
Peter Rauch 

Non-Linear Narrative 

The world in which the story takes place is called Gilon, and is comprised of a group of cities 

and villages of varying sizes, scattered across a wide but finite landscape.  The borders of this 

landscape are roughly circular, and surrounded by a thick darkness called the world's end, periodically 

and dimly illuminated by bolts of what appears to be lightning.  It has been this way for as long as 

anyone can remember; theories exist as to whether the darkness at world's end is emptiness, a barrier, 

or a gateway to another world, and these theories are the primary differentiating factor in the Gilon's 

various religions. All that is known about the darkness, from a practical standpoint, is that no one who 

has walked into it has even been proven to have walked out. 

Technology is still somewhat primitive in Gilon, but science exists in the minds and workings 

of those interested in collecting and codifying the informal, empirical observations of generations.  This 

body of knowledge demonstrates, through observation of sunlight and shadow (both of which function 

as they do in our world), that although the world appears to be roughly flat and circular, it might 

actually be spherical. As such, it is assumed among the learned that the visible Gilon makes up only a 

small part of the world, but this view is generally too academic for most to consider.  In fact, most of 

the populace has stopped wondering about world's end at all, having ended the investigation with a 

verdict of natural coincidence or divine providence.  This complacency is threatened, however, when a 

village idiot from a small border city walks into the darkness.  Ten days later, his corpse is found in a 

wooded area near the border, next to another body. 

The second corpse, beaten and bloody, bears some resemblance to the inhabitants of Gilon.  It is 

smaller, and largely hairless, aside from a tuft of fine yellow hair atop its head.  It eyes are 

comparatively large, showing a pale brown iris and a circular pupil.  It is dressed in thin robes of 

unknown fabric.  Its thin hands, when it is found, are open and empty. 
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This discovery is not accepted by all, of course.  The strange corpse is believed to be an 

unknown animal by some, an outright myth by others. The religious groups have split into three 

camps: the first believes it is a god, executed and cast out of the ether and into Gilon for an unknown 

transgression, signalling the imminent destruction and final judgment of Gilon.  The second believes it 

to be a demon, one of many that has passed into Gilon over the centuries, and the idiot one compelled 

by the gods to kill it. Some members of this group fear a full-scale invasion, with an uncertain 

outcome.  The third believes the stranger to be a messenger, momentarily brought into death as a means 

of entering Gilon, soon to rise again and impart wisdom to the inhabitants. 

The learned, for their part, are no less divided.  The existence of the corpse is confirmed well-

enough for those with the correct knowledge. Some have posited that the stranger is a creature from 

the hypothetical world outside Gilon, wandering into the darkness by accident, curiosity or suicide.  

Others are beginning to wonder about the veracity of myths long-forgotten by most, myths that told of 

a race of wizards unaccountable even to the gods that encircled Gilon with impenetrable darkness by 

design. Some have taken this theory further, presupposing explanations as to why. 

Each story will comprise one year in the history of Gilon, beginning with the discovery of the 

stranger. 
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Neal Grigsby 

Possible Worlds #1 

Federal law prohibited colonization of planets with native intelligent species, but 

had to prioritize military enforcement of this law according to seemingly complicated 

schema that were known only to the Senate Committee on Interspecies Relations.  Some 

of the more aggressive ideological clans tested the limits early on, building settlements on 

planets where a strong minority opinion disagreed with the final ruling of state 

anthropologists on the question of sentience, hoping that the political controversy would 

preclude decisive action by authorities.  But most of these had been dealt with quickly 

and efficiently. 

It was the entrepreneurs who figured it out.  Actually, many guessed at the truth 
from the beginning—it was all rather obvious—but they let the pioneer outlaws be the 
guinea pigs to test their theory.  The great schema, in fact, used but a single measure: cost 
effectiveness.  It's true, there was a higher political, and therefore financial, cost to attack 
human settlers who had colonized a planet with species of questionable intelligence.  But 
the single greatest cost multiplier for military deployment was distance.  These early 
outlaws had struck hard, fast, and close to home.  As those unfortunate settlers fought an 
unwinnable battle, hoping that the political tide would turn in their favor before they ran 
out of resources, myriad entrepreneurs were already drawing up plans for far outlying 
systems. 

Here's how it worked.  These companies would stage numerous, relatively 
inexpensive skirmishes to keep the military busy while the real colonists would slowly 
make their way to fringe planets.  The planets were so remote that military action was 
deemed unfeasible.  Economic sanctions were still possible, but only if they knew who to 
sanction. In this way, the entrepreneurs had it over the ideologues yet again.  Colonists 
with strong group affiliation, like the Mormon and Catholic missionaries, were easy to 
trace back to their central authority.  Decentralized banking made purely economic 
transactions almost impossible to trace.  So the only way to "follow the money" was to 
interrogate colonists, which again required military action.  By the time the state had 
figured out what was going on, the offending colonies were well established and several 
generations old. By that point, how could they punish people for the sins of their mothers 
and fathers?  Such planets were begrudgingly accepted into the Union.  What about the 
destroyed or displaced species? Well, they would build them a memorial.  Maybe even a 
museum. 

This all assumes, of course, that the native species could be defeated.  
Entrepreneurs choose planets, in part, based on their technological sophistication.  They 
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wouldn't touch a species with nuclear capability.  Even so, some colonists had been 
fought off by natives of superior number with as primitive a technology as steam power. 

One of the most hard-fought battles, on both sides, resulted in detente.  The native 
intelligence of Planet Ganesh had been little understood and highly underestimated.  
Many did not believe the Riders to be truly sentient at all, though they had developed 
considerable technology. The technology itself was inscrutable and, in human hands, 
worthless. In design, the technology mirrored the odd species itself.  Actually, 
technically, the Riders were two species. One was a parasite. Or was it a symbiotic 
relationship?  It was hard to tell.  The young of the two species developed separately.  At 
a given time, an adult of the dominant species, creatures small, frail, and rather ugly by 
human standards, would attack one of the submissive species, which was larger, stronger, 
and better armored. The parasite would deliver a paralyzing sting to its host, then 
carefully consume parts of its admittedly underdeveloped brain.  By a process none had 
yet interrogated (was it mechanical, chemical, or telepathy?), the parasite would control 
the motor functions of the host thenceforth.  They developed a technology equally 
stratified, with semi-autonomous control systems that could interface with numerous 
dumb machines at once. 

The war between the Humans and the Riders reached a near catastrophic 
conclusion with huge loss of life and infrastructure, and the  remaining survivors agreed 
to a cease-fire.  A few generations later, the planet was nearly equally segregated between 
the two races, with a narrow band of territories separating the populations.  These 
demilitarized border towns attracted often unsavory but enterprising individuals who 
ignored regulations against communication and trade between the populations.  Some 
even broke the taboo of forming alliances with the enemy. 
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The following is a transcript of a series of emails sent among the our group in reference to our project, 
The Curtain.  We began by each writing a short description of a world in which to set an ongoing story.  
These emails detail our early thoughts as to how to combine our ideas, and how to plot out the narrative 
in a medium that traditionally requires only a singular author.  The three world descriptions are 
available on this wiki (intro1.rtf, etc.), as are the first three chapters of the story (curtain-1.rtf, etc.).  
Read them in any order you like; we're all about non-linearity here, right?  The emails below are coded 
by author: Neil's emails are in bold, Geoff's are in italics, and Peter's are underlined. 

Hello, 

I know one or both of you are gone this week, but I wanted to take 
some time to review our various world stories, identify the 
connections and disparities, and lay out some next steps.  According 
to the class calendar, we're supposed to present something on Tuesday, 
not sure what.  I'm guessing just a progress report. If we 
consolidated our worlds into a single world, that would probably be 
sufficient for Beth.  Depending on the time we had, and the approach 
y'all wanted to take, we could maybe even brainstorm a master 
narrative arc for our series of stories.  We can talk about this 
later. 

So I thought I'd go through each story and strip it down to its 
essential elements (let me know if I'm missing anything major), then 
comment on possible connections. 

Neal's 

Summary (in your best "in a world where" movie trailer voice): 
Colonizers from Earth illegally settle on a distant planet inhabited 
by a strange parasitic species with equally fantastic technology. 
After a devastating war, humans and "riders" segregate themselves 
across a boundary where dangerous border towns crop up to broker 
relations between the two nations. 

Some essential elements: the sentient parasitic species and their 
mysterious technology, cooperation within an environment of fear and 
distrust, somewhat post-apocalyptic, an indifferent economics-based 
empire, border town, sins of the father, political powder-keg 

Peter's 

Summary: A strange and inscrutable darkness surrounds and isolates a 
civilization, feeding theological debate among its people.  When two 
bodies are found near the border--one human, one not--the discovery 
sparks a renewed interest in the mysterious darkness, a crisis in 
belief, and a fear that something sinister is coming. 

