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Gazing at the ubiquitous testing kit, I grabbed my pump 

and was very grateful for my access to such jazzy tech-

nological fixtures. I would coax the cat to just come in-

side but she’d rather venture out and pounce the flock 

of squabbling, fuzzy bees. Forsaking monastic tradition, 

twelve jovial friars gave up their vocation for a question-

able existence on the flying trapeze. No kidding, Lorenzo 

called off his trip to visit Mexico City just because they 

told him the conquistadores were extinct. Jelly-like above 

the high wire, six quaking pachyderms kept the climax of 

the extravaganza in a dazzling state of flux. Ebenezer un-

expectedly bagged two tranquil aardvarks with his jiffy 

vacuum cleaner. Six javelins thrown by the quick savages 

whizzed forty paces beyond the mark. The explorer was 

frozen in his big kayak just after making queer discover-

ies. The July sun caused a fragment of black pine wax to 

ooze on the velvet quilt. The public was amazed to view 

the quickness and dexterity of the juggler. Jaded zombies 

acted quaintly but kept driving their oxen forward. How 

razorback-jumping frogs can level six piqued gymnasts! 

Crazy Fredericka bought many very exquisite opal jew-

els. Big Fuji waves pitch enzymed kex liquor. While Suez 

sailors wax parquet decks, Afghan Jews vomit jauntily 

abaft. Pack my box with five dozen liquor jugs. Turgid 

saxophones blew over Mick’s jazzy quaff. Playing jazz 

vibe chords quickly excites my wife. Quixotic Republi-

cans vet first key zero-growth jeremiad. Prodigal lesbians 

from Venezuela know just exactly how to eat quiche. 

Monique, the buxom coed, likes to fight for Pez with 

the junior varsity team. Cozy lummox gives smart squid 

who asks for job pen. Jeb quickly drove a few extra miles 

on the glazed pavement. Will Major Douglas be expected 

to take this true-false quiz very soon? The sex life of the 

woodchuck is a provocative question for most vertebrate 

zoology majors. Two hardy boxing kangaroos jet from 

Sydney to Zanzibar on quicksilver pinions. Knowledge of 

zymurgy and Bacchus justly pleases a quiet vixen. Zeal-

ous dominatrix whips frail, quivering boy with jockstrap! 

The xylophone orchestra vowed to imbibe jugs of kum-

quat fizz. A pale Schwarzenegger vomited beef jerky wax 

quietly. After Gary dropped his bar of Zest, he quickly 

examined the jail for viewers. Sympathizing would fix 

Quaker objectives. Always be careful driving elephants 

for game hunters into jaguar killing. Leading mahouts 

never offer pachyderms quahogs. Research shows they 

usually vomit wildly x-terminating young zebras. Aard-

varks blithely consume disgusting entomofauna (fre-

quently guzzling horrible insect juices) knowing luscious 

maggots never outdo plump, rubious, quivering, sand 

termites unless veiled with xeraderma. Yawn, zzz. Daniel 

realized Miyagi’s favor request (car-wax job) helped in 

karate. Verily, Arthur seized the weapon Excalibur from 

the stone, & knights joined his quest. Ask: very exquisite 

gem, or flawed, phony cubic zirconium jewel? For the 

Olympics in Salzburg, we expect a Javanese ski squad. 

My former executives couldn’t quit Bejeweled on their 

pocket organizers. The video champion was just fluid 

at Zaxxon, Q-Bert, Donkey Kong. Another brilliant co-

lostomy drastically enraged Ferdinand’s gregarious host. 

I just know Larry’s myriad notebooks occupy precious 

quay-side roaming space, tied untidily, viewed with 

xenophylically yearning Zapotecs. Aggrieved by callous 

demonstration, eight fatuous grasshoppers hurried inside 

jubilantly, knowing little, maybe neglecting other par-

simonious queries, relevant surely to ululating victors, 

wayward x-rays yielding zestily.Only the fool would 

take trouble to verify that his sentence was composed of 

ten a’s, three b’s, four c’s, four d’s, forty-six e’s, sixteen f’s, 

four g’s, thirteen h’s, fifteen i’s, two k’s, nine l’s, four m’s, 

twenty-five n’s, twenty-four o’s, five p’s, sixteen r’s, forty-

one s’s, thirty-seven t’s, ten u’s, eight v’s, eight w’s, four 

x’s, eleven y’s, twenty-seven commas, twenty-three apos-

trophes, seven hyphens and, last but not least, a single ! 

