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The City changes its makeup. Its First he fucks the
foundation’s gone scabby, lipstick City, then he buys
kissed off, mascara run down its her a new dress.
face. Down come the Beast’'s colors, | Lovely. Maybe we
all grey and doomed, their bite and \ should count
bluster all dried up and blown down ourselves lucky he
rustling autumn streets. And didn’t just wipe his
everywhere, blooming, The Smiler’'s dick on our knee and
colors, a blaze of victory bouquets toss five bucks onto
all across the City.
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She hasn't brushed her hair. His hair is
still dewy with droplets from the shower
o half-light, get half
burned out by the hine. They groan, lean
other and laugh at themselves. Share
his last cigarette in front of the hotel,
waiting for a cab, or perhaps two

Their eyes, too us

S| T spent last night sniffling cat urine. The cat
pissed in some mystery cesspool she keeps some
where in the apartment, that I've yet to locate
I lay there, cat urine festering in my twitching
nostrils, listening to both my assistants having
sex with near-brain-dead teenagers they'd picked up
at some retard bar over in West Egg. For nine
hours and twenty-seven minutes
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"I'm doing mechanics,® he says, fingers tapping in
unconscious urgency on the sharp edges of a credit-card-
sized AI computer brain; same kind of servant-mind you

find in your Maker, one that comes with the standard
anning gear that ecks your food as fit for
Some bastard here's selling mechanics, and
some. Not needs. Not yet. Mechanics is - at
s as a drug, one new enough that we haven't

yet developed addiction resistance to it. A drug whose
chemical code also machine code. Make the AI card scan
the a do the drug yourse and you and the machine
intelligence both get good and fucked up. The drug
creates a com ion between your mind and the AI. The AI
breaks o your head and starts messing around with
your DNA. Move a human chemical here, juggle some more
there - and human tissue becomes mineral matter. You grow
mechai s. The high passes. The mechanics remain.
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Matteo bought himself a
new set of genitals
today. He's very proud of
them. They were made by
an Uraguayan firm known
for the reliability and
sensitivity of their
product. They're also
known for having their
products built by
children working in
dangerous ditions
earning less than a
dollar a month, but that
doesn't bother Matteo. Oh
no. Matteo's got the
genitals he always wanted
now. They're exactly like
the genitals he used to
have. Only with a
MiniDisc player.




Sometimes this
place just stops
and hits you in
the eyes. I'm on
a train to
Venetian End to
cover the
intestine-
rinsing
competition at
the public sinks
there, passing
through the
western Lakes.
Sunny day. Trout
and salmon
blasting through
the channels and
rivers that
connect the
Lakes to each
other and the
sea. And then I
see a dolphin.
And then I see a
Temp, someone
wearing animal
traits for a
weekend. And for
a moment there,
I don't have
any words.



And when the sun falls down on this City, it’s
transformed; it blooms again, in impossible blazes of a
million colors you’'d forgotten even existed, winter's
been here so long. It wakes me, shakes me from the grey

1'd been living in, reminds me why I‘'m alive, why I'm
here, why I do what I do. My filthy assistants disagree
] and T have to force them blinking and cursing into the

light, as if prodding them into walking the plank. Which
thought also warms me as if the sun were in my belly.




My editor, Mitchell Royce, makes
me attend a Media Exp.
the offic

r refugee
land

I am forced to remon

strate physically with

the media rep,




Right Love is somehow becoming a cause céldbre among
the great and the good. Huey Three-Flint-Knife, their
founder and spokesman, is handsome, witty and
impassioned. His friends, like Bobby Long, plainly
worship him - Long spent his two years in jail writing
a history of the movement that was nothing more than a
hymn to Huey. Influential producer and cultural compass
Bert Shenfield said upon meeting him, “If he’s not Mao,
1’11 eat it.” Please allow me to remind everyone that
Right Love’'s aim of “freeing sexuality” is quite
specific: having sex with pre-sexual humans. Don’t look
for media-approved ideologically sound Right Causes
where there are none. Look out of the window instead,
and do something about what you see there.




My dreams come true. A strain of
intelligent sociopathic dog has
ar




I grew up here, during its worst years. Fresh
crocodile shit piled against front doors
steaming in the dockland chill. It was never warm |
here. Never. Mom picking up fat dock lizards, |

|

dashing their brains out on Dad.and throwing
them on the fire, watching them blacken and split

v

’ and catch, squirting hot fat out of the hearth.
4 Spending days and nights sitting out on the
4 sidewalk with the other kids, listening to all

our parents spouting uneducated hate-filled
\ | bullshit over cheap beers and thinking, is this
it? and is that me in twenty years? and planning
our escapes, from eight years old planning our
grand escapes from our lives.

Whenever I come
back here, I wonder
who got out.
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I love shopping. No, really. Nothing pleases me more
than wandering through a good market’s aisles, my gun
tapping musically on the cart’s steel, stun
grenades bumping my leg companionably. Spiced
seahorses in brine, fresh chimp heads on ice along
with the salmon, manatee and whale .. powdered children
from Ireland mixed up in a jug of vodka for those
summer days on the balcony .. what a time to be alive,
when delicacies from all over the world, some only

TNK you
FOR SHOPPING

THIS CART RELEASES Al




I had one of those weird crossed lines the
other day, the ones that connect you to Mars
I'm guessing it's something to do with the
revolutionary faction on Pylon Nine, whom
most people are certain are only rebelling
because they feel they really ought to. It's
a cultural expectation. I ended up having
phone sex with a nominal female who had a
sequence of filtration pipes, vacuum seals
instead of a mouth. She

and musical valves
sent me a picture later, though, and she had
I'm oddly depressed.

pretty lips.
Listened to filthy assistants having wild
fantasy steroid monkey sex again last night










Sumo is the most perfect of sports. It has elegance,
ceremony, danger, art, speed, and, most important, two
fat bastards smacking the shit out of each other. It is

immaculate, which is why it has remained essentially

unchanged for thousands of years. It remains the only
thing in the world that I want to see stay static.
The only thing I love that loves me back.




He met God in the
night, walking to
his hotel in the
rain, like he was
written by
Hemingway, stepping
slowly through a
place where nurses
die if you kiss them
and syphilis steals
your friends the
minute you look
away. God stopped
and talked to him
for a while, quiet
solemn words in the
heart of the dark.
And then by
Essential Street
Station God sat down
and wept. He - the
kid who told me this
- suffers from the
naiveté trait that




VE GOT A DATA MINER RUNNING
P

ED TO FUCK ME OVER. BUT IF I CAN MANA(
I CAN GET HIM FI

TING HEADACH]




The internal strife in Ludgate East finally burned itself
out a couple of years back. Everyone thought the bombed-
out district would just rot, since there was no way Civic
Center were going to send cash. No one figured on the
> assholes, though. The tourist assholes come for
a holiday in someone else’s misery, in their
retro-Vietcong black pajamas and urban camo
dresses, here to see what an actual war looks
like. And the rebels smile and say Hi,
I'm Marcellus XXX, I'll be your
guide for today, selling toy
ramcars made from spent shells..




corp wants to show me they love me like

jod by giving me a new f ssake televisi

set. Approximedia ey . Rider signal
the regular d
inside the set
forcefeed wave
smell
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