Some essential elements: the mysterious boundary, pre-industrial 
setting, competing theologies, science and technology inhibited by 
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isolation, the discovery of a new species, forgotten lore, somewhat 
pre-apocalyptic 

Geoff's 

Summary: A Gypsy-styled civilization with a reverential attitude 
towards its technology (especially motorcycles) is surrounded and 
bound by a dark curtain and a malevolent force that kills all who come 
near it. One day, when a young man inadvertently crosses the border, 
the force strikes innocent bystanders, and the curtain begins to close 
in on the humans. 

Some essential elements: Gypsies, Zen motorcycles (personified, 
revered technology), urban fantasy world, the mysterious boundary, 
wrathful and inscrutable killing force, the curtain moving in 
somewhat apocalyptic 

So, what are the common themes here?  I'll take a crack at it. 

Boundaries and Borders - fairly obvious.  We have two magical world 
boundaries--one that definitely kills people and another that 
might--and one border between warring species.  My border town is 
significantly less metaphysical and evil, though still dangerous and 
volatile. 

The Other - Going all Lacanian on you now.  Two mysterious and 
inscrutable species and one supernatural force of unknown agency. 

Rules and Conventions, Broken - Three societies governed by strict 
rules that are broken in the story--don't cross the chalk line, don't 
go into the darkness, don't mix with the alien intelligence.  The 
breaking of the rules threatens otherwise stable societies. 

Technology or Magic? What constitutes the technology of "the riders?" 
Do the Gypsy motorcycles have souls? Are the mysterious boundaries 
natural or supernatural? 

Youth and Innocence - In all three, a young person initiates the drama 
(this is unstated in my story as is), in two of these he is killed. 

Apocalypse - Whole worlds at war.  Entire populations threatened. 
Possible supernatural wrath. 

The Unknown and Death - In two, the boundary is also a limit of 
knowledge, and for a human to try to "know" it is to risk death. 

So, I think it's clear we have a very thematically rich set of 
connections to work with.  How to actually turn that into one story is 
a bit more complicated.  I need to think about it more.  Any 
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suggestions? 

-Neal 

My curtain was based directly off of Peter's curtain, and my motorcycle riders were designed to lay the 
groundwork for a future race scene between my Gypsies and Neal's symbiotes.  :) 

I vote that we make Neal's story the past of this world, and the "boundary" between the two races the 
dark curtain that Peter created.  I like the idea of flinging the story far enough in the future that Neal's 
fantastically realistic premise becomes the forgotten lore of these cultures, and over time enough of 
their history has broken down to lend an element of the mystical to what technology remains.  There 
may be some humans that have breached the barrier and took the best tech with them (Peter's wizards) 
or the way that the creatures on the other side evolved gave them the ability to inspire these wizard 
stories among the humans. 

Thoughts? 

Oh, well, that makes sense.  And here I thought we had all developed 
similar stories spontaneously. 

I think it is a good idea to have my story, with modifications of 
course, be the ancient backstory. That leaves a lot to fill in, but 
it should be fun to do. How to explain the progress from two 
antagonistic societies coexisting to two worlds completely isolated? 
One approach: after the next generation of individuals from both 
societies start to intermingle--trade is established, they begin to 
share technologies, etc (this is a whole era and story in 
itself)--reactionaries from both species get spooked and form an 
unholy aliance to stop desegregation once and for all.  They build the 
barrier, and launch a program of reeducation to eradicate knowledge of 
the other and the outside world (which only works because both 
societies were already so weakened by the war).  Or, maybe they even 
form a third society, one between the two worlds whose job it is to 
keep them separated and ignorant (manned by the best educated 
engineers, Peter's "wizards," who take the job because it's the only 
way to preserve the truth even as it's lost in the broader society, 
sort of like Asimov's Foundation). 

The resulting worlds seem stable but are actually ripe for change. 
Geoff, I don't know if you consciously thought about this, but there's 
something inherently contradictory about a Gypsy-like culture being 
hedged in by a barrier. The original settlers we might well make a 
band of Roma, or other nomadic group, who were attempting to create an 
ethnic homeland for themselves.  Would make that part of the saga a 
kind of "careful what you wish for" fable; they get their own plot of 
land, all right, but nothing else.  Their cultural prediliction for 
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movement partially transforms into a fetishization of their 
motorcycles.  And the "wizards," or technorati, get to preserve the 
knowledge and technology, but don't get to share it or use it. 

So how does Peter's story fit in?  Is it a discrete event occuring a 
couple of thousand years after the colonization, and a couple of 
hundred years before the curtain starts moving?  A story that 
partially resolves, giving another era of stability before the final 
collision of worlds?  Peter, what was your intention when writing the 
story? Did you have a clear idea of what was going to happen? 

Nice integration work, Neal.  Let's run with it!  And you're totally right about the "hedging in" of the 
Roma. This should be fun. :) 

Peter, any thoughts? (Once you get back from vacation?) 

Wow, a lot of good stuff here. I wonder if we should submit these email correspondences along with 
the main text of the project. 

In no particular order: good summarizing.  Yes, there does seem to be a lot of common ground here, 
and the nice thing about the process is that we have a pretty good log of the evolution of the ideas 
(provided we take the time to write them down, as we're doing now).  I think the meta-writing could 
end up being as interesting as the writing. 

My intro, for what it's worth, develops from Geoff's early thoughts--I believe it was One Hundred 
Years of Solitude meets The Village?--combined with a fantasy story I began several years back and 
never got around to continuing past the first chapter.  That fantasy story, incidentally, began as an idea 
for a Star Wars fanfic, only to be modified extensively when it became apparent that it modified the 
non-canon canon, and hell, who wants to deal with that.  (I had just read Dark Knight Returns, and 
thought it'd be fun to steal an existing cast of characters.)  So, we're working with a pretty thick web of 
intertextuality off the bat. I incorporated some ideas from Neal's, although that might not be 
immediately apparent, and Geoff riffed on both of them.  One footnote: the "one human, one not" bit is 
probably true--at least one of the two corpses is probably human--but I never actually specified (unless, 
that is, I screwed up and forgot) that the "main" or dominant race are human to begin with.  The 
stranger is only described in terms of how it differs from the dominant race, but depending how the 
dominant race looks, the stranger might be one of us.  The society itself might be Neal's host species 
sans riders, or humans, or something else altogether; Glion itself might be a kind of nature preserve or 
laboratory experiment set up by a conquering species.  I tried to leave it as open as possible, to see what 
you guys came up with.  I posted it to my LJ when I wrote it, and the comments left by my old crew 
raise some other issues with possibilities.  

So, Geoff has written the first bit, and we can pick and choose from the others for things that might 
come up in the future.  Which raises the question, do we want to work this out as a group, or just let 
everyone write "blind," i.e. with no knowledge of where the author of the previous chapter expected it 
to go?  Either seems quite interesting, as does some informal combination of the two. 

The big question: who's doing the next bit? 
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Peter 

Yeah, we should turn this in.  I see this assignment as having value 
both in generating a text and in experimenting with a group narrative 
process. So our documentation of the process should be equally valid 
as the other writing work. 

So, I definitely did get that the identity of the two creatures was 
ambiguous. Especially since the description of the "other" seemed 
fairly human. I didn't make the cognitive leap, though, that the 
society represented could be the other species.  That's pretty cool. 
I like the idea of having the story unfold in parallel, seeing it from 
both sides of the wall. 

As to how we should write this going forward, I'm less excited about 
the writing blind suggestion, although would be fine with it if that's 
what others wanted.  I'm enjoying this opportunity to create a truly 
collaborative narrative, something I haven't done before.  One 
in-between option would be to use the TV serial method: continue to 
brainstorm on characters and a narrative arc, then break up the story 
into "episodes" that each of us would write.  We'd each have in and 
out points, and plot points we'd have to hit, but would be free to 
write what we wanted within those constraints.  That would also allow 
us to write simultaneously, but produce something that fits together. 
That said, I realize that brainstorming characters and a narrative arc 
is a lot more complicated than it sounds. 

-Neal 

I agree. I think these conversations should absolutely be a part of the final submission, since it is, as 
you pointed out, very much an "interactive" process. 

I'd like to get together and hash out a general timeline, as well as a schedule as to who's writing what 
when. I'd also like to stick to the idea of "one year per week", which gives us the option to revisit 
previously-established characters several years later, to see what happened to them.  This helps with 
the "in and out" points, if each week is a self-contained short story about something that happened that 
year. I'd need to revisit my first chaper a bit to tidy things up a little, but that's doable. 

