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Reflections Part 1: Opensync Will let me Shoot Laser Beams and Rule the World. I Saw the Future in my Past.
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 04/16/2027 @ 2:25am

One of my new friends told me I should recollect about my past, so here I am, watching this video: “Opensync – Printer of the Future”. Watching this is one of my oldest memories but I haven’t watched it since I was a child. I guess I just saw no point in it. It’s hyperlinked for you at the end of my post, but bear with me. I’m going to talk about how I feel watching it. I don’t know. I guess maybe some good will come from it. He told me, “you can’t know where you’re going if you don’t know from where you came”. Sounds like bullshit to me but I’ve got all the time in the world these days. My bandwidth is limited down here, so I figure, fuck it. Let’s try this retrospective crap out. You don’t find anything without exploration. I’ll tell you about how I became a murderer. Maybe I’ll figure out what I’m good for.
If you’re like me, you’ll remember this video fondly as a memory of what was to come. If you’re not like me, you’re wondering by this point where the rainbows and happy shit is. Where is the cat meme, where is the top-ten-reasons-why-I-hate-you list? Well, fuck you! That’s where! I hope you’re like me… Anyway, one of the few decent parts of the future: the emergence of multi-material carbon nanotube 3D printing. You love this video for that, but what makes me, me is I met my childhood mentor and friend through this video. I met him in person only that one time, and then afterwards he went to jail. He was extradited back to Sweden and put on trial for all those bullshit copyright laws the corporations wrap themselves in. Three years in jail and from a communal computer for an hour a day, four days a week he trained me on morality and the art of hacking. That’s going too far ahead… I’m used to just free-flowing it on live-stream. Sorry, I’ll do better to stay on track.
Backward, not forward! I used to live in Boston before I lived in Phoenix or San Felipe Teotitlán. He was there for the old I3x conferences back before they just became another propaganda outlet. I guess ideas, innovation and information became too dangerous for the status quo, like freedom. Damn corporations and their goddamned manipulations. Fuck, what am I saying? It’s more than that after all. If I’ve learned anything, I guess I’m only just realizing how screwed we all are, how hopeless it all is. You know as well as I do that I don’t know what the hell I’m talking about. I’m just saying this for me, just to understand why it’s all going to shit, and how I got in the middle of the pile. They’re like the gods, you know. Pissed off at or engaged with the mortals, not because the mortals matter but because it suits their whims at the time. Us mortals just get trapped in the power struggle—all that pathetic need for adoration, we’re food for the gods: investors and politicians and other power-gamers. Or is everyone just playing a power game? 
No, there were a few decent people... If only, if only… 
Tiedemann was so without flash or bullshit. He stands there on stage and with hardly an inflection in his voice describes the mechanics of his Opensync. I won’t waste time reviewing the machine, you all know by now how cheap and easy it is to extrude organized graphene on a mono-molecular scale if you’ve got the guts to eat your own stuff. Dozens of better machines were produced over the years: remixes of the Opensync, forks and corporate pipeline printers, even so long after the Safe Printer Licence and Licensed Graphic Distribution acts. Information wants to be free! The corporations created their myths of product value and process—it does take a lot of quality trash to make a few nanotubes in a heat-flash compressor. But it’s worth it… Some people in the comments thought he was boring, but I thought he was fire. Before that I had to listen to someone else blather on with his bleeding heart for twenty minutes about why we all just need to be happier or some shit. Get along, get along, lion and lamb, hand-in-hand, friends to the end... His speech was so painfully designed to be listened to by people who are not me. Tiedemann disdained the whole thing…
Years later he’d tell me he sat down with the conference producers. They wanted him to inspire the crowd, to draw an emotional attachment to all of what could be achieved with his invention, to tell a story and sell a narrative. Hope is what they wanted. They said it was because the theme was “healing global problems”. They wanted to sell the rising sun, but Tiedemann was a master of the forge.
He told them, “I don’t want to pluck the bullshit heartstrings of people. I just want to tell them how the machine works. They’ll do with it what they will.”  
Nothing deters him, not at all. He gives a live demonstration of his printer and sets it to construct a 3D tube-reinforced logo for I3X. 2015 tech, none of this linearity, his extruders moved like works of art. Bottom to top, he shows off how the three extruders move around each other intelligently in order to increase speed. Connecting rods conjoining, segmenting and disconnecting as the extruders danced from rod to rod while they rose or fell along four points of connection around the heater plate. It still didn’t stack up to a top-line CLIP printer of the day in speed but it wasn’t restricted to the use of a PLA or a simple spool of carbon fiber reinforced ABS; it liberated us from spools, it liberated us from the market. It could use spools, of course; it could link a polymer, an alloy and carbon tubes simultaneously. Sure, MIT had that ten-material printer, not to mention all those big dumb industrial projects that had existed since the olden days, but Tiedemann’s cost a thousand dollars and was built on REPRAP principles. Self-replicating; a revolution offered on the altar of the power-centre, and what’d they do with it in the end? 
Crap. Fucking. All.
He did it, though, showed the thing off—and it was the least viewed video that year. I remember reading “can’t stand that monotone voice”. What a class-A critique. The video that came afterwards, though, that was truly awesome. It was watched a lot—then taken down. It still haunts the underground community, a rare video that just barely survived the guillotine of blacklisting. They decided to sit down the infamous Swedish-German pirate with a CEO, a mayor and a scientist. I3X had thought, given the tension which had been growing between the world of open-source hacking, file sharing so-called ‘pirates’ and the complexity of the corporate manufacturing world, that a serious discussion between representatives of these factions could fix the economic crisis of the day: the exodus of employment, alienation of labour. But Tiedemann wasn’t there to fix their problems. He wanted to break the machine and make it better. 
You know, you watch a thing as a child and then you watch the thing twelve years later, you see things you didn’t see before. Like Tiedemann wearing a woollen gray-and-green plaid vest. He’s this long-haired brunette Swedish death-metal-guitarist-turned-hacker wearing a ‘Bloodbath’ metal T-shirt whose malicious, jagged, bleeding logo can just barely be spotted through the weave of the chest, a symbol of bleak antithesis, the requiem of authority for our selves blinding us to the importance of its death. The sweater’s just too loose to be designed with him in mind. I guess I had forgotten they managed to convince him to at least wear something they weren’t afraid of. Rare that anyone gets him to agree to something other than his whole, authentic self. But I didn’t get the cultural context at the time and so I didn’t notice how stupid he looked in the green plaid, like some moody chia pet. The tug of the back of the collar is making him itchy, he’s not comfortable, he keeps tugging the back of the sweater to put it back in place since the chest won’t hold tight.
He’s got the black, no-trademark tablet computer he printed the week before beside him on the table. It’s 2015 and his tablet is about a centimeter thicker than the commercial competition. Nothing sticks out like “out-dated”. Nothing except, perhaps, for “homemade”. 
They applauded.
And it didn’t fucking matter one bit to Tiedemann. The printer was his baby, and the show was just a delivery system to him. It was the network he was here for, and a chance to distribute options to everyone. To deliver a chance. He was the Platonic maestro.
He’s sitting with Mayor Audrey Ross… Of course… And Cameron Rutherford from the multi-billion dollar Small Concepts Industrial Foundry Technologies—SCIFT Inc. “We separate the gold from the dirt—for you!” Ross is dressed in blue and black. It’s clearer now how light on her feet the bitch is than she looks like she should be, mixing a modest body-fat percentage with well-concealed strength and the straight back of a practiced military posture, and an icy gaze to match it. She looks intensely at Tiedemann with round blue eyes embedded like burning sapphires in her round marble face. Dr. Mingzhu, doctor of sociology and simultaneously an engineer—a rare combination—is ironically garbed in a white lab-coat over a black dress, as if some producer near-last-minute thought just maybe she needed to look like a scientist instead of a human being. She’s looking down and away from the cameras as if caught up in an internal reverie. Elegantly cut black hair, leg crossed over knee, heels and sparkling crystal necklace. Rutherford’s hair is well-styled, his clothes fine, collar out and smiling. He’s all the whites and reds and greens of a wild bird and all the attitude of a caged one. He plays the camera angles intelligently but absent-mindedly, crooning his face this way or that when the shot might be on him. His good side is mostly always covered. 
Rutherford’s corporate one-liner is, “We believe in a future where innovation meets desire in novel and exciting ways.” That’s SCIFT for you—a massive corporation trying to re-build the industry with experimental nanofabricators, biochemistry and self-assembling materials. Surely in revolutionary medium-scale semi-local 3D printing, they succeeded. When was the last time you got something from anywhere besides MiStore? From template to table... If you’re anyone who’s no one, there’s always Raincloudz, but that’s just data for geeks like me. 
As such, I was my store.
 The CEO happily shook the hand of his worst enemy, even laughed joyously as Tiedemann did the rounds. The slight squint in his eyes betraying modestly withheld disrespect and disdain. Like, what you gotta be fucking laughing about there, buddy? Oh right, it’s all optics these days… They don’t show Tiedemann’s face at that angle but it always tends towards a granite deadpan “you’ve gotta be shitting me” expression I think he caught from the dark northern winters, and from heavy metal. I’m sure he’s staring even more sternly at this guy while remembering the legal mechanisms that murdered Ninjavideo and TorrentSnow, which had put friends in jail and which was working on beheading his Port Share.
And Dr. Mingzhu had earlier been talking about a less-than-inspirational physics study about information being stored in the black holes or something. I was told later that they threw her in last-minute, when a judge from California who had been working on the Thousand Google Cases called in busy. She was talking on about entropy and the cost of the material production, the corporate responsibility of job production and manufacturing losses, about the socioeconomic costs of self-sufficiency and the efficiency of manufacturing principles, the slim hope that re-designing patented printers from the Opensync might prevent an economics fall-out that Tiedemann isn’t buying will happen. I bet Mendacin chose to employ her in part because she was controllable. Tiedemann is arguing that plenty of trash can be converted into nanotubes and people have plenty they don’t need, that corporates are always driving towards automation that prunes jobs and teams, always have been, that information wants to be free and that if jobs can be made redundant we can do what we want instead of what powerful people require of us. When the corporate pseudoscience gets dismissed, the corporate try to flip the script. 
Rutherford treats Tiedemann like a patsy first: “I like it, I like it. It’s functional and it’s the right price considering the quality of print-resolution you’ve achieved with additive-manufacturing. I’m thinking that a few of my factories need to be outfitted with the upscale industrial models, when you come out with them in a few years. Think of all the magic that could happen, all the money you’d make if you used a curing method instead.” He’s bullshitting and Tiedemann knows it. Tiedemann is drinking some water while Rutherford blathers on, and as he puts down the glass, he responds coolly, “I’m not, I’m done with it.”
Rutherford doesn’t lose a beat in looking as poised as a hummingbird, but you can hear it in his voice: a twitch. He’s thrown off. “You’re not building any other printers?” Prissy little bird’s feathers are ruffling. 
“I’m done with the Opensync.” Tiedemann’s eyebrows rise in mockery as he shifts forward, leaning his left elbow into the dome chair’s armrest “I’m not scaling it up. I’m done with it. It’s good enough. I’m moving on to better things. I’ll let the community tinker with it.”
Now this breaks the CEO’s feathery facade. He raises his hands in frustration and slumps back in his chair. He tries to control his facial expression—still smiling—but he closes his eyes and his head cocks to the side momentarily. When he opens his eyes, he says, “You’re crazy. You’ve got a billion-dollar idea with great market potential. This really only needs some refinement to be brought up to an industrial scale capacity and you’re going to just give it up and let it die?”
 This is when Ross barges in, raising her hand to claim her chance to speak. “Come now Mr. Rutherford, this is the land of the free. Surely we can be brave enough to let the man speak his mind without harassment.” She’s playing the game too, just with a different set of strategies. She tries to play the friend, like always... She’s always so friendly... 
“Don’t you agree that a free market must respect free choices?” she asks Rutherford, who looks away and shrugs.
How do you play power with an opponent who hates gaming? Rutherford takes flight: “Fine, you’re right. Tiedemann, I’m sorry. It’s your creative licence, your IP, your choice.” 
Now it’s Tiedemann’s chance to shrug. “I, uh, don’t really care about all that. I just wanted to help people do things for themselves, instead of making people do things for me, right?”
Audrey Ross then tries to sweeten the situation with a monologue about human rights and the freedom of the individual creator from harassment or usury. Summary: “The American method is still relevant.” I think I gapped out when I first watched it. Second time around it’s less palatable, because I know what she’s talking about. Maybe I had some a priori understanding, then, that it was all bullshit. I certainly had no rationalized reason to think this. I just felt it false in my six-year-old bones. 
She goes on to say, “It is a wonderful machine. I wish I had something like this when I came out of the army. My productive potential would have been much higher. As it was, just by using the earlier model of CLIP-SC printers, I was able to provide some basic needs in St. George’s impoverished neighbourhoods: utensils, plumbing parts, educational tools and toys for the kids. I used Raspberry Pi setups to make little educational aids for them, as well. However, had I the opportunity to use this printer, I could have done some real good and built lasting wealth for those people: bikes and calculators and detailed tools. The invention has merit.” 
After the monstrously empty praise, she seems to hang on the silence for a second. Maybe she’s waiting for him to respond in thanks, but he says nothing. Slightly off-beat, thrown off by his missing her manipulative bait, she asks, “If you are done with the Opensync, Mr. Murray, what are your next plans?”
Tiedemann replies, “My new tablet, here, is installing the custom operating system my team and I wrote. We built it from the assembly-language up over the three years while we developed the Opensync. Last six months we’ve been focused on development. Once it’s fully operational we’ll build a sort of anti-cloud service to enhance Port Share. It’ll be finished installing in twenty-five minutes and a bit. I want to design software that doesn’t, you know, eat people’s data and addict their attention for institutional conditioning.”
Now even the stone is turned. Ross rolls around towards Rutherford’s side. He shifts away mechanically an inch as she says to him, “Hm… You’re developing operating systems.” Ross’ voice sinks into the deep waters of unimpressed displeasure. “Forgive me, but this seems like the lesser challenge. Don’t you think software is a bit below your potential? There are surely greater opportunities.”
“Not at all,” he replies grindingly, “but the software isn’t the important thing. I remixed this tablet on a six-hundred-dollar computer and printed it off my home Opensync.” He picks the tablet up by the corner and lazily hands it to her. He watches her, studying her body language warily. He doesn’t get closer to her than he has to. He doesn’t trust her—any of them—he’s really feeling like he’s in a predatory bird’s nest. He doesn’t care; he’s there to stomp on egg shells. She seems disinterested as she glazes over the rapidly-flashing install script she pretends she can’t read, and says, “So you made a DIY, open-source tablet computer. That’s… interesting. Why didn’t you just say that?”
He responds “I did design it, but I based it on some schematics that were leaked from Acer through Port Share. I just hacked it by substituting some of the materials and parts with simpler or cheaper alternatives. It’s not perfect, but it’s just the first piece in a larger collection of remixed devices we’re working on.” Tiedemann takes his tablet back from the aged politician. “They’ll all work together. The important thing is that the software is designed to enhance, not subordinate the human being. After I’m done I’ll be living in a bubble of efficiently-presented data. And I’ll print all sorts of things; I’ll invent and study, hack and create.” He shrugs. “Maybe I’ll teach.” 
It’s cathartic to be writing all this down, I have to admit. I’m watching the video, stopping it and rewinding to re-listen to what I missed while I copy down the exchange. It’s taking forever but it feels right. It’s like I’m committing this stuff to memory by running it through my senses, translating what’s said in the writing centers of my brain, encoding the English into physical impulses, transferring the transcription through my nervous system into my fingers and finally onto this page. Rediscovering old childhood neurons, the fundamental base of who I’d later become. Now you’re reading it, just a little light in the void forming imprints on your eyes, observed by a syntax recognition system and felt by the semantic description services of your consciousness. Straight from me to you.
“That’s unusually impressive.” Rutherford is trying to stay objective. “Despite your blatant disregard for copyright laws… It’d have been better if you accomplished what you did with your own ingenuity, though, instead of stealing from others. A couple of my aides also suggested that the energy cost of the flash-compression process doesn’t produce enough value to justify the potential job losses from the trash processing system and traditional manufacturing—” At this he scoffs. “—but I’m more interested in what your overall aims are. Yes, you’ll study and teach. But you’re going to have to create a plan: you need a stable source of income, you need investment, an exit strategy, a logical path of progression and a mission statement. Hopefully something a little more mature than your website’s mission statement. You make this printer, or you make those devices, or whatever. How are you going to market it? Can’t sell patented technology. When are you going to sell it? How do you build your supply networks? How are you moving from point A to point B?”
Just like the hacktivist he is, he tells Rutherford, “I’m not looking for a stable income. I don’t care. I’ll just open source this. Share it online through a free download. People can donate if they want… I’m not conducting business. I’ll upload torrents for every schematic I work on to Port Share. I’ll even give them out to people I know on USB sticks.” He reaches into his pocket at this point and pulls out three USB data sticks. He tosses them one by one to his fellow guests, takes more out and throws them into the crowd. “I’ll just let it all flow along the torrent of the Internet. People will make of it what they will and I’ll watch and learn, and I’ll teach and grow, and I’ll print and lather, rinse and repeat.”
Rutherford doesn’t like this, he’s all, “Oh that’ll never work,” and like, “if you go open source it’ll bust overnight,” and he pulls out that tired, old, “You’ve got to copyright it so it can fulfill a noble vision, otherwise all that money… Gone...” He isn’t entirely uncompromising, though, and he throws in a half-compliment: “My R&D team could definitely learn a thing or two from you. I’d offer you a job, but—”
Tiedemann tries to finish his sentence: “—but your corporate intellectual property would be on Port Share after my first shift, if it isn’t already. Why don’t you open source your stuff?”
Rutherford has drawn him in, and he pecks. “Actually, I was going to say because you’re a presumptuous thief.” He sips at his water as Tiedemann blows a disbelieving raspberry (I had to use Google to find that word, what a weird word to describe ‘pfft’). “As for open sourcing ‘my stuff’, I would say: because for fifty billion dollars I could solve a global crisis. Money prints more infrastructure than any machine, it’s faster-moving than any network, it’s stronger than the most resilient carbon structure and louder than the entire Internet.”
What an asshole.
Ross interjects with her “Can’t we all just get along?” rhetoric—it’s a lie, she’s as cold-hearted and psychopathic as any politician—and Tiedemann shoots them both down.
“Screw that.” He’s leaning forward suddenly, resting his weight on his left arm, which is draped along his knees, his other hand grasping the armrest beside him as if he was a captain in the middle of a naval assault, operating such a colossal machine under such massive duress. “I think it’s all political-economic bullshit, it really is. I think it’s a nice naiveté that I3X wants to be neutral and inspiring, but everything we do is in part poked at by your politics and economics. Your American legalistic minions have been beating at my door for fifteen years representing the power-centre and now I don’t really know how to stop thinking of things like this or to speak of them with any other terms that don’t involve ‘fuck’ and ‘off’. I’m here with Americans from the power-centre and I shouldn’t be talking about anything else besides rage. The machine is completely corrupt and I don’t buy it at all.”
RAGE!
That’s what he taught me. If anything, it was rage. I was always angry; I got that from my parents. If not genetically, then in response to the parenting. But anger is just an uncontrolled impulse, a response to things. Rage is so much nobler. 
RAGE! 
I am rage! 
It’s all I’m good for. 
I am rage.
I’m looking at the clock floating in the middle of my room and I’m just noticing it’s, like, two am. GHOSTProtocols is pretending to be a cat and is walking diagonally from the corner of the wall toward the bed; it’s walking along moving arrows. Writing “38 wpm is exhaustion data, is always a bad health and two-hour anger, bad making for human, SELENA, yes-no?” in the air in blue transparent letters. Sigh…
She’s right. I’m tired. I just poked out the “YES” and GHOSTProtocols has insistently curled up six inches above the bed. Alignment issues… Have to work on that in the morning, haven’t had alignment issues in a while…
I’ll continue tomorrow. I guess the mind is in a constant state of lag, isn’t it? You’ve never truly felt the present until it hits you. When it does it drags you down into a whirlpool of fatigue. Are we always just trying to catch up from it? I’m out of breath these days. 
Fuck it. 
Goodnight.
https:\\www.I3X.com\archive\const\conference_19.avi (the good stuff starts at 1:55:16)
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There are 7 Comments on this post.
CorpAbandon31
Original Post 04/16/2027
I remember this old video. I built myself an Opensync off the files he gave out. I was excited at the time but it’s a shame the momentum didn’t go anywhere. I honestly still use it. Had to reprint parts over the years… But that’s what the backup is for. Hope the reflections work out for you. A kid needs rest.
RadRajRiver
Original Post 04/16/2027
Oh yeah I watched this when I was kid to lol it was cool, I was so excited. Had to download the torrent cause you couldn’t find it on YouTube. There are so many better printers now haha its funny to see this one. Sooooo clumsy took forever to make stuff just wanted to make my own computer, did eventually. I made new designs off it to go faster last year, that was the RadRajSync, you remember? Fifty thousand downloads on that remix. Even Emerson Brant downloaded it! He commented on it, he said so! Hah Good days then, everything now is about the wars, like, it sucks.
Kijhuata6768
Original Post 04/17/2027
Omg it was so good can’t wait to read more. Hope you feel better soon ☹ just gotta unlock your door hun, find the key that unlocks your door and run with it. Everything’s for the best <3
Reply by Chicanoporlavida
Original Post 04/18/2027
Fucking bleeding heart communist.
Chicanoporlavida
Original Post 04/18/2027
Fucking hackers and immigrants ruining our country go back to the states bitch gringo we don’t want your techy shit here don’t need it!
Reply by Kijhuata6768
Original Post 04/18/2027
No respect!
Chicanoporlavida
Original Post 06/21/2028
I’m sorry… I didn’t know you then. Thanks for everything…. you did for us. Throw power to the dogs!

















Reflections Part 2: Swordgurl 4 life
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 04/17/2027 @3:46am

