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Chapter 1

 


“And how is this relevant
to you?”

The professor glared around the
crowded room and two dozen pairs of eyes fastened themselves
quickly on their notes. The room was darkened to accommodate the
overhead projector, and the solitary light gleaming off the
instructor’s glasses created a rather sinister mood.

High school juniors from all over
California had rolled in for the Berkeley Summer Session, a feat
accomplished only after surviving the rigorous entrance
requirements and beating out countless others with their grade
point average. They were the cream of the crop. And those gathered
into Professor Shield’s cramped course on genetics and society
half-believed the hardest part was behind them. They were greatly
mistaken.

“Think people! There is a reason why you’re here.”

Gene Barfield scrolled rapidly through
his dimmed MacBook, re-reading the notes they’d taken for the last
hour. The subject of today’s lecture had been Otzi, an ice corpse
discovered in Italy in 1991. From an anthropological standpoint he
was a rare find, and scientists had been able to garner a wealth of
information from his frozen body.

They’d determined that Otzi was about
forty-five years old when he died, weighing one-hundred and ten
pounds and standing a little over five feet tall. He suffered from
whipworms and fleas, as well as osteoarthritis of the hip. Stress
during the last months of his life had created ridges in his
fingernails. The smoky fires to cook his food and keep him warm had
darkened his lungs. Missing from birth were his twelfth pair of
ribs, as well as his wisdom teeth. Lyme disease from ticks had
weakened his joints. Modern studies had even revealed Otzi’s final
meal based on the contents of his digestive tract; a meager feast
of goat meat and barley.

But what was so significant about Otzi
was that his DNA was completely absent in modern European
populations. The very fabric of the Iceman’s genetic make-up
matched no living being. He was historically, scientifically, and
fundamentally alone.

A fact that lent a small note of irony
to the teacher’s targeted question.

“Mr. Barfield!”

Gene jumped in his chair and stared
back into the ghoulish eyes of his professor.

“How is this relevant to
you?”

The irony faded and Gene’s mind raced
as he peered tentatively up from his laptop. “Because it will be on
the final?”

He was rewarded with a rare smile.
“Yes.” Shields walked back to the white board and flipped on the
lights. “Because all this information will be present on your
final. You must be able to identify the specific genetic markers
that make Otzi an anomaly today.” He raised his voice as the bell
rang and kids started packing up and shuffling to the door. “By now
you should have a good idea for the thesis of your research papers,
people! They’re 75 percent of your grade!”

Gene flooded out with the rest of the
students, blinking in the bright summer sun, and piled his things
into his new Jeep Wrangler, a birthday gift from his parents. All
Wranglers had interchangeable tops, so this was the best birthday
gift, in Gene’s opinion. He could take off the top in a jiffy and
drive through the beautiful hills with the breeze tousling his
hair. The car gave him the freedom to attend classes while still
living at home where he could thrive on love, laundry, and
home-cooked meals. The holy trinity to the modern teenage boy. It
also came with a few other perks….

“Bye, Gene.”

Gene paused in appreciative silence as
Samantha Wren pushed her long red hair off her creamy shoulder. His
eyes lingered a moment on her thin camisole before travelling up to
return her bright smile.

“See you tomorrow,
Sam.”

He hopped into the driver’s seat and
sped away before he might appear too interested, and before
Samantha could see the embarrassing flush spreading across his
cheeks.

As he sailed down the familiar streets
back to his childhood home in the Berkeley Hills, he couldn’t help
but smile. The “Personal Relevance of Otzi.” It had a nice ring to
it. Perhaps he would use it for his term paper. He pulled into his
driveway and jumped out, still smiling. At the very least, he would
finally have something to talk about with his father.

“Gene, take off your shoes
and help us in the kitchen! You’re just in time for
dinner!”

Gene sighed in resignation and ditched
his shoes in the entryway. Scarcely home two seconds and he already
had chores. He made his way quickly into the kitchen, where his
stepmother Maren and little sister Sophie were fussing about over a
steaming casserole. He lifted his hand in greeting to Maren and
flashed a grin at Sophie. She had that martyred, tortured
expression she got whenever she was asked to help with
housework.

Maren glanced up with a faint
welcoming smile. “How was school? You had…genetics today, right?”
Before he could answer, she returned to her work. “Do me a favor
and get your father from his study, okay? We’re eating on the
porch.”

