James Al an Gardner. Three Hearings on the Exi stence of Snakes in the
Human Bl oodstream

Three Hearings on the Exi stence of Snakes in the Human Bl oodstream
Asi nmov's Science Fiction, Feb 1997
[from LI B. RU|

<i >1. Concerning an Arrangenent of Lenses, So Fashi oned
as to Magnify the View of Divers Aninmacules, Too Tiny to be Seen with
t he Unai ded Eye: </i>

Hi s Hol i ness, Suprenme Patriarch Septus XXV, was an expert on chai ns.

By holy law, chains were required on every defendant brought to the
Court Inmacul ate. However, ny Lord the Jailer could exercise great latitude in
choosi ng whi ch chai ns went on which prisoners. A man possessed of a healthy
fortune mght buy his way into nothing nore than a gold |ink necklace | ooped
| oosely around his throat; a beautiful woman mght visit the Jailer privately
in his chanbers and energe with thin and glittering silver bracelets --
chains, yes, but as delicate as thread. If, on the other hand, the accused
could offer neither riches nor position nor generous physical charns... well
then, the prison had an anple supply of leg-irons, manacles, and other such
fetters, designed to show these vermn the grimweight of God' s Justice.

The man currently standing before Patriarch Septus occupied a
sel dom seen nmiddle ground in the quantity of restraints: two solid handcuffs
joined by an iron chain of business-lute gauge, strong enough that the
pri soner had no chance of breaking free, but not so heavy as to strain the
man's shoul ders to the point of pain. Clearly, ny Lord the Jailer had deci ded
on a cautious approach to this particular case; and Septus wondered what that
nmeant . Perhaps the accused was nobody hinself but had sufficient connections

to rule out unwarranted indignities... a scul ptor or musician, for exanple,
who had won favor with a few great households in the city. The man certainly
had an artistic look -- fierce eyes in an inpractical face, the sort of

hi gh-strung tenperanent who coul d express passion but not use it.

"Be it known to the court," cried the First Attendant, "here stands one
Ant on Leeuwenhoek, a natural philosopher who is accused of heresy agai nst God
and Qur Lady, the Unbetonbed Virgin. Kneel, Supplicant, and pray with his
Hol i ness, that this day shall see justice."

Septus waited to see what Leeuwenhoek woul d do. Wen thi eves and
nmur derers canme before the court, they dropped to their knees inmedi ately,
maki ng gaudy show of begging God to prove their innocence. A heretic, however,
m ght spit defiance or hurl curses at the Patriarchal throne -- not a good way
to win mercy, but then, many heretics came to this chanber intent on their own
martyrdom Leeuwenhoek had the eyes of such a fanatic, but apparently not the
convictions; without so much as a grimace, he got to his knees and hewed his
head. The Patriarch quickly closed his own eyes and intoned the words he had
recited five times previously this norning: "God grant me the wisdomto
perceive the truth. Blessed Virgin, grant ne the judgnent to serve out neet
justice. Let us all act this day to the greater glory of Thy Divine Union
Amen. "

Amens sounded around the chamber: attendants and advocates follow ng the
form Septus gl anced sideways toward Satan's Wit chboy, an ominous title for a
cheerfully freckl e-faced youth, the one person here excused fromclosing his
eyes during the prayer. The Watchboy nodded tw ce, indicating that Leeuwenhoek
had mai ntained a proper attitude of prayer and said Anen with everyone el se.
Good -- this had just becone a valid trial, and anything that happened from
this point on had the strength of heavenly authority.

"My Lord Prosecutor,” Septus said, "state the charges."

The prosecutor bowed as deeply as his well-rounded girth all owed,



perspiration already heading on his powdered forehead. It was not a hot day,
early spring, nothing nore... but Prosecutor ben Jacob was a man fampus for
the quantity of his sweat, a trait that usually bothered his | egal adversaries
nore than hinmsel f. Many an opposi ng counsel had been distracted by the copious
fl ow stream ng down ben Jacob's face, thereby overlooking flaws in the
prosecutor's argunments. One could always find flaws in ben Jacob's argunents,
Septus knew -- dear old Abraham was not overly clever. He was, however,
honest, and coul d not conceive of w nning personal advancenent at the expense
of those he prosecuted; therefore, the Patriarch had never dism ssed the man
fromhis position.

" Your Holiness," ben Jacob said, "this case concerns clainms against the
Doctrine of the, uhh... Sleeping Snake."

"Ah." Septus glanced over at Leeuwenhoek. "My son, do you truly deny
God' s doctrine?"

The man shrugged. "I have disproved the doctrine. Therefore, it can
hardly be God's."

Several attendants gasped loudly. They perceived it as part of their job
to show horror at every sacrilege. The sane attendants tended to whi sper and
make jokes during the descriptions of true horrors: nurders, rapes, maim ngs.

"The spectators will remain silent,"” Septus said wearily. He had recited those
words five tinmes this norning too. "My Lord Prosecutor, will you please read
the text?"

"Umm .. the text, yes, the text."

Septus nmi ntai ned his conmposure while ben Jacob shuffled through papers
and parchnents | ooking for what he needed. It was, of course, standard
procedure to read any passages of scripture that a heretic denied, just to
make sure there was no m sunderstanding. It was al so standard procedure for
ben Jacob to misplace his copy of the relevant text in a pile of other
docunents. Wth any other prosecutor, this mght be some kind of strategy;
wi th ben Jacob, it was sinply disorganization.

