
PRODUCING EMBRYOES

A SQUAT grey building of only thirty-four stories. Over the main entrance the words, CENTRAL LONDON
HATCHERY AND CONDITIONING CENTRE, and, in a shield, the World State's motto, COMMUNITY, 
IDENTITY, STABILITY. 

"And this," said the Director opening the door, "is the Fertilizing Room." 

Tall and rather thin but upright, the Director advanced into the room. He had a long chin and big rather 
prominent teeth, just covered, when he was not talking, by his full, floridly curved lips. Old, young? 
Thirty? Fifty? Fifty-five? It was hard to say. And anyhow the question didn't arise; in this year of 
stability, A. F. 632, it didn't occur to you to ask it. 

"I shall begin at the beginning," said the D.H.C. "These," he waved his hand, "are the incubators." And 
opening an insulated door he showed them racks upon racks of numbered test-tubes. "The week's 
supply of ova. Kept," he explained, "at blood heat; whereas the male gametes," and here he opened 
another door, "they have to be kept at thirty-five instead of thirty-seven. Full blood heat sterilizes." 

"Bokanovsky's Process. One egg, one embryo, one adult-normality. But a bokanovskified egg will bud, 
will proliferate, will divide. From eight to ninety-six buds, and every bud will grow into a perfectly 
formed embryo, and every embryo into a full-sized adult. Making ninety-six human beings grow where
only one grew before. Progress. 

"Essentially," the D.H.C. concluded, "bokanovskification consists of a series of arrests of development. 
We check the normal growth and, paradoxically enough, the egg responds by budding."  He raised a 
hand; his expression was solemn. "Bokanovsky's Process is one of the major instruments of social 
stability!" 

Standard men and women; in uniform batches. The whole of a small factory staffed with the products 
of a single bokanovskified egg. 

"Ninety-six identical twins working ninety-six identical machines!" The voice was almost tremulous 
with enthusiasm. "You really know where you are. For the first time in history." He quoted the 
planetary motto. "Community, Identity, Stability." Grand words. "If we could bokanovskify indefinitely
the whole problem would be solved." 

Millions of identical twins. The principle of mass production at last applied to biology. 

"But, alas," the Director shook his head, "we can't bokanovskify indefinitely." 

Ninety-six seemed to be the limit; seventy-two a good average. From the same ovary and with gametes 
of the same male to manufacture as many batches of identical twins as possible–that was the best (sadly
a second best) that they could do. And even that was difficult. 

"For in nature it takes thirty years for two hundred eggs to reach maturity. But our business is to 
stabilize the population at this moment, here and now. Dribbling out twins over a quarter of a 
century–what would be the use of that?" 

He rubbed his hands. For of course, they didn't content themselves with merely hatching out embryos: 
any cow could do that. 

"We also predestine and condition. We decant our babies as socialized human beings, as Alphas or 
Epsilons, as future sewage workers or future ... Directors of Hatcheries.

Aldous Huxley, Brave New World, 1932, Chapter One
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