Thoughts? When are you guys free tomorrow or Tuesday? 
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Escape Velocity Nova Missions

Dany Qumsiyeh, 4/14/06

Chat With Federation President

Fed34

Test RAGE Gunboat

Gli-tech7 (if doing Fed)

Polaris Diplomatic Mission

Fed35

Destroy Polaris Cruiser

Fed46(if done GLi-tech)

Speak With Polaris

Auroran 023

Head to <RST>

 Auroran 23 -> 24 link

Return to Aurora

Auroran 024

Rescue Vell-os Slaves

Auroran Off-shoot 007

Rescue Vell-os Slaves

Auroran Off-shoot 007b

Take Vell-os to Korell

Auroran Off-shoot 008

Bring in Fed Councilor

Fed12

Rebel Food Drop

Rebel1 from Fed

Infiltrate the Rebels

Fed13 from Fed
Meet With DockMaster

Rescue Rebel

 Vellos8a

Return With Rebel Ambassador

Polaris22

Consult Vell-os

Polaris30

Head to Nil'ar Kemorya

Polaris23

Return to P'ar Aed

Polaris31

Heraan Warrior Initiation

Bounty Hunter Auroran link

Take Plans to Bazara

Auroran 003 - Wild Geese Link

Take Cargo to Misfire

Pirate 002

Take Plans to Bazara

Auroran 003 - Bounty Hunter Link

Take Supplies to <RST>

Auroran 002

Take Bazara to <RST>

Auroran 004

Take Bazara to <RST>

Auroran 004 From B/Hunter

Head to Port Kane

Polaris43a

Polaris Scarabs

Head to Earth

Polaris44a

Head to Neilha Memorial Station

Polaris43b
Fed Interception Fleet Polaris Smaller Ships

Escort Rock Group

Special Klavs 01a

Escort Rock Group

Special Klavs 01b

Collect Polaris Telepaths

Rebel I19

Bring Krane to Trial

Rebel I20

Fetch Rebel Leaders

Rebel I21

Shoot down Derelict

Tutorial 006

Silent Mission

Tutorial 006a

Return to Earth

Tutorial 007

Ferry Barry to <RST>

Tutorial 008

Take Barry to <RST>

Tutorial 009

Distract Moash House

 Vellos13

Talk to Moash Elders

 Vellos15

Silent Mission

Vell-os Auroran pay player misn

Silent Mission

Distract Moash defenders

Return With Response

 Vellos16

Join the Rebels

Bounty Hunter Rebel link

Rebel Food Drop

Rebel1 from Bounty Hunter

Scout Moash

Rebel I13

Warn Wild Geese

Rebel I14

Warn Heraan House

Rebel I15

Visit Vell-os Homeworld

 Vellos2

Talk to Fllyraen

Vellos 2 -> 3 link

Transport Mu'Randa

Polaris1 - Vell-os refusal
Vell-os 2 refusal Fed reaction

Return to Earth for Training

 Vellos3

Attack Moash House

Rebel II13

Drop by Heraan House

Rebel II14 - Unregistered cutoff
You Need to Register...

Please Register

Registration reminder

Rescue Raczak

Rebel II15

ATTN:Ory'hara

Polaris20

Open Rebel Talks

Polaris21

Defend Heraan Honor

Auroran 020 - Unregistered cutoff

Defend Heraan Space

Auroran 021

Duel with Moash Thurokiir

Auroran 022

Rebel Equipment Drop

Pirate 005B

Regular Equipment Run

Pirate 005Bi

Rescue Tomak

Pirate Offshoot 001

Rescue Agent

Pirate 005C

Return to Heraan

Auroran 016

Fight to be Thurokiir

Auroran 017

Meet With Hune

Auroran 018

Lead Raid on Moash

Auroran ActionMan 003

Rescue Heraan Operatives

Auroran Off-shoot 005

Find Kuron

Auroran 4 -> 5 link

Defeat Fellow Initiates

Auroran 005

Polaris Raven
Head to Aurora

Polaris45a

Defend <RST>

Polaris ActionMan 002

Observe Cloak-Ship

Polaris9b

Defend <RST>

Polaris ActionMan 002a

Broadcast Message

Polaris8a

Return to <RST>

Polaris 8bi

Carry Reply

Fed30 - Unregistered cutoff

Organize Meeting

Fed31

Lead Attack on Rebels

Fed32

Eliminate Traitor

Vell-os ActionMan 001

Capture Traitor

Vell-os ActionMan 002

Head to <RST>

Generic Auroran linking misn

Receive Training from Karlaekaar

Auroran 007

Take Mu'Hari to Port Kane

Polaris14

Return With Message

Polaris15

ATTN: Ory'hara

Polaris16

Take Mu'Randa to Sol

Polaris2

Take Cargo to SD3

Pirate 003

Pirate 002 silent money misn

Deliver Instructions

Fed26

Deliver Further Instructions

Fed27

Re-Infiltrate Rebels

Fed28

Capture Traitor

Fed ActionMan 002

Beat On 'Daring' Dan McGraw

Pirate Offshoot 003b

Beat On Skinny

Pirate Offshoot 003bi

Pick Up Alloy from <DST>

 Pirate Offshoot 004

Take Polaris Home

Rebel I22 LAST

Destroy Bureau Cell

Aur, Vell, Pol, Reb Blow-stuff-up

Un. Shipping Delivery

United Shipping3

Return With Samantha

United Shipping4

Return With Samantha

United Shipping3a

Un. Shipping Delivery

United Shipping4a

Un. Shipping Long Delivery

United Shipping4b

Rebel Information

Bounty Hunter9

Scout Auroran Space

Polaris26

Meet With Rimertans

Polaris27

Meet With Heraan House

Polaris28 - Unregistered cutoff

Report Incident to Rebels

Pirate 009b

Set Up Trap

pirate link

Set and Launch Trap

Pirate 010

Silent Mission for Extra special ships

Pirate 010A

Observe Auroran Border

Auroran 019

Take Supplies to <RST>

Auroran 001

Pick Up Supplies from <RST>

Auroran 001a

Open Auroran Chapter House

Bounty Hunter4

Ferry Passengers to <DST>
First Auroran Bounty

Bounty Hunter5

Rescue Rebel

Fed 18 (forced)

Insert Bureau Agent

Fed 19 (forced)

Insert Bureau Agent

Fed20

Find and Return with Bazara

Auroran 008

Rumor mission

Auroran 008b

Hunt Down Traitor

Auroran 009

Defend Heraan Space

Auroran ActionMan 001

Defend Heraan Space

Auroran ActionMan 002

Invisible Return to Heraan

Deliver New Hypergate Code

Sigma4

Silent Ships misn

Sigma 4a

Silent Ships misn

Sigma 4b

Return With Polaris Proposal

Fed36

Scout Polaris Space

Fed37

Insert Bureau Agent

 Vellos9

Head to Aurora

Polaris44b
Auroran Interception Fleet

Meet With Rebels

Pirate 005

Rebel Food Drop

Pirate 005A
Meet With Merrol DockMaster

Regular Food Run

Pirate 005Ai

Equipment Delivery

Terraforming5

Equipment Delivery

Terraforming6

Equipment Delivery

Terraforming7

Find and Destroy Supply Fleet

Auroran 010

Rumourmill - Fed Space

Auroran 009b

Rumourmill - Moash Space

Auroran 009a

Cause Havoc for Dani

Auroran 011

Rescue Heraan Spy

Auroran Off-shoot 001

Destroy McGowan

Pirate 011 LAST

Silent Mission for Extra special ships

Pirate 011A

Destroy Upstart Guild-Master

Pirate Blow-stuff-up

Try to Get Back to <RST>

Polaris ActionMan 004

Silent Mission

Polaris ActionMan 004a

Rebel Insertion

Fed 20 (forced)

Pass on Message

Fed22 (forced)

Rescue Rebel

Fed 21 (Rebel link - Regain your life)

Pass on Message

Fed23 (forced)

Silent Mission

Auroran 011a

Start Dechtakars Service

Auroran 012

Speak to Dace

Pirate 004

Head to Earth

Polaris45b

Return to Ar'Za Iusia

Polaris 46

Battle with Wild Geese

Auroran 012c

Fight Duel for House Honor

Auroran 013

Silent Hune Misn

 Auroran generic

Make a Name for 'The Pack'

Auroran 014

Infiltrate the Rebels

Fed13 from Bounty Hunter

Rebel Food Drop

Fed14

Take Bis Andreya to <RST>

Polaris4 CONTINUE

Go to P'ar Aed

Polaris5
Ferry a Mu'hari to <DST> Ferry a Tre'pira to <DST> Ferry a P'aedt to <DST> Ferry a Kel'ariy to <DST> Ferry a Ver'ash to <DST> Find Mu'ar Haro