"Here we are, yes, here we are," he said at |ast, producing a dog-eared
page with a snear of grease clearly visible along one edge. "Gospel of
Susannah, chapter twenty-three, first verse." Ben Jacob paused while the two
Verification Attendants found the passage in their own scripture books. They
woul d follow silently as he read the text aloud, ready to catch any slips of
the tongue that deviated fromthe holy word. Wen the attendants were ready,
ben Jacob cleared his throat and read:

<i >After the procession ended, they withdrew to a garden outside the
wal I s of Jerusalem And in the evening, it happened that Matthias beheld a
serpent there, hidden by weeds. He therefore took up a stone that he m ght

crush the beast; but Mary stayed his hand, saying, '"There is no danger, for
| ook, the beast sleeps."

"Teacher," Matthias answered, "it will not sleep forever."

"Verily," said Mary, "I promise it will sleep till dawn; and when the
dawn cones, we will leave this place and all the serpents that it holds."

Yet still, Matthias kept hold of the stone and gazed upon the serpent
with fear.

"Oye of little faith, " said Mary to Matthias, "why do you concern
yourself with the sleeping creature before you, when you are blind to the
serpents in your own heart? For | tell you, each drop of your bl ood courses
with a |l egion of serpents, and so it is for every Child of Dust. You are al
poi soned with bl ack venons, poisoned unto death. But if you believe in e, |
will sing those serpents to sleep; then will they slunmber in peace until you
| eave this flesh behind, entering into the dawn of God's new day."</i>

Ben Jacob | owered his page and | ooked to the Verifiers for their
confirmation. The Patriarch turned in their direction too, but he didn't need
their nods to tell himthe scripture had been read correctly. Septus knew the
passage by heart; it was one of the fundanental texts of Mdther Church, the



Virgin's pronise of salvation. It was al so one of the nost popular texts for
heretics to chall enge. The presunption of original sin, of damation being

i nherent in human flesh... that was anathema to nany a fiery young soul
<i >What ki nd of God, </i> they asked, <i>would damm an infant to hell nerely
for being born?</i> It was a good question, its answer still the subject of

much subtle debate; but the Virgin's words were unequivocal, whether or not
t heol ogi ans had reasoned out all the inplications.

"Ant on Leeuwenhoek," Septus said, "you have heard the verified word of
scripture. Do you deny its truth?"

Leeuwenhoek stayed directly back. "I nust,"” he answered. "l have
exam ned human bl ood in meticul ous detail. It contains no serpents.”

The toadies in the courtroom had their nouths open, ready to 'gasp again
at sacrilege; but even they could hear the man was not speaking in deliberate
bl aspheny. He seemed to be stating... a fact.

How odd.
Septus straightened slightly in the Patriarchal throne. This had the
prospect of nmore interest than the usual heresy trial. "You understand," he

said to Leeuwenhoek, this passage is about original sin. The Blessed Virgin
states that all human beings are poi soned with sin and can only be redeened
t hr ough her."

"On the contrary, Your Holiness." Leeuwenhoek's voice was sharp. "The
passage states there are snakes in human blood. | know there are not."

"The snakes are nerely..." Septus stopped hinself in tine. He had been
on the verge of saying the snakes were nerely a netaphor; but this was a
public trial, and any pronouncenents he nmade woul d have the force of law To
decl are that any part of scripture was not the literal truth ... no Patriarch
had ever done so in open forum and Septus did not intend to be the first.

"Let us be clear on this point," Septus said to Leellwenhoek. "Do you
deny the Doctrine of Oiginal Sin?"

"No. | could never make heads or tails of theology. What | understand is
bl ood; and there are no snakes in it."

One of the toadies ventured a snmall gasp of horror, but even a deaf mall
coul d have told the sound was forced.

Prosecut or ben Jacob, trying to be hel pful, said, "You nust appreciate
that the snakes would be very, very small."

"That's just it," Leeuwenhoek answered with sudden ent husiasm "I have
created a device that makes it possible to viewtiny things as if they were
much larger." He turned quickly toward Septus. "Your Holiness is fanmliar with
the tel escope? The device for view ng objects at |ong distances?"

The Patriarch nodded in spite of hinself.

"My device," Leeuwenhoek said, "functions on a simlar principle -- an
arrangenent of |enses that anplify one's vision to reveal things too small to
see with the naked eye. | have exam ned blood in every particular; and while
it contains numerous mnute animalcules | cannot identify, | swear to the

court there are no snakes. Sl eeping or otherw se."
"Mn" Septus took a noment to fold his hands on the bench in front of

hi m Wen he spoke, he did not nmeet the prisoner's eyes. "It is well-known

t hat snakes are adept at hiding, are they not? Surely it is possible that a
snake coul d be conceal ed behind... behind these other m nute ani mal cul es you
nmention. "

"A legion of serpents," Leeuwenhoek said stubbornly. "That's what the
text said. A legion of serpents in every drop of blood. Surely they coul dn't
<i>all</i> find a place to hide; and | have spent hundreds of hours searching,
Your Holiness. Days and weeks and nonths."

