The Care and Feeding of Humans

This publication is proud to bring you the fourth in a series of helpful and informative articles by the well-known human breeder and trader, KX-91-485. 

Previous installments covered the basics of human care: Meeting their need for food, clothing, and sanitation; the need for intellectual stimulation; proper education and training of your humans; dealing with rebellion and troublesome humans; and the importance of procreation, family groups, and belief systems in raising healthy humans. 

In this fourth and final installment, Citizen 485 answers reader questions and wraps up the series with the fascinating story of his start in human breeding and his predictions for the future of humans in the Republic. His conclusions may surprise you. 

Without further introduction, we present Part IV of Citizen 485’s series entitled The Care and Feeding of Humans.

Before I share the incidents that led to my current philosophy on human care, I want to respond to a few reader questions. I’m sorry that I cannot respond to all of your questions individually at this time.

The first question comes from HP-81-213, the manager of a large mining operation in Sector 739, who writes:

Dear KX,

Thank you so much for sharing your secrets with us! I’ve taken your advice and have begun giving my humans more autonomy in areas such as clothing, food, and breeding, and I’m seeing positive results! They’ve been happier and more productive, sickness and voluntary terminations are way down, and my stock is growing at a healthy rate. Why did the Citizen who sold me my initial breeders give me such terrible advice?

Here’s my question: What do you think about cloning? It seems like a good strategy to me…. Why have a mix of humans operating my mines when I can create a complete crew of maximum ratings?

Thanks in advance for your answer,

HP-81-213  

I’m pleased that you’ve taken my advice and that it is paying off for you. As to why a Citizen who earns credits selling breeders would give you advice likely to result in the extermination of your stock… Well, I leave that to your imagination.

Cloning is a difficult and complex topic. Some Citizens have used it extensively to optimize their human populations and have reported some success. I’ve toyed with it, but I’ve never been satisfied with the long-term results. Remember that inbreeding, a problem I discussed in Part II, is a particularly thorny problem with clones in the mix.

My advice: Work with what you’ve got, providing incentives for individuals to improve themselves mentally and physically. You might also encourage superior humans to breed more extensively, letting natural genetic processes do the work over a dozen or so generations.

The second question—or should I say ‘rant’—comes from a Citizen who wishes to remain anonymous. It reads:

To whom it may concern,

I was disgusted with your recent article on handling rebellion. You seem to coddle your humans, treating them as near-Citizens in status. You give them ‘rights’, allow limited self-government, and even provide incentives to obtain satisfactory behavior on occasion. 

I don’t have time for all that! 

If one of my humans fails to meet productivity requirements, vandalizes my facilities, harms another human, or in any other way breaks my rules—which I make perfectly clear to them—they know the punishment will be swift and severe. 

Spare the pain, spoil the human; that’s my motto.

My stock produces more output per capita at a lower cost-of-keeping than any other human population in the sector. You can’t argue with results like that!

Signed,

Anonymous

Oh, but I can argue with your results! Your solution is surely sub-optimal if you consider the total-cost-of-ownership metric I discussed in the third installment. Humans treated as you describe have a lower life expectancy, have fewer offspring, exhibit a higher infant-mortality rate, and tend to produce less due to illness and disability. 

You talk about cost-of-keeping as if it is the only cost; I’ll bet you need to supplement your stock with new purchases every generation to keep your numbers up. And I’ll bet the most productive humans are the newly-acquired ones who have not yet had their spirits—or their bodies—broken.

Write me again with an audited profit statement. If your efficiency claim holds up with all factors included, I’ll see that an apology gets printed in the next issue of this publication. I doubt we’ll hear from you again.

Citizens, treating your humans using the techniques I advocate is not ‘coddling’ them or being weak-willed; it’s just good practice. I speak from experience, having adopted my current techniques for the care and feeding of humans over two millennia ago. In addition to having healthy and productive crews manning my various operations, I earn tremendous credits from loaning out well-trained and experienced humans to other Citizens. And yes, giving humans limited self-government may seem odd, or foolhardy, but I can tell you from experience that it works.

