
 

Protein. By AM Gray 
 

“It’s ALIVE!” he crowed in mock hysteria. 

“Jesus. It is not! Cut it out.” 

Snort. 

“And stop poking it.” 

“What is it?” 

“Now he asks.” Sarcasm. 

A look. 

Eye roll. “It’s a protein replacement.” 

“Really? For what?” 

“Us.” 

Frown. “It’s food? For humans.” 

“Yeah. I knew I shouldn’t have let you in the lab.” 

“It does look like strawberry ice-cream.” He studied the mound. “Or a brain. It’s about 

brain-sized.” 

“It’s a meat substitute.” 

“I don’t think so.” Another poke. “You really think people are going to eat this?” he 

sounded sceptical. 

“Of course. It’s good for them.” 

“It doesn’t look it.” 

“By the time it is processed into patties, cutlets or mince, they won’t know the 

difference.” 



“Is this another one of those ‘we are scientists and we are smart and know what you 

want’ things?” 

“What?” 

“Scientists. They are always making what they think people want. And we don’t.” 

“Everyone needs to eat.” 

“Maybe so. But I like my meat to look like meat. I had a girlfriend who was a 

vegetarian once. She went nuts over tofu cutlets. She argued it was offensive. She knew it 

was tofu; they sold it as tofu, so why did they try to make it look like meat? Especially to sell 

to people who are vegetarians.” He poked the pink jello again. “Not that this even looks like 

meat.” 

“Leave it!” 

“Fine.” He studied his friend. “You’re not joining us, are you?” 

“No.” 

“Busy? With this?” He waved a hand at the offending ‘meat’. 

A sigh. “Yeah. Sorry.” An apologetic smile. “Next time?” 

“Uh-huh.” A matching sigh. “Sure. You could have texted me before I came up here.” 

“It was good to see you.” 

“Right… don’t forget you need to eat, too.” 

A smile. “Say ‘hi’ to everyone for me.” 

“Sure.” He let himself out of the lab. 

Silence. He worked on, entering data into the computer. He glanced at the ‘meat’. 

Sometimes he did think it moved by itself. Nights when he had worked for too long without 

sleep. Nights when he was alone in the lab; when the amount of coffee he had consumed 

made him jittery. 

He had to put the sample back in the fridge. His eyes closed with exhaustion. He fought 

to keep them open. 

He lost. 

His arms folded onto the bench and his head dropped onto them. He slept. 

The ‘meat’ wobbled. The top oozed down; excruciatingly slowly. Like ice melting, the 

base spread. It was almost imperceptible. It made its way deliberately towards him. 

~~~ 

The lab assistant entered the lab. The ‘meat’ sat on the bench. He popped it into the 

fridge. Dr James didn’t show. He wasn’t concerned, he had been working too hard lately, but 

the chief scientist was looking for him, too. 



“I saw his friend come in last night. Maybe he went with him?” 

“Maybe.” 

~~~~ 

The large pink blob waited inside the cupboard. It avoided activity. It felt movement as 

vibration. It waited. 


