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Fragnments of a Hol ogram Rose
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© 1977 UnEarth Publications

VERSION 1.1 (Feb 04 00). If you find and correct errors in the text, please
update the version nunber by 0.1 and redistribute.

That summer Parker had troubl e sl eeping.

There were power droughts; sudden failures of the delta-inducer brought
pai nful |y abrupt returns to consci ousness.

To avoid these, he used patch cords, miniature alligator clips, and bl ack
tape to wire the inducer to a battery-operated ASP-deck. Power |oss in the
i nducer would trigger the deck's playback circuit.

He brought an ASP cassette that began with the subject asleep on a quiet
beach. It had been recorded by a young bl onde yogi with 20-20 vision and an
abnornal |y acute color sense. The boy had been flown to Barbados for the

sol e purpose of taking a nap and his norning' s exerciseon a brilliant
stretch of private beach. The nmicrofiche laninate in the cassette's
transparent case explained that the yogi could will hinself through al pha

to delta without an inducer. Parker, who hadn't been able to sleep wthout
an inducer for two years, wondered if this was possible.

He had been able to sit through the whole thing only once, though by now he
knew every sensation of the first five subjective mnutes. He thought the
nmost interesting part of the sequence was a slight editing slip at the
start of the el aborate breathing routine: a swift glance down the white
beach that picked out the figure of a guard patrolling a chain link fence,
a bl ack machine pistol slung over his arm

VWi | e Parker slept, power drained fromthe city's grids.

The transition fromdelta to delta-ASP was a dark inplosion into other
flesh. Famliarity cushioned the shock. He felt the cool sand under his
shoul ders. The cuffs of his tattered jeans fl apped agai nst his bare ankl es
in the norning breeze. Soon the boy would wake fully and begin his

Ar dha- Mat syendr a- sonet hing; with other hands Parker groped in darkness for
t he ASP deck.

Three in the norning.

Maki ng yourself a cup of coffe in the dark, using a flashlight when you
pour the boiling water.

Morning's recorded dream fading: through other eyes, dark plune of a Cuban
freighter - fading with the horizon it navigates across the mnd' s gray
screen.

Three in the norning.

Let yesterday arrange itself around you in flat schematic imges. Wat you
said - what she said - watching her pack - dialing the cab. However you
shuffle themthey formthe same printed circuit, hieroglyphs convergi ng on
a central conponent: you, standing in the rain, scream ng at the cabby.

The rain was sour and acid, nearly the color of piss. The cabby called you
an asshole; you still had to pay twice the fare. She had three pieces of
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luggage. In his respirator and goggles, the man | ooked |like an ant. He
pedal ed away in the rain. She didn't | ook back

The | ast you saw of her was a giant ant, giving you the finger.

Parker saw his first ASP unit in Texas shantytown called Judy's Jungle. It
was a nassive console in cheap plastic chrome. A ten-dollar bill fed into
the shot bought you five minutes of free-fall gymastics in a Swiss orbita
spa, trampoining through twenty-neter perihelions with a sixteen-year-old
Vogue nodel - heady stuff for the Jungle, where it was sinpler to buy a gun
than a hot bath.

Hewas in New York with forged papers a year |ater, when two |eading firns
had the first portable decks in major departnent stores in tinme for
Christmas. The ASP porn theathers that had boomed briefly in California
never recovered.

Hol ogr aphy went too, and the bl ock-w de Fuller dones that had been the holo
tenpl es of Parker's chil dhood becane nultil evel supermarkets, or housed
dusty amusenent arcades where you still mght find the old consol es, under
faded neon pul si ng APPARENT SENSORY PERCEPTI ON t hrough a bl ue haze of
cigarette snoke.

Now Parker is thirty and wites continuity for broadcast ASP, progranm ng
the eye novenents of the industry's human caneras.

The brown-out conti nues.

In the bedroom Parker prods the brushed-al um niumface of his Senda

Sl eep-Master. Its pilot light flickers, then | apses into darkness. Coffe in
hand, he crosses the carpet to the closet he enptied the day before. The
flashlight's beam probes the bare shel ves for evidence of love, finding a
broken | eat her sandal strap, an ASP cassette, and a postcard. The postcard
is awiite light reflection hol ogram of a rose.

At the kitchen sink, he feeds the sandal strap to the disposal unit.

Sl uggi sh in the brown-out, it conplains, but swallows and digests. Hol ding
it carefully between thunb and forefinger, he | owers the hol ogramtoward
the hidden rotating jaws. The unit emts a thin screamas steel teeth slash
| am nated plastic and the rose is shredded into a thousand fragnents.

Later he sits on the unnade bed, snoking. Her casette is n the deck ready
for playback. Sone wonen's tapes disorients him but he doubts this is the
reason he now hesitates to start the machine.

Roughly a quarter of all ASP users are unable to confortably assinmlate the
subj ective body picture of the opposite sex. Over the years some broadcast
ASP stars have becone increasingly androgynous in an attenpt to capture
this segnent of the audi ence.

But Angela's own tapes have never intimdated himbefore. (But what if she
has recorded a lover?) No, that can't be it - it's sinply that the casette
is an entirely unknown quantity.

When Parker was fifteen, his parents indentured himto the American
subsidiary of a Japanise plastics conbine. At the tinme, he felt fortunate;
the ratio of applicants to indentured trainees was enornous. For three
years he lived with his cadre in a dormtory, singing the conpany hyms in
formati on each norning and usually managi ng to go over the conpound fence
at least once a nmonth for girls or the hol odrone.