The final question comes from a relatively new human-keeper, Citizen 940, who manages tritium-collection facilities around a gas giant in the PJ-582 system. He writes:

Dear Citizen 485,

Your article on human belief systems and societal structures was very helpful to me. I recently purchased some new breeders who managed to convert the majority of my existing humans to their ritual-based belief system in less than two months. I did nothing to stop it, just as you suggested, and provided the books and meeting facilities they requested to perform their ceremonies. Until I read your article I did not understand how important it was for humans to have ‘hope’ and to be part of something larger than themselves. Thanks to you, I no longer see this ‘religion’ as a threat, but rather as a perfectly healthy part of their social structure.

My question is this: When a human terminates, what happens to the life force that once inhabited the body? Most human belief systems indicate that this inner life, or ‘soul’, lives on in some fashion. They are most insistent about this. I’ve never sensed anything leaving the body after termination, but their leaders speak with confidence about going to ‘heaven’ or ‘hell’ after death. Do humans have something, this ‘soul’ they talk about, that we do not?

Awaiting your answer,

AJ-13-940

AJ, I’m glad that you found my previous article useful, and I’m encouraged that you responded positively to the introduction of ritualistic behaviors in your stock. If your relationship with your humans is strong, and your care for them is in line with my suggestions, you have nothing to fear from religion.

Citizens that abuse their humans, motivating them with fear and pain, will find religion to be a very powerful adversary. Humans do not fear physical death if they truly believe a part of them lives on after termination, and their ‘faith’ also gives them enormous willpower to withstand physical and psychological coercion. Access the term ‘martyr’ in pre-Encounter human texts for more information on this interesting dynamic.   

As for life after termination, I am as incapable of proving or disproving this phenomenon as the next Citizen. Perhaps one day we will terminate and find out for ourselves.

That’s it for questions. Let’s move on to the one topic I’ve purposefully left to the end of this series: Why humans? Out of the hundreds of sentient races we’ve Encountered in the last 300 millennia, why are humans becoming far-and-away the most popular laborers in the Republic? 

There’s no arguing with the facts of their popularity: In the five short millennia since our Encounter with them, humans have grown to represent nearly ten percent of all workers in the Republic. This growth is due, in part, to their Dab-like breeding habits—but it’s clearly more than that. Few Citizens are without some in their workforce, and many Citizens, myself included, employ only humans. Why are they so popular?

It’s not because they are easy to breed or care for; be certain of that. If you treat humans like other subjugated races—the Langali or Piuken, for example—you will lose a large fraction of your stock in a single generation. Humans simply cannot thrive in situations that are clearly imprisonment or slavery. 

Nor are humans becoming popular for their physical or mental capability. Many other races exceed humans in strength, speed, and dexterity, and while humans are near the top in overall mental quotient, races such as the Viku have been bred to a much higher level of mnemonic and analytical proficiency. 

Why, then, are we all choosing humans?

I believe humans possess unique qualities, qualities we ourselves possessed in the millennia before we overthrew our masters and formed the Republic. Humans can be rebellious, violent, and irrational, but they also adapt extremely well to new situations, are courageous under pressure, and exhibit a powerful drive to improve their lives. The same qualities that make humans difficult to manage also make them invaluable to us. 
I want to share a story that demonstrates these positive human qualities. This is also the story of my start in human keeping, and the lessons I learned during this time provide the basis for everything I’ve presented to you in the last three installments of this series.

Some 2000 years ago, I was still an Under-Citizen busy amassing the fortune necessary to purchase full Citizenship in the Republic. I owned a small transport fleet in Sector 806, at the time, and used Langali to operate the ships. The sluggish and accident-prone Langali were a poor choice, but they were inexpensive and easy to manage, and with the right oversight and a sprinkling of other races my fledgling fleet was profitable. Barely.

