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Wth hindsight, | can date the begi nning of ny involvenent in the Ancestor
Wars precisely: /Saturday, June 2, 2007/. That was the night Lena dragged ne
along to the Children of Eve to be mitotyped. W’'d been out to dinner, it was
al nrost m dni ght, but the sequencing bureau was open 24 hours.

“Don’t you want to discover your place in the human famly?” she asked, fixing
her green eyes on ne, smling but earnest. “Don’t you want to find out
exactly where you bel ong on the G eat Tree?”

The honest answer woul d have been: /Wat sane person could possibly care?/
W' d only known each other for five or six weeks, though; | wasn't yet
confortable enough with our relationship to be so blunt.

“I't’s very late,” | said cautiously. “And you know | have to work tonorrow. ”
| was still fighting my way up through post-doctoral qualifications in

physi cs, supporting nyself by tutoring undergraduates and doing all the

tedi ous neni al tasks which tenured acadeni cs denanded of their slaves. Lena
was a conmuni cati ons engi neer — and at 25, the sanme age as | was, she’d had
real paid jobs for al nost four years.

“You al ways have to work. Conme on, Paul! 1t’'ll take fifteen mnutes.”

Argui ng the point would have taken twice as long. So |I told nyself that it
could do no harm and | followed her north through the gleaming city streets.

It was a mild winter night; the rain had stopped, the air was still. The
Children owned a sleek, inposing building in the heart of Sydney, prine rea
estate, an ostentatious display of the novenent’s wealth. ONE WORLD, ONE

FAM LY procl ai nred the | um nous sign above the entrance. There were bureaus in
over a hundred cities (although Eve took on various ‘culturally appropriate’
nanes in different places, from Sakti in parts of India, to Ele’ele in Sanpa)
and I'd heard that the Children were working on street-corner vendi ng-machi ne
sequencers, to recruit nenbers even nore widely.

In the foyer, a hol ographic bust of Mtochondrial Eve herself, mounted on a
mar bl e pedestal, gazed proudly over our heads. The artist had rendered our
hypot heti cal ten-thousand-times-great grandnother as a strikingly beautiful
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worman. A subj ective judgenent, certainly — but her lean, symmetrica

features, her radiant health, her purposeful stare, didn't really strike ne as
anenable to subtleties of interpretation. The aesthetic buttons being pushed
were | abell ed, unm stakably: /warrior/, /queen/, /goddess/. And | had to
admt that | felt a certain bizarre, involuntary swelling of pride at the
sight of her...as if her regal bearing and fierce eyes sonehow ‘ ennobl ed’ ne
and all her descendants...as if the ‘character’ of the entire species, our
potential for virtue, sonehow depended on having at |east one ancestor who
could have starred in a Leni Riefenstahl docunentary.

This Eve was bl ack, of course, having lived in sub-Saharan Africa sone 200, 000
years ago — but al nost everything el se about her was guesswork. 1’d heard

pal aeont ol ogi sts qui bbl e about the too-nodern features, not really conpatible
with any of the sparse fossil evidence for her contenporaries’ appearance.
Still, if the Children had chosen as their synbol of universal humanity a few
fissured brown skull fragnents fromthe Ono River in Ethiopia, the novenent
woul d surely have vani shed without a trace. And perhaps it was sinmply
mean-spirited of me to think of their Eve's beauty as a sign of fascism The

Chi l dren had al ready persuaded over two million people to acknow edge,
explicitly, a common ancestry which transcended their own superfi cial
di fferences in appearance; this all-inclusive ethos seened to undercut any

argunent linking their obsession with /pedigree/ to anything unsavoury.

| turned to Lena. “You know the Mrnons baptised her posthumously, | ast
year ?”

She shrugged the appropriation off lightly. “Wo cares? This Eve belongs to
everyone, equally. Every culture, every religion, every philosophy. Anyone
can claimher as their own; it doesn’t dimnish her at all.” She regarded the
bust admiringly, alnost reverently.

| thought: /She sat through four hours of Marx Brothers filns with ne | ast
week — bored witless, but unconplaining. So | can do this for her, can't 17?/
It seened like a sinple matter of give and take — and it wasn’'t as if | was
bei ng pressured into an enbarrassing haircut, or a tattoo.

W wal ked through into the sequencing | ounge.

W were al one, but a disenbodi ed voi ce broke through the anbi ence of
endanger ed anphi bi ans and asked us to wait. The roomwas plushly carpeted,
with a circular sofa in the mddle. Artwork fromaround the world decorated
the walls, froman uncredited Arnhem Land dot painting to a Francis Bacon
print. The explanatory text below was a worry: dire Jungi an psychobabbl e
about ‘universal primal imagery’ and ‘the collective unconscious’. | groaned
al oud — but when Lena asked what was wong, | just shook ny head innocently.

A man in white trousers and a short white tunic enmerged from a canoufl aged
door, wheeling a trolley packed with inpressively mnimalist equipnent,
rem ni scent of expensive Scandi navian audio gear. He greeted us both as
‘cousin’, and | struggled to keep a straight face. The badge on his tunic
bore his nanme, Cousin André, a snall reflection hol ogram of Eve, and a
sequence of letters and nunbers which identified his mtotype. Lena took
charge, explaining that she was a nenber, and she’d brought me along to be
sequenced.

After paying the fee — a hundred dollars, blowi ng nmy recreation budget for the
next three months — | let Cousin André prick ny thunmb and squeeze a drop of

bl ood onto a white absorbent pad, which he fed into one of the machines on the
trolley. A sequence of delicate whirring sounds ensued, conveying a
reassuring sense of precision engineering at work. Which was odd, because 1'd



seen ads for simlar devices in /Nature/ which boasted of no noving parts at
all.

While we waited for the results, the roomdinred and a | arge hol ogram
appeared, projected fromthe wall in front of us: a mcrograph of a single
living cell. /Fromnmy own blood?/ Mre likely, not fromanyone's — just a
convi nci ng photorealist ani mation.

“Every cell in your body,” Cousin André explained, “contains hundreds or

t housands of mitochondria: tiny power plants which extract energy from
carbohydrates.” The image zoonmed in on a translucent organelle, rod-shaped
with rounded ends — rather |like a drug capsule. “The najority of the DNA in
any cell is in the nucleus, and cones fromboth parents — but there’'s al so DNA
in the mtochondria, inherited fromthe nother alone. So it’'s easier to use

m tochondrial DNA to trace your ancestry.”

