Link whispered at my side, “This so big sucks.”

“This place doesn’t suck,” said Marty. “It’s
good.”

“Maybe,” said Calista, “if there were certain
people who didnt go jumping on people’s
heads near the snack bar, if there weren't those
people, then maybe we wouldn't all be standing
here having a big shame banquet.”

Marty was getting angry that everyone was
like turding on his recommendation, and 1 just
wanted them all to shut up somehow, I mean
nicely, because suddenly I realized that we didn’t
really sound too smart. If someone overheard us,
like that girl, they might think we were dumb.

1 was playing with the magnets on my boots
and trying not to look at her. I didn’t want her
to feel my eyes before I made my move. I was
careful. Quendy and Loga went off to the
bathroom because hairstyles had changed.

TP

Marty drifted around and made slit-eyes at
Link. Link and I were chatting aboul the girl, like
[ was going, She is meg youch, and he was going,
what the hells she wearing?, and 1 was going,
Wool. Its wool. Like from an animal, and then
Calista did her own chat to us, which was, If you
want to hear about an animal, what about two guys
staring with their mouths wide open so they look
completely Cro-Magnon?

That shut us up, and we stared out the
window. Wrappers were turning through space
like birds.

Quendy came back from the bathroom and
said, “Omigod! Like big thanks to everyone for
not telling me that my lesion is like meg
completely spreading.”

“Hon,” said Calista, “it’s not spreading.”

“Omigod! It is going to be like larger than my
whole head! I am going to need a hat just to have
all this lesion. It will like go onto the brim.”

“Exercise the breath,” said Link. “Nobody
cares about a stupid lesion.”

“How can you not?” said Quendy. “It's huge,
and it’s right on my forehead. It’s like bonnnng!”
She trembled her hands around the lesion like it
was a kind of lesion gong.

Loga went, “No one will notice.”

“If they don’t know you,” Marty said, “they’re
not going to know what you normally look like.”




“Cyh. s they ihink thai usoally sy ik

forehend is like weeping?”
" said Link. He poinied io ithe gicl in
oray.

He said, “Miss, | wonder if yvou wouald, could
you look ai this girl and iell me il yon noiice
anything?”

[he givl turned around and looled ai Ouendy,
She said, “The lesion isn’t bad.”

Quendy’s hands were out in a please. “You saw
it! See? Like, how far is the air lock?”

“Hon,” said Calista. “Listen to the girl.”

The girl said, “I've been thinking, because of
my neck.”

The girl’s lesion was beautiful. It was like a
necklace. A red choker.

“The face,” said the girl, “is a grid. The two big
imaginary lines are one down the center of the face
and one just across the top of the cheeks. This is
my theory, anyway. The nose is where those lines
intersect. The more a lesion interferes with those
lines, the more noticeable it is. See, the hardest
lesion to carry off is one on the nose itself. In
your case, you have this lesion which is entirely
on the edge of this one quadrant. That’s not going
to matter. Its not on a line.” She unclipped
herself and reached up with both her hands and
touched her thumbs together, and made football
goalposts around Quendy’s face. “Framing. See?

—
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frames yotu face. T draws atieniion (o your face
[

ihe pood grid. See, you have this greai prid

ljn,‘)lvnll,)l(\f saying way (oo mnch

we were all kind of stunned

“Yeah,” said  Calista, soundiug confused

el right. 1t just rames your lace.”
lhe girl in gray touched her own lesion with a
napkin. She said, “I want mine to go all the way
around. I want it to be like a necklace, but right
now, it’s just a torque.”

We were all just kind of staring at her like she
was an alien. She smiled. We kept staring at her.

“There are times you just want to sink
through the floor,” she said, “but then you realize
there’s no air out there.”

“Hey,” said Marty. “I got a lesion on my foot.
You want to see it?”

She smiled sweetly. “No, not really,” she said.

Link pointed at his face and was like, “Hey,
what about my lesion? Look at this puppy. It
bleeds sometimes. You like this?”

She smirked. “Oh, mmm-hm,” she said. “You
put the ‘supper’ back in ‘suppuration.”

Link thought that was hilarious. Of course, he
didn’t have any idea what the hell she was talking
about either, but he started laughing while the
rest of us were still looking up “suppuration” on

the feed English-to-English wordbook.
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She was now completely youch on all of ow

Ciets, cxeepi wiili i‘,l(“{;illf-;, who Ueould iell Fad

iavied o chai cach other like some anis afger
someoncs  buried a4 missionary alive i (he
middle of iheir hill. On the one hand, | ihoughi
she was the most amazing person | had ever seer
in my life, even it she was weird as shii. On ihe
other hand, I was preity disappoinied she was
skeezing this sexy tallk with 1ink Arwaker, who
women for some reason always go lor, in spite of
the fact that hes a meg asshole 1o them, for
example a slurpy question about, “Oh, what
about my lesion? Let’s talk more about me and my
open sores.”

Marty was trying to make up lost ground by
saying, “Maybe you could change the bandages
on my foot,” but that was clearly just disgusting
to everyone. We were all like, “Unit, no one
wants to see your damn foot,” and, “Jesus, Marty
unit, stow the mess-hole.”

Link was asking her, “Who are you? Where
do you come from?”

And then she looked at me. Just at me, and 1
knew she was wondering what I thought about
the guys and seductiveness and skeeze and all.
She was waiting for me to say something, to see if
I was going to skeeze like Marty and Link. I
wondered whether she wanted me to skeeze. She

seemed really smart from what she said, and she

peity and owas st ihinking abow ihid
!7 70 ]
i Honiing o troni ol her dace
3 (@] ‘l',“( |()1V‘|||j’ [N i F;
pl()l“‘ {

s n f 1 . .
: ST rlesion [ ; e el Tk . how thai
e stiil thinking aboui ihe beauty of how i

e had been born delicaiely from her lips, how
| LA

i had Leen born whole, and how het iongue
cood there afterward 1o see the juice make its
(remnbling progress into the world.,

pui 1 had nothing, to say.

she and the girls spent the rest of the hour
fixing Quendy’s hair to like showcase the lesion.
Usually, Quendy is just like a kind ol broken,
little economy model of Calista, and she knows
that, and feels real bad about it. But when this
girl helped her, it wasn't like that. Quendy was
the center of everyone for a long time.

