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I wondered what it'd be like to kiss me, to fondle and make love to me. 

I'm not crazy! Not one to delude -—or even denude—-myself. But you're no doubt wondering why I made a clone,  a clown, a clo[w]n[e], a replica, of myself. The answer's simple. I've often wondered what it'd be like to meet myself. You know the kind of thing: seeing myself standing on a crowded street corner or at a bus stop. If I walked up to myself and talked to me, would I be aroused by me? Would I like or dislike me? Find me attractive or obnoxious? Naturally, I became obsessed to find out. 

I'm unemployed. I live in a run-down neighborhood in a small town in Arizona. My wife of three years got fed up with my hanging around the house all the time and left with the kids. Of course, I was depressed, lonely. I was reflective, wondering why life had come to this dead-end.

So, to find out about me, and why things had turned out like they had, I experimented with laboratory equipment. I got the equipment through mail-order, garage sales, and strangers. I fancied myself a modern day Mendel, crisscrossing my genes to replicate myself. 

I had duplicated,

simulated,  

fascimilated,

a carbon copy 

of me, me, me!

I had to do it, 

don't you see? 

Late one night in my garage, which doubled as my laboratory, I took a micro-sample of my blood and flesh. I used the smallest blade on my Swiss army knife. I nourished this sample in a Petrie dish, feeding it what I fed myself. I used an eyedropper to give it beer; I used tweezers to pick the smallest pieces from a pepperoni pizza. Of course, I also put in a little milk, water, sugar, various spices, and whatever else I had my kitchen. Afterall, I heard it said:

We are what we eat!

So, I fed my sample what I ate so that the sample would grow up to be like me! 

I hovered over the Petrie dish and its valuable cargo like a mother hen over an egg. I even sang and hummed gently to the sample for its comfort. 

Day by day, week by week, the sample of my blood and flesh grew. At first, I needed a magnifying glass to see the progress. Eventually, I no longer needed the magnifying glass. In fact, I no longer needed the Petrie dish because it was getting too small to hold my sample. You see, the sample was getting bigger, like a healthy plant in an overly small clay pot. I moved the sample to the bathtub. I had no choice because my blood and flesh sample had grown exponentially into the size of a good-sized fetus! 

Night after night, I stood hunched over the tub, staring at my naked replica -—an image refracted in the saline solution I had created from water and packets of instant soup. I stared at that form, forming to no end. But my eyes were unfocused, my mind frayed from synapses used too many times. In short, I was mentally and physically exhausted. 

One night, after I had sat by the tub for six hours with the overhead fluorescent light gleaming endlessly, the water in the tub rippled slightly. I blinked to clear my blood-shot eyes. I rubbed my eyes with closed fists. I leaned down close to the surface of the saline solution that filled the tub. 

"Did the water really ripple?" 

My face wasn't more than inches from the surface of the saline solution. I studied the body of what was the exact facsimile of me. 

"... beautiful ..." I whispered, in an excited state. 

But then, the thing's eyes suddenly opened. I jumped back. 

It's alive! It's alive! 

I pushed my arms into the saline solution to pick me up out of the tub (I never knew I was so heavy) and carried this weight of me back to my bed. Immediately, I gave myself -—that is, I gave this clonal copy of me -—mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. I must admit that I half-kissed myself as I did this. I mean, I had always wondered what it was like to kiss my lips. Now, I had the chance. My lips lingered, and I kissed myself softly. But I had to get back to business. I massaged the thing's arms and legs, trying to get the blood circulating faster. 

After an hour, my clone was perfectly alive, totally healthy, and sleeping peacefully. I didn't want to wake him. 

How long I remained at his bedside, I don't know. I was exhausted. I hadn't slept or eaten for days. Consequently, tiring of this vigil, I went to the living room to clear my head. 

As I sat on the couch, I ruminated on the implications of my achievement. 

"Can the army use clones? Yes! Why, the number of troops in the existing army can be tripled, quadrupled even for war! Why send a loved one to die when you could send a copy? No muss, no fuss." 

I brainstormed other uses. 

"And the toy industry -—why, instead of dolls, the kids can play with clones of themselves. And businessmen and politicians wouldn't have to be afraid of being kidnaped or assassinated. All they have to do is send their genetic, and expendable, duplicates to risky social functions!" 

The possibilities were endless. 

And so, in this excited state of mind, I day-dreamed of getting rich and being famous. But at the same time, I was still bothered about the uncertainty of what I'd done, the fear of what might happen. I was deathly afraid I had unleashed a kind of germ into the world, that I might be punished for what I had done. 

God might crack me in two with a thunderbolt and a flash of lightning. 

Hoping He -—of all powerful things -—wasn't angry, and hoping He still might listen, I kneeled on the rug of my living room floor and prayed to God, to the Lord. I was filled with fear, uncertainty, and mental chaos. 

At that very moment, while I was off-guard communing, he strolled in. He -—that it so say me -—was totally nude. I was completely taken aback. I mean, how do you greet yourself: like a stranger, friend, relative, or what? Do you shake hands? Hug? Kiss? Before I could decide, he (actually, it was me, my replica) walked up and shook my hand. He seemed a bit groggy. But what could I expect? He had, after all, had gone from a bit of my flesh and blood the size of a dime to a full-grown human being in a matter of weeks. He was probably suffering from a kind of jetlag in genetic exponential growth. 

He and I exchanged curt and cordial social pleasantries -—each of us were nervous -—asking how we were and that sort of thing. 

I was out of breath, feeling weird, bizarre, and dizzy because, after all, when he spoke, it was my voice I heard, me speaking. Not only that, but I was also experiencing seeing me naked. How strange to be in front of me, facing me in total naked flesh with no clothes on. 

He slipped his arms around my waist and held me tightly. He kissed me on the lips. Our heavy breathing and petting went on for some long minutes -—our tongues exchanging mutual fluid. And he was hard between the legs. I pushed him away. He breathed huskily. His musky scent of sex was strong. 

I was confused. Who was the copy and who wasn't? Who was real and who was fake? Indeed, the puzzle of this made me giddy, and I think I giggled. We stared at each other’s anatomy: our legs, feet, genitals, arms. This was stimulating and arousing -—and most novel! 

Should I make love to myself? Rape me? 

But before I could resolve these questions, I tried to figure out the nature of our conversation. Whatever person, place or thing he spoke about or mentioned, I knew of already! This genetic 3-D copy of me was from out same past. He was a walking autobiography. Because we were total mirrors, we couldn't hide anything from each other. We knew right away what the other was thinking and the way we thought. We knew what and how to feel. This went on for some time, we laughing silly at the queerness of it. 

But our conversation wasn't as stimulating as it would've been with someone unlike me, different from me, who could bring something new to discuss. I mean, we couldn't surprise each other. Talking to my replica was talking to me. This relationship was a dead-end. 

My clone -—clo[w]n[e] -—again took me by the waist. This time we danced, almost waltzed. But there wasn't any music
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