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I’M NOT ME

As they made their way across campus, Amanda spoke up, “Was that so bad?”

Stacy shrugged her shoulders.

Amanda shook her head. “I dunno about you, girl. That’s okay, you’ll feel differently when you get that call.”

“What do you mean you’re not interested? Miss Miller, you were selected from thousands of applicants nationwide? Do you understand what an honor this is?”

“I’m sorry sir. I’ve given this a lot of thought and I’ve realized this isn’t for me.”

“This is disappointing news Stacy, I thought you’d be thrilled.”

“Can’t you just call whoever came in second?”

“Wolff Entertainment wants you for this show.” 

“Perhaps I could reconsider.”

“There’s not enough time. We’re on in two weeks.”

“That doesn’t sound like much time to get someone ready.”

“That’s part of the itinerary, to start you off under pressure. Stacy, is money the issue here? ”

“Not at all. I’m truly sorry, but my mind is made up. Goodbye and thanks for your time.” 

“You turned them down?!” Amanda showed her displeasure.

“Mr. Clemons wasn’t too thrilled either.”

“I’ll bet. What’s going on in that head of yours? Does this have anything to do with your Christianity?”

This was the first time Amanda showed discontent towards Stacy’s views. “It might.”

Amanda threw her hands into the air. “I can’t talk about this anymore. You’re taking a golden opportunity and throwing it away.” Amanda stormed out of their room and slammed the door.

Stacy sat on the bed and wiped the tears away. “What does all this mean, Lord? Did I do the right thing?”

“We can’t have this Clemons.” 

“What are we gonna do?”

“Let’s just find someone else,” a senior member stated.

“No way. This is the one. She’s got everything we need to make this work.” Director Stuart Wilson was used to getting what he wanted. “Did you offer her more money?”

“She said that wasn’t the issue.”

“Humph.”

 Wilson noticed Chuck Spencer’s wily expression. “You got something Chuck?”

“Maybe, hear me out. I read that overseas they’ve managed to actually clone a human. The scientist in charge is doing a tour in the states.”

“Whoa, are you crazy?” said Chelsea, the only female member of the board.

“I know this guy. He owes my Father big time for funding this project. He’s in New York City for the next few days, I’m sure he would talk with us,” said Brad. 

Chelsea broke in, “This is insane. You’d contemplate cloning someone just to produce a reality show? Do you realize what’s at stake?”

Stuart ignored her. “How could we pull this off Chuck?”

“Well, obviously I haven’t had time to plan anything out but I have an idea. Brad, you think this Doctor would consider this?”

“Sure. He’s adventurous, always looking to break new ground. That’s why he was chosen to lead this project.”

“Good. Assuming the doc’s on board, we’ll sneak into Stacy’s room so he can extract the DNA. Then make the clone and save the show.”

 Stuart shook his head. “Here’s the problem; the real Stacy sees the show and launches an attack with papers and the news. Too risky.”

“We’ll say it’s just a look-alike.”

“We’ll have to prove it.”

“We can forge a history for her.”

“This is escalading already?”

“What do you suggest Stu?”

“We may have to take Stacy out of the picture.”

“What, kidnap her?”

Chelsea decided she had heard enough. “That’s it, I’m outta here. You want to conjure up this preposterous plan go ahead; but it won’t happen with my approval,” she got up to leave.

“You’ll sit back down Miss Winters. I don’t need you storming out of here getting everyone talking.”

Fire shot out of her eyes, “You all should be ashamed of yourselves,” she said, returning to her chair. 

Chuck giggled nervously before continuing, “I’m sure we could pull it off but don’t you think kidnapping would cause an escalation?”

“It wouldn’t be kidnapping. Once her friends realize she’s missing, they’ll search a couple of days before seeing her on the show. They’ll think she just changed her mind.”

 “What do we do with her while the show’s on the air and when it’s over?” Brad asked.