That was why 1 kept looking at the girl in
gray, and started to want, more than anything

else that night, to be with her.
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based on the true story of a clone fighting to Calculon. New solutions for
save her own liver from the cruel and ruthless

original who’ farming her for organs.

“Nature ... vs. Nurture.” A Primus prime-time it's dance. Its dance, dance, dance. That’s fun.
Jeedcast event. Fun’s fun, and fun’s what you can have.
There’s nothing to stop you from fun. Do you
Image of a girl weeping on a courtroom floor. “I see the bodies? Can you smell the beat? Then
am not Girl Number Two! Please, Judge you'll come and roar with us. Come and

Spandex! I'm also Number One! I'm not a throw your boots at superstars. Come thrash
product, but a person!” in the cool until your head opens up, and you
see the veins of the people you love bright as
Image of a girl holding a blaster to a twin’s branches against the sky, and burnt in your
temple. “Remember; bitch. You can't spell brain will be the fun, all of the fun, and the
danger’ without DNA.” lights, and the Doppler fade of screaming you
heard at the Rumble Spot. The Rumble Spot.
Blam.
The Rumble Spot: an ocean of chaos in the Sea of

Tranquillity.

 the cola with the refreshing taste of citrus and
butter . . .

Images of Coke falling in rivulets down chiseled
mountainsides; children being held toward the
sun; blades slicing grass; a hand, a hand extended
- anadventure in slouching . .. toward the lemonade like God’s at Creation; boys

in Gap tees shot from a rocket; more lining up
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with tin helmets; Nike grav-gear plunging into
Montana; a choir of Jamaican girls dressed ip
pinalores and strap-on solar cells; dry cleaners
ironing the cheek prostheses of the rich; friends
clutching at birds made of alloys; law partners

jumping fences; snow; altitude; tears; hugs; night.

Ghe was on the moon all alone. Here it was,

spring break, and she was on the moon, where

there was all this meg action, and she was there
without friends. She said she just walked
through the crowds and watched, and she saw
all these great things that way. She said she was
there to observe.

There were crowds in the domes at night,
spraying Gatorade from hoses, and all these
college guys without shirts lifting their arms.
There was a beetle that walked through the
lanes and gave out prizes, which seemed really
good, but she said that really, the prizes, they
were kind of shitty when you looked at them
close-up, because sometimes parts weren't
included. She saw pools filled with foam.

Her name was Violet.

We asked her to come with us. We wanted to
go to sleep by then, but we were on the moon,




cvent i 1 sucked, and {0 owas spring breals, you
Lricve wiih the aciion, so there was no wity we
were admiiiing we wanied o go (o sleep. We iold
her we were thinking about going io sotme club
called the Rumble Spot thai we'd heard aboui on
ihe {eed.

“Idon’i know,” she said

Bui | was like, “You goi to go. You cai go and,
you know, observe.”

Marty said, “It will be a, a, you know, luckin’,
it will . . .” He kind of wiggled his hand.

“Since you put it that way,” she said, kind of
fresh. Calista laughed. Suddenly I knew Calista
was either going to love her or hate her.

After we were walking for a few minutes, it
was, on the scale, maybe closer to hate, because
Marty and Link and I were all walking around
Violet and asking her all these questions, and she
was asking us stuff, and we were telling her, and 1
don’t think the other girls really were too skip
about walking behind us.

Link said he wanted (o get cranked before we
went, and he said was there any place where we
could drink without 1Ds? Marty said he knew of
this one place, which was called Sombrero Dot,
and he went there before with his cousin. He said
it wasn’t too out-of-the-way.

We got there and it had been torn down. They
had built a pretty nice stucco mall there, so Loga

-

and Quendy said we should go i and buy some
~ool sitdl o go oui . That seemed good 10 1s. 1
wanicd 1o buy some things bui 1 didnt know
whai they weres Afier we walked around for a
while, everything scemed kind of sad and boring,
s0 we couldn’i tell anymore what we wanted. Our
(ceds ivied to help, and as we were walking
around we were getting all the prices ol things,
put really the only thing that I wanted to get was
a pair of infrared knee bands, and I could get
petter ones off the feed, and have them sent to
my house, than in the stupid physical moon
stores. Quendy bought some shoes, but the
minute she walked out of the store she didn't like
them anymore. Marty couldn’t think of anything
he wanted, so he ordered this really null shirt. He
said it was so null it was like ordering nothing.

Now it was even later and we wanted to go to
the club, but we hadn’t got drunk yet, so Link said
maybe we could take a cab to the hotel and break
into the minibar.

As we were driving through the tube streets,
there was all of this commotion because of the
protests about the moon. There were all these
kids, what my dad calls Eurotrash, and they were
standing in the middle of the square and
broadcasting to everyone all these slogans, and it
was hard not to receive, because they were so
angry, but the cab drove right by them, and they




dido’t stop us. They were protesting all these
things, some of them even were protesting the
leed. They were like shouting, “Chip in my head?
I'm better off dead! Chip in my head? I'm better
off dead!” Loga rolled her eyes and was like,
“Omigod.”

We got back to the hotel. Kids were funning
down the halls with their fake birds. The fake
birds were still in style. 1t was stupid, because the
birds didn’t even fly or sing or anything,

We went to the girls’ bedroom and started to
assault the minibar. 1 wanted to break it open
quickly, because Violet was looking like she
wasn't having fun. She was sitting all stiff on
the bed.

“Just a sec,” 1 said.

She nodded, but it was kind of polite.

Calista was whispering to Link, “What’s her
problem?”

We tried the minibar first with a comb, then
with kicking. We threw it against the wall, which
wasn't as hard to do with almost no gravity.

“You broke off a. . . a thing,” said Marty. “You
broke off a fuckin’ thing.”

“A caster,” I said.

“Caster,” said Link, pointing at my nose.
“Good one.”