Way too early to be up. I woke up, can’t get back to sleep… I was dreaming, running through hallways which were at once both mall halls and lockers and underground tunnels. The ceiling was round and bricked, the lighting was dim and the ground was primitive cobblestone. The shops, though, they were perfect squares resplendent with non-descript wares and uniform shelves, all the useless stuff melding together in shades of pink and blue, a smear of meaningless dreariness through the bleak cave halls. Though there are cave patrollers, they don’t give me a second look when I’m assaulted, then, by three armed combatants, heavily armoured. They hate me, I am an enemy. I gave them a hard fight before being run down. I died in this dream; I die often in dreams. And not ever similarly, but any which way. Any which way brings the death of me: a head wound, a shot to the heart, a stab to the neck.
I have had dreams like this since I was a child. The setting changes—once I recall running from naked people across a green field, maybe right after I watched an old Monty Python episode, though there was no cliff. Wasn’t so bad… I was ultimately trampled. Another time I remember being chased through a train. Then I did not die, but instead made it into a little medieval hut where I masterfully hid in a treasure chest. I could see their confusion from the keyhole as they looked around the empty room for me. But in the years to come, that “Bro_Anon” would introduce me to their AR Combat and Tactics training software, changing the way my dreams went.  
There were times in my dreams when I had the will to fight, but my limbs would never move in; I was sluggish and unsure of what to do. Or it was all very unrealistic. When I was running through the train I was fighting axe-armed barbarians with a spear. First my combat was sluggish, but they were dreams and it didn’t seem to matter. Now I’m confident, and even though I don’t always defeat my opponents, I never die afraid. It’s combat rage, I’ve discovered, and I’m always trying to hold onto that rage in my dreams, but there’s something pushing against me, something black, deeper. If I just keep it restrained it’ll all be fine. It’s when I let go and that bleak emotion takes me that everything starts going to hell, spiraling into fragments of emotion and memory like so much broken stained glass. I wake up frustrated and alone. 
As I was waking up I realized I should have told you why I was watching the I3X video in the first place. It was stupid not to start there. I was a six-year-old kid, after all… Shouldn’t I have been more into watching Ancient Keys, playing the latest Freemium game on my smart phone and being generally indoctrinated by social media and parasitic YouTube videos? I could say I was lucky, I didn’t even own a smartphone. And my dad, you know, he had a laptop and tablet and a desktop computer. But he hated them; he used them mostly for work, for watching the stocks, for keeping track of the news. He was always designing new files for industrial 3D printers, mostly to solve “corporate problems”. He didn’t want me on the Internet, it was only safe for adults, he said, and he wanted me to grow up “like a normal child”. So he always tried to keep his computers hidden away.
The thing is, like so many other people, he didn’t put much into figuring out who he hired to babysit me when he needed it—and he needed it often enough—and so the girl they got to look after me during my time in Boston was an absolute idiot. She mostly just played Hurl-a-Cat and texted back and forth with her friends. Those sparse times alone were when I had the tablet and the Internet to myself. He thought he was being clever, putting his tablet too high for me to reach it, but I always found a way of moving chairs around. I was so proud that I read and taught myself to remember his password in my five-year old memory. I even remember it after all these years: 1B46AF83~. 
The first couple of times I got to use the tablet were just learning exercises. I poked around, pressed things. Read things. Formed passive connections between what was on the screen and how I had to navigate around. It was around the third time that I really started to get the hang of the Internet, and while using a search engine to browse websites related to Ancient Keys (okay, I was actually obsessed with that TV show at five) I found a funny little ad. It said, “learn how to print whatever you want, yourself, free!.” I had become pretty adept at spotting bunk ads (so common before the SEO bubble burst) but what I saw in the little picture that went with the ad spoke to me. It was a key from Ancient Keys, halfway made by what I’d later learn was a material extruder. I clicked the link, found the I3X conference, and waited patiently as two speakers rambled on about nothing I understood very clearly.
Then came the bit I wrote about in my first post.
Now at this point I remember pausing the livestream and checking something out. Rutherford had mentioned the Port Share network, which I had not heard of, and so I went to it. I kind of understood that Tiedemann had invented the printer that could make anything I wanted, and I liked that, so I thought maybe his website would explain more and fill in the gaps my young mind couldn’t quite work through. Rutherford had called it immature—a word my mother often flung at me even as young as five—and so maybe I empathized with him then. We both had similar immaturities, I suppose.
Port Share seemed to be another search engine to my young eyes. There were selection boxes under the search engine and one said “video”, so I clicked it. I figured that would make the search engine take me to videos, though I knew that search engines only took me where I told them to take me. Of course, instead, it listed a bunch of torrent links through which files could be shared, and so I thought to search for Ancient Keys episodes, but only returned a list of torrents. I had no idea what they were. I thought it’d be like Vidflow, the TV-streaming app my dad would use to watch old reruns and shows I realized were becoming more and more just war propaganda. Excited that I might watch one on the tablet in my bedroom, I instead clicked on a link claiming to be episode number one. I saw a picture of my favorite character on the download page and so I thought I must be in the right place, but a lot of what was written was boring and dense. Among those other things I saw a “download” button and thought it meant that it would put the show on my tablet. That’s how downloading worked, right? 
What I downloaded was a small .torrent file which said it was my show but did nothing when I tried to open it, of course. The nub I was. The tablet said it didn’t recognize the file at all. I wanted to tell it that I recognized it; right there it said “E1.Protect the Key Holder”, but I knew the tablet couldn’t hear me or understand. It was just a machine; it didn’t think. It just did what I told it to do, or didn’t.
But for the first time in all my short time on the tablet a file didn’t do what I wanted it to do when I clicked on it. Beset with the desire to find out why, I swiped furiously down the page from which I received the downloaded file. I searched for clues. I saw that people had commented below and proceeded to read the comments. Someone calling themselves GreatGreek6s wrote, “Great upload, audio ten out of ten, video ten out of ten, show three out of ten. Shitty story, shitty characters. Seen it all before, fuck all y’all” while FedrixDestroyer had posted, “Kids show is lame kids show but good upload, thanks uploader”.
Other comments fell in short around these, though the meaning was always differently expressed and written with more or less detail, or the commenter went onto tangent topics at length without obvious purpose or meaning. People talked in those tangents of how they knew the power-centre was dumbing down the population so that the banker-Zionists could spread their evil agenda, about the fascist capitalists trying to eat the poor to feed the rich, about the coming of gods, about the coming of storms, about the coming of wars. People wrote about how the inter-dimensional aliens and the ten-thousand-year-old brotherhoods were building an evil one-world government so all could live as slaves. About how AI was going to kill the Internet, about how angry Allah and Christ were and how I could be saved forever if I was really nice to them. On a holy gig, stick I’m sure… All the typical online conspiracy-theory bullshit designed to keep the dissidents divided, to discredit cynics and keep the heroin flowing. Shit about the scapegoat of the day and crap about which group some poor fool was used to damn. People wrote about how good the torrent was and how bad the show was. And all I could think was about how wrong everyone was about the show.
Ancient Keys was great. Or so it seemed to me as a kid.
I liked the Chinese swordsman who was the main character of the westernized anime. He was charged by the Old Gods to protect the Key into the Universal Spiral. The main plot point was that the Key into the Universal Spiral was an ancient spiritual energy trapped within a new vessel every cycle. Being the Key into the Universal Cycle, it had been sought after for all time by dark powers. So whenever the Key repeated its great cycle of rebirth and entered the world in the form of some plant—a rose, a tree, etc—it chose a guardian, someone who could learn the Code of the Universe and help them tame the ancient powers of Jade Summoning, to store the Key within and protect it by drawing out those whose untapped potential needed the conduit of the hero to channel it. This time it was especially challenging because the Key resided within the garden of the Swordsman’s estranged son. Ayatoka had to reconnect with the rebellious teen child who hated him, and teach him to cooperate with him so their magic skills could become synchronous in defeating the Dark Lords of Ul’Ataal. 
They were partnered with a couple of goofy sidekicks and a cute flying dog, and I liked those funny characters. Together they tried hard to realize their dreams of peace for all by mastering family values together and by fighting using their power, even though all the evil demons wanted to kill them and take the Key’s great power for themselves. At the end of the day, it wasn’t theirs, though—the universe had given this power to the family specifically because they deserved it and the clambering demons were always wrong. The key had a deeper purpose: to unlock the magical power of people who had forgotten their heritage but who had a special destiny to wield their natural power and do great things. The demon’s only powers came from sucking the magic out of such people, and so the key itself was a special power that they coveted above all else.
At that time I was honestly more focused on how the swordsman used his power. He had really cool attacks and special moves and the mystical swords he forged with his magic power were all very flashy and entertaining. I enjoyed the hard-to-use fire sword which took him episodes to master, and the satisfying way he shouted “Khatau!” when he masterfully struck out with it.
There came an idea unbidden: if other people can post comments, I can post comments. I’d tell them all how good the show was and why and they would understand. I found a button which said ‘comment’ and I tapped it cleverly. The keyboard did not appear as I expected. All that happened was it told me I couldn’t comment unless I logged in. I knew all the apps on my tablet were automatically logged into my father’s account, although I didn’t know much else about accounts, so why this one didn’t automatically use my daddy’s account confused me. Fortunately the site said, “click here to sign up” after the login prompt, so I did. A list of little text boxes came up asking for my new account’s information. First it asked for a username. I didn’t know much about usernames, although I figured that ‘GreatGreek6s’ wasn’t the real name of the person who posted the first comment I read. If a username was a fake name then I could choose anything I liked. I liked ‘Khatau’ but it seemed so masculine. I changed some of the letters and called myself Kiatua, adding the ‘ya’ and ‘wa’ while subtracting the “hah” and ‘oww’ to give it a flow which I identified as female.  The username was taken, so I tried adding things to it. “Kaitua” was taken. “Kiiatua” was taken. “KiatuaSwordGirl” was not.
The next box asked for a password. I didn’t know what a password was and again consulted my favourite search engine. It told me that only the person who knew the password to an account could use the account. So I chose ‘Teebone’ for the password, pretty confident no one outside my friends and family knew the name of my dog T-bone (I did actually spell it with two “e”’s back then). When prompted for an e-mail address I again consulted the search engine and was given an explanation on what an e-mail was and how to get one. The e-mail program asked me if I was over thirteen and I lied ‘yes’. I filled in “KiatuaSwordGirl@mimail.com”.
Under “About Me” I wrote that I liked the television show Ancient Keys, and that ‘the Khatau was the best move there was’.
It’s fun looking through these records. It wasn’t hard to find, even though Port Share has been dead for years now. I found a dump of the site’s content on RaincloudxX . You can’t stop the information exchange; taking down the nodes only forces the community to adapt. It’s your basic fucking information arms race. Now the nodes are decentralized, and aware of the tactics of the power-centre. Like a stone dropping into a pond, the waves bend around the weight and fill the curves around it until the stone is merely sinking, having only really broken a small surface area of the water.
When I returned to the page signed in as KiatuaSwordGirl I clicked “comment” and was rewarded with a text box. I succinctly explained why the show was of the highest quality entertainment in the manner which only a six-year-old could muster. Yasmin Auri was funny and the Khatau was cool. When he fought the Dark Brigade army of formless clones the conflict was tense and Demon King Chiargo was scary. When Demetrius died it was sad, but when he came back to life redeemed by the power it made me really happy. Riyu and her little dog TyaYu were funny and cute together. 
I was excited, my attention was unhinged and it came to me unbidden by reason, but instead, recent experience: Mr. Rutherford had called the Port Share mission statement immature! I thought subconsciously about this while staring at the main page for a while. I noticed a group of eighteen links at the bottom of the screen as if they were never there and had jumped out at me from hiding and right into my eyes. The one which jumped at me first—which is surrounded by links I knew nothing about like ‘physibles’ and ‘Port Promotion’—was called “About the Port Share Network”. I tapped it and found another long list of links which included instructionals like “how to download torrents” and “Policy Statement”.
I immediately followed the first link and read it at length, learning the basics about torrent files. I really wanted my show and cared more about that more than the mission statement. I learned that my problem was the file which I had downloaded wasn’t my show at all—it was the gateway to the show! I learned how to use the program ‘BlitzTorrent’ to connect to peers and download the file from them. In my child’s mind I imagined the file was just a gateway to a thousand other faraway places filled with wetlands and forests, glades and rainbows and strange creatures, where the files I needed really were, blooming among fan-like spinning blossoms and electronic deer, and I needed to use a program which opened the gateway, held the door open and let the files fly through. So I followed the instructions listed and installed BlitzTorrent as instructed. When I finally used the program to open the torrent file I even imagined, in my mind’s eye, a tiny gateway somewhere in the computer opening. From far, far away, this character and that moment from the TV show would come to sit down somewhere inside the tablet and wait for me to tell them to dance. I followed the instructions, opened the torrent and began downloading the first episode of my favourite show. 
Remembering that Rutherford thought Tiedmann’s magic website’s mission statement was immature, I thought again to visit the Policy Statement link, now that my file was finally downloading. In case you never read it, this was it:
"The Port Share network is the world’s largest network of data-transfer hub-based protocols providing an accurate selection of online content and fast file transfers for all.
“This is an open-source system which can be accessed, contributed to, mimicked, or withdrawn from by any individual. We have a policy only regarding Intended Use: this service may not be put to purposefully malicious, manipulative or otherwise fraudulent purposes including and especially media depicting the harm of children. In addition, all uploaded files must be accurately labeled. If you are not sure that your intended use falls within our policy of Intended Use, please contact our legal department for permission to use our system.
“The primary information we provide is not the information sought by users. The material that the user is downloading can be found on computers and systems around the world. Any displayed files have been purposefully created by an independent individual to reflect the data that can be found on their hard drive, and the data that you download is therefore found on the hard drives of millions of computers around the world. Our only contribution is a tracker protocol which finds the files and connects the file to the program in which the tracker is opened. The tracker is the only data that we store or share, and the tracker follows the coded address to the computer, its port and its data.
“Since we do not directly distribute any copyrighted data nor have any control over the data being transferred through this system, we cannot be considered to be breaking copyright laws. We will exercise our basic reasonable right to treat all legalistic lobby trolling with contempt and ridicule. Any party using this service agrees to use no part of the service or program to track the activity of our users. Any data transferred for commercial purpose will be subject to a charge of £3735 per megabyte transferred. 
“There is only one method of protective support that we offer to those seeking monitored content: the deletion of malicious, deliberately false, viral, or dual-purpose torrents, such as those that may have been uploaded with the direct intent of monitoring torrent activity. Otherwise, we do not monitor our torrent activity for any standard of content. Since our users are reflective of the diverse global spectrum, our content can vary far from family-friendly content into extremely offensive or explicit content. Thus, it falls to the user to be alert and to use reasonable caution when downloading.
“Know what you are downloading. Follow the instructions. Download correctly. Download rationally.”
This seemed reasonable enough to my sensibilities; hell, it still does. What I didn’t understand in the policy I searched for ’till I’d felt I got it. 
Content that everything was downloading the way I desired, I continued to watch the I3X stream, now twenty minutes behind the rest of the world.
_____________________________________________________________________________________
You have to be logged in to comment on this post.
There are 3 Comments on this post.
 Kijhuata6768
Original Post 04/17/2027
I’m sorry you had such a bad dream, like, sleep well. You sound like u were such a cute kid! Sleep well!!
Kijhuata6768
Original Post 04/19/2027
Geez did you see the ingrate dick and his comment on your last post? 
Reply by xxSwordgurlxx
Original Post 04/20/2027
Shitbags be shitbags. Fuck ’em. 
Redeyezzz420
Original Post 04/27/2027
lolwut u not redeyez 4 cryinhaha nub wez are starin til our eyes cry blood!







This Week in The News
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 04/20/2027 @4:03 pm

It’s been a crazy few days for sure, and so I figure, fuck it, I’ve got to comment on everything that’s going on in the world right now. 
Just a few days ago, Radiant Dawn assaulted by way of some protest a bunch of civilians in the USA, in Toronto, Ontario in particular. The previous Canadian bid for multiculturalism was assimilating poorly into an American legal format and cultural flow into the north was only making it worse. The newly-formed American police up there were unions made of officers donated from each original state, synthesized with those compliant cops able to adjust to the new order, but it wasn’t able to strike up the same level of cultural dependency in these areas. Radiant Dawn, with seats in the Senate and a candidate running for presidency, sent its uniformity missionaries into towns to convert all the non-believers. But with power and the belief one is naturally superior came something of a hideous secret police unwilling to let former Canadians challenge the shittier American status quo.
It seems as though they’ve done their most bold thing to date, though, and they assaulted in their dozens a mass open market in the city downtown square. This, the dozenth of such an event this year, was taken apart by rows of masked men wielding tall bamboo sticks and crowbars. Forming lines, they just batted people away with violent force and tore apart structures, broke property. This post-Christian fallout, extreme-right reactionary group was known to do strong-arm work clandestinely to those post-Trump pseudo-spiritual Pagans, often going online to blah-blah-blah freedom of speech, safety from violence and community values, while secretly and covertly destroying or killing any movement that didn’t actively supply power to the aristocrats. Who in turn funded the mob action in the first place and, as far as I could tell, literally paid for the beliefs and their expressions. Funny how that works… Some people’s thoughts are formed only in exchange for benefits. I wonder, if there were no benefits, would they have no thoughts?
Augmented reality still hasn’t completely taken off publicly. There is a lot of independent use, especially by people like me, but most people find it disorienting, distracting, or downright annoying. Just a gimmick or another layer of noise just distracting them from the natural world. Whereas there is a constantly-growing movement of people like me who make living in AR more native than IRL.
Yeah, and if it couldn’t get worse, martial law has been called in Great Britain—for no apparent reason, they say—and lands owned by the Scientologists are going quiet in Argentina and other areas of the deep south that were bought out the past couple of years. Fucking Scientologists...They don’t have to worry too much about the authority, though; protest rates are higher than ever. Emergent technologies have made some things cheap and abundant. Yet wealth itself is something which is hard to come by. Easier to receive than to earn when so much is being done by the cheap AIs that American con artists are telling us are conscious. The younger hacker generation is a bigger thorn in the asses of power than were their parents, at least. Many just don’t give a fuck! They just move shit around and take shit apart. Some care to make things better. I’d say there are several veins of culture, and one of them is just like, “fuck shit up and laugh”. And their biggest war is over a holographic city. 
The other day a major stockholder in Samsung took a hit and the ownership of his part in the corporation or something was assailed digitally and, like, translated on an assembly-code level to sell out to other accounts. So then the stocks were insta-liquidated—these days people have autonomous stock-option bots eating and trading in stock options according to algorithmic mechanisms—into some Red Eye guys’ account. Shit-coins were quick-sold for the value, which sold at absurdly high rates, and were then in turn sold fast for ETH. The shit-coins then plummeted in value! $35 million in the end, the fucker deposited it all through crowd funding equally split between all active projects. Too fast to be reimbursed, all to last-day projects, the guy got the cash, and yeah, you could just be like, “well we’re re-associating stock ownership”, but the money was taken. Like, what the fuck!? Boom and bust the CEO’s account. The shell-company died overnight! Peacock Inc. I think. One of those proprietary open-source corporations that exist just for corporate espionage purposes but doesn’t actually do anything, you know?
Get pwnt.
Google’s dead; it seemed impossible. But three main centers were stormed by mass protests. Mendacin-style, but real mobs. No one was hurt, and though thirty-five people were arrested in total, data was captured and leaked online every time. Now Google has nothing proprietary and so investors started going elsewhere, and almost overnight… It was gone. Terabytes of private research data, proprietary code, and academic scripture, enough to keep the Open Source nerds like me fed for years. It flooded the Internet, money began to circulate in weird ways, and everyone was having a hard time holding onto their wealth.
This is when many of the companies started to jump ship and bail. Corporations tumbled and fell, but others rose in the ashes. Mendacin, Kraft and HP were bought by Apple, which combined under the joint ownership of SCIFT; they in-turn forged the corporate MiStore, a response to open-source movements trying to liberate themselves from market pressures and corporate control. From Rutherford’s little industrial printing business into conglomeration. They never officially announced it, and of course lied, but they stated that they were responding to a market need for corporate open-source technology, when in fact they were co-opting the memes of people who weren’t playing ball with the corporates and their government collusion. I hear that’s even why Samsung rebranded Plume into Opensync, to subvert the name of the printer from a liberating meme to something that fed corporate brand requirements. Open source is only useful if it can be trademarked to protect the powerful from the plebs, remember… 
Zealous competition in the 3D-printer market has ensured a sixty percent saturation rate of the Continental Nation of the United States of North America, which spans coast-to-coast and from Equator to North-Pole. That means that ninety percent of Americans get goods of one type or another from a less-than-industrial scale 3D-Printer at least ten times a year. SCIFT has control of the genetic printing industry; it has built a monopoly upon vast GMO farming and synthetic meat laboratories. Producing cheap, tasty and surprisingly healthy food has been the goal. But what we’ve lost is so much more. 
In 2027, our genetic identities have begun to be traded by way of stolen government records from the Gene Bank craze of 2026, and the corporates now have access to almost seventy-five percent of all Americans’ genetic code, by will of the gods SCIFT, too. Even just two weeks ago, that whistleblower dumped all those Mendacin HQ e-mails, demonstrating that they were actively decoding and experimenting on “patterns emergent in gene propagation by regional and social informatics”. Links between personality traits and gene traits and region, cross-correlated to information exposure on social media, are being discovered. Such that the letters indicate that they may begin trying to indirectly gene-edit the population towards profit and power drives merely by controlling the flow of social memes on the Internet. Advertising will have a field day when they can buy that information… And what’s funny is that’s exactly what we were being sold Mendacin was doing back in 2024 and 2025, when I and others were being radicalized into weapons, into warriors. 
_____________________________________________________________________________________
You have to be logged in to comment on this post.
There are 6 Comments on this post.
Comment by SoSocrates
Original Post 04/20/2027
The 2020s are the strangest time I have ever known. I get what you’re saying about being against conspiracy theories in the last post and it makes sense. But remember Liberalism itself was founded on conspiracy theories about the Catholic church. You’re probably right that a lot of conspiracy theories are just obfuscation tactics being used to discredit the very idea of doubting the power-centre. Because if you believe in corruption you must also believe in time-travelling lizard people from Mars. But here’s something funny for you to consider. Around the same time America was fleeing from Afghanistan, and the Taliban started burning down the poppy fields there, crushing ninety percent of the world’s opium supplies, the nation Myanmar on the western border of China erupted into civil war as their Prime Minster was thrown in jail on spurious corruption charges. New government forces rose to fight the military-backed coup that disrupted the trade of energy into China. But worse, almost as quickly as the poppy fields burned in Afghanistan, a new poppy plantation market sprung to being there. Almost like knowing that they were going to lose a criminal asset in Afghanistan, work was done to revive it in Myanmar. That’s big-power play stuff. It requires powerful players to make it happen. Military players. Neither the Russians nor the Americans when they had Afghanistan were interested in crushing the poppy fields. Before the Opium Wars against China, the East Indian Trading Company had written, “were it we could wish away the demon of opium addiction we would, but alas, alas!” With fake tears, and through those deceitful words, they still maintained a strong hold on profiteering by way of pushing such drugs around. Do you really think future industry elites were so much purer? Former Communist forces also ended up capitalizing on opium sales like the PKK, and when FUPCEG went to go fight the cartels with their American-financed leadership in Mexico, they ended up having to take poppy fields to fund their fight, so they say, “but at least we’re selling the opium at a market-driven price instead of using manipulative price-gouging!” Imperialism, capitalism, communism, fascism. They’ve all wanted to control opium in order to achieve their lofty goals.  So much work from 2021-2023 went into legitimizing and normalizing the use of heroin; I’d even heard it said that being against the heroin trade was racist. Sounds like a convenient spin to normalize enslavement by addiction.
Comment by TankersOntheRoad
Original Post 04/19/2027
Capitalism has done more to uplift the poor and build robust communities, I really don’t believe anyone should be against corporations. This kind of bleeding-heart communism just ends up causing events like the Great Famine of China in the sixties. Do your own research on the Great Leap Forward.
 Reply by  Rekks
Original Post 04/19/2027
I thought USA embargoing food trade to China led to the famine? Within two years, isn’t that when the famine happened? I think I read that the cost of bushels of wheat then and compared them to what was being traded to Latin America, it was, what, enough to exceed the food needs of everyone who died?
Reply by  TankersontheRoad
Original Post 04/19/2027
Bleeding-heart commie lies and propaganda. You’ve been bamboozled by the free-speech-hating left! Reply by  Rekks
Original Post 04/19/2027
I mean… I did the math myself… Looking at data from the time period!
Reply by  TankersontheRoad
Original Post 04/19/2027
CAPITALISM NEVER CAUSED A FAMINE PERIOD!
Reply by  Rekks
Original Post 04/20/2027
Hah. Fucker blocked me.





















Reflections Part 3: The Crane, the Snake, the Cliff and the Clever
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 04/20/2027 @4:20 pm