Gene wandered down the hallway and
paused automatically outside his father’s door. Although Adam
Barfield had been using this study ever since Gene could remember,
he always got a little nervous before going inside. To say his
father was secretive about his work would be massively understating
it. Once, when Gene was six or seven, the door had been unlocked
and his father had come home to find Gene playing with his
dinosaurs on the floor inside. That was the first time he’d ever
heard his father swear. He’d been so terrified, he remembered his
nanny had had to come and carry him out.

Gene shook his head as the images
faded away, and decided to knock.

“What is it?” came the
abrupt reply from inside.

“It’s me,” Gene answered
cautiously. “Mom says it’s time for dinner. We’re eating
outside.”

There was a shuffling and the sound of
a chair creaking backwards as his father stood. “I’ll be there in a
minute…I just need to finish up in here.”

Gene joined the girls out on the
patio. It was a balmy summer evening, an event never to be
squandered in the Bay Area. As he took his seat across from Sophie,
Gene looked out across the yard to hills stretching out from
beneath them. If he squinted, he could just barely make out the
faint gleam of the ocean sparkling in the distance.

The door opened and shut as Adam
rushed out to join them. He was still wearing his white coat from
the lab, and his fingers were smeared with the ink of countless
pens. Gene noted these details with a small sigh. His father had
been known to bring his work home with him.

“Sorry.” Adam cast an
apologetic glance at Maren as he pulled out his chair and settled
down. “I didn’t mean to make you wait.”

She gave him a tight smile and began
dishing out the casserole. Across the table, Sophie caught Gene’s
attention and discreetly rolled her eyes. He stifled a smile. He
and his sister weren’t supposed to know that their parents weren’t
in love with each other anymore. They were at the age where most
adults assumed the information would be too damaging. Gene thought
back and tried to remember if there had ever been a time when Maren
and Adam were truly affectionate. He couldn’t think of anything.
His childhood was a hazy blur, and the only dynamic he could
remember strongly was the presence of three women, not just
Maren.

“So Dad,” Gene began
proudly, eager to share his new wealth of scientific knowledge.
“Today in class we—”

“Did you ever get that
follow-up to the World Health Organization?” Maren interrupted.
Gene fell silent and began quietly playing with his
food.

Adam looked up from his wine. “Yes
Maren, I did.”

It sounded like more of a challenge
than an answer, and all four members of the Barfield family busied
themselves with the art of acting casual. Performances like this
were turning into the normal dinner routine. Perhaps Gene would
start eating on campus.

Sophie twirled her fork, then
ostentatiously let it crash noisily onto her plate, making the
other three jump. “I went to the beach today with Kim.”

Maren smiled at her indulgently, while
Adam gave that robotic nod that his family knew meant he didn’t
care or he wasn’t really listening. Gene looked at Sophie with a
touch of sympathy. In a lot of ways, she was the lucky kid. Maren
adored her, she had a teeming circle of friends, and financially
speaking, she could probably have just about anything she
wanted.

Except the attention of her
father.

As much as Gene often felt slighted by
Adam, he no longer craved his affections the way Sophie still did.
It was depressing to watch her try night after night, only to be
rebuked and ignored.

“That’s cool.” Gene tried
to help. “Which one’s Kim again? The one with the nose
ring?”

Sophie rolled her eyes. Big brothers
could be so stupid sometimes. “Mandy’s the one with the nose ring.
Kim’s the one with the tattoo on her wrist.” She said this proudly,
as if her group of suburban princesses had upped their street-cred
with a bit of henna. “In fact,” she looked at Adam significantly,
“I was thinking of getting one myself.”

Maren dropped her fork. “Oh no you
will not, young lady! Adam, talk to her!”

Adam looked up blankly from his salad.
“What?”

“A tattoo?” Maren prompted.

“Oh, right.” Adam returned
absentmindedly to his meal. “No, Gene, you can’t get a
tattoo.”

Sophie growled. “We were
talking about me,
Dad.”

“Actually,” Gene leaned
forward, trying to break the tension, “I had a really interesting
lecture in my genetics class today. Dad, have you ever heard of a
guy called ‘Otzi?’”

Red wine poured over the white table
cloth, soaking the remnants of the casserole and staining Maren’s
starched pencil skirt on the other side.

“Adam!” she shrieked as
everyone leapt to their feet. They grabbed their napkins and began
dabbing uselessly at the ruined meal.

But Adam was a statue. He remained
frozen in his chair, pale as a sheet, gripping the arm rests with
white knuckles as the wine trickled around him. His eyes were fixed
on Gene.