You know your break sucks when the most

part of the night is you coming up with the
])rag o
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] “caster.
word "¢

violet was jusL sitting on the bed, playing

het thitmb. Her shoulders wert =_‘.|.|H.I['\‘_-.- and
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fect were turned in il the girls
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het

Lod kind ol on suspend, Calisla and L.oga
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clarne 1 ¢, watching something on
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the feed. I
«puck,” said Link, kicking the minibar. “I

want 1o get weasel-faced.”

«There’s no way you're getting weasel-faced,” |
said. “Let’s just go.”

Marty was like, “We could malfunction.”

«Oh, god,” said Loga and Quendy, rolling
their eyes.

violet looked real uncomfortable now. It was
pretty obvious she really didn’t want to be with
us.

Link looked around at the girls’ faces. “What's
the problem?” he said.

“Drop it, Link,” I said. “We're not going in
mal.”

“I heard about this great site called Lobe-
reamer. Eighty-five bucks, one click, and we’ll be
completely raked for an hour and a half. We
won't know which ways up. Thats big, big
scrambled, for cheap.”

“Unit!” said Marty. “We're fuckin’ there!”




Linle said, “Olkay. ety
“Dirop i, waviis,” 1 said. “No one wanls (o he
tuguing,”

“Am | no one?” said Link

Calista was like, “Are you asking in icrms of
& of

sex appeal?”
“Ow!™ Marty said
Link said, “Shut up, Marty.”
ista chatted all ol us guys, Don'l like push
this. Especially becausc the girl is meg un-into it.

Link was like, Lobe-reamer Lobe-reamer! Do
those words mean nothing to you?

Brake, Link. Brake and upgrade.

There was no way he was getting lobotomized
or weasel-faced, so we just went over to the
Rumble Spot unslammed. It was their Youth in
Action night, so we could get in.

It was meg big big loud. There was everything
there. There was about a million people it
seemed, and lights, and the beat was rocking the
moon. There was a band hung by their arms and
their legs from the ceiling, and there was girders
and floating units going up and down, and these
meg youch latex ripplechicks dancing on the bar,
and there were all these frat guys that were
wearing these, unit, they were fuckin’ brag, they
were wearing these tachyon shorts so you
couldn’t barely look at them, which were $789.99
according to the feed, and they were on sale for

and conld be shipped
tional $78.9%, and tha
hing ihai  people were
[ around, | wanted 5o
es were coming into my
bam bam, like [uguc-joy,

md Calista were already

Loy and my feed was lilee

lines about the dance and
[eedllinging across the dance

f meanle on lire '-i‘--‘il’lg the moves.
”._ll.fll o) S RS ]

Violet was screaming to me. 1 couldn’t hear a
(hing. She was like, “Da da da? Da da!l’

1 was like, “What?”

She chatted me, This is a scene.

1 was like, Don’t you dance?

Not really. Are these all college kids?

[ bet most of them. Look at the guy in the, you
know, that thing? The neck bat?

Bow tie.

Bow tic.

He was maybe a hundred or so, dancing with
the ripplechicks, a man in a dirty old tweed
jacket, and he had this long white hair t.hat
looked kind of yellow, and his eyes were wide,
like he was in mal, but 'm not sure he was in
mal. He kept on sticking his thumbs up in the air.

And then they turned off the artificial gravity
and we all went bounding accidentally, and it was
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like people cruising past cach other with their
necks kinked, and Violet grabbed on to my arm,
and now 1 was thinking that even though she
looked really uncomlortable, and like she was
watching some kind of bugs in an experime

it wasn't so bad being a bug as long as «
grabbed on to my arm, so | said, Don’t worry. We'll
drift down.

Sorry, she chatted.

No wrong, 1 said.

Really. I didn’t mean to grab you.

No wrong.

[ put my hand over her hand on my arm, and
then she smiled and took her hand out from
under my hand, and by that time we’d come
down again, and were bending our knees.

The guy with the tweed jacket had on a
jetbelt, and he was flying around near the ceiling.

You don’t look like you’re having fun, 1 chatted
to her.

Iwill.

When?

I'm not used to this.

What do you do for fun?

When?

Normally.

I haven't been on the moon before.

I mean, anywhere. What do you do?

The man with the bow tie was standing near

s, He was irying o talk 1o 1Link by cranking
Links bead around and shouting into his car.
[ink was backing away.

Arc you having a good time? she asked.

The moon really isnt working out, 1 said.

Next time, maybe you should try Mars.

yeah, 1've been to Mars, 1 said. It was dumb.

suddenly, she laughed. Are you serious?

Yeah, I'm sevious.

Omigod, she said. Mars is a whole planet.

And its dumb!

She was like, Dumb?

She was starting to piss me off.

1 said, Yes, dumb.

The whole world?

Dumb.

The whole world.

Dumb.

Oh, this is golden.

The Red Planet was a piece of shit.

I don’t believe you could—but I couldn’t receive
any more of her chat because our feeds were
spiking, and the music was getting louder, with
the band singing “I'll Sex You In,” and I saw her
folding her arms like she didn't like me, and I
didn’t like her, and everyone was pulsing, even
the old guy, and everyone was hopping, and they
were scatterfeeding pictures across the floor:
tribal dances, stuff with gourds, salsa, houses




inder brealdng daims, woimen griniing, worien
oiling wen with their fingertips, women iaking
aut iheir ieeth, wirls” stomachs, boys calves,
s [rom old “movies” [laring, bikini tops,
eping into nostrils, silos, suns—ang
ihe old man was standing by our side, and irying
io yell, but we coaddn’t hear him, o he Teaned
closer, and said o us, 0 Marty and Violet and
now Link and me, he said, yelled, more like, he
yelled: “We enter a time ol calamity!”

We stared.

“We enter a time of calamity!”

We tried to back up, all of us except Violet,
who was confused, and Link was saying, “This
unit, he’s like completely fuguing. He has this—"

“We enter a time of calamity! We enter a time
of calamity!”

The old man reached out and, with a metal
handle, touched me on the neck.

