
F EED by M.T. Anderson. Copyright © 2002 M.T. Anderson. Licensed by Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA. We went to the moon to have fun, but the moon turned out t o completely suck. We went on a Friday, because there was shit-all to do at home. It was the beginning of spring break. 
E verything at home was boring. Link Arwaker was like, “I’m so null,” and Marty was all, “I’m null too, unit,” but I mean we were all pretty null, because for the last lik e hour we’d been playing with three uninsulated wires that were co ming out of the wall. We were trying to ride shocks off t
he m. So Marty told us that there was this fun place for lo-grav on the moon. Lo-grav can be kind of stupid, but this was supposed to be good. It was called the Rico chet Lounge. We thought we’d go for a few days with some of the g irls and stay at a hotel there and go dancing. We flew up
 and  our feeds were burbling all sorts of things about where to stay and what to eat. It sounded pretty fun, and at first there were lots of pictures of dancing and pe ople with romper-gills and metal wings, and I was like, This will be  big, really big, but then I guess I wasn’t so skip when we 
were f lying over the surface of the moon itself, because the moon was just like it always is, after your first few times there, when you get over being like, Whoa, u nit! The moon! The goddamn moon! and instead there’s just the r ockiness, and the suckiness, and the craters all being full of
 old bro ken shit, like domes nobody’s using anymore and wrappers and claws. The thing I hate about space is that you can feel how old and empty it is. I don’t k now if the others felt like I felt, about space? But I think they did,  because they all got louder. They all pointed more, and sque
ezed clos e to Link’s window. You need the noise of your friends, in space. I feel real sorry for people who have to travel by themselves. In space, that must suc k. When you’re going places with other people, with this big gro up, everyone is leaning toward each other, and people are laugh
ing and the y’re chatting, and things are great, and it’s just like in a commercial for jeans, or something with nougat. To make some noise, Link started to mov e his seat up and back to whack Marty’s knees. I was like trying  to sleep for the last few minutes of the flight because there was n
othing to see  except broken things in space, and when we’re going hard I get real sleepy real easy, and I didn’t want to be null for the unettes on the moon, a t the hotel, if any of them were youch. I guess if I’m honest? T hen I was hoping to meet someone on the moon. Maybe part of it w
as the loneline ss of the craters, but I was feeling like it was maybe time to hook up with someone again, because it had been a couple months. At parties, I was starting to get real lonely, even when there were other pe ople around me, and it’s worse when you leave. Then there’s that sile
nce when you’re  driving home alone in the upcar and there’s nothing but the feed telling you, This is the music you heard. This is the music you missed. This is what is new. Listen. And it would be good to have so meone to download with. It would be good to have someone in the upca
r with you, flying h ome with the lights underneath you, and the green faces of mothers that you can see halfway through the windows of dropping vans. As we flew across the surface of the moon, I couldn’t sleep. Link was playing with the seat like an asshole. He was moving it forward 
and backward. Marty had dropped his bird, these fake birds that were the big spit and lots of people had them, and Marty’s bird was floating off, becaus e there was hardly any gravity, and whenever he leaned ou t to get his bird, Link would slam his seat back like meg hard and it would 
go bam on Marty’s face , and they would start laughing. Marty would be all, “Unit! Just wait one —” and Link would be, “Go for it. Try! Try it!” and Marty  would be like, “Unit! You are so —!” And then they would  be all big laughing and I felt like a complete bonesprocket for trying to sleep
 when there was fun. I kep t hoping the waitress lady would say something and make them shut up for a minute, but as soon as we got out of Earth’s g ravitational zone she had gone all gaga over the duty-fre e. I didn’t want to be sleepy and like all stupid, but I had been drinking pretty h
ard the night before and had  been in mal and I was feeling kind of like shit. So it was not a good way to start this whole trip to the moon, with the seat  thumping on Marty’s face, and him going, “Unit! I’m try ing to get my bird!” Link was saying, “Go for it.” Marty went, “Linkwhacker! Shit!
 You’re like doing all this meg damage to my knees and my face!” “Kiss the chair. Pucker up.” They both started laughing again. “Okay,” said Marty . “Okay, just tell me which of my frickin’ organs you’re going to smash this time.” “Keep your tray in the upright position.” “Like what org
an? Just tell me.” “Those aren’t o rgans.” “What do you mean?” “Your face is not an organ.” “My face is too an organ. It’s alive.” “Omigod, is there enough oxygen?” said our friend Calista. “Because ar e you having some kind of neuron death?” “I’m trying to sleep,” Loga complained. S
