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Redlity Parlor.

He pays his money and goes back to the cubicle with the
treadmill and pulls on the waldos, puts on the heavy eyeless,
earlesshelmet. He grabs for the handlebars suspended before
him, blind in the hdmet that smellsintimately of someone ses
hair.

Now he can see. Not the handlebars hung from the cellingon a
tape-wrapped cable, not the treadmill. He isthe cat with future
feet. He seesa schematic of aroom; all the lines of the room are
in pink neon on velvet black, and in hisearsingtead of the
seasound of the helmet he hears the sound of open space. A
room sounds different than a helmet even when theré's nothing to
hear.

A keyboard appears, or rather aline drawing of akeyboard with
al theletters on the keys glowing neon blue. Over it in neon blue
lettersisthe message, "Pleasetypein your user ID."

"Cobdt," hetypes, letting go of the handlebars. Thewados give
him the sensation of hitting keys, give him feedback. His
password is"Nagasaki."

A neon pink door drawsitself on the velvet wdl in front of him.
The keyboard disappears and the handlebars appear in pink
neon schematic until he grabs them. Then they disappesar from
sght but he can il fed them, safein hisgloved hands. He starts
forward [the treadmill lurches abit under hisblind feet but it
awaysdoesthat at first so heisaccustomed to it, doesn't redlly
think about it, just kind of expectsit and forgets about it] through
the door which opens up ahead of him, pulling apart like elevator
doorsinto the party.

The party isn't a schematic, the party looksredl. The party isa
big space full of people dressed dl ways--boys with big hair and
girlswith latex skullsand NPC in evening gowns and tuxes--as
he comes out of the devator he looks to the right, to the mirrors
and seeshimself, sees Cobalt, seesa Tom Sawyer in the
twenty-first century, aflagboy in ablue silk jacket and thigh high
boots with aknotwork of burgundy cords at the hips. All angles
in the face, smooth face like arazor, aface he had custom
configured in hours of bought-time at the redity parlor, not
playing theredlity streets, not even looking, just working on his
own look. Cobalt eyeslike lasers, and blue-stedl braidsfor hair.

Edgel ook, whatta-look, hot damn.

Not what helookslike at al in the mundane world of Cincinnati,
Ohio, but heisn't in Cincinnati, ho, flagboy, he'snot in Kansas
anymore, heisat the PARTY . Here heis, aserious dog, a
democratic dog, but he doesn't think helll spend alot of time at
the party today. L ooking around he doesn't see anyone he
knows. Not that that means they aren't there, because anyone
can look like anything, but if they don't have ahandle he
recognizes and they don't go calling out for Cobdlt, then they
don't want to be people he knows, right? And anyway, this
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