EREEE EERCERRET :

A paid advertisement, printed on page 47 of the April[l, 1997 issue of Profitable Murder™

We offer a suite of attractive weapons,
at prices that blow the rest away,
Looking for high-performance merchandise?
Call us at 120-66-6666 today.

For generations our company has profiteered
products packing a powerful sting.

We're a leader in the murder business
& are confident in what we sell.
Customer satisfaction is guaranteed.

Our most popular product is the X-30 anti-personnel device:
a marvel of compact engineering,
precision-tooled for maximum human cost.
Five-hundred-meter operational range.

Installs in minutes. Functions across multiple terrains.
Ideal for protracted conflicts, the kind that don't end cleanly.

Another hest-seller: the Zapster missile.
A feisty bugger. Quick. Quiet. Final.
Ten kilograms of explosive core delivered within seconds,
guided by sophisticated correctional feeds
that adjust mid-flight with the calm efficiency of a machine
that has no moral scruples about wherever it's aimed.

You'll also want to know about our RZ-2000 maser.

It represents the future, delivered into your hands.
Twenty-five gigawatt bursts per second over sea, air, or land.
Multiple targeting. Simultaneous elimination.

A few simple commands, and problems are resolve.

These are but a few of our superb products.
For more information, visit us at www.kill.com.
Discretion is sacred.

Our service is swift.

Our legacy is easy to see —

Call for a private consult.

First conversations are free.



Four friends sat in the dim amber rot of the living room, the open magazine spla%ed across the coffee table like
a wound left uncovered. Nobody had moved to close it. The glossy page caught the television's cold flicker —
mages of weapons rendered insleek product photography, lit the way luxury cars are lit, the way watcheg are

lit, the way thini?r? are lit when someone needs g':)u to deire them. The advertisement's font was clean, confident,
and kerned w (ﬁl_]lef pride. Outsuge somewhere a giren wailed and then died — swallowed by the city's
indifferent throat. The silence it left behind felt thicker than the one before it.

Kris shook her head slowly, eyes fi the glogs dding, 'l th son knew how thes
g\ercrl:anfsogf death :%fual?g;” oferated— She st:p ed. gtp?f%% 2?8;:‘19 "How ?h;;egg&\enggrleggerrlf&kg‘:gai‘rg\s?
ody counts and callit quarterly performance, they’d be absolutely paralyzed .

Tim fap?ed his coffee cbup against ﬂl(‘e. table — a glow, hollow gound, like a knuckle a%ainsf a coffin lid. His cup
was nearl emgfy, 3d.been for a while, but he kept ta&pl_ng, it anyway, as if the rhythm wag the only thing
eeping him gn h&re . “Thoge companieg aren't stupid, Kris." Hig fone wagn't dismisSive — it was something
,darker’than that. esug?)ed. The voice of someone who has looked at a wall long enough to memorize ite texture.
ey spend more on PR and obfugeation than they spend on research “and development. Their entire
commu lcah?lns infragfructure exists for one purpose: ma ing sure you never see the hands holding the strings.
Never trace the money back. Never connect the factory floor fo the field report.” He stared at the advertisement
’[;or a?_othedr moment, then looked away — not because he'd stopped caring, but because some images need to
e rationed.

Ted had stretched his legs out across the carpet, hig posture a studied performance of profound boredom —
but his jaw wag ﬂgﬂt, and Somet m%qmall gnd uncomfortable wag flickering, refusing to go out."Of course they
do," he'said, voice flat as old asphat. “That s what makes it so ?xhausfmg. s ni)t even sinister in an interesting
way anymore. [t's ?st — banal." He let the word sit there for a second, ugly ‘jnd_accur_ate. The absolufe
mundane banality of gnnihilation, advertiged between colo_gn%—tme spreads.” He tilted his head toward the
cellmfg. Tellme hone?f y — is there %smgle page in this entire book that's ingpirational? Or are we just sitting
here fogether, carefully cataloguing the ongoing collapse of the human goul?

.., Nobody answered him immediaﬁely. Then Sam leaned forwgrd his face pale in the flickering television light,
Yeah, serhouslg. »an we just watch some cartoons? [ want to be happy for ten minutes. Just ten.” He presf.ed
hie Tg at againet hig’eternum, as though testing whether the feelingwag still there. “Thie stuff sits in'you like
lead. Like actual weight.” A long pause. “If makes me dgpresﬁed%‘usf knowing someone sat\; down, drafted those
sentences, a ?rove the layout, and sent it to print.” He looked up. "Knowing it ran between other pages.
Knowing peog e read it over breakfast.

_ The television continued its low, iodiﬁ'%renf myrmur in the corner. The magazine lay open on the table. The
siren outside had long since gone quiet, abgorbed into the city's vast and ordinary noise — the same city where
violence was always under the surface.

- T Newfields
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