Iy

Troubl esone to admit, Septus didn't doubt the man. The Patriarch had
scanned the skies with an excellent tel escope, and had seen a universe of
unexpect ed wonders -- mountains on the nmoon, hair on the sun, rings around the
pl anet Cronus. He could well believe Leeuwenhoek's magnifier would revea
simlar surprises... even if it didn't show serpents in the bl oodstream The



serpents were nerely a parable anyway; who could doubt it? Blessed Mary often
spoke in poetic |anguage that every educated person recogni zed as synbolic
rather than factual

Unfortunately, the church was not conposed of educated persons. No
matter how sophi sticated the clergy mght be, parishioners cane from hunbl er
stock. Snakes in the blood? If that's what Mary said, it nust be true; and
heaven help a Patriarch who took a | ess dogmati c stance. The bedrock of the
church was Authority: ecclesiastic authority, scriptural authority. If Septus
publicly allowed that sone doctrines could be interpreted as nere synbolism--
that a fundanental teaching was metaphor, not literal fact -- well, all it
took was a single hole in a wineskin for everything to | eak out.

On the other hand, truth was truth. If there were no snakes, there were
no snakes. God made the world and all the people init; if the Creator chose
to fashion human |lifeblood a certain way, it was the duty of Mdther Church to
accept and praise Hmfor it. Cdinging to alie in order to preserve one's
authority was worse than mere cowardice; it was the nost damming bl aspheny.

Septus | ooked at Leeuwenhoek, standing handcuffed in the dock. A living
man with a living soul; and with one word, Septus could have hi mexecuted as a
purveyor of fal sehood. But where did the fal sehood truly he?

"Thi s case cannot be deci ded today," Septus announced. "Mother Church

will investigate the clainms of the accused to the fullest extent of her
strength. W will build magnifier devices of our own, properly blessed to
protect against Satan's interference." Septus fought back a snile at that;
there were still sone stuffy inquisitors who believed the devil distorted what

one saw through any lens. "W shall see what is there and what is not."

At tendants nodded in agreenment around the courtroom just as they would
nod if the sentence had been i mredi ate acquittal or death. But ben Jacob said,
"Your Holiness -- perhaps it would be best if the court were to... to issue
i nstructions that no other person build a magnification device until the
church has ruled in this matter."

"On the contrary," Septus replied. "I think the church shoul d make
magni fiers available to all persons who ask. Let them see for thenselves."

The Patriarch smled, wondering if ben Jacob understood. A decree
suppressing magnifiers would sinply encourage dissidents to build themin
secret; on the other hand, providing free access to such devices would bring
the curious <i>into</i> the church, not drive them away. Anyway, the question
woul d only interest the |leisured class, those with time and energy to wonder
about esoteric issues. The great bulk of the laity, farners and niners and
ostlers, would never hear of the offer. Even if they did, they would hardly
care. Mnute animal cul es m ght be anmusing curiosities, but they had nothing to
do with a peasant's life.

Anot her pause for prayer and then Leeuwenhoek was escorted away to
i nstruct church scholars in howto build his magnification device. The man
seened happy with the outcone -- nore than escaping a death sentence, he would
now have the chance to show others what he'd seen. Septus had net many nen
like that: grown-up children, |ooking for colorful shells on the beach and
touchingly grateful when someone el se took an interest in their sandy little
col | ecti ons.

As for Leeuwenhoek's original magnifier -- Septus had the device brought
to his chanmbers when the court recessed at noon. Bl ood was easy to cone by:
one sharp jab froma pin and the Patriarch had his sanple to exam ne. Eagerly
he peered through the viewing |l ens, adjusting the focus in the same way as a

t el escope.

Ani mal cul es. How renar kabl e.

Tiny, tiny animalcules... countless schools of them swiming in his own
bl ood. What wonders God had made! Creatures of different shapes and sizes,
per haps predators and prey, like the fishes that swamin the ocean

And were there snakes? The question was alnost irrelevant. And yet
very faintly, so close to invisible that it mght be a trick of the eye,
something as thin as a hair seened to flit nmonmentarily across the view



Then it was gone.

<b><i >2. The Oigin of Serpentine Anal ogues in the Bl ood of Papi st
Peopl es: </ b></i >

Her Britannic Majesty, Anne VI, rather liked the Star Chanber. True, its
power had been nonstrously abused at times in the past five centuries --
secret trials leading to secret executions of people who were probably nore

i nnocent than the nonarchs sitting on the judgnent seat -- but even in the
glorious Enpire, there was a place for this kind of hearing. The queen on this
side of the table, one other subjects on the other... it had the air of a

private chat between friends: a tine when difficulties could get sorted out,
one way or anot her.

"Well, M. Darwin," she said after the tea had been poured, "it seens
you've stirred up quite a hornet's nest. Have you not?"

The fiercely bearded man across the table did not answer imrediately. He
laid a finger on the handle of his cup as if to drink or not to drink was somne
nmonent ous deci sion; then he said, "I have sinply spoken the truth, na'am..as
| seeit.”

"Yes; but different people see different truths, don't they? And a great
many are upset by the things you say are true. You are aware there has been..
unpl easant ness?"

"I know about the riots, ma'am Several tines they have cone
unconfortably close to ne. And of course, there have been threats on ny life."

"Indeed."” Anne lifted a tiny slice of buttered bread and took what she
hoped woul d seem a t houghtful nibble. For sonme reason, she always enjoyed
eating in front of the accused here in the Star Chanber; they thensel ves never
had any appetite at all. "The threats are one reason W invited you here
today. Scotland Yard is growi ng rather weary of protecting you; and Sir Gswal d
has | ong pondered whether your life is worth it."

That got the expected reaction -- Darwin's finger froze on the cup
handl e, the color draining away fromhis face. "I had not realized...." H's
eyes narrowed. "l perceive, nma'am that soneone will soon make a deci sion on

this issue.”
"Exactly," the queen said. "Sir OCswald has turned to the crown for
gui dance, and now W turn to you." She took another tiny bite of the bread.

