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If you had a choice between loving someone wholly- with all their flaws- or providing them with a chance at perfection, which would you choose? 

I guess for our society, we chose the latter. 

I’m seated in my usual lab seat, with steady hands dexterously splicing the ends of a gene extracted from an individual with an IQ of 190. Said individual sadly passed over 50 years ago, but it appears that his legacy has transcended into providing prospective children with a mind as brilliant as his own. For a person to be so magnanimous to share his genes with the world, it’s a shame that no one knows his name. Only his date of birth and death. I wonder if he did accomplish great things, if he made an indelible mark on the history of our past. I wonder if his arcane past held glorious tales of his contributions to mankind, whether his story had been buried between the synopsised paragraphs of our history books. Or if he lived a mundane, average life, masquerading the genius that lurked beneath his soul. As always, my musings dissipate as my attention pivots to the task at hand: isolating the sequence of nucleotides on the alleles. I used to languish at the tedium of this precise process, but after a while it has become something of second nature to me. After all, how can it not, considering the non-stop flow of order requests from the clinics. The tension knitting my eyebrows in concentration slackens as I successfully accomplish another order, and a usual satisfaction blooms in my chest. With every completed order, I change a life. This is my vocation, and I wear it like a badge of honour, with nothing but unbridled pride in the impact of my work. 

I finish up the last of the paperwork, signing off on another successful case. For every successful modification I am grateful, as despite the rapid developments in our field and my precision of skill, a lot of these things are still based on luck. Sometimes they work and sometimes they don’t. I guess in some way even science can’t alter the will of God. 

Shrugging off my lab coat, I take care to sterilise and wash my hands before heading out for a lunch break. The doors of the facility slide open and the sunlight comes streaming into the otherwise plain room. The warm glow of the golden light brushes against my skin, invigorating me with energy. I make my way into the city square, where myriads of food options await my ravenous appetite. It’s good fortune that the government prioritizes my work enough to place the facility in the heart of the city. A stunning, busting city bursting at its seams with activity. In the dead of the night, if you hold your breath and stay very, very silent, you can almost hear the whir of electricity buzzing beneath you. Feel the air saturated with the buzz of electricity, lightly tingling your skin. Even with the absence of a single soul, the heart of our city will always remain ignited with a spark. Truly the city that never sleeps. Grand skyscrapers tower above the cityline, reaching for the cumulonimbus
 clouds that shadow our city. Light gleams of mirrored surfaces of these buildings, creating prisms of rainbows that shine on the smooth concrete walkways. A faint floral aroma wafts through the air, courtesy of the built-in aroma enhancers embedded in the walls. As I walk past the burgeoning crowd, I begin to marvel at the beauty possessed by everyone. High cheekbones, defined jawlines, wide eyes sparkling with the fervour of energy, glowing porcelain skin, complemented with impeccable physiques of slender women and muscular men. Even the children embody beauty with an air of grace, despite the rugged cheekiness that accompanies their youth. Our society is the epitome of perfection. Of course whether they're pure or not is another thing, but then again when it boils down to it, it doesn't matter. Those with unaltered genes are referred to in our society as the genetically pure. Those whose direct bloodlines have been genetically altered, regardless of whether they themselves have been altered, are excluded from the mix. Naturally, the group of genetically pure individuals have dwindled to an almost negligible percentage of our society, but long ago they were revered as the elite. Those at the top of our hierarchy. They were deemed to have been especially chosen by God, having been blessed with such pristine genes that undergoing genetic modification would be unnecessary. These people were gifted, possessing natural beauty, intelligence, fitness and talent. Of course now, our society has evolved. Only the bigoted puritants would fuss over the purity of one’s lineage, but still, it’s become a taboo topic in our society. An intimate private information only known to the individual themselves. As for me, I’m blessed to be a part of this rare group, thanks to the carefully maintained lineage of my ancestors. It doesn’t make me better than others of course, but it does feel good to have something intrinsic that is unique to me. Knowing that in a room, I’m likely to be the most special one. However, that being said, it makes me no better than anyone else, as our worth will always be defined by our merits- our actions define us. I am conferred no benefits or advantage for my purity, and am glad that our society has reached a state of equality that such things hold no more significance. 