I was approached by an older Citizen with a number of humans in his crew that he wished to sell me. He was managing them using punishment-based techniques—I know that now—and they were not performing well for him. He was hoping to trick someone into purchasing them, someone ignorant of the nature of humans and the challenges they posed…

At the time I thought the Citizen had made a bad bargain: Two thousand humans, the majority capable of physical labor, for the price of a few hundred Langali breeders? How could I go wrong? 
Looking back, I can see how naïve I was. I made countless errors in my handling of that first stock of humans, and I learned how frustrating it can be when humans doggedly refuse to respond to threats, punishment, or logic. I might have remained stranded in that morass—like many of you—if it had not been for one special and courageous human.

The human named Mosya was a tall, fair-skinned male in the top quartile in physical rating and the top decile, at least, in intelligence. He was in his fourth decade of life, and appeared to have charismatic or persuasive qualities that caused others to follow him and attracted female humans to him for procreation, although he had recently begun limiting himself—against my explicit instructions—to a single female.
As an aside, let me state that ownership-like bonding or mating behavior was relatively new in my stock. Many of the superior males were now rebelling against my breeding rules, choosing a single ‘mate’ regardless of the quantity or quality of the generated offspring. Poorer-quality males were easy enough to sterilize, of course, but even they were bonding with females, who then refused procreation attempts by other males. Very frustrating, I can assure you, especially since the humans now treated any violations of their mating relationships with as much severity as a termination incident or the harming of a nestling.
In any case, the human named Mosya had a position of leadership among the humans, often speaking to me on their behalf. It was in this last capacity that he approached me in my audience chamber one day.

“Under-Citizen 485, I request an audience,” he said, kneeling before me and following the mandated protocol. I extended a single claw-tipped tentacle and brushed the back of his neck. He flinched and bowed his head, shuddering visibly. 
“Audience granted. You have five minutes.” 
“Under-Citizen 485, I request permission to ask a question regarding my people’s position and status in your crew.”

“Proceed.” A second tentacle joined the first, now weaving ever-tightening patterns in the air around him and snapping occasionally for effect. 
Note that my approach to human discipline had clearly degenerated, at that point, to continuous threats and ever-harsher punishments. For example, there were over forty humans undergoing punishment in the transparent—though soundproof—pain-induction compartments lining the audience chamber walls. Their silent screams, and the dozen brutish Tak guards surrounding my dias, tended to set the tone for any audience.  
He cleared his throat and continued, “Under-Citizen 485, I request that you explain… That is… Ah, I wish to question your choice in the matter of… I mean… Oh, to hell with it! Just tell me why you are making us do all the dirty work around here.” 

The guards moved to strike him, perhaps fatally. I held them back with a gesture. The human had ignored protocol, a serious infraction at the time, but his question piqued my curiosity and I let it go—for the moment. I opened a single claw and positioned it directly over the nerve bundle running down his neck, exerting sufficient pressure to prick and draw blood, the threat obvious.
“I assume your outburst refers to the menial and lower-level tasks assigned to you by your Langali supervisors…?” 

Mosya nodded carefully. Perspiration was dripping from his face and neck, and his hands were trembling. I looked for such signs to evaluate the success of my intimidation efforts, and was pleased to see them.  

“Your people have not demonstrated the constant obedience and maximum effort required to earn a higher position. Occasional incidents of open defiance also work against your advancement.”

“Our Langali supervisors are complete idiots! Their orders are confusing, conflicting, and just plain wrong. If we ask for clarification or try to suggest alternatives, we are painboxed or beaten.”

“Those are my rules. Orders must be obeyed without question.” 
It was time to end this audience and determine an appropriate punishment for his outburst and insubordination. Such behavior warranted severe—potentially lethal—consequences, though I was loathe to destroy a useful human with superior genetics.

“Without question… Do you understand?”

“Yes, Under-Citizen,” he said quietly, “but do you understand the profits you are losing?”

This remark captured my full attention. “Explain.”

