dining area.


His mother gave a slight smile and indicated two gray folding chairs near her. With a sigh, Michael gingerly settled his lanky frame onto the cold metal seat. He could feel it right through his pants. Melanie sat down next to him. He scanned the room; his father was nowhere in sight. Must have been delayed.


“As I was saying,” Uncle Halden intoned. “In this year of our wait 672, standard calendar 2017, we’ve had two births, one death, one disappearance, but that’s Skerry, and he’s done it before. We’ve got the usual people looking for him.


“Our outreach efforts have located two singletons in rural Tennessee, and they’ve joined us. There’ve been three marriages.” A pause. “Two mixed marriages. But we will monitor the offspring.” Was it Michael’s imagination, or, all around him, had a hundred golden eyes shed tears of woe? Fifty mouths sighed with disappointment?


“The community maintains.” Halden said staunchly. He was Book Keeper this quarter, and the formal words seemed odd coming out of his mouth. Michael preferred to see him at night, by the fire with his banjo, roaring out the old songs, light dancing on his broad cheeks and bald head. The serious mask he’d assumed for this meeting didn’t suit his expansive nature.


“And the season was fruitful?” asked Zenora, Halden’s wife, as ritual demanded.


“Indeed.”


“May it ever be so,” came the ritual answer from all attending. Michael nudged Melanie, who appeared to be dozing. She chimed in on the last two words.


“What about the debate on the Fairness Doctrine?” Ren Miller asked. His round face was red with anger, as usual. “When are we going to be allowed to compete in athletic competition?”


“Ren, you know we’ve approached Senator Jacobsen about it,” Halden said. “She’s reviewing the possibility of a repeal.”


“It’s about time.”


“Personally, I think you make too much of this,” Halden retorted. “Our enhanced abilities do give us unfair advantage over normals. You can’t deny it.”


Miller glared at the Book Keeper but remained silent.


The clan shifted uneasily.


Michael knew that the doctrine was a sore point with most mutants and had been ever since it was made law in the 1990s.


Halden took a deep breath.


“Let us read from the Book,” he said. “The fifth refrain of The Waiting Time.” His voice was calm.


He paused to page through the huge old volume. Michael found himself holding his breath in anticipation. The Book Keeper found his place and in a rich voice intoned the familiar passage.




And when we knew ourselves to be different,


To be mutant and therefore other,


We took ourselves away,


Sequestered that portion of us most other,


And so turned a bland face to the blind eyes


Of the world.


Formed our community in silence, in hiding,


Offered love and sharing to one another,


And waited until a better time,


A cycle in which we might share


Beyond our circle.


We are still waiting.





Halden shut the Book.


“We are still waiting,” the little group intoned around him.


“Join hands and share with me now,” Halden whispered, lowering his head, closing his eyes. He reached out his hands to either side and grasped others who in turn had reached out, and so it went around the table until every hand held another.


Reluctantly, Michael closed his eyes and felt the familiar tickle of the linkage take hold. He both dreaded and enjoyed this moment, as self-awareness faded, to be replaced by the hum of the groupmind, the mental sound not one of distinct words, but, rather, a reassuring tonality, like several bees buzzing in shifting harmonies. He relaxed, bathing in the warmth of the connection. All was understood, all was accepted and forgiven. Here was love. He floated, suspended in it, stretched in the warmth of the groupmind like a lazy kitten in a golden sunbeam. When, by imperceptible degrees, the subvocal hum shifted, tilting him back toward and into his own lonely head, he swam with that gentle tide as well.


He opened his eyes. His watch told him it was an hour later. As often as he’d experienced it, Michael was always surprised by so great a passage of time in what seemed like only moments. He resealed his green jacket against the cold.


Nearby, people were yawning, rubbing their eyes, smiling gently. His aunt Zenora winked across the table and he grinned, thinking of the wonderful brownies that she had probably hidden away for later. Their aroma hung in the air, a tantalizing chocolate perfume.


The front door opened and Michael’s father walked in, his lips pursed.


“James, you’ve missed the sharing,” Halden rumbled at him. “Business, as usual?”


“Afraid so,” Ryton said, his expression softening. “You know how I hate to miss a sharing. Especially now that you’re Book Keeper, Halden.”


“Well, there’s always tomorrow’s session, Cousin,” Halden said. “Come have a drink.”