Suddenly, T could feel myself broadcasting. I
was broadcasting across the scatterfeed, going,
helplessly, We enter a time of calamity! We enter a
time of calamity! 1 couldn’t stop.

And he had touched Violet now, and Link,
and Marty, and from all of them, it was coming,
We enter a time of calamity! We enter a time of
calamity!

And now I could feel that it was coming from

other places, too, other people he had touched,

] 2aif
Lpnme 0 caldniby
_||=_.| !.u,.~|'-.i\' we

looking,

oming. | could see them. | couldn't really move
C( H /
much~

[ felt a kind of kicking in my face and 1

discovered it was my mouth, which was saying
the time of calamity thing, but at the top of my
lungs. We were shouting, we were broadcasting,

and then over us all, as the cops came through
the crowd, the guy started this crazy calling, both
out loud and on the feed, this crazy calling over it
all, over our chorus, and it went:

“We enter a time of calamity. Blood on the
tarmac. Fingers in the juicer. Towers of air frozen in
the lunar wastes. Models dead on the runways, with
their legs facing backward. Children with smiles
that can’t be undone. Chicken shall rot in the aisles.
Sce the pillars fall.”

While we said, again and again, “We enter a
time of calamity. We enter a time of calamity,” and




others in the room said it, t00, and Violet looked
as scared as me, and T tied to take her hand, angd
she tried to take mine, and the police were by our
side, hitting the man over the head again and

again with stunners and sticks, and he fell on one

lmee, and [inally my fingers found her wrist
Vialet’s. [t el so soft, like SOH]eI.lllll;;_ I had never
lelt before. It felt like the neck of a swan in the
wind.

And then the police were at our sides,
whispering to us, “We're going to have to shut
you off now. We're going to have to shut you off.”

And then they touched us, and bodies fell,
and there was nothing else.




The first thing I felt was no credit.

I tried to touch my credit, but there was
nothing there.

It felt like T was in a little room.

My body—1 was in a bed, on top of my arm,
which was asleep, but I didn’t know where. ]
couldn’t find the Lunar GPS to tell me.

Someone had left a message in my head,
which I found, and then kept finding every-
where 1 went, which said that there was
no (ransmission signal, that 1 was currently
disconnected from feednet. I tried to chat Link
and then Marty, but nothing, there was no
transmission signal, 1 was currently discon-
nected from feednet, of course, and 1 was
starting to get scared, so I tried to chat my
parents, I tried to chat them on Earth, but there
was no transmission etc., | was currently etc.

50 I opened my eyes.




“Nothing,” she said.

I had gotten up and was sitting on a chair
beside her. We were in a hospital. We took up a
ward.

Link was still asleep. Nurses went by.

I said, “I can’t see anything. Through the
feed.”

“No,” she said. “Or through my hospital
gown. So stop trying.”

I smiled. “You know, I thought maybe . . .”

“Sure you did. Want some apple juice?”

We'd been up for fifteen or twenty minutes.
Everything in my head was quiet. It was
fucked.

“What do we do?” she asked.

I didn’'t know.

There was nothing there but the walls. We
looked at them, and at each other. We looked
really squelch. Our hair and stuff. We had
remote relays attached to us to watch our blood
and our brains.

There were five walls, because the room was
irregular. One of them had a picture of a boat
on it. The boat was on a pond or maybe lake. I
couldn’t find anything interesting about that

picture at all. There was nothing that was about

to happen or had just happened.
I couldn’t figure out even the littlest reason
to paint a picture like that.




Our parents had been notified while we were
asleep. Only Loga hadn’t been touched by the
hacker. She hadn’t let him touch her, because he
looked really creepy to her, so she stood way far
away. There were also others, people we'd never
met, who had been touched, and they were in the
wards, too. He had touched thirteen people in all.

There was a police officer there, waiting in a
chair. He told us that we would be off-line for a
while, until they could see what had been done,
and check for viruses, and decrypt the feed
history to get information to use against the
guy in court. They said that they had identified
him, and that he was a hacker and a naysayer of
the worst kind.

We were frightened, and kept touching our
heads. Suddenly, our heads felt real empty.

At least in the hospital they had better
gravity than the hotel.

[ missed the feed.

1 don't know when they first had feeds. Like
maybe, fifty or a hundred years ago. Before
that, they had to use their hands and their eyes.
Computers were all outside the body. They
carried them around outside of them, in their
hands, like if you carried your lungs in a
priefcase and opened it to breathe.

People were really excited when they first
came out with feeds. It was all da da da, this big
educational thing, da da da, your child will have
the advantage, encyclopedias at their fingertips,
closer than their fingertips, etc. That’s one of the
great things about the feed—that you can be

supersmart without ever working. Everyone is
supersmart now. You can look things up
automatic, like science and history, like if you
want to know which battles of the Civil War
George Washington fought in and shit.




15 more now, iis noi so much aboui the
cducational siudl but more regarding the fact that
cverything that goes on, goes on on the leed. All
ol the feedcasts and the instant news, that’s on

all the entertainiment 1 was
missing without a feed, like the girls were
all missing their favorite leec
called Oh? Wow! Thing!, which has all th
like us who do stuff but get all pouty, which is
what the girls go crazy tor, the poutiness.

But the braggest thing about the feed, the
thing that made it really big, is that it knows
everything you want and hope for, sometimes
before you even know what those things are. It
can tell you how to get them, and help you make
buying decisions that are hard. Everything we
think and feel is taken in by the corporations,
mainly by data ones like Feedlink and OnFeed
and American Feedware, and they make a special
profile, one thats keyed just to you, and then
they give it to their branch companies, or other
companies buy them, and they can get to know
what it is we need, so all you have to do is want
something and there’s a chance it will be yours.

