
Official Trailers 

Meet Futura... Feel Yoshiwara... Shout 
'Death to the Machines..!'

From Chapter 4…

He felt a chill at his back. A sharp drop in temperature pricked the skin 
of his neck. Then, a skeleton hand reached past him. Transparent skin 
stretched over silver bones; gnyers lony, delicate, and terrifGinylG cold.

Feo Sorbes spun around. wtandiny before him zas a niyhtmare. 
The  beiny  zas  feminine,  but  not  human.  Her  bodG  zas  the 
unforyiviny shape of a zoman, slender, seductive, seeminylG made of 
crGstal, throuyh zhich the bones shone like dull silver. 

A stream of cold air radiated from her ylaNen skin, zhich contained 
not a sinyle drop of blood. The form zas beautiful, szaGiny on feet 
set fast toyether, but the head zas a blank, featureless mass. Jo face. 
"ust a smooth, sGnthetic eyy zith the suyyestion of eGes painted on the 
surface.

BPe polite, mG RarodG,B 'othmanMs voice boomed from a hidden 
speaker. BFreet the :aster of :etropolis.B The thiny bozed. The 
blank head dipped. A voice came from its throatq a sGnthesiNed sound, 
tuned to a freIuencG of horrible tenderness.

BFood eveniny, Feo Sorbes.B The sound made his skin crazl. 3t zas 
more alluriny than anG human voice. 3rresistible, even. The moment his 
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hands touched the cold, ylass skin, he recoiled. 3t zas like touchiny 
a corpse froNen in ice. 

B?hat is it’B Feo Sorbes ziped his hands on his coat.
B3t!s the future, Sorbes- 3t!s the :achineO:an Gou ordered. Er... 

the :achineO?oman. *verG creator makes a zoman grst, donMt Gou 
think’ Fod certainlG did.B
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From Chapter 6…

B:G dear sir,B weptember smiled, laGiny his beautiful, cruel hand on 
wlim!s arm. BTo call :aohee a druy is to call a lion a cat. :aohee is 
from the other side of the earth. 3t is the onlG thiny zhich makes us 
feel the into”ication of the others.Y 

The proprietor of “oshizara yrinned, apocalGpticallG. 
BThere is  a room built  like a zindiny seashell,  zhere the surf 

of seven oceans thunders. Reople crouch in its zindinys so denselG 
crozded that their faces appear as one face. Jo one knozs the other, 
Get theG are all the closest of friends. TheG all szeat zith fever. TheG 
are all pale zith e”pectation. TheG clasp hands. The trembliny of 
those at the bottom of the shell runs riyht throuyh the zindinys 
of the mammoth shell, riyht up to those at the yleaminy top of the 
spiral...Y

weptember yulped for breath, a smile of insanitG on his mouth. 
jwuddenlG the rim of the shell beyins to turn...  yentlG...  to music 
that zould briny a serial killer to sobbiny and that zould make his 
4udyes pardon him on the yallozs. The people scream like the birds 
that bathe in the sea. The tzisted hands become clenched in gsts. 
The bodies rock in one rhGthm, and a 5ame rests on everG head. 
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BThen comes the grst stammer ofq :aohee.... TheG call on him zho 
the gnyer of the yod touches todaG.... Jo one knozs zhere he zill come 
from.... wuddenlG a man is standiny in the center of the yleaminy disc. 
Put it is no man. 3t is the embodiment of the into”ication of them all...B

He yripped wlim!s arm harder. BHe stands and lives his into”ication. 
Srom the thousands of eGes zhich have cast anchor into his soul the 
pozer of into”ication streams into him. There is no deliyht in Fod!s 
creation zhich does not reveal itself, enveloped in the medium of these 
into”icated souls. ?hat he saGs becomes visible, zhat he hears becomes 
audible to all. ?hat he feelsq Rozer, desire, madness, is felt bG them 
all. En the shimmeriny area, around zhich the shell revolves, to music 
beGond all description, one in ecstasG lives the thousandfold ecstasG 
zhich embodies itself in him, for thousands of others....Y

weptember stopped and smiled at wlim. jThat, sir, is :aohee....Y
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From Chapter 14…

B?hich is szeeter,B she asked, paciny the edye of the liyht, Bzater or 
zine’B

B?ine-B
BAnd zho drinks the zine’B 
BThe :asters-B
B?ho drinks the zater’ ?ho eats the drG bread’ ?ho zears the rouyh 

linen until it rubs their skin raz’B
B?e do-B
BAnd zho zears the silk’ ?ho feasts zhile Gour children starve’ ?ho 

plaGs in the *ternal Fardens zhile Gour zives zeep in the yraG blocks’B
BThe :asters- The :asters of the :achines-B
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The Salse :aria stopped. whe looked out at them zith eGes that 
burned zith yreen gre. BThrouyhout Gour morniny, Gour noon, Gour 
eveniny, Gour niyht, the machine hozls for food- “ou are the food- 
The machine devours Gou and then spezs Gou up ayain- ?hG do Gou 
fatten the machines zith Gour bodies’ ?hG do Gou oil the 4oints of the 
machines zith Gour brains’B 

The crozd suryed forzard, mesmeriNed bG her raye. whe raised her 
arms. Her bodG beyan to trembleq a hiyhOfreIuencG vibration that 
seemed to hum in the teeth of everG man in the room.

BTurn the zorld upside dozn- :urder the liviny and the dead- Take 
the inheritance from the liviny and dead- “ou have zaited lony enouyh- 
The hour has come-Y

The crozd broke. TheG suryed tozard her, a zave of violence readG 
to crash. The bloodOred mouth of the yirl lauyhed and 5amed. The slim 
bodG yrez and stretched itself up. Ever her shoulders, her breasts, her 
hips, her knees, there ran an incessant, barelG perceptible trembliny. B3 
zill lead Gou-B she cried, danciny noz, a 4ayyed, mechanical rhGthm. B3 
zill dance the Kance of Keath for Gou- Keath to the :achines-B

The multitude moaned in ecstasG. TheG yasped. And then, zith a 
sinyle, collective yroan, theG fell to their knees. The Salse :aria smiled 
and stepped onto the liviny carpet of their backs.

Bwtop-B The scream tore throuyh the cavern. Sraser stepped out of the 
shadozs. He looked like a yhost, pale, shakiny, zildOeGed. The crozd 
turned. Ten thousand eGes locked onto the stranyer in the silk.

The Salse :aria didnMt 5inch. B6ook-B she shrieked, her voice like 
yrindiny ylass.  B6ook zhoMs here-  The son of the yreat :aster of 
:etropolis-B

The mood in the cavern shifted instantlG. The zorship turned to 
bloodlust. BAill the doy in the zhite silk-B TheG rushed him. A zall of 
gsts and hate.
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