The dim lighting of the restaurant alludes to its opulence, with the luxurious atmosphere highlighted through its simplistic yet sophisticated decor. I am seated at a side table, alone, and while waiting for the dishes I take time to ruminate over the most arguably important decision of my life: how to have a child. As of now my hectic work schedule disallows me from maintaining a relationship, and I have no intention to give up my reputable profession for a gamble with love. At the same time having a child has always been a dream of mine, and with the childcare facilities located near my workplace as a perk of the job, it seems wasteful to let something as arbitrary as romance hinder my process in becoming a mother. The option of bearing my own child that is wholly mine is available, and so far that seems to be the most desirable option. How this would proceed would be the extraction of stem cells from my bone marrows, followed by their conversion into gametes. It still astounds me that scientists have found a way to stimulate and control the specialisation of stem cells, and luckily, this seemingly solves all my problems. Not that it would matter a lot to me, but there is comfort in knowing that my child would also be genetically pure, that I would not be the anomaly of my lineage to tarnish this pure bloodline. Plus the added benefit of bypassing the tedious process of finding a sperm donor and undergoing zygotic genetic modification means the cost would be lower, but at the same time, it’s not going to be an easy process…  As my food arrives, the tantalising aroma of the food begins to cloud my thoughts, as I push them aside to devour my food. Slowly, a sense of excitement builds within me, as I realise that soon, hopefully by next year, I will be a mother. 

Two months later 
‘It appears that you are ready to begin the fertilisation process. Your vitals are steady and the stem cells harvested last month have been successfully stimulated. If you are okay with it, we may begin the invitro-fertilisation process.’ 

The ball of tension in my stomach releases itself, as I breathe out a sigh of relief. Thank goodness. The hardest part of the process is over. Months of being painfully prodded and examined, days spent in hospitals extracting the necessary cells, I’m lucky that the whole process so far has been relatively smooth sailing. 

I’m going to have a child. 

Suddenly it feels like this tedious process is arduously long, and impatience bubbles in me. All at once I wish that I could be transported into the future- not in fear of the pregnancy process but in excitement to meet this beautiful child of mine. Immediately I know that I cannot delay this process any way more. 

Locking eyes with the attending obstetrician, with a determination in my eyes conveying an assured sense of certainty, I nod my head.

‘Yes, please proceed with the fertilisation stage.’ 

Seven weeks into pregnancy
I am lying on a cushioned leather chair, nestled in the middle of the sterile clinic. Leaning back, my field of vision encapsulates only the ceiling, the white fluorescent light harsh against the mellow blue tones of the room. My doctor- the obstetrician- had just taken a scan of my belly, along with a sample of my blood. I was promised another Ultrasound viewing after the results come back. As I wait for my doctor to return, I ruminate over the possible results in a feeble attempt to ease my growing anticipation. It’s just the gender, but that alone makes my heart quiver with excitement. Could it be a boy or a girl? I wonder which I would prefer. It’s something I’ve been debating the past week, but all my ruminations eventually led to the conclusion that it didn’t matter. But if that were true why then, can I feel the urgent pulse of my heartbeats, thudding against my chest. My fingers curl into my palms, as I flex and unfurl them over and over to release some tension. Finally, after what feels like an eternity, the door clicks open, signalling the return of my doctor.

However, something’s wrong. The air hangs heavy with an ominous feeling, and the tense posture of my doctor alludes to a problem. Her eyebrows are knitted in an apprehensive fashion, as her steps become slow and cautious. Her eyes flit around the room, unable to meet mine. My palpitating heart does not slow, but my excitement starts to abate as dread fills me. What could possibly happen? Everything has been going well, exceedingly well for that matter. I try to recall the past month- days spent adhering to a rigid regiment, of eating the most nutritionally well-balanced food, doing breathing exercises and taking supplements. I remember diligently following it, but what if I had a momentary lapse that resulted in something bad happening? What could have happened? Sweat starts to bead along my hairline, as I look up to see my doctor staring at me with a look of sympathy in her eyes. No, not sympathy. Pity. Which could only mean something drastic. 

‘How are they?’ I force the words out, preparing myself for the answer. 

‘Well… it’s evident that you’ve been adhering to your regiment. Your health is at its peak, and your body is in its top condition.’ She smiles nervously, evidently hoping to cushion whatever blow is coming. 

‘But there’s a problem. In the blood samples we’ve taken it appears that… your child has developed a disability. It has an aberration in its chromosomal number…’ 

For a moment, the world stills. My breath is seemingly knocked from my lungs as I halt, watching the world slow around me. I watch the grotesque curl of my doctor’s lips as her mouth constructs words that blur into the silence. There is a chill on the nape of my neck, which could explain the goosebumps that have appeared on my skin. It takes me a moment to register the truth, and when I do I am suddenly slammed into the reality of the situation. 

‘Wha- What?’ Words struggle to form, and I notice how I am struggling to inhale short, laboured spurts of breath. 

‘What does this mean?’ Of course I know what it means. Damaged. My child is genetically damaged. 