Now, naturally, in writing such a story as this, with its 

conditions as laid down in its Introduction, it is not sur-

prising that an occasional “rough spot" in composition is 

found. So I trust that a critical public will hold constantly 

in mind that I am voluntarily avoiding words containing 

that symbol which is, by far, of most common inclusion 

in writing our Anglo-Saxon as it is, today. Many of our 

most common words cannot show; so I must adopt syn-

onyms; and so twist a thought around as to say what I 

wish with as much clarity as I can.    Next time you hear 

crickets fiddling, watch out for tiny spaceships. Hark to 

the crash of the leaves in the autumn, the smash of the 

crystal leaves. Once a man approached and spoke to him, 

and the detective merely replied by shaking his head. 

Thus the night passed. At dawn, the half-extinguished 

disc of the sun rose above a misty horizon; but it was now 

possible to recognise objects two miles off. Phileas Fogg 

Gazing at the ubiquitous testing kit, I grabbed my 

pump and was very grateful for my access to such jazzy 

technological fixtures. I would coax the cat to just come 

inside but she’d rather venture out and pounce the flock 

of squabbling, fuzzy bees. Forsaking monastic tradi-

tion, twelve jovial friars gave up their vocation for a 

questionable existence on the flying trapeze. No kidding, 

Lorenzo called off his trip to visit Mexico City just 

because they told him the conquistadores were extinct. 

Jelly-like above the high wire, six quaking pachyderms 

kept the climax of the extravaganza in a dazzling 

state of flux. Ebenezer unexpectedly bagged two tranquil 

aardvarks with his jiffy vacuum cleaner. Six javelins 

thrown by the quick savages whizzed forty paces beyond 

the mark. The explorer was frozen in his big kayak just 

after making queer discoveries. The July sun caused a 

fragment of black pine wax to ooze on the velvet quilt. 

The public was amazed to view the quickness and dexter-

ity of the juggler. Jaded zombies acted quaintly but kept 

driving their oxen forward. How razorback-jumping 

frogs can level six piqued gymnasts! Crazy Fredericka 

bought many very exquisite opal jewels. Big Fuji waves 

pitch enzymed kex liquor. While Suez sailors wax par-

quet decks, Afghan Jews vomit jauntily abaft. Pack 

my box with five dozen liquor jugs. Turgid saxophones 

blew over Mick’s jazzy quaff. Playing jazz vibe chords 

quickly excites my wife. Quixotic Republicans vet first 

key zero-growth jeremiad. Prodigal lesbians from Ven-

ezuela know just exactly how to eat quiche. Monique, 

the buxom coed, likes to fight for Pez with the junior 

varsity team. Cozy lummox gives smart squid who asks 

for job pen. Jeb quickly drove a few extra miles on the 

glazed pavement. Will Major Douglas be expected to 

take this true-false quiz very soon? The sex life of the 

woodchuck is a provocative question for most vertebrate 

zoology majors. Two hardy boxing kangaroos jet from 

Sydney to Zanzibar on quicksilver pinions. Knowledge 

of zymurgy and Bacchus justly pleases a quiet vixen. 

Zealous dominatrix whips frail, quivering boy with 

jockstrap! The xylophone orchestra vowed to imbibe jugs 

of kumquat fizz. A pale Schwarzenegger vomited beef 

jerky wax quietly. After Gary dropped his bar of Zest, 

he quickly examined the jail for viewers. Sympathizing 

would fix Quaker objectives. Always be careful driving 

elephants for game hunters into jaguar killing. Leading 

mahouts never offer pachyderms quahogs. Research shows 

they usually vomit wildly x-terminating young zebras. 

Aardvarks blithely consume disgusting entomofauna 

(frequently guzzling horrible insect juices) knowing 

luscious maggots never outdo plump, rubious, quiver-

ing, sand termites unless veiled with xeraderma. Yawn, 

zzz. Daniel realized Miyagi’s favor request (car-wax 

job) helped in karate. Verily, Arthur seized the weapon 

Excalibur from the stone, & knights joined his quest. 

Ask: very exquisite gem, or flawed, phony cubic zirco-

nium jewel? For the Olympics in Salzburg, we expect 

a Javanese ski squad. My former executives couldn’t 

quit Bejeweled on their pocket organizers. The video 

champion was just fluid at Zaxxon, Q-Bert, Donkey 

Kong. Another brilliant colostomy drastically enraged 

Ferdinand’s gregarious host. I just know Larry’s myriad 

notebooks occupy precious quay-side roaming space, tied 

untidily, viewed with xenophylically yearning Zapotecs. 

