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Sized

	Arthur enlight, senior advocate, crawled on the floor of his office, magnifying glass and ruler in hand, with newspaper comics spread about him. A tall, slender man of thirty-two, well-groomed and professionally dressed, he moved gracefully in the confined space between his desk and the wall while taking measurements.

	“Got you!” he said. The newspapers had definitely violated Good Government Rule #389945.783: Size of Comics Print to Avoid Eye Strain. At least five of the comic strips had word print that was too small.

	Arthur grinned. As a Senior Advocate, he mostly worked Recommendation cases (who didn’t?), but this was his fourth Rules case, which was quite an accomplishment for someone with just seven years of relevance.

	Arthur was still on the floor when the old man banged his walker against the office door and pushed it open. He stopped when he spotted Arthur and gazed at him with watery eyes. “Are you the Advocate Arthur Enlight?” the old man asked.

	Arthur stood up. “Yes.”

	The old man proceeded into the room, not noticing that he and his walker were treading over and ripping the newspaper comics scattered over the floor. He made it to the chair and sat down, wheezing.

	He was wearing shorts and a plain white T-shirt. His legs were like swollen tree trunks, completely disproportionate to the slightness of his body. They were a bright, feverish red and had multiple open sores. The man’s arms had open sores too, and his fingers were gnarled and twisted in ways not normal. His face was weathered with deep wrinkles and dark spots as if he never followed Good Government Recommendation #172368.34: Care and Treatment for Maintaining Pleasing Facial Esthetics. Likewise, his white hair had wild tufts jutting out randomly while other spots were almost bald.

	And then Arthur smelled it. It was an odd smell, a mix of medicine, bad breath, urine, and something else, like something rotting, as if the man’s body was decomposing before death. Arthur involuntarily took a step back, but he recovered by moving behind his desk and sitting in his own chair.

	“How may I serve you?” Arthur asked, giving the traditional Advocate’s greeting.

	The old man rested his arms on Arthur’s desk. Arthur eyed his open sores and mentally noted the areas of his desk to disinfect later. The old man said in a gravelly voice, “They’ve listed me for Elder Sizing and I don’t want to be sized.”

	Arthur nodded. “Who recommended it? Family?”

	“Only family I have is my granddaughter, and she’s out most of the time. No, it was the neighbors and the block captain. The bastards called for a welfare check and a stupid ass Care Specialist came out. Says I’m not relevant anymore, says I should be sized. Pissant.”

	Arthur noted the man’s use of language as a possible violation of Good Government Recommendation #7775498.b: Appropriate Speech to Avoid Social Discord, but decided not to mention it. Per the Advocacy Code, it was for Arthur to maintain a “welcoming environment congenial for open discussion.”

	“Sir, how should I address you?” asked Arthur.

	The old man grinned. “Call me Grandpa Jones,” he said. “I’m Rebel Jones’s grandfather. Remember her?”

	“Of course,” Arthur said, smiling. Rebel Jones was Arthur’s star client two years earlier. She brought him his first major case: Good Government Recommendation #34765.89: Hubcap Conformity for Vehicle Wheels. Who could forget Rebel Jones, the wild girl who fought for beauty? She was an artist and wanted to paint flowers on the recommended plain tin hubcaps. Arthur argued for a Change in Recommendation, demonstrating that when cars were moving, the hubcap paintings could not be distinguished and thus posed no distraction for drivers. The case attracted much attention, and after it was won, hundreds of people painted their hubcaps too. Arthur and Rebel Jones were even invited to ride in an auto parade where every few feet the cars would stop and all the onlookers would cheer at the decorated hubcaps. Even now, two years later, Arthur occasionally saw flyers for hubcap art festivals.
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