The two men embraced briefly, slapping each other on the back.


What a strange pair, Michael thought. His father was lean and blond while his uncle was swarthy and bearlike. But then, many of his mutant relatives were odd-looking. There was an explanation for that in the Chronicles, he knew. There was an explanation for everything, if you looked hard enough. But the Chronicles were written in archaic, nonscientific language, which did not dispel his uncertainty.


The mutants had first appeared over six hundred years ago. Some kind of meteorological occurrence had apparently preceded them. The Chronicles told of skies raining blood and cows being delivered of two-headed calves. But as far as Michael could tell, that kind of thing was happening all the time in the fifteenth century.


He also knew that mutant scientists and normal theorists believed that a natural tendency toward mutantism was enhanced by exposure to certain kinds of radiation. A comet or meteor shower, maybe, which resulted in all sorts of mutations in the generation immediately following exposure. Many were terminal mutations: peculiar, sterile, doomed. But the successful Homo sapiens strains flourished. Mental powers were enhanced. Some mutants developed telepathic skills of varying levels. Others gained telekinetic powers, again, of different strengths. Occasionally, a mutant had more than one power. Precogs. Sense clouders. Telepyros. Occasionally, a mutant with impressive strength and skill would emerge. But that was rare. Mutant powers were quirky, often difficult to control.


The eyes were a weird side effect about which there were many theories. Half the time, Michael thought it all sounded like a fairy tale. Until mutant season came around in the year’s cycle again.


As a child, he’d listened, riveted, when the tale of his clan unfolded during the ritual telling each year. Now he could almost repeat it in his sleep. How his forebears had struggled to survive, painfully aware of their strange powers and the potential for violent, panicked reactions to them from the “normal” majority. So they’d created enclaves, hidden away from prying eyes and damning questions. For centuries, mutants had lived on the periphery of society as thieves, alchemists, witches, and medicine men. Some were burned at the stake. Some enjoyed lives of unimaginable wealth. Several joined the circus. Mutants made good carnies. And better cat burglars.


Odd, reclusive, aloof, they survived and multiplied, but always under many shadows. Aside from the fear of public discovery and persecution in ages past, mutants had to cope with the knowledge that their life spans were shorter than those of regular Homo sapiens. Often, a mutant male lived only into his late fifties. To survive longer was to court madness. Michael had listened with shivers to tales of the storehouses maintained by his clan where their elderly raved, far from normal ears and eyes. The suicide rate among older mutants was twice that of the normal population. In return for their brief lives, they had the use of powers that were, at best, unreliable.


Communities within communities. The mutant strain had been preserved by careful inbreeding. And the price was dear. No wonder people like his father were touchy when it came to public scrutiny. They were proud of their heritage and uncertain of how normals would react, even now. But the thought of spending his life locked in this closet with his family was beginning to feel unendurable. Four years of college had shown Michael a world glittering with possibilities outside the clan.


Michael looked around the room. He saw a big, loving group that probably would never understand how he felt. His Uncle Halden was large-boned, with a generous belly. Against his bearlike solidity, Michael’s father looked much shorter, slimmer, golden-skinned and blond. Michael knew he resembled his father, although his mother’s Asian ancestry had given his skin a trifle richer hue, his eyes a somewhat more exotic cast. Just another flavor in the mutant pot, he thought. But Michael believed mutants were one hundred percent Homo sapiens. Whatever those rogue mutagens were all about, well, leave that to the geneticists in the clan.


He’d heard of mutants with one eye, scaled skin, or seven fingers on each hand, but they were rumored to live on the West Coast, in seclusion. He was grateful that the oddest physical feature he had was the epicanthic fold creasing his eyelids, thanks to Sue Li Ryton, his mother. Melanie appeared a bit more Asian with her darker hair, and Jimmy was the most like their mother of the three. Michael searched around the room for his prankster younger brother but didn’t find him. Probably giving somebody a mental hotfoot someplace. And he’d get away with it, too. Somehow, their father managed to overlook Jimmy’s transgressions.


The meeting seemed to be over. Michael began to sidle toward the door. These clan meetings were becoming a bore in their predictability, and he wanted some time to himself. There’d be precious little of it once they got home; the trip to Washington loomed, and after that, the NASA contracts.