"I't would be good of you to explain your theories -- to lay out the train of
reasoning that led to your... unsettling public statenments.”
"It's all laid out in nmy book, ma'am™

"But your book is for scientists, not queens." Anne set down the bread
and allowed herself a small sip of tea. She took her tine doing so, but Darw n
remai ned silent. "Please," she said at last. 'W wish to make an inforned
deci sion."

Darwin grunted... or perhaps it was a holl ow chuckl e of cynicism An
ill-bred sound in either case. "Very well. Your Mjesty," he nodded. "It is
simply a matter of history."

"History is seldomsinple, M. Darw n; but proceed."

"I'n... 1430-sonething, | forget the exact year, Anton Leeuwenhoek
appeared before Supreme Patriarch Septus to discuss the absence of snakes in
the bl oodstream You are famliar with that, m' an®"

"Certainly. It was the pivotal event in the Schism between Qur church
and the Papists.”

"Just so."
Anne could see Darwin itching to | eap off his chair and begin prow ing
about the room like a professor lecturing to a class of dull-1idded

school boys. His strained inpetuosity anused her; but she hoped he woul d keep
his inpul ses in check

"Pray continue, M. Darwin."

"It is comon know edge that the Patriarch's decision led to a... a
del uge, shall we say, of people peering at their own bl ood through a



m croscope. Only the upper classes at first, but soon enough it spread to the
| ower |evels of society too. Since the church all owed anyone to |look into a
m croscope wthout cost, | suppose it was a free source of amusenent for the
peasantry."

"An opiate for the masses," Anne offered. She rather |iked the phrase --
M. Marx had used it when <i>he</i> had his little visit to the Star Chanber.

"l suppose that must be it," Darwin agreed. "At any rate, the phenonmenon
far outstripped anything Septus could have foreseen; and even worse for the
Patriarchy, it soon divided the church into two canps -- those who clained to
see snakes in their blood and those who did not."

"M. Darwin, we are well aware of the fundanental difference between
Papi sts and the Redeened."

"Beggi ng your pardon, ma'am but | believe the usual historical
interpretation is... flawed. It confuses cause and effect."

"How can there be confusion?" Anne asked. "Papists have serpents in
their blood; that is apparent to any child looking into a mcroscope. W
Redeened have no such contam nants; again, that is sinple observational fact.
The obvi ous conclusion, M. Darwin, is that Christ Herself marked the Papists
with Her curse, to show one and all the error of their ways."

"According to the Papists,"” Darwin reni nded her, "the snakes are a sign
of God's blessing: a sleeping snake nmeans sin laid to rest.”

"I's that what you think, M. Darw n?"

"I think it nore practical to exam ne the facts before naking any
j udgment . "

"That is why we are here today," Anne said with a pointed gl ance.
"Facts... and judgnent. If you could direct yourself to the heart of the
matter, M. Darw n?"

"The heart of the matter," he repeated. "Of course. | agree that today
any m croscope will show that Papists have snakes in their bloodstream.. or
as scientists prefer to call them serpentine anal ogues, since it is highly
unli kely the observed phenonena are actual reptiles--"

"Let us not bandy nonenclature,” Anne interrupted. "W accept that the
entities in Papist blood are unrelated to cobras and puff adders; but they
have been call ed snakes for centuries, and the nane is adequate. Proceed to
your point, M. Darwin."

"You have just nade ny point for me, ma'am Five centuries have passed
since the original controversy arose. Wat we see <i>now/i> may not be what
peopl e saw <i >then</i>." He took a deep breath. "If you read the literature of
that |long-ago time, you find there was great doubt about the snakes, even
anong the Papi sts. Serpentine anal ogues were extrenely rare and difficult to
discern... unlike the very obvious entities seen today."

"Surely that can be bl aned on the equi pnent,” Anne said. "M croscopes of
that day were crude contrivances conpared to our fine nodern instruments.”

"That is the usual argunent,” Darw n nodded, "but | believe there is a
di fferent explanation."”

"Yes?"

"My argument, nma'am is based on ny observations of pigeons."

Anne blinked. "Pigeons, M. Darwi n?" She blinked again. "The birds?" She
bit her Iip. "The filthy things that perch on statues?"

"Not wild pigeons, Your Mjesty, domestic ones. Bred for show For
exanpl e, some centuries ago, a squire in Sussex took it into his head to breed
a bl ack pigeon fromhis stock of gray ones."

"Why ever would he want a bl ack pi geon?"

"That remains a mystery to me too, ma'am but the historical records are
clear. He set about the task by selecting pigeons of the darkest gray he could
find, and breeding themtogether. Over many generations, their color grew
dar ker and darker until today, the squire's descendants boast of pigeons as
bl ack as coal ."

"They boast of that?"

"Incessantly."



Darwi n seized up a piece of bread and virtually stuffed it into his
nmout h. The man had apparently becone so engrossed in tal king, he had forgotten
who sat across the table. <i>CGood</i> Anne thought; he would be | ess guarded.

"We understand the principles of aninmal husbandry,"” Anne said. "W do
not, however, see how this pertains to the Papists.”