He didn't el aborate, but 1'd heard the theory in full several times, starting
wi th high school biology. Thanks to reconbination — the random i nterchange of
stretches of DNA between paired chronpsonmes, in the lead-up to the creation of
sperm or ova — every chronosone carried genes fromtens of thousands of

di fferent ancestors, stitched together seanlessly. Froma pal aeogenetic

per spective, analysing nuclear DNA was like trying to make sense of ‘fossils’

whi ch had been forged by cenenting together assorted bone fragnents fromten

t housand di fferent individuals.

M t ochondrial DNA came, not in paired chronosones, but in tiny |oops called

pl asmi ds. There were hundreds of plasmids in every cell, but they were al
identical, and they all derived fromthe ovum al one. Mitations aside — one
every 4,000 years or so — your mtochondrial DNA was exactly the same as that
of your nother, your maternal grandnother, great-grandnother, and so on. It
was al so exactly the sanme as that of your siblings, your maternal first
cousins, second cousins, third cousins...until different mutations striking the
plasmid on its way down through sonething |like 200 generations finally inposed
some variation. But with 16,000 DNA base pairs in the plasmd, even the 50 or
so point nutations since Eve herself didn’t amount to nuch.

The hol ogram di ssol ved fromthe mcrograph into a multicol oured di agram of
branching lines, a giant famly tree starting froma single apex |labelled with
t he ubi quitous image of Eve. Each fork in the tree narked a nutation
splitting Eve’'s inheritance into two slightly different versions. At the
bottom the tips of the hundreds of branches showed a variety of faces, sone
men, sonme woren — individuals or conposites, | couldn’t say, but each one
presunmably represented a different group of (roughly) 200th maternal cousins,
all sharing a mitotype: their own nodest variation on the comobn

200, 000-year-ol d there.

“And here you are,” said Cousin André. A stylised magnifying glass
materialised in the foreground of the hologram enlarging one of the tiny
faces at the bottomof the tree. The uncanny resenblance to nmy own features
was al nost certainly due to a snapshot taken by a hidden canera; mtochondri al
DNA had no effect whatsoever on appearance.

Lena reached into the hol ogram and began to trace ny descent with one
fingertip. “Youre a Child of Eve, Paul. You know who you are, now. And
no-one can ever take that away fromyou.” | stared at the |um nous tree, and
felt a chill at the base of ny spine — though it had nore to do with the
Children's proprietary claimover the entire species than any kind of awe in
t he presence of my ancestors.

Eve had been not hing special, no watershed in evolution; she was sinply



defined as the nbst recent conmon ancestor, by an unbroken fenmale |ine, of
every single living human. And no doubt she’d had thousands of fenale
contenporaries, but time and chance — the random death of daughterless wonen,
cat astrophes of disease and climate — had elim nated every mitochondrial trace
of them There was no need to assume that her mtotype had conferred any
speci al advantages (nost variation was in junk DNA, anyway); statistica
fluctuations al one neant that one maternal |ineage would replace all the

ot hers, eventually.

Eve's existence was a | ogical necessity: sone human (or hominid) of one era or
another had to fit the bill. It was only the timng which was contenti ous.

The timng, and its inplications.

A world gl obe sone two netres w de appeared beside the Great Tree; it had a

di stinctive Earth-from space | ook, with heavy white cumulus swirling over the
oceans, but the sky above the continents was uniformy cloudl ess. The Tree
qui vered and began to rearrange itself, converting its original rectilinear
forminto sonmething much nore m sshapen and organic — but flexing its geonetry
wi thout altering any of the relationships it enbodied. Then it draped itself
over the surface of the globe. Lines of descent becane mgratory routes.

Bet ween eastern Africa and the Levant, the tracks were tightly bunched and
parallel, like the | anes of some Pal aeolithic freeway; el sewhere, |ess
constrained by the geography, they radiated out in all directions.

A recent Eve favoured the 'Qut of Africa’ hypothesis: nodern /Honmo sapiens/
had evol ved fromthe earlier /Honb erectus/ in one place only, and had then

m grated throughout the world, out-conpeting and replacing the |ocal /Hono
erectus/ everywhere they went — and devel oping | ocalised raci al
characteristics only within the |Iast 200,000 years. The single birthplace of
the species was nost likely Africa, because Africans showed the greatest (and
hence ol dest) mitochondrial variation; all other groups seened to have
diversified nore recently fromrelatively small ‘founder’ popul ations.

There were rival theories, of course. Mre than a mllion years before /Hono
sapi ens/ even existed, /Homp erectus/ itself had spread as far as Java,
acquiring its own regional differences in appearance — and /Honmo erectus/
fossils in Asia and Europe seened to share at | east sone of the distinguishing
characteristics of living Asians and Europeans. But ‘CQut of Africa put that
down to convergent evol ution, not ancestry. |If /Hono erectus/ had turned into
/ Hono sapi ens/ independently in several places, then the mtochondrial

di fference between, say, nodern Ethiopians and Javanese shoul d have been five
or ten tinmes as great, marking their | ong separation since a nuch earlier Eve.
And even if the scattered /Honp erectus/ conmunities had not been totally

i sol ated, but had interbred with successive waves of m grants over the past

one or two mllion years — hybridising with themto create nodern humans, and
yet sonehow retaining their distinctive differences — then distinct
m t ochondri al |ineages much ol der than 200, 000 years probably shoul d have

survi ved, too

One route on the globe flashed brighter than the rest. Cousin André
explained, “This is the path your own ancestors took. They |left Ethiopia — or
maybe Kenya or Tanzani a — headi ng north, about 150,000 years ago. They spread
slowy up through Sudan, Egypt, Israel, Palestine, Syria and Turkey while the
interglacial stretched on. By the start of the last Ice Age, the eastern
shore of the Black Sea was their honme.” As he spoke, tiny pairs of footprints
materi al i sed al ong the route.

He traced the hypothetical mgration through the Caucasus Muntains, and al
the way to northern Europe — where the linits of the technique finally cut the



story dead: sone four mllennia ago (give or take three), when ny Germanic

t wo- hundr edi sh-great grandnot her had given birth to a daughter with a single
change in her mitochondrial junk DNA: the last recorded tick of the nolecul ar
cl ock.