“What did you say?” he
breathed.

Gene turned to his father with a
confused frown, trying to remember what they’d been talking about
as he simultaneously restrained the dogs from licking up the
alcohol.

“Otzi.” It finally came
back to him. “I just asked if you’d ever heard of the mummy,
Otzi.”

“Adam, are you going to
help us here?!”

Adam came out of his trance, blinking
at Maren before he leapt to his feet. “Yes, sorry! It’s okay
everyone, we’ll just move dinner inside. Gene—keep the dogs back.
Sophie, help your mother with the plates.”

Dinner was a more subdued affair than
normal, and no one spoke as they choked down the soggy wine-infused
casserole. At one point Sophie muttered to no one in particular
that she was going to get buzzed. Afterwards, Gene and Adam
volunteered to clean up as a fuming Maren went to shower and
change.

Neither one said much as Adam washed
the dishes and Gene dried them. In fact, they had just about
finished when Adam suddenly turned off the water.

“So that’s what you’re
studying in genetics these days?” he asked with seeming
disinterest. “Otzi and other such finds?”

Gene finished drying the plate in his
hands. “Yeah. Do you know anything about it?”

Adam was a neuroscientist at Berkeley,
and topics of a scientific nature were the only things Gene had
found that they could ever manage to bond over.

“I know a bit,” Adam
admitted, leaning back against the counter.

In fact, he knew more than a bit, and
as they talked Gene was amazed at the stores of information his
father held on the topic. They not only analyzed the peculiarities
of Otzi’s K1ö subhaplogroup, but speculated as to whether he could
truly have left no genetic mark, wondering if all the inhabitants
in the villages where he was discovered had been tested.

The conversation took them well into
the evening, and by the time Gene glanced at the clock and realized
the time, it could have ranked as one of their longest discussions
on record.

“I’ve got to go!” he
exclaimed, jumping up from his chair and pulling on his jacket. “I
told the guys I’d meet them at the basketball courts for a
game.”

“Yes…you should go,” Adam
murmured, getting to his feet as Gene disappeared down the
hall.

***

As he stared around the
empty kitchen, he was flushed with a surreal kind of excitement,
though his skin was oddly cool. Of all the things Gene could have
come home with…Otzi?!

At first Adam had been
panicked, almost sick with nerves, but the more he thought about it
now, the more he wanted to smile. It was behind them. Otzi was as
bad as it could get—and it was over. Nothing else could ever come
close.

Adam rubbed his eyes in absurd relief
and found himself chuckling. “So what are you doing for your next
unit?” he asked, wandering down the hall to see Gene
off.

Gene zipped up his jacket and headed
out with a parting wave. “Next week we’re testing each other’s
DNA.”

He didn’t see his father sink slowly
onto the stairs, clutching his chest. He didn’t see the look of
terror that grayed his hair and whitened his features, aging him in
a single instant.

Testing each other’s
DNA.

Adam breathed hard through his nose,
grabbing onto the banister for support as the room around him
tilted and swayed.

As bad as things could get?

No.

Things were about to get a whole lot
worse….


Chapter 2

 


The day had begun like any other. Adam
strapped on his backpack and mountain gear before embarking on a
seventeen mile hike through the Otztal Alps. The weather was
relatively good and visibility was clear. It was the perfect ending
to his Italian sabbatical.

But in reality, the significance of
the day predated both Adam and Italy. It harkened back to 3255 BC,
when the Iceman nibbled his last berry and ate sparingly of dried
meat. Exhausted and marginally nourished, he laid out his weapons
and pack, pillowed his head on a flat rock, and fell into an
endless sleep. Five thousand years later, Adam Barfield arrived on
the scene.

He panted and gasped as he hiked.
Perhaps, in hindsight, he had overestimated his athleticism. A
seventeen mile hike looked great on paper, but in reality, it was
taking its toll. Nevertheless, the alpine quiet was exactly the
kind of solace for which Adam had been searching when he planned
this retreat several months ago. There was something about the
solitude that comforted him. It was most likely the exact reason
that at home, he gravitated towards his lab. Nothing soothed the
spirit like silence.

Static from the portable shortwave
receiver shattered Adam’s reverie and jarred his pleasantly rested
senses. Georg Laich of the Austrian Broadcasting Service was
relating a press release.

“A recently discovered
body at the Hauslabjoch, below the Finailspitze, is reputed to be
at least one hundred and fifty years old. The corpse seems to be
very well preserved. In his hand, the dead man holds an
axe.”

