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Well, that went about as
well as I could have hoped. As poorly, really…

Harry sat patiently in the padded exam
chair. Nurse Angela removed the electrode-laden skullcap and the
rest of the sensors that had been used to keep track his vitals
during the examination. The girl was okay to conduct the test, but
he hoped the doctor would be someone too mature for Harry to be
their great grandfather.

Nurse Angela hadn’t bothered to turn
off the projector, so the last set of words that he had tried to
memorize and repeat back were still on the wall. He had missed
hacksaw, pentagram, scissors, and canary that last time. And
pickle. He was pretty sure he had never gotten more than six out of
ten right in any of the sequences.

Harry had flown along in the
questionnaire section just fine at the start. His thoughts were as
clear as they ever were, all his synapses clicking along like a
man’s half his age. He was doing so well, he’d begun to worry they
wouldn’t believe he’d been having lapses. Then he hit the
fog.

Who am I?

Whose thoughts are
these?

What kind of fool am
I?

He had started singing along with
Anthony Newley when the nurse had to remind him what he was there
for. It took a little bit to get himself back on track. Harry
finished the test, but it should have been obvious to anyone that
he was having difficulties staying with the program. He was more
than qualified for treatment.

Nurse Angela led him from the testing
room to where the doctor would go over his results and discuss his
options. Harry had expected it to be another exam room, or perhaps
the doctor’s office; instead it was more like a conference room.
There was a table with a couple of swivel chairs on each side of
it. The wall opposite the door was mirrored, while the ones at
either end had fully incorporated video screens. That explained the
remote on the table.

“Please wait in here, Mr.
Jones.” Nurse Angela’s voice was bland - designed to be calming and
non-committal. “Feel free to watch what you like while you wait.
Dr. Jordan is running a little late – it may be fifteen minutes or
so before he joins you.

He sat down in the nearest chair,
picked up the remote, and pressed the power button. It prompted for
his ID, just like all public media devices did when you accessed
the system, so he entered it. A menu appeared on the video screen
briefly, but then this was overridden by a message box.

WELCOME HARRY JONES. SINCE YOUR LAST
SYSTEM LOGIN, THE FOLLOWING OPPORTUNITY ON YOUR LIST HAS BECOME
STATISTICALLY IMPROBABLE FOR YOU TO SURVIVE DUE TO YOUR ADVANCED
AGE:

A TRIP TO MARS.

“Thanks for the reminder,”
he grumbled. “Gladys and I were supposed to do that
together.”

Harry wished he’d never done that
bucket list survey. Ever since then, the system had taken it upon
itself to notify him as each and every one of his desires had
become improbable due to his age, or some specific, deteriorating
part of him. Mars had been the last thing on his list. He liked his
chances better than the system did, but between the G-forces on
takeoff, the six-month trip across unshielded space, and the often
rocky descent, the system was probably right that he wouldn’t
survive. Not that he cared, without Gladys.

YOUR LIST IS NOW EMPTY. STUDIES
INDICATE THAT HAVING PLANS FOR THE FUTURE IS BOTH FULFILLING AND
EMOTIONALLY STABILIZING. IT IS SUGGESTED THAT YOU CREATE A NEW
ENTRY. PROCEED?

“Why? So you can take it
away from me, too?”

He pressed NO on the remote, and was
greeted with another window.

ARE YOU SURE?

“Yes, I’m sure I don’t
want to set up another chance for failure.”

He pressed YES and the menu
reappeared. Much of the entertainment listed was the usual tripe
that was currently piped out to the public, but he noticed that
there were some shows available that he remembered from his
youth.

I didn't know they still
allowed those. I thought they were ruled too
misogynistic.

He stared at the remote,
wondering if he was being set up. He glanced about the room, but it
looked like the coast was clear; if there were any cameras, they
were too well hidden for his old eyes to spot. And Nurse
Angela had told
him to watch what he liked – that couldn’t have been
clearer.

He selected
The Real Bosom Buddies.
The lights in the room dimmed, the screen went black, and then a
white pop-up appeared in the middle of the screen with bold red
lettering.

WARNING! THIS VIDEO CONTAINS GRADE DD
BUXOM BLONDES. WATCHING THIS SHOW WILL DROP THE IQ OF THE AVERAGE
MALE BY 30%. EFFECT IS CUMULATIVE. ESTIMATED RECOVERY TIME IS ONE
HOUR.

It had been a long time
since he had seen one of these warnings – almost as long as it had
been since he had been able to watch The
Real Bosom Buddies. Gladys had stopped
allowing him to watch it long before the government overlords had
banned it from the feeds. But she wasn’t around anymore to tell him
what to do. He pressed play.

The pop-up was replaced with a new
one.

MR. JONES – WE HAVE CALCULATED THAT
THIS WILL TIP YOUR SCORE OVER THE DEMENTIA THRESHOLD. YOU HAVE BEEN
LOCKED OUT OF THIS SELECTION. PLEASE CHOOSE ANOTHER.

I knew it was too good to
be true. Damned nanny state…

He scanned the menu for something
tamer that the machine might agree was safe enough for a man in his
“delicate” condition. It rejected many of them.

He finally received a
positive response when he picked Baywatch.

WE HAVE CALCULATED THAT THIS CONTENT
WILL ONLY CAUSE YOU A DROP OF TEN IQ
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