Delivery to <DST>

Observe Wraith

Polaris6b

Take Sample

Polaris6a

Take P'Jeena to Ver'a Se

Polaris7b

Silent Mission

Auroran ActionMan 003a

Receive Instructions from Krane

Fed17 from Fed

Rescue Rebel

Fed18 (Rebel link - Regain your life)

Rebel Insertion

Fed21

Rescue Rebel

Fed19

Rebel Insertion

Rebel4

Rescue Rebel

Rebel3a

Rescue Heraan Spy

Auroran Off-shoot 001b

Transport Mu'Randa

Polaris1

Take Vell-os to Kel'ar Iy

Auroran Off-shoot 010

Take Datacubes Back to <RST>

link between Auroran offshoot 010 -> 011

Start mission for Thunderforge cron

Auroran Off-shoot 011

Test Polaris Tech

Rebel I9

Rumour misn

Rebel I9a

Check Out Roughnecks

Rebel I10

Silent Mission

Rebel I9a

Infiltrate the Rebels

Fed13 from Rebel

Deliver Instructions

 Vellos17

Deliver Further Instructions

 Vellos18

Meet With Krane

 Vellos19

Pick Up Blind Charlie

Pirate 006

Take Terraforming Team to New Ireland
Pick Up Sven Fjordnham

Pirate 007 - Unregistered cutoff

Recover Stolen Art

Special Klavs 03b

Recover Stolen Art

Special Klavs 03c (invisible)

Deliver Explosives to Ryll

Wild Geese 5b

Silent Money Mission - for Deliver explosives to Ryll
Take Peace-Proposal to McGowan

Wild Geese 6b

Report to Krane

 Vellos23 - Unregistered cutoff

Renew darts
Report Mu'hari

 Vellos25

Report Mu'hari

 Vellos24

Report Mu'hari

 Vellos24a

Steal Wraith Technology

Fed24 (forced)

Steal Wraith Technology

Fed25 (forced)