he yawned. “I’m flat-lining. Meg.” Th en there was this wham and Marty was all, “Oh, shit,” holding on to his face, and I sat up and was like complet ely there was no hope of sleeping with these morons  doing rumpus on my armrest. The waitress came by and Link stopped and smiled at h
er and she was like, What a nice young  man. That was because he purchased like a slop-bucket of cologne from the duty-free. So I was tired and pissy from the get-go. When we got off the ship, our  feeds were going fugue with all the banners. The hotels were jumping on each other, an
d there was bumff from like the casinos a nd mud slides and the gift shops and places where you could rent extra arms. I was trying to talk to Lin k, but I couldn’t because I was getting bannered so  hard, and I kept blinking and trying to walk forward with my carry-on. I can’t hardly reme
mber any of it. I just remember that everythi ng in the banners looked goldy and sparkling, but as we walked down to the luggage, all the air vent s were streaked with black. The whole time was li ke that. The moon went on and on. It was me and Marty and Link and Calista and Loga and Q
uendy. The three girls had one room at the hot el, and the three of us boys had another room. There were a lot of people there for the break, and kids were all leaping up and down the halls and  making their voices echo. It was a pretty crummy hotel, and there weren’t enough sheets, and
 there was hardly any gravity, and no one had a fa ke ID so they put a lock on the minibar. I was like, “This is a crummy hotel ,” but  Marty was all, “Unit, this is where I stayed last time. It’s like meg cheap, and all the staff are made from a crystalline substan
ce.” Our feeds were clear again from all the moon ba nners, so for a long time we all watched the football game wh ile the  girls, they di d something else on the feed. They were chatting each other and we couldn’t hear them, but they k
ept laughing and touching each other’s faces. I wanted to go to sleep, but every time I tried, bam! Link and Marty  wou ld suddenly go all fission on me, saying, “Titus! Did you fuckin’ see that? Did you see Hemmacher?
” I tried to tell myself that being here was not re: sleeping b ut re: being with your friends and doing grea t stuf f. I tr ied to concentrate on all the stimulus, and the fun, all of it. There was not always too good fun, though
. We ordered some fancy nutrient IVs from room service but t hey gave us all headaches, and we w ent o ut to this  place that Marty said served the best electrolyte chunkies but it had closed a year before. It was dinne
rtime, so we had dinner at a J. P. Barnigan’s Family Extravaganz a, which was pretty good, and  just like the one at home. We got some potato skins for appetizers. It was at least good to get out of the hotel, b
ecause most of the rest of the city had pretty good artificial gravity, so if you dropped thin gs, a t least th ey fuckin’ fell. It was almost like normal, which is how I like it. Then we went back to the hotel
. There were parties there, but it was mostly college kids. Usually we ca n get in, becaus e me  and Lin k and  Marty and Calista, we can turn on the charm. Calista is blond and she can do this sororit
y-girl ice-princess thing, which she does with her voice and her shoulder b lades, whi ch m akes pe ople think  she’s older than she is and really important. Link is tall and butt-ugly and really rich, t
hat kind of old rich that’s like radiation, so that it’s always going deet deet dee t de et in invisible  waves an d people are suddenly like, “Unit! Hey! Unit!” and they want to be guys with him. Ma
rty, his thing is that he’s good at like anything, any game, and I just stand there si lent and a ct cool, and we’re t his trio, the three of us guys, being like, total guys, which usually makes people le
t us in and give us beer. That didn’t work this time. We tried to get in and we were st anding in t he d oorway and they w ere all, “Who the hell are you?” We looked at ourselves. We all looked kind of b
ad. We looked tired and sleepy, and even though we’re all pretty good-looking, exce pt Link, we w ere all pale and our h air was greasy. We had the lesions that people were getting, and ours right th
en were kind of red and wet-looking. Link had a lesion on his jaw, and I had lesion s on my arm  an d on my  side. Qu endy had a lesion on her forehead. In the lights of the hallway you could se
e them real good. There are different kinds of lesions, I mean, there are lesions a nd lesions, bu t someh ow our l esions, in this case, seemed like kid stuff. Later after some showers we 
went to the Ricochet Lounge. It was very lo-grav/no-grav, and it was all about w hamming o ne pers on into a nother in big stuffed suits. The place had been hip, like, a year and a h
alf ago. The slogan was “Slam the Ones You Love!” Now the place just looke d old and s ad. The walls we re all marked up from people hitting them. Even with his impact helm
et on, Link stood out. He’s much taller than anyone else, because he’s part of a secret  patrioti c exper iment. In the low gravity, his arms seemed like they were everywhe
