All Those Grandchildren


John is an inventive sort when it comes to making the rent.  After all, what is a young man to do in LA as he struggles to make it in the movie trade?


He called one night, stumbling over questions about his and my medical histories, then about grandparents and great grandparents.  He was talking too fast for me to slip in my own questions, but I eventually interrupted.


“What IS this about?”  I demanded.  “Another AIDS exam?  Should I be worried?”  He tests regularly to reassure himself that his 20-something lifestyle isn’t killing him – or his intermittent loved ones.


Dead air hung on the open line, then he said quite matter-of-factly, “No, I’m donating to the sperm bank – and they’ll raise the price IF I pass all the genetic tests.” …Never could I have dreamed, when I cradled my little one, that one day he’d produce some of the highest priced sperm in Los Angeles. 

How could I argue? This beats parking cars – you ‘do it’ on your own time and the hourly rate is ten times minimum wage.  And, well, more tests sounded good to me.  In fact, it sounded like we were all being tested, from me back through my raving Irish and stoic Scandinavian ancestors.  I felt a flash of anxiety that somehow our genes wouldn’t measure up.


Then – wait a minute – what about all those grandchildren I’ll never see?  Suddenly my mind raced with questions.


Can they find you?  Do they know who you are?


They can look him up, as it happens, when they (the offspring) are 18.  I fast-forwarded to the year 2014. John is lounging in the living room of his California hacienda, his wife and 8-year-old son are swimming in the pool.  A young man knocks on the door – tall, broad-shouldered, dramatic green eyes, PROMINENT  nose.  John answers, looks in this mirror image and remembers with a jolt.  


They stare at each other and as they do, a line of 18-year-olds marches to his door, stretching back a block and a half.  Like androids from the same pod, they troop to his door seeking the blood truth…and cash for college.


“No, Mom, all legal claims are dropped; they can’t get my money…,” the voice over the phone snaps.  As if he’d have some anyway. I wonder if he can get medical benefits.


And, how much can they let one guy contribute anyway?  I mean, it doesn’t sound healthy for the gene pool to let one stud seed large portions of Southern California.  We could end up with siblings marrying only to produce albino progeny…or worse.  Visions of six-fingered zombies roaming Los Angeles flicker across my forehead.  Of course, how different is that from LA today?


Do they keep records of this stuff?  How will they keep siblings from mating in the world of A-I offspring?


Someone’s speaking in the back of my mind.  Oh, I’m still on the phone and poor John is trying to regain my attention.   

What? They do a video of him!!???  The selecting parents get to keep it?  So now I see dozens of varied parenting couples cozied down in their rec rooms, showing the kiddies home movies of “DAD.”  Like John is the male version of the queen bee. 


“Well,” the voice tells me, “I get a lot of requests, so I can donate three times a week.  I’d do more – it’s good money – but the sperm count goes down.  Besides,” he adds, “it’s all the social life I have these days.”


Social?  He calls it the Wank Bank.  Do they have a drive-up window?  Does he get free checking?  No, he called it his social life…Oh, do they have cute little gatherings like the USO?  Cookies for the troops?  The receptionist at the Wank Bank, it seems, has a crush on him.  But that has nothing to do with the popularity of his family juice.  It’s his “credentials” that sell.


Pride swells in my throat.  I’m proud he’s so smart and handsome that women who don’t want men – and couples who don’t have men – and men who can’t be their own men – want him to be THEIR man. 

What DOES one say on such a videotape?

Do they parade him around the room in Speedos?  Now I envision this – my baby strutting in his spandex, flexing, turning slowly then propping one leg on a chair as he swivels to face the camera.  He gives it a seething, direct gaze as the camera zooms in on that $2,000 orthodontia job.  He revs up his most cultured baritone.  


“Hi. I’m John and I’d like to share my SELF with you.”  Script scrolls on the screen below his half-naked visage:  “Height 6’4”, Weight 210.  I.Q. 150.  SAT score…Irish-German-Swedish… Sperm count – surefire.


Much later…I’ve adjusted.


“Well, Mom, I’m off to work,” he says, sprinting out the door of his apartment.  I’m visiting him in Los Angeles and it’s been six months since he started getting top dollar for his essence.  They’re still taking him.


“I’ll be back in an hour,” he says.  An hour!!!???  They must have some exceptional reading material at this place.  They probably know all his favorites by now – he’s a regular, after all.


Well, I can never say he didn’t make me a grandmother.
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