
someone driving 
into the future 
using only the 
rear-view mirror

you know when you get home late at night and still 
decide to take out the laundry of the washing machine 
and hang it to dry on this drying rack and you start and 
sure hang more things on one side than the other and 



the whole thing gets out of balance and hits you right in 
the face with the corner of the frame

 

Strapped to a bed in a 
Memphis hotel, his talent 
burning out micron by 
micron, he hallucinated for 
thirty hours.
The damage was minute, 
subtle, and utterly 
effective.
For Case, who'd lived for 
the bodiless exultation of 
cyberspace, it was the Fall. 
In the bars he'd 
frequented as a cowboy 



hotshot, the elite stance 
involved a certain relaxed 
contempt for the flesh. The 
body was meat. Case fell 
into the prison of his own 
flesh.

that thing I most 
like about time is 



that it isn’t real 
In an age of affordable 
beauty, there was something 
heraldic about his lack of it.

as though a hundred unrelated
conversations had simultaneously arrived 
at the same pause.

as though a hundred unrelated
conversations had simultaneously arrived 
at the same pause.

 



8 
circuits 