“Keep her sedated most of the time under house arrest. When it’s over, we’ll cross that bridge when it burns,” he smirked.

Chuck didn’t like that answer. Would he actually consider knocking her off? “I don’t like where this is headed. I think we should go with the original plan.”

“This is going down the path you created. We’ve invested too much to just let it go.”

“What if the execs catch wind of this?” 

“None of this leaves the room, am I clear? Our actions will be secretive and our tracks covered. This can happen if everyone co-operates and keeps their yaps shut,” he emphasized, looking at Chelsea. 

“Hey, don’t worry about me. I might not be a willing party but I know when to be quiet.”

“Good. I’ll go over the logistics with Chuck and Brad. Everyone else, meeting adjourned.”

Plans were discussed and the time was set. The meeting with Dr. Charleston went as predicted. He was thrilled at the chance to work in this manner. 

As they approached that night they realized Stacy’s roommate was out, making it easier to sedate Stacy. After being bound with a rope and rolled into a carpet she was let down from her second-story window and hurried to a waiting van. 

The transformation process was rapid and flawless due to Dr. Charleston’s handiwork and the marvels of modern science. Everything was in place and the show was ready to air just as the first wave of locals went out to search for Stacy. It wouldn’t make it to the national news as the search was called off when the confused townspeople saw her on what was being hailed as, ‘the best new reality show’.

Stacy came to and got her bearings. She knew she had been attacked, but she didn’t know by whom or why. She concluded it was no expert as she freed herself from the crude knots in the rope that was too large for her slim wrists. After ripping the duct tape from her mouth she plotted her flight to freedom. 

Tears of relief clouded her vision as she ran through the woods. The highway sounded very close. Her pace quickened when she thought she heard voices of anger in the distance. She found the road and within minutes had flagged a vehicle. Could this ‘Good Samaritan’ be my kidnapper? 

The middle-aged man introduced himself as Carl. When he told her the date, she was dumbfounded that two weeks had gone by. More disturbing was his answer to where she was. “Los Angeles!? I’m clear across the country. How am I going to get home?” 

“My God lady what happened to you?”

“I’m not sure. I think I was attacked.”

“You gotta get to the police.”

“I’d really like to go home but you’re right.” She noticed him looking at her peculiarly. “What?”

“You look too familiar for someone who lives so far away.” Then it dawned on him. “That’s it. My wife’s hooked on this new show. They put a college girl in charge of an ad agency to see if she can do it without a degree. I’m not usually one for that reality TV but this one’s pretty good. It’s uncanny how much you look like her. Personality’s different, though. You seem nice and pleasant; this woman’s cold and manipulative. Unless it’s an act.”

A revelation began putting the pieces together for Stacy. Once it was clear she filled Carl in.

At the police barracks, they sprang into action once Stacy unloaded. They didn’t care for Stuart Wilson and were looking for any reason to nail him. 

Upon notification of the empty containment room, Wilson blew his stack. Afterwards, his intercom buzzed. “A gang of blue boys is pounding at the main entrance. I don’t think we can stall them.”

He knew Stacy had gone to the police and there was nothing they could do. Stalling them would only postpone the inevitable. 

Calmly and without incident, Stuart, Chuck and Clemons were all escorted ‘downtown’. Eventually, Dr. Charleston was apprehended as well. 

Stacy’s family and friends were flabbergasted when she told them what had transpired. Amanda apologized and conferred that as they watched the show, they too noticed this woman’s different demeanor. After Stacy’s explanation it all made sense. 

Stacy gave a press conference and used the opportunity to praise God and voice her opinions against cloning, pointing out that although science may be allowed to produce a likeness, it can’t produce a soul. She was applauded for her bravery and poignant views. 

Wolff Entertainment launched their new show, “The Clone”. Her daily life will be closely monitored and scrutinized. The ratings are expected to be higher than the previous concept. Apparently no one asked for God’s critique. 

THE END
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