The scientist isn’t comfortable talking about corruption in politics. 
“Well, I think we should talk about this printer...” she starts, trying to veer the focus from Tiedemann’s sudden abrasiveness, and failing. 
Tiedemann interrupts; his voice is stochastically rhythmic and as harsh in tone as rubbing graphite slates.
“I’m not going to be talked over just because you hate to hear what I’m going to say, just because the event coordinators want to dodge politics and stay “on-topic” or “on-brand” or whatever bullshit. I’m going to say what I’m going to say.”
“What are you going to say, Mr. Murray,” Rutherford snorts then, “are you going to complain that you don’t know how to maximize your idea and that everyone is stealing the well-deserved limelight from you with their evil economics and companies? You know, I’m working on a nano-composite large-scale fabricator. It’s got sixty-five million dollars invested into it by three waves of independent investments from dozens of financiers. I’ll be able to produce complex objects on any scale designed using compressed and nano-meter-thin materials, each layer with a different material with a different purpose. Seven-year development time, tops. Rollout to full production by 2025. The conductive and kinetic potential is incredible! 3D circuits? No problem. I have buyers in dozens of states and provinces planning to produce hundreds of new products in their millions of units. I’m producing real value on a massive scale. Where’s the politics in my proprietary machinery?”
“Fuck your proprietary machinery.” Murray makes a small throwing gesture at Rutherford. “That’s all just big talk for investor interests. I’ve seen those leaked videos of your nano-printers printing some sloppy mess of molten carbon goo, which destroyed the trial model and almost fucked up—”
This pisses Rutherford off. “Anyone viewing those leaked videos is breaking the law—”
Tiedemann leans forward, drawing a piece of paper from his vest. It’s a map, right, a map. I didn’t really get this at the time, I think… But he used to say this all the time. 
“I live in Sweden, which isn’t a state in America. See?” He has the United States circled in red and Sweden in black and the names of the countries poorly written in bold letters. “You can plainly see that I’m not governed by your law, just so you know. And I never watched those videos when in fascist America, so, you know.” He shrugs. “I never broke your laws. Because they’re not my laws.”
“I—” Rutherford begins to respond, but Tiedemann interrupts him, louder now. “Just open-source it!”
“Open-source? What? My multi-million nanofab?”
“Yeah, just open source it.” 
“All my rivals, all my competition, all my plans—” Rutherford pushes.
“C’mon, open-source it and design something new. You think your uninterested research team can do better fueled by money?” Murray leans back and rests both his arms on the chair. “‘You get what you pay for’ only works if you oppress cheap or free into impossible. Listen, it’s going to happen eventually, anyway. Information wants to be free and there are good people out there these days making sure it’s free. All your ideas, new and shiny and sixty-million-dollars big, become old and common. By then the open source community has figured it out, resolved some problems; everyone can build their own while we’re all off looking for the next thing to make. Information scarcity is artificial. We find what’s on the Internet and we master it and we move forward from that point. We make it cheap and abundant by perpetuating the files online. You want controlled growth planted underneath your feet all because you like the feel of it between your toes; it doesn’t matter to you if it leaves everyone stuck treading sand.”
“You’re stealing peoples’ ideas!” Rutherford laughs. “Nothing out there you’re making is new. You’re a leech! That’s an Acer tablet, which you didn’t pay for and tweaked and handed out online. You’re stealing. You’re ripping people off and it’s wrong.”
“This machine is a repetition of objective patterns, augmented to suit my needs.” Tiedemann counters, “I observed those patterns with reverse engineering and used my creative intelligence to modify the pattern to suit my needs and budget. Anyone out there could if they had the time to educate themselves. Of course, time-poverty is a problem these days, and most families have to put their all into working, neglecting self-development and leaving the state to teach their children to do no better. More artificial scarcity. Keep everyone too busy to participate so you can keep lying with the ‘ideas are cheap, people who can act on it should get all the reward’. Well so long as people don’t have the time, money, or relationships to get into the market proper you can keep siloing upon yourself for yourself… And as if your corporations don’t use information brokers to steal ideas from common folk anyways, right?“
Rutherford almost shouts, “Lies and slander—” and is cut off again. Tiedemann doesn’t take shit.
“All the information needed to understand almost anything on a fundamental level is there just waiting to be found by anyone with the right brain, practically packed right into the singularity at the beginning of the universe, a few hours of spare time and moments of desperation enough to stop wasting time binge-watching away from reach for most people. There’s nothing stopping them from self-sufficiency except the system.”
“Well, if politics is on the table,” Ross cuts in again, “I may have a thing or two to say. Mr. Murray, you’re a pirate. You’re almost single-handedly responsible for nearly crashing the entertainment industry.” Tiedemann snorts at this. “it’s true! The music industry is in ruins because you and a number of other people made theft easy. All that music you share—” she emphasizes ‘share’ sarcastically “—didn’t just come out of thin air. It’s not like the schematics to a Microsoft tablet appear out of thin air, either. The people who deliver the output require a proportionate input, and the only way to establish that input is to negotiate it in contracts, and the only way to keep those contracts fair is through objective economic analysis and appropriate civilian oversight. You break contracts and disregard the whole process of fair development. You break lives and inflict harm on the invisible and defenceless. If it weren’t for courageous people of law and industry founding the digital streaming market, culture would have broken apart and vanished, not for good but for ill.”
“There’s a problem with your logic,” Murray responds. “I didn’t make anything easier. Sharing was already easy; it’s basic nature, I just figured out how to make it easier. But hell, in the eighties, heavy metal musicians spread their music on self-recorded demo-tapes and mailed them off into a massive network of people sharing and copying tapes! This very phenomenon led to the rise of millionaire bands, and that was without any Internet. The same people ended up crying when their songs got shared around on Napster. Sharing is how culture survives and propagates, and all the system does for culture is forces it into its political pipelines. It’s all about keeping some people down and some people up, as is preferred by some powerful people. The new streaming stuff does the same thing, just ends up keeping a few people near the center. Today, people need knowledge and culture to make sense of the bullshit going on more than ever. And the freer the knowledge and culture, the more the poor can compete in ideas and art with the rich. But streaming services just restrict the best enculturation and education towards the rich and keep the poor having to spend a lot more time having a diverse experience of information. So it’s easier for them to be controlled and out-witted, and the stuff they can afford is easier to use to sell propaganda you think best geared towards their social classes. Frankly, just so their cultures are more helpful for you. I’m telling you: if file-sharing wasn’t going to be delivered by me then someone else would have built a site like mine. You just feel lucky I’ve got standards. If you take me away, someone else will make something like what I made. It’s basic nature. If they build it on the bones of what I made that someone will make it better. And then someone new will improve upon both services by making one that is even better. Because that’s what information wants. To be free. Free through us.”
“Well, maybe you’re right,” Ross replies. “And maybe they would be Americans. And maybe, just maybe, they would shortly find themselves in jail. Their servers just might be confiscated. Their criminal activity may just be deterred here in America. And then all those jobs we’ve lost to satisfy your vain need for speed will be recovered.”
“How is sharing what I have wrong?” Murray asks. “What we have and know and believe determines what we can do. If the power always has more information it can always do more, and out-maneuver the poor. They deserve to be free with as much knowledge and enculturation as they want. Free to decide who they are! I just want to increase what everyone can do and think. You’re saying that there’s a massive self-replicating resource out there, which I cannot mine because I haven’t aligned my superior mining technology with your outdated production method!”
Rutherford re-enters the conversation. “You see, if I make a thing, I own the thing. If I own a coal mine and harvest coal from underneath the earth with my machines and my employees, I can sell my coal. No, you can’t just take it. You can’t just give it away. I need money to keep mining. So if you want what I’ve got you have to convince me by negotiation. Why? Because anything less is theft. Theft is illegal. You want to take my stuff, my livelihood, and my ideas without my permission? You want to distribute my product without accepting my terms for remuneration? Then you want to be a criminal.”
“That makes sense when your stuff is a sixty-five-million-dollar 3D printer,” Tiedemann replies. “But the schematic behind it, and all the stuff the music industry deals, in are lines of computer code—”
“Music—hours of recording, millions of dollars worth in equipment, hundreds of producers and artists!” Rutherford exclaims, moving to the edge of his seat.
“Yeah, waste of time and effort considering the crap big labels put out,” Murray replies.
“Your judgement, your prejudice, is completely subjective,” Rutherford replies with a chopping motions to emphasize ‘judgement’, ‘prejudice’, and ‘subjective’.
“Maybe you own the coal but not the concept of coal.” Tiedemann lifts up his hand to hold the thought and drinks heartily from his cup, slurping noisily over the PA. “There’s a problem with your coal metaphor. Coal exists, and once used, doesn’t exist. Once you sell it you don’t have it and you must use your received input to produce more output. You need an excess to keep mining. If I have a file and I put up a torrent for it and it’s downloaded, I’ll still have the file exactly as it was. Every individual song, piece of software, or schematic is less an individual piece of coal and more like all the coal, the idea of coal. If I have a file, I have a mountain from which I can mine. You’re not saying that the only people who can have your coal are the people who buy it. You’re saying the only people who can mine for coal from any mountain are the people who can buy the rights of mining from you, the owner of the idea of coal. You want a patent on coal, like Mendacin’s ‘patented genes’. Owning not just living things but the information that makes them up. Dangerous precedent… I let people harvest from my mountain freely because I know my output will produce wild, unpredictable growth that’ll return to me in the long run. Besides, I’ll have just as much coal as ever left for myself in the end, regardless of whether I mined it from my mind or someone else’s computer. You’re just worried you won’t get paid, and fair enough. But that’s why your system is stuck in a primitive mode of thought, you think you need to get paid for every ‘unit sold’ and then construct artificial units with artificial costs. We should pay you for the work of creating the information and sustain that work. People can pay you extra if they love what you do, amplifying your ability. But pay everyone who does creative work, and just try and chart the impact of their creations over time to justify paying them more or less.”
“Murray,” the senator pleads, “I know you feel like what you’re doing is noble, but you’re actually ruining lives. You don’t see the deeper thought in this. There are more important realities, more important pursuits than making frivolous music, playing games, or writing computer language. Sure these files are sustainably replicated, but not economically; they’re still the result of hundreds of thousands of jobs and hours moving along in those industries. So you say—try communism, which has never worked.” 
Tiedemann snorts at this, she doesn’t break her stride.  “These are real people with families, homes, friends, lives, property and plans. They move forward because the industry exists as it exists. When these industries didn’t exist we were slaves working for peanuts under monarchies that hoarded all the wealth and forced work without contract. It took vicious bloodshed to liberate ourselves from that tyranny just so people could have the freedom to write up these contracts that you feel bind you from your freedom. Now thanks to your tyranny, thousands of these jobs have been lost and not replaced. These aren’t statistics. These are thousands of families ruined—children who may go hungry and may live in suffering. The industry moves to support continued life and lives and health and freedom.”
Tiedemann laughs mockingly. “Yeah, you’re right, all those poor rich people’s lives are ruined because poor people don’t give them more. The problem isn’t that people who download files don’t have to pay, they’ll pay for the art they love. That’s what love does, it compels you to support those you love. No, I don’t give a fuck about communism, actually; what a stupid fallacy, really. What you really want is to be able to say who gets to write what and promote it, so that people you don’t like have to try ten times harder to say what you don’t want others to hear. You want to keep the lot of people brainwashed and under-educated so that they can man the factories until you automate them and replace them with robots that don’t fight back. That’s not free enterprise. Just because a person can’t pay for each unit doesn’t mean they shouldn’t have access, and you don’t have to have all the files stuck in a proprietary database just to track views and pair them to pay into the business, that’s just stupid. People should have complete access to everything no matter how rich they are, and then we should just hate it when people who have more aren’t paying into the pool. Don’t tell me you’re trying to protect the worker when you just really want a hand on the narrative; you power gamers are all the same. Just because something isn’t popular doesn’t mean it shouldn’t get made and just because everyone’s watching doesn’t mean they should get all the money; culture could be so much more diverse and natural if we were just making sure everyone creating anything enough to keep creating, and let getting more be about caring enough to buy hard copies and collector’s editions. Just because someone’s poor doesn’t mean they shouldn’t be able to watch or hear something. Just because some sappy pop artist is popular due to a few songwriters and producers doesn’t mean the music’s any fucking good.”
“Murray, Murray, you’ve got it all wrong,” Rutherford replies. “I know you think that it’s all just crap, but you’ve got no right to judge. Corporations only produce what will sell. We don’t force products on people for propaganda. People buy pop artists. I don’t listen to it either, but who are you to judge what the people do after forty to sixty hours of their week is spent working for it?”
“I’m a rational fucking Swede, that’s who,” Tiedemann bites. “If everybody was a heroin addict, a heroin-focused economy would still be wrong. Despite all those millions or billions working for it, wanting it, begging for it, producing it and using it. At the end of the day you’ll encourage selling simple and cheap shit because it doesn’t cost much to make and makes millions, and lets you push the messages that help you and yours keep power. It’s, ah, fucking stupid, actually.”
“That’s different, that’s cold misdirection,” Rutherford strikes back. “A drug addiction is physical. It overtakes a person’s ability to make decisions by creating dependency in the brain. A person who is an addict doesn’t really know what they want. When not addicted, a person is a free agent of choice and they can make whatever mutually-consenting choices they want. Mutually consenting: that’s freedom.”
“I used to work in the music industry.” Tiedemann precedes his riposte with a feint. “I had a band and we had a sound. I liked that sound for a while. But there were mounds of laws tying us to our label and to our sound. If we wanted to do something different we couldn’t. We had to make what they thought would sell. We had to create what was defined in our contract. The money that funded our music came from the label after all, so we had to go along with it. It’s not mutual if both parties aren’t equal in power, and money becomes easy leverage, law more so. We were funded and we had to make a dime off our tours and records and pay them back with interest. The back and forth between all of us and our empty responsibilities was frankly exhausting. Did more to drive us apart than anything. What people got used to hearing is what they wanted and they hated us because they were used to hearing it. I think it’s probably not as simple as that; I won’t pretend to know anything about the brain but I don’t think it was as simple as them just liking what they like and that’s that. I don’t think they knew what they wanted. I think they had just become loops. It was just an impulsive drive, and they had no control because they were always told that their state is ‘them’ and they should not change. They wanted to repeat their past experiences. It was easier. They all became loops and I was forced to be a loop too ’cause of it. And so when we tried to change our sound the label kept pressuring us and they were feeding news to the people about how shitty the new sound was—it wasn’t, by the way, it was objectively good shit. We should have been able to keep making that stuff and eventually we’d have a new fan base and an old one, and that’d be fine, but instead because of in-fighting I ended up fucking quitting.”
“Well, I don’t really care about your anecdote,” Rutherford grunted, pouting and crossing his arms while looking away.
 Ross presses back into the dialogue. “Nobody is forcing you to do anything.”
“I actually get what he’s saying,” Mei-lien says. “I have studied neuroscience casually. I think what he’s observing is the theory of neural economy as proposed last year in the journal Neurobiology by Doctor Hoswell. The brain responds to sensory stimulus, electrons travelling along synaptic bridges connecting neurons with each other. Repeating an experience increases the number of synapses connecting these neurons. Electrons carry neurotransmitters along the synapses during an experience, and the neuron interprets it when it receives it and releases neurotransmitters, building up to more complex stimulation. Over years a repeated experience builds a system of synapses with the ability to move a lot of information along its network quickly and thus produces more powerful chemical responses with less stimulation. But a new experience within the same sphere of stimulation has to compete against the old synaptic structure. This new experience will produce a less potent chemical response, so not only is processing something new harder, but as the person gets older, it’s even harder for new experiences to provide as much pleasure as old, familiar ones. You have less enjoyment for the same amount of stimulation due to the thinner, less conductive synapses. It would take lots of time and repetition for the newly-developing synaptic network to compete against the preceding one. The old structure has control over the economy of electrical and chemical flow in the brain. What Tiedemann is intuiting is that the wants of people are an ‘addiction’ because new experiences won’t provide the same satisfaction as the old ones, not for rational reasons but for chemical reasons. So they let new experiences go and become loops of repeated experience. As they get older their brain becomes slower to adapt, but all those old networks they developed as a child are still there, moving them in the same direction over and over.”
“What she said,” Tiedemann agrees.
The doctor continues, “ I don’t agree with his use of the word but I would say that he’s right to argue that maybe the market force delivered through the brain’s lack of adaptability is a poor selection force for culture and art. Maybe more culture should be spontaneously generated, and future generations, upon discovering the works of the past, may find new appreciation which was not statistically likely to occur under the condition of such a social medium.”
Tiedemann shrugs. “Maybe not an addiction, okay, but a problem. Something that makes no aesthetic sense.”
“Well, I don’t buy it,” Ross replies. “I believe that there’s more to a human being than synapses and neurons and chemicals and electrons. I think God gave us a soul and through that soul he gave us free will. I have faith that this institution of thought, which is thousands of years old, is true. Maybe our brain has some mechanistic explanation but I don’t think it’s a sufficient explanation for our individuality or creativity or choices. Creation may even be divinely inspired, and if so, if the invisible hand of the market makes the creation so, who are we to prevent people from having a right to every dollar of distribution? Copyright is there to protect the artist, Mr. Murray, or did you forget that? Our personalities are complicated and we make choices often despite our biology, our circumstance, and our experiences. You can’t really prove that the brain is the engine for humanity’s consciousness anyways. FMRI scans can only say so much, and most of how we interpret them is incomplete, wrong or biased by the imperfections and the inadequacies of our God-given nature. I think males like you make this argument as an excuse for your personal weaknesses. It is determination and integrity and lawful behaviour that liberates people, divides the human from the animal, and helps them find the soulful, the divine purpose for which they have been put on Earth to accomplish.”
“Religion is a convenient lie,” Tiedemann spits back, “and you and other American politicians use it to control people. Religion has always controlled people. You and your fellows get that and you perpetuate the lie and you perpetuate technologies that act as a whitewash beacon leading people ever onward, step by step into your pockets. Usually hypocritically, too, since what people like Jesus profess aren’t even your real values. And copyright laws are supposed to protect people but corporations just fucking eat the—”
Ross stands suddenly and sharply and cuts him off with the bold command tones of military leadership and all the confidence of a practiced politician. “Think what you will about my beliefs or the political truths we all live under, criminal pirate. I do genuinely believe what I just said. It is not a tactic. It is not a lie. I am a practicing Christian and I fully believe that I will go to Heaven once I die. This is the problem with your silly hacker ‘culture’. You’re so quick to condemn, so quick to find the great big conspiracy. I don’t care if you think the whole world is corrupt. I don’t care if you think the machine is rolling off the cliff. Don’t you for a second tell me I am manipulating the country and people and religion I love just because it suits you to believe so; it demeans the great people of this great nation, when you so narcissistically declare yourself so superior!” 
She’s almost crying.
The liar.
Lying fucking politician.
Tiedemann rose then, and almost yelling, he said, “I’ll stop pointing my finger and making accusations when the people I love find their way out of unjust and often illegal imprisonment! Pirates board boats and kill people, we just share files. Oh—and we are animals, actually.”
“Tiedemann,” Rutherford exclaims, “calm down!” Ross sits down after she’s disrupted his trajectory, and Rutherford has now taken over. “Maybe we cross the line from time to time, but you could do so just as easily as us. You are crossing that line now! We believe what we say. We believe it because we see it in our lives, because they chime with our experiences. Entrepreneurs and bankers and politicians are not trying to build a ruled world, but a free world by protective regulations. Maybe individuals here or there are willing to manipulate these systems for immoral gain, but whatever you think about our method, we are not deliberately trying to dominate the world. Most of us are just decent people just trying to make an honest living. We are trying to move it forward. But we’re human and we always make mistakes. We always move to right first from wrong. I don’t have the solution to your problems, I just don’t think the average person is going to build a printer and use the Internet to advance science and technology like you have. I think they’re going to play video games and watch YouTube comedy skits, share silly cat photos and produce sex tapes. Really the average person just wants a job they can do well, some entertainment and a beer in the fridge. They don’t really care otherwise! People like you and I, we’re the exception. People with vision. When the resources become scarce, then and only then do people stop consuming, and when they do, it’s to fight and kill each other. We get in the way of all that. While the entire world decides it’s going to be frivolous we decide we’re going the opposite route and we dedicate ourselves to the method that has been building our world these past couple centuries. It’s a political, economic approach, and it works. It enriches everyone’s lives. All the other ways you’re talking about, they end in misery and death. We hold back the chaos and evil. Your creative ability may move you forward as well. But you’ll find your overall faith in the creative spirit of humanity misplaced.”
Tiedemann is silent and tense for a moment. “I want to believe you.” He runs his hands through his hair; he was always willing to doubt himself if pushed too hard. “And I don’t. The power centre has hurt me and people I love and so many others you call pirates. I don’t think I’ll ever trust it again. Maybe it worked once. But there are openings for new methods now, and potentially a new reality. It’s so new it’s like the infant child of a young mother. But I’ll place my bet on this emergent information system, this open source ethic. When autonomy becomes abundant we’ll give up consumption for study and entertainment for creation and working for invention. We are not just base, stupid sinners; humans just need to be met where they are and given a chance with the right combination of ingredients to become more than they ever were. People who are beat down into the dust want to stay there; we crush and coordinate kids until they do what we want them to. But we can make generations of people who are so spontaneously able they’ll put to shame everything we made in the past, and create so much culture and so many variable forms that the future will explode with possibility.”
Ross sits. “I get your frustration and I’m sorry I reacted so hotly. I don’t want to push you towards faithlessness. All I can say is my system has been worth my faith. I get that you are moved by this optimism you have of humanity, but your cynicism, I think, will always hold you back. We are born sinners and we are only saved by accepting that and seeking forgiveness, and by becoming organized under the systems God has provided us.”
She’s lying, of course; she’s a faithless, manipulative liar. 
“I accept your apology, I guess,” Tiedemann replies. After a second, he sits down. too. “You wanted to know what I’ve been up to.” He hands the tablet back to Ross. She takes it and looks at it briefly before looking back at Tiedemann.
“Nothing has changed.” She comments, “it is still installing.”
“Yes and no,” Tiedemann replies. A slight waver in his tone like a pebble skipping away from a boulder. “Nothing has changed. But it’s not installing.”
“But, it says…” She pauses. “I don’t understand,” Ross finishes flatly.
“The installation only took two hours, and that finished last night. I didn’t install a traditional operating system. The uStream clone I3X uses to broadcast its live conferences is pretty standard stuff, though I’ll admit getting around the initial firewalls was a challenge. Long story short—it wasn’t enough of a challenge. Really, you should consider hiring better cyber-security people. Anyway, I designed this tablet to automatically interface with the local Wi-Fi and to align itself with the stream.”
Ross was silent for a moment. “You hacked I3X. Why? What is there to gain by hacking a benign service like this?”
“I didn’t do this to gain anything,” he said. “All day this conference has been streaming live. I’ve been here since the morning with this connection set  to the larger I3X network, its website and everything. My tablet has been uploading data via the stream in cooperation with my cloud servers... I’ve effectively turned I3X into a torrent hub, firing torrent files in small bursts and cloud-operating a torrent client behind the stream to unpack the files. Ten thousand computers are uploading gigs of data to millions of people by connecting thousands and thousands of seeding users to the data stream. I’m uploading everything relevant to building, modifying and using the Opensync. I’m uploading all my work files: Opensync schematics, educational programs, lectures on engineering and electrical work, textbooks, homework regiments, courses on programming, physible schematics for DIY devices—and, of course, my personal manifesto, the Free Creation Ideology. All of this is being cross-coordinated by my homebrew tablet and my friends working by remote.”
Rutherford grins broadly, laughs, claps a single time, leans back drastically and follows with “Wonderful! Wonderful!” and half the room explodes then in applause while others clearly refuse to give such credit, scowling at him from their seats. When the clapping simmers down to a faint pattering of skin-on-skin, Rutherford says, “I don’t know if what you did was right! I don’t know if it’ll change a damn thing, but bravo. Bravo! Maybe I don’t have the same faith in the common man as you do. But at least now you’ll get a real chance to test your faith. Clever, Tiedemann, clever…” He laughs riotously, Ross shakes her head, the doctor sports an inspired smile with, I notice for the first time, a hint of attraction. 
And that’s it. After that they stopped the broadcast. Cold. A hundred and forty thousand live viewers right at that moment and fourteen full-audio screen captures, and they never put a copy of it on their website. No one saw the video other than on YouTube, post-stream views crushed ten-to-one compared to the live-stream numbers. I’d never stopped to watch it a second time until today, but I was glad to find it still available after all this time.
I wonder why… It’s just so weird to see Tiedemann there, on that stage. So young, I don’t remember him ever looking that young. He looked old to me then and he looks old to me now, but as he looked then to me now, he looks so young… Throughout my life he was mostly just a face on a screen across the Internet, teaching me about literature, hacking, programming and critical thinking. He taught me to question everything. He taught me to take a stand, to take a risk and not to take shit from authority. 
But what he did up there on that stage almost meant nothing to so many. It almost didn’t matter. And so many little details of what he did ended up getting repackaged by corporates so maliciously.
Some people weren’t smart enough to find the files, let alone read them. More still just deleted them out of disinterest. There was a third category of passive supporters who used the files to some partial educational gain but who never built an Opensync and never got into 3D printing until the government’s great investment in regulated systems for 3D printers, co-opting as I’d written before much of the hacker space behind it into a corporate package people were ready to consume. Some hackers built one or two but lacked the skills to design object files for the printer. They used it to some effect, building tools and the like… Most of that knowledge got subsumed into a flow of community designs that started to percolate into real culture, maybe four years ago. Five. But before them, there were the hackers like me, the true minority of the whole thing: the Red Eyez, Lulsec clones, pseudo Anons, Anonymous proper, the Christian paranoids, preppers, trolls, certain technoutopian dreamers, and the open source anarchists; the little fractal communities in every town and city who, in their few or dozens or when lucky, their hundreds, concluded they and theirs needed protection from power in order to hold onto their rights. Those who somehow congealed into helpers and even protectors over the insanity going on now.
_____________________________________________________________________________________
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Comment by 4chan1me
Posted 04/20/2027
i read sum of it but got bored cuz sooooboring lol u think to much like chill haha. thought it be funny cuz posted @420 lol but so buzzkill
Reply by CorpAbandon31
Posted 04/20/2027
Can’t be bothered to read a few thousand words? What a fucking joke, I knew people who’ve died so you’d have the chance to think for yourself. And what do you do with it? Get bored reading something longer than a thought? Jesus fucking Christ if we’re going to rely on you for the next generation of politics I can tell you already this whole world is screwed.
Comment by RadRajRiver
Original Post 04/20/2027@5:03 pm
My first opensync exploded XD
Comment by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour
Posted 04/23/2027
This mansplaning asshole claims to be for the working people but cannot honour copyright laws? Such laws exist to protect artists. He wants to say that companies abuse copyrights, but the fascist imperialist pigs will abuse anything; what he wants is an impossible anarchistic utopia. But without a revolution of the people there can be no such thing, and the people need their leaders, so until then, stop blaming the protections in place and get in line, comrade, with the will of the people. What I’d do to fuck with him is keep taking all his ideas and then spreading them out to others, isolate him so that he understands how painful his ideas are. So as he gets more and more obscure we can all laugh at him while the copyrights held on his ideas prevent him from ever profiting off his work. Unfortunately he became too famous too fast to do that, too… He claims to be a comrade of the people but he’s as much an imperialist fascist as any of them. No one creates anything in a void and if anything, every person’s creations can be attributed to the whole. There is no ‘I’. 
Reply by I_Voyager
Original Post 04/23/2027@5:03 pm
Corporations eat so many copyrights that the control over culture they have is definitely an offencive aspect of society.  I’m pretty sure even if there was only one monolithic party then it’d probably be worse, the control that party would have over culture would probably be unacceptable. Even just look at the malicious spirit through which you criticize him. A person like you would not be content with anything less than carving catharsis out of the corpses of any given scapegoat you wanted to target, and yet I assure you, the leaders of your party would still skim the profits of those they debase through such spiteful and cruel means. Being caught between capitalists and communists is like being asked to cut off either your right arm or your left in order to keep the other. I want my body whole. We can take care of each other without having to conform to each other by finding unity in diversity and still criticize the absurdity that links individualism to apathetic wealth-hording.  
















Reflections Part 4: Scattered Light and the Breaking of the Night
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 04/23/2027 @1:37 pm