"For the past five centuries. Your Majesty, the Papists have been goi ng
t hrough exactly the sane process... as have the Redeened, for that matter
Thi nk, ma'am In any popul ation, there are nunerous chance differences between
i ndi vidual s; the squire's pigeons, for exanple, had varying shades of gray. If
some process of selection chooses to enphasize a particular trait as

desirabl e, excluding other traits as undesirable -- if you restrict darker
birds to breeding with one another and prevent |ighter ones from contributing
to the bloodline -- the selected characteristic will tend to becone nore
pronounced wi th each generation."

"You are still tal king about pigeons, M. Darwin."

"No, ma'am" he said triunphantly, "I amtalking about Papists and the
Redeened. Let us suppose that in the tinmes of Patriarch Septus, sone people
had al nost i nperceptibl e serpentine anal ogues in their bloodstream-- a chance

occurrence, just as some people may have curls in their hair while others do
not . "

Anne opened her nouth to say that curls were frequently not a Chance
occurrence at all; but she decided to remain silent.

"Now, " Darwi n continued, "what happened anong the people of that day?
Sone saw those tiny, alnost invisible snakes; others did not. Those who saw
t hem procl ai mred, <i >This proves the unshakabl e word of Mdther Church</i>.
Those who saw not hi ng said, <i>The scriptures cannot be taken literally --
believers nust find the truth in their own hearts</i> And so the Schismsplit
the world, pitting one canp agai nst another."

"Yes, M. Darwin, W know all that."

"So, ma'am you mnmust al so know what happened i n subsequent generati ons.
The rift in belief created a simlar rift in the population. Papists only
married Papists. The Redeened only married the Redeened."

"Of course.”

"Consequently," Darwin stressed the word, "those who could see so-called
snakes in their blood only married those of simlar condition. Those who saw
not hi ng marri ed others who saw nothing. Is it any wonder that, generation by
gener ation, snakes becane nore and nore visible in Papist blood? And | ess and
less likely to be seen in the Redeened? It is sinply a matter of selective
breedi ng, ma'am The Papists are not different fromus because the Virgin put
her mark on them they are different because they selected to <i>make</i>
t hensel ves different. To <i >enphasi ze</i> the difference. And the Redeened
have no snakes in their blood for the sane reason -- sinply a side effect of
our ancestors' marital prejudice.”

"M. Darwin!" Anne said, aghast. "Such clainms! No wonder you have
angered the Papists as nuch as your own countrynen. To suggest that God's
sacred sign is a nere barnyard accident...." The Queen caught her breath.
"Sir, where is your decency?"

"I have sonething better than decency,’
have proof."

"Proof? How coul d you prove such a thing?"

"Some years ago, ma'am" he said, "I took passage on a ship sailing the
South Seas; and during that voyage, | saw things that conpletely opened ny
eyes. "

"More pigeons, M. Darw n?"

He waved his hand dism ssively. "The birds of the Pacific Islands are
hardly fit study for a scientist. Wat | observed were the efforts of
nm ssionaries, ma'am both Papists and the Redeened, preaching to the natives
who lived in those isles. Have you heard of such m ssions?"

"W sponsor several of those nissions personally, M. Darwin."

"And the results, ma' an®?"

he answered in a calmvoice. "I



"M xed," Anne confessed. "Sone tribes are open to Redenption, while
others..." she shrugged. "The Papists do no better."

"Just so. Your Majesty. As an exanple, | visited one island where the
Papi sts had been established for thirty years, yet the |local priest clainmed to
have nmade no <i>true</i> converts. Mark that word, <i>true</i>. Many of the
natives espoused Papi st beliefs, took part in Papist worship, and so on... but
the priest could find no snakes in their blood, so he told hinmself they had
not truly enbraced Mt her Church.”

"You woul d argue with the priest's concl usi on?"

"Certainly," Darwin replied. "In ny eyes, the island tribe was sinply a
cl osed popul ation that for reasons of chance never devel oped serpentine
anal ogues in their blood. If you interbreed only white pigeons, you will never
devel op a bl ack."

Anne said, "But--" then stopped stone-still, as the words of a recent

m ssion report rose in her mnd. <i>W are continually frustrated in our work
on this island; although the people bow before God's altar, their bl ood
continues to show the serpent-stain of the Unclean</i>..

"M. Darwin," Anne murmured, "could there possibly be islands where al
t he peopl e had snakes in their blood, regardless of their beliefs?"

"There are indeed, ma'am " Darwi n nodded. "Al nost all the island
popul ati ons are isol ated and honogeneous. | found some tribes wth snakes,
sone without -- no matter which missionaries mnistered there. Wen the
Papi sts | and anobng a peopl e who al ready have anal ogues in their bl oodstream
t hey soon declare that they have converted the tribe and hold great
cel ebrati ons. However, when they |and anong a peopl e whose blood is clear..

wel |, they can preach all they want, but they won't change the effects of
generations of breeding. Usually, they just give up and nove on to another
i sl and where the people are nore receptive... which is to say, where they have
the right blood to begin with."

" AR "

Anne | owered her eyes. Darwi n had been speaki ng about the Papists, but
she knew the same was true of Redeened m ssionaries. They tended to stay a
year in one place, do a few blood tests, then nove on if they could not show
results -- because results were exclusively nmeasured in bl ood rather than what
t he people professed. If mssionaries, her own nissionaries, had been
abandoni ng sincere believers because they didn't believe the conversions were
"true"... what would God think of that?