re. He swung them around and spun. I was being a little careful when I ran  into oth er peop le, be cause of the arm lesion. It had broke open and it was oozing. Still,
 it was pretty fun at first, launching ourselves off the walls and going lik e vvvvv vvvv vvvv and hitting other people and wrestling while floating to the 
floor. I was watching Loga real close. She and I had gone out about six  mont hs before, until we had this big argument. Then it was this big t
hing. She was like, I never want to see you again, and I was like, Fine . Okay ? Fi ne . Then get some special goggles. But now we were friends, w
hich was good. I think it’s always really limp, when guys can’t talk t o girls the y we nt out with. Plus, I was thinking that maybe Loga and I could
 hook up again, if we didn’t find anyone else, like on the moon or w hate v. I d idn’t have a thing for Calista or Quendy or even completel
y a thing (anymore) for Loga. But I was watching Link slamming i nto t hem,  and when he slammed, it said that he and the girls all kn
ew what each other’s bodies would be like, and that was part of the g ame.  I was unhappy because Loga and I had been a diad, an
d now when I ran into her at high speeds it wasn’t anything like  when Lin k ran i nto he r at high s peeds. I thought she and I should have a little secret w
ay of collision. But usually we sailed right past each other. Ma rty, who ca n do anythi ng good, he  was off in a  corner doing these gymnastics in midair. He had a b
all and he was somehow kicking it in a circle so it came back  to h is fo ot. Li nk sa id, “ Over  here ,” and Marty popped the ball to him, and he kicked it to
 me. For a while we played a game with the ball, and we wer e twi rling  all o ver t he pl ace, and we were like, what it’s called when you skim really clos
e over the surface of something, we were that to the floor, with our a rms o ut, bu t of c ours e Ma rty st arted winning all the time, and Link, who doesn’t li
ke to lose, was like, “This is null. This sucks.” “Pass,” said  Mar ty. “What’s f uckin’ doing? ” “Th at thi s plac e sucks,” said Link. Marty said, “Give it a chance, 
unit.” But Link was like, “No. Play by yourself. Play with y ours elf,” and s udde nly e verythi ng seemed really stupid. And then I saw someone
 watching. I wasn’t glad. I looked again. She was the mos t bea utiful  girl, like, ever.  She wa s watching our stupidity. There was a valve that l
ed into the food bar. She was in the valve. She had her c rash  helm et un der h er ar m. S he h ad this s hort blond hair. Her face, it was like, I don’t know
, it was beautiful. It just, it wasn’t the way — I guess it w asn’t  just the wa y it looked li ke, but also  how she  was standing. With her arm. I just stared at her.
 I was getting some meg feed on the food bar and the p ot sti ckers w ere reall y cheap.  I stood t here wondering what it was that made her so be
autiful. She was looking at us like we were shit. Her spi ne. Maybe it was her spine. Maybe it wasn’t her face.
 Her spine was, I didn’t know the word. Her spine was l ike . . . ? The feed suggested “supple.” . . . attracted to
 its powerful T44 fermion lift with vertical rise of fifty fe et per second — and if you like comfort, quality, and class, the s
upple upholstery and ergonomically designed dash w ill leave you somethi ng like hys terical. But the best thing about it is the financ
ing — at 18.9% A.P.R. . . . . . . ONLY ON SPORTS-VOX — TAKE A MAN, TAKE A GAS SLE D, TAKE A  CHLORINE STORM ON JUPITER — AND BO
YS, IT’S TIME TO SPIT INTO THE WIND WITH ALEX N EETHAM, THE HARDEST, HIPPEST, HYPEST . . . . .  . month’s  summer styles, and the word on the street is
 “squeaky.” . . . . . . their hit single “Bad Me, Bad You”: “I like you so b ad And yo u like me s o bad. We are so bad It would be bad If we di
d not get together, baby, Bad baby, Bad, bad bab y. Meg bad .” . . . . . . H ostess M’s American Family Restaurants. W
here time seems to stop while you chew.® I f ollow ed her whe n I could. She was sitting in the snack bar n
ow, with her back to the valve. She was al l c lipped into  the seat so she wouldn’t float away if she j
erked. I bought a snack. It was choc olate mo usse in a t ube. I hung on to the counter with one hand
. I watched her through my unde rarm. She  wa s sitting th ere, with her slamsuit off now and in a bund
le. Her helmet was on a hook  next to her. I  too k a slug of tube mousse. I looked back over at her. Sh
e was wearing a dress of  gray wool. It wa sn’t plastic, and  the light didn’t reflect off it. Wool. Gray wo
ol. Black stockings. H er shoulders were lik e, all bent in, as if she didn’t want anyone to be looking at h
er. She was just s itting, clipped in. The ot hers came throu gh the valve behind me. I kept my head low.
 I didn’t want them to be like, Hey, unit, he y, he y, Titus, wh at’s doin? and then she’d look at me. She w
ould be d isturbed. Luckily, they came in and i mmediately  Link and Marty started doing these gymna
stics,  and they got in trouble, so I could s tay w atching her  without them being a mob on me. This guy
, he was from the club, he was yelling at them  because t hey kept bouncing in the snack bar, which 