Intel Re-assignment

Rebel5

Rebel Insertion

Rebel4a

Answer Polaris Summons

Rebel6

Drop By Merrol Bar

Rebel Reminder link

Defend Polaris Space

Polaris24

Defend Polaris Space

Polaris25

Meet the Polaris

Bounty Hunter7

Remember the 2nd Rule

Bounty Hunter8

150000 Renegade Bounty

Bounty Hunter8a

Return With Response

Fed25

Equipment Delivery

Terraforming4

Pick Up Hune

Scout Moash Space

Fed22

Eliminate Traitor

Fed ActionMan 001

Distract Moash House

Fed23

Head to <RST> to be Initiated

Auroran 006

Return Empty Handed

Rebel II8

Scout Aurora

Rebel II9

Scout Aurora

Rebel II9 if b2 is set

Scout Moash

Rebel II10

Alert Rimertans

Polaris36

Observe Bureau

Polaris37

Meet the Ruling Council

Polaris38

Meet With Eiric

Auroran 015

Talk to Moash Elders

Fed24

Silent Mission

Auroran 001c

Silent Mission

Auroran 001d

Take Plans to Bazara

Auroran 003

Silent Mission

Auroran 001e

Silent Mission

Auroran 001b

Pick Up Cargo From Sol

Pirate 001

Transport Colonists

Terraforming8

Transport Colonists

Terraforming8a

Talk to Vell-os

Rebel II19

Talk With Vell-os

Rebel II20

Talk to Polaris

Rebel II21

Intro to Bounty Hunters Guild

Bounty Hunter1

25000 Credit Bounty

Bounty Hunter1a
25000 Credit Bounty

Auroran Negotiations

Bounty Hunter2

Bring in Spy

Fed8

Bring in Dissident

Fed9

Bring in Political Dissident

Fed10

Silent Mission

Pirate 010b

Head to <RST>

Pirate 010a

Silent misn

Pirate 010a

Go On Cunjo Hunt

Special Klavs 04a II

Go On Cunjo Hunt

Special Klavs 04b II

ATTN: Ory'hara

Polaris17

ATTN: Ory'hara

Polaris18

Eamon's Answer

Polaris19

Federation Resupply

Fed1

Federation Resupply

Fed2

Pick Up Ferret and Dizzy

Pirate 008

Return to <RST> with Sven

pirate link

Receive Instructions from Krane

Fed17 from Bounty Hunter

United Shipping Intro

United Shipping1

Un. Shipping Delivery

United Shipping1a

Ferry United Shipping Negotiator

United Shipping2

Watch Wraith Talks

Polaris9a

Return From Talks

Polaris10a
Drop By Tre'ar Erma Bar

Scout Wraith Space

Polaris11a

Take Mu'Randa Home

Rebel7 - split mission

Get Polaris Tech

Rebel I8

Liaise With Aurorans

 Vellos26

Invade Polaris Space

 Vellos27

Speak With Krypt

 Vellos29

Head to <RST>

Vell-os 29 -> 30 link

Attack Bureau HQ

 Vellos30

Return to New Ireland with Michaleen

Wild Geese 3b

Destroy McGowan's Drug Factory

Wild Geese 4b

Take Michaleen to Sol

Wild Geese 2

Return Michaleen's body to New Ireland

Wild Geese 3a

Destroy McGowan's Drug Factory

Wild Geese 4a

Confirm Mu'hari

 Vellos22

Open Talks With United Shipping

United Shipping5

Take Llyrell to Korell

 Vellos31 LAST

Silent Mission

Vellos 31a

Capture Vell-os

Polaris34

Pass on Info

Polaris35

Talk with Rebels

Wild Geese 8bII link to Pirate storyline

Meet with Your Uncle Olaf

WG -> Pirate link misn

Pick Up Cargo From Sol

Pirate 001 from WG

Meet with Frandall

Auroran 026

Meet With Eamon Flannigan

Auroran 027

Meet With Eamon Flannigan

Auroran 027 - if done Wild Geese

Destroy Pirate Menace

Auroran 012a

Escort Moash Dignitary

Auroran 012b

Battle with Wild Geese

Auroran 012c - if done Wild Geese

Find Krypt-tokh

Polaris40

Head Back to Mu'ar Haro
Ferry Mu'Randa

Polaris41

Destroy Moash Fleet

Auroran Off-shoot 003

Silent Mission

Auroran Off-shoot 003b

Destroy Federation Fleet

Auroran Off-shoot 004

Destroy Upstart Guild-Master

Pirate Blow-stuff-up generic

Silent Mission

Pirate Blow-stuff-up support

Find Vellos

Polaris32

Observe Experiment

Polaris33

Krypt Mind Attack

Polaris 32a

Scout Wraith Space

Polaris11b

The Pack invisible misn

Generic Auroran

Rescue Tomak

Pirate Offshoot 001a

Federation Resupply

Fed3

Federation Resupply

Fed4

Federation Resupply

Fed5

Escort Temmin Shard

Special Klavs 03a

Silent misn

last pirate misn link

Explore Wraith Space

Polaris7a

ATTN: <PN>

Polaris ActionMan 001

Head Back to Earth

Tutorial 004

Head to Rauther

Tutorial 005

Take Michaleen to New Ireland

Wild Geese 1

Take Terraforming Team to <RST>

Terraforming1

Equipment Delivery

Terraforming1a

Take Team to <RST>

Terraforming2

Delivery to Earth

 Vellos1

Travel to Ar'Za Iusia

Polaris42

First Auroran Bounty

Bounty Hunter6

Receive Instructions from Krane

 Vellos8

Capture Commander Krane

Rebel  II24

Bring Krane to trial

Rebel II25

Fetch Rebel Leaders

Rebel  II26

A Parting Gift

Fed26 (forced) LAST

Rebel Insertion

Pirate005D

Rebel Insertion

Pirate005Di

Rebel Equipment Drop

 Vellos6

Regular Equipment Run

 Vellos6a

Rescue Agent

 Vellos7

Take Mu'Randa Home

Rebel II27

Gli-tech Delivery

Gli-tech1

Test Polaron Cannon

Gli-tech3

Gli-tech Delivery

Gli-tech2

Test EW Missile

Gli-tech4

Warn Dechtakars

Rebel I16

Return to Rebel II

Rebel I17

Capture Commander Krane

Rebel I18

Regular Food Run

Rebel1a

Rebel Equipment Drop

Rebel2

Scout Aurora

Rebel I12

Talk with Rebels

Wild Geese 7aI - link to Pirate storyline

Talk with Aurorans

Wild Geese 7aII - link to Auroran storyline

Observe Polaris Experiment

Rebel II22

Drop By P'ar Aed Bar

See Vell-os Remains

Polaris3

Defend Rebel II

Rebel ActionMan 001

Generic Passenger Cargo Str# misn

Pick Up Cargo

Pirate Offshoot 002

Pick Up Cargo

Pirate Offshoot 002b

Clean Fed Record

pirate offshoot

Pick Up Engine Upgrades

Pirate Offshoot 003

Contact Wild Geese

Rebel I11 - Unregistered cutoff

Infiltrate the Rebels

 Vellos4

Drop By Kane Band Bar

Vell-os 3->4 link misn

Rebel Food Drop

 Vellos5

Return To Mu'ar Haro

Polaris29

Assassinate Krane

Auroran 028

Carry Rebel Message

Fed29

Find Mu'hari HQ

 Vellos20

Return to <RST> with Ferret and Dizzy

pirate link

Investigate Incidents

Pirate 009a

ATTN: Ory'hara

Polaris ActionMan 003

Rescue Agent

Rebel3

Scout Polaris Space

Fed38

Fetch Polaris Leader

Fed39

Check Out Roughnecks

Rebel II11

Warn Heraan House

Rebel II12

Head to <RST>

WG -> Auroran link

Confirm Mu'hari

 Vellos21

Trade between Port Kane and New England

Tutorial 003

Steal Jamming Technology

Auroran Off-shoot 002

Take Krane to Earth

Fed43 LAST

Put Down Uprising

Fed Blow-stuff-up

Photograph Wraith Cannon

Gli-tech5

Test Wraith Cannon

Gli-tech6

Return to Kel'ar Iy

Polaris39

Destroy Polaris Raven

Fed42

Silent Misn

fed42a

Learn About Vell-os

 Vellos14

Rescue Dr Ralph's Family

 Pirate Offshoot 004bi

Rescue Dr Ralph's Family

 Pirate Offshoot 004bii

Return With McGowan's Rejection

Wild Geese 7bII

Return With McGowan's Acceptance

Wild Geese 7bI

Free Eiric

Wild Geese 6a

Head to Misfire

 Wild Geese link misn

Meet Auroran Forces

Fed40

Deliver Final Instructions

Fed33

Silent Mission

Rebel defenders

Return from Aurora

Bounty Hunter3

50000 Credit Bounty

Bounty Hunter3a

Rescue Tomak

Pirate Offshoot 001b

Pick up Bis Andreya

Polaris4 CONTINUE

50000 Credit Bounty

Bounty Hunter6b

25000 Credit Bounty

Bounty Hunter6a

Scout Aurora

Rebel I12 if b2 is set

Regular Food Run

 Vellos5a
Head Back to Merrol

Trade between Earth and Port Kane

Tutorial 002

Rebel Insertion

 Vellos10

Speak With Llyrell

 Vellos28

Meet with Mu'Randa

Auroran 025

Federation Resupply

Fed6

Bring in Terrorist

Fed7

Confirm Mu'hari

 Vellos21a

Learn the Rules...

 Vellos11

Scout Moash Space

 Vellos12

Lead Auroran Forces

Fed41

Un. Shipping Long Delivery

United Shipping6

Regular Equipment Run

Rebel2a
Ferry Rebels to <DST>

Take Vell-os to Polaris

Auroran Off-shoot 009

Rescue Rebel

Pirate 005Ci

Un. Shipping Long Delivery

United Shipping6a

Capture Vell-os

Rebel II23

Equipment Delivery

Terraforming3

Defend Rebel II

Rebel II18

Defend Rebel II

Rebel II18a

Report Back In

Vell-os 7 -> 8 link

Take People Home

Rebel II16

Report Back to Krane

Go On Cunjo Hunt

Special Klavs 04a

Go On Cunjo Hunt

Special Klavs 04b

Deliver Explosives to Ryll

Wild Geese 5a

Regular Food Run

Fed14a

Rebel Equipment Drop

Fed15

Return to Rebel II

Rebel II17

Locate Ryan's Last Chance

 Pirate Offshoot 004a

Silent Mission

Auroran Off-shoot 004b

Observe Cloak-Ship

Polaris8b

Bring in Political Dissident

Fed11 (Rebel link)

Return to Heraan

Auroran 029 LAST

Meet With Rebels

Polaris12

Return to Kel'ar Iy

Polaris13

Head to Sol

Tutorial 001

Sigma Shipyards Delivery

Sigma1

Sigma Shipyards Delivery

Sigma2

Rescue Agent

Fed16

Make fast-jumping available

Polaris Spinoff1

Return to <RST>

Polaris Spinoff2

Return With Upgrades

Pirate Offshoot 003c

McGraw Family Revenge

Pirate Offshoot 003d
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Final Project Description, by Alexander M. Burg, Bryan A Haddon, and Dana 
Gorodetsky 

Our idea is loosely based on Madlibs. One of the downsides of Madlibs (as we see it) is 
that when words are randomly substituted in, it's often just gibberish and not interesting. 
We set about designing a similar system that would better tap into the reader/writer's 
creativity, and come up with something closer to a creative group writing experience. 

We wondered, how would it be possible to replace the random insertion of words? By 
allowing them to see the sentence that they are filling in. What fun is that though? So 
what we decided to do instead was to make interchangable sentences that are missing 
words and phrases. So there are multiple possible first sentences, multiple possible 
second sentences, etc. 

To play the game, the sentences are distributed to different people, who fill them in, 
hopefully to make them as creative and interesting as possible. So the first person would 
pick the first sentence with blanks of out of multiple possible first sentences by drawing it 
out of a hat. He'd fill it in, and this would be the first line of the story. The second person 
would draw one of the second sentences, and fill it in, until the story is completed. In this 
way, a general plot structure could be maintained, beginning, middle, end. Also, each 
individual sentence would make much more sense than often happens in a madlib. In this 
way, we were hoping to create a less random, but more creative and interesting version of 
the madlib. Another way we considered doing this was using a simple computer program. 
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Sentence #1 

-Beth lost her ______ (n) while she was ______ (j). 

-Arriving early to ___________, Beth decided to check her __________. 

-Beth went to class and found _______.  (n) 

-Beth walked through the Infinite and stopped to look at a(n) _______.  (n) 

 

Sentence #2 

-After this, she went to the ______  (n) and asked ______ (pe.) why? 

-Fearing the worst, she ________________. 

-She then _________ v. why this was so. 

-She suddenly _________ v. how this was possible. 

 

Sentence #3 

-______ (pe.) told her that it was because she ______ (v) her ______ (n). 

-Noticing that ______________ wasn't normal, she ______________________. 

-Leaving to go __________ she went and __________. 

-Turning around __________ adv. she shook her head and __________ v.. 

 

Sentence #4 

-Upon ______ (j) this, she went to the ______ (n). 

-Leaping from the ___________ she narrowly _____________. 

-On her way, she didn't _______ the _______, so she ended up ________. 

-Further down the Infinite, she couldn?t _______ the _______, so she decided to 
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________ instead. 

 

Sentence #5 

-This proved ______ (adj.) for her ______ (n). 

-Amazingly, Beth started to ________________. 

-_______ saw her and __________ her ____________. 

-_______ noticed Beth and __________ her ____________. 

 

Sentence #6 

-______ (pe.) told her that she should ______ (v) with a ______ (n). 

-By ______________________, Beth ensured that no one was going home 
____________________. 

-Beth became _____________ and _____________. 

-Now, Beth felt _____________ and _____________. 

 

Sentence #7 

-After this ______ (act.), Beth thought really hard about her ______ (n). 

-Startled, Beth yelled "________________." 

-She then called ____________ who immediately____________. 

-So, she decided to find ____________ who Beth knew would _________________ right 

away. 

 

Sentence #8 

-She felt ______ (adj.) after the ______ (act.) happened to her. 
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-It had been a __________ (adj.) day, so she decided to stop at a __________ (place). 

-Beth was grateful for the great _________. 

-Beth was very satisfied with the awesome _________. 

 

Sentence #9 

-With a ______ (n), she took a ______ (n) from the ______ (n). 

-She was not used to such fine ____________. 

-It wasn't every day that she got to experience ____________. 

-As Beth relaxed under the _________ (thing, place), she thought to herself, "What a 
_______ day." 

 

Sentence #10 

-She felt ______ (adj.) and thought, I can always just ______ (v) the 

______(n). 

-She thought, "oh __________, I can always just _____________ another one." 

-She thought, "Hmmm, well __________, it can't be that hard to just _____________ 

again." 

-Her mind at _________ (mental state), Beth _______ (adv.) gazed at the 
______________.  (thingie.) 
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STARCRAFT PLOT MAP: 

As Simple as "Interactive" Narrative Gets,

or Why Kerrigan's 'Zerging' Could Matter


Interactive and Non-Linear Narrative 
Geoffrey Long
April 11, 2006 

Race 
Selection 

Protoss 
Intro 

Zerg
Intro 

Humans 
Intro 

Chapter 2 

Die 

Chapter 1 

Chapter 1 

Chapter 1 

Chapter 3 

Die 

Chapter 4 

Die 

Chapter 5 

Die 

Chapter 2 

Die 

Chapter 3 

Die 

Chapter 4 

Die 

Chapter 5 

Die 

Chapter 2 

Die 

Chapter 3 

Die 

Chapter 4 

Die 

Chapter 5 

Die 

Etc. 