Of course, everyone is like, da da da, evil
corporations, oh they’re so bad, we all say that, and
we all know they control everything. 1 mean, its
not great, because who knows what evil shit
they’re up to. Everyone feels bad about that. But

|
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(il going 1O control everyihing whether you like
S5 ' '
i or hot Plus, they keep like everyone in ihe

world cinployed, so its not like we could do
without  thenr. And its really great 1o know
cverything about everything wheunever we want,
(o have it just like, in our brain, just sitting there.
in fact, the thing that made me pissy was

when they couldn’t help me at all, so I was just

lying there, and couldn’t play any of the games

on the feed, and couldn’t chat anyone, and 1
couldn’t do a fuckin’ thing except look at that
stupid boat painting, which was even worse, be-
cause now I saw that there was no one on the
boat, which was even more stupid, and was kind
of how 1 felt, that the sails were up, and the
rudder was, well, whatever rudders are, but there
was no one on board to look at the horizon.




I had a few pages cached, from right before the
feed stopped. 1 flipped through them sadly. 1
went back and forth between them. One was 3
message from the crazy asshole, which said,
You have been hacked by the Coalition of Pity,
The other was a good sale at Weatherbee &
Crotch, which, by this time, I had probably
missed. It was too bad, because 1T would have
liked to have been able to take the opportunity
to check out these great bargains, for example
they had a trim-shirt with side pockets that I
thought I probably would have bought, except
it only came in sand, persimmon, and vetch.

1t was Saturday night. The main lights were
out. It had been a day since any of us had heard
from the feed. Our parents were probably
already on the moon, and were coming to the
hospital the next morning.

For most of the day since we woke up after
the attack, we had stared at the walls. We'd
been sitting in our beds, and we tapped our feet
on the rails. None of us could get the tune of
“Tll Sex You In” out of our heads. Someone
kept starting it up, and then the others would
swear and tell them to shut up. Then we
couldn’t help ourselves, and we’d start to tap it
out on our trays with a spork.

Link had finally woken up, and he paced up
and down the floor. Loga came by during the
afternoon and she talked to all of us, and she
kept saying, “Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh!” in this sorry

tone of voice, which was nice, except that then




she would pause and we could tell she was
m-chatting all the news back to our friends
on Larth. Occasionally, she’d forget and she'q
say out loud to no one, “Omigod! Yes! Right
here!” or “Hello . . . ?” or whatever it was she wag
saying in her head. She would laugh at jokes we
couldn’t hear.

Once, she went to the bathroom, casual-like,
and came back with her hair parted a different
place. Calista and Quendy watched her.

Later, without saying anything, they went and
did theirs different like that, too.

Marty was sometimes saying his usual kind of
thing, which was like, “Fuck this shit. Fuck
this.” He wanted to be out playing basketball or
something.

There was nothing to do. Violet stared at her
hands in her lap. I looked over at her. 1 smiled,
you know, supportive. She looked at me and then
went back to staring at her hands.

Now it was night, and all the big lights were
out. We were lying there. There were machines
that were taking our pulse and shit. We were all
supposed to be sleeping.

[ heard Violet walk across the floor and head
for the bathroom. A few minutes later, 1 heard
her walking back.

“Hey,” I said.

“Yeah. Hey,” she said. She stopped.

wyou can . . .7 ['said. I pulled myself up

qinst the pillows. “Why don’t you sit down for
age '

?77
a seC: ) . .
’ che sat down in the chair by my bed. I could
‘e curve of her nose against my pulse, which
Sl
g green and bumpy.

ve sat there for a little while. 1 was thinking,

V

This is nice. We're just sitting here. We don’t have to

say anything.
"1 felt real contented. I lay my head back on my

piHOW- .

1 looked over at her face. I could see the light
from my heartbeat on her tears.

I said. “You're . . . hey. You're crying.”

“Yes,” she said.

“You don’t . . .” I didn’t know how to say what
[ wanted. I tried, “You don’t seem like a crier.”

“No,” she said.

We sat. Now the silence wasn'’t very good. Her
head was low. I could see the curve of her cheek
against my brain waves, which were red and
loopy.

She said, “You go try to have fun like a normal
person, a normal person with a real life—just for
one night you want to live, and suddenly you're
screwed.”

“You're not screwed.”

“I'm screwed.”

We sat there. I wanted to say something to
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cheer her up. T had a feeling that cheering her up
might be a lot of work. I was thinking of how
sometimes, trying to say the right thing to
people, it’s like some kind of brain surgery, and
you have to tweak exactly the right part of the
lobe. Except with talking, it's more like braip
surgery with old, rusted skewers and things
maybe like those things you use to eat lobster,
but brown. And you have to get exactly the right
place, and you're touching around in the brain,
but the patient, she keeps jumping and saying,
“Ow.” Thinking of it like this, I started to not
want to say anything. 1 kept thinking of nice
things 1 could say, like, “I'm glad you went out
last night, because thats how I met you,” or,
“And I think you are a normal person,” but they
all seemed just smarm.

So we just sat there, together, and we didnt
say anything. And it wasn’t bad.

I hoped she could see my smile in the light of
my brain.

when my father got there the next morning, he
didn't stay long. He was being very powerful
and businesslike. He was dressed up, and he
Jooked like he was ready to give some orders
and sort things out. He looked like everyone
around us was stupid and he was going to roll

up his sleeves and do some real clarity work.

He stood there staring at me for a few
seconds, and 1 was like, “What? What?”

He seemed surprised, and then blinked. He
said, “Oh. Shit. Yeah, T forgot. No m-chat. Just
talking.”

I was like, “Do you have to remind me?
What's doing? How’s Smell Factor?”

“Your brother has a name.”

“How’s Mom?”

“She’s like, whoa, she’s like so stressed out.
This is . . . Dude,” he said. “Dude, this is some
way bad shit.”
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| could completely teel Violet watching us,

She was listening. [ didn’t want to have hey

judging us, and thinking we were too boring or

stupid or something.

My father asked me to tell him wha
happened. 1 told him, leaving out some parts
like trying to break in to the minibar. He jus;
kept shaking his head and going, “Yeah,” “Yeah »
“Yeah,” “Oh, yeah,” “Yeah,” “Shit,” “Yeah.”

Finally, he stood up. I could tell he was
pissed. He held up his hands. He said, “They
want to subpoena your memories. This is thig
thing which is . . . Okay, this is bullshit.”

