Jonathan's Privilege


Jonathan coughed, nearly doubling over. A few seconds later the fit passed, and he stood almost straight again. Taking care not to go too fast, he plodded slowly toward the transport area. Once he was there, however, he looked outside and shook his head. It seemed more like a habit now, than actual regret for the harm mankind has done to his environment. It was the 28th century, and the sky grey all the time now; the sun a mere glow that lessened the grey in a small area of the sky. The damage was not done without progress, however. Technological advancements allowed mankind to travel from one place to another without going outside at all, and growth hormone injection research allowed certain specially selected people to live more than 300 years.


Jonathan was one of the few long-living ones.


They were chosen as a council by the government to give the populace their wisdom of the ages. Jonathan had applied as a middle-aged man for physical testing, wisdom, judgement, intelligence, and moral values. He passed the test, and now he was two hundred and seventeen years old. How privileged Jonathan was to have such an amazingly extended life span!


Realizing he had been daydreaming, a habit he was supposed to have cured, he pressed a button on his wrist and the time was read by a monotonous voice. A sudden fit of cough seizing him again and he had to press the button twice more before he could make out the time over his own voice. He was going to be late for the meeting if he didn't hurry.


Getting into the transport tube, he tapped his foot on a colored area of the floor and the tube hummed to life. A soft porous cushion nestled snugly around Jonathan and he felt a little dizzy as the tube hummed to life. Jonathan started dozing off, with only small fits of coughing once in a while. The startlingly loud "ding" sound that the tubes made when they arrived at their destination was made perhaps because the technicians who designed the tubes had realised how comfortable it was. Jonathan drifted off to sleep. Too bad the ride didn't last forever, because then he would never have to worry about judgements, the rest of the council, and this blasted coughing ever again...


The next time Jonathan woke up, he was in a hospital. He tested his body parts and a searing pain shot up his right leg. The blasted tube must have malfunctioned somehow. Johathan fretted, not because of his leg, but because of the paperwork he will have to catch up on because of the missed meeting. What's more, the current head of council was never on good terms with Jonathan in the first place, and he just might "accidentally" forget to send an injection package, and Jonathan will suffer horrible pain in all the joints in his body for several days. He had experienced it once before when he was just a bit over a hundred and fifty years old, and the pain only amplifies for older men.


One of the doctors came to see Jonathan, a healthy, robust man of about thirty years of age. He flashed Jonathan a smile, showing full, white teeth and told him in a soothing voice to relax. He rebandaged Jonathan's leg and called for a nurse to change the council elder's sheets and pillows. Whistling, he went off to see another patient, leaving Jonathan alone in the room.


Jonathan coughed, and accidentally jostled his leg.


Gritting what was left of his teeth against the pain, Jonathan shut his eyes and tried to block out the pain. It didn't work, because he kept coughing and his leg kept moving.


How privileged Jonathan was to have such an amazingly extended life span.