Etc. 

Etc. 
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Top to Bottom 
by Neal Grigsby 

I 

"The mind of the sage, being in repose, becomes the mirror of the universe, the 
speculum of all creation." -Zhuangzi 

The boy would try to pull himself out of bed each morning by 9. If it had been a 
hot night, this wasn't difficult. The loud mechanical "clunk" from the fan, marking every 
passage through degree 48 of its oscillation, would wrench him from half-sleep even if 
his sheets hadn't that night reached a sweat saturation point sufficient to turn repose to 
intolerable wallow. But had the night been temperate, like this night had been, some 
minor effort was needed, some spark of dawning awareness sufficient enough to trigger a 
motor response: a drawing away of the thin sheet, a dragging of the legs beyond the edge 
of the mattress. Now gravity assisted, with the pelvis a pivot point, the ever-warming 
muscles in the thighs and abdomen, such as he had, levered upright the onerous torso and 
pushed it aloft. 

The machine took over, then. The muscle memory coordinated propulsion past 
the door, down the hall, and into the living room where, having done their morning work, 
his legs collapsed into a heap, now dumb cantilever to the spine, which arched up and 
forward like a gallows. But the position was all for convenience and comfort; the head 
needed no support, or rather, it had all the external support required. A beam, invisible 
(immaterial, in fact, but all the stronger for its lack of weight), emanated from the TV set, 
penetrated his head through the eyes, and held that mousy-haired orb rigid. These forms 
—the boy, the television set, and the ineffable link between them—created a perfect 
equilibrium. Given the thermodynamics of the house, this arrangement constituted the 
lowest energy state for all involved. 

No mindless slave to the television, this one. No. He was a real professional. It 
took dedication to keep this up all day, just like any job. Patience was often necessary. 
Certainly quick thinking. Most importantly, it took a good strategy. Channel flipping 
was for dilettantes or people with remote controls. He was neither. Sometimes he 
couldn't even find the TV guide, and often it was inaccurate. Anyway, it wasn't enough to 
know the shows and pick the ones you wanted to watch. You had to feel the rhythm of 
the day's programming.  Transitions were important, repetition a real danger. 

Early morning TV, though dutifully attended by the boy, was especially 
treacherous. The live "morning crew" magazine shows that dominated the networks 
usually had one feature between them that was worth watching: a chat with an actor the 
boy admired, or a showcase of gadgets ahead of the most proximal gifting holiday. The 
remainder of those shows, however, was real brain degenerating stuff. A reliable 
alternative was to flip to Sesame Street for that hour. But of that hour, at least 25 
minutes would be ABC songs, animations he'd seen 1000 times before, or a cloying 
dialog between Gordon and some blind kid.  The boy preferred the sketches.  To his taste, 
live action (and puppets) should be comedy. Cartoons should be action. But cartoons, 
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except for a few unwatchable shows on C-list stations for churchy homeschoolers or the 
preschool set, didn't come on until 3 (the legacy of school schedules, that institution 
doing its best to ruin even his summer months). The span between 10 and 3, then, 
presented the greatest challenge.  The network blocks filled up with wretched soaps in the 
afternoons. Under the right circumstances, the boy could kill 10-11AM with game 
shows. But the following 4 hours belonged to the UHF frontier and its desperate 
showcase of paid programming and "classic" sitcoms. 

But again, the boy was a discerning viewer. He did not reject those old programs 
categorically, like some philistine. Gilligan's Island was consistently fine (and 
sometimes even in color). The Andy Griffith Show, however, was right out, the boy 
turning hastily away as soon as he heard the first high-pitched notes of that whistle. 
Leave It to Beaver, when good, was probably the boy's favorite, but was highly variable 
day-over-day. If he hadn't already seen an episode, he'd have to make a critical guess 
about whether it was worth watching. 

He found himself in this very conundrum that afternoon. He had never articulated 
his schema for sizing up unseen Beaver episodes, so the following calculations proceeded 
entirely subconsciously. 

Opening: Each season had its own.  Early seasons were best. 
Beaver's Friends: Shows with Whitey were better than shows with Gilbert. 
Wally's Friends: Shows with Eddie were better than shows with Lumpy. 
Plot:  The more potentially outrageous the better. 
Beaver's Age: The "gee whiz" shtick didn't work so well after Mathers started 

pushing 13. 
The sight of Beaver's now disproportionate facial features and poorly obscured 

acne forced the boy into action. He got up and turned to his plan B (always have a "plan 
B"). But Donahue was being preempted by baseball. His only alternative was to go even 
further up the dial, into the heart of darkness, as it were. He spun the big wheel and came 
to stop at a man, framed him from head to neck in a telephoto shot that almost completely 
obscured the setting.  The boy tried to drop the program into one of his mental slots.  Was 
it a religious kook? He was speaking like a preacher, kind of, but there were no phone 
numbers scrolling across the bottom of the screen, no solicitations for donations. Was it 
an infomercial? Where was the product, then? The boy waited for 5 minutes, then 10. 
No commercials. Nobody was trying to sell him anything. This made the boy nervous. 
He should really change the channel.  But something made him sit there and listen. 

"Last year was 1984. It came, and it went. You may feel relieved, but do not. 
You may think we survived the year without witnessing the realization of the prophecy of 
Orwell, but think again. Maybe you're just happy that we're all still alive, that the 
superpowers did not chose this year to end the world with the press of a button. But there 
are fates worse than death. Perhaps Orwell, though cunning, lacked vision. He could not 
imagine the sophistication of technological control in the 'computer age'. Technology 
that obscures itself as it controls, that disappears as its effect becomes more pronounced. 
We have been made eternal children by these technologies. Coddled and controlled. Are 
you a child?  Are you a child?  Are you a child?" 

He repeated those words until the image flickered and was replaced by Jack 
Tripper executing a pratfall. 

The boy turned off the TV set and stared into the tube. He focused through it and 
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saw his reflection, drained of color and distorted by the curved gray glass. Blood rushed 
painfully into his legs as he pushed himself up, and he stumbled the first few steps 
towards his parents' bedroom. He slid the large mirrored closet doors open and pulled 
down a black blazer. Hung around his shoulders, over his Empire Strikes Back pajamas, 
the jacket's arms extended well beyond the boy's hands, but he pushed them up and struck 
a pose in the mirror.  

He seemed to get inspired, and shuffled out of the bedroom to the kitchen. 
Finding the bottle of Flintstones vitamins, he pushed and turned the child-proof cap and 
upended the contents onto the counter. He chose a Bam-Bam and carried it back, with 
the empty bottle, to the bedroom.  He stood in front of the mirror and held these items up. 

"Thank you, thank you. Yes, I've done it. I've unlocked the very secret of life. 
With this pill, just one a day, you'll be able to live forever. Just take it and then think 
about the age you want to be, and you'll be that age. It will cure all death and disease. 
I'm living proof. I may look like a small boy wearing a suit over my pajamas. But I'm 
really a man, a brilliant scientist who developed this life-saving treatment. Why the 
pajamas? Well, they're comfy. And one of the advantages of my treatment is that you 
can wear whatever you want now, regardless of age. Why the suit? Well, this is an 
important press conference, isn't it?  Now for a demonstration" 

The boy popped the vitamin and chewed. He puffed his cheeks full of air, raised 
his arms above his head like he was growing to their height, and stomped around the 
bedroom like Frankenstein's monster. 
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II 

"The still mind of the sage is the mirror of heaven and earth, the glass of all 
things."  -Chuang Tzu 

"I have to make sure you understand the risks associated with this clinical trial." 
"Of course I understand.  I signed the paper." 
"I know. Listen, this trial is not like others you may have heard about or 

participated in.  It has possible side effects of a qualitatively different order." 
"The paper said it could kill me. What more is there to know? I saw the effect of 

this disease on my father.  It was much worse than death.  I'm prepared to take that risk." 
"It's true there is a risk of fatal organ damage, but even if it proves safe in that 

respect, there is another cause for concern. Like you said, there are fates worse than 
death." 

The old man frowned and settled more deeply into his chair. He'd have to hear 
this sermon out. 

"To attack the cause of Alzheimer's disease," the neurologist began, "the drug 
obviously has to act on the source of the disease: the brain. These are the questions our 
animal trials really can't answer: What will be the total effect of the drug on your mind? 
What will be the side effects on your personality? Your memory?" 

