Humming Hedonism
Zeus popped a fast sexual gratification as he saw Hitler007 stalking towards the counter.  It tasted bitter and dry, but not as bitter as the crease marks that warped the customer’s brow.  From all around a merry Gregorian chant crackled against the wide walls of the pharmacy, warring with the resonance of the force field holding back the dark, emptiness of the universe.  Hittler007’s heavy feet beat toward the counter to the sonorous sounds of the chorus, his hospital fatigues still tightly bound around his muscular military form like some suit of chain mail.  Checking his hedonic calculator, Zeus smiled like he meant it and prepared for the battle ahead.

“Sir, your prescription cannot be completed,” he told the reborn dictator.


“You will give me my prescription now,” Hitler007 said, his fist striking the checkout counter with a heavy bang that seemed to swing in time to the wailing monks. 


“Sir, due to H.A.R.P.I.E., I am not allowed to discuss this further.”

“How dare you?” the would be dictator demanded, his mustache bristles blowing with the force of his breathing.  “What manner of oppression is this?! I will have my prescription—.” 
The pharmacist cut in, waiving one of his tentacled arms wildly to articulate his statement.  “Clones cannot be given free reign over medications without direct authorization from their liege.  That’s directly by the Health Accord Regarding Protective Insurance Enforcement.  There’s nothing I can do,” the pharmacist said, gesturing with one of his spare tentacles for Zeus to continue on with his work. 


“I will die without this medication!”


“Well, that’s something you should have thought about before now isn’t it  .  .  .,” the pharmacist babbled on while Zeus pulled the lid off of the decanter for the aerial gene elixir to add it with the accelerator reconstatutable from the fast rack.  He couldn’t believe the clone was still going on, while the other customer--a poor little boy who just wanted some wings so he could fly around in the clouds--had to wait.  It just wasn’t fair. Some people had no perspective, he reflected.  He popped another sexual gratification and resumed smiling.  He had to hurry.  He knew it wouldn’t be long now. 


The prescription smelled just right.  The aroma haunted his nostrils, lavender and spring time spinning in joyous harmony, mountain thyme and dew upon the grass.  He shivered, gently set the prescription aside, and popped another sexual gratification.  But the hedonic calculator wouldn’t go up.  He frowned, and popped another.  And another. And slowly a smile slithered onto his face as Hitler007 began to scream.  His mind was elsewhere, though--it was with the little boy and soft fluffy white clouds, tasting the moisture in the air and the sunshine warming one’s skin.  It was with the boy and the boy’s family and friends, far below, gazing up with pride. 


He picked up the prescription and walked it over to the checkpoint to await the skilled eyes of the master pharmacist.  His hand shook as he set it down.


Not long at all, he thought.


“Well, the clone is gone,” the pharmacist said, his tentacles waiving about jubilantly.  “Let’s finish up this last one before you go.” As he worked, the pharmacist hummed along with the chorus, off-key, far, far too sharp.  Zeus clutched the counter and the pharmacist chuckled, “Well, don’t just stand there.  Really hold that counter up! That’s what we’re paying for you after all.  Hehe.  I just can’t believe that Hitler clone.  You’d think he’d have his papers more in order.  Don’t know why people keep on cloning all those 20th century monstrosities anyways.  I’m more of an antiquarian, myself. How about yourself?  Ever have a clone?”

“Just one,” Zeus responded, thinking back to his first girlfriend, who had left him due to his neurosis.  Her clone had left him because he hadn’t had enough neurosis.  No winning on that one.  As he thought back, he could remember her soft crimson smile, her haunting dark eyes, her gossamer wings, and her blissful third eye.  Both times she’d wanted to fly and see the world, to have space.


“Eh? What type did you have? You look like the sort that wouldn’t order a Hitler or a Stalin or a Roosevelt, would you, no hellions for you?”


“Meh . . . no . . . no hellions.”


“Good, that’s the way to be.”

He popped another sexual gratification and waited.  Beyond the walls of the pharmacy, a pure wall of blackness bubbled against the force shields, flashing only briefly as people came and went.  He knew she was out there, somewhere, in that hurricane of eternal night.  Peering intently, he could make out single stars shaking in the dark, all alone.  A brief pulsation of light briefly blinded him and the pharmacist nodded.

“They decided to speed up SN in the redemption sector.  Damn supernova reconstruction can start sooner then.  Praxian always does the best reconstructions.  They are all so lucky—well, the ones that got out.  Always the price of a quick reconstruction, a few stragglers, but they’ll reclone the more affluent ones real fast.  And it will be beautiful.  When I get a little time off, I might visit over there.  Well, regardless, we are almost done here.  Ring up the boy so he can have his wings and you can go.  Good job, by the way.  You’re a credit to the art.”


“Thanks,” Zeus said, his head starting to spin as a dull ache formed in his chest.  Still, he gritted his teeth, grabbed the prescription, and stumbled to the counter, hissing out that the boy’s prescription was ready.  The boy’s guardian came over, carrying the little one on her shoulder.  The child was carrying a Praxian destructor toy, demanding that she buy it for him.  When she refused he began to shriek, and she set him down on the counter, placing her thumb upon the ID-pad to pay out some credits for his wings.


“Be quite,” she told him.  “I’ve bought you wings. You should be happy now.”


And the child grew quite, and Zeus watched the guardian carrying out the young as his vision began to cloud.  He gripped his chest and gasped for breath and the pharmacist popped a sexual gratification and everywhere the night hummed harmoniously like Gregorian monks.  He looked at the darkness and thought for a moment that he saw gossamer wings, fluttering furiously.


Collapsing, his hedonic calculator clattered against the well furnished floor.  And the humming continued.  

