
‘You need 
to rinse it off 
first, with a 
sponge, and 
blot it dry,’ he 
said. ‘Then 
there are 
many ways 
to damage 
the surface. 
You can use 
chemicals or 
a razor; sol-
vents, acids 
or caustic 
agents - in any 
combination.’ 
He picked one 
of the aero-
sol cans up 

and attached 
a nozzle. At 
close range, 
he sprayed 
some of its 
contents onto 
the viscid sur-
face exposed 
between sur-
gical towels 
and sheets of 
plastic. Then 
another can, 
another noz-
zle. Tighten-
ing the belts 
that tied the 
body’s ex-
tremities to 
the stretcher, 



he reached 
for the 
s p e c u l u m .  
‘This will be an 
adventu re , ’ 
he said and lit 
up a cigarette. 
At that same 
moment Jack 
was certain 
the planet’s 
core was 
an icy cube 
sending kill-
er frost to the 
surface. He 
ran, headed 
for the evac-
uation tun-
nel. Chances 

were it would 
have already 
been cor-
doned off by 
Tribalist death 
squads, but 
he knew of 
no other exit. 
What would 
become of 
Peppita? Had 
he not aban-
doned her 
shamefu l ly? 
She had her 
shoes and 
her brace-
lets to protect 
her. But these 
w e a p o n s 



would surely 
prove insuf-
ficient. After 
all, her most 
powerful en-
emy was no 
external thing, 
it was nothing 
but her own 
darkness, her 
own deep re-
sentment at 
having been 
abandoned 

by her fa-
ther, sepa-
rated from 
her mother. 
Jack’s only 
hope was to 
find Peppita’s 
Uncle, the 
leader of the 
n e o - m o d -
ernist Com-
mando Biagio 
Rosseti into 
which both 
had been 
admitted far 
earlier than 
was good for 
them. Mean-
while the 



frost that had 
killed Pruna, 
their hapless 
g u a r d i a n , 
was shooting 
its knives ever 
more violently 
through the 
earth. ‘We are 
Commando 
Biagio Roset-
ti,’ he chanted 
to himself for 
courage, ‘we 
bring you a 
fleeting vision 
of the future!’ 
The architec-
ture of that 
vision is a 

purple body, 
darker purple 
rim at the edg-
es indicate 
a globular 
shape. With 
the excep-
tion of two or 
three entire-
ly solid bod-
ies they are 
partially sur-
rounded by a 



semitranslu-
cent blue gel. 
Three white 
domes pro-
trude from 
one of the 
bodies at-
tached both 
to its surface 
and to one 
another. Their 
swaying mo-
tion is almost 
i m p e r c e p -
tible. In the 
background 
burgundy do-
nut shapes 
coagulate. It 
is not evident 

but it can be 
intuited that 
a thin sheet 
of transpar-
ent materi-
al separates 
the viewfinder 
from the bod-
ies beneath. 
An amount 
of pressure 
sufficient to 
flatten them 



out - but only 
slightly - is ex-
erted. And 
from some-
where above 
- somewhere 
near the point 
from which 
we witness 
the event - a 
cold, white 
light ema-
nates. Why 
choose this 
cold light? 
The question 
Dr. Frame 
asks remains 
p e r t i n e n t 
even after 

our answers 
have been 
put forth. In 
his compa-
ny we do not 
trust our own 
judgements. 
Each new 
day brings 
revolutions of 
thought like 
light refract-
ed through 
crystal joints 
revolving with 
his move-
ments. In 
this world of 
unce r t a i n t y 
only Frame is 



t rustworthy. 
Today we 
gather in the 
a rbo re tum, 
in the dap-
pled shade. 
We consider 
again the rea-
sons for his 
t ransparent 
flesh, how 
he came by 
skin and or-
gans of glass. 

Will lines of 
sight appear 
through our 
ribs too, just 
as the distant 
l a n d s c a p e 
comes to-
gether in the 
apertures of 
his presence? 
Or is it too 
late now the 
foundat ions 
of growth 
have estab-
lished already 
who we are?


