








Praise for Remote Feed

'The short stories in David Gilbert's Remote Feed speak volumes about the ways modern men seek adventure and comfort."

—Sara Nelson, Glamour

"One is mesmerized by Gilbert's daring and absolute persuasiveness. . . . [A] distinctive voice."

—Time Out

"Scathing writing can be exhilarating."

—Michelle Goldberg, Salon

"The action in Gilbert's fast, witty, unnerving stories is dark and edgy to be sure, but his prose gleams, a beacon in the fog of our numb days and nights."

—Donna Seaman, Booklist

"If you read one short-story collection all year, promise me it will be Gilbert's. . . . He's just about the funniest social commentator since Fran Lebowitz. . . . To call Gilbert insightful is an understatement."

—Gina Vivinetto, St. Petersburg Times (Florida)

"An intelligent Darwinian debut collection . . . [the] writing [has] zest."

—Kirkus Reviews

"Recommended for literary collections."

—Christine DeZelar-Tiedman, Library Journal

"David Gilbert is one of those rare new writers who bursts in the sky like a new star. I read Remote Feed with admiration and awe. Here is a young writer who seems to have been born whole: every hair in place, fingernails filed, a sharp, mature eye fastened to the world. His prose is laconic, witty, and immensely focused. Reading this collection, I thought of the young Phillip Roth, who dazzled the world of letters with Goodbye, Columbus. Of Salinger, with Nine Stories. Gilbert is wonderful. I hope readers flock to these vivid tales."

—Jay Parini

"David Gilbert's strange takes and wonderful dark humor intrude upon the familiar until his own singular vision prevails—he doesn't let anyone get away with anything."

—Amy Hempel

"David Gilbert has caught us in the act. The tales in Remote Feed are swift and entertaining, as invasive as surgery, simultaneously hilarious and terrifying—and dead-on accurate. This is how we are. What to do?"

—William Kittredge

"To describe David Gilbert as a young writer is deceptive unless the emphasis is placed on writer' rather than young.' These stories are witty, insightful, even wise; only Gilbert's passion betrays his youth—for most importantly, Remote Feed is very definitely not annoying."

—Fran Lebowitz

"These stories stick in the mind like half-remembered dreams: vivid, inexplicable, and full of color. David Gilbert's imagination seems to live deep down under the skin of our culture, funny and disturbing all at once. A fast and furious first collection."

—Kevin Canty
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cool moss

IT WAS THE summer of theme parties. The Millers started it in June with line dancing. They'd found some group from Texas who called themselves Get In Line! and we watched and followed these sequined wonders as they stomped through the "Achy-Breaky" and the "Mason-Dixon." The Bissels tried to top the Millers a few weeks later with a psychic named Francine. She read palms, tarot cards, was even able to talk to Lena Bissel's greatgrandfather, but like so many spiritualists she had no sense of humor and did not appreciate Chuck Hubert's zombie walk. Soon after that the Makendricks transformed their annual July Fourth party into what would have been a spectacular kite party had there been any wind. Laura Makendrick broke into very public tears. And eventually Zoe and I made a stab at it. We concocted a "Foods of the World" party which quickly turned into a "Drinks of the World" party. Once again Charlie Hubert performed his zombie walk—a few people always egg him on—and a table was broken, certainly no antique. I really don't know what it was about that summer, maybe we were all just restless, but normal parties felt dull and forgetful. Instead, there had to be a something learned even if it was that borscht does in fact taste like shit and a healthy supply of rum can save almost any party.

Tonight belonged to the Greers, Bill and Tammy. In the inferno of our friends they dwell in the third circle: the friends of friends with money. Lots of money. I sat downstairs on the couch and waited for Zoe. We were running late but I didn't care. An awful rumor had spread that there would be no alcohol served, something about false courage and a numbing of the brain. Yes, I thought, booze will do that to you. Thank God. So I was having a drink which quickly turned into a series of drinks, all lit with gin. That summer I was drinking gin. But I wasn't smoking.

The television was on and my three-year-old son was propped a few feet from the screen. Static raised his fine blond hair. The beginning of Chitty Chitty Bang Bang was playing on the VCR. Ray loved it. I knew because he had his hands jammed down his elastic pants and he mumbled about cars—"Vroom, Vroom"—as he squeezed his groin like a toy horn. In May he had discovered the first joy of the pleasure principle. We tried to thwart this habit by continually slapping him on the wrist and looking angry and pointing a finger to the ever-watchful sky, but he still carried on, our little boner boy. And nowhere was off limits. Restaurants. Birthday parties. He could pin the tail on the donkey with one hand. For a while we considered building a cardboard skirt, like the kind that prevents a dog from scratching his recently pinned ears, at least that's the joke we told gullible friends.

"He'll grow into it," I said to the nervous baby-sitter. She was sitting on the edge of a chair, a knapsack hugging her shoulders. Her name was Gwen and she had a large head and a large nose. I wondered if the kids at school were merciless toward her. Sombrero face.

She giggled. I thought of following up with a gag about Dick Van Dyke, but I wasn't sure if she'd even know who Dick Van Dyke was and I didn't want her to just hear the words "dick" and "dyke." So I offered her a soft drink instead.

"No thanks, I'm fine." She also had a bad complexion. I figured baby-sitting was a relief to her on Saturday nights.

"We won't be late," I told her.

"That's all right. I mean, it doesn't matter." She shrugged her knapsack. "I have lots of work." And she smiled without showing her teeth. I thought the worst: braces and receding gums.

"And he's easy," I said, gesturing toward my boy. "After this, another video, and if he's still awake after that, pop in another." I went over to the folding table that acts as our bar and mixed myself another drink. "He's seen them all a hundred times, the same damn movies, over and over again, but still, you know." My point clinked out in falling ice, and there was silence except for Truly Scrumptious singing her song. I sat back down. On the floor above I could hear Zoe's maneuverings. I didn't want to rush her; she was always feeling rushed. It was better to stay quiet than to bitch about being late. Just accept the situation. And I had that familiar feeling of waiting in an airport lounge for a delayed plane, and the more I waited the more I became convinced that this plane would crash over Ohio or skid into the ocean and that this drink would be my last drink and that this moment would be my last memory of things.

Soon Zoe came downstairs and I was relieved to see her. She gave me an expression of exasperation. "Sorry," she said.

"No problem." I lifted my glass to show her that I had been taking advantage of the lag time.

She said to the baby-sitter, "You must be Gwen."

The baby-sitter stood up. "Yes, hello Mrs. Scott."

"Well." Zoe's hands dropped to her sides and she took a deep breath. She was beautiful, tanned from the summer, firm from jogging, and her hair had recovered some of its youthful blondness. "Just put him to bed when he gets tired. He's had dinner but if he gets hungry, give him a fruit roll-up. They're in the cupboard." I used to love to watch Zoe think. Her deep-set eyes have these attractive pouches and when she thinks she seems to search them for misplaced items. "Oh, and the Greers' phone number is by the kitchen phone, along with the emergency numbers."

The baby-sitter was nodding her huge
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