Aggrieved by callous demonstration, eight fatuous grass-

hoppers hurried inside jubilantly, knowing little, maybe 

neglecting other parsimonious queries, relevant surely to 

ululating victors, wayward x-rays yielding zestily.Only 

the fool would take trouble to verify that his sentence 

was composed of ten a’s, three b’s, four c’s, four d’s, 

forty-six e’s, sixteen f’s, four g’s, thirteen h’s, fifteen i’s, 

two k’s, nine l’s, four m’s, twenty-five n’s, twenty-four 

o’s, five p’s, sixteen r’s, forty-one s’s, thirty-seven t’s, ten 

u’s, eight v’s, eight w’s, four x’s, eleven y’s, twenty-seven 

commas, twenty-three apostrophes, seven hyphens and, 

last but not least, a single ! Now, naturally, in writing 

such a story as this, with its conditions as laid down in 

its Introduction, it is not surprising that an occasional 

“rough spot" in composition is found. So I trust that 

a critical public will hold constantly in mind that I 

am voluntarily avoiding words containing that symbol 

which is, by far, of most common inclusion in writing 

our Anglo-Saxon as it is, today. Many of our most 

common words cannot show; so I must adopt synonyms; 

and so twist a thought around as to say what I wish 

with as much clarity as I can.    Next time you hear 

crickets fiddling, watch out for tiny spaceships. Hark to 

the crash of the leaves in the autumn, the smash of the 

crystal leaves. Once a man approached and spoke to him, 

and the detective merely replied by shaking his head. Thus 

the night passed. At dawn, the half-extinguished disc of 



Gazing at the ubiquitous testing kit, I grabbed 

my pump and was very grateful for my access 

to such jazzy technological fixtures. I would 

coax the cat to just come inside but she’d rather 

venture out and pounce the flock of squab-

bling, fuzzy bees. Forsaking monastic tradition, 

twelve jovial friars gave up their vocation for 

a questionable existence on the flying trapeze. 

No kidding, Lorenzo called off his trip to visit 

Mexico City just because they told him the 

conquistadores were extinct. Jelly-like above 

the high wire, six quaking pachyderms kept 

the climax of the extravaganza in a dazzling 

state of flux. Ebenezer unexpectedly bagged 

two tranquil aardvarks with his jiffy vacuum 

cleaner. Six javelins thrown by the quick sav-

ages whizzed forty paces beyond the mark. 

The explorer was frozen in his big kayak just 

after making queer discoveries. The July sun 

caused a fragment of black pine wax to ooze 

on the velvet quilt. The public was amazed to 

view the quickness and dexterity of the juggler. 

Jaded zombies acted quaintly but kept driving 

their oxen forward. How razorback-jumping 

frogs can level six piqued gymnasts! Crazy Fred-

ericka bought many very exquisite opal jew-

els. Big Fuji waves pitch enzymed kex liquor. 

While Suez sailors wax parquet decks, Afghan 

Jews vomit jauntily abaft. Pack my box with 

five dozen liquor jugs. Turgid saxophones blew 

over Mick’s jazzy quaff. Playing jazz vibe chords 

quickly excites my wife. Quixotic Republicans 

vet first key zero-growth jeremiad. Prodigal les-

bians from Venezuela know just exactly how 

to eat quiche. Monique, the buxom coed, likes 

to fight for Pez with the junior varsity team. 

Cozy lummox gives smart squid who asks for 

job pen. Jeb quickly drove a few extra miles on 

the glazed pavement. Will Major Douglas be 

expected to take this true-false quiz very soon? 

The sex life of the woodchuck is a provocative 

question for most vertebrate zoology majors. 

Two hardy boxing kangaroos jet from Sydney 

to Zanzibar on quicksilver pinions. Knowledge 

of zymurgy and Bacchus justly pleases a quiet 

vixen. Zealous dominatrix whips frail, quiver-

ing boy with jockstrap! The xylophone orches-

tra vowed to imbibe jugs of kumquat fizz. A 

pale Schwarzenegger vomited beef jerky wax 

quietly. After Gary dropped his bar of Zest, he 

quickly examined the jail for viewers. Sympa-

thizing would fix Quaker objectives. Always be 

careful driving elephants for game hunters into 

jaguar killing. Leading mahouts never offer 

pachyderms quahogs. Research shows they usu-

ally vomit wildly x-terminating young zebras. 