After a minute, he said to someone who
wasn't there, “Okay. Okay.” He turned to me and
said, “I'm going down to the police.”

“Dad?” 1 said. “When am I going home?”

Dad put his hand over his ear. “Okay,” he said.
His mouth twitched. He nodded to someone.

He hit me on the knee and left.

I was staring at the wall and the stupid boat
picture.

I heard Quendy say to Violet, “When are your
parents coming?”

She said in a flat voice, “They’re busy.”

“Busy?”

“Yeah. With jobs. T guess they can’t come
at all.”

The next morning, we hadn’t heard anything.
we decided we needed to be cheered up
big-time.

So Marty invented this game where we blew
hypodermic needletips through tubing at a
skinless anatomy man on the wall. We spat the
needles and tried to pin his nads.

It was the beginning of a great day, one of
the greatest days of my life. We all played the
dart game, and we laughed and sang “I'll Sex
You In.” Everyone was smiling, and it was skip.

The surprise was, Violet was the best at the
dart game. She always won. I sucked.

She tried to teach me. It was a complete
turn-on. She took my hand and put the tube in
my mouth.

She whispered, “Aspirate. With the tongue.”

People were really impressed. Link and
Marty were completely hitting on Violet for it,
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but she didut pay them any attention, ang
sometimes she would stand there with one hanq
on my shoulder. I could [eel that she was putting
pressure on it, and that she didn’t need to stang
with all her weight because T was there.

Then Loga came in to the hospital for a while,
and we were all talking to her about stufl whep
she stopped for a second because the girly
favorite feedcast, Oh? Wow! Thing!, was on. They
were all like, “Tell us what’s happening, tell ys
what’s happening,” so we all gathered around her
in our little gowns, and she sat there cross-legged
on the bed and told us, “Okay, so like now Greg’s
walking in, and he’s . . . omigod, he’s completely
malfunctioning—he’s completely in mal, and
Steph is crying on the sofa. Okay, so she goes . . .
And she told us the story of what was happening
as it happened, and we all sat there, smiling. 1
never heard Loga tell a story this good before,
and she even used her hands and stuff, and her
eyes were vacant like she was seeing some other
world, which I guess she was. “Jackie is sitting on
the front of the boat? And he holds his hand up,
and he’s going . . . he’s going . . . omigod, he goes,
‘Organelle, I always loved you from when we first
went sailing.””

Quendy was like, “Oh, god! This is so
romantic!”

“Oh, meg. Big meg. You can feel the breeze on

is like that. I wish vou

1o be yo B .
ould feel it.” We all shivered, She said, “You can

cmell the salt. The moon’s out, It's high above
werything and solt.’

Ouendy :!.':,li.;_!“"_-..- cried one tear,

Violet and 1 looked at each other. We didn’t
1()Ok away.

we still were like that, looking into each
other’s eyes and all, when the doctor came in and
was like, What the hell had happened in the
examination room, what’ with all the needles? and
he was upgrading to homicidal and going all, Da
da da professional care unit, da da da dangerous
and costly da da infection da da da, etc. Luckily,
Link’s mom heard him yelling at us, and she’s a
complete dragon, so she gave him a piece of her
mind. She told him that we were all suffering
from a very stressful experience and we weren’t
used to these kinds of stresses and he had to
understand that we had to have our fun, too. I
still felt kind of bad about it, because we made a
big mess, and Violet was completely meg
blushing, but at least we didnt get like shoved
into orbit on cybergurneys or something.

I liked being just a few beds away from her.
We could wave. We all talked about old music,
like from when we were little, and all the stupid




bands ihey had baclk then, and the stupig
lashions we liked in middle school, like the ye,,
when the big fashion from L.A. and shit was thag
everyone wanted to dress like they were in an
elderly convalescent home, there was this weijrg
nostalgic chic for that, so we all remembered
having stretch pants and velour (ops, and Calis,
had even bought one of those stupid accessoy
walkers at Weatherbee & Crotch. There were
those stupid ads for having your pants pulled up
like around your chest. Violet said she still had 4
cane at home.

When we were eating dinner, sitting on hey
bed side by side, she said to me, “This is fun.”

“It weirdly is,” I said.

“Maybe these are our salad days.”

“Huh?”

“You know. Happy.”

“Whats happy about a salad?”

She shrugged. “Ranch,” she said.

violet was off someplace talking to the doctor. 1

say “someplace” because we were using the

examination room to blow needles at the
anatomical guy’s basket.

Link and Calista were standing real close by
the vibrating bath, and 1 realized that they had
probably decided to hook up. It looked like
Calista was getting over Link being so stupid,
which was brag, because he’s a nice guy.
Quendy sat there on the table, glaring at them.

Violet came back from the doctor. She was
all intense looking. 1 asked what was wrong.
She said she’d found a place she wanted to
show me. I said sure, and I went with her.
We went out into the hall. The shouting from
the examination room was more distant. We
walked for a ways through some tubes and so
on. People floated by automatically on gurneys.




She wallced o front of me, Her slippers weng
fitik, fitile, sliss, fitik o the Hloors. They were s0fy
sownds, like ihe sonuds mouihs make when 'ijhe),
open and close. 1 watched her from be ring,
When we stopped 1o wait for an upiube, gh,
lilted her ankle so her heel came oui of the
slipper, and with her 1oes she slid it bacle and
forth on the tiles withoui ihinking aboui it She
massagec the floor. When the uptube was free,
she settled her foot back in, and walked, Jitik,
fitik, sliss, fitik, right on in.

She took me up to a huge window. We stood in
front of it. Outside the window, there had been 5
garden, like, T guess you could call it a courtyard
or terrarium? But a long time ago the glass ceiling
over the terrarium had cracked, and so everything
was dead, and there was moon dust all over
everything out there. Everything was gray.

Also, something was leaking air and heat out
in the garden, lots of waste air, and the air was
rocketing off into space through the hole, so all
of the dead vines in the garden were standing
straight up, slapping back and forth, pulled
toward the crack in the ceiling where we could
see the stars.