When Tiedemann announced his hacking of the server it caused a falling out between him and I3X. He was asked to leave almost immediately. He told me this years later; they cut off the Wi-Fi, blocked his device MAC address, which effectively disconnected the torrent services, and had security demand he stay behind to wait for police to arrive and arrest him. The producer came out at him directly, all “how dare you!” and “that was inappropriate!” and “this amounts to nothing but abuse!” Tiedemann gave him the finger, called him a shill and called him a cunt. Told them to go fuck themselves, and he left. He wasn’t afraid to be arrested, he did nothing to avoid getting caught, but he decided to be caught on his own terms. He’d always say, “true rights are shared, anything else is just a power struggle.” He takes that shit seriously, he felt like the invitation and the conversation was just another power struggle, something contrived to constrain what he could do in accord to what others wanted him to do, that the whole American system masked power struggles as a false democracy. He wanted to tell the world capitalism and communism was a false dichotomy, the lie of the necessity of industry. The freedom we all have to produce our own food and tools, to work together as designers instead of workers. He didn’t want a single, equal line binding everyone down by subtraction, but rather wanted everyone to be uplifted to a grand equality by way of radical addition. Such that the most distinctly abled of us were hardly better than the other simply because what was added to each of us was much more than could ever allow one to surpass the other by superior ability alone. 
But the world wasn’t ready to hear it, and it’s not that they simply didn’t believe it possible. They didn’t understand, or otherwise they didn’t care. The producer was on a schedule and like so many others he just wanted to follow the rules and be accepted. Tiedmann’s occupation of the servers hurt that, even if nothing was lost to them—all he did was add to everyone by subverting the signal. He didn’t scrape their databases clean and then leak mounds of secrets—he could have, you know. Tiedemann was a purist; he did ensure the files he shared he either made, or torrented from others, or ripped himself from sources he’d paid for. He wanted artists to get paid, but he didn’t want anyone to be held back from access because they didn’t have enough. He knew you could extort from the broke and poor anything more than they had, that withholding them enculturation and learning saved no money, but cost them everything in terms of possible development. They were principally afraid that some file transmitted through their system would result in someone’s death or injury, which wouldn’t have been protected against by some snazzy legal line and some hokey fraud of a user agreement. Fear of liability is the greatest of inhibitors to all except the suicidally determined.
I knew none of this at the time. All I knew was the interesting video about printing things had stopped. Truth was, I didn’t understand half of what I heard—I thought I did though. Ignorant child that I was, I just wanted to watch print characters from Ancient Keys who could talk, as it seemed to me I should be able to do so, and I was even more concerned with downloading episodes from that show. But I was intelligent enough to stray, not off the site, but down from the video to the comments. 
There seemed to be a waging comment war where thousands of nerds and intellectuals battled it out on the topics of copyright law, freedom, institution, justice and power. Most fought with zeal and gusto, chest-beating arguments of rhetoric and insult which amounted to little more than war cries. Their opponents shouted back—fool! shill! whore! Piracy is a moral necessity, information wants to be free! I scrolled by these and the more disgruntled warriors who were embattled over personal insults aggrieved during the war of words—most of what was occurring was driven on by anger, fear, hatred, hurt and insult, and very little meaningful discourse was occurring as a result. So unsettlingly violent was this dialogue to me, given I had not yet known it to be the basic state of things on the Internet. Not only the continuous hate, but the way it was provoked almost deliberately by a segment or profiles paid-for to control, sculpt and maneuver public discourses… 
I think I gave up on debate then and there. At six years old, dialogue was dead for me.
And I read enough to find Tiedmann’s post; he wrote only one. “I3X only enjoys innovation under its narrow interpretation of the word, typical Americans hypocrites, predictable innovations only! They only want normal novelties—a contradiction in terms! I’d been asked to stay so charges could be pressed. Said fuck that, and left. That’s fine, I really didn’t expect anything more from Americans. My team and I usually find ourselves ousted by people who don’t appreciate our creative reinterpretations of their systems and their uses. I just hope that all of you who received my files put them to good use. I wanted to open the floor to questions later. If anyone has any I’ll just sit here at the Quetzal “Internet Café” waiting, though it’s more like a few open power plugs, limited Wi-Fi. and half-decent coffee. America wins again!”
I think I mentioned I was being babysat. Shelia was her name, and she was incompetent. She just sat there on her damn smartphone all day playing Angry Pigs or some shitty freemium game. Like, kids just watch themselves, right? I guess if she was more attentive I’d probably never have gone the route I did… Not sure if that’s a bad thing or not… But I don’t think I’d take back my friendship and menteeship with Tiedemann. Off track… I’d actually Googled Quetzal Internet Café and it wasn’t far away—this was all happening in SFA, which was my hometown as a young child. We didn’t stay there long; my father hated it and wanted to live more south. Anyways… I realized at that moment I wanted to meet the guy who could print anyone and ask him to teach me how to use his printer. It wasn’t hard to sneak out. Hell, I got dressed in winter clothes at the front door and I don’t think she noticed the sounds weren’t part of the game she was playing. I opened the door, carefully shutting it behind me, and left.
Wind gently swept snow off the dull cement walkway into a coiling sea of white-yellow light. Icy crystals in their millions curved down around my feet and up overhead, arching into a great circle, ever bigger and bigger. The porch light bore down upon it with a pale beam, and as the snow coiled, it took the light, broke it, reflected it and scattered it in short-lived intensities, a million fleeting moments. The great arch was then caught by the unseen force of pressure escaping from the open door and became divided, vents of once-trapped warm air moving the diamond-like glinting snow in all directions, up above, around, below. It fell upon the glinting snow-ocean lawn and far into the darkness, well beyond my sight. I heard that every snowflake was a uniquely white-watery star, more to I like an outstretched crystal hand reaching towards permanence from its temporary form. When I flung my own outstretched palm into the flowing current of snow, they stuck to my skin, all those tiny beautiful snowflakes coming to rest on my rosy hands. They found their permanence by melting, becoming uninteresting puddles of water which merged together bit by bit through the perpetual warmth that was my living form; where they lay, they remained unchanged until I wiped them carelessly onto my pink coat. The glinting snow flowed on anyway, and if anything harder now as though disturbed, the ceaseless spirals transforming hurriedly into erratic explosions for moments before fading off into the black and light and incomprehensible size around me, an endless entropy always arriving and always leaving in infinite ways and through infinite forms. I remember that first freedom… Crisp air, stinging snow, the magic of refraction, the imbalances of night and light, the puff of the steam of the breath of life.
I took the tablet with me. I was smart enough to use the Map application to find Tiedmann’s café, though I had to spend some time figuring out how to follow the navigation icon. I didn’t at first know what represented myself or my home, but after some experimentation I got the hang of it, walking around and watching the little stick figure man go this way and that. I began trudging on in the cold and snow, annoyed but determined. I got knocked down onto my butt twice by sudden gusts of snowy wind, but I got back up each time. I was never too startled by falls or cuts or scrapes or bruises. I had never gone out on my own before, but I wasn’t afraid. I was excited! 
The chilly wind was a strange new friend, and every breath, so visible in the cold, was my own private memory. There were such large skyscrapers, and I wondered however they got there with their incredible variety. Perhaps wrought by gods. I remember passing by a house and not knowing what the little burning orange stars were levitating in the night-obscured hands of people on unlit porches. But when it came close to their faces, the star would suddenly burst and illuminate the peculiar expressions they gave the solitary lone child walking the night-time streets. I felt so silly, sticking out in my mother’s favourite neon colors in such a subtly-toned world.
All in all, it took me an hour to get there, and only because I kept starting down the wrong path and having to turn back. The tablet pre-loaded the map, so though I was offline, it kept steadily guiding me, but that didn’t mean sometimes I didn’t just get distracted and walk down a road for ten minutes before looking and seeing I’d veered off-course, and this was before any kind of redirection technology… As long as it took, at some point Quetzal Café was just straight-away down the road, approaching a four-way street corner. Each street-lamp above was like a tiny sun, illuminating the wisping snowflakes busily moving through its beam as if they only lived between the light space between the darkness. I had been getting tired, sore and stiff; my hands were achingly cold. I’d taken to holding the tablet in my arms, wrapped around it like a sling. Now I felt renewed and confident. Victorious, even. The sense of victory spurred me and  strengthened my hands and feet, I found the courage to march down that street and in front of the Internet café.
Internet café was a generous term. It’s hard to believe any shop owner would be so stupid as to think providing free Wi-Fi made for an ‘Internet’ café, but there I was, in a normal coffee shop with no computers in it. Actually, this screwed me up for many years, and my first experience inside an actual Internet café caused one of those “Oooh!” moments. A sudden clicking in that an Internet café sells coffee second and computer time first. I didn’t know at the time, and to me, this was what an Internet café was: coffee and Wi-Fi. I struggled to push the heavy glass door open, but still managed to get inside, tearing my coat off as I did so. The café was long and narrow. The counter was long as well, with an extensive glass display, the treats all looking very delicious to me, especially given how hungry I’d become during my travels. The woman behind it, who I remember in no explicit detail beside vaguely that she was pretty, swished ice water in an empty coffee pot, absent-eyed and disinterested. As I passed by, she poured it out, rinsed it, filled another with ice water and began to swish it around. I recall the sound of half-melted ice swishing around very vividly… There were six tables, three small and three large, lining a long black leather bench on the wall opposite of the counter. The waitress paid me no heed, glancing at me briefly with an uncurious expression before continuing her work.
Tiedemann was sitting at the furthest table alone, brooding over a cup of coffee and his tablet. Years later he’d tell me he was texting the doctor from the video. Something might have happened between them, if not for the prison sentence. In person he seemed strangely diminutive. He looked like a giant on that stage; really he’s five-foot-six, though I didn’t know at the time. He was thin, too, thinner than I remember, but he bulked up a bit when he got older. He had ditched the neutral outfit for a Deathwatch band T-shirt. Long hair and a goatee.  Ever since his release from jail three years later he cut his hair short, “Varg Vikerns style” he told me—this black metal musician that sounds like screaming goat-shit to me—Tiedemann and I never agreed on music… “He wasn’t so bad once he wasn’t a Nazi, and besides, Burzum was classic! And, fuck, he was just defending himself when he killed his band-mate…” He’d smile broadly if he said something like that. I know for him, half of that was shock factor for shock factor’s sake. 
Tiedemann was a figure of controversy no matter where he worked. In the hacker community, Sunde had said of him, “the kind of Svartholm I could actually get to like, not really a Nazi”, and Anakata said of him, “the kind of Brokep I could actually enjoy spending time with, not really a communist”. His band-mates labeled him a traitor, except for the ex-drummer who said, “the best man I’d ever met”, and he only had two kinds of fans, those who said, “he almost killed the band”, and those who said, “he was the band!”. He would self-style himself as an “authoritarian anarchist”, which never made any sense to anyone, least of all himself—“there should be no rulers and total freedom, and as soon as you think you should rule, I put you in jail”, and usually by the end of any discussion, got him kicked out of any political circles he vaguely tried to join. He was hated universally among the left for his absolute loathing of “social body” concepts—“there’s only people,” he attested, “social cultures don’t exist”, and yet at the same time he was utterly despised widely by the right for his absolute belief in the universal superiority of all Indigenous cultures to the western traditions. As much as he was a hacker and engineer, he couldn’t make it with the rationalists, because he thought science was stifling and believed in a kind of “dimensional spiritualism” that science could never comprehend, that there were truths that could be known, but never scientifically. But the best thing about him was he didn’t for two seconds believe anyone should believe what he believed; if anything, I think half of what he believed was meant to drive people away after a time, as if people should tear apart everything he thought was true and make it better. Like social engineering by self-destructive reverse-engineering. Once you’d killed the god in him, you were free of him. 
I expected the café to be full, not empty. I figured he’d be swarmed with people interested in what he made—not whatsoever. I was really interested in printing whatever I wanted; I figured others would, too… Was that the first time I was disappointed in humanity? It wasn’t the last… A god of the fucking forge walks among them and he drinks coffee alone. I strode over to Tiedemann, feeling quite special and accomplished, and sat down across from him. I still remember the slackened expression I came to know as his confusion, and the sudden ‘ack’ noise he made when he saw my tablet covered in melting ice, slush and salt stains. He took it then, sharply, and cleaned it with napkins, instructing me for the first time as he did so. 
“Look at this thing,” he said, frowning. “Scratched up, salt stains on the back. All covered in snow and ice. You need to treat your devices with more care! This is almost ruined.” I think I apologized when he returned the tablet to me. He told me not to. “Not my tablet. It’s just a shame to see these things get ruined. Don’t let computers get wet. Keep them clean. Water can fry the circuits, if it’s too cold it could build up condensation. Salt can erode the touch screen.” 
“Okay,” I replied. I remember that I had all sorts of things to say when I met Tiedemann, but now that I was here, it was as if it had all left my head and I didn’t know what to ask.
“So, why are you sitting here?” he asked after an awkward moment of silence.
“I saw the video on the Internet,” I told him. “I want to ask questions.”
“Well, I’m glad someone does,” he replied. After another moment, he asked, “Well, what do you want to ask?”
“I don’t remember,” I said honestly.
He chuckled briefly at this. After another moment of silence, he said, “You look terrible in pink.”
“I hate pink!” I shouted suddenly, not sure why I should shout about it.
“Damn straight,” he agreed. “How did you get here?”
“I walked,” I said. “The tablet showed me how to get here. It took me hours.”
“It took you hours?” he asked, with his eyebrow furrowed in shrewd disbelief.
“Yes.” I looked down at the tablet’s clock and took a minute to do the math, counting with great effort on my fingers, brows crinkled as I had just seen on Tiedemann’s face. “It took me almost fifty minutes!” 
“Fifty minutes is less than an hour,” he corrected.
“Oh,” I replied.
“You look cold,” Tiedemann said. “Wait here and give me a second.”  He got up and went over to the counter. After a couple minutes, he came back with a small cup of steaming hot chocolate and handed it to me. It was burning hot in my hands, I couldn’t sip it without a searing pain in my mouth, but it smelled deep and rich.
“What’s your name?” he asked.
“Selena Payton,” I said, and then added, “Kaitua Sword Girl.”
At that he laughed and smiled. “Well, it’s nice to meet you, little Sword Girl.”
“Why?” I asked
“Well, it just is,” he replied smartly. “I guess I hoped for more people around here to be watching the video.”
“Why didn’t they?” I asked.
“Because people suck,” he answered.
“Like GreatGreek6’s, and BeardBaron,” I said.
“Oh?” he sounded surprised. “I know those usernames. Why do you say they suck?”
“They don’t like Ancient Keys,” I answered. “They think it is crap.” I knew I wasn’t supposed to swear, but most of the time, I just didn’t care; I still don’t. Fuck ’em. Then I’d only swear like that when adults weren’t around. But I didn’t feel like Murray would care either, and he definitely didn’t. He swore already so much on that video, and unlike my parents, didn’t seem to care that I had a tablet despite not being an adult. He figured, it was best to get used to reality early. You’re going to be a kid no matter what, may as well see reality through a kid’s eyes rather than see lies through a kid’s eyes and get accustomed to them, and grow up to be a liar yourself. 
“It isn’t a very good show,” he said back to me.
“Yes, it is!” I exclaimed, “You just haven’t watched it right!”
“Oh, I have,” he said, “And I like the show. I grew up watching a show just like it, too. They’re both still shit.”
“How come you say it's shit and you like it?” I asked.
“It’s complicated,” he replied, “but you’ll have to follow what I say carefully to understand.”
“I’ll try,” I promised, somewhat angry at him.
“Ancient Keys,” he explained, “is a metaphor. Do you know what a metaphor is?” I didn’t. “Well, a  metaphor tries to get you to see how one thing works by showing how another thing works like it, by making them sound or look similar. Like saying ‘be free like a bird.’ Do you understand?”
“I guess,” I replied in monotone.
“Like I said, Ancient Keys is a metaphor. Careful now, this’ll be tricky for you, kid: Ancient Keys is a metaphor for the American ideology. An ideology is just all your ideas for living and being kind of stuck together, but one you learn because a shit-ton of people also think that way. Every person gets one, and we often get it from where we’re born and who we’re born to and who’s around us afterwards. Hey, do me a favour and repeat those words for me: metaphor, ideology.”
“Okay.” I paused and thought carefully, and then, stumbling, strung together, “Met-a-phor,” creeping now through the words with the rapidly-developing language centers of my brain, those tiny synapses struggling to make long connections between what I had just heard and what I had to now do. Then I added “Idolgy?” with youthful uncertainty.
“First one’s right, second one is wrong.” He was frank but patient. “Ide-ology,” he broke the word down into syllables. “Idea and ology mixed together into one weird word.”
“Idea-ology,” I repeated with more confidence and giggled after adding in agreement, “one weird word.”
“The little boy in Ancient Keys,” he continued, “gets a magic power that’s special to him; it lets him reshape the world in creative ways and it’s really old, old as time itself. That’s a metaphor for people who have good ideas. Good ideas, like that magic, are uncommon, but have the ability to shape the world; and good ideas, like that magic, are as old as mankind itself.”
“That doesn’t sound like crap,” I said.
“No, it’s not,” he agreed. “I’ll get to what’s crap in a moment, just be patient.”
“Mom always says that to me,” I said disapprovingly. “Says I’m too Indian-pendant.”
“She’s probably saying independent, different word: indie—not Indian, and one word as well.”
“Indie-pendant,” I mimicked. “Independent.”
He corrected my mother: “It’s a great, keep being independent. But back to what I was saying: there was a time when people who had no ideas but lots of power tried to control people who had ideas and no power. These people were kings and queens, though today the Manipulators called them communists; the Leaders of what became communism were just kings in disguise. Another even more modern word for these kings and queens is ‘dictator’, or even ‘CEO’.”
He asked me to wrestle with the new words at each stage in this conversation. I got every one eventually. I felt as though I’d heard some of those words before; maybe I read them on the I3X site, or the Port Share network. “So, kings are communists and communists are dictators?”
“Yes, well, no. Sort of.” He thought for a moment. “Not all communists are dictators. But some dictators are communists in disguise. Being a communist means you think all workers are equal and rich people are like enslavers.”
“Oh.” I thought about this for a moment. 
Before I could say anything, he added, “A communist dictator tries to make everyone the same except for himself. In capitalism, the same people make everyone the same, only the same kind of ‘less than them’ instead of ‘equal to each other’. The only real difference is that they overtly say they’re more and deserve more. And if you don’t do what they say, you deserve to starve; the communist kings say, what everyone believes is what I believe, and if you don’t do that you’ll starve.”
“I think I understand,” I said.
“These people,” he said, “these kings are represented in Ancient Keys as demons, bad guys who have lots of power and who fight and lie and cheat to try and get more. That lucky kid with the magical light, well, he gets a swordsman to help him. The swordsman has magic, too, the art of forging weapons and fighting with them. The kid trades his magical creative power, channels it through the swordman’s skills and makes him have better weapons than ever before. And together they put the demon, evil Chiargo, down. Sometimes they struggle, but they’re always able to win by striking some new deal with some new friend with some new power. That’s the American dream. Now here’s where the metaphor comes in: your country fought a war against kings a couple hundred years ago just like the swordsman fights the demons, so that you “we the people” could be free to use their ideas for reasons other than the king’s aims. The kid needs to be free from the demons so he can use his magic to help the people he can help, so when he chooses to give them the magic that he understands so well they can make new things. In the case of the swordsman, he uses the magic to make new swords so he can fight increasingly more powerful demons. There’s another part in history, very recent history, an arms race against the communists and just recently there was a war against terrorism, and a war against drugs, and a lot of well-ignored peace. And all the while we stayed ahead of the storm because industry and military united in a sort-of-not-quite free market which pays for your shows and lets survive those writers who regurgitate the fiction that validates them and sell their ways, ignoring the valid critiques of people outside of what I call the power-centre. Actually, it’s funny, because the communists originally didn’t like kings or queens, hated them, so grouping them together was a fancy way of making enemies look alike, and any real communist would be pissed off at that, so they call the show crap and ignore its… Fun aspects. And it is fun, but it is propaganda, and it uses the fun to sell it to you. You could make any idea seem excellent by selling it in a fun way unless you’re rational enough to see the manipulation… Yet the very kind of ‘productive hero’ that they’re selling through the main character does all the same things. Steal ideas, kill, hurt, get jealous, oppress… So we’ve placed demons in the positions of heroes here, and that’s what sucks about the show.”
In truth I had lost him by the end of that rant. He was making sense, but then seemed to get carried away with his words and peoples and industries. “So, what’s wrong with it?” I asked, feigning understanding and still not quite sure what his point was.
“The Internet changes everything,” he said simply. “Anyone born before the Internet was almost eternally unaware of just how far it could change things. Well, most of them, in my opinion. If you think of a nation as a machine, they see the Internet as an addition to an already well-built machine. My ideology is different—the Internet is its own machine with its own transcendent rules, and it could free us all to live in a much, much better world. See, the kings of this world want to keep everyone simple and predictable so that they can always guess what they’ll want to buy, and sell it to them. It’s like wanting your prey helpless and easy to hunt—hence cattle. You see, people like Mr Rutherford or myself have ideas, like the ideas I had for my Opensync, and it’s believed that we are the only ones who can have that idea; without us, other people won’t come up with good ideas like it, or as good as it, or they can’t act on it. They and I are the only ‘key holders’, and we can help others, but anyone trying to take our key is a demon who’ll ruin everything around them. What Rutherford does is he puts his faith in the old machine, which runs off contracted trade, big-business structures, political regulation and consumer-advertiser-investor relationships. And of course, he pretends that corporate espionage doesn’t exist… I just put my ideas online and say to the whole world, ‘Have a crack at it’.  I want everyone to have keys of their own. I don’t want everyone to be the same and equal or less to me, I want them to be more. As much more as they can be. I want everyone to have the keys, you know?”
I was silent for a moment, looking into my now-half-finished hot chocolate, the soreness of heat having yielded long ago to the sugary relief of warm cocoa. What did it matter what rich Mr. Rutherford did with his machine? I didn’t care, really, not then. Why care about all this? The show was so cool! 
When I watched the show, it filled me with childhood inspiration about magic and elements, about battling fire with ice. All these words didn’t mean anything to me yet. 
“I think it doesn’t matter,” I finally concluded by borrowing from my mother’s meme-derived logic, a millennial who ended up much like her husband, figuring political slogan memery must be true because it’s simple. “Because I like the show and that’s all that matters. It’s just that the kid has the key. Not for any reason. He just has it. And if I had that magic I could use it and I’d have ice magic and a sword and—” 
He interrupted, “You know there is no actual magic, right?” 
I blurted back “—I’d have a sword! Then I’d fight all the people who said the show is crap and the communists and Mr. Rutherford, and whoever I want to!”
He snorted. “That’s rough,” he teased, “but don’t start what you can’t finish. I couldn’t see such a little pink girl with a sword causing all that much fuss! Hey, hey, don’t give me that face. No, your fight spirit is cool, kid. Listen, there’ll always be people who disagree with you or don’t like what you like. It’s the most common thing in the world that people disagree, actually. Don’t get so worked up when it happens. Actually, don’t just believe what I tell you. Maybe I’m just an idiot!” He shrugged, hands out to each side.
“Fine.” I fit my hands into each other. “It’s a good show and you’re crap and you shouldn’t get all worked up, either.” I stuck my tongue out at him. 
He laughed and said, “I like you kid, you don’t take shit.” It was at that moment I realized I wanted to be friends with him, I’d never met an adult who would let themselves be criticized by me before. There’s a difference between a difference of opinion and the superiority of the difference my parents never quite ever got.
I remembered then, and was shocked at having forgotten that I was downloading a show that I intended to watch. I was getting tired and frustrated. When the day was over I knew I wouldn’t get the tablet again for a fairly long while, maybe never again when he’d seen how bad I wrecked it. 
I shot all my attention to the tablet for a moment, and then lamented, “I won’t see it ever!”
“What’re you talking about?” Tiedemann asked.
“I downloaded Ancient Keys from Port Share. But my dad doesn’t like me using the tablet and he’ll take it away from me.”
“Oh, I think he’s going to be angry at you,” he said, “but more-so that you beat the crap out of it than used it. Does he even know you’re here?”
“Nope,” I said. “I snuck out.”
“Ah, shit,” he said, pausing before continuing. “Well, yeah, I imagine he’ll be pissed. He probably won’t ever let you use that again. I guess there’s no difference from before, eh?”
I furrowed my brow in disappointment. After a beat, he put his tablet down on the table and pushed it over to me.
“I’m going to level with you, Selena. What I do, piracy, it’s not looked highly upon. It’s a crime in your country. I came here knowing full well it was a bad idea, I uploaded all that data and publicly announced it to the world, hacking the crap out of a pretty respected non-profit. I may be able to fight my way out of the legal shitstorm that’s coming, but right now there are some powerful people instigating cops to come get me.  I don’t know who—Hollywood, probably; Microsoft, maybe; I3X, possibly—and I’ll likely see some jailtime. I’m pretty much choosing to go to jail right now. By principle. By the time I get out, my friends will have made all sorts of these.” He tapped his tablet and shoved it towards me. “Take this and hide it. Use it to access the Internet and download whatever you want. Don’t ever let your parents find it. It’ll have been worth it if just one person takes this data and makes their own magic out of it. It’s three days old and cut out with tons of courses, schematics, files. No distractions or games, sorry.”
When he told me this, his face seemed to crease like an aged cliff-face, even though this was the youngest I had ever known him to be. I didn’t know then, but it was a depressing time in his life. His older brother had died only a few months before by overdose while on tour with his punk band. They hadn’t spoken in years, his brother taking the side of the record label which paid for his various habits on the issues of information and ownership. They didn’t make up before the death. Several of his old friends were in jail in foreign countries, other pirates were being harassed by the rich across the world. Old services stealing from the rich and giving to the poor were being nuked under the cover of justice. The movement of global piracy seemed to be on the verge of collapse, and society seemed too stupid to fix it. Within the coming years, as he served his sentence, piracy would be all but dead, and the streaming services would flow like heroin, propagandizing murder-culture and war-culture in a thousand repetitive forms. Even this one fantastic gambit more or less failed to do anything other than niche. He was staring down a precipice, ready to go to jail and be defeated. Being paranoid, he let his mind wander, even thought he might end up being killed, symbolic as one of the founding fathers of the piracy movement. The intelligence agencies were considering killing a few folk such as him, so it wasn’t a stretch. He couldn’t know there’d be a resurgence a few years after he was released, and that within a decade, the culture would be stronger than ever, if ever as resisted. All he knew then was dread, well-hidden, but he told me during one class that in me he saw a glimmer of hope. A future that wasn’t only there to facilitate power ambitions and the narratives of the rich.
I don’t see it now. Summer is miles and miles away, and no one would ask me to stay. I contemplate like this to ease the pain, and I’d hope it’d be like stepping out into the rain. But instead I’ve just turned inside, and turned away.
I took his tablet and studied it for a moment. I remembered a black screen with white script flashing along it, but that was gone now. There was instead a dramatic background, an abstract burning symbol like a fleur de lis, twisted by insanity, doubled and inverted with so many jagged bloody metal edges sitting bright over a dimly lit rusty-iron grating. Around the unfamiliar symbol were folders: classes, shows, movies, books, physibles, programs.  Unlike my dad’s tablet, this one managed to use a custom built Red Hat Linux operating system modified with Android touch screen elements. He went through and showed me what the folders denoted. 
“Physibles,” he explained, “are files for 3D printers. My physibles are designed for my printer, so some of them are very complex. But basically, using or designing physibles is how you’ll make anything. You send the file to a 3D printer and after hours, or even a few days, you’ll own that object; once printed you’ll have to assemble the thing. But then you can use it and call it your own. But you’ll need a printer first, that’ll be the hard part. But not impossible.”
“You printed this tablet,” I said, remembering the video.
“Yep,” he confirmed.
“How do I get a 3D printer?” I asked
“Well, if your parents won’t buy one, then you’ll have to build one or get someone to build one for you. If you have an Opensync, you can compress garbage into tubes, you can sync up a wire-spool, ABS or carbon fiber, or something.”
I thought for a moment about that. I remember sitting in my living room one summer day. I sat beside my mom, who sat beside my dad. We had sat there for an hour when finally the glowing TV’s news lady appeared and began talking in my dark room about the 3D printers being used at the hospital. I didn’t know anything about them then, but I remember Dad didn’t like them at all. 3D printers upset him; he got upset often, but he really didn’t like those things. At that point, he changed the channel to some boring crap talking about stock trading, one of his favourite things. I wasn’t allowed to complain about it. I had to watch it. I had to grow up to know how the world worked, even though it worked wrong. Life was about money because money was life.
I thought then about Ancient Keys and the 3D printer and my father’s trading channel. I thought about my dad working and loving to buy things. I thought about my new car and the bills he enjoyed paying and the TV, which he watched often. I thought about asking him if they could buy a 3D printer, but I already knew what he’d say, the same thing he said when watching TV: “No way, not at all, not whatsoever—that thing’ll put me out of business.”
Tiedemann asked me how I intended to get home; I had no idea. He asked me if I wanted him to call my parents, and I said no. He told me I couldn’t trust a cab or Uber alone at my age. He told me, given that I was going to be arrested, I could ask the police to take me home. I wasn’t sure, but he assured me I’d be safe. He gave me a small backpack he had, the kind with a string system that ties taut the bag. I fit the tablet he gave me in it and wore it underneath my coat. He cautioned me and told me there was no way I’d get away with a lie to my parents about going out with the tablet, since there was no way to explain the damage or the time I was gone, so not to even try. When the police eventually did arrive, three cars, sirens flashing, Tiedemann did nothing to resist arrest; the whole thing was rather formal. The police were wary about my being there, a grown man with a kid who wasn’t his looked possibly horrible, but I attested that I’d walked here for my own reasons and they accepted my testimony. I showed them my dad’s tablet so they could see my address, and with that, they drove me home. When my babysitter answered the door, she was like, “When’d you get outside!?” Apparently, she hadn’t noticed the whole time I was gone. “Well, I figured she was asleep upstairs!” Once I came home, she asked me when I’d left, and I told her, “Ten minutes ago?” She shrugged and said, “Well, don’t do it again.” I agreed and dropped my dad’s tablet on the floor. She didn’t notice, returning to her games. I wandered upstairs, took the tablet out of the bag and hid it under my bed, only for use when no one was around. The police left a note with her, when my parents read it and saw the tablet, explaining where they’d found me, needless to say, they were furious. But that was always the case; my dad was angry at work, at his bosses, his customers, me, his wife, the government. Everyone except the token leader of the year of old, racist business cronies. His anger was the primary constant he always justified. My mom just tolerated it, a hopeless wife in a hopeless relationship drowning her sorrows in ever more sophisticated medical reliefs. From then on, I hid from it on the Internet. 
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CorpAbandon31
Original Post 04/23/2027
I remember this old video. I built myself an Opensync off the files he gave me. I was excited at the time but it’s a shame the momentum didn’t go anywhere. I still use it every day. Hope the reflections work out for you.
RadRajRiver
Original Post 04/23/2027
What if like you could uh, put the bad feelings in a box for a while? And then instead of uh. Be depressed or get mad or stuff. Sort of. Let it out slowly? 
Reply by TaosOnlyTau
Original Post 04/23/2027
That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard. You should live in reality, kid. All you people are living in a dream. The good is the good of the strong. The lion doesn’t put his ‘bad feeling in a box, he eats the gazelle. No heroes, no demons. Dreamers go to jail or dreamers die. 
Reply by CorpAbandon31
Original Post 04/23/2027
Don’t listen to this jackass, kid.
RadRajRiver
Original Post 04/23/2027
How do you know I’m a kid?
Reply by CorpAbandon31
Original Post 04/23/2027
Hahahaha it’s obvious.
Kijhuata6768
Original Post 04/23/2027
It must have been hard to make a friend as soon as he was going to jail. That was dangerous, a kid out on their own. For all you know Tiedemann could have been a serial killer. Kids, always taking such risk. You’re lucky he was such a great influence on you.
Krik.0_1
Original Post 04/23/2027
Communism was originally supposed to be a “dictatorship of the proletariat”—of the working class. It devolved into a dictatorship of leaders. 


















The Night She Had a Dream
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 04/25/2027 @3:01am

There was a man having a fit. He was an angry man. He yelled at her in the dark. She tried to shrink away from him, but he kept reaching out for her hand. He’d roughly grab her and say, “It’s this way! It’s this way!” But she didn’t want to go. An ugly hand came up from behind him and stuck a computer on his head. After it pressed a button, he wasn’t angry any more. Suddenly he was a sad cyborg, and beside him was a sad woman with a happy tapeworm wrapped around her left hand. She said to her, “We have to go this way, come, now!” It was a steep walk uphill, and she knew, just knew, that at the end of the hill was a drop. She pulled back; she did not want to go. But the unhappy cyborg insisted, with a sigh and a tear, and firmly dragged her along up the black steep hill towards the blank, closed sky. She dug her heels in the ground, but that didn’t stop them from pulling, pulling, pulling—all the way to the edge. And as they all went over together, she looked up, terrified. She did not want to go down there. There was a sense of terror. Vertigo loosened her stomach and brain from her body.  
Then came a helping hand off the edge of the cliff—no, from the sky—and it pulled. So strongly it pulled her, up and up, and the closed sky parted and it became an open expanse of colors and places and peoples. There the sky was divided between the dark hues and the bright hues, and though some people crossed gaily across the centrefold, the helping hand insisted they stay in the light. She studied the helping hand and found it came from a helping man, and though he smiled at her warmly, there was sadness in his eyes. She walked with him into the light and she felt comforted. She felt safe, she felt sure, and she felt strong. But when she looked behind her, it was like they weren’t moving very fast away from the dark hues. “Don’t worry,” the helping man said, “it’ll never catch us.” Though they walked hard and fast, they seemed not to make much distance at all. A second and a third look and it was only a little further, on the fourth look it seemed less distant, and presently on the fifth look, it seemed only slightly closer still, but far too close.
So she spoke: “I think we can’t get away from it.”
“Don’t worry,” the helping man said, “it’ll never catch us.”
He still sounded sad.
She tugged gently, but he wouldn’t shift direction. She pulled harder this time. “Let me go,” he said, “this is the right way.” Looking back, she saw the darkness even closer, so loud, so loud, she shouted, “We’ve got to be running,” and she tugged harder this time, seeing fire in the distance she needed to run towards. He was just as loud. “Let me go!” She was trying to pull towards the fire because the fire killed darkness.
The helping man looked at her and said, “You can’t go over there, because it’s wrong and dangerous and the darkness will never catch us anyways. Fire casts its own shadows.”
But she looked back again, and this time, the darkly-coloured expanse was rushing at them. It devoured the brightly-lit land and filled the skies with clouds. As the earth broke apart, the scorching red haze floated up into the sky, which began to burn like an inferno; clearly it was casting the shadow. The hazy raging sun cast light and shadow. The people who danced and played would not look back at it and were turned into skeletons, their bones dropping hollowly on the ground, dissolving into ash and dust.
She stopped pulling and pushed up against him, beating his back with her free hand, demanding, “We can’t just look away from it, dammit, we have to do something!”
“That’s not the way!” he cried as the earth cracked underneath his feet. His hand slackened and let go when the flesh dissolved from it; she reached out to grab him, to save him, but it was too late. The world of dark color took him, and he fell, hollow-boned, face-down into the hellish dust with the rest of them. She shrieked, trying to catch hold of the scattering bone and dust and to try to hold him together, but she’d lost him in the sheer terror of the firestorm, of the bale sun engulfing them all. As the earth cracked around her, it shattered, and again she was falling and weeping, her tears trailing above her. Though the vertigo returned, the fear she denied; she would not go there!
As she fell, something swooped down from the sky—a bird, she thought, at first, but a bird didn’t smirk that way. It caught her in a giant hand; it was massive, glowing, and it looked positively anonymous. As it flew up, it looked at her, black hollow eyes and a fixed eternal smile, mustachioed, alabaster-white skin, rigid and unchanging like a mask. “Are you ready?” it asked jovially. “I know the way, are you ready?” Picking up speed, voice echoing, the harmony of a male and female voice simultaneously. 
“Yes,” she whispered. 
“Are you ready?” it asked, louder, as it flew towards the sky. 
“Yes,” she said solidly. They climbed faster now, so fast, the hand beneath her shaking and the pressures of gravity weighing down on her, flames dancing around her shoulders like sickness. 
“Are you ready,” it demanded. 
“Yes!” she cried, the tremors evolving into a crashing earthquake. She stumbled, struggling to stay on her feet, stumbled onto her knees, tried to rise but fell back, was trying to get back onto her feet, but the gravity was crushing, and he then yelled, “ARE YOU READY!?”  
She just barely got to her feet when he looked down at her; his left arm came up, vast as it was, vast as the horizon, and shoved her this time, and she fell onto her backside, but she got up again despite the increasing difficulty and the constant shaking. But it shoved her again, and then again, each time more forcefully. “STAND! ARE YOU READY!?” Everything was shaking, and it asked again, roaring, and though she replied, she couldn’t hear herself over the howling wind and booming aethereal voice. Then it lost its words and just roared and laughed; it wasn’t looking after her, just up into the sky as it flew with a meteoric rise, and after a moment—silence and darkness. Then an explosion of dazzling light and gold and blood-red, an explosion of bones, a rain of skulls, and he looked down at her as if it had forgotten she was even there, roared in laughter, and his hand closed in around her to crush her, and as it did, again the silence returned, and then the roaring—
Of the alarm clock. I awoke then, as she was me, and her glasses were flashing.
_____________________________________________________________________________________
You have to be logged in to comment on this post.
There are 2 Comments on this post.
Krik.0_1
Original Post 04/25/2027
… what the fuck.
RadRajRiver
Original Post 04/25/2027
Scary are you ok?











