Touchdown

by Daniel F. DeBono

.I he year 2612, lan was now

eighty-three years old. He
looked down at hisevermore fragile
hands, seeing the blue-green
streaks which crisscrossed the once
powerful appendages. Sixty years
ago he had thought himself im-
mortal, impervious to the ravages
of time. His thoughts were close to
the truth, too, for with the advent of
the De Leon formula the life
expectancy of a few wealthy
individuals was easily quadrupled
and possibly unlimited!

The serum was very rare and
expensive. The world government
had tried to confiscate the formula,
but the De Leon Company had won
a major court battle to keep the
serum in private hands. It was
wanted by all because it could slow
the aging process to an almost
imperceptible rate.

lan was almost included into
the elite group of monthly injection
recipients, but in a championship
game the star does not drop the
would-be game-winning touch-
down.

Sports had increasingly be-
come a popular escape from every-
day problems. For lan, sports was
more than anescape, it wasa way of
life. Ian’s father had passed away
when he was quite young, and that
gave him the incentive to hone the
skills that would make him a super-
star. Like his father, he joined a
professional team at eighteen, the
minimum age allowable. He played
six seasons, which was the excep-

tion to the rule, as eighty percent of
the professionals did not make it
past their third season. Career-end-
ing injuries were common.

As lan gained notoriety he was
included into the inner circle of the
so-called Demigods, which was
what the recipients of the De Leon
formula were called. lan began to
plant seeds so that he too could
receive the injections. He wined and
dined the administrator of the
laboratory, who wasa serious fan of
lan’s team. Jan never really liked
him, but felt the potential benefit
outweighed the demands.

“Grandpa, tell us about how
you scored all those touchdowns
against the Bears in the conference
championship,” cried James.

His grandson was with a group
of his friends. Usually Ian loved to
tell old football stories to the kids,
but he would be late for work if he
stayed home any longer. “l have to
get to work, buddy. We'lldo it some
other time.”

He messed up James’ long
straight hair on the way out and
hurried off to work. He worked at
the De Leon laboratory, cleaning up
the labs and doing light landscap-
ing on the grounds. The labs werein
the nicest section of town, only a few
blocks from Ian’s daughter’s house.
Tan had made a lot of money during
his career, so he was able to get the
best of just about everything for his
family. His wife had passed away a
few years ago, so he moved in with
his daughter and her family.



VISION

As he approached the robo-
guard house a familiar sadness
overcame him. If only he would
have caught that pass...he could
still be young! So would his beloved
Lisa, as beautiful as on their wed-
ding day. One terruble split-second
mishap caused all that to be dashed
on the cruel rocks of fate! As he
crossed the guardhouse he held up
his hand for identification.

Heshook his head and laughed.
People took sports too seriously, he
thought, although it was not merely
the loss of the game that had caused
the Demigods to distance them-
selves from him. They had also lost
considerable sums of money to the
bookies! They kept their distance
after the season, especially the
Administrator, who had lost a small
fortune. Even the Demigods he re-
ally liked followed the example of
their leader and broke off relations
with him.

Many years passed before he
saw the Administrator again, and
that was when he had been hired for
the maintenance job. lan did not
need the money, but he wanted to
keep busy, so he took the job.

Other “old-timers” could be
seen working on the grounds. The
Administrator never hired anyone
under sixty years old for fear of
someone dipping into the serum.
Elderly people would be less in-
clined to steal it, and no one could
take any off the grounds, as the
robots would surely scan for it on
the way out.

Ian checked the duty screen
which told him he was assigned to
the flower beds. He retrieved his
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tools, and proceeded to the flower
beds at the side of the building. He
worked silently and efficiently, not
missing a single weed. We was
nearly finished with the first bed
when he heard the Administrator
speaking with someone over the
telemonitor. He edged over to the
open window, not breaking the
beam which would stun him or
possibly kill him.

“...frankly, I don’t trust him,”
said the Administrator. “If he leaks
the formula to the masses there will
probably be riots.”

Ian saw the image of the Chief
Scientist on the screen. “l am the
only one withaccess to the complete
formula...he doesn’t know all the
ingredients. Even if Jones left—
which he will not—he couldn’t
produce the formula. He...”

The Administrator interrupted,
“Don’t you get it? He'll run to the
media, or worse, the government. If
those two-bit officials in the World
Council find out about it we'll be
bribing them all!”

lan used to dine with the Ad-
ministrator and his wife quite fre-
quently. He had grown toloathe the
man, but not nearly as much as he
did with this revelation.

“..Icould...”

Before the Chief could finish his
sentence, J.H. Cassady, better
known as the Administrator,
blurted, “Just do it, and fast!”

The conversation had ended, so
lan slowly backed away from the
window. Good. No one saw. He
quickly finished his work, then
went into the lab. Again, he was
scanned by the robots to be sure he