"Wait, isn't the drug designed to fix all that?  Otherwise, what's the point?" 
"We believe the drug to be effective on the causes of Alzheimer's. In a perfect 

system, that would also cure the symptoms. But that might not necessarily be the case. 
The causes and symptoms of a neurological disease are not always so directly related." 

"I don't understand." 
"Your brain isn't like your other organs. We have very effective stem cell 

therapies to repair damaged livers and hearts, for example. But we can't just repair your 
brain any more than we could give you a brain transplant and hope you'd still be you. 
The relationship between your mind and your brain is very highly nuanced. It's nearly 
impossible to design a drug that will repair pathologies but leave normal functioning 
unimpaired." 

The old man leaned forward and rubbed the coarse stubble on his chin. He wasn't 
getting it. 

The doctor said, "Let me see if I can clarify this.  Do you believe in the soul?" 
"The soul?  Of course I do." 
"OK.  Good.  Now pretend you don't." 
"What?" 
"The existence of the soul muddies the waters for doctors in my field. For the 

sake of discussion, consider that all you are is in your head and nowhere else. Who you 
are is all represented physically by that piece of meat between your ears. Emotions are a 
certain set of chemical reactions and nothing else. Memories are relationships between 
neurons and nothing else. You come into my office and complain, 'I seem to be sad all 
the time.' So, I do a blood test and find you have a low level of endorphins. I have to ask 
myself, did the low endorphins cause your sadness or did your sadness cause the low 
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endorphins?  There's really no quantitative way to tell at that point.  It's all the same in the 
brain. Memories and emotions cause and are caused by the chemical and electrical 
reactions in that very material lump of flesh." 

"This disease isn't a bad mood, doctor. I'm losing my mind. I just want it to 
stop." 

"Here's the bottom line. The drugs may stop the degeneration of your brain, but 
they may not be truly precise. They may 'repair' things that don't need to be repaired. 
We think the collateral damage to the healthy cells will be minimal, but there's no telling 
what even a small effect may have on you." 

"You must have a guess." 
"We can speculate on a range of possibilities, none much more likely than the 

next." 
"Let me have it." 
"It could kill you. It could cure you. It could accelerate the disease. Even with 

successful treatment, you might experience hallucinations. You might mistake those 
hallucinations for memories. Your memories might become, in a sense, rewritten. You 
might relieve memories as if they were happening all over again.  You might have trouble 
separating your dreams from reality." 

"So, you're saying that, as soon as I pop one of these pills, I can't really be sure of 
anything anymore?  I could go crazy and never know it?" 

"Well, I'd know. And that data would be highly valuable to others in your 
condition" 

"Great." 
The old man left the clinic clutching a small white paper bag. A car was waiting 

for him outside. Though he hadn't had any critical short-term lapses, the home did not 
allow him to drive himself anywhere as a precaution. He looked at his watch. Off 
schedule. Of course, with these treatments he'd probably have to modify his schedule a 
bit. The doctor wanted him to come in every morning for the first several weeks to 
monitor progress. That was OK. He had plenty of time. He usually spent these early 
hours in the lounge watching television. He wouldn't miss that too much. As long as he 
made it home for gardening hour. 

With their controlled diets, they'd never be allowed to eat the vegetables they 
cultivated, so most used their tiny plots for annuals. They'd select seeds appropriate for 
the time of year, pack them with enough MiracleGro for a large chemical explosive, 
watch the flowers blossom within a few weeks, then cut them and start over again. They 
would put the cut flowers in their rooms as trophies, boasting about their green thumbs or 
lying that relatives had brought them. But the old man stuck resolutely to his organic 
vegetables. They were near impossible to grow, and if they yielded any crop it was tiny 
and shriveled.  But he didn't care. 

After gardening came lunch. The cafeteria served hot meals that the old man 
found edible only about twice a week. Though it was well known that the elderly had 
reduced appetites and resistant taste buds—the food should have been swimming in salt 
and spice—dietary considerations specified low-sodium, digestion-friendly pablum. The 
ham, cured and salty by definition, was fine. The turkey burgers and fries were relatively 
foolproof. Attempts at ethnic food, well, the results were what one would expect. He 
knew the schedule by heart. Today was Tofu Szechuan. So, he stuck to his turkey 
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sandwich, which he could assemble from the deli bar any time. Toasted sourdough 
bread. One slice of low-fat provolone cheese. Two thick slices of turkey. Lettuce from 
the salad bar instead of the withered leaves in the deli. Cherry tomatoes instead of the 
pale pink slices of off-season beefsteaks. 

After lunch, he could choose between a monitored walk around the grounds, a 
game of boccie, or "swimnastics." He usually sneaked off to his room and pulled out the 
GameBoy. It was an older model that his grandson no longer used, but the old man 
couldn't tell the difference. The doctor told him that solving mental puzzles in adulthood 
reduced the risk factor for Alzheimer's. He didn't know if it was too late for this to help 
him now, but he figured it couldn't hurt. 

At around 2 o'clock the "entertainment" showed up. This meant a group of 
performing kids from a local marching band, piano class, or Jazzercise troupe. The old 
man attended these regularly, but with skepticism. He could tell almost immediately if it 
would be worth watching simply by gauging the median age of the children involved. 
Teens obviously did not want to be there, and obscured their scorn poorly. Kids under 
the age of 8 were simply frightened out of their wits, and often sat paralyzed unable to go 
on until cattle-prodded by their handlers. Some of the residents found this cute. The old 
man did not, and favored 8 to 11 year olds. They were old enough to have some degree 
of self-awareness, but young enough not to know what to do with it.  He tried to enjoy the 
performances critically, resisting the obvious vampiric spectacle of the arrangement, but 
he had caught himself on several occasions staring longingly at these budding humans, 
who were so effortlessly genuine. 

After exhibition of the day's Hayes Code-era film, the home brought in a psych 
worker to lead a discussion with residents.  Today's theme was the importance of change. 

"Maintaining a dynamic attitude is a way to keep your mind and body healthy. 
Try to break free from your routine. If you walk the grounds every afternoon, try the 
swim aerobics instead, or, at least, take a different path around the garden. It's never too 
late to learn something new. It may seem like your options are limited, but there are 
plenty of things to do even in your own room, or the common area. Many elderly folks 
enjoy knitting. One of the nurses visits the library every day. Ask her to bring you back 
a book about something you've never done.  You could learn all about a different country, 
or read all of the works of an author you like. Take advantage of your golden years, it's 
never too late for dynamic personal growth." 

"Change is overrated," interjected the man. 
"Excuse me?" 
"They tell us the same thing all the time: break out of your routine! Mix things 

up! Learn something new! Keep up with the Joneses! It's all bull. I know what you 
want. The harder we work the easier we forget that we're going to die. And hey, that's 
cool. Nice try. But, I have a different take on things. You live as long as I do and you 
find you've lived through many periods when you do the same thing day in and day out. 
And I've decided that they're not any better than the periods where everything's uncertain, 
they're just different. So, maybe you go to the same 3 restaurants all the time. But you 
try everything on the menu. Or you have the same thing every time, but you notice, each 
time, how it was so subtly different from the last. Maybe it's only the 100th time you 
have something that you realize why you like it so much. Maybe, by doing nothing, by 
not thinking about every decision, your mind is allowed to wander, and you make 
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connections that you never thought of before. Maybe stillness even allows you to see and 
experience things in different times and different dimensions.  I've seen such things." 

By this point, the nurses had already intervened to help the old man out of the 
discussion circle, but he could see some of the others smiling and nodding as he was 
pulled away. 

After dinner, the old man popped his pill. Nurses started escorting the more 
incapacitated residents back to their rooms. The building was locked down. But the old 
man convinced one of the nurses to let him out for a final short walk around the garden. 
The nurse stood at the door and watched as he ambled over to the fenced off quarter acre 
adjacent to the courtyard fountain. 

Before the old man reached his vegetables, he noticed another person in the 
garden. A man from facilities was plowing one of the plots into oblivion, just driving the 
flowers and stems back into the earth. 

The old man said, "I see we have a new opening." 
The facilities guy stopped briefly, nodded somberly, and resumed. 
The old man bent over his small garden and delicately touched the leaves. Then 

he noticed, in the near center of the plot, terminating from a tangle of thick green vine, 
the biggest, roundest, reddest tomato he had ever seen. 
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III 

"The sage's mind in stillness is the mirror of Heaven and earth, the glass of the ten 
thousand things."  -Master Zhuang 

The man counted himself lucky to work at a job where informality was the rule. 
Nobody expected him to show up in a suit and tie. He called no one "sir" or "boss." 
And, most impressively, he could show up anytime he wanted, within reason. So he 
showed up at 8 AM every morning on the dot. It seemed unnecessary to most of his 
workmates, but he'd done the math, it all made sense. If he left any later, because of the 
traffic, it would actually take him as much as 15 minutes longer to get into work. If he 
left earlier there were fewer buses, so he'd probably make it to work at about the same 
time anyway. Try explaining this to a bunch of recent college grads who still felt that 
sleeping until noon was a cardinal virtue. 

