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place that held letters for clients and didnt ask questions once
you'd paid a small retainer. Fourth-class surface mail. I'd erased
miost of the other copy and recorded our message in the resulting

gap. leaving just enough of the program to identify it as the real

thing.
My wrist hurt. | wanted to stop, to lie down, 1o sleep. | knew

that I'd lose my grip and fall soon, knew that the sharp black shoes
I'd bought for my evening as Eddie Bax would lose their purchase
and carry me down to Nighttown, But he rose in my mind like a
cheap religious hologram. glowing, the enlarged chip on his Hawai-
jan shirt looming like a reconnaissance shot ol some doomed
urban nucleus.

So | followed Dog and Molly through Lo Tek heaven, jury-
rigged and |erry-built from scraps that even Nightitown didn’t want.

The Killing Floor was eight meters on a side. A giant had
threaded steel cable back and forth through a junkyard and drawn
it all taut. I creaked when it moved. and it moved constantly,
swaying and bucking as the gathering Lo Teks arranged themselves
on the shelf of plywood surrounding it. The wood was silver with
age, pﬂhhedﬁmmﬁundduﬁﬂdﬂmmhﬁﬁah.mm
declarations of passion. This was suspended from a separate set of
cables, which lost themselves in darkness beyond the raw white
glare of the two ancient floods suspended above the Floor.

A girl with teeth lile Dog's hit the Floor on all fours. Her breasts
were tattooed with indigo spirals. Then she was across the Floor,
laughing. grappling with a boy who was drinking dark liguid from &
liver flask.

Lo Tek fashion ran 1o scars and tattoos. And teeth. The electric-
ity they were tapping to light the Killing Floor seemed 1o be an

exception to their overall aesthetic, made in the name of . ... rltuﬂl-_

sport. art? | didn't know, but 1 could see that the Floor was 0
thing special. It had the look of having been assembled over
ations,

1 held the useless shotgun under my jacket, lis hardness af
heft were comforting, even though | had no more shells. And
came to me that | had no idea at all of what was really

Jusany maEmang \

or of what was supposed 10 happen. And that was the nature of m
game, because I'd spent most of my life as a blind receptacie 1o b
Mﬂhmlurpmphhhmladﬁundﬂﬂndmmm
synthetic languages I'd never understand. A very technical bos
Sure.
And then | noticed just how quiet the Lo Teks had become
He was there. at the edge of the light, taking in the Killing Floo
and the gallery of silent Lo Teks with a tourists calm. And as ou
eyes met for the first time with mutual recognition, a memaory
clicked into place for me. of Paris, and the long Mercedes electrics
gliding through the rain to Notre Dame: maobile greenhouses. Japa-
nese faces behind the glass. and a hundred Nibons rising in blind
phototropism, flowers of steel and crystal. Behind his eyes, as they
found me. those same shutters whirring.
I looked for Molly Millions. but she was gone.
ﬂuhfehmedmhlhhnnq:upmuuthn bench. He
bowed, smiling. and stepped smoothly out of his sandals, leaving
them side by side, perfecily aligned. and then he stepped down
ﬂ:::mm Floor. He came for me. across that shifting rram-
sCrap., as as any tourist padding across
in any featureless ;:tﬂg : R
Maolly hit the Floor. moving.
The Floor screamed.
i It was milked and amplified. with pickups riding the four fat
coll springs at the corners and contact miles taped al random 1o
rusting machine fragments. Somewhere the Lo Teks had an amp
andasrnﬂmh:mnndnmlnmdemﬂltmsh&puulspeuhm
overhead, above the cruel white floods.
A drumbeat began, electronic, like an amplified heart. steacdy
as a metronome.
She'd removed her leather jacket and boots: her T-shirt
sleeveless, faint uilmm:imlbntnydmmlrpmudnlmqhﬂi::

;:m:. Her leather jeans gleamed under the floods. She began to
nce,

She flexed her bnees, white feet tensed on a flattened gas tank,

and the Killing Floor began to heave in response. The sound it
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made was like a world ending. like the wires that hold heaven
snapping and coiling across the sky.

He rode withmlill.. for a few heartbeats, and then he moved,
judging the movement of the Floor perfectly, like a man stepping
from one flat stone to another in an ornamental garden.