“Whoa,” T said.

“Isn’t it beautiful?”

“It’s like . . . ,” I said. “Its like a squid in love

with the sky.”
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| felt her spine, too, eac
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my fingers, while the air leaked and the plants

whacked each other near the silent stars.




We were watching Marty invent a game calleg
Struggle of the Dying Warrior. It involved hip,
being tied with all of his limbs, like his armg
and his legs, onto the frame of his bed with the
rubber tubing. Then he tried to get up anq
walk. He was not getting very far.

Violet and 1 were sitting on a bunk
swinging our legs in rhythm. We were talking
about our families. T told her that I had a little
brother. She said I hadn’t mentioned him. I said
he was a lot younger and a real pain.

Violet asked me about my mom and dad. |
told her that my dad did some kind of banking
thing, and my mom was in design. 1 didn'
understand what my dad did exactly. Whatever
it was, he was off doing it on the moon until
tomorrow, when they were going to tell us
about our feeds.

When 1 asked her what her dad did, she

s a college prolessor. RAe ieaches the

-';'If{L
ead 1anBUAs

‘ ‘.-f-,-u[‘-l(‘ study that?”

che shrugged. “T guess.”

«Okay. 50 what are the dead languages?”

«They're languages thalt were once important
put that no body uses anymore. They haven't been
used for a long time, except by historians.”

« ike what languages?”

«you know, FORTRAN. BASIC.”

«what does one sound like?”

she slid off the bunk, and went to get her bag.
she opened it and pulled out something, which
was a pen. She also had paper.

[ looked at her funny “You write?” 1 said.
«Wwith a pen?”

“Sure,” she said, a little embarrassed. She
wrote something down. She put the pad of paper
on my lap.

She asked me, “Do you know how to read?”

[ nodded. “I can read. A little. I kind of
protested it in School™. On the grounds that the
silent ‘E’ is stupid.”

“This is the language called BAsIC,” she said.

On the paper, it said:

000110 Goto 013500
013500 Poek 16388, 036
013510 Poke 16389, 036
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She read it 1o me. 1 could tell the numberg
line.

“So what does that mean?” I asked.

“IUs the first thing my dad teaches the
students on the first day,” she said. “It means, g
came, [ saw, I conquered.”

I looked at her pen. “You write all the time,”
said, completely in awe.

“I've done it since | was little.”

“Do you write . . . stuff?”

“Not stories or anything. 1 just write down
things I see sometimes.”

“On paper.”

“Yeah.”

I looked at her. “You're one funny enchilada,”
I said.

She nodded real quiet.

“Doesn’t your hand get all cramped up?” 1
asked. “Don’t you end up like, hook-hand?” 1
made hook-hand. She made hook-hand. We
pawed each other with hook-hand.

She shook her head and smiled.

1 asked, “Why don’t you use the feed? It's way
faster.”

“Im pretentious,” she said. “Really pretentious.”

“Yeah, so the studio audience has noticed, but
seriously.”

“Seriously.”

suddenly, something occurred o me. I looked

at her.

Marty had [allen to his knees, and was being
)L1lled pack toward the bed by the tubing. His
cheeks were puffed out. His hands were in fists.

up

His fingers were getting blue. All of the ridges on
his arms stood out. Calista and Link were
whistling with their fingers in their mouths. The
other people in the ward were yelling, “Shut up!
Wwould you all shut up?”

1 asked Violet, “Your father, hes a college

rofessor, but he was too busy to come see you

after you like completely collapsed from a hacker
attack? Too busy?”

She looked me in the eye. “No,” she said, “but
that’s what I told you.”




The salad days couldn’t last forever. We really
wanted to get back to Earth. Everyone wanteq
to forget how sucky the moon had been.

Tuesday, just before lunch, a doctor and 4
policewoman and a technician came in. Our
parents were all talking over in the corner. The
rest of us were all sitting around, talking about
spaceship disasters.

The technician called us all to attention and
went through this whole thing, he was sorry for
the delay, but they wanted to be absolutely sure
there was no permanent hack, that our feeds
were safe, etc. He was all like, da da da, must
have been a difficult time for all of us, da da da,
we would find our normal service resumed with-
out interruption, da da da da da, he was meg sorry
we had to go through this, and he had complied
with the police and handed over our data, da da
da, like thank you all again for your patience.

One by one, we went into the examination

[,Oolll .
In there, there were nurses and the doctor and

the rechnician. The nurses were watching the

relays our bloox
about anything. Yowll [eel it all

| pressure and all. They were like,

«pon’t WOIT)
back in a few seconds.” The doctor

collling
couched a bootstick to my head.

He said, “Okay. Could we like get a thingie, a
reading on his limbic activity?”

The bootstick was cold on my neck. I could
feel the little hairs standing up around it. There
was some kind of static electricity.

They moved the bootstick a little. T heard it

beep-
“You should feel it now,” said one of the

nurses.

I didn't feel anything. I looked around. They
were watching me closely.

“No,” I said. I shifted on the bed. I didn’t feel
anything. I said, “Nothing. I feel nothing.”

“Hold your head still,” said the doctor.

He shifted the bootstick and it beeped again.

I kicked my heels against the bed. “There’s
nothing. Nothing,” 1 said.

“Why don’t you—" said the nurse. Pulse up.
Rising.

Limbic activity okay?

He5 just nervous.




Dont worey, G0 it i in Didee o second

We have seadings on engram Jormaiion

Sienal engdged

Don't drop ihe exierior relays yei

Fhe Ford Laputa. Sky and Suburh Mouihly

s theres no other upcar like it And we agree

“There you go,” said the nurse.

Youll be more than a litile aitracted (o is powey.
jul 144 fermion lift with vertical risc of fifty feet pey
sccond-—and if you like comfort, quality, and class,
the supple upholstery and crgonomically designey
dash will—

They slapped me on the back. T laughed, ang
the doctor and 1 did these big grins. I went back
out into the other room, and we were all starting
to feel it now. We were all starting to feel it
good—

. name is Terry Ponk, and I'd like to tell you
about upper-body strength . . .