The indenture woul d have term nated on his twentieth birthday, |eaving him
eligible for full enployee status. A week before his nineteenth birthday,
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with two stolen credit cards and a change of clothes, he went over the
fence for the last tine. He arrived in California three days before the
chaotic New Secessionist reginme collapsed. In San Fransi sco, warring
splinter groups hit and ran in the streets. One or another of four
different 'provisional' city governenents had done such an efficient job of
stockpiling food that al nost none was available at street |eve

Par ker spent the last night of the revolution in a burned out Tucson
suburb, making love to a thin teenager from New Jersey who expl ai ned the
finer points of her horoscope between bouts of al nost silent weeping that
seenmed to have nothing at all to do with anything he did or said.

Years | ater he realized that he no | onger had any idea of his origina
nmotive in breaking his indenture.

The first three quarters of the cassette had been erased; you punch
yoursel f fast-forward through a static haze of wi ped tape, where taste and
scent blur into a single channel. The audio input is white sound - the
no-sound of the first dark sea . . . (Prolonged input fromw ped tape can
i nduce hypnagogi ¢ hal l uci nation.)

Par ker crouched in the roadsi de New Mexico brush at m dnight, watching a
tank burn on the highway. Flane |it the broken white Iine he had foll owed
from Tucson. The expl osion had been visible two niles away, a white sheet
of heat lighting that had turned the pale branches of a bare tree against
the night sky into a photographic negative of thenselves: carbon branches
agai nst magnesi um sky.

Many of the refugees were arned.

Texas owed the shantytowns that steanmed in the warm Qulf rains to the
uneasy neutrality she had maintaned in the face of the Coast's attenpted
secessi on.

The towns were built of plywood, cardboard, plastic sheets that billowed in
the wi nd, and the bodi es of dead vehicles. They had nanmes |ike Junp Gty
and Sugaree, and | oosely defined governenents and territories that shifted
constantly in the covert wi nds of a bl ack-market economny.

Federal and state troops sent in to sweep the outlaw towns sel dom f ound
anything. But after each search a few nen would fail to report back. Sone
had sol d their weapons and burned their uniforns, and others had cone too
close to the contraband thay had been sent to find.

After three nonths, Parker wanted out, but goods were the only safe passage
through the army cordons. His chance cane only by accident: Late one
afternoon, skirting the pall of greasy cooking snoke that hung | ow over the
Jungl e, he stunbled and nearly fell on the body of a wonan in a dry creek
bed. Flies rose up in an angry cloud, then settled again, igoring him She
had a | eather jacket, and at night Parker was usually cold. He began to
search the creek bed for a | enght of brushwood.

In the jacket's back, just below her |eft shoul der bl ade, was a round hol e
that would have admitted the shaft of a pencil. The jacket's lining had
been red once, but now it was black, stiff and shining with dried bl ood.
Wth the jacket swaying on the end of his stick, he went |ooking for water.

He never washed the jacket; in its left pocket he found nearly an ounce of
cocai ne, carefuly wapped in plastic and surgical tape. The right pocket
held fifteen anpules of Megacillin-D and a ten-inch hornhandl ed

swi tchbl ade. The antibiotic was worth twice its weight in cocaine.

He drove the knive hilt-deep into a rotten stunp passed over by the
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Jungl e' s wood-gatherers and hung the jacket there, the flies circling it as
he wal ked away.

That night, in a bar with a corrugated iron roof, waiting for one of the
"l awyers' who worked passages through the cordon, he tried his first ASP
machine. It was huge, all chrone and neon, and the owner was very proud of
it; he had hel ped hijack the truck hinself.

If the chaos of the nineties reflects a radical shift in the paradi gns of
visual literacy, the final shift away fromthe Lascaux/ Gutenberg tradition
of a pre-hol ographic society, what should we expect fromthis newer
technology, with its prom se of discrete encoding and subsequent
reconstruction of the full range of sensory perception?

- Rosebuck and Pierhal, Recent Anerican History: A Systens View.

Fast forward through the humm ng no-tinme of wi ped tape - into her body.
Eur opean sunlight. Streets of a strange city.

At hens. Geek-letter signs and the snell of dust
- and the snell of dust.

Look through her eyes (thinking, this woman hasn't nmet you yet; you're
hardly out of Texas) at the gray nonunment, the horses there in stone, where
pi geons whirl up and circle -

- and static takes love's body, wipes it clean and gray. Waves of white
sound break along a beach that isn't there. And the tape ends.

The inducer's light is burning now

Parker lies in darkness, recalling the tousand fragnents of the hol ogram
rose. A hologramthat has this quality: Recovered and illuninated, each
fragment will reveal the whole inage of the rose. Falling toward delta, he
sees himself the rose, each of his scattered fragments revealing a whole
he' Il never know - stolen credit cards - a burned out suburb - planetary
conjunctions of a stranger - a tank burning on a highway - a flat packet of
drugs - a switchbl ade honed on concrete, thin as pain.

Thi nking: We're each other's fragnents, and was it always this way? That
instant of a European trip, deserted in the gray sea of wi ped tape - is she
cl oser now, or mor real, for his having been there?

She had hel ped himget his papers, found himhis first job in ASP. Was that
their history? No, history was the black face of the delta-induce, the
enpty closet, and the unmade bed. History was his loathing for the perfect
body he woke in if the juice dropped, his fury at the pedal -cab driver, and
her refusal to | ook back through the contani nated rain.

But each fragnent reveals the rose froma different angle, he renenbered,
but delta swept over himbefore he could ask hinself what that night mean.
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