But Darwi n hadn't stopped tal king. "Qur voyage visited many isl ands,
Your Majesty, a few of which had never received m ssionaries of any kind. Sone
of those tribes had serpentine anal ogues in their blood, while sonme did not..
and each island was honogeneous. | hypothesize that the potential for
anal ogues ni ght have been distributed evenly through humankind m |l ennia ago;
but as popul ati ons grew i sol ated, geographically or socially--"

"Yes, M. Darwin, W see your point." Anne found she was tapping her
finger on the edge of the table. She stopped herself and stood up. "This

matter deserves further study. W shall instruct the police to find a place
where you can continue your work w thout disturbance from outside sources.”

Darwin's face fell. "Wuld that be a jail, nma' anP"

"A confortabl e place of sanctuary," she replied. "You will be supplied
wi th anything you need -- books, paper, all of that."

"WIIl | be able to publish?" he asked

"You will have at |east one avid reader for whatever you wite." She

favored himw th the slightest bow of her head. "You have given Us much to
t hi nk about . "

"Then let nme give you one nore thought. Your Majesty." He took a deep
breath, as if he was trying to decide if his next words would be of fensive
beyond the pal e. Then, Anne supposed, he deci ded he had nothing to | ose.
"Papi sts and the Redeenmed have been selectively breeding within their own
popul ations for five hundred years. There nmay cone a tinme when they are too
far renoved fromeach other to be... cross-fertile. Already there are runors



of an unusually high nortality rate for children with one Papist parent and
one Redeened. In tinme -- mllennia perhaps, but intime -- | believe the two
popul ations may split into separate species.”

"Separ ate species? O humans?"

"I't may happen, Your Mjesty. At this very nonent, we may be wi tnessing
the origin of two new species.”

Queen Anne pursed her lips in distaste. "The origin of species, M.
Darwin? If that is a joke, W are not anused."

<b><i >3. The Efficacy of Trisul phozymase for Preventing SA
Inconmpatibility Reactions in Births of M xed-Bl ood Parentage: </ b></i>

The hearing was held behind closed doors -- a bad sign. Julia G ant had
asked some other coll eagues what to expect and they all said, <i>Showtrial
Show trial </i> Senator McCarthy |loved to get his nane in the papers. And yet
the reporters were | ocked out today; just Julia and the Conmmittee.

A very bad sign

"CGood afternoon, Dr. Gant," MCarthy said after she had sworn to tell
the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. H's voice had a smarny
quality to it; an unpleasant man's attenpt at charm "I suppose you know why
you' re here?"

"No, senator."

"Come now, doctor," he chided, as if speaking to a five-year-old.
"Surely you nust know the purpose of this Committee? And it therefore follows
that we woul d take great interest in your work."

"My work is nedical research,"” she replied tightly. "I have no politica
interests at all." She forced herself to stare McCarthy in the eye. "I hea
the sick."

"There's sickness and there's sickness," the senator shrugged. "W can
all understand doctors who deal with sniffles and sneezes and heart attacks..
but that's not your field, is it?"

"No," she answered. "I'm a hematol ogi st, specializing in SA
conpatibility problens."

"Coul d you explain that for the Conmttee?"

The doctor suspected that every man on the Comrittee -- and they were
all nmen -- had already been briefed on her research. If nothing else, they
read the newspapers. Still, why not hunor then?

"Al'l human bl ood," she began, "is either SA-positive or SA-negative--"

"SA stands for Serpentine Anal ogue?" MCarthy interrupted.

"Yes. The nane comes fromthe outdated belief--"

"That some peopl e have snakes in their bl oodstream™ MCarthy
i nterrupted again.

"That's correct."

"<i >Do</i > sonme peopl e have snakes in their bl oodstrean?" MCarthy
asked.

"Snake-like entities," another senator corrected... probably a Denocrat.

"Serpentine anal ogues are not present in anyone's bl oodstream" Julia
said. "They don't appear until blood is exposed to air. It's a specialized
clotting mechanism triggered by an enzyme that encourages m croscopic threads
to format the site of an injury--"

"In other words," MCarthy said, "SA-positive blood works differently
from SA-negative. Correct?"

“"In this one regard, yes," Julia nodded.

"Do you think SA-positive blood is <i>better</i> than SA-negative?"

"It provides slightly nore effective clotting at wounds--"

"Do you <i>adnire</i> SA-positive blood, doctor?"

Julia stared at him Mentally, she counted to ten. "I am fascinated by
all types of blood," she answered at |ast. "SA-positive clots faster... which
is useful to stop bleeding but gives a slightly greater risk of stroke.
Overall, I'd say the good points and the bad even out. If they didn't,



evol ution woul d soon skew t he popul ati on strongly one way or the other."

McCarthy folded his hands on the table in front of him "So you believe
in evolution, Dr. Gant?"

"I"'ma scientist. | also believe in gravity, thernodynam cs, and the
uni versal gas equation."

Not a man on the Committee so nuch as smiled

"Doctor," MCarthy said quietly, "what bl ood type are you?"

She gritted her teeth. "The Suprenme Court ruled that no one has to
answer that question.”

In sudden fury, MCarthy slamred his fist onto the table. "Do you see
the Suprene Court in here with us? Do you? Because if you do, show ne those

bl ack-robed faggots and 1'll boot their pope-loving asses straight out the
wi ndow." He settled back in his chair. "I don't think you appreciate the
seriousness of your situation, Dr. Gant."

"What situation?" she demanded. "I am a nedical researcher--"

"And you' ve devel oped a new drug, haven't you?" MCarthy snapped. "A new
<i >drug</i>. That you want to | oose on the public. I wonder if the person who

i nvented heroin called herself a nedical researcher too?"

