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    Dedication 

To the story they sold under your name—and the you that never let them keep it.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Epigraphs 

"My body was once a warning.Now it's a brand."— Leo Whitman, final off-feed transcription, 2047

 

"The myth they market doesn't even flicker.Only the afterimage glows."— Projection graffiti, Sector 9 Transit Dome

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​#f15-01a — startup glow or fade into the void

[image: ]




1986 — Whitman Family Study / After-School Glow

As Sarah gingerly unfolded the manual, she couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and trepidation at the prospect of diving into the world of computers. The diagrams and technical terms seemed like a foreign language to her, but she was determined to learn and master them. David, on the other hand, was more focused on practical matters, making sure there was enough space for the new addition to their study. He moved the heavy encyclopedia set with care, a relic of a time before the digital age took over.

Emily, their youngest daughter, was practically buzzing with excitement, her eyes wide with wonder at the sight of the new computer. She was enthralled by the sleek design of the keyboard and the promise of endless possibilities that the machine held. As Sarah carefully unwrapped the keyboard, Emily couldn't resist reaching out to touch it, feeling the smooth plastic under her fingertips.

The monitor, a bulky off-white cube, seemed to emit a warm, inviting glow that contrasted with the dim light of the study. Its screen promised a window into a whole new world, one filled with endless information and entertainment. Sarah couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at the potential that the computer held, a tool that could open up new horizons for their family.

As they began to set up the computer, Sarah felt a surge of determination to learn and adapt to this new technology. She knew that it would take time and effort, but she was ready to embrace the challenge. David, ever the supportive husband, offered to help with the technical aspects, while Emily eagerly watched, already envisioning the countless hours of fun and learning that awaited her.

With the computer finally set up and ready to go, the family gathered around the monitor, anticipation hanging thick in the air. As Sarah tentatively pressed the power button, the screen flickered to life, bathing the room in a soft, blue light. Emily let out a gasp of delight, her eyes wide with wonder at the sight of the desktop appearing before them. The journey into the digital world had begun, and the possibilities seemed endless.

The room was filled with the soft glow of the computer screen, casting shadows that danced across the faces of the trio gathered around it. David's hands hovered over the keyboard, his fingers poised to begin typing commands into the terminal. Sarah leaned in closer, her eyes wide with anticipation, while Emily's expression was one of awe and excitement.

As David began entering lines of code, the screen came to life with a flurry of text scrolling past at lightning speed. The sound of the keys clicking in rapid succession filled the room, punctuated by the occasional beep or chirp from the machine. The once dimly lit room was now illuminated by the vibrant display of colors and symbols flashing on the monitor.

As lines of code filled the screen, Sarah pointed out potential errors or suggested tweaks to improve the code. Emily, on the other hand, watched in rapt attention, absorbing every detail of the process as if it were a sacred ritual. The hum of the computer filled the room, a steady background noise that seemed to heighten the sense of anticipation.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the cursor stopped blinking and a message appeared on the screen: "Hello, World!" The three of them held their breath, waiting for the next prompt to appear. David typed in a response, and within seconds, the screen was filled with a cascade of text and images, each one more mesmerizing than the last.

The computer seemed to come alive before their eyes, responding to their commands with lightning-fast precision. It was as if a new world had opened up before them, a world of endless possibilities and untapped potential. Emily let out a gasp of amazement, her eyes shining with excitement.

David and Sarah exchanged a knowing glance, a silent acknowledgment of the incredible journey they were about to embark on. The computer was not just a machine; it was a gateway to a universe of knowledge and discovery. And as they delved deeper into the realms of coding and programming, they knew that their lives would never be the same again.

As Emily sat in the study, the soft hum of the computer filling the room, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of wonder at the technology at her fingertips. The clacky keys beneath her fingers seemed to come alive as she typed out her name, each letter appearing on the screen like magic. It was a feeling of power, of being able to create something tangible out of thin air with just a few keystrokes.

David had shown her how to save her work onto a floppy disk earlier that day, explaining that it was a way to store her documents for safekeeping. As she pressed F10 and then Y, watching the screen flicker as the data was transferred to the disk, she marveled at the idea of her name being stored in this small, plastic square. It was like a piece of her had been captured and preserved in a way that felt almost futuristic.

As she drifted off to sleep in the chair, the rhythmic whirring of the floppy drive still echoing in her ears, she dreamed of a world where everything was digitized, where information flowed freely and effortlessly. It was a world that seemed both exciting and slightly daunting, a world where her name could exist in multiple places at once, scattered across the vast expanse of the digital realm.

Meanwhile, Sarah sat in the laundry room, her fingers deftly folding laundry as she read about the Information Age in the magazine. The words on the page seemed to dance before her eyes, painting a picture of a world where knowledge was no longer confined to the pages of a book. It was a world where information was accessible at the click of a button, where the boundaries between reality and virtuality blurred.

As she thought about how far technology had come, how it had transformed the way we interact with information, Sarah couldn’t help but feel a sense of awe. It was a feeling of being on the cusp of something truly revolutionary, of witnessing the birth of a new era where the possibilities were endless. And as she folded the last bedsheet, the scent of fabric softener mingling with the words on the page, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of excitement for what the future held.