Cousin André wasn't finished with me, though. “As your ancestors nobved into
Europe, their relative genetic isolation, and the demands of the | ocal
climate, gradually led themto acquire the characteristics which are known as
Caucasi an. But the same route was travelled many tines, by wave after wave of
m grants, sonetines separated by thousands of years. And though, at every
step along the way, the newtravellers interbred with those who' d gone before,
and came to resenble them..dozens of separate maternal |lines can still be
traced back along the route — and then down through history again, along

di fferent paths.”

My very cl osest maternal cousins, he explained — those with exactly the sane
mtotype — were, not surprisingly, nostly Caucasians. And expanding the
circle to include up to 30 base pair differences brought in about 5 per cent
of all Caucasians — the 5 per cent with whom | shared a conmon naterna
ancestor who'd lived sone 120,000 years ago, probably in the Levant.

But a nunber of that woman’s own cousins had apparently headed east, not
north. Eventually, their descendants had nade it all the way across Asia,
down t hrough I ndochina, and then south through the archipel agos, travelling
across |land bridges exposed by the | ow ocean | evels of the Ice Age, or naking
short sea voyages fromisland to island. They' d stopped just short of
Australi a.

So | was nore closely related, maternally, to a small group of New Gui nean

hi ghl anders than | was to 95 per cent of Caucasians. The magnifying gl ass
reappear ed besi de the gl obe, and showed ne the face of one of my living 6000th
cousins. The two of us were about as dissimlar to the naked eye as any two
peopl e on Earth; of the handful of nucl ear genes which coded for attributes

i ke pignentation and facial bone structure, one set had been favoured in
frozen northern Europe, and another in this equatorial jungle. But enough

m t ochondri al evidence had survived in both places to reveal that the I oca
honopgeni sati on of appearance was just a veneer, a recent gloss over an ancient
network of invisible fam |y connections.

Lena turned to nme triunphantly. “You see? All the old nyths about race,
culture, and kinship — instantly refuted! These people’s i medi ate ancestors
lived in isolation for thousands of years, and didn't set eyes on a single
white face until the twentieth century. Yet they're nearer to you than | am”

| nodded, smiling, trying to share her enthusiasm It /was/ fascinating to
see the whol e naive concept of ‘race’ turned inside out like this — and | had
to admire the Children’s sheer audacity at claining to be able to map

hundr ed- t housand-year-ol d rel ati onships with such precision. But | couldn't
honestly say that ny life had been transfornmed by the revelation that certain
white total strangers were nore distant cousins to ne than certain black ones.
Maybe there were die-hard raci sts who woul d have been shaken to the core by
news like this..but it was hard to imagi ne themrushing along to the Children
of Eve to be nitotyped

The far end of the trolley beeped, and ejected a badge just |ike Cousin
André’'s. He offered it to me; when | hesitated, Lena took it and pinned it
proudly to ny shirt.

Qut on the street, Lena announced soberly, “Eve is going to change the world.
We're lucky; we'll live to see it happen. W’ ve had a century of peopl e being



sl aughtered for belonging to the wong kinship groups — but soon, /everyone/
wi || understand that there are ol der, deeper blood ties which confound al
their shall ow historical prejudices.”

/You nean...li ke the Biblical Eve confounded all the prejudices of
fundamentalist Christians? O like the inage of the Earth from space put an
end to war and pollution?/ | tried diplomatic silence; Lena regarded nme with

consternation, as if she couldn't quite believe that | could harbour any
doubts after my own unexpected /blood ties/ had been reveal ed.

| said, “Do you renenber the Rwandan massacres?”
“Of course.”

“Weren't they nore to do with a class system — which the Bel gi an col onists
exacerbated for the sake of administrative conveni ence — than anythi ng you
could describe as ennmity between /kinship groups/? And in the Bal kans -”

Lena cut me off. “Look, sure, any incident you can point to will have a
convol uted history. |’mnot denying that. But it doesn’'t mean that the
solution has to be inpossibly conplicated, too. And if everyone involved had
known what we know, had /felt/ what we’'ve felt -” she closed her eyes and
smled radiantly, an expression of pure contentnment and tranquillity “— that
deep sense of bel onging, through Eve, to a single fam |y which enconpasses al
of humanity...do you honestly imagi ne that they could have turned on each ot her
i ke that?”

| should have protested, in tones of bew I dernment: /Wat ‘deep sense of
belonging’? | felt nothing. And the only thing the Children of Eve are doing
is preaching to the converted./

What was the worst that could have happened? If we’d broken up, right there
and then, over /the political significance of pal aeogenetics/, then the

rel ati onship was obviously doomed fromthe start. And however nmuch | hated
confrontation, it was a fine |line between tact and di shonesty, between
accommodati ng our differences and conceal i ng t hem

And yet. The issue seened far too arcane to be worth fighting over — and
t hough Lena clearly held some passionate views on it, | couldn’t really see
the topic arising again if | kept my big nouth shut, just this once.

| said, “Maybe you're right.” | slipped an arm around her, and she turned and
kissed ne. It began to rain again, heavily, the downpour strangely calmin
the still air. W ended up back at Lena's flat, saying very little for the

rest of the night.

| was a coward and a fool, of course — but | had no way of know ng, then, just
how nuch it woul d cost ne.

A few weeks later, | found nyself showi ng Lena around the basenent of the UNSW
physi cs department, where ny own research equi pment was cranmed i nto one
corner. It was late at night (again), and we were alone in the building;
variously col oured fluorescent display screens hovered in the darkness, like

di stant icons for the other post-doctoral projects in sone chilly academc
cyber space.

| couldn’t find the chair 1'd bought for nyself (despite security measures
escal ating froma sinple nane tag to increasingly sophisticated conputerised



alarns, it was always being borrowed), so we stood on the cold bare concrete
besi de the apparatus, lit by a single fading ceiling panel, and | conjured up
sequences of zeros and ones which echoed the strangeness of the quantum worl d.

The i nf amous Ei nst ei n- Podol sky- Rosen correl ati on — the entangl ement of two

m croscopic particles into a single quantum system — had been investi gated
experimentally for over twenty years, but it had only recently becone possible
to explore the effect with anything nore conplicated than pairs of photons or
electrons. | was working with hydrogen atons, produced when a single hydrogen
nol ecul e was di ssociated with a pulse froman ultraviolet laser. Certain
nmeasurenents carried out on the separated atons showed statistica

correl ati ons which only made sense if a single wave function enconpassing the
two responded to the nmeasurenent process instantaneously — regardl ess of how
far apart the individual atons had travelled since their tangible nolecular
bonds were broken: netres, kilonetres, |ight-years.

