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Hunting Ghosts In The
Machine

The sudden jungle downpour blurred my vision
and I cursed, loudly. The damn trail between the trees was hard
enough to see: now, the rising mud made it slippery and deadly to
boot. Rainbow colored birds shrieked a discordant greeting above
me. Fortunately, the rain pounded so hard on the canopy it blocked
most of their warning.

Even in the midst of buckets of water
dropping on me, I still could make out the green light filtering
through the leaves. Where there's light, there are shadows, and my
prey hid in the darkness of things. I just had to find the right
patch.

It didn't take too long for me to find her,
stretched thin as a snake, wrapped around a tree trunk. She gave up
as soon as she saw me. Where was the fun in that? I'd just have to
get my kicks some other way.

"Please sir," she said, her hands rising as
she stepped out onto the trail. "You don't have to do this."

"Yeah, well, you're fucking wrong," I told
her. "See, if I don't bring you in, I don't get paid. If I don't
get paid, I don't eat. You can see my problem." I flipped open my
scanner to make sure I had the right ghost: Lisa Fryer and her code
popped up on the screen, a match.

I had more than one way to dispatch Lisa.
Normally I liked to do it up close and personal: the Company had
designed a special bayonet that I could attach to my retrieval gun
but I generally used in hand-to-hand. For her, though, I brought
out the gun. I'd hoped that looking down the barrel of a cold 64T
processor would have scared her. Maybe even gotten her to run.

Silly bitch just stood there looking
determined. Well, as determined as a ghost could, being as she was
just random bits of stolen circuits rather than a real person. She
was slightly more defined than most ghosts, though—an unwavering,
brown, translucent form. But she wasn't real. The rain didn't roll
down her skin, no, it poured through her.
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