‘It means that your child has to undergo the necessary genetic modifications to rectify this error.’ 

To any other mother-to-be, this news isn’t earth-shattering. After all, in the early stages of pregnancy the embryo can still be genetically modified. Of course the procedure is a lot more complex, but for children with genetic damage the cost is heavily subsidised. 

But not for me. And my doctor knows it. 

It means that the purity of my genetic lineage ends here. It signifies the end of another pure bloodline, the death of a legacy. It means that I have failed. 

My child is an anomaly. 

And according to the recently enacted statute, all anomalies are to be modified. Along with that, to prevent any potential ‘disadvantages’, their genes are to be spliced and replaced with that of exemplar genes. Science’s cruel way of overthrowing the arbitrary birth lottery. 

‘It’s a boy. In case you were wondering.’ My doctor smiles at me, eyes conveying more sympathy than genuine joy. She takes my silence as a cue to leave, leaving me behind to chew over my thoughts. 

·   

7 days. That’s the countdown to the procedure. 

Over the past few days I’ve already received countless emails outlining the whole process. From the details to recommendations to support groups, my inbox has been continually inundated with reminders of this… misfortune. A stark reminder of my failure as a mother. 
As the day draws closer I am forced to confront the impending reality of this circumstance: my child is going to be altered. At first I chalked my disappointment up to the internalised shame of being the one to break the purity of our lineage. But over time it’s irrefutable that that isn’t the sole reason. Or even the biggest reason. 
It is the thought that I may never meet my true, real son. It is the thought that my son will never be wholly who he is, or who he was meant to be. It is the thought that the boy blessed to me, will be crudely modified in a lab, never to show his exact self. These are the thoughts that have plagued me throughout the nights. With all his flaws, deleterious aberrations or not, I want my boy to be wholly himself. Not just a shell for elite traits, not just a perfect mould. I want the truest version of my son there is. 

As the thoughts muddle my head, I decide that I can no longer stand being cooped up at home. I grab my keys and wallet, before stalking out the door in a feeble attempt to dissipate my growing frustration. 

On the outside, it appears that nothing is amiss. The brilliant blue sky paints a canvas across our city scape, with puffy white clouds arranged as cirrus. The air is crisp and light, and the atmosphere is saturated with a lighthearted exuberance. It strongly juxtaposes with the internal storm waging inside, making me feel even more like an anomaly. 

As I pass the people on the street, I feel something irking me, the discomfort demanding my attention. Attuning myself to my surroundings, I try to shake off this odd feeling. Until someone smiles at me, their lips curling into a symmetrical grin, flashing their porcelain white and impossibly straight teeth at me and suddenly it hits me. Everyone looks the same. Not identical, but down to their common features, everyone looks the same. It’s subtle, but once you notice the relative resemblance it becomes extremely unnerving. Now, features that were once beautiful in my eyes appear grotesque to me. Smiles that look artificial, unyielding postures, teeth resembling fangs more closely, porcelain skin that look… fake. It’s a tessellation of repeated features, appearing everywhere in everyone I pass. From their sharp features to lean physiques, it’s difficult to even differentiate one from the other. 
It becomes clear: the pattern of perfection has been woven into the fabric of our society. 

Suddenly, I am overcome with immense disgust. Feeling increasingly suffocated, I hurriedly stumble back into my apartment, eager to escape the stifling societal sphere. As I collapse onto the couch, I am inexplicably overwhelmed with a feeling reminiscent of trepidation. Wait no- it is fear. Fear that seeps into my veins, so innate and brutal in its ability to crumble a being. 
I am scared. I am scared that one day, my son will grow up to become one of the pawns in our society’s quest for perfection. I am scared that my son will never truly be mine, always a product of humanity’s most elite genes. I am scared that one day, my son will look at himself in the mirror, and see nothing special in his eyes. That he will see himself as another pattern in our society. As someone insignificant. 

As these thoughts continually flood my brain, surprisingly, the fog that has been clouding my mind lifts, allowing my perspective to come into focus. Perhaps in a moment of inevitable acceptance, I start to realise my only course of action… 

7 days later 
This is it. Standing in front of the clinic, my heart pounds with initial fear and trepidation. Yet I remain steadily grounded, with the certainty that I’ve made the best choice. For my son. Before entering, I say a small prayer, something uncharacteristic for my atheist scientific self. Mustering up my courage, I open the doors to the clinic, cognisant of the fact that in the next hour or so, my life is about to be greatly altered… 

Case 7831: 
Suspect found guilty and charged posthumously of seeking and undergoing illegal abortion. 

Cause of death: Internal Hemorrhaging 
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