was off-bounds for still bouncing. Behind th e girl in gray wa s a big window and you could see we were i
n a bubble way high up over the moon. Down o n the ground, tou rists were riding big proteins across the cra

ters. All the stars were out. The guy was still yelling  at th e others ov er by the valve. He was all, da da da be rem
oved from the premises, da da da, express instructio ns, d a da. I low ered my head, and turned it toward the girl i
n gray. When she thought no one was looking, she o pene d her mout h. Something trembled there. Juice. She ha
d filled her mouth with juice. Da da da, liability, da da  da, t hink you’r e doing. I shifted. I watched the juice. For h
er own amusement, she was letting it go, gentle and s exy. She just o pened her mouth and pushed it out with her
 tongue. The juice came out of her lips as if it was bei ng ex tracted rea l careful by a rock-star dentist who she love
d. Her eyes were barely open, and it came out in lo -grav /no-grav a s a beautiful purple wobble. It hung in front 
of her, her juice. It stayed inches from her f ace. Her  tongue was  close behind it, perched in the air like a pin
k slug gargoyle. With her eyes almost sh ut, sh e wat che d traces on the drink’s round surface swirl. Link whisp
ered at my side, “This so big sucks.” “T his p lace d oesn’t  suck,” said  Marty. “It’s good.” “Maybe,” sai
d Calista, “if there were certain people who didn’t g o jumpin g on people’ s heads near the snack bar, if t
here weren’t those people, then mayb e we  would n’t all be s tanding here  having a big shame banquet.
” Marty was getting angry that everyo ne was like  turding on  his recomm endation, and I just wanted t
hem all to shut up somehow, I mean n icel y, beca use suddenly  I realized th at we didn’t really sound too
 smart. If someone overheard us, like tha t girl, th ey might think  we were du mb. I was playing with the m
agnets on my boots and trying not to l oo k at her . I didn’t want h er to feel my eyes before I made my move
. I was careful. Quendy and Loga went off  to the bathroom becau se hairstyles had changed. Marty drifted a
round and made slit-eyes at Link. Link an d I were  chatting about t he girl, like I was going, She is meg youch
, and he was going, What the hell’s she  w earing? , and I was going, Wool. It’s woo l. Like from an animal, and th
en Calista did her own chat to us, whic h was, If y o u want to hear about an anima l, what about two guys starin
g with their mouths wide open so they l o ok com pl etely Cro-Magnon? Tha t shut us up, and we stared o
ut the window. Wrappers were turning t hr ough sp ace  like birds. Quend y came back from the bathroo
m and said, “Omigod! Like big thanks t o everyon e for  n ot telling me that my  lesion is like meg completely 
spreading.” “Hon,” said Calista, “it’s no t  spread ing.”  “O migod! It is going to be like larger than my whole head! I a
m going to need a hat just to have all th is lesio n. It will li ke go onto the brim.” “Exercise the breath,” said Link. “Nobod
y cares about a stupid lesion.” “How ca n you n ot?” said Q uendy. “It’s hug e, and it’s right on  my forehead. It’s like bonnnng!
” She trembled her hands around the le si on like i t wa s a kin d of lesion gong . Loga went, “No one will notice.” “If they don
’t know you,” Marty said, “they’re not go ing  to kno w wh at you  normally look li ke.” “Oh, so they think that usually 
my like forehead is like weeping?” “Ask h er,” said Lin k. He  point ed to the girl in g ra y. He  said, “Miss, I wonder
 if you would, could you look at this girl a nd te ll  me if y ou n otice a nything?” The gi rl tur ned aro und and looked 
at Quendy. She said, “The lesion isn’t bad .” Qu en dy’s ha nds were o ut in a please. “Y ou sa w it! See? Like , how far is
 the air lock?” “Hon,” said Calista. “Listen to the gir l.” The girl s aid, “I’ ve been thinking, becau se of my neck.” The girl’s l
esion was beautiful. It was like a necklace. A red c hoker. “ The face,” said the girl, “is a grid. T he two big imaginary lines 
are one down the center of the face and one just ac ross the  top of the c heeks. This is my t heory,  anyway. The nose is where thos
e lines intersect. The more a lesion interferes  with th ose lines, t he m ore no ticeable it is. See, t he har dest lesion to carry off is one on the no
se itself. In your case, you have this lesion wh ich is en tirely on the e dge o f this o ne quadrant. That’s not goi ng to matter. It’s not on a line.” She uncli
pped herself and reached up with both her han ds and to uched he r thumb s tog ether, a nd made football goa lposts a round Quendy’s face. “Framing. See? You
