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                    Doggie in the Window

                         by G. L. Parry

Steven Tanner was far enough from the imposing front gates for sounds of discord to be faintly audible as a knot of protestors jostled with the assembled media waiting on the other side for him to emerge to face them.  It was a warm July morning, and the heat was rising as the autoparker whisked his red BMW aircar into secure storage behind him.  As if anybody would be stupid enough to try getting past them, a line of armed security guards stood on the grass accompanied by Supersmart leopards wearing Day-Glo harnesses strapped around their muscular torsos.  Judging from their twitching tails, it was an act of supreme self-control for the animals not to jump the fence and tear into the demonstrators on the roadway outside.  The tops of placards waved forlornly above rolls of razor-sharp snapwire topping the perimeter fence: 
                         GOD SAYS NO!  
                       SUPERPETS=SLAVERY!

     Full of loathing, Tanner glared at them.  

     Tell me I don’t have the right to be happy, will you?
     Bigots and imbeciles like that had probably protested against stem-cell research, too.  He couldn’t see any members of the crowd sitting paralysed in wheelchairs or dribbling in the throes of terminal dementia.  Funny about that.        

     Vast changes had taken place in the two hundred years since the Great Financial Collapse.  The disintegration of Africa and the Middle East was only the half of it.  Distracted by internal problems of its own, the USA had surrendered its position of global pre-eminence to Asia and Europe with barely a whimper, and the once-influential Evangelicals had been sucked down with it.  Maybe in another two hundred years they would be gone completely, and good riddance to them.  
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