The phenonenon seemed to nock the whol e concept of distance — but ny own work
had recently hel ped to dispel any notion that EPR mght lead to a
faster-than-light signalling device. The theory had al ways been cl ear on that
poi nt, though sone people had hoped that a flaw in the equations would provide
a | oophol e.

| explained to Lena, “Take two machi nes stocked with EPR-correl ated atomns, one
on Earth and one on Mars, both capable of, say, measuring orbital angular
nmonentum either vertically or horizontally. The results of the neasurenents
woul d al ways be random..but the machine on Mars could be nade to enit data
which either did, or didn't, mmc precisely the random data com ng out of the
machi ne on Earth at the very same time. And that mimcry could be switched on
and off — instantaneously — by altering the type of neasurenments bei ng nade on
Earth.”

“Li ke having two coins which are guaranteed to fall the sane way as each
ot her,” she suggested, “so long as they're both being thrown right-handed.
But if you start throwing the coin on Earth with your left hand, the
correl ation vani shes.”

“Yeah — that’'s a perfect analogy.” | realised belatedly that she’d probably
heard this all before — quantum nechanics and information theory were the
foundati ons of her own field, after all — but she was listening politely, so
continued. “But even when the coins are magically agreeing on every single
toss...they’'re both still giving equal nunbers of heads and tails, at random
So there’s no way of encoding any nessage into the data. You can’t even tell
from Mars, when the correlation starts and stops — not unless the data from
Earth gets sent along for comparison, by sone conventional neans |like a radio
transm ssion — defeating the whole point of the exercise. EPRitself
conmuni cat es not hi ng.”

Lena contenplated this thoughtfully, though she was clearly unsurprised by the
verdi ct.

She said, “lIt comunicates nothing between separated atoms — but if you bring
them together, instead, it can still tell you what they’'ve done in the past.
You do a control experinent, don't you? You nake the same measurenents on
atonms whi ch were never paired?”

“Yeah, of course.” | pointed to the third and fourth columms of data on the
screen; the process itself was going on silently as we spoke, inside an
evacuated chanber in a small grey box conceal ed behind all the el ectronics.
“The results are conpletely uncorrel ated.”



“So, basically, this machine can tell you whether or not two atoms have been
bonded t oget her ?”

“Not individually; any individual match could just be chance. But given
enough atons with a common history — yes.” Lena was smiling conspiratorially.
| said, “Wat?”

“Just ...humour me for a noment. Wat’'s the next stage? Heavier atons?”

“Yes, but there’s nore. [I’'Il split a hydrogen nolecule, let the two separate
hydrogen atoms conbine with two fluorine atonms — any ol d ones, not correl ated
— then split both hydrogen fluoride nol ecul es and make measurenents on /the
fluorine atons/...to see if | can pick up an indirect correlation between them
a second-order effect inherited fromthe original hydrogen nol ecule.”

The truth was, | had little hope of getting funded to take the work that far
The basic experinmental facts of EPR had been settled now, so there wasn't much
of a case for pushing the neasurenent technol ogy any further.

“I'n theory,” Lena asked innocently, “could you do the same with sonethi ng nuch
| arger? Like... DNA?”

| laughed. “No.”

“l don’t nmean: could you do it, here, a week fromtonmorrow? But — if two
strands of DNA had been bonded together...would there be any correl ation at
all?”

| baul ked at the idea, but confessed, “There might be. | can't give you the
answer off the top of nmy head; |I'd have to borrow sone software fromthe

bi ochem sts, and nodel the interaction precisely.”

Lena nodded, satisfied. “l think you should do that.”

“/Why?/ 1’1l never be able to try it, for real.”

“Not with this junkyard-grade equi pnent.”

| snorted. “So tell me who's going to pay for sonething better?”

Lena gl anced around the grimbasenent, as if she wanted to record a nental
snapshot of the | ow point of my career — before everything changed conpl etely.
“Who' d finance research into a neans of detecting the quantum fingerprint of
DNA bondi ng? Who’'d pay for a chance of conputing — not to the nearest few
mllennia, but to the nearest /cell division/ — how |long ago two mtochondri al

pl asm ds were in contact?”

| was scandalised. /This/ was the idealist who believed that the Children of
Eve were the |l ast great hope for world peace?

| said, “They' d never fall for it.”

Lena stared at nme blankly for a second, then shook her head, anmused. “I’m not
tal ki ng about pulling a confidence trick — begging for a research grant on

fal se pretences.”

“Well, good. But -?"

“I"mtal ki ng about taking the noney — and doing a job that has to be done.
Sequenci ng technol ogy has been pushed as far as it can go — but our opponents



still keep finding things to quibble about: the mitochondrial nutation rate,

t he nmethod of choosing branch points for the nost probable tree, the details

of lineage |loss and survival. Even the pal aeogeneticists who are on our side
keep changing their mnds about everything. Eve's age goes up and down Iike

t he Hubbl e constant.”

“I't can’t be that bad, surely.”

Lena seized my arm her excitenent was electric, | felt it flowinto me. O
maybe she’ d just pinched a nerve.

“/This/ could transformthe whole field. No nore guesswork, no nore
conj ecture, no nore assunptions — just a single, indisputable fanly tree,
stretchi ng back 200, 000 years.”

”

“I't may not even be possible —

“But you'll find out? You'll look into it?”
| hesitated — but | couldn’t think of a single good reason to refuse. “Yes.”
Lena snmiled. “Wth /quantum pal aeogenetics/...you’' Il have the power to bring

Eve to life for the world in a way that no-one has ever done before.”

Six nonths later, the funds ran out for my work at the university: the
research, the tutoring, everything. Lena offered to support ne for three
months while | put together a proposal to subnmit to the Children. W were
already living together, already sharing expenses; sonmehow, that made it much
easier to rationalise. And it was a bad tinme of year to be | ooking for work,
| was going to be unenpl oyed anyway...