He pulled the tip from his thumb with the grace of a man at
ease with social gesture and flung it at her. Under the floods. the
filament was a refracting thread of rainbow. She threw herself flat
and rolled, jackknifing up as the molecule whipped past, steFI claws
snapping into the light in what must have been an automatic rictus
! The drum pulse quickened. and she bounced with it. her dark
hair wild around the blank silver lenses, her mouth thin, lips taut
with concentration. The Killing Floor boomed and roared, and the
Lo Teks were screaming their excitement.

He retracted the flament 1o a whirling meter-wide circle of
ghostly polychrome and spun it in front of him. thumbless hand
held level with his sternum. A shield.

And Molly seemed to let something go. something Inside, and
that was the real start of her mad-dog dance. She jumped, twisting,
lunging sideways. landing with both leet on an alloy engine block
wired directly to one of the coil springs. | cupped my hands over
my ears and knelt in a vertigo of sound. thinking Floor and benches
were on their way down, down to Nighttown, and | saw us tearing

through the shanties, the wet wash, exploding on the tiles like
rotten fruit. But the cables held. and the I{ulh:q Floor rose and fell
crazy metal sea. And Molly danced on it.

thhn:;::nwnm.hmtﬂmh:mudehhhulcmMM
filament. | saw something in his face, an expression that didn't seem
1o belong there. It wasn't fear and it wasn't anger. | think it was
disbelief. stunned Incomprehension mingled with pure aesthetic
revulsion at what he was seeing, hearing—at what was ha :
to him. He retracted the whirling ilament. the ghost disk
1o the size of a dinner plate as he whipped his arm above his el
and brought it down, the thumbtip curving out for Molly like a

thing.

Jonmey meimang L

The Floor carried her down. the molecule passing just abowm
her head: the Floor whiplashed. lifting him into the path of the tau
molecule. It should have passed harmlessly over his head and beer
withdrawn into its diamond-hard socket, It took his hand off jus
behind the wrist. There was a gap In the Floor in front of him. anc
he went through it like a diver, with a sirange deliberate grace, ¢
deteated kamibaze on his way down 1o Nighttown, Partly, | think
he took the dive to buy himsell a few seconds of the dignity o
silence. She'd killed him with culture shock.

The Lo Teks roared. but someone shut the amplifier off. and
Molly rode the Killing Floor into silence. hanging on now. her face
white and blank. until the pitching slowed and there was only a
faint pinging of tortured metal and the grating of rust on rust,

We searched the Floor for the severed hand, but we never
tound it. All we found was a graceful curve in one plece of rusted

steel, where the molecule went through. Its edge was bright as new
chrome.

We never learned whether the Yakuza had accepted our terms, or
even whether they got our message. As far as | know, their program
s still waiting for Eddie Bax on a shelf in the back room of a gift
shop on the third level of Sydney Central-5. Probably they sold the
ariginal back to Ono-Sendai months ago. But maybe they did get
the pirate’s broadcast, because nobody's come looking for me yet,
and it’s been nearly a year. If they do come. theyll have a long climb
up through the dark. past Dog’s sentries, and | don't look much like
Eddie Bax these days. | let Molly take care of that, with a local
anesthetic. And my new teeth have almost grown In.

| decided 1o stay up here. When | looked out across the Killing
Floor, before he came, | saw how hollow | was. And | knew | was
sick of being a bucket. So now I climb down and visit Jones. almost
every night.

We're partners now. Jones and 1, and Molly Millions, 100, Molly
handles our business in the Drome. Jones is still in Funland, but he
has a bigger tank. with fresh seawater trucked in once a week. And
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he has his junk, when he needs it. He still talks to the kids with his
frame of lights, but he talks to me on a new display unit in a shed
that | rent there, a better unit than the one he used in the navy.

And we're all making good money, better money than | made
before, because Jones'’s Squid can read the traces of anything that
anyone ever stored in me, and he gives it to me on the display unit
in languages | can understand. 5o we're learning a lot about all my
former clients. And one day I'll have a surgeon dig all the silicon out
of my amygdalae, and I'll live with my own memories and nobody
else’s, the way other people do. But not for a while.

In the meantime it’s really okay up here, way up in the dark,
smoking a Chinese filtertip and listening to the condensation that
drips from the geodesics. Real quiet up here—unless a pair of Lo
Teks decide to dance on the Killing Floor.

It's educational, too. With Jones to help me figure things out,
I'm getting to be the most technical boy in town.
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