On Active Philosophies - Studying With Tiedemann and Bro_Anon
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 04/27/2027 @5:04am
Tiedemann’s tablet was so different from my father’s. It was bookmarked to so many different websites for streaming and downloading that I became instantly connected to all the world’s entertainment and knowledge. So many self-educational opportunities, books on coding, videos on maintaining 3D printers, podcasts on robotics. He had paid in advance to a friend for five years of VPN services which, over the years, he renewed without my asking. He’d also paid for the SIM card for wireless data, which he’d renew as well until eventually I could replace it. So I browsed anonymously from my parents and the world. Even without access to the Internet, it had so many files on the tablet’s one hundred and twenty-eight-gig hard drive that I was never without something new to learn. No games, the OS wasn’t even really designed for anything other than certain basic services. Nothing to divert my attention from expanding my knowledge and ability. I had begun posting on chat groups, making social media profiles with it. I was not being quiet on the Internet. I didn’t get into many debates, but I’d often go places and make a lot of declarations and rage against the setting sun and the sickness it brought.
Tiedemann was depressed for his first year in jail. I’d never heard from him. Into his second, he looked up the compact messaging system embedded on it. At first, when he contacted me, it was over visiting a few politically dissident sites he felt would lead me down the wrong path. After a short argument I was banned from an anarcho-capitalist group which confused voluntary behaviour with pressure to conform, booty with honour. Knowing his own security protocols and the defaults for his VPN, he tracked me back to the site and defended me when, as a kid, I’d gotten in over my head fighting goons. He was using certain arguments about how treating information as goods or properties was an insanity, that only media could be properties, but information was infinite, and therefore, the hoarding of information arbitrarily delimited how infinite our finite lives could be, which was, he explained, the ultimate value of hacking into systems and copying software. To create infinite forms. I found it all interesting, even if by the end we were blocked, after he’d messaged me to suggest I don’t Leroy Jenkins into forums like that if I wanted to hold onto my sanity. When I asked him what he was talking about, he told me it was the ethical basis for his hacktivism, which I told him I wanted to study.
He said to me that I couldn’t really get into his way of thinking if I couldn’t hack in the first place. “It’s an active philosophy,” he told me, “it has to be lived.” So this was where we began. He taught me to write my first computer program using C#. Afterward, he taught me how to access the anarcho-capitalist site from admin privileges by using the program to figure out their password. We learned their leader had been trading back and forth some pretty terrible stuff by private correspondence about most people not really having any worth, and that’s why they needed to be paid next to nothing; they were natural slaves to him. It shocked me deeply how quickly a way of thinking could come around full-circle, how attitudes about the good could eventually drive evils. It became a benchmark for me to judge philosophies by looking for how bad ideas go to bad places under the guise of logical reasons. By looking for bullshit claims about “good evils”. 
At first, these lessons were simply him on a contraband phone he’d rent from someone named Squid every once in a while, sometimes with screenshare to evaluate my coding. After he was done in jail, he wrote a program which he could use to create specialized courses and problems to complete with a sandbox for software testing and emulated systems to breach. He would upload videos, tests, study regiments and assignments. He didn’t grade me, but he did criticize me, questioning my conclusions to try to hint out contradictions, and the debates we had were amazing. As a result of his superior tutelage, I became entirely uninterested in schooling. I read classic literature and slept during math class. I wrote propaganda bots and walked during the hundred-meter dash. I learned how to build a RepRap self-replicating 3D printer and drew stick figures for my art teacher.
But he also taught me to teach myself. He taught me critical thinking and research skills. He taught me how to tell the difference between bogus information and genuine sources. He taught me to be critical, and I was, even of him. Especially him. It’s as if half of what he believed was wrong, if only so I could figure out what was wrong with it and end up with better beliefs than either of us had. 
I remember talking to him about his contradictory authoritarian anarchism. 
“So no one should rule?” I asked.
“No,” he answered, “no one should rule.”
“But then who puts people in jail for wanting to rule?” I asked.
“I do,” he replied.
“So, you rule over who gets to rule?” I asked.
“No, I rule over who doesn’t rule. And that’s everyone,” he answered.
“So if you rule, do you have to go to jail?” I countered.
He thought seriously about this for a bit. “Hm… I guess if I rule who doesn’t rule from jail, I can’t rule who doesn’t rule…” 
“So, those who should go to jail would just get to rule because you put yourself in jail, right?”
“Unless,” he stressed the word, “I decide I don’t get to go to jail, because I rule over who doesn’t rule and I decide I rule.”
“But then you’re just a hypocrite because you said ‘no rulers’,” I answered. “And if you can rule without going to jail, why shouldn’t someone else put you in jail?”
“Hmm…” He pondered for a while. “Well, what do you think?”
And on and on… His politics were never as persuasive as his ethics. 
Ultimately, it was the pacifism of his ethical hacktivism I railed against the most, because he defended it so well. I would argue that the only reason the pacifist movements of the early twentieth century worked were because the powers of the day assumed only force worked. The new peace movements were effective because they were new, and they worked because they allowed the people to differentiate themselves from their violent overlords. But the overlords were trying, at some level, to keep the peace, even if arrogantly. They couldn’t justify ruling the barbarous mob of humanity while acting worse than them, and so when the pacifists stood up now, they’d just pretend to be even more peaceful while hiding their violence. They had adapted and used the very strategies of peace to force the bad action, and we in our pacifism would merely capitulate to their economic and military power and their swindling frauds.
“But what was the alternative?” he’d ask me. “Violence makes violence makes violence. Look at Israel-Palestine. Once one attacks the other, it becomes the impetus for the other’s violence, and the violent suddenly lose reputation because of it, then when the other attacks back even worse, it does the same to them, so at first one is the bad guy until the other is, continuously justifying violence with violence. The liberators march in the chains they forged upon themselves. War is a state of strategy, where you trade what you ought to do for what you must do and end up obedient of will instead of free with it. Violence is power and power is the ultimate enslaver. Use violent means and don’t you just end up the villain you once rebelled against? It happens again and again and again.”
I wouldn’t listen, though. He was an old man spouting old man philosophy, as far as I was concerned. Don’t get me wrong, I appreciated his lessons and respected his intelligence. But like every child, I rebelled against his views, or at least the ones of which our societies have always been split on. I was sure I knew the answer and searched in every underground forum and every obscure pirate’s library I could find for arguments which would support my case: we needed a new rebellion. 
And I found one; its proponent’s name is burned into my memory: Bro_Anon. His name, hah, what a lie... Back in the early days of commercial 5G-augmented reality, there were already backroom slums in development. They led to the construction of my second home, Abedunker City, but before all those geotagged locations got woven together, people independently cloned their streets in AR. LA had this darkweb clone called ConCon Street where Bro_Anon lured dissidents, rebels and red-eyez with rhetoric most appealing. 
To quote one post, frozen for posterity on every Abedunker dump on the Raincloud:
“Friends and comrades, oppressed ones, we are all at the mercy of a globalization fallacy that has been growing for decades. Now more than ever do we worry the right will get their grubby hands on our polity and transform it into a wasteland of poverty. And the left are as corrupt as ever. Now more than ever do we worry that global information corporations are obscuring the truth from us to aid this political agenda or that one. Oh, the left! The left do it, too, but in war their arms become all our arms. Do you not hear the call to war? The private security subsidiaries of Microsoft, the AI combat drones, the encroaching pseudofarms of Mendacin spewing out frankenfood. We stand on a precipice where all this astounding technology will be put to the use of conquering the people, and it is we the people who must resist. We will be genetic slaves! Oh, resistance, you think you know resistance. Every dissident prophet, every anarchist manifesto you KNOW you have read. But by beating your mind against the very real walls of the machine you only do yourself harm. I swear to you, six times six cuts we will use to bring down the behemoth. The tree of liberty must be from time to time watered with the blood of tyrants and liberators, and so, too, will it be in the ports of the corporate computers where we will seize the means of genetic autonomy for ourselves! We will earn our freedom, for only by possessing information can we be free!”
Bro_Anon wasn’t nearly as voluminous as some of their dissident contemporaries. Other movements were far more successful in garnering mass support, but they were the low-action dissidentism of the first two decades of the new millennium. All talk, all thought, and the occasional disruptive protest or hacker attack, all great ways to capitalize on an opponent’s temporary inconvenience for those shadow organizations which controlled the dissidents. Sold some cute books on alternative electoral theory that all boiled down to one thing which would resolve it all, a tweak in the style of vote or an adjustment of a particular law, in one hundred and fifty thousand words, or otherwise more often do nothing at all. This is always the way; those who believe they are the most enlightened are often the biggest fools. 
What the fuck does that make me? Those who think they are the freest are often the most enslaved...
Anyway…
After a while, there were those of us who were getting fed up with all the circlejerking of modern-day resistance and who craved that next level. Real disobedience, losing all regard for the opponent, breaking down the walls of the machine and building a better one. He offered not only the words and the promises but the plan as well. He wrote software with which to train, software with which to become organized. At first his movement was small, but big enough to break into facilities of firms, sometimes giants. Sprawled around the south-west, each break-in corresponded with terabytes of liberated intellectual materials on AI, robotics and biotech. These inspiring acts of resistance were the first wave of the rage against the machine. 
But these acts of rebellion only served to help strengthen what was a minor and weak counter-cultural movement. Hackers could build better software, drones and 3D printers. But second-wave hacktivists didn’t have the numbers for it to matter. The fact of file sharing was buried by the common consensus that only business owners had the right to manufacture goods. Bro_Anon swore, though, that every war began with intelligence operations. Each company hit began to protest for the increased need for internal security which the government could not provide. Within a couple years it became too much to risk breaking into the companies by flash-mob. Security was too prominent, too hard. Things went quiet for a while. That’s when Bro_Anon announced new plans, new training, new recruitment. That’s when she found me.
I was fourteen. Tiedemann had taught me everything he knew. I was bored, slacking in his studies, angry. Constantly angry. My parents had just found the latest 3D printer I’d built at home; after far too much time in waiting, I had just barely managed to use it to print my first AR goggles… and they smashed it! My dad’s corp produced small plastic gadgets for dollar stores, but eventually the dollar stores found it cheaper to buy their own 3D printers as the revolution brought them small enough to require less-than-industrial space. It allowed them to stock a larger variety of cheaper baubles. He hated the small-scale 3D printer for that, even though he eventually got a job in the expanding commercial and personal printer subsidiaries of Lyeside Inc. When his ire moved from commercial 3D printing to open-source and piracy, competing with self-replicating printer designs. What Bro_Anon said was talking about, taking the fight to the corporate kings, it was everything I wanted to hear. As for Bro_Anon, my youthfully skilled disposition was what they needed to finish the programming work they couldn’t handle. Bro_Anon could code, could design, but… In a limited fashion, as trained in an older time on principles that lead to bottle-necks, lag and excessive energy-draw. And my productive reputation was expanding.
I need to explain something here: First there was Etherium, then there was Colony. Colony was built up into Hive, and when the law decreed these service providers die—apparently the irregular pay was being argued to be a kind of slave-labour, even though by the nature of the software, everything was a bounty of one kind or another, full opt-out power—the code went pirate. 
ETH made currency functional, blending contract and program, and Colony used functionality to create a decentralized labour verification system in which colonies could reward its own unique crypto as a bounty for project completions. Hive was the natural next step, anyone could build a Colony-like system each with its own currency within the Hive, allowing for nested colonies with dedicated functions and automatic relations between them. The colonies each traded currency between each other, and especially with Hive. These currencies could amalgamate into basket-currencies backed by the collected value invested into it. Hive kept taking very small quantities of basket currencies in basket currencies into Vault 1 for public trading from Hive to the market, and stored ETH and BTC through which to pay workers into Vault 2. When you started sending proof of work back to Hive, it would queue your request and transmit BTC or ETH as requested; since market transfer rates were variable, sometimes cash flow was fast or slow. This less regulated labour payment mechanism frightened the governments, hence their trying to destroy Hive by legislation that ended up imprisoning the original corporate overlords of that technology, but it didn’t matter. The Hive burned, its makers distributed the code online, and Open Corp rose from the ashes.
The second wave was a nearly-perfected amalgamation of Hive-based crypto-labour wrapped up into a corporation by a large group of second wave-hacktivists and a few philanthropists. After incorporation, the power transitioned, such that the CEO became randomly selected every day among all users with a strict, almost slavish requirement to defer to the board of directors and stockholders and a dollar pay, where the corporation’s board of directors was every user of Hive 2.0, and the membership fee was one hour of free labour. The only guarantee was to use IDKEY verification at signup to ensure a government ID verified the creation of the user. There was a basic minimum and maximum possible stake ownership distributed in proportion to reputation, which was based on a token given with any payment from any Colony for any work modified by the quality rating tied to it by the Colony, and further modified by the reputation of the Colony. It was a great mechanism, and it had so many interesting policies, such that the corporation couldn’t be easily subverted by the whim of a few. Decisions to spend from Vault 1 outside of the normal trade mechanics had to be covered by a nearly direct democratic function, except that excellence skewed votes, up to a ceiling of maximum possible stake. Such that the top one percent productive group couldn’t own more than an eight percent stake, and the bottom twenty-five percent productive group couldn’t have less than a ten percent stake of ownership. Productive regions could pool authority to draw from Vault 1 funds to buy workshop property, which was immediately accessible to any company employee. 
As for myself, my labour was automatically stored as an earned worth that, when the corporation was trading its currencies high, paid me in two bitcoins. Not legally old enough to work, I used Tiedemann’s buddies IDKEY login to make a profile; since he wasn’t a programmer, there was nothing he could offer the system, nothing to lose by way of that altruism. I unleashed in my early teens everything Tiedemann had taught me through my childhood into work, and I was good. That didn’t mean Hive was always paying out strong; sometimes the whirlwind trading mechanisms traded poorly and I received only a little money; other times I made small fortunes. Eventually, being able to trade ETH or BTC for cash, I usually turned all that cash into parts, into account access to proprietary APIs, into spools or stuff to be converted into tubes, into food, into tools.
When I met Bro_Anon for the first time in AR Chat to discuss creating a Hive for them, I had agreed to meet them because of the power of their rhetoric. Few were so brazenly willing to promote in public such a challenge of the system.
This was around the time I had printed my first AR goggles. Old Red-Eye model one. I’ll write about them later… It’s the early days of AR, 2023; 2024 is on the horizon, the world is a bloody mess, and while most commercial stuff is barely passable in terms of field of view, depth, colour overlay, or novelty, the hacker-space is constantly refining these various forks of things that can be printed off the many open source printing developments since then. So, I’ve barely started experimenting with full-room rooting, and I’ve spawned a chat with this person using a primitive space-tag through the headset and minimalist wireless circuits embedded in some cheap globes to position my hands and face in the 3D space. 
A door appears in the middle of the room and opens while the tall avatar of Bro_Anon bows through, as if it’s too short for them as they walk in. Almost a cartoon: Guy Fawkes mask, suit and a yellow tie with white stripes, tall and thin, their avatar was always an impenetrable veneer of faux masculinity. Long arms, long legs, narrow chest, white-gloved-hands, subtly-striped black-and-blue dress pants with flaring wide hems at the bottom. He told me the business attire was in mockery of the hated lie of professionalism, fucking liar… To wear the style and have us convinced it meant something more… 
Bro-Anon’s movement’s-reused-symbol-of-another-movement’s-reuse-of-a-fictional-movement’s
-reuse-of-another-movement’s-symbol, the Guy Fawkes mask, always makes me think, if memes are so impermanent, why do we rely on them so much to express our ideologies? Anyone can take any symbol and flip or spin it to mean whatever they want. Doesn’t that actively destroy the movements before them? I suppose that’s what happened with all the right-wing goons who started subverting the Anonymous memes for their own backwards purposes. We have to start realizing that memes, like weapons, are ideologically-neutral. We feed our enemies useful tactics whenever we use them against them, unless we defeat them outright, and in doing so, prevent them from learning it.	Comment by S: Hey Julia, this line here was breaking strangely due to the long string of dashes... I have cut the line in half with an erroneous space but please check to see it formats well in the end and adjust it as needed to prevent it from looking ugly in the end.
My avatar wore a different mask than hers, Kabuto-inspired but thinner in cheek bones, with a drastically pointed chin and a malicious wide jaw filled with teeth, seemingly laughing and snarling at the same time. It covered my digital face completely, save at the eyes, eyes that shone at different times in pure red or green without iris or pupil. Long green hair sprouted from the top of the mask wildly, unreasonably large hair that draped my bare shoulders. A heavy strapless black dress hung magically down my body, scrawled upon by moving runes of fire spelling 剣ガール, “sword girl”, over and over and over. The letters trailed around my dress in arching curves, the pattern of the curve growing wide and shrinking narrowly in exponential bounds, never staying still, circling my body again and again at rapid speeds. Smoke trailed around me as it did so.
I took pride in that avatar.
“Swordgurl?” they asked me. 
I nodded and replied, “Yes.” I didn’t know what to say.
“You said you wanted to join the movement?”
I nodded again. “Absolutely.”
“You do know what you’re getting in working with us,” he asked, “yes?” 
“You’re hitting corporate overlords to liberate information for the people,” I stated flatly.
“My girl, my girl,” he began, “that’s an overly simplistic way to look at it. What we are doing is setting the foundation for people to learn how to take the matters of their nation into their own hands. The means are secondary to the ends; we are building a movement that understands the justice owed to it by oppressors. I am taking those who cannot help themselves and I’m guiding them to becoming heroes, to taking their destinies into their own hands and ensure that the criminals in power never take from them again, their freedom.”
“But you are liberating information,” I replied.
“Well, of course.” He shrugged. “But information is power, and so you have to understand, you can’t have power enough to fight these oppressors without it. Don’t you think so?”
Of course, access to information had, for myself, been incredibly empowering. What I was learning to do with it, to craft and print and program, had even started becoming a route to income.
“May I ask,” he began, changing the subject. “What skills do you think you can bring to the movement?” He began to pace.
“Well, I’m a programmer. I’m also starting to work on engineering.” He was nodding and going “Hmm, hmm.” I continued, “And I’ve got a Hive 2.0 reputation of thirteen already after six months!”
“Well, that is impressive…” he mused. “I suppose I could test you to see what you can do for us. Let me ask you, how far are you willing to go for this cause? Like you said, we get our hands dirty. Are you afraid of fighting, Swordgurl?”
“Fuck the system,” I replied.
He laughed. “Well then,” he continued, “I do think we can make some use of you.”
 They showed me some of their training software, which used augmented reality to coach people in certain combat and stealth methods. I ripped the program open, read the code beneath it and found it shit. I told them and they asked me to improve it. I did and they were impressed. After finding out I was an Open Corp employee, we struck a deal where I’d write higher-level organization and training software for them, which I did. I took militant strategies they wanted people to be able to sync up into AR contexts and I turned them into a program where you’d train through manoeuvres with hundreds of other people.
Over the next two years, I not only worked for them; I studied their rhetoric. I became their willing soldier. For two years I studied the political values of Bro_Anon; I learned things about organizing crowds, I learned how to march, to thrust a spear. I was instructed in fitness and became genuinely interested in more than just… Walking. I started to become fit, and the anger that had been growing in my fleeting teens started to find direction. I felt as though I had started to matter as part of something much greater than myself.
How wrong I was.
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The problem with your generation is you think you deserve everything, you think far too highly of yourselves. As if the order of power goes from young to old, hah! Unless you have a clear visionary leading the company, the work doesn’t go anywhere, just empty value spinning into the void. It’s completely meaningless! All this crap I’ve been reading about justice is meaningless. All that’s real in the world is the will to power. You set up this sham of an organization against the law—I keep reading again and again, vaunting breaking the law. But if there’s no reason to follow the law, to follow the best of us, there’s no reason even to avoid causing violence, killing or enslaving. Only those better than us keep us from being complete savages, and that’s why Hive needed to go. It was more like cancer, just taking money and not providing any real value that a man with a plan could verify! A total hoax, the unproductive verifying the unproductive. All this crying is just entitlement at its finest. I’m out… Bye.





















A Crack of Red Thunderbolt - Desert Pine in Tonto Forest
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 05/05/2027 @5:49am