As it turned out, computer nodelling suggested that a neasurable correlation
bet ween segments of DNA coul d be picked out against the statistical noise —

gi ven enough plasmds to work with: nore like a fewlitres of blood per person
than a single drop. But | could already see that the technical problens would
take years of work to assess properly, let alone overcone. Witing it all up
was good practice for future corporate grant applications — but | never
seriously expected anything to conme of it.

Lena came with me to the nmeeting with WIlIliam Sachs, the Children’ s West
Pacific Research Director. He was in his late fifties, and /very/
conservatively dressed, fromthe classic Benetton AIDS ISN T NICE T-shirt to
the Manbo World Peace surfing dove notif board shorts. A slightly younger
version smled dowmn froma franmed cover of /Wred/; he d been guru of the
month in April 2005.

“The university physics departnment will be contracted to provide overal
supervision,” | explained nervously. “There'll be independent audits of the
scientific quality of the work every six nonths, so there’'s no possibility of
the research running off the rails.”

“The EPR correlation,” nused Sachs, “proves that all life is bound together
holistically into a grand unified neta-organism doesn't it?”

“No.” Lena kicked ne hard under the desk

But Sachs didn't seemto have heard me. “You'll be listening in to Gaia s own
theta rhythm The secret harnmony which underlies everything: synchronicity,



nor phi ¢ resonance, transnmigration.” He sighed dreamily. “I /[adore/ quantum
mechani cs. You know ny Tai Chi naster wote a book about it? /Schrddinger’s
Lotus/ — you nust have read it. Wat a mnd-fuck! And he’'s working on a
sequel , /Heisenberg’' s Mandal a/ -"

Lena intervened before | could open my nouth again. “Maybe...later generations
will be able to trace the correlation as far as other species. But in the
foreseeable future, even reaching as far as Eve will be a major technica
chal | enge.”

Cousin WIlliamseened to come back down to Earth. He picked up the printed
copy of the application and turned to the budget details at the end, which
were nostly Lena’ s work.

“Five million dollars is a ot of noney.”

“Over ten years,” Lena said smpothly. “And don’t forget that there’'s a 125
per cent tax deduction on R& expenditure this financial year. By the tine
you factor in the notional patent rights -~

“You really believe the spinoffs will be valued this highly?”

“Just | ook at Teflon.”

“1"I'l have to take this to the board.”

When the good news cane through by email, a fortnight later, | was al nost
physically sick

| turned to Lena. “Wat have | done? What if | spend ten years on this, and
it all comes to nothing?”

She frowned, puzzled. “There are no guarantees of success — but you’ ve nmade
that clear, you haven't been dishonest. Every great endeavour is plagued wth
uncertainties — but the Children have decided to accept the risks.”

In fact, | hadn’t been agonising over the norality of relieving rich idiots
with a gl obal notherhood fixation of |arge sums of nbney — and quite possibly
havi ng nothing to give themin return. | was nore worried about what it would

mean for ny career if the research turned out to be a cul -de-sac, and produced
no results worth publishing.

Lena said, “It’'s all going to work out perfectly. | have faith in you, Paul.”
And that was the worst of it. She did.

W | oved each other — and we were, both, using each other. But | was the one
who kept on |ying about what was soon to beconme the npbst inportant thing in
our lives.

In the winter of 2010, Lena took three nmonths off work to travel to Nigeria in
the nane of technology transfer. Her official rb6le was to advise the new
government on the nodernisation of the comruni cations infrastructure — but she
was al so training a few hundred | ocal operators for the Children’s | atest |ow
cost sequencer. M EPR technique was still inits infancy — barely able to

di stinguish identical twins fromtotal strangers — but the origina



m t ochondri al DNA anal ysers had becone extrenely small, rugged and cheap

Africa had proved highly resistant to the Children in the past, but it seened
that the novenent had finally gained a foothold. Every time Lena called ne
from Lagos — her eyes shining with mssionary zeal — | went and checked the
Great Tree, trying to decide whether its scranmbling of traditional notions of
famlial proximty would render the ex-conbatants in the recent civil war
nore, or less, fraternal toward each other if the sequencing fad really took
off. The factions were already so ethnically mxed, though, that it was

i mpossible to cone to a definite verdict; so far as | could tell, the war had
been fought between alliances shaped as nuch by certain 21st-century acts of
political patronage as by any invocation of ancient tribal loyalties.

Near the end of her stay, Lena called ne in the early hours of the norning (ny
time), so angry she was alnost in tears. “I'mflying straight to London
Paul. 1’Il be there in three hours.”

| squinted at the bright screen, dazed by the tropical sunshine behind her
“Why? \What’' s happened?” | had visions of the Children undernining the
fragile cease-fire, igniting sone unspeakabl e et hnic hol ocaust — then flying
out to have their wounds tended by the best m crosurgeons in the world, while
the country descended into chaos behind them

Lena reached off-canera and hit a button, pasting a section of a news report
into a corner of the transm ssion. The headline read: Y-CHROMOSOVE ADAM
STRI KES BACK! The picture bel ow showed a near-naked, muscul ar, blond white
man (curiously devoid of body hair — rather like Mchelangelo’s /David/ in a
bi son-skin loin-cloth) aimng a spear at the reader with suitably balletic
gr ace.

| groaned softly. It had only been a matter of time. 1In the cell divisions
| eadi ng up to sperm production, nost of the DNA of the Y chronosome underwent
reconmbi nation with the X chronosonme — but part of it remained al oof,
unscranbl ed, passed down the purely paternal line with the sane fidelity as
m t ochondri al DNA passed from nmot her to daughter. 1In fact, with nore
fidelity: mutations in nuclear DNA were nmuch | ess frequent, which made it a
much | ess useful nolecul ar cl ock.

“They claimthey’ ve found a single male ancestor for all northern Europeans -
just 20,000 years ago! And they're presenting this /bullshit/ at a

pal aeogeneti cs conference in Canbridge tonmorrom” | scanned the article as
Lena wail ed; the news report was all tabloid hype, it was difficult to tel
what the researchers were actually asserting. But a nunmber of right wng
groups who’'d | ong been opposed to the Children of Eve had embraced the results
wi t h obvi ous gl ee.

| said, “So why do you have to be there?”
“To defend Eve, of course! W can't let themget away with this!”

My head was throbbing. “If it’s bad science, let the experts refute it. It’'s
not your problem?”

