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2070

Harlow (aged 2)

I giggled as Mummy swung me around the room on her hip. Her long dark hair swung behind her as she threw her head back and sang. I joined in, even though I didn’t know the words to the song. It didn’t matter. I was with Mummy. We were celebrating.

Papa watched from his place on the couch. A broad smile cast across his face. The book he had been reading discarded beside him in favour of watching us play. We were Papa’s favourite girls. He told me so, every night when he tucked me into bed.

Suddenly a loud crash stopped Mummy’s dancing. Papa’s smile dropped and my world as I knew it was about to come to an end. Men in uniforms came smashing into our house. I screamed in fear. Mama was crying. Papa was shouting. I didn’t understand what was happening. All I felt were hands. Hands of men in uniforms taking me away.

I screamed, kicked, and punched at the men that were wrenching me from Mummy’s arms. I bit a hand that was shoved across my face. Confusion filled my mind. I watched in horror as men threw Mummy and Papa onto the floors. They kneeled on their backs and shouted words I didn’t understand.

The man who held me turned away and strode out of my house; my screams fell on deaf ears. I reached out and tried to get back to Mummy and Papa. But he never stopped. His grip on me was too tight. No matter how much I wriggled and struggled to get free he wouldn’t let me go. 

I was carried out to a waiting white van. Another man in the same uniform stood at the back of the van with the door open. He sneered at me as I was roughly thrown in the back. A cage door was slammed, and I was trapped.

Screaming I pounded my fists against the cage and cried for Mummy and Papa. But it did no good. My cries were ignored. My hands hurt from smashing them against the cage. My heart pounded so loud; I could hear the blood whooshing through my ears.

Confusion and fear caused my entire body to tremble. I didn’t understand what was going on. Mummy and Papa had promised to keep me safe. They said that I was going to be their little girl forever. But here I was shoved into the back of a van by men in uniforms who seemed to hate me.

Fat tears rolled down over my cheeks and fell to the metal floor of the van. The van rumbled to life as I lay on the floor of the cage. My knees were pulled up to my chest and my head buried in my arms. Sobs fell from my lips as I called for Mummy and Papa to come and save me.

But no one was going to save me. I was going to have to save myself. I didn’t know how. The men that took me were so strong and much bigger than me. I closed my eyes and allowed the rocking of the van to lull me to sleep, tears still stuck to my eyelashes.

I was jolted awake when the van came to a lurching stop. I sat up and rubbed at my eyes. For a blissful few seconds, I forgot that I was shoved into a cage in the back of a van but could have believed I was with Mummy and Papa. It could have been easy to believe that we were just on an afternoon drive.

That dream all came crashing down when the back of the van was opened. Two men in uniforms stood glaring into the cage at me. One of the men silently opened the cage. I backed myself up to the rear of the cage. I pulled my legs up against my chest and tried to make myself as small as possible.

The other man reached into the van easily snagging my leg. Roughly he dragged me forward and pulled me into his arms. I cried out as his grip pinched the skin on my thigh.

“Shut up,” he growled, as he swung me into his arms.

I looked around at where I had been taken. In front of us was a large cement building. There were no windows and was surrounded by a metal fence. It was the only building that I could see, the land around it was desolate and arid.

It was a typical landscape for the world. Mummy and Papa had told me that long ago the world was filled with trees and lush greenery. It wasn’t like that anymore. Most of the trees had been cut down, the sun cast its heat in a deadly threat of dehydration. The land dried out. Water was scarce.

I turned my attention back to the building that the men were carrying me into. A large metal door rattled open, and we entered into a cool cement foyer. A cold breeze swept over me, causing goosebumps to prickle along my skin.

“Hello gentlemen,” a lady said.

I turned to look at her. She was small, not much bigger than me. Her long brown hair was swept back off her face. Her brown eyes shone along with her smile. The lady turned her attention to me in the man’s arm.

“Hello. My name is Sarah,” she said with a wide smile. “What is your name?”

“Harlow,” I whispered.

“It’s lovely to meet you Harlow,” she replied continuing to smile.

“I want my mummy,” I said as a lone tear trekked down over my cheek.

Sarah’s smile softened further, and she nodded her head. “Please put her down,” she directed.

The man who held me in his arms placed me on the floor. Sarah walked towards me and held small hands to my cheeks. 

“Harlow, this is your new home. I know that you want your Mummy, but your Mummy is in trouble and has to go away,” she explained patiently.

I didn’t understand what she was talking about. Mummy and Papa hadn’t done anything wrong. They told me that it was wrong to be mean, it was wrong to hit, it was wrong to steal things. Mummy and Papa didn’t do any of those things. I shook my head.

“You will understand in time Harlow. I know it is scary right now, but I promise you will grow to like it here,” Sarah said as she reached out and took my hand. She started to lead me along a hallway.

I placed my thumb between my lips and followed her. My head was filled with thoughts. My heart ached. Tears continued to fall in silent torrents. I was scared. I wanted Mummy and Papa.
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Harlow (Aged 16)

“Harlow, you need to pay attention to your classes,” Sarah sighed as she glared at me from the doorway of my bedroom.