Adam paused on the trail as his mind
flooded with the same rush of images ingrained in every child who
grew up watching the History Channel. The Hauslabjoch wasn’t very
far. If Adam hurried, he could mostly likely glimpse the mummy
before the proper officials were dispatched to collect the body. In
a fit of excitement, he flattened his map and conferred with his
compass before taking off at top speed towards the
excavation.

Only serendipity could be responsible
for the events that followed.

As Adam approached the site, he found
it deserted. The last of the recovery crew had been ordered away.
At the same time, the heat of the day had produced maximal thawing,
and as it was coming on dusk, the refreezing had not yet begun. As
both a scientist and a child of multimedia DVDs, this was the
perfect opportunity to see a bit of history up close in person.
Glancing around behind him, Adam crept closer to the ice. Then he
saw it.

Time seemed to suspend as Adam stared
at the primitive man. The man stared back. The evening paused, and
for a quiet moment, it was just the two of them.

A collision of history. A joining of
two worlds. A brief intertwining in the fabric of time.

Adam’s next acts seemed preordained.
He would never be able to explain or understand them.

With the speed and precision of a
scientist, he knelt by the exposed body, meticulously scrutinizing
the condition of the dead man’s skin and flesh. He made a mental
note of the scattered artifacts, as well as the hacking and brutal
attempts that had been made to free the Iceman from his frigid
grave.

Then, with a compulsion beyond his
control, Adam’s hands moved of their own accord into his pocket to
extract his Swiss army knife. He glanced up into the hollowed eyes
of the mummy.

“Hold on, buddy. This
won’t hurt a bit!”

He flipped open the blade and plunged
his hands into the icy meltwater around the partially submerged
Iceman. With barely a pause, he incised a small slit into the
scrotum, then gently pressed with thumb and forefinger until the
testicles slipped into his waiting palm. After a quick appraisal,
he carefully wrapped the well-preserved glands and tubes and placed
the bundle into his fanny pack, further protecting it with shards
of ice.

The second he was finished, Adam
backed swiftly away within the tree-line. He was breathing as
though he had just run a marathon, but his hands were steady and
his face was calm. He waited a moment, mind reeling from the
implications of what he’d done, but there were no sirens. No armed
men came running with clubs and shields to arrest him. There were
only the muted sounds of twilight and the steady drip of water
trickling off the mummy’s icy sternum.

It was time to leave.

With an all-out effort, Adam reached
the Similaun refuge by nightfall. There, he located a niche near a
small outbuilding where he dug into the ice and snow and stashed
his fanny pack. He carefully mounded the cache with chunks of ice
until it resembled a small igloo, thus preserving the fragile
contents. Reluctant to leave the precious bundle behind but seeing
no alternative, he hurried to his overnight lodgings.

If Adam was hoping to make a discreet,
anonymous departure from Italy, he was sadly disappointed. From the
moment he entered the hut he was the center of attention. An
American travelling alone in an area this remote was bound to get
people talking. Almost immediately several other guests introduced
themselves in the Austrian tradition, including their titles and
occupations, although they did not relinquish their spots before
the cozy fire.

Not to be outshone, Adam replied
jovially, “What a relief to be here! That trail’s a bitch after
dark.” Several of the older men chuckled and made room for him to
sit beside the fire. “I’m Adam Barfield, Professor of Neuroscience
at the University of California Medical School in Berkeley. I’ve
been travelling on sabbatical, but the academic year is due to
start and I’m ready to get back to the classroom.” There were vague
affirmations and approvals, when without any graceful segue, Adam
blurted, “So what have you heard about the man in the
ice?”

Discretion be damned! Adam had a
scientific gold mine sitting in an igloo a stone’s throw away. He
had to talk to someone about it.

As he brought Adam a pint of beer,
Markus Pirpamer, the inn’s proprietor, asked, “Have you seen our
Iceman? How did you learn of the find?”

Nodding his thanks for the beer, Adam
responded hastily, “No, I didn’t see him. I heard about the
discovery on a radio broadcast on my way here. It’s a fascinating
story, but the signal kept cutting in and out. I couldn’t get many
of the details.”

With no greater invitation than that,
the atmosphere of the room seemed to literally inflate with the
abundance of answers and egos. It seemed each guest was an expert
in some field related to the discovery of the Iceman; either an
anthropologist or an allied discipline, or an expert in glacial
rescue. In rapid order Adam learned the corpse was at least four
thousand years old, that he had died from exposure, and that he was
a Bronze Age shepherd of around thirty-five to forty. Furthermore,
he had been given an official name, a moniker combining “Otztal”
and “yeti.”