"M. MCarthy, trisul phozynase is not a narcotic. It is a carefully
devel oped pharmaceutical --"

"Whi ch encourages ni scegenati on between Papi sts and the Redeened,"
McCarthy finished. "That's what it does, doesn't it, doctor?"

"No!" She took a deep breath. '"Trisul phozymase conbats certain nedica
probl ems that occur when an SA-positive father and an SA-negative nother--"

"When a Papist nman sires his filthy whel p on a Redeened wonan," MCart hy
interrupted. "Wen a Papist <i>fucks</i> one of the Saved! <i>That's</i> what
you want to encourage, doctor? That's how you'll nake the world a better
pl ace?"

Julia said nothing. She felt her cheeks burn like a child caught in sone
forbi dden act; and she was infuriated that her reaction was guilt rather than
outrage at what MCarthy was saying.

Yes, she wanted to say, <i>t</i> wll <i>make the world a better place
to stop separating humanity into hostile canps</i>. Mst people on the planet
had no conprehensi on of either Papist or Redeened theol ogy; but sonehow, the
poi sonous i dea of blood discrimnation had spread to every country of the
gl obe, regardless of religious faith. Insanity! And mllions recognized it to
be so. Yet the McCarthys of the world found it a conveni ent |adder on which
they could clinb to power, and who was stopping then? Look at Gernany. Look at
Ireland. Look at India and Paki stan.

Ri di cul ous... and deadly, time and again throughout history. Perhaps she
shoul d set aside SA conpatibility and work on a cure for the drive to denonize
those who were different.

"A doctor deals with lives, not lifestyles," she said stiffly. "If |
were confronted with a patient whose heart had stopped beating, | would
attenpt to start it again, whether the victimwere an innocent child, a
convicted nurderer, or even a senator." She | eaned forward. "Has anyone here
ever seen an SA inconpatibility reaction? How a newborn infant dies? How the
not her goes into spasm and usually dies too? Real people, gentlenen; rea
screans of pain! Only a nonster could witness such things and still rant about
i deol ogy. "

A few Conmittee nenbers had the grace to | ook unconfortable, turning
away from her gaze; but MCarthy was not one of them "You think this is al
just ideology, doctor? A lofty discussion of philosophical doctrine?" He shook
his head in unconvincing sorrow. "I wish it were... | truly wish it were. |
wi sh the Papists weren't trying to rip down everything this country stands
for, obeying the orders of their foreign nasters to corrupt the spirit of
liberty itself. Why should | care about a scream ng woman, when she's whored
herself to the likes of then? <i>She</i> made her decision; now she has to
face the consequences. No one in this roominvented SA i nconpatibility,
doctor. <i>CGod</i> did... and | think we should take the hint, don't you?"



The sharp catch of bile rose in Julia's throat. For a nonment, she
couldn't find the strength to fight it; but she couldn't be sick, not in front
of these nen. Swallowi ng hard, she forced herself to breathe evenly until the
nmonent passed. "Senators," she said at last, "do you actually intend to
suppress trisul phozymase? To withhold |ife-saving treatnment fromthose who
need it?"

"Some might say it's a sign," MCarthy answered, "that a Redeened nan
can father a child on a Papist w thout conplications, but it doesn't work the
ot her way around. Doesn't that sound like a sign to you?"

"Senators," she said, ignoring McCarthy, "does this Committee intend to
suppress trisul phozymase?"

Sil ence. Then McCarthy gave a little smile. "How does trisul phozymase
wor k, doct or?"

Julia stared at him wondering where this new question was goi ng.
Warily, she replied, "The drug dismantles the SA factor enzyne into basic
am no acids. This prevents a nore dangerous response fromthe nother's inmmune
system which m ght otherw se produce antibodies to the enzyne. The anti bodi es
are the real problem because they may attack the baby's--"

"So what you're saying," MCarthy interrupted, "is that this drug can
destroy the snakes in a Papist's bl oodstrean®?”

"I told you, there <i>are</i> no snakes! Trisul phozyrmase tenporarily
elimnates the extra clotting enzyne that cones from SA-positive blood."

"It's only tenporary?"

"That's all that's needed. One injection shortly before the nonment of
birth--"

"But what about repeated doses?" MCarthy interrupted. "Or a nassive
dose? Coul d you <i>permanent| y</i> w pe out the SA factor in a person's
bl ood?"

"You don't administer trisul phozymase to an SA-positive person,” Julia
said. "lIt's given to an SA-negative nother to prevent--"

"But suppose you <i>did</i> give it to a Papist. A <i>big</i> dose.
<i >Lots</i> of doses. Could it destroy the SA factor forever?" He | eaned
forward eagerly. "Could it make themlike us?"

And now Julia saw it: what this hearing was all about. Because the
Conmittee couldn't really suppress the treatnent, could they? Her results were
known in the research conmunity. Even if the drug were banned here, other
countries would use it; and there woul d eventually be enough public pressure
to force re-evaluation. This wasn't about the |ives of babies and nothers;
this was about clipping the devil's horns.

Keepi ng her voice steady, she said, "It would be unconscionable to
admi ni ster this drug or any other to a person whose health did not require it.
Large doses or long-termuse of trisul phozynase woul d have side effects |
could not venture to guess." The faces in front of her showed no expression
"CGentlenen," she tried again, "in an SA-positive person, the enzyne is
<i >natural </i> A natural conponent of blood. To interfere with a body's
natural functioning when there is no nedical justification..." she threw up
her hands. "Do no harm gentlemen. The heart of the Hippocratic GCath. At the
very | east, doctors nust done harm"

"Does that mean," MCarthy asked, "that you would refuse to head a
research project into this matter?"