Aardvarks blithely consume disgusting ento-

mofauna (frequently guzzling horrible insect 

juices) knowing luscious maggots never outdo 

plump, rubious, quivering, sand termites unless 

veiled with xeraderma. Yawn, zzz. Daniel real-

ized Miyagi’s favor request (car-wax job) helped 

in karate. Verily, Arthur seized the weapon 

Excalibur from the stone, & knights joined his 

quest. Ask: very exquisite gem, or flawed, pho-

ny cubic zirconium jewel? For the Olympics in 

Salzburg, we expect a Javanese ski squad. My 

former executives couldn’t quit Bejeweled on 

their pocket organizers. The video champion 

was just fluid at Zaxxon, Q-Bert, Donkey Kong. 

Another brilliant colostomy drastically enraged 

Ferdinand’s gregarious host. I just know Larry’s 

myriad notebooks occupy precious quay-side 

roaming space, tied untidily, viewed with xe-

nophylically yearning Zapotecs. Aggrieved by 

callous demonstration, eight fatuous grasshop-

pers hurried inside jubilantly, knowing little, 

maybe neglecting other parsimonious queries, 

Gazing at the ubiquitous testing kit, I grabbed 
my pump and was very grateful for my access 
to such jazzy technological fixtures. I would 
coax the cat to just come inside but she’d rather 
venture out and pounce the flock of squabbling, 
fuzzy bees. Forsaking monastic tradition, 
twelve jovial friars gave up their vocation for 
a questionable existence on the flying trapeze. 
No kidding, Lorenzo called off his trip to 
visit Mexico City just because they told him 
the conquistadores were extinct. Jelly-like above 
the high wire, six quaking pachyderms kept the 
climax of the extravaganza in a dazzling 
state of flux. Ebenezer unexpectedly bagged 
two tranquil aardvarks with his jiffy vacuum 
cleaner. Six javelins thrown by the quick sav-
ages whizzed forty paces beyond the mark. The 
explorer was frozen in his big kayak just after 
making queer discoveries. The July sun caused 
a fragment of black pine wax to ooze on the 
velvet quilt. The public was amazed to view 
the quickness and dexterity of the juggler. Jaded 
zombies acted quaintly but kept driving their 
oxen forward. How razorback-jumping frogs 
can level six piqued gymnasts! Crazy Fredericka 
bought many very exquisite opal jewels. Big 
Fuji waves pitch enzymed kex liquor. While 
Suez sailors wax parquet decks, Afghan Jews 
vomit jauntily abaft. Pack my box with five 
dozen liquor jugs. Turgid saxophones blew over 
Mick’s jazzy quaff. Playing jazz vibe chords 
quickly excites my wife. Quixotic Republicans 
vet first key zero-growth jeremiad. Prodigal 
lesbians from Venezuela know just exactly how 
to eat quiche. Monique, the buxom coed, likes 
to fight for Pez with the junior varsity team. 
Cozy lummox gives smart squid who asks for 
job pen. Jeb quickly drove a few extra miles on 

the glazed pavement. Will Major Douglas be 
expected to take this true-false quiz very soon? 
The sex life of the woodchuck is a provocative 
question for most vertebrate zoology majors. 
Two hardy boxing kangaroos jet from Sydney 
to Zanzibar on quicksilver pinions. Knowledge 
of zymurgy and Bacchus justly pleases a quiet 
vixen. Zealous dominatrix whips frail, quiver-
ing boy with jockstrap! The xylophone orchestra 
vowed to imbibe jugs of kumquat fizz. A pale 
Schwarzenegger vomited beef jerky wax quietly. 
After Gary dropped his bar of Zest, he quickly 
examined the jail for viewers. Sympathizing 
would fix Quaker objectives. Always be care-
ful driving elephants for game hunters into 
jaguar killing. Leading mahouts never offer 
pachyderms quahogs. Research shows they usu-
ally vomit wildly x-terminating young zebras. 
Aardvarks blithely consume disgusting ento-
mofauna (frequently guzzling horrible insect 
juices) knowing luscious maggots never outdo 
plump, rubious, quivering, sand termites un-
less veiled with xeraderma. Yawn, zzz. Daniel 
realized Miyagi’s favor request (car-wax job) 
helped in karate. Verily, Arthur seized the 
weapon Excalibur from the stone, & knights 
joined his quest. Ask: very exquisite gem, or 
flawed, phony cubic zirconium jewel? For the 
Olympics in Salzburg, we expect a Javanese 
ski squad. My former executives couldn’t quit 
Bejeweled on their pocket organizers. The video 
champion was just fluid at Zaxxon, Q-Bert, 
Donkey Kong. Another brilliant colostomy 
drastically enraged Ferdinand’s gregarious host. 
I just know Larry’s myriad notebooks occupy 
precious quay-side roaming space, tied untidily, 
viewed with xenophylically yearning Zapotecs. 
Aggrieved by callous demonstration, eight 