Otzi.

The room buzzed in excited speculation
as they poured over the details. Many bodies had been recovered in
this same way, but they had been modern skiing and hiking victims,
released by the snows as Otzi had been. The authorities had been
accustomed to notifying relatives and having the bodies claimed.
Now they were facing challenging questions.

How would Otzi be preserved? To what
government would he belong; had he been found in Italy or Austria?
What could be learned about this man from his body and
equipment?

Adam, too, was involved in deep
speculation. As he heard these speculative questions, his brain was
churning out questions of his own.

How would he get his treasure safely
back to California? Would it be possible to keep the origins of his
future data a secret? Had he really just stolen a man’s
testes?

Tired, and eager to be alone with his
plans, he excused himself and headed up the stairs to his modest
bunkroom, where he slept a solid nine hours.

Dawn was cold and forbidding, but Adam
was too uneasy to notice. His only thought was to rescue his prize
from the makeshift freezer and escape to Vent unnoticed.

There was hardly anyone about, but
that didn’t stop Adam from looking over his shoulder every few
seconds as he made his way back to the igloo. He was immensely
relieved to find everything waiting exactly how he’d left it. The
invaluable bundle was nestled snugly in the ice, and the vitals
inside appeared undisturbed.

Tucking the packet deep into his
jacket pocket, Adam hurried into town. He made his connection to
Innsbruck as scheduled, but instructed his driver to stop at a
FedEx office along the way. A package like this wouldn’t exactly
make it through customs.

Warm air blew into his face the second
he opened the door, and he elbowed his way to the front of the
short line, worried about the cellular damage to the sample in
these temperatures.

“Excuse me!” huffed a
middle-aged woman as Adam shoved roughly in front of her. Her three
small children glared in perfect unison and Adam caught his breath
before clutching involuntarily at the package in his
hands.

“I’m so sorry.” His mind
raced, creating on the spot. “It’s my wife, you see. She’s not
well. I really need to get this to her as soon as
possible.”

Adam’s face must have been quite a
sight, because the woman softened before graciously stepping back
and offering him her place in line. He thanked her profusely and
placed his prize gently on the counter.

The cashier glanced up with supreme
disinterest and set it on the scale. “And what will we be shipping
today?”

“Simian organs,” Adam
replied.

The woman behind him gave him a
strange look, and he twiddled his thumbs innocently as the
paperwork was produced.

FedEx could guarantee dry ice
conditions, a necessity reiterated by Adam no less than seven
times. The package would be hand delivered to the Berkeley tissue
bank—no customs, no delay, and no danger of deterioration. After
exasperating everyone in the store with his incessant repetitions,
Adam headed for the airport feeling confident his little miracle
would survive.

An hour later, he settled his rangy
frame into the slightly cramped airline seat. The last two days had
been the most emotionally exhausting of his life, and he was more
than ready to lean back, close his eyes, and give his tired mind a
rest.

Then a falling projectile struck him
on the head.

“Oh! Pardon
me!”

Adam flinched and handed the oversized
bag back to a small, rounded woman who struggled to stuff it into
the overhead compartment. Adam listened to her grunts, sighs, and
“oh-mys” as long as he decently could before getting up to give her
a hand.

“Oh, you’re so kind and
gentlemanly!” she gushed as he crammed the parcel into the farthest
corner and slammed the lid shut. “And oh—so very good-looking too! You
must be returning from some athletic, outdoor, sporty thing to look
so fit and strong!”

He flashed her a tight smile and
returned to his seat, hoping she’d get the message and leave him to
enjoy the rest of the flight in peace.

There was a grating creak as she
settled her rotund frame into the seat beside him.

“I’m Elsie Conway, and
I’ve been abroad for the last two weeks. I can’t wait to get back
to San Pablo and tell all my friends about my travels
abroad.”

Adam resisted the urge to cringe. He
had been planning on using the flight time to rest and plan the
next critical moves in his preposterous undertaking. The last thing
he needed was Elise Conway.

But it was not to be so.

Although Adam responded only in a
series of monosyllabic grunts and nods, Elsie managed to carry on a
breathless soliloquy discussing her recent travels. The weather,
the flight, the food, her health, Adam’s health, Adam’s sex appeal,
and even a random tidbit she’d heard about a newly discovered
mummy. When she finally came up for air, Adam was almost dizzy with
the amount of useless trivia rocketing about in his
brain.