r lesion, it’s on the edge of your face, so it frame s your fac e. It draw s attenti on to  your f ace. The good grid. Se e, you ha ve this great grid. I’m probably saying way t
oo much.” We were all kind of stunned. “Yeah,” s aid Calist a, soundi ng confus ed. “ She’s ri ght. It just frames your  face.” T he girl in gray touched her own lesion with a 
napkin. She said, “I want mine to go all the way aro und. I wa nt it to be  like a nec klace , but rig ht now, it’s just a torque .” We wer e all just kind of staring at her like she was an 
alien. She smiled. We kept staring at her. “There are times yo u just wa nt to sink t hrou gh the f loor,” she said, “but the n you real ize there’s no air out there.” “Hey,” said Marty.
 “I got a lesion on my foot. You want to see it?” She s miled sw eetly. “N o, not reall y,” sh e said. L ink pointed at his face an d was like , “Hey, what about my lesion? Look at this pup
py. It bleeds sometimes. You like this?” She smirked. “O h, mmm-h m,” she sai d. “Y ou put t he ‘supper’ back in ‘suppur ation.’” Lin k thought that was hilarious. Of course, he didn’t
 have any idea what the hell she was talking about either, but he star ted laug hing while t he re st of us were still looking up “suppur ation” on t he feed English-to-English wordbook. She was no
w completely youch on all of our meters, except with the girls, wh o I co uld tell had starte d to chat  each other like some ants afte r someone’s buried a missionary alive in the middle of their hill. 
On the one hand, I thought she was the most amazing person I ha d ever seen in my  life, eve n if she was weird as shit. On th e other hand, I was pretty disappointed she was skeezing this sex
y talk with Link Arwaker, who women for some reason alway s go for, in  sp ite of  the fact  that he’s a meg asshole to 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 t o mak e up l ost ground by saying, “Maybe you could change the bandages on my foot,” but that was clearly just disgus
ting to everyone. We were all like, “Unit, no one wants to see you r dam n foot ,” and, “Jes us, Marty unit, stow  the mess-hole.” Link was asking her, “Who are you? Where do yo
u come from?” And then she looked at me. Just at me, and I kne w sh e was  wondering wh at I thought about  the guys and seductiveness and skeeze and all. She was waiting f
or me to say something, to see if I was going to skeeze like Marty  and Link.  I wondered wheth er she wanted me  to skeeze. She seemed really smart from what she said, and she wa
s pretty, and I was still thinking about that glo be of juice floating i n front  of her f ace. I was sti ll thinking about t he beauty of how that juice had been born delicately from her lips, h
ow it had been born whole, and how her to ngue stood there afterw ard to see the juice make its trembling progr ess into the world. But I had nothing to say. She and the girls spent t
he rest of the hour fixing Quendy’s hai r to like showcase the lesi on. Usua lly, Q uendy is just like a kind of b roken, little economy model of Calista, and she knows that, and feels
 real bad about it. But when this gir l helped her, it wasn’t like tha t. Que nd y was the center of every one for a long time. That was why I kept looking at the girl in gray, an
d started to want, more than an ything else that night, to be with her. . .  . based on the true st ory of a clone fighting to save her own liver from the cruel and ruthles
s original who’s farming her  for organs. “Nature . . . vs. Nurture. ” A Pr imus prime-time f eedcast event. Image of a girl weeping on a courtroom floor. “I am not
 Girl Number Two! Pleas e, Judge Spandex! I’m also Number On e! I’m not a product, but  a person!” Image of a girl holding a blaster to a twin’s temple. “Reme
mber, bitch. You can ’t spell ‘danger’ without DNA.” Blam. . . . th e cola  with the refreshing taste of citrus and butter . . . . . . an adventure in slouching . . . Calculo
n. New solutions  for . . . . . . It’s dance. It’s dance, dance, dance.  That’ s fun. Fun’s fun, and f un’s what you can have. There’s nothing to stop you from fun. Do y
ou see the b odies? Can you smell the beat? Then you’ll come a nd ro ar with us. Come and  throw your boots at superstars. Come thrash in the cool until y
our head  opens up, and you see the veins of the people you lo ve bri ght as branches ag ainst the sky, and burnt in your brain will be the fun, all of t
he f un, and the lights, and the Doppler fade of screaming you heard  at the Rumble S pot. T he Rumble Spot. The Rumble Spot: an ocean of chaos 