Lena was silent for a while, then protested bitterly, “You /know nmale

| ineages are lost faster than femal e ones. Thanks to pol ygyny, a single
paternal line can domi nate a population in far fewer generations than a
maternal line.”

“So the claimmght be right? There might have been a single, recent
‘northern European Adam ?”



“Maybe,” Lena admitted begrudgingly. “But../so what/? Wat’'s that supposed
to prove? They haven't even /tried/ to look for an Adamwho's a father to the
whol e speci es!”

| wanted to reply: O course it proves nothing, changes nothing. /No sane
person coul d possibly care./ But...who made /kinship/ such a big issue in the
first place? Who did their best to propagate the notion that everything that
matters depends on /fanmily ties/?

It was far too late, though. Turning against the Children would have been
sheer hypocrisy; 1'd taken their noney, |1'd played al ong.

And | couldn’t abandon Lena. If my love for her went no further than the
t hi ngs we agreed on, then that wasn't |ove at all

| said nunmbly, “I should make the 3 o’ clock flight to London. 1’Il neet you
at the conference.”

The tenth annual Wbrld Pal aeogeneti cs Forum was being held in a pyrani d-shaped
building in an astroturfed science park, far fromthe university canpus. The
pl acard-wavi ng crowd nade it easy to spot. HANDS OFF EVE! DIE, NAZI SCUM
NEANDERTHALS QUT! (/What?/) As the taxi drove away, ny jet-lag caught up
with me and my knees al nost buckled. M aimwas to find Lena as rapidly as
possi bl e and get us both out of harmis way. Eve could | ook after herself.

She was there, of course, gazing with serene dignity froma dozen T-shirts and
banners. But the Children — and their marketing consultants — had recently
been ‘fine-tuning’ her inmage, and this was the first chance 1'd had to see the
results of all their focus groups and consuner feedback workshops. The new
Eve was slightly paler, her nose a little thinner, her eyes narrower. The
changes were subtle, but they were clearly ained at making her | ook nore
‘pan-racial’ — nore like sonme far-future common descendant, bearing traces of
every nodern human popul ati on, than a comon ancestor who' d lived in one
specific place: Africa.

And in spite of all my cynicism this redesign nmade nme queasi er than any of
the other cheap stunts the Children had pulled. 1t was as if they' d decided,
after all, that they couldn’'t really imagine a world where everyone woul d
accept an African Eve — but they were so cormitted to the idea that they were
willing to keep bending the truth, for the sake of broadeni ng her appeal

until .../what/? They gave her, not just a different name, but a different face
in every country?

| made it into the |obby, merely spat on by two or three picketers. |nside,

t hi ngs were nmuch quieter, but the academn c pal aeogeneticists were darting
about furtively, avoiding eye contact. One poor woman had been cornered by a
news crew, as | passed, the interviewer was insisting heatedly, “But you mnust
admt that violating the origin myths of indigenous Anmazonians is a crine

agai nst humanity.” The outer wall of the pyramid was tinted blue, but nore or
| ess transparent, and | could see another crowd of denobnstrators pressed

agai nst one of the panels, peering in. Plain-clothes security guards

whi spered into their wist-phones, clearly afraid for their Masarini suits.

I"d tried to call Lena a dozen tinmes since the airport, but sone bottleneck in
t he Canbridge footprint had kept ne on hold. She'd pulled strings and got us
both Iisted on the attendance database — the only reason |1’'d been all owed

t hrough the front door — but that only proved that being inside the building



was no guarantee of non-partisanship.

Suddenly, | heard shouting and grunting from nearby, then a chorus of cheers
and the sound of heavy sheet plastic popping out of its frame. News reports
had menti oned both pro-Eve denonstrators, and pro-Adam - the latter allegedly
much nore violent. | panicked and bolted down the nearest corridor — al npst
colliding with a wiry young nan heading in the opposite direction. He was
tall, white, blond, blue-eyed, radiating Teutonic nmenace...and part of ne
wanted to screamin outrage: |’'d been reduced, against my will, to pure

i mbecilic racism

Still, he was carrying a pool cue.

But as | backed away warily, his sleeveless T-shirt began flashing up the
wor ds: THE GODDESS | S AFOOT!

“So what are you?” he sneered. “A Son of Adanf”

| shook ny head slowly. /What am1?/ |’ma /Hono sapiens/, you noron. Can't
you recogni se your own species?

| said, “I"'ma researcher with the Children of Eve.” At faculty cocktai
parties, | was always ‘an i ndependent pal aeogenetics research physicist’, but
this didn't seemthe tine to split hairs.

“Yeah?” He grinmaced with what | took at first to be disbelief, and advanced
threateningly. “So /you' re/ one of the fucking patriarchal, materialistic
bastards who's trying to reify the Archetype of the Earth Mother and rein in
her boundl ess spiritual powers?”

That left me too stupefied to see what was conming. He jabbed me hard in the
solar plexus with the pool cue; | fell to my knees, gasping with pain. |
could hear the sound of boots in the | obby, and hoarsely chanted sl ogans.

The Goddess-wor shi pper grabbed me by one shoul der and wenched me to ny feet,
grinning. “No hard feelings, though. W’re still on the sane side, here —
aren’t we? So let’'s go beat up sone Nazis!”

| tried to pull free, but it was already too late; the Sons of Adam had found
us.

Lena canme to visit ne in hospital. “lI knew you should have stayed in Sydney.”
My jaw was wired; | couldn't answer back.

“You have to | ook after yourself; your work’s nore inportant than ever, now.

O her groups will find their own Adans — and the whol e uni fyi ng message of Eve
will be swanped by the tribalisminherent in the idea of recent male
ancestors. W can’'t let a few proni scuous Cro-Magnon men ruin everything.”

“@mm mmm nmmm. ”

“We have mtochondrial sequencing...they have Y-chronosone sequenci ng. Sure,
our nolecular clock is already nore accurate...but we need a spectacul ar
advant age, somet hi ng anyone can grasp. Mitation rates, mtotypes: it’'s al
too abstract for the person in the street. |If we can construct exact famly
trees with EPR — starting with people’ s known rel ati ves...but extending that
same sense of precise kinship across 10,000 generations, all the way back to



Eve — then /that/ will give us an inmmediacy, a credibility, that will |eave
the Sons of Adam for dead.”

She stroked ny brow tenderly. “You can win the Ancestor Wars for us, Paul. |
know you can.”

