
When Paolo Bacigalupi's first story appeared in OUT February 1999 issue, OUT
esteemed film editor doubted such a polished story was a first effort and insisted
on calling the author iust to confirm that it wasn't a veteran writing under a
pseudonym. Not one to hide behind a nom de plume, Mr. Bacigalupi lives in
Colorado with his wife and young son. He says this story was partly inspired by
the sheei elegance of that muscle-powered machine known as the bicycle.

The Calorie Man
By Paolo Bacigcdupi

O MAMMY, NO PAPPY,
poor little bastard. Money? You give
money?" The urchin turned a cart-
wheel and then a somersault in the

street, stirring yellow dust around his nakedness.
Lalii paused to stare at the dirty blond child who had come to a halt at his

feet. The attention seemed to encourage the urchin; tbe boy did another
somersault. He smiled up at Lalji from bis squat, calculating and eager,
rivulets of sweat and mud streaking his face. "Money? You give money?"

Around them, the town was nearly silent in the afternoon beat. A few
dungareed farmers led mulies toward the fields. Buildings, pressed from
WeatherAll chips, slumped against their fellows like drunkards, rain-
stained and sun-cracked, but, as their trade name implied, still sturdy. At
the far end of the narrow street, the lush sprawl of SoyPRO and HiGro
began, a waving rustling growth that rolled into the blue-sky distance. It
was much as all the villages Lalji had seen as he traveled upriver, just
another farming enclave paying its intellectual property dues and ship-
ping calories down to New Orleans.