in the Sea of Tranquillity. Images of Coke falling in rivulets do wn ch iseled mountain sides; chil dren being held toward the sun; blades slicing gr
ass; a hand, a hand extended toward the lemonade like God’s at C reatio n; boys in Gap t ees shot from a  rocket; more lining up with tin helmets; Nike

 grav-gear plunging into Montana; a choir of Jamaican girls dressed in pinafo res and strap-on  solar cells; dry clea ners ironing the cheek prostheses of the
 rich; friends clutching at birds made of alloys; law partners jumping fenc es; sn ow; altitude; tea rs; hugs; night. She was on the moon all alone. Here it was, 
spring break, and she was on the moon, where there was all this meg acti on, an d she was there without friends. She said she just walked through the crowd
s and watched, and she saw all these great things that way. She said she was t here to observe.  There were crowds in the domes at night, spraying Gatorad
e 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 seeme
d really good, but she said that really, the prizes, they were kind of shitty when you looked at th em close-up, because sometimes parts wer en’t included. Sh
e 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, e ven if it suc
ked, and it was spring break, you know, with the action, so there was no way w e were admitting  we wanted to go to sleep. We told her we were thinki ng abou
t going to some club called the Rumble Spot that we’d heard about on th e feed . “I don’t know,”  she said. But I was like, “You got to go. You can go and, you 
know, observe.” Marty said, “It will be a, a, you know, fuckin’, it will . . .” He kin d of wiggled his hand. “Since you put it that way,” she said, kind of fresh. Calis
ta laughed. Suddenly I knew Calista was either going to love her or hate her. Af ter we were walk ing for a few minutes, it was, on the scale, maybe closer to hate, b
ecause Marty and Link and I were all walking around Violet and asking h er all the se questions, an d she was asking us stuff, and we were telling her, and I don’t think the
 other girls really were too skip about walking behind us. Link said he w anted t o get cranked bef ore we went, and he said was there any place where we could drink witho
ut IDs? Marty said he knew of this one place, which was called Sombrero Dot , a nd he went there  before with his cousin. He said it wasn’t too out-of-the-way. We got ther
e and it had been torn down. They had built a pretty nice stucco mal l the re, so Loga and Que ndy said we should go in and buy some cool stuff to go out in. That seem
ed good to us. I wanted to buy some things but I didn’t know wha t the y were. After we walked around for a while, everything seemed kind of sad and boring so 
we couldn’t tell anymore what we wanted. Our feeds tried to h elp,  an d as we were wal king around we were getting all the prices of things, but really the only th
ing that I wanted to get was a pair of infrared knee bands, a nd I co uld g et better ones off  the feed, and have them sent to my house, than in the stupid physical m
oon stores. Quendy bought some shoes, but the minute  she wal ked o ut of the store sh e didn’t like them anymore. Marty couldn’t think of anything he wanted, s
o he ordered this really null shirt. He said it was so n ull it was lik e ord ering nothing. No w it was even later and we wanted to go to the club, but we hadn’t got dru
nk yet, so Link said maybe we could take a cab t o the hotel an d brea k into the minibar . As we were driving through the tube streets, there was all of this comm
otion because of the protests about the moon . There were all t hese ki ds, what my dad calls Eurotrash, and they were standing in the middle of the square and b
roadcasting to everyone all these slogans , and it was hard no t to rece ive, because they  were so angry, but the cab drove right by them, and they didn’t stop us. 
They were protesting all these things,  some of them even w ere prote sting the feed. Th ey were like shouting, “Chip in my head? I’m better off dead! Chip in my 
head? I’m better off dead!” Loga r olled her eyes and was lik e, “Omig od.” We got back  to the hotel. Kids were running down the halls with their fake birds. Th
e fake birds were still in style. It was stupid, because the bi rds didn’t  even fly or sing or anything. We went to the girls’ bedroom and started to assault the m
inibar. I wanted to break it  open quickly, because Violet w as looking l ike she wasn’t h aving fun. She was sitting all stiff on the bed. “Just a sec,” I said. She 
nodded, but it was kin d of polite. Calista was whispering t o Link, “Wha t’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 almos t no gravit y. “You broke off a . . . a thing,” said Marty. “You broke off a fuckin’ thing.” “A caster,”
 I said. “Caste r,” said Link, pointing at my nose. “Good  one.” Y ou know your bre ak sucks when the most brag part of the night is you coming up wit
h the wor d “caster.” Violet was just sitting on the bed,  play ing with her thum b. Her shoulders were droopy and her feet were turned in. In fact, al
l the  girls looked kind of on suspend. Calista and Lo ga were staring in to space, watching something on the feed. “Fuck,” said Link, kicki