Gazing at the ubiquitous testing kit, I 
grabbed my pump and was very grate-
ful for my access to such jazzy techno-
logical fixtures. I would coax the cat to 
just come inside but she’d rather venture 
out and pounce the flock of squabbling, 
fuzzy bees. Forsaking monastic tradi-
tion, twelve jovial friars gave up their 
vocation for a questionable existence on 
the flying trapeze. No kidding, Lorenzo 
called off his trip to visit Mexico City 
just because they told him the conquis-
tadores were extinct. Jelly-like above the 
high wire, six quaking pachyderms kept 
the climax of the extravaganza in a daz-
zling state of flux. Ebenezer unexpected-
ly bagged two tranquil aardvarks with 
his jiffy vacuum cleaner. Six javelins 
thrown by the quick savages whizzed 
forty paces beyond the mark. The ex-
plorer was frozen in his big kayak just 
after making queer discoveries. The July 
sun caused a fragment of black pine wax 
to ooze on the velvet quilt. The public 
was amazed to view the quickness and 
dexterity of the juggler. Jaded zombies 
acted quaintly but kept driving their 
oxen forward. How razorback-jumping 
frogs can level six piqued gymnasts! 
Crazy Fredericka bought many very ex-
quisite opal jewels. Big Fuji waves pitch 
enzymed kex liquor. While Suez sailors 
wax parquet decks, Afghan Jews vomit 
jauntily abaft. Pack my box with five 

dozen liquor jugs. Turgid saxophones 
blew over Mick’s jazzy quaff. Playing 
jazz vibe chords quickly excites my wife. 
Quixotic Republicans vet first key zero-
growth jeremiad. Prodigal lesbians from 
Venezuela know just exactly how to eat 
quiche. Monique, the buxom coed, likes 
to fight for Pez with the junior varsity 
team. Cozy lummox gives smart squid 
who asks for job pen. Jeb quickly drove a 
few extra miles on the glazed pavement. 
Will Major Douglas be expected to take 
this true-false quiz very soon? The sex 
life of the woodchuck is a provocative 
question for most vertebrate zoology 
majors. Two hardy boxing kangaroos jet 
from Sydney to Zanzibar on quicksilver 
pinions. Knowledge of zymurgy and Bac-
chus justly pleases a quiet vixen. Zealous 
dominatrix whips frail, quivering boy 
with jockstrap! The xylophone orchestra 
vowed to imbibe jugs of kumquat fizz. 
A pale Schwarzenegger vomited beef 
jerky wax quietly. After Gary dropped 
his bar of Zest, he quickly examined the 
jail for viewers. Sympathizing would 
fix Quaker objectives. Always be care-
ful driving elephants for game hunters 
into jaguar killing. Leading mahouts 
never offer pachyderms quahogs. Re-
search shows they usually vomit wildly 
x-terminating young zebras. Aardvarks 
blithely consume disgusting entomofau-
na (frequently guzzling horrible insect 

Gazing at the ubiquitous testing kit, I 
grabbed my pump and was very grate-
ful for my access to such jazzy techno-
logical fixtures. I would coax the cat to 
just come inside but she’d rather venture 
out and pounce the flock of squabbling, 
fuzzy bees. Forsaking monastic tradi-
tion, twelve jovial friars gave up their 
vocation for a questionable existence on 
the flying trapeze. No kidding, Lorenzo 
called off his trip to visit Mexico City 
just because they told him the conquis-
tadores were extinct. Jelly-like above the 
high wire, six quaking pachyderms kept 
the climax of the extravaganza in a daz-
zling state of flux. Ebenezer unexpect-
edly bagged two tranquil aardvarks with 
his jiffy vacuum cleaner. Six javelins 
thrown by the quick savages whizzed 
forty paces beyond the mark. The explorer 
was frozen in his big kayak just after 
making queer discoveries. The July sun 
caused a fragment of black pine wax 
to ooze on the velvet quilt. The public 
was amazed to view the quickness and 
dexterity of the juggler. Jaded zombies 
acted quaintly but kept driving their 
oxen forward. How razorback-jumping 
frogs can level six piqued gymnasts! 
Crazy Fredericka bought many very ex-
quisite opal jewels. Big Fuji waves pitch 
enzymed kex liquor. While Suez sailors 
wax parquet decks, Afghan Jews vomit 
jauntily abaft. Pack my box with five 