“Leaving so soon, Michael?” James Ryton’s voice, pitched high in disapproval, cut knifelike through the room and stopped him in mid-step. “Well, I’m glad you could drop by.”


Michael ignored the sarcasm. “I just wanted to get some fresh air.”


“In that cold?” His father stared at him. “What’s the matter, your family isn’t good enough company?”


“I just want to take a walk. To think.”


His father snorted. “About some girl, probably. Well, you’re wasting your time. You should be thinking about mutant business. Our trip to Washington. It’s time you looked upon yourself as a responsible member of this community. You’re a partner in the firm. You must consider your future. Our future.”


Michael’s temper flared. “I think plenty about the business,” he snapped. “What about me? What about what I want?”


“Well, what do you want?”


Around the room, conversations stopped as clan members turned toward them. Michael knew what he was about to say would hurt his family and friends, but he couldn’t help it.


“I’m tired of worrying about tradition,” he said. “This is supposed to be the time in which we come forth, isn’t it? We’ve got Eleanor Jacobsen in Congress now, and—”


His father cut him off. “Some people are not convinced this is the moment for openness with the nonmutant world. I think it’s best that we observe the old ways and move cautiously. Normals can be dangerous.”


“Yes, I know,” Michael said impatiently.


“Then you must understand, I have your best interests at heart,” his father said. “We may occasionally socialize with outsiders but we don’t marry them.”


Michael stared at him in disbelief.


“Who said anything about marriage? And what’s wrong with that anyway?”


His father glared back, eyes harsh behind his bifocals. “You know what I’ve told you about genetic drift. We’ve got to protect the mutant line. It was hard enough to establish it in the first place.”


“I know, I know. Gods, do I know!”


“Then you also know that it’s time for you to consider your actions. Your responsibilities. It’s time you started paying attention to Jena. She’s the right age, and there aren’t many others eligible.”


A blond-haired girl, slim yet sultry-looking, smiled across the room at Michael. A golden unity pin glinted at her throat. He forced himself to look the other way, stomach knotting. Clan life was a vise in which he was caught, and he feared it would twist the life out of him.


“So that’s it,” he said bitterly. “Fit in, breed true, conform. Just as I thought.”


“You make it sound like a dreadful fate.”


“Maybe I think it is.” He saw tears in his mother’s eyes, but it was too late to take anything back, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to. “I didn’t spend four years at Cornell just to become part of somebody else’s master plan. To be a stud for the clan.”


He heard gasps around him. His father’s face was turning red, a sure sign of another explosion.


“Michael, if you don’t start facing your responsibilities to us, decisions will have to be made for you.”


“As if they haven’t been already.” Defiant, Michael faced him, hands on his hips. “You tell me to act and think like an adult, but when I do, you treat me like a child.”


Every golden eye in the room was locked on him. Michael felt as though he was suffocating. If he didn’t get out of that room he was going to burst. To die.


With a wrench, he turned and, using his telekinetic skill, opened the door from three feet away. Then he was standing outside the shack, his ragged breath making clouds in the cold air. But where to go? The waves’ pounding sent an insistent message. Michael ran for the beach, determined to get as far away from his family as possible.


*    *    *


JAMES RYTON restrained the urge to wince as the door slammed behind his eldest son. Around him, members of the clan muttered disapprovingly, shaking their heads and moving off to talk in small groups.


“Want some friendly advice?” Halden asked.


“Not really, Hal, but I know you well enough to know I’m going to get it anyhow.”


Halden smiled. “You’re just going to chase Michael away if you keep that up.”


“Maybe you’re right.” Ryton sighed. “He reminds me of myself at that age. So hotheaded. I’m afraid he’ll get hurt.”


“You made it through,” Halden said. “Intact, so it seems.”


Ryton gave him a half smile. “More or less. The mental flares are starting, though, Halden. I can feel them, late at night. The clairaudient distortion wakes me up.”


The Book Keeper grasped Ryton’s shoulder. “Take heart. We’re getting closer and closer to some means of controlling them. Maybe even a cure.”


His mouth a bitter line, Ryton pulled away. “I don’t want to spend the next twenty years on neural dampers. Rather kill myself.” His tone was so low, he might have been talking to himself.


“James, don’t talk that way.”


