Attack of the Clones (Not an over budget George Lucas production.)-
By RS Sanscrainte

The word “clone” derives from the Greek term klon, meaning a “sprout” or “twig.” It refers to a method of reproduction apart from the parental, sexual-mating process that is characteristic of most organisms…
From the article, “The Ethics of Human Cloning” 

by Wayne Jackson
Christian Courier: Penpoints
Monday, April 30, 2001

FOUND ONLINE.  NOT RESEARCHED FOR CONTENT OR ACCURACY.
The stifled media of shrubville is assuredly being forced to keep evidence of successful human cloning under wraps.  That’s the problem with the people we’ve come to depend on for news.  They work for a paycheck, and are by and large unholy cowards, who keep faux hair makers from bankruptcy.  I want my news to be unbiased; unfiltered by the corroded democratic war mongers who seek to force corporate monopolization upon this planet, as well as any other they might find life on. One might try to defend these spineless-misinformation-merchants by saying, “If you get canned from one newspaper or television station, you might run into a fair amount of blacklisting when trying to find future employment.”  Whatever, bitches.  You chose your fate—don’t cry in my beer.  I could be empathetic to journalists that diligently impart the same news, in a dozen different ways, over a twenty-four hour period—but I won’t.  I still don’t know what’s really going on around me.  That’s what’s different between me and news correspondents the world over.  They know the facts and won’t tell you.  I tell you what I know—but that’s usually not the facts.  Now, let me tell you what the teleprompter-dependant-stuffed-shirts won’t tell you about human clones.
It was a night or two ago, and I was in a bar.  Another evening spent in a bar was nothing out of the ordinary.  I’ve always felt solidarity in the taverns and watering holes of this nation.  A place to escape the grim realities presented by the UV infused rays of daunting sunlight.  The bar in which I’d decided to seek refreshment was hosting a karaoke night.  
Karaoke is an endeavor I’ve sworn off as self-defeating behavior, after a particularly unnerving experience when I took hold of a microphone in Windsor, Canada.  I was booed off stage and narrowly escaped permanent banishment from the country for a piss-poor rendition of the Clash’s, “Should I stay or should I go?”  I have nothing against those who choose to belt out pop tunes to complete strangers while inebriated.  Whatever gets the nut, brother…  I don’t think it was the venue, or the entertainment that brought about the revelations of that night.  Or, perhaps both factors were pertinent to the equation.  Perhaps men sporting Stetson hats and swimming trunks, who sing country music poorly, effect an individual’s power of observation in an unusual and fantastic manor.  No, it would be daft of me to credit a hillbilly crooner for my insight, it was the $ .99 margaritas—that’s the ticket to ride.  

After a pitcher and a half of cheap tequila and sour mix, I was able to block out the white noise which assaulted my eardrum; or maybe I was suffering from temporary hearing loss.  Without any auditory stimulation, my optical attention hit an apex—eyes darting from one table to the next, soaking up every molecule of the bar’s patrons at the many different tables occupying the establishment.

Each table seemed to have a different clique hunched around it.  A group of ex-high school jocks, reveling in a win early that night in softball; some frat boys, with skin red as the lipstick of a cheap whore, all trying to win the affection of a drunk chick who’s thong had climbed midway up her back; half a dozen service industry employee’s who made too much money and didn’t have the time to spend it on anything besides booze.  These groups, while at a glance appearing to be unique, were all facsimiles of each other.  Their hairstyles were the same; the beer in front of them was all the same; hanging from their ears, wrists, necks, and tongues were the same type of adornments; and in their minds swam identical thoughts of carnality and violence.  It was clear, clear like the identically manufactured cellophane wrappers shrouding each of their cigarette packages, that I was surrounded by clones.

Fear would have been the most rational emotion at that moment.  I could feel no fear swelling in my heart, just sadness.  I watched them carouse and knew it wasn’t their fault.  I knew that they were just byproducts of a callused system interested in their earning/spending potential—not their individuality.  Test tube babies are a more viable commodity in the technologically advanced 21st century.  Uniformity and conformity are manufactured traits; an individual born to caring parents will certainly be deficient.  Why not eliminate the possibilities and headaches of freethinkers by making reproduction just another science experiment?  I’m sure none of them knew they were sterile.  None of them was worried about their expendability.  It wasn’t my place to tell them.  I just sat  back and watched them drone away the night, becoming ever more depressed with every new mimic who took their turn at the mic.
When I left the bar I came home and looked at a lot of articles on cloning.  The only hope I received in researching the matter was a small blip I found on Dolly.  Do you remember Dolly, the cloned sheep?  Well, in early February of 2003, Dolly became lamb chops.  The sheep didn’t even make it to the age of three. Sheep typically live to be double that age.  Hopefully the life expectancy of the human clones inundating society will be half as long as my own.  Then it’ll just take a lot of good old fashioned screwing to get things back on track.  By then I should be about fifty.  Retirement is looking pretty damn good… 