I huffed out a breath and growled. “Why? What is the point?” I grumbled.

Sarah sighed again and came into my windowless room. I had been with Sarah since the day that she took me from the hands of the uniformed men, who I discovered were police that the government employed to take Natural’s children away.

I wasn’t supposed to exist. Many years ago, well before I was born, there was a pandemic that tore through the world. Those who survived the pandemic, were only alive because of the vaccine that the Government mandated every citizen to receive. Or sheer dumb luck by not getting the sickness. A select number of people were able to escape receiving the vaccine.

Those people were outlawed. They were considered enemy of the state. What the government hadn’t told its citizens, was that the pandemic had been released by a small number of elite. This pandemic was designed to kill the poor. 

Governments all over the world fell. Countries were dissolved. Borders no longer existed and this small group of puppet masters at the top were able to take over and rule those who were left. They held the cure to the pandemic in their hands. But they were only willing to release the cure if they had control of the world.

What choice did people have? Either everyone slowly died, or they were vaccinated, and the small group of elite ruled. Humanity didn’t feel like it had a choice. If people wanted to survive, they had to accept the demands.

The vaccine was rolled out and the pandemic came to an end. But what the elite didn’t let its citizens know was the effects that the vaccine would have. Women could no longer conceive children on their own. They couldn’t carry children in their womb. For anyone to have a child, they now had to apply to the elite, who would breed a child in a laboratory.

Basically, all future citizens were to be scientifically created. Cloned. Built and designed to be what the elite wanted. There was no more chance. Children were designed to be resistant to disease, to be superior. 

At first the people of the world couldn’t see a problem. They thought it was good that disease and illness would be eradicated. What the scientists didn’t realize is that when they played God, humans, disease, and the world around them would evolve.

The first laboratory that made children were superior, the children lived healthy, strong lives. Their brains were as smart as could be. They were the epitome of excellence. However, with every clone made from those first children came problems. 

When a piece of paper is photocopied over and over, the copy becomes less clear. It becomes blurry, smudged and not as crisp as the original. This is what happened to the generations of clones that came after those first children.

Deformities began to appear. Lives of future children was shortened. All the while those that had hidden away from the elite and had refused the vaccine, continued to have children naturally. Women still fell pregnant. They continued to populate their communities in secret.

There was hope from these communities that they would be able to grow large enough one day that they could overthrow the dictators who had attempted to destroy earth. The elite and governments that they had created found out about these communities. They outlawed them. First killing any of the children.

Soon, however, scientists realized a fix to the problem that they had created. The children who were born from a woman’s body could be used to help the clones. Children were taken from their parents and placed in government facilities where they were carved up. Pieces of their tissue, organs and limbs were removed from them. 

These were then used to help repair the cloned children. It was helping to keep the clones the superior race. Effectively, the natural’s became spare parts. 

“I know that it’s not fair Harlow. You weren’t given a choice about who you were. I wish I could change this for you,” Sarah said with a sigh from my doorway.

I was one of those children. The spare parts. The men in uniforms that snatched me from my mother’s arms when I was two were directed by the government. I was brought to the government facility where I underwent painful test after test. 

Men and women in white lab coats took blood from me, they poked prodded and operated on me weekly. I was put through physical and mental tests. It was never ending. Sarah was my only constant. She was more like a mum to me. 

Sarah was a clone. But like all clones, she had problems. She never grew over three feet. Her arms and legs didn’t work the way that mine did. Her mind was sharp, she had an incredible IQ. But she wasn’t perfect like clones were designed to be.

So, here I was, in a facility. Scars dotted my body. A blue tattoo ran along my arm that identified me as a natural. As a spare part. In only a matter of weeks I would be expected to move from the facility to my new family. 

The sheer idea that I was getting a family who only wanted me for what I could give them filled me with disgust. Most children were given to new families when they were still toddlers. However, my case was slightly different. I was an anomaly that even the scientists couldn’t have predicted. 

“What is the point Sarah, I’m going to go to a family that are going to carve me up, they aren’t going to let me keep going to school. I’m never going to be allowed to be more than a spare parts for their children and grandchildren,” I complained, looking over at the only friend I had ever known.

Sarah nodded and came further into my room. She ran a hand along my arm. “I know, it sucks and I’m sorry. I wish I could take you away and hide you.”

The reason I hadn’t been given to a family as a toddler was because like with nature, humanity continued to evolve. I was among a very tiny number of children who had evolved in a way that I was able to regrow body parts. My cells duplicated at such high speeds that it allowed me to regrow anything that was taken from me. 

Scientists of course was beyond excited to discover this. But it made my existence nothing but filled with pain. For every arm they took, or kidney, it still hurt. I was nothing more than spare parts though, so it didn’t matter. 

“Who is this family anyway?” I asked. I had been hesitant about knowing anything about the family I was going to. I didn’t want to even think about it. I was happy to live in ignorant bliss.