“Sorry, old friend,” Ryton said. He forced a smile. “Let’s discuss something less depressing.”


Halden squeezed his arm. “Your son is smart, a credit to the clan. He’ll come around. Just be patient.”


“Hope you’re right. Have you learned anything else about this so-called supermutant?”


“The rumors are heating up,” the Book Keeper said. “Reports from Brazil of experiments with radiation. On human subjects.”


“Brazil this time? Last time, it was Burma. I don’t believe any of it. Is there any documentation? Hard proof?”


“Not exactly. But there’s been enough noise and thunder to set off discussion in Congress of forming an investigative committee.”


“To Brazil?”


“Where else? An informal junket, of course. It won’t do to ruffle their feathers just when they’re finally paying off so much of their debt to us.”


“Thanks to that triobium lode they found in Bahia. And English laser-mining technology.” Ryton said. “What about Jacobsen? She’ll go, of course.”


Halden shrugged. “She’ll have to. And we’re taking this a bit more seriously than before. I’ve had reports from the West Coast. Russia, too. Our geneticists think it’s possible that whoever these people are, they’ve isolated and coded the mutant genome.”


Ryton laughed harshly. “Oh, don’t start that. You know they were talking about genome coding twenty or thirty years ago, in the eighties. It’s never been done successfully, especially after that Japanese blunder led to the moratorium on it.”


“Perhaps the moratorium never spread to Brazil.” Halden emptied his mug in a gulp and poured a fresh cup of coffee.


“So what do you hear out of Russia?”


“Sketchy reports. They’re not as well organized there as we are, of course, but on her last trip over, Zenora saw Yakovsky. He told her that they were worried about Brazil too.”


“This should be discussed at the general meeting.”


“I thought so. Tomorrow?”


Ryton nodded. “The implications are frightening. After all, the normals don’t really know what to make of us now. What will happen if a true enhanced mutant is revealed?”


“Oh, you know, the usual. Mass riots. Pogroms. Lynchings.” Halden smiled. “You always look on the dark side, James. An enhanced mutant could be a wonderful thing.”


Wounded, Ryton drew himself up. “I know you think this is amusing, Halden. But I haven’t forgotten 1992. Or Sarah. This could be very dangerous for us.”


“Of course you’re worried,” Halden said diplomatically. “But that was twenty-five years ago. And after all, aren’t we trying to do the same thing in our own way? Create supermutants through inbreeding?”


“No,” Ryton snapped. “What we’re interested in is survival. Safety in numbers. Staying out of trouble, not making the rest of the human race obsolete. Which is what we’ll be accused of if this supermutant thing proves even remotely true. You know the normals are afraid of us to begin with. And if there’s any fact behind this rumor of radiation-enhanced mutants, then what happens to us, Halden? What about us?”


ALTHOUGH THERE WERE no sheltering dunes, Michael risked levitating over the waves anyway. It was dusk, and he didn’t think he’d be easily seen. He didn’t like using his mutant abilities in front of strangers, unlike some of his cousins, who enjoyed showing off to shock the normals. But there was no one on the beach.


A crisp wind carried the hint of snow. A few lonely birds picked at seaweed along the water line. Michael marveled at how they managed to survive, even in the heart of winter. They scattered frantically as his shadow moved over them.


Floating above the water was a wonderful game, he thought. He’d always loved it. When he was little, his mother had occasionally tied a rope to him to keep his levitation powers under control. He remembered her patiently tutoring him when he was four years old. “Take a big step and hop! Come on, Michael. Try again.”


His telekinetic abilities had only surfaced in the past three years. He enjoyed experimenting with them. Mentally, he pushed against the surging waters. They pushed back, of course, but he thought that he saw the water give way some.


He was a rarity even in their community; a double mutant. His father was always harping on his precious genes. Preserve. Protect. Marry a mutant girl. Have little mutant kids. Become Book Keeper someday. Don’t show your powers to anybody. Fit in. Fade in. It made him angry just to think about it.


The surf slammed a wave against the shore and the spray came flying toward him. He rose a bit higher to avoid it.


Good little mutants, he thought. They hid like mice, clinging together, sucking up all the breathable air, every personality quirk grating against him like fingernails on a blackboard each time he attended a clan gathering. At least he’d gotten a break from it during college. Seen how the normals lived. And he liked it.
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