Two years of working on-and-off for Bro_Anon mixed with anonymous jobs on Open Corp, and I had earned a fair bit of back-pay. I used this to my great advantage by designing an outdoor getaway. At first I built myself four 3D printers over a year using the ones available to me at the local Open Corp HQ. Having access to them dramatically increased my productivity, unlike library-access ones, materials were more variable, and I was capable of producing some harder parts. I left them there during the building process. I outsourced the design of 120KwH power packs to an OpenCorp team in Venice. Locals helped build weather-resistant solar panel designs by complete print, though it was tricky figuring out how to get it to work. We had moved south over the years, as Dad always wanted, ending up in Phoenix. It took adjusting to the intense heat and sun, as well as thinking around the transitions from dry to humid heat. But I can’t say I miss the snow. 
Designing the computer interface was simple. Delivery was difficult; I had to bribe some old asshole with a truck to help me deliver from time to time so I could set up the equipment. I became determined to have my own space; I found a tricky patch of forest among the ridges and dunes and pines to the north-east. On the drive over, he turned to me with a bottle of Jack Daniels and croaked, “Always drink and drive” before taking a shot, and not even offering one. Oh, and get this: he didn’t want anything other than fiat money for the service. What’s the point? To buy stuff at a store? Most MiStores take crypto-currency anyway… Anything else you need, you can have mailed or you can print yourself, no fiat required. But the guy lived in some long-gone past.
Example: I own six shirts, they are smart carbon-poly weave with a nano-computer on the lower hem. I printed these shirts, which each have thirty-two color settings at a resolution of sixty dpi. Example: my Red-Eyed augmented reality goggles are printed. Red-Eye MK Three goggles. Example: my pocket computer, which uses Bluetooth HDMI connections, has three terabytes of hard drive space, sixteen gigabytes of RAM and a modest twelve-gigabyte GPU. All printed, except the HDMI cables. All my combs and brushes are printed carbon-fiber; so, too, are most of my accessories and tools. I spent maybe six months working for the income I needed to get down to self-sufficiency and now I mostly buy raw materials, the only thing I’m on the hook for. Well, I also can’t print food, but the technology is in development and some companies have open-sourced their data. Maybe in the 2030s…
Anyway, the guy ultimately helped me set up an outdoor shop with four printers in a forest clearing, solar panels lining the tops of trees, wires feeding down to power-packs and the printers themselves hooked in. There I printed patrol drones, which used scancam software that scares people off by making predatory noises. Nothing frightens a wandering band of people like the growl of a mountain lion or the yelping of a pack of coyotes. I had plenty of tarp for water protection for the printers themselves. There was still the problem of bugs and dirt and mud, and all that which would require cleaning, part-replacement and sometimes print errors. More than once I’d spend a day cleaning, and then a day repairing just to crash for the night. Nothing like printing a computer only to find a small beetle embedded in your circuits, and therefore a completely dead and useless hunk of junk. 
Good thing I had been going there for a couple of years…
At first, my parents weren’t happy I was going out without telling them when or for how long. But what were they going to do? Call the cops? Their local social standing was so important to them, there was already gossip about my poor grades, the “red-eyes” crime meme and my attendance in school. I don’t think they wanted it getting around that they couldn’t control me whatsoever, that I’d go wherever I wanted, whenever I wanted. This was the unspoken truce between us: don’t fuck with my lifestyle and I won’t cause a scene. Don’t want to be embarrassed by your child? Then don’t get in my way. Oh, sure they tried at first. They tried yelling at me first, Dad tried threatening me, making demands, telling me I should just go and stay gone, then commanding me to stay. Fear was long past working; at some point you just stop giving a shit when day-in-day-out it’s yelling and threat and demands. I was getting fitter and Dad older, so force was harder; he’d never really crossed the line to full physical abuse anyways, and Mom didn’t want to show up for work at the plantation covering up bruises again. For years she hadn’t worried about that, and she wasn’t about to cause more gossip. I promised this had nothing to do with drugs—and mostly it didn’t. 
I spent those two years improving my coding skill, bonding with some of Bro_Anon’s revolutionaries. I even recruited some of my own, and one became a friend. But more than that, I trained, using my software that I built for the movement; I trained and I printed iterations of the weapon and armor files they eventually shared with me. I got used to marching in formation armed and armoured. I did fitness routines and became stronger, thinner, and more confident. I was just a hacker before, an opinionated one hundred and twenty-pound wafer stick. After a year of week-long training sessions preceded and followed by eight-hour walk-run combos, well, I was weaponized. 
This is where I was free. Sunlight fell down upon my secret space like healing arrows, and the solar panels used them to renew the batteries sustaining my prints. I had meditated under the great celestial sphere above more than once, and it occurred to me my regard of it was the closest thing to spiritual I had ever experienced. It molded the planets, it fueled billions of kinds of living thing and it burned on for millions of years without so much as a single thought. Oh, our hubris, to think intelligence must have made us because we have intelligence. Yet the universe goes on its way without a single emotion of pride or a single thought of regard. How great it must be to be the object of logic and without any, simultaneously.
Beneath the canopy of panels and trees, I made use of homebrewed technologies. There was the piratebox server in the middle connecting to the ten-node opensat sequence for Internet. Complex transfer protocols ensured only competent hackers could access the signal. It simultaneously instructed the three printers while they worked together to complete larger projects. They also connected to the Drone Charge Stations, and though the drones themselves had no connectivity, they were given instructions via the charge stations.
I usually wasn’t alone, though. Often Bro_Anon would be there, Anonymous-themed avatar hunched over me, hovering about on wings of graphical magic. Of course, from her perspective, she’d see the motion-estimated model and could compare the graphical representation to my perspective by tapping into my goggles’ onboard camera. Or my friend Ven would hang out sometimes, though usually we liked to play games in Abedunker City, which worked best in an urban environment. I’d march down a thin strip of cleared earth, ending at a formidable tree ten meters away. My feet would be spaced just wider than shoulder-length apart, one foot back on a raised heel for the lunge. Looking down at my feet, I saw ghost-legs advancing ahead from the space my legs occupied, and I strived to follow perfectly, neither stepping too far forward or not far enough. Though I marched under shade, sweat squeezed out of my pores from the effort I had been exerting for the past hour. “Your legs are still too close together, and you advance too far out of time,” He may have told me, displeasure dropping his heavy male voice like a stone through the tar-black crackling sea of voice alteration software. “A phalanx requires not just discipline, which I know you have, but precision. Every step must match the steps of your brothers and sisters beside and behind you.  Any mistake will be exploited by your opponents, and they’re all very well trained in exploitation, as you know.”
“Yep,” I responded, half-sarcastic between one rapid pant and another. As I stepped forward in march, with each step, the fringe of my vision went from colorless, to blue, to orange and finally red. I would be repeating in my mind, ‘stay in line, stay in line’. Would it work this time? “STEADY” was locked to my vision, opaque but becoming more clearly visible as the color shifted. Finally, when it went fully red, an enemy appeared where the tree was, and “STEADY” became “STRIKE!”. I was willing myself to stay in line, but it just wasn’t happening, I was off, too heavy on my right side. I’m always too heavy on the right. The spear in my hands was lighter than those of the ancient phalanx warriors, a hollow carbon frame designed to endure just one fight for the cheap. Instead of ending in a tip, it ended in a taser, and I stabbed the tree with it. I chipped the bark of the right side of the tree and scraped against the side, the shaft clut-clutting against the side of the tree. I hardly affected it, but the faceless SWAT soldier that stood where the tree was went flying when I hit him in the chest. Later, I would learn that to be an exaggerated response to the weapon’s effect, which was significantly less effective.
Immediately, my statistics came up. My left leg didn’t want to land where it should, one-point-twenty-five inches off sixty-four percent of the time, so the floating panel said, and after a few steps, my collapsible taser spear would be unaligned with the optimal strike path. My foe was tased, but at best I could only muster eighty-two percent of the pressure needed for a sure thing those days, which implied a chance of failure. I needed to work on the quality of the swing of my hips in time with the pivot of my feet. His dropping was a lucky thing, for once, and so long as I’d fail at that level of pressure I might let the foe into the line. All in all, my combat statistics averaged nineteen-point-eight percent under the fit-for-fighting bar. Based on the current rate of improvement, I was likely to achieve my goal well before the siege.
It was the final rep for the current period, and a green menu flashed into existence with a pleasing charm that said “BREAK TIME—You’ve Earned It!”. 
I sat there under a glorious tree, aged trunk twisted into wisdom over the century. I was breathing hard but steadily, and feeling the dirt and soil underneath my outstretched palm. I always felt better out there, returned to nature but guarded by the machines of my mind’s creative grace. A heavy breeze drenched me in cool while the sun simultaneously struck me with its rejuvenating light. The forest rustled and tapped, branches lovingly caressing my solar panels. 
“You’ve gotten better,” Anon said, voice rising with pleased tones. “When I first met you two years ago, I saw so much potential in you, and now that potential is starting to blossom.”
“I was a brat,” I said. “A tech junky and a code-worm. I couldn’t run a hundred meters without huffing and swearing. I’m way better, but a long way from fit enough.”
“You were just poorly raised,” he said. “Raised by parents who didn’t care about you. Who still don’t. When you’re old enough, you can leave them to live in a like-minded community. It’ll be there for you when we’re done with all this. All that coding and printing said something about you. And now you’re a warrior. Our new world will need warriors as much as programmers. We must be steadfast to own our freedoms.”
“If I were really a warrior,” I complained, neither visibly or audibly displeased, just aware of my own shortcomings, “I’d be able to hit hard and march in time.”
The wind slowed for a moment. One of my drones came into view, passing evenly between two trees ahead of me. Something in the tree was startled by the harmless toy, a Flycatcher, I had thought, with a sharp “piiisk!”, blazing away into the sky like a crack of red thunderbolt, reason dominated by its fight-or-flight instinct. This drone was only programmed to seek out wolves, bears, coyotes or men. Pre-programmed by open source hunters’ software, it could pick up over two hundred different posture types of each creature. It would take only three seconds to target a thing and then fire custom C-battery stun rounds. A bit extreme, but usually the predatory noises scared any humans off. As for bears, I’d never had a problem. There were a few stunned coyotes, but after a while, they got the hint. I’d rigged each round to output the batteries’ whole charge in a single sharp burst, enough to put someone big down in agony for a bit. Sensors and speakers surrounded my space, ready to scare anything smart enough off with emulated sonic threats. 
One can never be too careful.
“You’re not doing that bad at all, honestly,” Anon assured me. “I have been working personally with a dozen other people. And a few thousand others around the world have downloaded my training program, so I get to see all their statistics. You’re in the top twenty percent, and only beaten locally by two of my pupils. You’re a mean spearman for a sword girl.”
That made me think for a moment: how could I possibly be in the top twenty percent? If I were still twenty percent under the fit-for-fighting bar, that’d make a large body of the protest groups completely ineffective... My heart fell then, quite rapidly.
“So, doing well to you is doing better than the other crap fighters? I’m so far from a peak, and I’m one of the best? Brother, are you telling me we’re screwed? You had said—”
“Selena, Selena,” Bro_Anon said cleverly, “you’re doing great, you’re doing wonderful. Don’t read so much into the numbers.”
“I’m not.” I was stern, irritation rising in my voice sharply. I didn’t like being treated like a child who needed empty reassurances to be confident. 
“Ah! But that’s just it,” she followed, “you are. My training program is actually set above-standard by a pretty large margin, at least according to my calculations. I didn’t tell anyone, but I wanted people to push to their limit rather than just achieve the standard. The worst are about as far from the real margin as you are from the fake. You should train a bit more so you’re hitting your standard consistently, but all things considered—”
“That’s stupid,” I interrupted—I hate lies, if you haven’t figured that out by now. “I’ve been stressing myself out and figuring I wouldn’t be ready all this time, when—”
He raised his white-gloved hand to claim his chance to speak. “I know, I know, I’ve been watching you remember. But stress is healthy, trust me. I know. I’ve been doing this kind of stuff for a long time. An effective soldier is close friends with stress and experiences it regularly. You couldn’t be prepared to do what I’m asking you to do without your new friend, stress. Trust me, I’m a soldier. Every army needs a little theatre, so the actors know how to play their roles.”
It took me a couple seconds to accept that. I wish I read into it more, but I’d received so much from her. I decided to trust her, even though she had broken it, he made it sound like an offering. I had been given the opportunity to be freed from the truth and in my ignorance become empowered. “I guess I will play my part.” I was reluctant to say that. “You’ve done a lot for me. I know you just want to look out for us. I’ll trust you. There’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you: are you going to be at the protest?”
“I will be, but not your protest. I know I haven’t been willing to discuss who I am, but I’m not American. These protests are built in worldwide cells, and I will command the one in my hometown. Yet I’ll be there as one of the faceless masses, marching along and fighting. Selena, sorry to say, but I’ve got a message coming from one of my other trainees. I’ve got to leave the room and give him some help. I know this is important, but you understand, right?”
“Yeah,” I said, and then as an afterthought, added, “I’m sorry for snapping at you. I do trust you. You’ve made me a stronger person, so thank you.”
He bowed completely and then disappeared with a virtual pop.
There were several buttons hanging in the foreground of my augmented reality, and they were collectively the menu to the app I had opened then. Those days my AR system had superior articulation, full five-finger interface, full-body positioning for my avatars, from feet to head. I lifted my index finger up past all those buttons—‘file’, ‘view’, ‘menu’ and more, each lighting up as it crossed by them. When I came to ‘exit’, I stopped and tapped the holographic button. The Training Room app closed and the simulation disappeared with it. What replaced it was my home screen. In the top right corner of my view, several social media feeds blinked by with comments from the various revolutionaries, anarchists and futurists I followed. The book I was then reading—an outdated but interesting work called Neuromancer—was pushed off to the far bottom left. I could just make out some of the words on the page: “Cyberspace. A consensual hallucination experienced daily by billions of legitimate operators, in every nation.” I thought it interesting that there never was a need to go inside the human brain to create the hallucination. All one really needed was a pair of glasses and an adequate enough camera. Reality then became a hallucination, if even a translucent one.
I got up and wandered over to my printers. The outdated Opensync was slowly making its way through the fifth carbon plate I would be wearing at the protest. “68.3% complete” hung over it in bold red font, slowly increasing as it ground down its carbon purpose. The options to check available resources or to cancel hung off the side, but I ignored them. The panel I was printing was part of the light armor rig Anon designed for all of us. I had altered it, of course, each panel bearing two criss-crossing swords framed by a simple flame motif and stamped with the same kanji symbols that danced around my avatar. Each plate was a five-layered piece,the outer layer was plastic, then a layer of steel, a layer of nano-carbon, another layer of steel and a final layer of nano-carbon. The original was a flat carbon wafer, but I printed my motifs on everything I wear.  The tubes layer was laid in thin crosshatches to better catch shards of shrapnel or bullets as they penetrated the first layers, to distribute the projectile force more evenly across the panel. The steel was really just binding, and the plastic only aesthetic, but they strengthened the carbon just enough to increase protection.
My second printer was a newer model named Skytouch, after its design that prioritized height over surface area. This eight-foot-tall pillar-shaped printer bore sixteen small plastic robotic arms up the inside of its frame to keep tall objects stable as it was printed. A matte-black carbon sword was slowly being printed, thirty-seven-point-six percent finished, two machine hands gripping the long handle tightly, and two others the blade on its dull side. By the end, eight of the sixteen hands would be holding my finished work, a custom-designed blade, fusing katana aesthetics with the practicality of a military sabre. I wanted it to be simple, without defining attributes, effective and cheap— so it was. I wear my flourish on my clothes, but I like my weapons simpler.
The third was a smaller more efficient piece, Orbic’s Scalable Printer, made to be two cubic feet and laying down the final touches of the ninety-three-point-five percent complete mask I was supposed to wear for the protest. First it was designed by Anon, a Guy Fawkes mask with grotesque attachments working as an ad hoc carbon air filter and a place in its eyes for my red-eyed AR goggles. Of course, I made tweaks to the design. As rebel memes went, I found the Anonymous mask primitive and outdated, representing an obsolete ethic and identity I couldn’t identify with. I didn’t want to sacrifice identity in response to the consumer identities the sheep of the early twenty-first century selected from. I wanted to craft a new one in protest of the works of sheep, clones all the same in their differences. I twisted it, the clever smirk becoming a deranged grin, the smooth cheek bones becoming cruel, a mix-mash of my Avatar’s malicious Kabuto mask and the jovial smirking of the old Guy Fawkes mask. I took out the facial hair, too. I made it effeminate but fearsome. I wasn’t about to go to the protest as another Anonymous copycat. I was the Sword Girl.
I sat back down at my favourite tree. It was slanted ever so slightly, and I could lean so slightly back up against the firm bark. I reached into my cooler and pulled out a compressed plastic container with month-old orange grapes my parents had bought from miStore. I opened the thing with an audible pop, wet condensation splashing coolly against my hand. I took one between two fingers; it resisted meekly as I squeezed gently. A little more pressure, and I thought it might violently pop and gush open, but as I pressed harder, two sides of the thing ripped open unsatisfyingly. I tossed it into my mouth. When I bit down, it resisted hardly at all, and then detonated, fresh juices saturating my mouth with an incredibly satisfying sense of sweet and citrus. I put the container down on the ground beside me, presently intending to snack on them while I worked. I grabbed the augmented reality book with my two hands, taking the top left corner in my left hand and the bottom right in my right and expanded it by pulling my two hands away from each other until the book page took up a third of my vision. I set the opacity to seventy-seven percent, just insubstantial enough that I could work with my hands, see the environment and still read clearly. The red lenses were relatively powerful light-blockers and the camera could rebalance the colour of the scene such that reality only peeked through the digital overlay meekly if I required it and still be clear. On the other side of my cooler were stacked the completed carbon panels and a pile of flexible carbon cord. I took them, heavy and warm, in my hands. Dusting them of tiny insects and dull, dry earth, I began the long task of weaving the cord into the panels, reading my classic novel and eating what I thought to be a well-deserved snack.
_____________________________________________________________________________________
You have to be logged in to comment on this post.
There are 5 Comments on this post.
CorpAbandon31
Original Post 05/05/2027
I think I’ve seen this guy’s posts around… Nothing for years, though, right? Claims to be a soldier… I doubt he ever knew what true soldiering was or else he wouldn’t have had you preparing to fight with the style of a few thousand years ago.
Redeyezzz420
Original Post 05/05/2027
Heh now there’s right red eyez no more cryin just bleedin. 3.0, no more sore, so sad, so sad :’( I didn’t update for years just had ta be true miss
Kijhuata6768
Original Post 05/05/2027
It usually starts with those who feel hopeless, betrayed or enraged doesn’t it, hun… That’s how a lot of good people go bad. Someone finds them, sees a resource in them. Sees clay, not human. Starts moulding but… Not for the right reasons. Societies earn their dissidents, but those who radicalize them never deserve to. I’m sure it felt empowering but I feed bad for you. 
RadRajRiver
Original Post 05/05/2027
Skytouch so jealous! I’m going to work out just like you!
TaosOnlyTau
Original Post 05/05/2027
See? You take what you want in this life…















RIP Miguel
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 05/17/2027 @8:00am

I was walking home today with Ramone when Miguel died, not twenty feet away from me, as a screaming, fiery mess. The fire-burst tore open the sky momentarily, engulfed a cheap and worthless car, and murdered my friend. I felt the heat; it was almost searing, so real, like the infectious bite of a bonfire at fifty feet, even pleasant momentarily before the screaming sunk in. And I didn’t even fucking know it was him ’till just after. I didn’t know who the hell he was, but I ran to him with Ramone and we beat him out with our shirts. Ramone threw his aside and I put mine back on. I then stooped in to look closely, as if there was something I could do about it. He was saying something while moaning, the mutated warp of his face barely betraying his identity, voice was severely burnt and hoarse. I couldn’t tell what he was saying. My name? Maybe? I don’t know, might have been something else. I just fucking hate the idea of him looking at us without being able to recognize us, even that brief bit he was alive. But he died quickly, and it’s because I stabbed through his eye and into his brain with my concealed kindjal. All I'm good for... There was almost nothing of his skin left or his lips, clothing had fused with skin and there was nothing anyone could have done. He would have lived maybe a few minutes—maybe. Agonizingly. Maybe the ambulance would have, could have been there in time to count him as dead. But they weren’t going to come; someone had made sure of that.
 I’ve known Miguel for a year now, he’s my friend. But I didn’t know much about him. He was going through hard times and usually needed to borrow more than he brought to the table. But a nice kid, helpful, a talented cook, played a decent Chun-Li. Plus there was that time he stuck his neck out and stepped up for a buddy of mine when she was getting harassed. I think I’d been getting him pretty interested in anarchism and open source. He watched more than a few lectures with me and the group. It’s not hard to get people around here pissed off about shit. But he was really getting into the technical side of it, too. 
He’s fucking dead. He’s fucking dead.
 We were so invested in our panic, in the screaming and sudden anxiety it hardly registered to us when they said "Tell them all Miguel owed more than he'd earned." Not 'till right before the kick that took Ramone to his knees, right in the meeting place between the ribs and gut. He rolled over onto his back, struggling with the wind knocked out of him. I was up fast, turning, trying to identify the enemy but a cross to the face sent me staggering back. Felt Miguel’s corpse catch against my heel, almost fell but just managed to step back over him and catch myself. Him between the attacker and I bought me such a slim moment to come to my senses, through the reeling and tunnel-vision I just narrowly caught sight of the shitbag. And I mean, he was no one. Literally, as generic as they came. Fuck, I was getting so pissed. He had this fucking smile, this fucking stupid pleased look. It was right when he lunged that I went back for the Kindjal I'd sheathed, the one obscured behind my overshirt. When he reached out I pulled the blade free and cut his hand. It wasn't a fucking great cut, just off-angle but enough to make him bleed and back off. The guy yelped, I ruined his expression at least, suddenly sour and grunting and swearing.
 The other had got down onto his knees to start beating on Ramone, but when he saw his buddy get cut he let loose a panicked curse like a badly thrown javelin. He was getting up, I could see some bulge on his hip, maybe a weapon. A gun in all likelihood.  I didn't give him a moment, ran at the guy and kicked him in the hip while he was still off balance. He tumbled away from Ramone who I pulled to his feet. He was just starting to be able to take full breaths, heaving irregularly. Eyes darting back and forth between the attackers.
The guy I'd cut, still swearing at me, was getting pale. He wasn't bleeding fast and he was gripping his wound, but he didn't have all day. The second guy was going to go for his gun once he'd recovered, so I went for his friend. He literally yelped as I went for him, tried to kick—badly—I side-stepped it, grabbed him by the fucking scruff of his hair and put my blade to his throat. Ramone followed, I pulled him in-front of me while he screamed in terror. The other guy had gone for his gun by this time but I took his advantage from him. Hoping the guy had a shred of fucking humanity was a god-damn gamble... 
I started shouting, "You fucking killed him! You fucki—!"
Ramone, hunched and still gripping where he'd been kicked said through the gasps, "If you drop the gun you can get your friend bandaged before he bleeds out."
I think he was thinking if he could get the shot off, not quite pointing the gun at us but... gazing...
The hazy sun looked down upon another mortal squabble, just as it has for all the others. Scattered cumulus drifting in the afternoon sea of light. The dirt beneath my feet felt like it would crack open at any moment and drag me down into the dreary caverns of hell. The heavy piece of the kindjal hilt in my hand reassuring. The squirm of the man bucking this way and that like a startled horse. The air, dense, burning my lungs, tainted with the dark char of carbon and smoldering meat. Iron blood on the tongue. Nothing but chance between Ramone and I, and a bullet. 
Then he broke. "Fine!" He threw his gun two meters forward. "Fuck. Fine!" Ramone dashed forward, picked the gun up. He pointed it at the killer, wide-eyed. I don't think he'd ever held a gun before. I was worried he was going to kill the guy, for Miguel. The thought had crossed my mind too but... I shoved his friend at the surrendered gunman.
The guy who surrendered the gun looked back and forth at us and said, "Shit, we were only paid to kill your friend and send a message. Fucking watch your back, bitches." 
Then they left, and I let them leave, and we let each other live...
 Later, Ramone asked me if the kindjal was printed. Told him it was, it took me six months to work up the funds to build the printer. He asked me if I could print him one. So I said I would, he offered to pay. Told him not to worry. 
I’m going to design the words “FURY FOR MIGUEL” on it.
 I think Miguel is still just smoldering out there. I don't know what to do. With authorities paid off by the mob, it's probably the case that they'll dispose of his corpse at some point. Another disappeared bastard. Maybe I should get some of us together to bury him before they can… Should I?
I’m thinking of teaching Ramone to learn how to build a 3D printer like mine. There’s not a lot of money to go around, but he’d be better off living in this place with the ability to make a few things: accessories, weapons and tools. Most people here would be. Plenty of garbage for the compressor, but I wonder how many we could have before we blew the grid? Small-town Mexico…
Fuck, my face is all swollen. I didn’t realize ’till I started having a problem opening my eye enough to see the screen. I’ve been gone for ten minutes looking for treatment techniques. I think I’ve got to sit down with some ice. Does cold water in a bag count? Then again, I’m lucky just to have that.
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Kijhuata6768
Original Post 05/17/2027
That’s so horriblet! But it’s the same everywhere right now… Everyone’s being beaten down right now… Who is there left to go to when corruption’s in all directions? Stay safe, keep your head down and don’t push back </3
The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour
Original Post 05/17/2027
Don’t blame the freedom fighters just trying to help medication get to those who need it, times get thin and unfortunately every once in a while a bad apple ends up dealing with something as horrible as a debt-hoarder in such a wrong way, but we should all remember to take from that a lesson to pay our dues to the people who protect us.
 Reply by CorpAbandon31
Original Post 05/17/2027
That’s a shit fucking excuse for murder. I get keeping your head down when your family could get chopped up with a machette but apologetics for it are sick. But at the end of it unless we’re all willing to band together and risk our personal safety tyrants from one side or another will try and force down on us and their propagandists will sing some kind of honeyed justifying tune… You’ve got to teach yourself to be sick of it no matter whose side the tyrant rises for and who gets oppressed and what the justification is. 







LISTEN TO ME
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 05/18/2027 @1:38am

My parents are still out there somewhere. Jesus fucking Christ, my parents are still out there somewhere, and so is Tiedemann. I wasn’t close to my parents, they were just the people I lived with. My dad was an angry person, always bitter about the new changes and the stock market, of me and his wife. He was angry at his parents, his jobs, his bosses, angry at me. But one day he had a heart attack from his condition. Linking his anger and his adrenaline and his near-death experience, the doctors decided on a new course of treatment. The brain implant was a computer of molecular thinness. It had an incredibly small wire leaving his skull, entering a wirebox on his neck, and then entering into his nervous system. The system monitored certain neurotransmitters for certain kinds of activity, and then altered them with suppressive signals into the brain. The end result was his anger would subside into a gloomy, moody sadness, a mild vacancy and a desperate need to watch television. 
My mother was something else altogether. For years, she put up with the constant verbal aggression and occasional physical abuse by covering them with fantasies. So long as she could live in a dream, she was safe. She tried to live that dream through me by wrapping me in pink and surrounding me with stuffed animals, but I rejected her dream from the beginning. I think when it was clear we were different people she turned to pills for a while. After my father’s heart attack she was forced to get a job to hold things up while he recovered. She worked at the Mendacin crop towers. Afterward, she lived through the myth of noble labour. Corporations love to perpetuate the myths which give them authority. My father went back to work when he was sufficiently better. The house was quieter, like a machine when it’s turned off. 
I distanced myself from them more and more. I escaped into augmented reality, preferring my programs to their television. I’d rather find truths in a make-believe reality than lies in reality. I met Tiedemann, but eventually I distanced myself from him, too. But please notice they are still alive. And you know what? It’s ’cause I distanced them from myself. You know, I’ve seen people die before, people I knew and people I didn’t. I saw people get shot, just shot right down. This wasn’t the first time... It was the first time I saw a person die like that. Burning. Crying. So much pain, not how I want to die. Not how I want to die. I checked GHOSTProtocols; it tried to cheer me up. Showed me… her. But just made me depressed. I don’t think it gets life and death yet. The permanence of it. Tough to program a program to be your friend... But at least GP can’t die. But she’s gone. She was beautiful, never told her that. Hah. Zach… Fuck… Never see that guy again… Poor fucking Zach… Jackass but… Didn’t fucking deserve that… And I fucking murdered her… For that… I bring the death... Now people are dying here ’cause I fucking bring the death.
I can’t be alone, though. I tried; I almost killed myself. Tried to be alone, but fuck, people. They just want to be your fucking friend. Listen to me, just listen, I’m no good for you. I just get people killed. Just back off. No one dies who I leave alone.
_____________________________________________________________________________________
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Untitled
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 05/18/2027 @4:34am

There are a lot of people in this world trying to live in their own little bubble. There are a hell of a lot more people out there dying for oxygen. We took it from them... Just took it. But it wasn’t for us. This way of being has been sculpted for decades. Sculpted by our music. Our shows. We’ve become cold. Lying comes easy to us. We pass memes to repress judging powers. But we judge people every day. Daily scapegoats and strawmen. Fed to us to keep us from unifying… We’re too small to make a difference in isolation, and be damned if you disagree... Fools. Such foolishness. Just, goddamnit, we don’t see the fallout of our flaws... ’Cause we always defer our suffering to someone else. Those who shuffle around the pain make the most profit... Make no mistake, they’re coming for you, too. They only give a shit about their interests. They say and do anything to stay in. Leaders are psychopaths. Leaders are psychopaths. Don’t trust any of them. It’s all just one thing.
_____________________________________________________________________________________
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Timeless Tiedemann; Apache Phoenix
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 05/19/2027 @3:01am

