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Nothing Personal

“Are you sure you want to get this done?” asked the doctor.

“Why wouldn’t I? You already told me all of the advantages of having my genes mapped” I 

replied. “You said you could cure me of anything I will get before I get it.”

“Yes that’s true, but I’m required to ask that before proceeding. You’re going to feel a small 

pinch.” said the doctor as he inserted a small needle into my arm.

He filled a tube with my blood and held up to the light. Putting pressure on the the vein, he pulled 

out the needle and taped down some gauze.

“We appreciate your willingness to go through with this Mr. Abet Cedings; this technology isn’t 

even known to most people so far.” The doctor said as he put my blood onto a rack full of vials. “Your 

test results could very well push this technology into the mainstream.” 

I found out about this technology just recently, it maps your DNA very precisely, it can tell you 

any and all illnesses that will afflict you that are genetically related. Knowing what will affect you greatly 

improves the medical treatment you can receive, and allows doctors to greatly improve your health and 

lifespan. I thought that this was a worthwhile technology, I don’t think that it affect my health that much 

since there is no history of genetic disease in my family, and getting the test done may help propagate this 

technology.



I had the test done in late November around my 30th birthday and I was told not to expect the 

results for at least a month. Which was fine for me, I was not in any hurry to find out my test results, I 

was too busy doing my job for my company to needlessly worry about the test results.

A month later I got a small letter which said “Enclosed are the DNA test results of Abet 

Cedings”. When I opened the letter in gave a list of genetic diseases. Most of the test results were 

negative which doesn’t surprise me. But at the bottom of the page it said 

Unclassified Genetic Disease (UGD): positive

Further breakdown of genetic data reveals that this UGD afflicts the heart. UGD’s are often 

untreatable. This UGD is predicted to lead to heart anomalies which may lead to heart failure. 

The predicted age of affliction is 42 with 98% accuracy. Because you are the first person known 

to be diagnosed, this genetic disease will henceforth be called Cedings’ Disease.

I suddenly felt cold. I had no idea that they could predict diseases that didn’t exist yet. They even 

told me what the disease does and when it will afflict me.

I called up my doctor the next day to ask him about the results. But all he said to me was that 

“your disease is predicted not to affect you until at least a decade from now, and because of the rate 

which medical treatment is advancing, you may still be cured of your disease before it harms you.”

Even with the doctor’s reassurance, the news pretty much ruined the holidays for me. I returned 

to work reluctantly thinking to myself that I only have to live one day at a time, and that in the next 

twelve years I can still do plenty of living.



January is the month of performance reviews at my company, and mine was on the 22nd. I went to 

my boss’ office and knocked.

“Come in” he called through the door.

I entered the room and sat down in a chair in front of his large desk, he was staring at some 

papers, probably some peer reviews or something similar, but he was crossing his eyebrows as if he were 

thinking hard, and he had a frown on his face.

“Frankly” he said “all of your co-workers have nothing bad to say about you. You’re punctual, 

organized, hard working, and overall a good guy, but I’m afraid we are going to have to let you go.”

“What?” I hardly believed I was hearing this.

“Don’t make this hard. The company is under pressure and we have to make a few layoffs in 

order to tighten the belt” my boss replied. “I simply have to be economical; I have no choice in who stays 

and who goes.”

“But didn’t you just say that I was a great employee?”

“Yes but I also said that I had to be economical, and due to your recent medical test, we simply 

can’t afford to have you on our medical plan. It’s nothing personal; you’re a great employee, but you’re 

too expensive to keep.” My boss answered.  “You will be out by then end of the week and I’m offering 

you a generous severance package to help you in your transition.”



And that was that. I was out of a job and out of insurance. I was unofficially blacklisted by all 

major corporations, for no one wants to pay for my medical bills. The only work I could find was a waiter 

for a small diner. I still work there today, 22 years later and I’m still waiting for that heart attack.


