stand. A few died; of the rest, the least susceptible divided into two; most
put out four buds; some eight; all were returned to the incubators, where
the buds began to develop; then, after two days, were suddenly chilled,
chilled and checked. Two, four, eight, the buds in their turn budded; and
having budded were dosed almost to death with alcohol; consequently
burgeoned again and having budded—bud out of bud out of bud—were
thereafter—further arrest being generally fatal—left to develop in peace.
By which time the original egg was in a fair way to becoming anything
from eight to ninety-six embryos—a prodigious improvement, you will
agree, on nature. Identical twins—but not in piddling twos and threes as
in the old viviparous days, when an egg would sometimes accidentally
divide; actually by dozens, by scores at a time.

“Scores,” the Director repeated and flung out his arms, as though he
were distributing largesse. “Scores.”

But one of the students was fool enough to ask where the advantage
lay.

“My good boy!” The Director wheeled sharply round on him. “Can’t
you see? Can’t you see?” He raised a hand; his expression was solemn.
“Bokanovsky’s Process is one of the major instruments of social stabil-
ity!”

Major instruments of social stability.

Standard men and women; in uniform batches. The whole of a small
factory staffed with the products of a single bokanovskified egg.

“Ninety-six identical twins working ninety-six identical machines!”
The voice was almost tremulous with enthusiasm. “You really know
where you are. For the first time in history.” He quoted the planetary
motto. “Community, Identity, Stability.” Grand words. “If we could bo-
kanovskify indefinitely the whole problem would be solved.”

LIMBSWOONUNDERGRAFT

XV from PROCREATION SONNETS (1609)
William Shakespeare

When I consider every thing that grows
Holds in perfection but a little moment,
That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows
Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;
When I perceive that men as plants increase,
Cheered and checked even by the self-same sky,
Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,
And wear their brave state out of memory;
Then the conceit of this inconstant stay
Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,
Where wasteful Time debateth with decay
To change your day of youth to sullied night,
And all in war with Time for love of you,

As he takes from you, I engraft you new.
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