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    With special thanks to Rebekah - who pointed out the plot hole and inspired this.


To all our many devoted and loyal fans - 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)
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THE AUTISTS HAD FAILED as an evolved species.

While they could out-think and out-strategize, and out-everything the older Homo Saps, their own calculations showed that their race of Homo Transire only had a couple of generations at most before they were terminal. No new savants, no new super-empaths, only dead-end mediocrity.

How could such brilliant minds get it so wrong?

Brigitte was the Founder’s only savant offspring and even her own children were happier to just live mundane normal lives with average grades in school and only aspire to get college degree, a house, a car for each of them, and a mountain of debt. Watch TV, consume fast food, be average.

No breakthrough research, no soul-inspiring artwork.

Her own children, now grown, couldn’t understand her any better. She could empathize their feelings from anywhere on the planet. While they had a hard time empathizing with their pets, let alone their growing children.

Mundanity had struck back - with a vengeance.

She was looking for someone who could tell her why - or be one of the last few of her race on this mud-ball called Earth.
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THEY’D RUN THE CALCULATIONS thousands of times, with millions of permutations. The best math minds on the planet. And they all agreed. Homo Transire was dying out.

Terminal. That’s when your offspring aren’t useful anymore. Not that we didn’t love them. But they didn’t understand us. They couldn’t. We were wired completely different.

Once my children were on their own, busy making me a grandmother, I got back to work. Started collecting new datasets, checking for new equations, looking for something we must have missed.

For all the work we’d done in finding and matching the most brilliant among us as mates for the others - none of these 2nd and 3rd generations turned out to be anything hardly better than average. Sure, there were some pretty bright kids in all that. Beautiful babies. Talented in their cribs. But once they got past 7 or 8, all that talent started showing limits. Kids who were prodigies as babes couldn’t draw or play music any better than their peers of that same age.

It didn’t matter what school or who the teachers were. Or what books or computer programs. No amount of money thrown at them produced any better results that the “free” public schools we all paid for.

And I talked to myself as I drove this back gravel road which my GPS said was the fastest route to the remote research station out in this Gawd-forsaken Flyover Country.

I could see putting our campuses out in the suburbs. But dust and gravel roads weren’t designed to be driven with any speed - not unless you wanted to...

Oh no. No, no, no. NO NO NO.

The car swerved and I was forced to slow down, coasting to a stop on the top of a hill. Over into a grassy entrance to some farmer’s field.

Sure, only now the “low air pressure” light and tacky dinging “bell” alert finally started. I had one, if not two flats on this thing.

My bad luck was holding. No bars on my cel.

And no empath within sending distance.

So I rested my head against my steering wheel and swore against the ancient gods in alphabetical order (using the Greek order of course.)

And opened my eyes to see that my choice of heels today might be a good fashion statement, and helped people see my legs at their best. But wouldn’t help me walk the quarter-mile to any nearby farmhouse to get some help.

Just sitting here and running the A/C was only going to burn up my fuel and probably risk carbon monoxide poisoning.

I looked through my purse and briefcase for anything that might be able to help me solve this one. But I knew that was just forestalling the inevitable. The outside temperature was somewhere in the 80’s. That was going to put a sheen on me (my grandmother referred to it as “glow”) and this thin blouse and skirt were going to be an uncomfortable clingy mess by the time I stumbled anywhere.

But my keen senses showed no one for miles that had any higher empathy than a cow or a dog.

And right before I could muster up my courage to face the inevitable, a shadow flooded across my window and a rap on it startled me into double-checking the locks everywhere. There was no face behind that glare into my auto-tinting windows. Yet rolling them down could be the last thing I’d remember.
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THAT CAR WAS SITTING there for awhile.

Of course, it didn’t matter to me, but it wasn’t any of our neighbor’s. It was some slick speedster that wasn’t designed worth a shuck for our roads. Thin tires would go flat in no time. Nail or some piece of quartz would do it.

That old truck of mine had to get 10-ply tires on it. So I could quit paying for flat repairs in my monthly budget. And you can’t get such tires for those fancy cars. Won't fit under their fenders.

Well, I’m out here checking the pastures anyway - maybe I should look in on whoever that is.

One foot after the other. Check the grasses and forbs and whatnot out here. See what they were like compared to the day before. It would probably help if I did more than just walk from one end to the other. Maybe start walking on a grid so I’d know better what my cows were eating.

No, this wasn’t the main herd. But after we lost our first milk cow, I figured that we didn’t need to have them with the beef cattle as she probably got too excited. Vet said it was common to milk cows. Still, I hardly got the price back out of selling her full-grown calf a few months later.

So I got this next one - we use sturdy milk cows for nursing backup, since the powder they sell us as “milk replacer” is more investment than any orphaned calf or twin will bring back. This one has worked out pretty good - we sold her own calf when he got too big and rowdy, then bought and grafted a younger calf on. So far we were doing OK.

Once our last beef cow has dropped her calf, then I’d have to decide if the cost of feeding that milk cow was going to more than pay for having real whole milk, real butter and real cottage cheese, plus the “clabber” protein for the chickens...

But I was used to my thoughts ratcheting around while I was walking.

Some days, I’d talk out my books and ideas as I did. Today, I figured that the lady in that car would be spooked if I came up on her with my mouth just opening and shutting for no reason she could figure.

And I could see from getting closer that she was a pretty fetching thing - even through all that tinted glass.

When she put her head down on that steering wheel, I could see she was talking or praying out loud or something.

So I slowed up a bit - it helped that I had to twist my long frame through that barbed wire fence - because I didn’t want to rip a new hole in anything, and I didn’t want to interrupt her praying or cussing or whatever.

Why was I
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