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It was a warm summer night and a little drizzle
had just begun. George looked out the back door of his apartment
and decided that a brief walk down the alley with his dog Lucky was
just what he needed. He had felt trapped in the house all day and
all evening while he did his cleaning in preparation for the
visitors he expected tomorrow.

 


“Come on, Lucky!,” he said, “we're going for a
walkie!”

 


George picked up a bag of trash and put the
leash on Lucky and headed out back. He dropped the bag in the
dumpster in the alley. He and Lucky had made it about half-way down
the block, feeling the little pinpricks of drizzle hit their skin
and enjoying the cool breeze when...

 


The spotlight came on from the police copter.
“Stay right where you are!,” the voice boomed from the
loudspeaker.

 


“Just my luck!,” George thought to himself.
“First time in years I try to walk in the rain and I run into a
patrol!”

 


A police trooper came down a rope ladder
extending from the copter. “Papers!,” he said. George searched
through his pockets and gave the trooper the smartcard
identification which the U.S. Surgeon General's Office/Midwest
Region had issued him on his last birthday, as well as Lucky's
smartcard dog license. The trooper ran the cards through his pocket
computer and read the readout.

 


“You're not licensed for walking in the rain!
Studies show that for persons of your genotype, there is a high
probability of colds, which may lead to lower resistance generally
and other diseases.” The trooper cuffed George and walked him and
Lucky back by the trash dumpster. “You're an irresponsible
son-of-a-bitch!,” the trooper exclaimed. “I'm going to do a spot
inspection of your garbage!”

 


Just my luck! George thought again If it
weren't for bad luck, I wouldn't have no luck at all He started
whistling the old blues song to himself, almost half-consciously.
Stop that immediately! the trooper shouted at him. Don't you know
that the rush of air between the teeth has been shown to promote
tooth decay? The trooper started shifting through George's garbage
bag and found the empty candy box and the wrapper from the hot dogs
George had got on the black market. He looked again at the readout
from George's card. “This stuff isn't authorized on your diet!,”
the trooper exclaimed.

 


George groaned. He wistfully thought back to
the old days, back in the first decade of the century, before the
health-consciousness movement, enthused by its success in outlawing
smoking and alcohol and stamping out drug use had succeeded in
passing laws to regulate individual human behavior to best promote
health--above all else. The powers of the Surgeon General's office,
which once engaged primarily in studies and health advisories was
greatly expanded and a nationwide series of mandatory genetic tests
were instituted, combined with a national id card
system.

 


“It's for your own good!,” the trooper smiled.
“You would have caught your death of cold if we hadn't come along!
Ruining your teeth and your digestion! Dragging your dog out into
this dampness.” The trooper was all set to take George in for some
counseling sessions with a government psychologist but relented
when he learned that the scheduled Home Safety & Cleanliness
Agency inspection of George's home was scheduled for tomorrow.
“I'll let you go with a warning this time! the trooper said, but
don't let it happen again.”

 


“It won't officer, I promise,” George said.
Lucky pissed on the ground as the trooper returned to his copter.
George carefully removed the urine from the alleyway with his
pocket vacuum and returned to his apartment to finish his
cleaning.
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