dozen liquor jugs. Turgid saxophones 
blew over Mick’s jazzy quaff. Play-
ing jazz vibe chords quickly excites my 
wife. Quixotic Republicans vet first key 
zero-growth jeremiad. Prodigal lesbians 
from Venezuela know just exactly how 
to eat quiche. Monique, the buxom coed, 
likes to fight for Pez with the junior 
varsity team. Cozy lummox gives smart 
squid who asks for job pen. Jeb quickly 
drove a few extra miles on the glazed 
pavement. Will Major Douglas be ex-
pected to take this true-false quiz very 
soon? The sex life of the woodchuck is a 
provocative question for most vertebrate 
zoology majors. Two hardy boxing kan-
garoos jet from Sydney to Zanzibar on 
quicksilver pinions. Knowledge of zy-
murgy and Bacchus justly pleases a quiet 
vixen. Zealous dominatrix whips frail, 
quivering boy with jockstrap! The xylo-
phone orchestra vowed to imbibe jugs of 
kumquat fizz. A pale Schwarzenegger 
vomited beef jerky wax quietly. After 
Gary dropped his bar of Zest, he quickly 
examined the jail for viewers. Sympa-
thizing would fix Quaker objectives. 
Always be careful driving elephants 
for game hunters into jaguar killing. 
Leading mahouts never offer pachyderms 
quahogs. Research shows they usually 
vomit wildly x-terminating young ze-
bras. Aardvarks blithely consume dis-
gusting entomofauna (frequently guz-



They sent A SLAMHOUND on Turner’s trail in New 

Delhi, slotted it to his pheromones and the color of his hair. 

It caught up with him on a street called Chandni Chauk 

and came scrambling for his rented BMW through a forest 

of bare brown legs and pedicab tires. Its core was a kilogram 

of recrystallized hexogene and flaked TNT.

He didn’t see it coming. The last he saw of India was the 

pink stucco facade of a place called the Khush-Oil Hotel.

Because he had a good agent, he had a good contract. 

Because he had a good contract, he was in Singapore an hour 

after the explosion. Most of him, anyway The Dutch surgeon 

liked to joke about that, how an unspecified percentage of 

Turner hadn’t made it out of Palam International on that 

first flight and had to spend the night there in a shed, in a 

support vat.

It took the Dutchman and his team three months to 

put Turner together again. They cloned a square meter of 

skin for him, grew it on slabs of collagen and shark-cartilage 

polysaccharides. They bought eyes and genitals on the open 

market The eyes were green.

He spent most of those three months in a ROM-

generated simstim construct of an idealized New England 

boyhood of the previous century. The Dutchman’s visits 

were gray dawn dreams, nightmares that faded as the sky 

lightened beyond his secondfloor bedroom window You 

could smell the lilacs, late at night. He read Conan Doyle 

by the light of a sixty-watt bulb behind a parchment shade 

printed with clipper ships He masturbated in the smell of 

clean cotton sheets and thought about cheerleaders. The 

Dutchman opened a door in his back brain and came 

strolling in to ask questions, but in the morning his mother 

called him down to Wheaties, eggs and bacon, coffee with 

milk and sugar. 

And one morning he woke in a strange bed, the 

Dutchman standing beside a window spilling tropical green 

and a sunlight that hurt his eyes.“You can go home now, 

Turner We’re done with you You’re good as new

He was good as new. How good was that? He didn’t 

know. He took the things the Dutchman gave him and flew 

out of Singapore Home was the next airport Hyatt.

And the next. And ever was.

He flew on. His credit chip was a rectangle of black 

They sent A SLAMHOUND on Turner’s trail in New Delhi, 

slotted it to his pheromones and the color of his hair. It caught up 

with him on a street called Chandni Chauk and came scrambling 

for his rented BMW through a forest of bare brown legs and 

pedicab tires. Its core was a kilogram of recrystallized hexogene 

and flaked TNT.

He didn’t see it coming. The last he saw of India was the pink 

stucco facade of a place called the Khush-Oil Hotel.