ng the minibar. “I want to get weasel-faced.” “There’s no way you’re getti ng weasel-faced,” I said. “Let’s just go.” Marty was like, “We coul
d 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’ f aces. “What’s th e problem?” he said . “Drop it, Link,” I said. “We’re not going in mal.” “I heard abo
ut this great site called Lobe-reamer. Eighty-five bucks, one click, and w e’ll be completely raked for an hour and a half. We won’t know which way’s up. Tha
t’s big, big scrambled, for cheap.” “Unit!” sai d Marty. “We’re fuckin’ there!” L ink said, “Okay. Let’s . . .” “Drop it, units,” I said. “No one wants to be fuguing.” “
Am I no one?” said Link. Calista was like, “Are you asking in terms of sex appeal? ” “Ow!” Marty said. Link said, “Shut up, Marty.” Calista chatted all of us guys, Do
n’t like push this. Especially because the girl is meg un-into it. Link was like, Lobe-rea mer. Lobe-reamer! Do t hose words mean nothing to you? Brake, Link. Brake a
nd upgrade. There was no way he was getting lobotomized or weasel-faced, so we just wen t over to the Rumble S pot unslammed. It was their Youth in Action night, s
o we could get in. It was meg  big big loud. There was everything there. There was about a mill ion people it seemed, and lig hts, and the beat was rocking the moon. There 
was a band hung by the ir arms and their legs from the ceiling, and there was girders and floatin g 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’ b rag, they were wearing these tachyon shorts so you coul dn’t barely look at them, whi
ch were $789 .99 according to the feed, and they were on sale for like $699 at the Zone, a nd could be shipped to the hotel for an additional $78.95, and tha t was just one great 
thing t hat people were wearing. When I looked around, I wanted so much, that all of the pr ices were coming into my brain, and it was bam bam bam, like fugue-jo y, and Loga