So he'd be out of bed by 6:30 to stop the pain of the buzzing alarm. He'd 
experimented with brisk morning exercises before realizing that the nerve pathways 
between brain and limbs did only limited throughput until doused with very hot water. 
So it was right into the shower. Then he prepared one of three standard breakfasts. This 
day, he had the english muffin, one scrambled egg, orange juice, and yogurt. He enjoyed 
exactly one cup of coffee before leaving for work, brewed from fresh ground beans using 
the traditional cone filter method. 

Very few people ever got off the bus at his stop. His office was in a post-
industrial neighborhood that had yet to attract many post-industrial industries. So the 
only people who got off with him were either lost or homeless, and those people didn't 
keep rigid schedules. The man had inadvertently developed a mental game that, once it 
got into his head, he couldn't stop playing, though he knew it was stupid. It was called: 
Don't Pull the Stop Cord. The object was to not pull the stop cord unless he was the only 
person getting off at the stop. It was a game of chicken with the other passengers that 
only he knew they were playing. Wait too long to pull the cord and he risked missing the 
stop, but pull it too early and he could lose. He had a whole scoring system based on the 
number of people on the bus, the number of people who eventually got off at the stop, 
and when the cord was pulled. He wished he could stop playing, but the game concept 
was an intellectual virus. Telling himself to stop only reminded him that he couldn't help 
it. 

At work, he slipped into his cubicle without a word to his coworkers and listened 
to classical music through a pair of large studio monitor headphones. A stack of papers 
awaited him in his inbox. He grabbed the entire column and inverted it onto his desk, 
slid the first sheet off of the top, and started working. The man had no illusions about his 
job, he was a paper pusher. He did one thing, and one thing only. By the end of the day, 
the stack of papers in his inbox would be full, but he'd have processed all of the 
documents from the day before. They hadn't determined a way to teach a computer to do 
his job, but he didn't think they ever would. Though repetitive, every document to 
process represented a complicated problem. Documents, depending on their content, 
needed to be routed, abstracted, indexed, sequenced, or categorized. The man was a 
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necessary bottleneck in the flow of information that kept the company running smoothly. 
He had many years experience at this now, so replacing him would take months of on-
the-job training. He knew enough not to teach his coworkers too much about what he 
did. In a real way he was more irreplaceable and integral to the company than the CEO. 
Of course, he didn't make as much money.  But he didn't care. 

At about the quarter mark of the day's pile, the man pulled up a paper, the top of 
which bent back limply like a dead flower. He pushed the right edge up between his 
thumb and forefinger. The angle of the paper edge shifted as he pushed, and it sliced 
through the skin on the thumb.  He sucked air through his teeth and clamped down the cut 
with his other hand. A beginner's mistake. He shook his head. Drawing away his other 
hand, he held the injured finger up for a closer look. Just a tiny line of red. But above 
that, he noticed for the first time that he had dirt under his fingernails. He couldn't 
remember the last time he had got them muddy. Was his hygiene so lax? He took a 
bathroom break and scrubbed his hands. 

At lunchtime he discretely ate his turkey sandwich on the cross-town bus. The 
driver knew him well enough not to enforce the no food rule, and he had a soft spot for 
the man, because every afternoon he used his lunch hour to ride to the nursing home and 
visit his father. On the return trip, he often looked more sullen than when he had come, 
but he kept with the routine.  These days, his face tended not to register anything. 

The man walked into his father's room to see him staring into the top-most dresser 
drawer. He didn't hear the intrusion and continued to look in the drawer as the man took 
a seat on the corner of the bed. 

"What are you doing, Dad?" 
His father jumped a little and looked over his shoulder, back at the drawer, and 

then back at his son again.  He closed the drawer and sat down, their shoulders brushing. 
"What's in there, huh?" 
"Gears.  Springs.  Other clockwork" 
The two sat in silence for a while. 
“So, how are you doing, dad?  Are you having a good day today?” 
“Um.  The food here is terrible.” 
“I know.  Here, I brought you some olives.  Nice and salty.  Don't worry, no pits” 
He accepted the small container of rich purple globes floating in brine, popped 

one into his mouth and chewed quietly, nodding. 
“How are they?  Good?  What have you been doing today?” 
“Nothing on.” 
“What?" 
"Never anything good on." 
"Oh, the TV.  OK.  Let's see if we can find something.” 
The man reached up to the suspended television set and flicked it on. 
“You won't find anything.” 
He spun the ancient dial, encountering static at nearly every interval. 
“Don't know why they don't have cable.” 
“Cable is naughty. Can't let us see naked ladies. We're children, you see. 

Children.” 
“I know, dad.” 
The man stopped on one of the channels that afforded marginally clear resolution. 
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“Do you remember this show?” asked the man. 
“Of course I do.  My memory is just fine.” 
“Man, this was bad. I like John Ritter well enough, I guess. But, what a stupid 

show.” 
Just then the station interrupted for a bit of breaking news. A boy who had gone 

missing a week past had been found dead. 
“Well that sucks.” 
But he looked over at his father and saw him staring wide-eyed at the screen 

during the entire interruption. When it was over, and the station switched back to John 
Ritter tripping over an ottoman, the man's father looked at him with a kind of awareness 
he hadn't exhibited in months. 

“Son.” 
“Dad, what is it?” 
“Son, you have to believe me. Say you'll believe me. This is very important. I'm 

not crazy.  Say you'll believe me.” 
“I believe you.  Of course I do.  Go on.” 
“They say I'm losing my mind but I'm not. None of it's real, you see. They cured 

death. They cured death but didn't know what it would do to us. Our brains couldn't 
handle it so they did all this, stuck us here. But I can see it. And now they're trying to 
stop the one who did it before he invented the drug.  Do you understand?” 

“No.  What do you mean?  I don't...” 
"The one who did it, it's..." 
But then it passed, and a glazed look seemed to come over his father's eyes and 

they moved back to the screen. 
“When is my wife coming home?” 
“I don't know, dad.” 
When he got back to the office, he tore into his pile of papers. He worked at a 

frenzied pace, scanning and digesting whole documents in seconds, hardly blinking. He 
became, at that moment, a kind of paperwork savant, hardly even thinking about what he 
was doing. He burned through the whole stack, and the stack for the next day, and 
finished well before quitting time. Then he just sat and stared at the cubicle wall, in a 
trance. Improbably, one of his office mates, a project manager, noticed this, and he 
ambled over. 

“Hey, buddy, what's up?  Are you OK.” 
It took a few seconds for the man to snap out of it and focus his attention on the 

interloper. 
“Um... yeah, I guess. Did you know, when I was a boy, about 9 or 10, I believed 

that I was the reincarnation of a very important person?  Some big inventor, if I recall.” 
“Oh.... yeah. Is that right? Well, I guess it's better than being the reincarnation of 

some loser. Heh, why doesn't anybody ever think they're the reincarnation of the 
gardener, or something?" 

“God, I remember that time so well, it's almost in my bones. I did the same thing 
every single day. I think, if somebody built an exact replica of my house at that time, and 
put me asleep in my bed, I'd wake up and do everything I did then, automatically. 
wouldn't even remember that I was an adult now. I'd just accept it. Who knows, maybe 
that's how this is. Maybe I'm really an old man but I woke up in my old bed in my old 

I 
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apartment this morning, and so I came into work. Or maybe we live whole lives in our 
dreams, and forget them when we wake up. We're always the same age, we just dream 
we have childhoods or grow old or die.” 

"Hmm. Interesting, but don't go thinking you're some original philosophical 
genius, or anything.  Sounds a lot like Zhuangzi." 

The man was taken aback. 
"What?" 
"Chinese philosopher. My college degree was in philosophy. Zhuangzi dreamed 

he was a butterfly. When he woke up, he didn't know if he was a man dreaming he was a 
butterfly or a butterfly dreaming he was a man.  Or something.  It's been a while." 

"Huh.  That's kinda nice.  What does it mean?" 
"I don't know. Maybe that things can be many different things at once, depending 

on your frame of reference." 
"Well, some things seem pretty absolute." 
"Yeah, well, philosophy doesn't exactly pay the bills, does it?" 
"No, I guess not." 
"Some of us are going to go out tonight and, you know, get wasted. Wanna 

come?" 
The man considered it. He never did anything with the people from work. But he 

had more important things to do. 
"I don't think so. I'm done with my work here. I think I'm going to go pick my 

son up from school.  I don't spend nearly enough time with him." 
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