Sarah smiled warmly up at me. “They have two sons, twins. One named Callan and the other River. They are sixteen. They have had one natural in the past, but the parts were unsuccessful. They were born with many issues.”

I groaned. There was a reason that I was being sent to the twins home. They wouldn’t have to worry about killing me or taking too much from me. I scrubbed a hand down over my face as a boulder filled my stomach. For the hundredth time, I cursed my life. I wished I could have been born different.

Sarah stroked my hand. “It will be alright. You will see,” she said. Her smile told me that it was going to be anything but alright.
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Callan

“Who is the new girl that is coming here?” my twin brother River asked. But it wasn’t really River, it was his alter, Tally. She was the youngest of River’s alters. He had dissociative identity disorder, or what was commonly referred to as DID. The doctors didn’t know what caused his personality to split into different alters, but for as long as I could remember they were there.

“Her name is Harlow. She is a spare parts. Mum and Papa are getting her to help your brain get better,” I patiently explained. I had been over this conversation ever since Mum and Papa had announced that this girl was coming.

River and I were clones, but like most clones, the process had gone wrong. Mum and Papa were given the option of either killing us or keeping us with the possibility of a spare parts. A natural. At first Mum and Papa thought it was only me that had problems. It wasn’t until River was older that they realized that he had the alters.

For me it was obvious. My right arm never grew longer than a stump with a hand on the end. My legs were twisted and gnarled, having long ago been amputated just above my knees. Mum said that she never gave it another thought, she was going to keep me, but I always wondered. I couldn’t help but wonder if she had known about River and what his life would be if she would have considered getting rid of us.

I knew a lot of parents who kept their children, regardless of their disabilities. But the stories were rife with the number of clones that were killed straight after birth. There were activist groups that protested the killing of deformed clones, but it didn’t matter. The governments did what they wanted. They answered to no one. If a parent wanted to rid their cloned child, then that is what would happen.

Some parents chose to place their child in a government facility. I was grateful my parents didn’t do that. The stories of those places sounded horrific. The clones living in those facilities were tested on. They were used as guinea pigs to try and improve the cloning procedure.

“I don’t want to go away. I like it here,” Tally whined. 

I sighed and stroked my hand over River’s hair. If I was honest, I didn’t want River’s alters to go either. That wasn’t completely true. I would be glad to see the back of Emmett. He was the oldest of River’s alters. He was a seventy-four-year-old man. He’s mean and often abusive. Thankfully, he doesn’t come out as often as the other alters. There is Tally, who is a three-year-old girl. She is the most vulnerable of River’s alters. She likes to play and laugh. But she also is the one that is most easily hurt.

Then there is Jasper who is seventeen. He is cool. He likes to listen to rap and write his own music. I didn’t mind when Jasper came out. Finally, there is Raven. She is nineteen. I worry when she comes out. Raven suffers from major depression. She wants to hurt herself. I always make sure I stick beside River’s body when Raven appears.

“I know you don’t want to go anywhere Tally. I don’t want you to go either, but Mum and Papa said it’s not normal for you to be living inside River,” I explained.

Tally crossed her arms across her chest and huffed at me. “I don’t like Mum and Papa,” she pouted which made me chuckle.

I stroked down over River’s hair again. “Yes, you do. If you didn’t have Mum and Papa who would buy you chocolate and sweets?”

Tally’s eyes widened and a cheeky grin took over her face as she rubbed her hands together. It never failed to amaze me how each personality could make River appear so different. Even though it was always River’s face and body I was looking at, each personality had a way of taking over his body to show who they were. 

Tally’s eyes would get big and wide. Her smile lit up all of River’s face. The tip of his tongue would poke out between his teeth when he smiled. His voice would become small and even more feminine. He giggled in a high-pitched voice.

It was easy to tell who I was talking to just by looking at River’s face. When a switch happened, he would get a vacant look in his eyes and then whatever personality came to the front would change his body language and face. River was spending less and less time at the front lately, which is why Mum, and Papa had decided to recruit a spare parts.

I overheard them talking about Harlow a couple of weeks ago. They had found out about Harlow; she was a genetic mutation of a natural. Although she was born from a woman, she had a mutation which saw her cells replace themselves at a faster speed than anyone else.

This meant that Harlow was able to replace the parts that were removed from her. She could give me an arm and legs, and then she would grow them back. I was enthralled as I listened to Mum and Papa discuss her. I didn’t want River’s alters to leave; they were who made him. The alters had been with him for as long as I could remember. I wondered what he would be like. Would he be whole with just his personality.

“I do like Mum and Papa, but I still don’t want to go,” Tally whined.

“I know pretty girl,” I replied looking down into her face, as she laid out on the floor of our shared bedroom with her coloring books and crayons sprawled out in front of her.

“Will you stop them Callan?” she asked with such vulnerability in her voice.

My stomach twisted. I wanted to stop them. I wanted to make my brother happy. River never said he didn’t like having the alters. When River was at the front, he was always laughing and smiling. I didn’t know what the answer was. 

I sighed and smiled down at Tally. I didn’t want to lie to her. But I wondered if I was going to have to, just to keep her happy.
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