Mosya then described a series of incidents in which the standard practices used on my ships, as enforced by the Langali, were leading to inefficiencies. I asked questions and gave him the opportunity to describe how he would have done things differently. Clearly there were some sub-optimal policies in place, and the slow-witted Langali had made serious mistakes, but I was not convinced that putting humans in positions of leadership would improve profits.

“All we ask is a chance to prove ourselves,” he said, finally. Still kneeling, his head bowed nearly to the floor, he seemed resigned to his fate.

“How, exactly, would you do that?” 

“Well… I, ah, don’t know…” He was stumbling, unprepared for the question. And here he was, asking to advance to a leadership position?

“What if you gave us our own ship,” he finally answered. “Top to bottom. Allow us to operate it for a few trips and compare our profitability with your current fleet average. We’d need some training, I suppose… And maybe a few of the current crew with specialized skills we don’t have. Apart from that we’d run everything ourselves.”

“Impossible. Out of the question.” I was shocked at the suggestion, and I began considering what such impertinence should cost him on top of his previous insubordination. “Why would I do something so risky?”   

“What risk is there?!” He was obviously desperate now. “We can’t escape in a transport ship, even if the few hundred crew on it were willing to leave the others. You aren’t risking much profit, either… If our efficiency is lower than the average you can end the test quickly and be no worse off than you are now.”

He seemed to sense that these arguments were not sufficient. His eyes were darting around the audience chamber, desperately looking for something—inspiration, perhaps. Pausing as he considered a large male writhing in a nearby pain-induction compartment, his countenance suddenly changed from fear to surprise and hope.

“In addition,” he said quickly, “I will pledge to you that for the duration of the test, all humans working for you will be completely obedient and dedicated to their tasks. All humans, not just the ones in the crew of the test ship.”

“You can pledge this?”

“Yes. I have the authority to make promises on behalf of everyone, and we will enforce those promises ourselves.”

“Interesting… I will consider your proposition. Audience terminated. Return to your sleeping quarters.”

His relief at being excused without punishment was palpable.

I called Mosya back several times, intrigued by his idea. Eventually he convinced me to give the humans a chance to prove themselves. They got their ship, their training, and a few round-trips to show me what they could do.

The experiment was a tremendous success. The human-run ship was ten points more profitable than all of my other ships—not just above the fleet average as promised. I converted additional ships to human operation, with similar results, and eventually replaced all non-human crews with humans.  

Mosya quickly became an important leader in my organization as I expanded from transport ships to agricultural worlds to mining and industrial concerns. His ideas for the efficient operation of human-run enterprises led directly to the guidelines and practices I’ve shared with you in this series of articles. 

Mosya changed the way his people were treated within my domain, improving their lives greatly… But he was not done yet. One day, as he neared termination, he approached me again on behalf of his people.

“Under-Citizen 485, I request an audience,” he said, kneeling. We had stopped being formal many years earlier, so I wondered why he began this way.

“Audience granted. You have five minutes,” I replied, remembering the conversation that started our long relationship that fateful day. “Or five hours. What do you need, Mosya?”

“Have we proven ourselves to you?”

“Many times over, you know that.”

“Have we given you our very best, asking only for respect and proper treatment in return?”

“Yes, you have. What do you want, Mosya? Tell me and I will give it to you if I can.”

He was silent for many minutes. I thought perhaps he had fallen asleep, as he tended to do more often in this, his tenth decade, but he had not. “Under-Citizen, what was our original home like? Earth, I mean. Before the Encounter with the Republic.”

“I was not present at the Encounter, but I understand that Earth was a beautiful world—by human standards—before the Encounter’s destruction. Your own religious texts describe it frequently as a splendid planet, a ‘land of milk and honey’ teeming with life.” 

“Paradise…” he sighed.

“There was sickness and war and cruelty, as well, Mosya.”

“Still, to a captive held in bondage, it seems like paradise.” He bowed his head for a moment, and then looked up again with tears in his eyes.

“Under-Citizen 485—my friend, if you will allow me that presumption—I have a request to make of you. A boon to beg of you for my people. If we have served you well over the last sixty years, if we have pleased you with our obedience and actions, if we have contributed to your wealth and position in the Republic, I ask you to reward us.”