“Mm nnn,” | conceded.

|'d been ready to denounce both sides, resign fromthe EPR project — and even
wal k away fromLena, if it came to that.

Maybe it was nore pride than | ove, nore weakness than conmmtment, nore inertia
than loyalty. Whatever the reason, though, |I couldn't do it. | couldn't
| eave her.

The only way forward was to try to finish what 1'd started. To give the
Children their watertight, absolute proof.

While the rival ancestor cults picketed and fire-bonbed each other, rivers of
bl ood fl owed t hrough ny apparatus. The Children had supplied me with
two-liter sanples fromno fewer than 50,000 nenbers, worldw de; ny |ab would
have put the nobst garish Hanmer Horror filmset to shane.

Trillions of plasnids were analysed. Electrons in a certain |owenergy hybrid
orbital — a quantum m xture of two different-shaped charge distributions,
potentially stable for thousands of years — were induced by finely-tuned |aser
pul ses to coll apse into one particular state. And though every coll apse was
random the orbital |1'd chosen was — very slightly — correl ated across paired
strands of DNA. Quadrillions of neasurements were accumul ated, and conpar ed.
Wth enough plasm ds neasured for each individual, the faint signature of any
shared ancestry could rise up through the statistical noise.

The mut ations behind the Children's G eat Tree no |longer mattered; in fact, |
was | ooking at stretches of the plasmd nost likely to have stayed unbl em shed
all the way back to Eve, since it was the intimte chem cal contact of

flawl ess DNA replication which gave the only real chance of a correlation

And as the glitches in the process were ironed-out, and the data nounted up
results finally began to emerge.

The bl ood donors included many close fam |y groups; | analysed the data blind,
then passed the results to one of my research assistants, to be checked

agai nst the known rel ationships. Early in June 2013, | scored 100 per cent on
sibling detection in a thousand samples; a few weeks later, | was doing the

same on first and second cousi ns.

Soon, we hit the limts of the recorded geneal ogy; to provide anot her neans of
cross-checking, | started anal ysi ng nucl ear genes as well. Even distant
cousins were likely to have at | east sone genes froma compn ancestor — and
EPR coul d date that ancestor precisely.

News of the project spread, and | was deluged with crank mail and death
threats. The lab was fortified; the Children hired bodyguards for everyone
involved in the work, and their famlies.

The quantity of information just kept growing, but the Children — horrified by
t he thought that the Adanms m ght out-do themw th rival technol ogy — kept
voting me nore and nore noney. | upgraded our superconputers, twice. And

t hough mtochondria alone could lead me to Eve, for book-keepi ng purposes |



found nyself tracing the nucl ear genes of hundreds of thousands of ancestors,
mal e and femal e.

In the spring of 2016, the database reached a kind of critical mass. W
hadn’t sanpled nore than the tiniest fraction of the world s popul ati on — but
once it was possible to reach back just a few dozen generations, all the
apparently separate |ineages began to join up. Autosomal nucl ear genes

zi g- zagged heedl essly between the purely-maternal tree of the Eves and the

purel y-paternal tree of the Adams, filling in the gaps...until | found nyself
with genetic profiles of virtually everyone who' d been alive on the planet in
the early ninth century (and |l eft descendants down to the present). | had no

nanes for any of these people, or even definite geographical |ocations — but |
knew t he place of every one of themon ny own Great Tree, precisely.

I had a snapshot of the genetic diversity of the entire human species. From
that point on there was no stopping the cascade, and | pursued the
correl ati ons back through the m |l ennia.

By 2017, Lena’s worst predictions had all come true. Dozens of different
Adans had been procl ai nred around the world — and the trend was to | ook for the
conmon paternal |ineage of snmaller and smaller popul ati ons, converging on ever
nore recent ancestors. Many were now supposedly historical figures; rival
Greek and Macedoni an groups were fighting it out over who had the right to
call themsel ves the Sons of Al exander the Geat. Y-chronosomal ethnic
classification had becone government policy in three eastern European
republics — and, allegedly, corporate policy in certain nultinationals.

The small er the popul ati ons anal ysed, of course — unless they were massively
in-bred — the less likely it was that everyone targeted really would share a
single Adam So the first male ancestor to be identified became ‘the father
of his people’...and anyone el se becane a kind of gene-polluting barbarian
rapi st, whose hideous taint could still be detected. And weeded out.

Every night, | lay awake into the early hours, trying to understand how

could have ended up at the centre of so much conflict over sonething so
idiotic. | still couldn't bring nyself to confess nmy true feelings to Lena,
so |'d pace the house with the lights out, or lock nyself in ny study with the
bul | et - proof shutters closed and sort through the | atest batch of hate mail,
paper and el ectronic, hunting for evidence that anything | night discover
about Eve woul d have the slightest positive effect on anyone who wasn’t
already a fanatical supporter of the Children. Hunting for some sign that

t here was hope of ever doing nore than preaching to the converted.

| never did find the encouragenent | was |ooking for — but there was one
postcard whi ch cheered ne up, slightly. It was fromthe H gh Priest of the
Church of the Sacred UFQ, in Kansas City.

(LI

Dear Earth-dwel | er:

Pl ease use your BRAINI As anyone KNOAS in this SClIENTIFIC age, the origin of
the races is now VELL UNDERSTOCOD! Africans travelled here after the DELUGE
from Mercury, Asians from Venus, Caucasians from Mars, and the people of the
Pacific islands fromassorted asteroids. |If you don’t have the NECESSARY
OCCULT SKILLS to project rays fromthe continents to the ASTRAL PLANE to
verify this, a sinple analysis of TEMPERAMENT and APPEARANCE shoul d make this
obvi ous even to YQU



But pl ease don’t put WORDS into MY nouth! Just because we're all from
di fferent PLANETS doesn’t nmean we can’'t still be FRI ENDS

111

Lena was deeply troubled. “But how can you hold a nedia conference tonorrow,
when Cousin WIliamhasn't even seen the final results?” It was Sunday,
January 28th, 2018. W’ d said goodnight to the bodyguards and gone to bed in
the reinforced concrete bunker the Children had installed for us after a nasty
incident in one of the Baltic states.

| said, “I"man independent researcher. |'mfree to publish data at any tine.
That’s what it says in the contract. Any advances in the measurenent
technol ogy have to go through the Children's |awers — but not the

pal aeogenetic results.”