Because he had a good agent, he had a good contract. Because 

he had a good contract, he was in Singapore an hour after the 

explosion. Most of him, anyway The Dutch surgeon liked to 

joke about that, how an unspecified percentage of Turner hadn’t 

made it out of Palam International on that first flight and had to 

spend the night there in a shed, in a support vat.

It took the Dutchman and his team three months to put Turner 

together again. They cloned a square meter of skin for him, grew 

it on slabs of collagen and shark-cartilage polysaccharides. They 

bought eyes and genitals on the open market The eyes were 

green.

He spent most of those three months in a ROM-generated 

simstim construct of an idealized New England boyhood of 

the previous century. The Dutchman’s visits were gray dawn 

dreams, nightmares that faded as the sky lightened beyond 

his secondfloor bedroom window You could smell the lilacs, 

late at night. He read Conan Doyle by the light of a sixty-watt 

bulb behind a parchment shade printed with clipper ships He 

masturbated in the smell of clean cotton sheets and thought 

about cheerleaders. The Dutchman opened a door in his back 

brain and came strolling in to ask questions, but in the morning 

his mother called him down to Wheaties, eggs and bacon, coffee 

with milk and sugar. 

And one morning he woke in a strange bed, the Dutchman 

standing beside a window spilling tropical green and a sunlight 

that hurt his eyes.“You can go home now, Turner We’re done 

with you You’re good as new

He was good as new. How good was that? He didn’t know. 

They sent A SLAMHOUND on Turner’s trail in New Delhi, 
slotted it to his pheromones and the color of his hair. It caught 
up with him on a street called Chandni Chauk and came 
scrambling for his rented BMW through a forest of bare brown 
legs and pedicab tires. Its core was a kilogram of recrystallized 
hexogene and flaked TNT.

He didn’t see it coming. The last he saw of India was the pink 
stucco facade of a place called the Khush-Oil Hotel.

Because he had a good agent, he had a good contract. Because 
he had a good contract, he was in Singapore an hour after the 
explosion. Most of him, anyway The Dutch surgeon liked to 
joke about that, how an unspecified percentage of Turner hadn’t 
made it out of Palam International on that first flight and had to 
spend the night there in a shed, in a support vat.

It took the Dutchman and his team three months to put 
Turner together again. They cloned a square meter of skin 
for him, grew it on slabs of collagen and shark-cartilage 
polysaccharides. They bought eyes and genitals on the open 
market The eyes were green.

He spent most of those three months in a ROM-generated 
simstim construct of an idealized New England boyhood of 
the previous century. The Dutchman’s visits were gray dawn 
dreams, nightmares that faded as the sky lightened beyond 
his secondfloor bedroom window You could smell the lilacs, 
late at night. He read Conan Doyle by the light of a sixty-watt 
bulb behind a parchment shade printed with clipper ships He 
masturbated in the smell of clean cotton sheets and thought 
about cheerleaders. The Dutchman opened a door in his back 
brain and came strolling in to ask questions, but in the morning 
his mother called him down to Wheaties, eggs and bacon, coffee 
with milk and sugar. 

And one morning he woke in a strange bed, the Dutchman 
standing beside a window spilling tropical green and a sunlight 
that hurt his eyes.“You can go home now, Turner We’re done 
with you You’re good as new

He was good as new. How good was that? He didn’t know. 
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a forest of bare brown legs and pedicab tires. Its core was a 

kilogram of recrystallized hexogene and flaked TNT.
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the pink stucco facade of a place called the Khush-Oil 
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Because he had a good agent, he had a good contract. 

Because he had a good contract, he was in Singapore 

an hour after the explosion. Most of him, anyway The 

Dutch surgeon liked to joke about that, how an unspecified 

percentage of Turner hadn’t made it out of Palam 

International on that first flight and had to spend the 

night there in a shed, in a support vat.

It took the Dutchman and his team three months to put 

Turner together again. They cloned a square meter of skin 

for him, grew it on slabs of collagen and shark-cartilage 

polysaccharides. They bought eyes and genitals on the open 

market The eyes were green.

He spent most of those three months in a ROM-

generated simstim construct of an idealized New England 

boyhood of the previous century. The Dutchman’s visits 

were gray dawn dreams, nightmares that faded as the sky 

lightened beyond his secondfloor bedroom window You could 

smell the lilacs, late at night. He read Conan Doyle by the 

light of a sixty-watt bulb behind a parchment shade printed 

with clipper ships He masturbated in the smell of clean 

cotton sheets and thought about cheerleaders. The Dutchman 

opened a door in his back brain and came strolling in to 

ask questions, but in the morning his mother called him 

down to Wheaties, eggs and bacon, coffee with milk and 

sugar. 