Sorry about all that, I’ll get back to my past. It was just a lot… So, reading over my last post about training, I remember now, it didn’t end there. I was dreaming about something with turquoise. I remember being suddenly awoken by an alarm, briefly thinking the sun was exploding again to shred me down to bone and dust… The OS asked me as my eyes fluttered open, ‘Were you dreaming?’. I tapped yes, and it asked, ‘What about?’. I entered the details. The data was logged. The call animator was an orange glow running counter-clockwise along a circuit of blue spheres against the clockwise rotation of a square gizmo spontaneously changing dimension. The glow pulsed with the rhythm of the ringer, demanding my attention. I was on a private network; I built this to be on the Internet alone. My main node was partially designed by me, and it was in space. I tapped into the Internet through a series of backdoors in several ISPs, always switching from one to another before getting caught. Everything was wrapped in a homebrew VPN. All browsers were custom edits. No one would find me unless they were looking specifically for me, and even then, only if they were really good. I swiped the book away into the corner and expanded the “Room Call” alert blinking. The Room Call Logo faded in and out bleakly, followed by a brief ‘loading environment’ bar. Finally the room opened.
The AR menu flickered into a 3D room, blank save for the Cartesian coordinates in the middle of the room ten meters away, and for the avatar of the caller. Whoever contacted me wore the program’s basic avatar, a polygonal, legless, but vaguely human shape. Its blank face was content, all its features like it came out of Plato’s perfect, stupid man. And whoever they were, they weren’t wearing any kind of rig, given their limbs had no natural motion. Just a parody of natural movement. The name of the caller hung above the avatar in all its resplendent glory: User1.
Classy, like a sir.
“Finally found you.” I recognized Tiedemann’s voice immediately. A scientific reductionist never cares about abstract symbolism.
“You woke me up from the best dream,” I said.
“What about?”
“I don’t know, something with turquoise?”
“You and your hues...” Tiedemann laughed. “Socially, you’re fifty years behind, but always five years ahead of the tech curve.”
In reply, I said: “I pride myself on not keeping up with the trends. It’s the only way to stay timeless.”
Tiedemann’s voice had deepened with age; a lot had changed with age. Vigour had left him like sand falling through the hour glass, the spirit that lifted him up on that stage all those years ago was replaced by half-open eyes, tiny highs and one too many sighs.
“I really didn’t think you’d find me,” I told him.
“It wasn’t easy,” he said. “But you haven’t outgrown me. Not yet.”
“So why’d you come looking for me?”
“Can’t a teacher keep tabs on his pupil?”
“No, not at all.” I poked, “Not whatsoever!”
“Listen—” There was a moment of hesitation. “I know what you’re planning. You shouldn’t go through with it.”
I sighed and got up, grunting in response to my muscles’ rioting for more rest. I clicked the “Fix Room” button, clipping the digital room to the real world, such that I could move through it with the device’s accelerometer. I walked over to my printers, at first not responding to Tiedemann. The sword was complete, the final armour plate was done, the gas mask was finished. As I did, I said, “I think you’ve been keeping too large a tab. What happened to all those privacy lectures you gave me?” I turned my head to look at him and frowned, but realized the gesture was useless and stopped. He couldn’t see my face; the rig only tracked my hips, arms and legs. I turned to him, remembering Bro_Anon’s words on the subject. “I mean, who are you to tell me what to do?”
“A rational fucking Swede,” he said back sharply, “that’s who.”
“If you were snooping around in my system,” I argued, “then you know what I’m protesting, and you should agree it’s the right thing, too. Mendacin’s one huge fuck-up. The amount of research they’re hoarding is being put entirely to their wealth, and their misuse of technology is often at the disadvantage of some poor group. In the name of health, so many were made ill. The corruption they put out into people, the bad business, it’s crap, and they need to make their stuff open source so people generally can put the tech to more responsible purposes. And that’s without getting into the genetic enslavement research.”
“Sounding positively like a politician,” Tiedemann sniped. He’d refrained from teaching me rhetoric; “persuasion is abuse,” he’d say, instead that lying bitch taught me everything I know about it. The first lessons during these better days, and the second ones, the worst ones, well, after. “Aye… Corporate kings… But this isn’t the way to fix the problem.” He said, “Hack their servers—”
“We’ve tried,” I growled. “Their servers are air-tight. Ever since the fall of Google, large corporations pay for their own digital security departments. They figured, if the biggest name in cyber-anything could be taken down, they’d all have to stop relying on contractors and do better themselves.”
“Then maybe you ought to carry out the biological research yourself.” Obvious sarcasm is obvious.
“Yeah, I’ll just switch over to biology,” I laughed sardonically. “Give me twenty years to catch up. Maybe I’ll be able to explain how all those fancy implants I bought off the Thought Police work, if my consciousness wasn’t subverted by them to love my servitude, to work-work-work, to think for the machine that I bought them off of.”
“Resist in other ways,” he suggested “Help build the alternative, fly the flag, stoke the creative fires, organize counter-politics. I don’t buy war being your only resort for a second.”
I yelled back at him, “I don’t care what you buy into! Outdated fucking pacifist!”`
He didn’t respond for a few seconds. Just staring, rigid avatar just staring… “Listen, I’m not going to tell you what to do. I just care about you. I know you’re a tough kid, and I don’t doubt that you can fight. But it’s not healthy business. I just don’t want to see you get hurt. A fight like that isn’t in augmented reality. You won’t just lose HP, right?”
“The plan is fool-proof.” I growled. “They won’t know who we are, they won’t see us coming. No lethal force.” I became disgruntled and complained, “Why don’t you help rather than fucking talk down to me?” I turned my back to him.
“Fine,” he said stonily. His avatar walked unnaturally over to me with the embarrassing gait of pre-programmed 3D movement, around then finally in front of me. Then, as if casting a spell, his avatar waved his right hand in the empty space before him. A shield popped into existence, a large kite shield with detailed imagery carved into its surface. “I’ve actually known about this plan of yours for a while. I’ve seen you train. I know how hard you’re working for this. Selena, I’m proud of how hard you are working.” I blushed. “I just don’t respect what you’re willing to do. I know you believe what you’re planning. Selena, I looked over all the schematics for the gear your Bro_Anon gave you. I don’t like it, I don’t trust it. I’m no material-structure guy, but they don’t seem well-designed. The shield is especially crappy. I decided to redesign it. I ran the specs through a few buddies, and we figured that this design will give you a lot more protective space, will take a much higher beating and will feel more balanced on the field. And it doesn’t have that ugly fucking Guy Fawkes mask shit on it the Hitlerian pseudo-Anon is pushing on you all.”
That made me laugh, I recall, but I stopped when I remembered I was mad at him, and then felt bad when I realized what he did for me. I looked at it carefully. The flame motif I designed years ago encompassed the bulk of the size of the shield. Three scenes were carved within. The first depicted a long-haired woman with a demon’s face, hands gripping a flaming sword, leaping, striking down at a monstrous beast yielding in terror. The second depicted a human woman holding onto a crystal, light rays beaming out, her hair swirling as if caught in the wind, eyes closed as she looked inward. The third depicted a woman sitting cross-legged, meditating; the one half of her was the demon woman whose hair was held aloft magically, eye was wide open as if in revelation, while the second half was the human woman, her hair hanging heavily, her eye shut, her hand gripping a sword handle, the blade imbedded in the earth before her.
“Apology accepted,” I said. “I’ll wear this proudly.”
But when I went to look at him, he was already gone. The file hung there in augmented space. I gripped the ghost shield with both hands and walked over to the printers. I left it hanging near the Skytouch while I went about the business of releasing each robotic hand from my new sword. I held the handle as the last limb let go and felt the weight of it cede into my hand. I took it out and studied it for a moment, gauging the keenness of its edge, examining the straightness of it. I sliced twice, both times in an angular arc, and decided it was keen. I stuck it into the earth and checked the printer’s supply levels—seventy-five percent full. I took Tiedemann’s shield holofile again and literally threw it at the printer. It disappeared, but immediately the printer came back to life, following a hidden command I had designed to print the beautiful shield Tiedemann had sculpted for me.
Taking the sword out of the ground, I pointed it up towards the sky and examined the handle. There it was, exactly where I had programmed it, a little mechanical switch poking out of the outermost rim of the handle guard like a piece of gum under a desk. I pulled it back with my hand, and the blade collapsed downward with a smooth swish. Segment fell into segment until the whole blade was lost within the handle. 
“I think it’s about time to go home,” I said, to no one in particular.
It was always a two-day walk home. I had brought just enough provisions to account for that. I turned most of my gear off before I left. Only the Skytouch kept running as it laid down the first carbon-steel layers of the gift Tiedemann made for me. It would take a couple more days, so I left four drones on an auto-patrol just in case. They would look for the patterns I trained into it for four hours, land on the one running generator to recharge and repeat. Sometimes there were glitches, but so far, no one had run into my setup. The other generator was pushed to its limits powering the other printers, my tablets, my AR and my other drones, and would take three weeks to recharge to full power. I didn’t have enough food for either days or weeks. I took with me the armoured harness which I wore under my clothes, the demonic gas mask strapped to my hip, my collapsible sword looped through a belt hoop, my collapsible spear on the other side of my pants, a C-battery projectile taser in my pocket and a carry-all backpack, in which I carried all else.
I slept with my sword under my arm the one night out, where Desert to Pine road met Highway N-607, off in the ditch. It was all yellow and sparsely green, a dry rocky desert, sweltering hot and uncomfortable. Comfort was never something I sought in life; it’s the drug which keeps us sedated. That night, as I failed in my first attempts to fall asleep, I took out my homebrewed tablet and checked my news sources. An election was coming and several Radiant Dawn party members were winning power in the Republican Party. They would fail to achieve a third term. Their violently anti-immigration doctrines were blasted by the Democrats, who in turn had high-hierarchy members funneling tax money into friendly bank accounts for under-table power plays. But at least corrupt wasn’t fascist… They tried to smoke-screen the issue by discussing the rise of Opencorp over the past years and the threat it represented to the economy. The Canadian Repayment Agreement and Security Plan was almost fully negotiated in light of the weakened economy, and especially the terrorist attacks in Northern Ontario permitted by the obliteration of regional military security. Pleasant words for ‘vassalage’. Everyone knew the attackers were Americans playing pretend Canadian extremists anyways. It was all very depressing, so I did as I imagined a lot of people did these days. I ignored it and went back to my book.
Eventually, I fell asleep deeply into a dreamless black void.
When I woke up in the early morning, it was because the sunlight pierced through my eyelids like a spear. A richly silver car growled by spewing grey-black carbon monoxide into the purple haze morning sky. The ground beneath had been unfriendly to me, and I was sore getting up. I opened my pack and helped myself to a light breakfast—a few pieces of fruit, smoked Alsteak jerky, and a long drink of water. A bead of it trickled from my mouth down my cheek, meekly combating the warmth all around. But inside I was refreshed, my body graciously accepting the respite of water, feeling that burst of desirous cold as it refreshed my oesophagus and stomach.
It was the afternoon by the time I arrived at the familiar dry rural Gold Canyon, and early evening when I caught a bus on E Old Highway West in Phoenix. I transferred at Apache Junction onto a bus that took me to Mesa Station East. By then the sun was setting once more. When I made it finally to my little house in Central Scottsdale, my home for the previous seven years, it was midnight. My parents were asleep, early risers though, so I quietly opened the door, removed my neon all-terrain climbers, made it up the stairs without a sound, opened my door, and fell upon my bed like raiders upon a village. I loved staying outdoors, but I was born in the urban sprawl. I didn’t want to be addicted to the comfort machine, but I was hooked to the drug by IV at birth. I dreamed of walking to Sweden to give Tiedemann his shield back, but only getting halfway there before having to defend myself against an unruly mob. I was torn to pieces before I could wake up.
_____________________________________________________________________________________
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Gleam4LeafClean
Original Post 05/19/2027
Ugh everyone’s eating the frankenfood the eh, blue steak and blue strawberries and pink blueberries. But it’s all cancer in the end. 
Reply by Rekks
Original Post 05/19/2027
Just rancher anti-tech lobby bullshit.
Gleam4LeafClean 
Original Post 05/20/2027
Uuuuh im vegan??
Reply by Rekks
Original Post 05/20/2027
Likely story!! fake shill profile!!!
Reply by Gleam4LeafClean 
Original Post 05/21/2027
Hah ur paranoid 
Reply by Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 05/25/2027
Don’t you think it’s possible that the whole system of fake profiles, be they staff-operated or AI, is driving us to increasing levels of paranoia? If you can’t tell what’s real or not then you cannot hold a firm foundation beneath your feet. None of us can prove who is a particular human user even using the best legislation. It’s probably best to hold onto multiple possible hypotheses simultaneously at every juncture and just do your best to craft information that moves towards virtue. Maybe even a badly programmed AI can be redeemed? Certainly someone paid to shill propaganda can, yes? And Gleam, isn’t such a time naturally going to cause paranoid? Maybe we should be compassionate?
Rekks 
Original Post 05/27/2027
… maybe
Reply by Gleam4LeafClean 
Original Post 05/27/2027
Fine
SoSocrates
Original Post 07/15/2027
The thing about rhetoric is it doesn’t always have to be persuasive. Rhetoric can be used to obscure or enrich, but if you make your arguments rational enough, rhetoric can remain strictly to beautify the writing or speech. You start with reason, you build the logic, you kill the fallacies—then you beautify it. Narratives are like castles under which some truths are buried, through which some truths are vaulted and in which some truths are crowned. Whereas reasoned truths are already like very high hills that can even be nakedly defended against all sieging on-comers.  No castle required. Beautiful rhetoric becomes more like a well-cobbled road that makes the climb to the truth easier. But which exposes those who don’t care about the truth to attack on their way up. Whereas the walls of the castle might obscure other truths, the vista from that point contains the entire horizon. Sun, clouds and storms all.




Insert Thoughts Here: Any Other Morning Would Look the Same
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 05/27/2027 @10:11am

While fighting for my life, something stirred me into wakefulness. I had the sudden horrific thought someone had broken into my room; in panic, I rushed into a sitting position, ready to defend myself. But it was just my mother, who was sitting at the end of my bed crying slightly, her eyes half-dimmed by the recent death of sleep. I glanced over at my clock seeing what I expected, four-fourteen in the morning on the dot.
Not everyone did clockwork psychology as well as my parents. Four out of seven days a week, my father would wake early from a nightmare. It would cause his adrenaline levels to kick off into an anxiety attack. In response to the sudden loss of serotonin and increase in GABA, his neural pacemaker would release a mild electrical current to help move serotonin from neuron to neuron. It also killed his sleep and spontaneously increased his glutamate levels. Along with short-term psychosis, it also inflicted in him an irresistible urge to watch some obscure and terrible television show from the nineties called Baby Talk. This was a merciful thing, which affixed his attention as he’d mumble and argue inanely for four hours. Hell, he had no interest in the old show before his pacemaker; his only interests, really, were hyper-professionalism and meanness, in ‘dressing for success’ and complaining about being put out of work whenever by advancing technology. He also once lost the promise of one hundred thousand dollars a year through a water bottle manufacturing company in the early years. Big deal. He and mostly everyone else was re-employed somewhere else. You’d think the world ended, how much he resented it. Four hours after the event, his brain would balance out and he’d become his normal, arrogant self.
I saw it once… One morning at four o’clock I waited with the door open a crack. I think I was nine, and I felt like a crow, stooping there and staring. Surely so, right at four-fourteen, my father, Andrew Payton, cried out, first with a recoiling horror, then anger, then sadness all in one deep breath. Then he flailed mindlessly and thrashed for a few minutes as the electrical currents forced down the sudden fight-or-flight reaction of his anxiety attack. My mother was suddenly beaten out of bed. This problem hadn’t occurred more than three times yet, but I had picked up on it. They had tried following some snake oil advice off the Internet, but apparently the solution didn’t work. She was startled but dove back in the bed and struggled to contain his flailing limbs. This is when silence took him. After a minute, he got up on his feet, wide-eyed and blurry-brained. “Andrew?” my mother asked, as if in emulation of some television character and its imaginary drama. He collapsed back down at the edge of the bed and cried for a full three minutes. My mother, Lizzy Payton, hugged him and pulled him into her, but he resisted, not sharply but noticeably. He didn’t want to be weak, he didn’t want any consolation when he was in his mechanical grief. “Why?” he’d ask, and he’d ask again and again for years, in a moment between sobs, then shudder and weep more, now incomprehensible. A second time he asked. A third time he asked. Then, she whispered to him and tried to cheer him up, but now she doesn’t say anything, she rubs his back sympathetically, her head down, messy hair obscuring her pointed features. 
The tears subsided. He sniffled and wiped his face on his striped-blue pajama sleeves. He stood, he saw me, looked at me red-eyed and said, “Selena, get the TV ready. Liz, make breakfast.” He got up and walked away, stumbling, head down, into the washroom. 
These days, I didn’t hang around for the old man’s breakdown. Neither did my mom. She had the sense to wake up early, and the bad sense to do the same with me. Ever since then, I had to get the TV ready. Every early, early morning, she’d do dinner. But first this little song-and-dance routine.
That morning, as every morning, my mother asked me: “Where do you go?” It was rhetorical; she followed up saying, “I know why you leave, you hate us, and you hate me. But… That’s okay.” There was a waver in her voice. “They say that you’ve got to help your child be themselves, and if you won’t take the pills I buy you to become it, that’s your fault, not mine.” Her shoulders slumped and she wiped her eyes, staring at the ceiling. I didn’t say anything; I gave up this game a long time ago. This was something my mother had to do as a ritual, and as with all rituals, it was better not to try to explain to the believer its irrationality. “But where do you go? I know you don’t do anything too dangerous, because you always come home. Do I even know that for real? You always stay a little longer and a little longer…” She leaned in and whispered, “But if you tell me, I promise not to tell your father!”
There followed an abrupt and expected silence. 
She waited for me to respond, but I haven’t for a long time. Because she doesn’t keep her promises. 
There was a local forest I used to hide my first 3D printer in. Not far from here, way before the Basin. It was a nearby safe community, a quiet community. It was going well for months before my parents found me. All ’cause she told Dad, he barged in on me, calling me a thieving bitch. She cried, “Oh, why, why me? Why must my child be such a criminal!?” as he smashed my printers with a baseball bat. He dragged me off home, yelled at me for a half-hour while my mom sobbed. Second dead printer, six months after the first… After that, I decided, fuck ’em. Won’t go through all that again. They don’t give a shit, they don’t care, they don’t want to think differently, they don’t want to move against the stream. They can’t understand. I wouldn’t tell them anything. I wouldn’t tell her anything. She broke her promise. So when she was sitting there at the edge of my bed, asking me where I go, I just stared at her, no expression, no emotion. I just let her do her auto-pilot psychology stuff. Her unthinking insentient fire, I let it burn.
The funny thing about adults so consumed by work and stress is that they lose contact with consequence, and become filled by their own narrative, dead to skepticism, devoured by faith. Nothing they experience gravitates away from that.
My mother sighed, wiped her snotty nose on her sleeve and reached behind her.
 “I bought you something!” she said. “From the MiStore. I ordered it weeks ago off Amazon. They’re amazing like that…” She brought up a pink stuffed elephant, made from silk by the looks of it, expensive and plush and irrelevant. She put it out in front of me. “Do you like it?” I told her many times I thought pink shit was gross, but Lizzy was desperate for approval. The only way to stop her from breaking down into a real sobbing tantrum was to accept it with a fake smile and put it close aside. It wouldn’t be there for long, anyhow; my mother had a hard time leaving stuffed things with me, knowing how little I actually cared. She stored them all together in the guest room as a hoarder’s showcase of an unhealthy psyche, disguised in pink. 
Cute, the perfect disguise, no one sees anything besides happiness behind a pink veneer. You can make any deceit beautiful, appealing, convincing—if you gussy it up right. 
Taking the thing made her find her confidence between two breaths, and she followed it through to a third and deep breath. She followed the pink animal to this calm place, which she had now placed beside me. She left the room happy. I needed only utter the littlest lie, and yet next to that thing, it was taken for a truth of such importance. She did this because she wanted even a glimmer of the illusion she lived. I still wonder, did she choose to live that way, or did she have no choice, as wound about each other as their disorders were. When she was gone, I pushed the thing down onto the floor, sighed and got to my feet.
I was too tired that night to have undressed, and was still wearing my grubby clothes from the walk home. First, I put on my secondary AR rig. With a little soap and water, I was able to clean it pretty thoroughly and pat it dry with a paper towel. I never really learned Tiedmann’s first lesson, did I? After I put it on, I reached back and found the finger-sized pads wired into the bottom. I tapped the first button several times. It shifted my shirt’s color from forest green to gore red, then to royal blue, then again back to red. I clicked the second button, which cycled through shade-presets, until I found my favourite garnet red. There was a clean pair of cheap camo-grey cargo pants in my dresser. 
My bed jutted out from the room’s ugly pink wall like a black bionic thumb. On the right of it, a small window let in dim light that clashed meekly with the joyous LEDs hanging on my ceiling. An end table off to the left was bare save for an alarm clock. The dresser near it was fully bare. My closet was closed—not much of interest was in there besides the junk of my childhood, a few pieces of my smashed-up 3D printer, and the old tablet which Tiedemann had given me years ago, a big crack running through the screen. After years of use, the thing finally died on me, but by that time in my life he’d taught me everything I needed to know to replace it with something better.
I put the AR goggles on, fitting tightly around my head, and pressing firmly around my eyes. It only took a few seconds to boot up, no loading screen, no intro graphic. Instant OS, just add power. It silently checked through the computer built into the fabric of my shirt once, twice, a third time. Commercial software was designed to quick-boot, but I designed my systems to last. Hacker designs and 3D printable were slower in the R&D side of things, but once it figured out how to do a thing, it never needed to rely on planned obsolescence. Build the best thing and build it once. 
My AR operating system opened up and changed the world. The Worldbuilder app ran in the background whenever it was connected to the house Wi-Fi. It remembered places, people, things, and their meta-content. It had full-range ontology, natural language interfacing, and great render-speed. It certainly remembered my room and everything I designed for it. The top of the wall behind my bed had a virtual banner strapped across it. which said in ever-changing flaming font, “The Kingdom of Kiatua Sword Girl”. Parallel to my window on the other wall was a video screen, which was at all times streaming AnarchyBlogRX YouTube content. Smatterings of Rojavan political revolutionists marching in Ankara, British freedom fighters with non-lethal arms held up in hand-to-hand with cops inside one of the island’s few remaining forests, drug cartels being run out of towns in Brazil by mobs of committed citizens. I always exposed myself to the passions of resistance. 
Around my room, seventeen widgets hung off the walls like posters. There were passing images of lulsec hackers, Anonymous protesters, open source technologies, and fictional revolutionists.  QuoteFriend widgets made for many others, changed up quotes and tweets from various sources. They’d range from parts of Tiedemann Murray’s Ethically Disobedient Hacktivism to works as old as Henry David Thoreau’s essay on civil disobedience, or to more obscure places, of tweets by people I loved, who may have as few as a couple hundred followers. Rare gems of the refined wisdom of everyday dissidents. There were Anonymous quotations as well: “We are legion. Expect us.” which showed that moment under the image of their protest. 
As well, there were playful game widgets: Mario levels, Swordplay Alpha, Street Fighter, and a virtual pet kitty-Cthuhlu. The evil god, done up in chibi-style, fluttered and chirped longingly from a screen beside my door, occasionally accelerating down and up around a singularity. I walked over to it and tapped on the wall as I went through the routine of feeding, cleaning and playing with it. I had still been doing this outside of home; it’s just that I’d summon the widget by accessing it directly rather than through this, my preferred method of truly immersive augmented reality. My fingers rebounded off the wall, but the cameras and sensors embedded in my goggles picked up my finger movements and registered them as touching buttons, like my wall was a keyboard. Once the ancient deity’s five empty hearts were filled up, it did an aerial backflip and groaned horrifically from the depths.
Besides all that, there was a wealth of virtual décor. A crystal chandelier hung from the LEDs of my ceiling at head height. There were little characters from games and shows I enjoyed fighting rapidly and endlessly across my dresser top. Little explosions went up when a squad of soldiers fired heavy weapons at a charging horde of oddly-jointed blade-clad aliens, gun shots resounded and heroic cheers rose as those defenders held ground against the endless tide of jabbering, murderous monsters. Bruce Lee and Ip Man traded blows rapidly beside them; elsewhere, a miniature version of my avatar fought using a sword and fire magic against the many-armed ice-skin demon that assailed her. She leapt as high as two feet off my dresser, a very tall jump for a sprite no more than five inches tall, and shot a beam of flame at the demon knocking it on its back, flesh melting and breaking off like so much glacial Antarctic ice. Then she propelled herself magically across the vast bridge of inches between them, only to be rebounded by a backhanded strike as the demon got to its feet.
My closet was one big virtual bookshelf. I was an avid reader, thanks to Tiedemann. Early on, he assigned many exciting books, later on more-so interesting books with assignments. These were books neither my school nor my parents offered. Some were challenging, like the Lord of the Rings series or The Epic of Gilgamesh. Other more enlightening books included Falkvinge’s Swarmwise and Tiedemann’s own On Ethical Hacktivism. But it was those early sessions that sparked my interest in reading, and since then I’ve followed the threads of pirate sites to fiction and non-fiction alike, obscure and popular, modern and old. I hadn’t finished everything I set up on the bookshelf, like Beowulf or the Cryptonomicon. But everything on there was something I at least tried to meander through. There were maybe seventy volumes stacked side by side and illuminated by white border lines and completion markers ranging from one hundred percent to twenty-two percent. 
I brought up Tiedmann’s Self-Proclaimed Professor app and checked for any messages. It was through this app on the original tablet he first contacted me. It was using this app that I first agreed to be his pupil and through this app that he regularly delivered me lectures, videos, shows, books and assignments. I miss those days. He taught me since he got out of jail, from when I was eight and until I was fifteen. Then he told me he couldn’t teach me anything new, that I was ready to explore the online world myself, to create for and participate in the open source community. I had done so with relish.
When I left my room, the AR environment followed me. The whole house had been scanned and tagged so thoroughly that those widgets and pictures and animations conformed to the dimensions of any place in my house. Each room had its own little additions, though, for example: when going down the stairs, the handrail had rushing waters flowing down it into a waterfall, which spilled at the base of the stairs. When I looked at my hand gripping the handrail, plummeting down the stairs two steps at a time, the program adjusted so my hand seemed to block the water like a dam, causing it to spill off the sides of my hands, down the rails and onto the floor.
When I walked into the kitchen, the round table my father sat at had a giant smiley face painted upon it. My father had taken the large, wireless Fab-Tab pointscreen television by Fibersoft, a subsidiary of Microsoft and Sony, and put it at the far end of the table, as he always did. The smart TV had a depth sensing camera attached to it, which could tell what you were pointing at, allowing you to select options from across the table. If my father tapped at the “Change Channel” button from where he was sitting, the TV would see and respond. But of course the inability of my father to adapt to tech sometimes got in the way. No worries, the technical support AI was also always watching, aware of your problematic facial expressions and willing to offer the kind of excellent customer service only a robotic big brother from our brave new world could provide.
When I looked at my father through the AR, I saw the massive parody of a brain implant I had drawn on him once, which I recall prompted him to cry out, “stop poking me!”. The computer registered the tags as fixed points in space associated with the person I had already scanned earlier. Later, I sculpted on OGGraphMax, a pyramidal mechanical structure which I assigned to the head-tags, tipped with a blinking red light and stickered with a little sign that said, “Control Me Plz!”. Snaking down from it was a blinking fibre-cable wire that said, “Property of Mendacin Corp!”. It was fed into another panel seemingly soldered to his chest, which had stickered to it, “Insert Thoughts Here”.
He always sat at the same spot at the table, exactly the same every time. While sitting there, his right hand would fidget back and forth, a single pointed finger being dragged on the table side to side to side. The rhythms of a broken brain have always terrified me. Add a few chemicals, adjust the dials and watch a normal human turn weird. At least I always figured the motion was a permanent side-effect of the pharmaceuticals he was on before the installation of the pacemaker, if not then an effect of the pacemaker itself. As much as I hated the forced sedation of the implant, he was weirder back when he let Mendacin poison his brain with drugs. The only thing he could really do well back then was work and get angry.  At least now he had moments of freedom after his morning’s impulsive stock market consumption. There were patterns in him as he watched, little clockwork ticks and motion as the pacemaker sought to regulate his experiences. He might drift his hands forward or back a bit, or a little further to one side or another, but more or less it was the same pattern within a threshold of sliding his finger from side to side. I had programmed onto the table a smiley face controlled by a slider; toggling off the user-interface-only option allowed his compulsion to control it, having placed the slider strategically where my father’s hands often were. Whenever my father moved his finger along it, he dragged the slider along, changing the face. If dragged in one direction, the face would frown deeper and deeper, and going the other direction, it would smile wider and wider. If he moved forward, it opened its mouth a little; if he moved his hand back, it tightened its lips. If he took his hand off the table, it automatically went back to its slightly-sadder-than-neutral base-setting.
“Come sit,” he said, not to me but at me, unwilling to pry his haze from the FabTab during the morning. He had to watch it. He had to watch it. He had no control. When I sat down, it was overlaid with a PirateTV stream window set to zero opacity and broadcasting the new, pre-release episode of Singularity House, a sitcom cartoon about a family living in the hilariously parodied post-Singularity world. This wasn’t the most comfortable way to watch a cartoon, overlaid on top of another show, both sets of images moving and clashing simultaneously, but the audio came clear through my ear buds, with a little selective-attention the better content prevailed. Seven generations of well-preserved and ruthlessly bigoted elders drove around as heads on screens with wheels to pester their still-organic descendants in a perpetual in-house tyranny due to their having sole control of the house passwords. So long as people don’t die, tyrants live forever…
My mother, who had been busily bustling kitchenware and her employer’s genetically-modified food around, turned, saw me and barked out the refrain, “No screens at the breakfast table!”. I ignored it; she hadn’t bothered in a couple months to try to enforce the rule. I looked right at her, said nothing, and went back to looking at the stream. My mother turned awkwardly towards me, knife in hand, cutting up plump tomatillo-plus beside diced blue onion. I learned long ago not to fight my mother and also not to give in, as the starving lion too proud to retreat from its dead lamb when armed farmers guard it, but too hungry to flee and risk losing the meal, prowling side to side unflinching. Who will move first? After a few moments, my mother threw her hands up in frustration and turned to resume her chopping, only louder now. The tapeworm I programmed to slither around my mother did so, reflecting the weight-loss pills she took. They were the expedient, quickly-implemented Mendacin as a cure for obesity, which my mother had for years. Four years ago, she gave up on diets and homeopathic fads, and went straight for the drugs. That was about the time she started with the early-morning pleading and her stuffed animal obsession, but those depressions and needs were the easier sufferings for her to bear. She’d always been insecure.
She wore a slender pair of FibeGlass over her thin nose. Got to love the double standard of ignorance—she wears this augmented reality device marketed as a ‘viewing aid and smart wearable’, so it’s not augmented reality. Gods bless the fool. She says to her online followers in a Snapcast:
“Hey, fans, it’s HappeninMom here! Thanks for poaching my cast; hey, that reminds me—got the perfect poached egg recipe with me, something certain to put a smile on those down faces at home! Uh, it’s tough getting up sometimes, but you’ve just got to kick it and keep the country going—and we all know it only takes a few yellow smiley faces to do it! But I’ve decided to go with the whole color spectrum today. Red peppers, blue onions, green tomatoes and yellow eggs! And, of course, Albacon on top of it! Oh, yes, I never buy the old bacon, Albacon is the best! Yolo to all my new viewers out there, haha! Don’t you just love Alfood? I know I do! I love buying a pack of seeds, sprouting some hardy things after a week in your backyard, and harvesting it all fresh for the next few months. I tell you, I never got into gardening until Mendacin made gardening easy! Water twice, wait two weeks and voilà! Veggies for the whole summer! I don’t know how traditional gardeners can do it. How could they go through all that trouble? You know what, I don’t want to know. That’s the stuff I pay Mendacin to know!” 
She works for Mendacin. Lol.
She waited a moment, both hands clutching the counter, bearing all the weight she carried, and said, “Stop; post.”. She sighed for way too long.
Then she spun around briskly and brought her family their food. I dug in. It was quite good, actually. I always enjoyed my mom’s cooking. Not that it was her skill that made it taste so good—Mendacin engineered all their food to have an appealing quality to it. Rumour was they had figured out how to isolate the little chemicals which made fatty, salty foods addictive and code for them in the food’s genes with half the fat content. Eating their food was always satisfying. As demand went up, so too did varieties of food, and the price of organic alternatives. Mendacin had overnight become the prominent agricultural elite in the American world market. I said my mother even worked for a GM plantation forty-five minutes away, loving the ten-percent employee discount she got on all seeds purchased from their wholesale department. 
“You know,” my mother said to me when she sat down at the table, “my plantation has some positions opening up. They hire sixteen-year-olds now, and I was thinking, well, I really wish I had the opportunity to get into a good job with a good company like that when I was your age.” 
“Quieter,” Father puffed, not taking his eyes off the screen. Mom apologized needlessly.
“I already work,” I replied. “I code for Open Source projects. I get some decent money from some of those projects, the good ones, anyway.”
“You always say that,” mother replied, “but I don’t ever see you buying anything.”
“I donate a lot to crowd-sourced projects,” I said while crunching through like-fresh month-old bacon and juicy exploding tomatillo. “I figure, that’s where my money comes from, that’s where my money should go.” 
You make me lie, I thought, you make me lie. Part of me wanted to say, “I buy Carbon and Plastic refills for my printers, I pay for unprintable parts, I ship them to the Opencorp-Phoenix HQ.” But there was no way they would accept that. They’d hunt down my secret places and put a stop to my printing. 
“But you don’t get anything back for it…” my mother touted.
I tensed up. “Mother, I do my work and I’m good at it. If I pay them, they pay me! That’s how it works!”
“You know, in my day, when we spent our money it was to make money,” she emphasized make, as if making money and spending money were the same thing, “and if we didn’t really make money we knew it was a scam.”
“You don’t even know what a scam is,” I spat, “You aren’t ever making money, you just kept trading debts around in one big circle-jerk of—”
“You watch your mouth!” my mother snapped back.
“Quiet!” My father stressed. My mother apologized. 
“If you don’t keep the money, you can’t make a way for yourself in this world,” she said. “I know you want to think you can just do this computer stuff and get away rich and famous. But, you know, how are you going to put food on the table? I know you don’t like Mendacin Corporation, but they gave you the eggs you’re eating right now. Mature working is doing a job and doing it well and earning a contractual wage. What you do is just a cult.”
“Oh, yeah.” I rolled my eyes. “I put the money in the bank and they give it in a loan to some guy who gets to spend it so some company can have the money and give it away in a pay cheque to some other guy who’ll put it in his bank and get turned into debt and given to some other chick in a loan. It’s insanity!”
My mother sighed. “It’s just the way the world works, hun.”
“That’s not the way I work! The world ought to work more like me! Create things for people, and if they can help you out, they will. And then when you need something, you just download a file and print it and—”
“That’s just stealing!” my mother interrupted. “You can’t just take things without people’s permission, so don’t even think of it! Are you an expert in production, or an expert in economics? No, I thought not! Neither am I—but the people who make and sell things are experts, and they say that piracy and 3D printing are hurting our economy and putting thousands of hardworking people like your dad and I out of work. I trust them!”
“Yeah, I’ll just go ahead and trust experts on everything.” I laughed, remembering something Tiedemann had said to me years ago. “Like, if I want to be free, I’ll consult a freedomologist and do exactly what he tells me to do.”
“What?” my mother stumbled. “That’s not even a real thing.”
“But if it were, would you trust an expert in freedom to tell you what it means to be free?” I felt like I was getting red in the face. “What if he gives you a definition of freedom that is wrong, but you trust him anyways? That’s kind of what an economist is like, right? He tells you how your money should behave and interact with other monies. And a lot of them are just people, and the system is so much bigger than they can know, but the government and businesses trust the ones who are certain there is no better way than this crappy system. It just keeps going and going like a machine about to drive off a cliff—and we all just trust the driver!”
“Listen, I’m not going to have this conversation with my own child!” my mother yelled, angry now. Then quietly, cautious of her husband, she added, “You’re my child and you’re living under my roof and you’ll agree with what I say. I’m not going to have this conversation with you. You run off god knows where and you spend all your time on the Internet. You’re failing school and you support thievery. I trust the people who pay me for my work enough to have this house and buy our food, and you should, too.”
I tried to reply, but my mother cut me off. “No more! I don’t want to hear any more! The world’s not going to change just because you think it should. What happens, happens, and that’s all. You can make up all the things you want but it won’t change reality. The experts know how it works and they’re all that’s standing between our homes and homelessness.” The last bit was a painful quote of the current Radiant Dawn Republican president, looking to a final term. I wanted to fucking scream at her about the fascism of Radiant Dawn and of their funding deals with Mendacin corp and Mendacin executives. I wanted to tell her, “They’re trying to take your money and your wealth and your land! They are trying to make you a slave! All they believe in are slaves, mobs, soldiers and kings! They think the only way for us to move forward is on our backs with reins and saddles!” I said none of this.
My father’s face slackened slightly like an elastic band when the tension ceased. He put his hand flat on the table for a second, spread like a man resting in the sand. The shifting smiling face went sad, but released when he got up. He muttered, “Fucking market’s never been the same... Never....” He pointed at the TV and changed the channel to News Local 22. The two neutrally-dressed reporters, both white, were discussing the burden unemployed immigrants were putting on the government’s healthcare system. Mom was silent, I was silent, he was silent. Then, he finally said, “You want to blaze your own trail, I understand.” He walked over to the fridge. “But we’ve done our best to build a life for you and you don’t want it.” He wasn’t looking at either of us as he opened the fridge and tore from it what he needed for his work lunch. “You’re a victim of propaganda, and when you get used, you’ll see. There’s no chance. No opportunity. You’ve got to follow along. There’s no more room for innovation, no place for radical thinking. You’ll find all that out soon enough: the only option is to settle down and get in line.” The soundtrack of his childhood was the depression of 2010 pop music, and it left its dirty mark on his mind.
Then he looked over at me, finally, and said, “But if you do anything stupid in the meantime, don’t expect me to bail you out. I’m not going to risk my right to work for your ideology.”
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GHOSTProtocols and Other Ghosts
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 06/13/2027 @6:30am

