M-BRANE SF
I’ve seen a lot of stories since I started M-Brane SF
that are rooted in economic insecurity and worry over
what the future holds. Of course, this isn’t surprising
given the tenor of the times, but it makes me wonder
if everyone won’t eventually feel a whole lot better
when the realization hits, and is then accepted, that
we as people, consumers, workers, citizens of the
world are simply going to have to change some of our
expectations and get a grip on what’s important. The
characters in this somewhat funny and somewhat sad
story aren’t there yet. In fact, their whole society
appears to have missed the opportunities that present
themselves in today’s real world.—CF
“You might as well believe in the excellence of oysters when you
can't eat them without being sick."
- A Huxley-Point Counter Point
Jim Valmont jumped out of his sofa and pressed his lips
into the living room wall video screen as it continued to
flash his six foot long name in red. “I won! … I won!”
Laura cheered and followed him. She threw her arms
around his waist and pulled him to her for a quick
breathless kiss. The room pulsed crimson until his name
vanished from the screen and was replaced by a smiling
government official dressed in a dark blue suit. The young
couple stood grinning and listened to the announcement.
“Congratulations go out to James Valmont, a resident
of the Cedar Brook community, in Manchester,
Connecticut. Your federal government is proud to award
you as our first weekly winner in the new federal social
security lottery.” The generically clean-cut official raised a
finger and pointed straight into the camera. “Now, don’t
go anywhere this afternoon, James. You can expect a prize
confirmation to arrive at your doorstep by courier within
the hour.” He laughed and spoke while high definition
television cameras panned the small, cheering, studio
audience. “Yes, that’s your federal government in motion,
folks. Your social security number is your ticket in this
guaranteed random retirement drawing.” Winking into the
nearest camera he added, “I’m sorry James, but you can
only win once.” He wandered the stage for effect. “Things
aren’t the way they were when our parents paid into the
system, but we do have quite a few more choices than they
did. Now, we can have a little fun with it as well.”
Laura grabbed the remote and turned down the sound
during a commercial, which always seemed longer than the
scheduled programming. She picked up her cell phone.
“I’m so excited!” She ran over and kissed Jim again before
tapping a number. “Mom’s going to want to hear about
this right away!” She put it on speaker phone at the loudest
setting. Her mother answered and got the short version of
the story. “Jim won the social security lottery . . . can you
believe it!” She bounced a little.
Her mother was thrilled. “How wonderful, darling. Now,
maybe, you’ll finally get married. You know, I think this
lottery thing is a slap in the face after that last round of
elections.”
Laura carelessly knocked a cup of coffee all over the
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counter and floor. She wiped it up while she spoke. “Jim
can hear you, mom. Don’t get him started on the
government or we’ll have to listen to one of his long
angry tirades again. Remember last Christmas when Uncle
Frank blamed all of the world problems on religion? Jim
came unglued and said something about world
governments embracing religious extremists to make it
seem like it is a religious problem. They argued for hours.
We should have moved them into another room, away
from normal people.”
Her mother’s voice sounded apologetic. “Hi, Jim. Sorry
to be a party crasher. Of course, I’m very happy for you,
and I still say she should accept your marriage proposal.”
That last part was said with a nervous chuckle.
Laura spoke quickly before Jim could say anything in
return. “Mom, you know the lottery regulations said that
there are restrictions on married couples, so, in my
opinion we shouldn’t get married until after I win. Then it
won’t matter.” Her mother tried to say something, but
Laura interrupted. “I have to go, mom. I love you. Bye.”
She closed the phone and nearly dropped it in her
excitement.
Jim frowned and helped her carry dishes from the
dining room table to the adjacent kitchen. “I know you’re
kidding about waiting for you to win, or I’d be very
disappointed by what you just said.” She didn’t reply, so
he asked, “Why are we cleaning up for a courier?”
She took the plates out of his hands and lowered them
into the sink before reaching up to the top of his tall
height to ruffle his already unkempt hair. “Cleaning is my
nervous habit. You know that.”
“Yeah, I know that.” He followed her back into the
living room. “I don’t want to wait to get married. You were
kidding … right?”
She smiled over her shoulder and shrugged.
“And another thing,” he added, “About your Uncle
Frank, he . . .”
She placed a finger on his lips and laughed. “You are as
much a fanatic as my uncle.”
Fifteen minutes later the doorbell rang. The
government courier required a signature which Jim
provided with a smile and a flourish. After the door was