And one morning he woke in a strange bed, the 

Dutchman standing beside a window spilling tropical green 

and a sunlight that hurt his eyes.“You can go home now, 

Turner We’re done with you You’re good as new

He was good as new. How good was that? He didn’t 

know. He took the things the Dutchman gave him and flew 

out of Singapore Home was the next airport Hyatt.

And the next. And ever was.

They sent A SLAMHOUND on Turner’s trail in New 
Delhi, slotted it to his pheromones and the color of his hair. It 
caught up with him on a street called Chandni Chauk and came 
scrambling for his rented BMW through a forest of bare brown 
legs and pedicab tires. Its core was a kilogram of recrystallized 
hexogene and flaked TNT.

He didn’t see it coming. The last he saw of India was the 
pink stucco facade of a place called the Khush-Oil Hotel.

Because he had a good agent, he had a good contract. Because 
he had a good contract, he was in Singapore an hour after the 
explosion. Most of him, anyway The Dutch surgeon liked to 
joke about that, how an unspecified percentage of Turner hadn’t 
made it out of Palam International on that first flight and had 
to spend the night there in a shed, in a support vat.

It took the Dutchman and his team three months to put 
Turner together again. They cloned a square meter of skin 
for him, grew it on slabs of collagen and shark-cartilage 
polysaccharides. They bought eyes and genitals on the open market 
The eyes were green.

He spent most of those three months in a ROM-generated 
simstim construct of an idealized New England boyhood of the 
previous century. The Dutchman’s visits were gray dawn dreams, 
nightmares that faded as the sky lightened beyond his secondfloor 
bedroom window You could smell the lilacs, late at night. He 
read Conan Doyle by the light of a sixty-watt bulb behind a 
parchment shade printed with clipper ships He masturbated in 
the smell of clean cotton sheets and thought about cheerleaders. 
The Dutchman opened a door in his back brain and came 
strolling in to ask questions, but in the morning his mother 
called him down to Wheaties, eggs and bacon, coffee with milk 
and sugar. 

And one morning he woke in a strange bed, the Dutchman 
standing beside a window spilling tropical green and a sunlight 
that hurt his eyes.“You can go home now, Turner We’re done 
with you You’re good as new

He was good as new. How good was that? He didn’t know. 

They sent A SLAMHOUND on Turner’s trail in New 
Delhi, slotted it to his pheromones and the color of his hair. 
It caught up with him on a street called Chandni Chauk and 
came scrambling for his rented BMW through a forest of 
bare brown legs and pedicab tires. Its core was a kilogram of 
recrystallized hexogene and flaked TNT.

He didn’t see it coming. The last he saw of India was the 
pink stucco facade of a place called the Khush-Oil Hotel.

Because he had a good agent, he had a good contract. Because 
he had a good contract, he was in Singapore an hour after the 
explosion. Most of him, anyway The Dutch surgeon liked to 
joke about that, how an unspecified percentage of Turner hadn’t 
made it out of Palam International on that first flight and 
had to spend the night there in a shed, in a support vat.

It took the Dutchman and his team three months to put 
Turner together again. They cloned a square meter of skin 
for him, grew it on slabs of collagen and shark-cartilage 
polysaccharides. They bought eyes and genitals on the open 
market The eyes were green.

He spent most of those three months in a ROM-generated 
simstim construct of an idealized New England boyhood of 
the previous century. The Dutchman’s visits were gray dawn 
dreams, nightmares that faded as the sky lightened beyond his 
secondfloor bedroom window You could smell the lilacs, late 
at night. He read Conan Doyle by the light of a sixty-watt 
bulb behind a parchment shade printed with clipper ships He 
masturbated in the smell of clean cotton sheets and thought 
about cheerleaders. The Dutchman opened a door in his back 
brain and came strolling in to ask questions, but in the 
morning his mother called him down to Wheaties, eggs and 
bacon, coffee with milk and sugar. 

And one morning he woke in a strange bed, the Dutchman 
standing beside a window spilling tropical green and a sunlight 
that hurt his eyes.“You can go home now, Turner We’re done 
with you You’re good as new

He was good as new. How good was that? He didn’t know. 