“What is it you want? More food? Less labor per week?”

“Freedom,” he breathed. 

“Impossible! Out of the question!” Even as I uttered the rejection, I recognized the words from our conversation many years ago… The day he asked for a ship to prove his worth to me. The day my whole approach to human care changed, and my fortunes changed with it. A good day. 

“What would you have me do? I cannot free you—my position and future prospects would suffer irreparable harm. I am striving for Citizenship and must continue operations at maximum profitability for many more decades before I can purchase it...

“Where would you go?” I asked. “You have nothing, own nothing… You have no rights in the Republic. No place to live. If released, you would surely be taken by another Citizen and put back to work—under worse conditions, most likely. 

“No, it’s impossible… I cannot free you.”

He sighed, accepting my decision without debate, perhaps sensing my resolve. “The hope of freedom, then. If not for all of us, now, then for some of us, someday. For our children and grandchildren, our descendents not yet born. Spare a few of them each year, I beg you. Find a world like our Earth for my people to live on in freedom. 

 “I ask for this hope of freedom not just as a reward, which might not justify its cost, but also as my final advice to you,” he continued. “You have been kind to us, and generous, but we are still captives. This knowledge affects us in ways I cannot fully explain; I only know that with the hope of freedom we will apply ourselves to your service with increased vigor…”

“Freedom is that important to you, is it? I see… Get up off the floor, Mosya. Sit, pour yourself something, and tell me more about this idea of yours and how I might profit from it…”

The next few weeks were spent defining the terms of our agreement: Export and transport fees I would collect from the freed humans and their descendents; what fraction of the humans I would release each year; how the selection would be made (a few chosen by me, the rest by lottery, and always in family units); supplies and equipment I would provide to the freed humans; visitation rights for those still in my workforce. Possible agricultural worlds were examined for their new home, or ‘promised land,’ as they took to calling it. Mosya referred to it as Canaan.

On the night of Mosya’s termination, his family and friends gathered in the humans’ largest worship room to remember him and comfort each other. Stories were shared by his grandson Joya, and others, bringing tears and laughter to those who knew him. I remained aloof and silent, though I also felt what could be called ‘grief’ at his termination. His ideas, and his courage to confront me with them, had changed my future… and his people’s future.

Mosya is remembered and revered to this day. He was the father of his Nation, the freer of his people. Over eighty million humans now live in freedom on the planet Canaan—named in honor of Mosya by the first descendents to be released there over eighteen centuries ago. They remain my property—in name only—and I protect them from harm or capture by other Citizens in return for exclusive off-world shipping rights and a percentage of their exports. In all other ways they are free. 

The Canaan humans have built many factories and produce a vast amount of food and other goods for trade with the Republic. All profits from these enterprises are theirs to keep, of course, and my analysis of their wholly-owned enterprises shows that humans are even more profitable on their own than they are in my employ. I feel a strange emotion when I ponder this… I think the humans call it pride.

My fellow Citizens, I believe the Human race has a very important role to play in the future of the Republic. Not just as labor for our operations, but as advisors, companions, and partners. Perhaps even as members of the Republic. Would a human with the wealth necessary for Citizenship be permitted to purchase it? This is not a rhetorical question; some families on Canaan are close.

Where would we be today if our Encounter with the humans five millennia ago had been a reaching out in friendship rather than a conquest? We’ll never know, because we destroyed their world, took them as slaves, and lost our chance to find out… Our first chance, but not our only chance.

Canaan shows what free humans are capable of accomplishing. Imagine billions of free humans working with us to solve new problems, explore new frontiers, find new ways of doing things. 

If you must, imagine the profits. 

If you can, imagine the discoveries we could make together.

Proper human care demands a new way of thinking about humans as a race. Those Citizens who remain mired in the past will be left behind by those of us who work with free humans to accomplish our goals.

My advice to you: Let your humans go. 

The End