And the feed was pouring in on us now, all of
it, all of the feednet, and we could feel all of our
favorites, and there were our fliles, and our m-
chatlines. It came down on us like water. It came
down like frickin’ spring rains, and we were
dancing in it.

... Celebrate fun. Cclebrate friends. You've just
come through something difficult, and this is the time
for a table full of love and friendship and the exciting

entrees you can only find at . ..

dancing i

[owi ACTOSS her breasis, her chin ap i the air,
(ay )

hig bro? Big bro, you there? Mom say:
[_,;h()[l!(.’ .

until one crazy day when this cranky old

wonian and this sick little boy meet a coy-dog with

1 heart of gold—and they all learn an important
lesson about love. The NYT called it . . .

... hits a grounder to the mound . . .

... In other news, protests continued today

against the American annexation of the moon.
Several South American countries including
Brazil and Argentina have submitted requests to
join the Global Alliance in response. President
Trumbull spoke from the White House. “What we
have today, with the things that are happening in
today’s society, is .. .”

She held my hand—we found each other’s
hands through the like, the waterfall, and —

.. If you liked “T'll Sex You In,” you'll love
these other popular slump-rock epics by hot new
storm ’n’ chunder band Becfquake, full of rif
that . ..

... We handpicked our spring fashions . . .

and holding hands, we danced.






rhings were back to normal real quick. Wt

hack to Earth, and we all rested up, and

wel i1
¢ moms brought us ginger ale in bed. We
UL -

chatted all the time on the [eeds and shared
music and shit. We had this major debate going
on because we watched the Oh? Wow! Thing!
and there was this part where Organelle asked
jackie whether she had meg hips and he was
like, “Since you ask, we both could work out
more,” and she was like, “You shithead, you
should’ve lied,” and so all the guys were saying,
no way, if she asked him this complete question he
should answer it, and the girls were like, if you
ever insult how I look then you're completely
shallow, and we were like, but she asked, and
they were like, omigod, you don’t get it, and Link
said if they really didn't want to know how they
looked, then how come they asked so much,
and then I said this thing, and Calista said this




5 like,
tda, all day
lebates where you arg
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My family, they were coming and going.

I Sa\\r

ni wem
down to the kitchen, behind the counters. My daq

them on the landings, or sometimes, whe

didn’t really talk to me except 1o wall up anq
check to see il 1T had a fever, which 1 didm‘
because it was a software problem. My mother Wag
always holding on to my brother, Smell Factor
like squeezing him like a doll. She was real bugy
with him and she went to peewee league games fo;
him and even took him to work with hey
sometimes. When she wasn’t around in the after.
noons, he sat in his closet watching Top Quark,
with it broadcasting all over the place, sq
[ watched it, too, because there was nothing else to
do really but watch Top Quark and eat Chipwiches,

Cap’n Top Quark, that whole planet is so sad
that I think they’ll need a whole lot of good thoughts
and hugging!

That’ why, lickety-split, and we’re on our way,
Charm Quark, prepare the Friend Cannon. Boson,
turn our biggest, orangest sails toward Cryos, on
the planet Sadalia.

Aye, aye, sir! Youve made me one happy
particle, sir!

Smell Factor had one of those birds now, one

or sing, the mega) ones,
re meg yesterday, Studl
¢ who are cool and in
down, until when the
like, who cares? The birds
erclav for a while, because |
ads, and even Smell Factor
| and not clutching it
| went out on errands,
ceally. there was no problem anymore. 1t
sood 10 _.__.g. t out and to see all of the upcars in
: ..nlnl i the parking lots, just normal stuff,
walking and talking on their feeds,

het 1154
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uhes
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ke peol .

llﬂl1 kids hanging out and shit. There were all the
a

suburbs stacked on top of each other, 1'1k.e Apple
Crest and Fox Hollow, and 1 would just ﬂy7
through the tubes in the suburbs in my parents
upcar, looking at all the houses and the lawns,
each one in its own pod, and everything was all
like neat. Then I'd go home and sit on my bed and
watch the feed, and everything seemed normal.

Its times like this that I'm real glad 1 have
friends. They say friends are worth your weight
in gold.

We had a party at the end of the week over at
Quendy’s, because her parents were off choking
somewhere. That was when everyone was having
those choking parties. I mean, it was completely

midlife crisis.




fiowas the fest it
oV e oon, 1 was Lrag
code and Eeonld bo
potio tly over and pick her
near her house, The mall
and you could see ihe sk
was waiting there and lookin,
hitting one of the deparimenti sioves

Violet lived in a suburb hai WAS 4 ey,
hundred miles away (rom my suburb, so while

¢ we had a little time to (alk before .
got to the party.

It was great because we had music on oy
feeds, and it was the Same music, so I knew she
was hearing the same notes that | was hearing, ang
our heads were like moving together, and she put
her hand near the lift lever, so when 1 got to the
exit tube and went to lift us, her hand was there,
and our fingers closed over the lift lever, and we
lifted it together, and were flung up into the sky.

We were going along pretty fast, and going
around towers and shit, and she asked me,
“What'll a party be like?”

“Like a party.”

“I'haven’t been 1o many.”

“You .. .” I shrugged. “You do this ... I'dont
know. Its fun. Its a party. What do you do instead
of parties?”

"My friends and [ are all home-schooled, so

ived bag. Beitinas moiher bas uis comi
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ihe swrprising thing: i all

“Yeah. Unit. God, I'm so excited to be going to
a real party.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Wwill it be like it is on the feed?”

1 patted her hand. “Yeah. I mean, dumber, but
yeah.”

“Why, this makes me feel like a special girl.
The specialest girl in the world.”

She raised up her hand, and we knocked
knuckles together.

She leaned back in her seat. She pulled some
seat belt out and then let it roll back in. We were
both thoughtful for a minute. There were some
weather blimps in front of us. They were all
yellow in the sunset that was spreading over the
Clouds™. We flew between them. We could
barely see the silver of their blimp-hides through
the color of syrup. They were like a herd.

She asked, “Do you think things are going to
be different?”