" VB?"
"You're the top expert in your field," MCarthy shrugged. "If anybody
can get rid of the snakes once and for all, it's you."
"Senator," Julia said, "have you no shane? Have you no shane at all? You
want to endanger lives over this... triviality? A meaningless difference you

can only detect with a mcroscope--"

"Whi ch neans they can wal k among us, doctor! Papists can wal k
<i >anong</i> us. Themwth their special blood, their snakes, their damed
i nbreeding -- they're the ones who care about what you call a triviality!
They're the ones who flaunt it in our faces. They say they're God's Chosen



Wth God's Mark of Blessing. Well, | intend to <i>erase</i> that mark, with or
wi t hout your help."

"Wthout," Julia told him "Definitely wthout."

McCarthy's gaze was on her. He did not look like a man who had j ust
recei ved an absolute no. Wth an expression far too snug, he said, "Let ne
tell you a secret, doctor. Fromour agents in the eneny canp. Even as we
speak, the Papists are planning to contami nate our water supply with their
dammed SA enzyne. Poi son us or nake us like <i>thenx/i>... one way or the
other. W <i>need</i> your drug to fight that pollution; to renove the enzyne
fromour blood before it can destroy us! \Wat about <i>that</i> Dr. Gant?
W11l your precious nedical ethic? let you work on a treatnent to keep us safe
fromtheir damed Papi st toxins?"

Julia grinmaced. "You know not hi ng about the human netabolism People
couldn't 'catch' the SA factor fromdrinking water; the enzyme would just

break down in your stomach acid. | suppose it mght be possible to produce a
nmet hyl at ed version that would eventually work its way into the bl oodstream.."
She stopped herself. "Anyway, | can't believe the Papists would be so insane
as to--"

"Right now," MCarthy interrupted, "sitting in a conmmttee room of sone
Papi st hi deaway, there are a group of nen who are just as crazy as we are.
Bel i eve that, doctor. Watever <i>we</i> are willing to do to them they are
willing to do to <i>us</i>;, the only question is, who'll do it <i>first</i>."
McCarthy settled back and cradl ed his hands on his stonmach. "Snakes al
"round, Dr. Grant. You can nmake a difference in who gets bitten."

It was, perhaps, the only true flung McCarthy had said since the hearing
had begun. Julia tried to doubt it, but couldn't. SA-positive or negative, you
could still be a ruthless bastard. She said not hing.

McCarthy stared at her a few nonments nore, then glanced at the men on
both sides of him "Let's consider this hearing adjourned, all right? Gve Dr.
Gant a little time to think this over." He turned to | ook straight at her. "A
<i>little</i> time. W'll contact you in a few days... find out who scares you
nore, us or them"

He had the nerve to wink before he turned away. The other senators filed
fromthe room alnost bunmping into each other in the hurry to | eave.
Conplicitous men... weak nmen, for all their power. Julia remained in the
unconfortable "Wtness Chair," giving themanple tine to scurry away; she
didn't want to lay eyes on them again when she finally went out into the
corridor.

Using trisul phozymase on an SA-positive person... what would be the
effect? Predictions were al nost worthl ess in biochem stry -- medi cal science
was a vast ocean of ignorance dotted with researchers trying to stay afloat in
makeshi ft canoes. The only prediction you could safely make was that a | arge
enough dose of <i>any</i> drug would kill the patient.

On the other hand, better to inject trisul phozymase into SA-positive
peopl e than SA-negative. The chenical reactions that broke down the SA enzyne
al so broke down the trisul phozynase -- nutual assured destruction. If you
didn't have the SA enzyne in your blood, the trisul phozymase would build up to
| ethal levels much faster, sinply because there was nothing to stop it.

SA-positive people could certainly tolerate dosages that would kill a...
Julia felt a chill wash through her. She had created a drug that would
poi son SA-negatives but not SA-positives... that could selectively massacre

t he Redeened whil e | eaving the Papists standing. And her research was a matter
of public record. How long would it take before soneone on the Papist side
made t he connection? One of those nen McCarthy had tal ked about, just as
ruthl ess and crazy as the senator hinself.

How |l ong would it take before they used her drug to slaughter half the
wor | d?

There was only one way out: put all the snakes to sleep. If Julia could
somehow wave her hands and nmake every SA-positive person SA-negative, then the
playing field would be | evel again. No, not the playing field -- the killing



field.

Insanity... but what choice did she have? Sign up with MCarthy; get rid
of the snakes before they began to bite; pray the side effects could be
treated. Perhaps, if saner mnds prevailed, the process would never be
depl oyed. Perhaps the threat woul d be enough to force some kind of bilatera
enzyne di sar manent .

Feeling twenty years older, Dr. Julia Gant left the hearing room The
corridor was enpty; through the great glass entryway at the front of the
bui | di ng, she could see late afternoon sunlight slanting across the marble
steps. A single protester stood on the sidewal k, nutely hol ding a sign al oft
-- no doubt what MCarthy would call a Papist symnpathizer, traitorously
opposi ng a duly appoi nted congressional conmttee.

The protester's sign read, <i>"Wwy do you concern yourself with the
sl eeping creature before you, when you are blind to the serpents in your own
heart ?"</i >

Julia turned away, hoping the building had a back door