“So what about you, Adam?
What was the most exciting thing you did on your trip?”

He looked her straight in the eyes and
decided to go for broke.

“I touched a dead man’s
penis.”

Thus ended the brief in-flight affair
between Elsie Conway and Adam Barfield.

As Elsie quickly busied herself in a
romance novel, Adam alternately napped, ate tasteless meals, and
made vague plans about his immediate future, until at last below
them lay the sparkling waters of San Francisco Bay.

Adam was moved, as always, by the
beauty of the landing, but he wasted no time in shouldering his
carry-ons and making his way to the baggage carousel. After a
speedy trip through customs, he caught the 3B bus to the BART
station, a series of trains running through the Bay Area that took
Adam almost all the way to his door in Berkeley.

The four walls of his home had a
comforting, soothing effect after his long absence, but Adam knew
sleep was an impossibility. The sense of order and belonging
restored his focus and gave him a clarity of thought that had
eluded him on the plane. He paced around his spacious apartment and
scribbled random thoughts on a notepad. Now that he’d ventured down
this road, the task ahead of him seemed endless, and he didn’t want
to waste any time getting started.

A quick call to the lab verified that
the FedEx package had arrived and was properly stored in the tissue
bank. A quick call to the dean clarified his schedule for the next
few weeks and welcomed him back. A quick call to his senile
housekeeper told him why all his indoor plants had died.

With nothing left to do but wheedle
away the hours until he could get into the lab, Adam took a shower
and fell into a restless sleep, drifting in and out of mummies and
withered philodendrons.

By the next morning Adam was a powder
keg of energy. He flew through his morning routine and made it out
the door with twenty minutes to spare. Stopping only to grab a
coffee and bagel, he headed directly for the lab.

Three graduate students were already
hunched over their research projects when Adam swept into the room.
They glanced up with smiles and the standard salutations, tapping
their pencils distractedly as they asked after his sabbatical. This
was why Adam loved grad students; they were like him. Socially
awkward, sure, but adept in the questions that lay waiting to be
resolved beneath their ready fingertips. He greeted each by name
and got a brief update on the development of their work. A
lengthier consult would be required, an office interview and a
written report, but for now he left them to their own devices and
hurried to the tissue bank to collect his prize.

There it was, sitting innocuously
amongst the other, legitimate samples. Adam retrieved it carefully
and situated himself at the cold box with his microscope, extension
tools, and a selection of dyes and stains. From now on, the job
would be exacting, boring, and tedious. Each section of tube and
tissue had to be stripped of the most obscure sperm while
maintaining sterile and extremely cold conditions.

As Adam painstakingly dissected each
bit of tissue and located the sperm, he longed to pass the mindless
task to one of the students. This sort of work was beneath him. But
last night he had made the resounding decision that the only way to
carry his project to fruition would be to maintain the utmost
secrecy. So he hid away with his dyes and microscopes and toiled
alone.

After a few hours, Maren Dixon, Adam’s
favorite TA, stopped by to inspect the work in progress and welcome
him back. She asked him the same banal questions as the others, but
with a great deal more underlying interest. Maren had always been
interested. Adam had divorced many years ago and had dated very few
women since finding himself single. Maren was one of the
few.

What had started as an agreeable
companionship in the lab had developed from dates into overnight
stays, although they had somehow never progressed to naked sex.
Adam’s problem now was that Maren was committed. And Adam was
committed to his work.

“Well, I’ll let you get
back to it.” She smiled as she walked back to the door. “But give
me a call when you have some free time; we should celebrate your
welcome home.”

Her eyes swept the lab table, but she
didn’t ask any questions and Adam didn’t volunteer any information.
This was the sort of work on which everyone who ever worked in a
lab had clocked countless hours. There was nothing unusual to raise
her suspicions.

“We’ll get together soon,”
Adam promised.

The lock clicked shut behind her, but
Adam stared vacantly at the door for long after she’d gone, his
thoughts ranging out in a millions different directions.

He knew he had to make a concrete plan
as to what he wanted to do with the potential contained in these
tiny spermatozoa. He had definitively crossed the moral divide by
invading the corpse and removing the testicles, and now was setting
out upon a singularly dangerous road. Now, the future use of the
Iceman would be determined by his desires, not the greater good. Or
in the long run, would it be the greater good? Regardless, by all
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