 and Quendy and Calista were already out on the dance floor, and my feed was like going fried, go ing things about the dance and pictures they were feedflinging across the dance floor o f p
eople on fire doing the moves. Violet was screaming to me. I couldn’t hear a thing. She was like, “Da da da? Da da!” I was like, “What?” She chatted me, This is a scene. I was like, Don’t you dance? N

ot really. Are these all college kids? I bet most of them. Look at the guy in the, you know, that thing? The neck bat? Bow tie. Bow tie. He was maybe a hundred or so, dancing with the ripple
chicks, a man in a dirty old tweed jacket, and he had this long white hair that looked kind of yellow, and his eyes were wide, like he was in mal, but I’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 like people cruising past each
 other with their necks kinked, and Violet grabbed on to my arm, and now I was thinking that even though she looked really uncomfortable, and like she was 

watching some kind of bugs in an experiment, it wasn’t so bad being a bug as long as she grabbed on to my arm, so I said, Don’t worry. We’ll drif
t d own. Sorry, she chatted. No wrong, I said. Really. I didn’t mean to grab you. No wrong. I put my hand over her hand on my arm, and th

en she smiled and took her hand out from under my hand, and by that time we’d come down again, and were bending our
 k n ees. The guy with the tweed jacket had on a jetbelt, and he was flying around near the ceiling. You d

on’ t look like you’re having fun, I chatted to her. I will. When? I’m not used to this. What d
o you do for fun? When? Normally. I haven’t been on the moon befor

e. I me an, anywhere. What do yo
u do? The man with the bow

 tie w as standing near us. 
H e was trying to talk to

 Link by cranking Lin
k’s head around and 

shouting into his ear. 
Link was backing aw

ay. Are you havin
g a good tim e? 

she 
aske

d. The
 moon 

really is
n’t workin

g out, I sai