As Emily sat in the dimly lit computer lab after school, her fingers danced across the keyboard, trying to recreate the lost story from memory. The words flowed from her mind to her fingertips, each letter a labor of love, a desperate attempt to salvage what had been lost. She could still feel the weight of the story, the characters and plot lines that had consumed her thoughts for weeks. The computer screen flickered, casting an eerie glow on her determined face as she typed furiously, willing the narrative to come back to life.

With each keystroke, the story began to take shape once again. The characters reemerged, their voices echoing in her mind as she brought them back to life on the screen. The power outage had been a setback, a cruel twist of fate that threatened to erase her hard work. But Emily refused to let it defeat her. She was determined to see the story through to the end, to breathe life back into the world she had created.

As the clock ticked away the hours, Emily's determination never wavered. She worked tirelessly, fueled by a fierce sense of purpose and a stubborn refusal to accept defeat. The words flowed from her fingertips, each sentence a triumph over the darkness that had threatened to consume her story. And finally, as the sun dipped below the horizon and the last flickers of light faded from the sky, Emily sat back in her chair, a smile of satisfaction playing on her lips.

The story was finished, the characters brought back to life in a way that felt even more real than before. The computer screen glowed softly in the dimly lit room, the words of the narrative shining brightly against the darkness that had once threatened to swallow them whole. Emily had faced down the void, stared into the abyss of lost data, and emerged victorious.

As she saved the final draft of the story, a sense of peace washed over her. The computer had been her ally in this battle, a tool that had helped her bring her vision to life. And as she shut down the system and headed home, she knew that no power outage, no glitch, could ever truly erase the world she had created. It lived on in the digital realm, a testament to her resilience and determination in the face of adversity. And as she drifted off to sleep that night, she knew that the story would always be there, waiting for her to return and continue the journey.

As Emily sat at her computer that Sunday, she couldn't shake the feeling of guilt for not attending church like the rest of her family. However, she found solace in her own unique way of connecting with her spirituality. The soft glow of the screen illuminated her face as she entered into a sacred space all her own. Notepad opened up, a blank canvas for her thoughts and emotions to flow freely.

The words she typed were not just a prayer, but a reflection of her innermost thoughts and feelings. The simple act of typing out her gratitude for the constant light in her life brought her a sense of peace and comfort. She didn't need the traditional setting of a church to feel close to God; for her, it was in these quiet moments alone with her computer that she felt the most connected.

As she gazed at the words on the screen, she felt a sense of release, as if she had unburdened herself of some of the weight she had been carrying. The cursor blinked steadily, almost as if it were acknowledging her words. The prayer remained unsaved, a fleeting moment captured in time, a reminder of the fleeting nature of life itself.

When the screensaver finally kicked in, a sense of tranquility washed over Emily. The pixelated doves moved gracefully across the screen, their movements slow and deliberate. It was as if they were offering her a silent blessing, a reminder that even in the digital world, there was beauty and peace to be found.

In that moment, Emily realized that her connection to the divine didn't have to look like anyone else's. It was personal and unique, just like her. She didn't need the grandeur of a church or the formality of a religious service to feel close to God. All she needed was her computer screen and her own heartfelt words.

As she closed Notepad and shut down her computer, Emily felt a sense of contentment wash over her. She knew that she had found her own way to connect with something greater than herself, and that was all that mattered. And so, as the day drew to a close and the sun dipped below the horizon, Emily felt at peace, knowing that she had found her own little slice of heaven in the digital world.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​#f15-02b — 56k crush or disconnect the signal

[image: ]




1987 — Whitman Family Study / Midnight, Logging On

The study was a sanctuary for Emily, a place where she could escape the chaos of the outside world and immerse herself in the comfort of her online connection. The room was filled with the scent of old books and the hum of the computer, creating a cocoon of familiarity around her. The desk was cluttered with papers and pens, but the only thing that held her attention was the glowing monitor in front of her.

As she read the message from SyntaxFire, memories of their late-night conversations flooded back to her. They had met in an online chat room dedicated to poetry, and their connection had been instant. They shared a love for words that danced off the screen and into their hearts, creating a bond that transcended physical distance.

Emily’s fingers flew across the keyboard as she typed out a response, her thoughts swirling like a whirlwind in her mind. She told him about her day, the mundane details that seemed to come alive when she shared them with him. She told him about the way the sunlight filtered through the trees outside her window, casting shadows that danced across the walls of her study. She told him about the ache in her chest that seemed to ease whenever she saw his name pop up on her screen.

The minutes turned into hours as they exchanged messages, each word a bridge between their separate worlds. SyntaxFire shared snippets of his latest poem, a haunting melody of words that left Emily breathless. She responded with her own musings, her fingers trembling with the weight of her emotions. In that moment, they were not just two strangers behind a screen – they were kindred spirits, bound by the invisible threads of their shared passion.

The night wore on, the crickets outside growing silent as the sun began to peek over the horizon. Emily knew that soon she would have to log off and face the real world once again, but for now, she was content to bask in the glow of her computer screen, her heart full of the promise of another message from SyntaxFire. As she typed out her final response, a sense of peace settled over her, a feeling that she was exactly where she was meant to be – in this quiet study, with the words of a stranger turned friend lighting up her screen.

As their online interactions continued to deepen, Emily and the mysterious stranger, who went by the username "Wanderer84," began to share more personal details about their lives. They spoke of their dreams, fears, and aspirations, finding solace in each other's words despite the physical distance between them. Emily discovered that Wanderer84 was a writer living in a bustling city halfway across the world, while she was a student in a small town, yearning for adventure.
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