Lena tried another tack. “But if this work hasn’t been peer-reviewed -’

“I't has. The paper’s already been accepted by /Nature/; it will be published
the day after the conference. 1In fact,” | sniled innocently, “I'"mreally only
doing it as a favour to the editor. She's hoping it will boost sales for the
i ssue.”

Lena fell silent. 1'd told her less and | ess about the work over the
preceding six months; 1'd let her assume that technical problenms were hol di ng
up progress.

Finally she said, “Wn’'t you at least say if it’'s good news — or bad?”

I couldn’t look her in the eye, but | shook my head. “Nothing that happened
200, 000 years ago is any kind of news at all.”

I"d hired a public auditoriumfor the nedia conference — far fromthe
Children's office tower — paying for it myself, and arranging for independent
security. Sachs and his fellow directors were not inpressed, but short of

ki dnapping me there was little they could do to shut ne up. There d never
been any suggestion of fabricating the results they wanted — but there’'d

al ways been an unspoken assunption that only /the right data/ would ever be
rel eased with this nmuch fanfare — and the Children woul d have anpl e
opportunity to put their own spin on it, first.

Behi nd the podi um ny hands were shaking. Over two thousand journalists from
across the planet had turned up — and many of them were wearing synbol s of
al | egi ance to one ancestor or another.

| cleared ny throat and began. The EPR techni que had become comron know edge;
there was no need to explain it again. | said, sinmply, “I'd like to show you
what |’ve discovered about the origins of /Honmo sapiens/.”

The lights went down and a giant hol ogram sone thirty netres high, appeared
behind me. It was, | announced, a famly tree — not a rough history of genes
or mutations, but an exact generation-by-generation diagramof both feral e and
mal e parentage for the entire human population — fromthe ninth century, back
A dense thicket in the shape of an inverted funnel. The audi ence remmined
silent, but there was an air of inpatience; this tangle of a billion tiny



lines was indeci pherable — it told them absolutely nothing. But | waited,
letting the inpenetrable diagramrotate once, slowy.

“The Y-chronmosone nutational clock,” | said, “is wong. |’ve traced the
paternal ancestries of groups with simlar Y-types back hundreds of thousands
of years — and they never converge on any one man.” A nurnur of discontent
began; | boosted the anplifier volume and drowned it out. “/Wy not?/ How
can there be so little nutational diversity, if the DNA doesn't all spring
froma single, recent source?” A second hol ogram appeared, a double-helix, a
schematic of the Y-typing region. “Because nutations happen, again and again,
at /exactly the sane sites/. Make two, or three — or fifty — copying errors
in the same location, and it still only looks like it’s one step away fromthe
original.” The double helix hol ogramwas divided and copi ed, divided and

copi ed; the accumrul ated di fferences in each generation were highlighted. *“The
proof - readi ng enzynes in our cells must have specific blind spots, specific
weaknesses — |like words that are easy to nmisspell. And there's still a chance
of purely randomerrors, at any site at all — but only on a tinme scale of
mllions of years.

“Al'l the Y-chronbsone Adans,” | said, “are fantasy. There are no individua
fathers to any race, or tribe, or nation. Living northern Europeans, for a
start, have over a thousand distinct paternal |ineages dating to the late Ice
Age — and those thousand ancestors, in turn, are the descendants of over two
hundred different nmale African mgrants.” Colours flashed up in the grey maze
of the Tree, briefly highlighting the Iineages.

A dozen journalists sprang to their feet and started shouting abuse. | waited
for the security guards to escort them fromthe building.

I |l ooked out across the crowd, searching for Lena, but | couldn't find her. |
said, “The sanme is true of mitochondrial DNA. The nutations overwite

t hensel ves; the nol ecular clock is wong. There was no Eve 200, 000 years
ago.” An uproar began, but | kept talking. “/Honmo erectus/ spread out of
Africa — dozens of times, over two mllion years, the new migrants always
interbreeding with the old ones, never replacing them” A gl obe appeared, the
entire Ad Wrld so heavily decorated with crisscrossing paths that it was

i npossible to glinpse a single square kilonetre of ground. *“/Honb sapiens/
arose everywhere, at once — nmintained as one species, worldw de, partly
because of mgrant gene flow — and partly thanks to the parallel mnutations
which invalidate all the clocks: mutations taking place in a random order, but
bi ased toward the sane sites.” A hol ogram showed four stretches of DNA
accunul ating nmutations; at first, the four strands grew increasingly
dissimlar, as the sparse random scatter struck themdifferently — but as nore
and nore of the sane vulnerable sites were hit, they all came to bear
virtually the same scars.

“So nodern racial differences are up to two million years old — inherited from
the first /Honmo erectus/ migrants — but all of the subsequent evolution has
marched in parallel, everywhere...because /Hono erectus/ never really had nmuch
choice. In a nmere tw mllion years, different climtes could favour

di fferent genes for some superficial |ocal adaptions — but everything |eading
to /Hono sapiens/ was already latent in every mgrant’s DNA before they |eft
Africa.”

There was a nonentary hush fromthe Eve supporters — maybe because no-one
coul d deci de any nore whether the picture | was painting was /unifying/ or
/divisivel. The truth was just too gloriously nmessy and conplicated to serve
any political purpose at all

| continued. “But if there was ever an Adam or an Eve, they were |ong before



/ Hono sapi ens/, long before /Homp erectus/. Maybe they were...

/ Austral opi t hecus/ —-?” | displayed two stooped, hairy, ape-like figures.
Peopl e started throwing their video caneras. | hit a button under the podi um
rai sing a giant perspex shield in front of the stage.

“Burn all your /synbols/!” | shouted. “Male and fermale, tribal and gl obal

G ve up your Fatherlands and your Earth Mothers — it’s Chil dhood s End!
Desecrate your ancestors, screw your cousins — just do what you think is right
/because it’s right/.”

The shield cracked. | ran for the stage exit.
The security guards had all vani shed — but Lena was sitting in our

arnor-plated Volvo in the basenment car park, with the engine running. She
wound down the mirrored side w ndow.

“I watched your little performance on the net.” She gazed at nme calmy, but
there was rage and pain in her eyes. | had no adrenaline left, no strength,
no pride; I fell to ny knees beside the car

“I love you. Forgive ne.”

“Cet in,” she said. “You ve got a lot of explaining to do.”