Listen, I don’t just stay home and mope, I don’t go to school looking for someone to save me. I fucked off whenever my parents get me down, and they do it nearly every day. Some people cry about how hard they got it. I lost everything, but you don’t see me crying, right!?!? I lost it all, I lost my home and my family and my friends and my life. I lost everything I ever built for myself. I got a few routines and projects I’m always working on, even now. Fuck, I spend at least an hour a day developing my AI pipe-dream , a bloated messy program with a hundred dead ends and a thousand nodes of redundant reinforcement. Scratch fucking built. Built-in rejection of every piece of smart advice given by any reasonable programmer, she’s a program which isn’t supposed to do anything in particular at any time, but which sometimes does what I don’t expect it to. She talks to me sometimes, or sometimes a sudden image, a thing I hear or say causes it to bring something up. A picture. A quote. A website. Sometimes it’s good humour, sometimes she clocks it, sometimes it brings up something to do with China for no apparent reason. Sometimes I ask her to pull up the news and it tells me I have no new emails. I ask her to search Github and she offers me a new hot tub for two thousand two hundred and sixty-eight dollars. Sometimes she just wanders around as a kitten, walking in the middle of the room like it’s solid ground. Whatever. The point isn’t for her to be this amazing tool. It’s supposed to just exist.
I’ve got a lot of digital hangouts, too. Go for walks through two cities streets, fight for a clan outside a Street Burger, watch videos on windows and walls. Just don’t listen to music. It’s all compromised…. We’re building a new printer haunt here… And don’t trust anyone over forty. Tiedemann should be turning forty about now… I wonder what he’s up to? 
Haven’t heard from him. Not in a while. I miss my parents. I shouldn’t… 
I miss Phoenix and SFA and peace. I miss Opencorp, Port Share and RaincloudXx.
I miss Ven. I don’t cry over what I lost… They look up to me here. Some of them… I don’t have any tears to cry that will wash away their turmoil. But I’ll fucking help them with it either way. I’ll tear the throats out of every slimy drug-dealing motherfucker around here. I can’t save. They’ll probably all die. Me, too. But I’ll make those bastards pay for our blood. Fuck, it’s hot… I thought Phoenix was hot…
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Boom—Headshot!
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 06/17/2027 @12:30am

Downtown Phoenix was dead quiet mid-summer Wednesday at noon. People went out hiking, working, swimming; the night revived it. Unfortunately, I don’t care about bar culture.  In my mind, it’s representative of the dull social rituals of a past age which is currently fading into obscurity. Surely, there are better things to do these days inject chemicals into the fucking brain and ooze hormones all over each other. No, that day, that hour, I was on an extended break from coding some pretty simple but lengthy back-end stuff. Rather than code, I tore down 1st street north as eight-foot Gnawers—with so much sleek blue carapace, bulging black muscles, segmented chittering jaws and gray oozing drool—came at me in their dozens, leaping in bounds together. In the background, small humanoids, alien rifle-bearing infantry, cheered as they charged by. Leveled just right to make for a challenge for my compatriot and a small group of their peers, but for myself, they were nothing but dust under my boots.
I initiated a blaze of flame from the tip of my long scimitar as I ran. The beasts and the fire collided; its debuff slowed them in place for a moment, setting them ablaze for damage-over-time and of course lowering their armor points. VenxMachx—I’d later know her by her real name Ven—had asked me to escort her lower-level character through a run of a higher-level dungeon. She fired against the horde with a barrage of missiles from her left shoulder-mount and a rapid-fire salvo of high-calibre ammunition from her double-barrelled right arm. She was all sleek blue-green metal carapace, rigid face locked in a death glare and far too many cannons crammed on top. I rushed ahead carelessly down north-central street and clove into them. Some asshole twisted and shouted in alarm, narrowly avoiding slamming into me. I didn’t look back. I passed by a café with a patio, its tables occupied by confused onlookers, and slew each weakened beast with easy blows. Someone dimly yelled, “Run, Forrest!”. 
When my blade met the first of the Gnawers, there was no recoil, just the slight vibration of the AR rig on my hips and biceps as they tried to simulate the effect of the blow. The sword had penetrated its abdomen, its HP dropped to twenty percent, but the alien remained on the sword. I lifted the blade up and triggered my intimidate special power with a verbal cue. The creatures around shook in terror and couldn’t move as they watched me lift their dead comrade above them. It squirmed and mewled in artificial agony. 
“Immolate!” I yelled, and flames burst out of the sword, engulfing the alien, which, as damage points depleted its health, soon dissolved into virtual dust and bone.
The squad of aliens taking cover cried out in surprise and dismay, a sort of low bassy hum vibrating in my ears and AR rig accompanied by an irregular trebly whine. They began to fire light energy rifles at me and the Vengeance Machine, who was just now catching up. They focused fire on me after being triggered by the intimidate power, glittering arcs of blue-white light causing minimal damage to my supremely powerful avatar. 
They were set to a low enough power level that I could run her through this before we had to get back to work. I was walking in the direction of work. Ven would have received more experience if I had selected a higher power level, but I didn’t want to waste time grinding against too powerful an opponent and risk getting the project off after the soft deadline. You don’t build a reputation by failing it. But even a little bit of time battling random spawns in the streets of Abedunker City helped her level up, and every victory regardless of the scenario won territory for her clan and for the Constructivists.
This particular region of Abedunker’s City had been my digital home for a half-year at that point. I liked it. I had scanned sixty miles of Phoenix’s best streets and logged them with meta tags into the digital city, which had been built by myself and thousands of others over the years. It synced seamlessly over top. Where old shops stood in real life, gleaming sky-scrapers of impossible architecture rose miles high. The buildings were innumerably designed—recreations of monuments, science fiction or fantasy buildings, home-made structures from impossible to boring to twisting towers of liquid steel. And, of course, terribly stupid places, including a swaying red-jello building with the Kool-Aid man stamped on it, shouting, “Ohh Yeah!” and giving everyone his approval through a thumbs-up. I understood it to be a very amusing reference to some old person’s comedy show, which was even then itself just another reference to an older show—and so on. I didn’t mind reference humor, but at some point the memes stretched onto infinity without any practical effect. Shouldn’t we have higher purposes for our humour?
There were worse buildings, still; vulgar architecture depicting gory or pornographic imagery built on the ethos of the worst of the Destructors in the city. Her sector, specifically Lo-032 La-258, nicknamed “Frandentic Town”, was chosen by her due to the low population of Destructors and the high population of Constructors. Not that these populations were set in stone; her last home at Jade Junction Lee-06 Laa-07 became ghettoized by a sudden influx of Deconstructor trash. The very worst of Destructor architecture could only be seen in the horizon at open angles, where the faraway centre of the city was visible between the gaps of buildings and beyond the spaces of the streets. No matter where you went, you couldn’t escape the Ten-Mile Phallus wobbling in the digital winds next to the Glory to Sophia, which was said to have every ancient philosophical text grafted across its surface, translatable to fifteen languages. I think I read a Francis Bacon essay on those walls.
I consider myself to be a Neo-Constructionalist of the Autodeistic sub-kind. We build because we are fucking gods, though the Destructors have no fucking reverence for an expression of beauty. Freedom must be the freedom to whip your dick out and laugh about it, piss on art and call it a day. I can’t see why it should be so crude, or what its purpose is, if only to degrade everything good and beautiful. Anyway... The city was first built by the same-named app developer Abedunker, and it was based on ten miles of low-density streets in some Canadian town I couldn’t remember. Innisvist? Well, as he began by attracting users who were like-minded to him, at first his city represented something similar to his aesthetic, a dreamy science-fiction place of beautiful architecture and futuristic themes. His app was open for membership and open-source, and as the population of the place grew, so, too, did the representative demographics. The troll demographic first revealed itself by destroying and replacing certain key buildings with their own idiotic versions. They were made to be offensive, stupid, or ugly. They were a critique of freedom; they stated that there will always be people who want to de-beautify any effort, and that they were teaching Abedunker a lesson. He then included a number of watch-dog scripts into the basic coding of the program that deleted restricted building designs, which also memorized authorized buildings and replaced them when tampered, damaged or destroyed by proto-Destructors.
As the population grew further, so, too, did the troll population, and with a greater population came a greater chance of genius among them. Some of these people found ways around the watchdog script by using obscured images. Others hacked the core of the program itself, and such efforts threatened to corrupt the server upon which the growing Abedunker city was built upon. They were opposed, though, and many people who loved the app and loved syncing their own town with Abedunker’s city put great efforts into beautifying it. They called themselves the Constructionalists, and demeaned the troll behaviour as Deconstructionalist. In philosophical treaties, they defined the two terms in such a way as to make it appear that deconstructionalism was something to be shameful of. But those trolls who were sentimental enough to do so adopted their own moniker by destroying the term “deconstructionalist” and replacing it with the Destructors brand. Then they defined their aggressive philosophy in no less an eloquent context.
Abedunker grew weary of the battle against what some Destructors were referring to as “the art of kipple”. He eventually accepted the IDKEY app framework to delimit the relation between people and profile, and set a bare-bones rules system that set it so the only protocols for permaban was risking the fundamental architecture of the world. Then, knowing that he’d never be able to keep people from the key knowledge of metadevelopment in the city, he made the Eversiege app. An API that allowed for game-sprites to spawn within a given set of conditions and power levels, a potential infinite array of game modes, sprites types, stat relations and quest functions with no absolute game-world basis. A sandbox within a sandbox. Users could invent any raid scenario in any setting and with any sprites they wanted, every game fed into the same war. He allowed for people to associate their usernames together as a clan sub-kind of Constructivist or Destructor, and for these clans to associate politically. Finally, he wrote an algorithm that calculated the effort a clan put into battling these game sprites in a given area in his city, and equated the effort to the ownership the clan had of the city. If a clan owned a segment of a city, its users could have control over its design in proportion to their ownership rating. Making it a game appealed to most users on all sides of the philosophical spectrum. The political relationships helped found new sub-versions of each philosophy. The fair thing, he figured, was to provide an environment in which we could compete without entirely reducing the world to non-functionality.
My neo-constructionalist clan “UIDivine” had been competing against an old-school Constructionalist clan called “Agammemnon” and a Neo-Destructor clan called “PPheads” for years for this chunk of city. Agammemnon believed in respecting the methodology built by Abedunker to defend Constructionalist works, but we UIDiviners decided more needed to be done to guard our territories. We hid little bugs into the architecture design files of our buildings so that less competent Destructors would become infected with a minor tracebot that allowed us to target their machines with DDOS attacks. This tactic allowed our numbers to swell above Agammenon’s, and it cost the Destructors valuable game time. Between these advantages we’d more or less pushed them out. My own activities in defending Frandentic Town had earned me ownership over my own building. I required no special permissions or randomly ticket cooperative packages to build my building. I was trusted. When I entered it, I entered the room-construct I built in my worldbuilder app, which so seamlessly overlapped my house. 
I’d brought VenxMachx into the clan three months ago. We’d just met a year ago in an Anonymous forum. This was around the time she had been recruited into Bro_Anon’s secret protest movement against Mendacin. VenxMachx had been watching my work with Opencorp and was impressed; I asked Bro_Anon if she could help with some critical components in the AR training system he was working on. Ever since then, we've been great friends. We came to realize that we shared so many convictions. We were pissed off about the system, about the bullshit of politicians, about the use of intellectual property to control society. We were pissed off about popular culture. We were both scarred and traumatized. We both wanted to rebel. We carried so many of the same critical views, and both of us had the same passion for changing the world. What’s more is we actually believed it was something our generation was certain to be able to achieve, and soon.
The world changes itself with or without us. And when we get involved, it merely changes us. Changes us in ways we’d never fucking expect.
“Can’t we turn up the spawn level?” VenxMach asked, her digitally-altered voice mechanical purring. “I’m still a pretty low level, and grinding these guys is barely giving me any XP.”
VenxMachx’s face was basically human in shape and form: eyes, a nose, mouth, ears, though hairless. The avatar’s pale yellow skin was creased down the cheek abnormally, its eyes were green, and its lips were blue. The armour plating it wore was eccentric, a fictional technology which probably couldn’t be designed in real life. At the time I didn’t know anything about VenxMachx personally, not her name nor her gender. I was respectful of online anonymity at the time. 
In retrospect, it was a bad call. Maybe I’d get to know her a little better a little earlier. Maybe I’d have figured everything out. Maybe, maybe, maybe… Fuck.
“I don’t want to chance a huge boss-spawn,” I replied. “I’d like to get to Opencorp in a half-hour, and if some Khandari Prime is spawned, it’ll take us too much time to take it down. We’ll lose the rep bonus for finishing our project early. And if we give up the raid, we’ll cost the clan three hundred territory points. Maybe next week we can spend a few hours grinding.”
While VenxMachx was close to me, she gained a level bonus that made her competitive in the scenario. Alien pulse fire glanced off our avatars harmlessly, and I knew I had a heal in case something took VenxMachx down low. As I cut through the Gnawers, requiring no more than a few blows each, VenxMachx fired off barrages of missiles into the harmless enemy infantry. They were across the street—the AR goggles didn’t acknowledge the traffic. The damage wasn’t significant, and the attack had a slow recharge rate, meaning it might be another minute before they could be killed. And with the heavy traffic, there wasn’t a chance I could get across the street quickly to kill them.
“There’s traffic here, I can’t get across,” I told VenxMachx.
“Well, I guess I’ll run ahead and do what I can,” VenxMach responded. 
“Don’t take heavy damage!” I demanded. “I can’t afford to run you through this again. I don’t want to take a hit on my clan rep.”
I couldn’t see her real facial expression, but I’d see it later. I know the look she gave me, an innocent smile betraying enormous confidence; she was the calm and the storm. 
When she left the three-meter party-bubble, the infantry began firing at her immediately. She popped a shield, absorbing the fire for a few seconds. Before it died, she initiated an after-image move that allowed her to strafe a meter while enemies trained their fire on where she had just been. Now a full six levels lower than I, it was possible that only a good twelve, maybe fifteen hits would take her down. But she was timing her defensive maneuvers well. The two immediately before her rose from cover and fired, one and then the other, one and then the other. She took four rounds, but fired a laser with her finger, which caused a critical hit on her enemy’s head. The attack stunned the alien, which she hit quite quickly with her fists. It died. Taking three more rounds of fire, she had then turned and engaged the next enemy with the same move. It died, too. 
I popped my heal on her and then dashed for the cross-walk. She went back up to full health and dropped another shield. A third was dead before the shield dropped, and she dropped to a knee, throwing off their fire and allowing her to make another ranged attack. I was hammering the cross-walk when she after-imaged again. She then dropped her avatar’s special Android Shockwave move, which caused mild damage all around her and slowed her opponents. She took five more rounds despite it, but having reduced their HP even further, she began killing them fast with melee attacks. As I was running across the street, seven of the twelve had gone down. She was doing great, but her HP was low and her best moves were depleted. I knew her missiles were coming back online soon, but she might not make it. I summoned up my items list as I ran across the street and used hotkeys to fast-transact a potion to her, which she accepted without losing step. This restored twenty percent of her life, just enough to take another couple blows before she could launch her missiles close-range. As I hit the street, nine were dead and she was engaging the tenth. Two more blows were taken as the tenth one died, then another blow as the eleventh went down. She dodged to the right, avoiding the last trooper’s fire, but it was readjusting its aim. There was no way she’d make it if she charged forward, but fortunately I’d gotten close enough behind it by that moment for it not to matter. I stabbed the thing in the back and saved her—that time, at least.
It was a pathetic end challenge for someone my level, but for a user like VenxMachx, it would have been impossible. For her and five of her peers, the careful use of strategy would have defeated the Gnawers, but run out of her MP, the leftover infantry would have been a challenge. She couldn’t have one-manned this end-group; the Gnawers would have torn her apart. Though, taking on the infantry with only the slightest assistance was impressive.
I walked up to the chest they were guarding, an entirely out-of-place, classically-themed treasure chest despite the sci-fi dungeon. I touched it to open and the loot came through, a number of weapon and armor options too cheap in value and quality to have been of any use to me. I left it all for Ven. I then looked back at her, smiled vainly and said with a thumbs-up, “Shall we be off, then?” 
“Fine!” she conceded, not desirous to go back to work, but willing. She wasn’t used to putting this kind of regimented dedication into sets of work, but she was getting used to sacrificing fun and fancy to do real work.
I locked VenxMachx into the frame and took off running down the sidewalk at a half-sprint, wind and city folk and digital sprites passing me by, Ven keeping right behind me motionlessly. I could hear the protest down the street and around the corner. You never got tired of hearing, “No owner, no order! No order, no plan! No plan, no work! No work, no pay!” droning on day in day out from paid shills of some backwater Industrial with no knowledge of the plentiful future slamming them in the fucking face. 
When I got to the end of the sidewalk, I turned onto Patriot Road and collided into the side of a protester slinging the same slogans at Phoenix’s Opencorp HQ. As I rebounded off him, I steadied my AR goggles, which had gone slightly askew from the impact. The asshole got red in the face from the impact, and seeing my AR goggles, he could tell I was one of them. “What the fuck!?” he exclaimed, going red at the insult of being collided into accidentally. I didn’t respond, instead adjusted my goggles and hit the hot-map option, which immediately scanned the depth of the asshole’s facial features. “I could sue you, hacker, you criminal, I’ll sue for that, I damn well will! You assholes are ruining this once-great country!” I responded by staring gradually more slack-jawed, red-eyed and annoying as fuck. And when he hit a pinnacle of rage, I shot him.
By then, the 3D model of his face, shoulders and chest had been completed; of his seemingly endless chin, broad jaw, bulging nose, beady little eyes. I pointed two fingers as a gun visibly at him and went, “Bang!”, which blew the model’s head open, virtual blood and fire caught so satisfyingly in some suddenly-saved screenshot GHOSTProtocols snapped. 
I then laughed while I set the image to upload to all sorts of underground, hacker and Abedunker social feeds, with the caption, “another luddite bites the dust!”. He was even hotter now, perhaps on the verge of violence. “You dumb brat, you’re ruining everything. You think it’s all a game, well it’s not! It’s not!” 
“What you gonna do,” I challenged him, “sue a fucking a child!? I’m sixteen!” I turned away, waving my middle finger like a flag. 
“Don’t you turn your back to me!” the asshole yelled, but I knew there was nothing he could legally do to keep me there; he was just some guy, some protester, some imaginary figment of a dead age, a ghost lingering like all these fading industrial beliefs. A fart in the wind.
When I arrived at the entrance, a password bar appeared before me prompting me to enter in order that I enter. I summoned a keyboard into view with a casual wave and typed in my latest password, sixty-four bit, which takes way too long to punch in considering no one in town would ever come close to breaking such a password. Tricky to memorize that many digits, but I make it work. This prompted Abedunker to relocate my avatar to “Makerville”, and the digital streets began to rush by as if I were moving at an impossible speed, down long stretches, suddenly left then right, right again and turning many more times still. Then it all stopped and before me with the Abedunker representation of the Opencorp DHQ. I pushed open the door, and VenxMachx, being tied to my account as a registered known apprentice, entered the building with me.
The actual room had four plain white walls and no additional rooms save for the washroom door at the end opposite to the entrance. I knew from my depth-sensing cams that it was fourteen-hundred and thirty-eight feet, about sixty percent covered by the length. The corporation had bought out two sections of the store and combined them into one large space. 
Against the far-left corner were eight 3D printers, six open-source models, including a Skytouch and an Opensync, as well as two expensive proprietary models, Kezam’s 4.1 Dreamland Makers. They were designed on the most recent open-source templates, slightly modified and built uniformly in order to profit off people uncomfortable to ride the DIY train to freedom. They had unnecessarily expensive industrial-pressed frames spray-painted blue and stamped with the thumbs-up drunk frog symbol representing their maker, Kezam. Of course, the corporation profited off a complex economic gaming which they touted as “efficient”. They were the largest printers, six-foot-tall boxes wider than an elderly obese male and surely sucking up more energy than one.  All the printers were busily crunching away at projects. 
There were three long tables jutting out from the right wall with black desktop computers and thin forty-three-inch touchscreen displays effortlessly held aloft by tough, light-weight alloy pillars. These could be readily adjusted in height or angle to face the viewer comfortably without taking much space, thanks to the light-weight design of the monitors. Between here and the entrance were no fewer than eight large, round tables, and around them collectively were seven men and five women with AR goggles, tablets, paper-PCs, and laptops. Another six were occupying a table together. Noisily.
I recall several were collaborating with a pair of OpenCorpers out in India to design a new AR video game, a table-based adventure. I could see them assembling terrain features in the box-scenario they laid out on the table. Game sprites were set to run around as they tested some of the function, but a lot of the game elements still seemed quite crude. They were commissioned by the public investments of six hundred and sixty interested parties. The hundred thousand dollars invested was fueling them, keeping them alive like a lifeline in the roaring wind. Keeping them alive and designing. I could see the trailer, concept art and advertisements spinning around them, semantic reminders of where they started. This game was based off of some defunct “Quest for Glory” game series from the late eighties and early nineties. I’d watched the trailer and thought it was an interesting way to take a retro-style RPG and give it new life in AR form. Graphically, it was base and inexperienced, but there were excellent conceptual elements. The game would likely only be played by a couple thousand people, ten thousand if they were lucky. But in a world governed by micro-markets, who really needs to mass produce anything?
It’s really only a waste to mass-produce. If you fire enough bullets, you’re bound to hit something. But if you can take aim and score a hit with a single bullet, that’s the beauty of making the thing. I’m not here because I want to fucking spread my code like a virus into every computer. I’m here because I want to create interesting and useful things. If it’s interesting or useful, that doesn’t mean it’ll be popular. It could mean it. But a lot of the time, entirely subject evaluations get in the way. Is it in fashion? Does it conform to the reigning dogma? How’s the brand? Is it well-marketed? I don’t care. I want to make it for rationalized reasons. That which the economist calls “rational” is an abuse of the term. Fuck that.
Outside, one part of the protest group began chanting, “No work!”, and a second finished a moment later, shouting, “No pay!”. It was a fast chant, four notes back and forth. I blocked them out, as I was accustomed to doing these past few months. Though a couple times the protesters had purposefully intimidated Opencorp users—employees of Opencorp were universally referred to as users—the cops had been more or less unwilling to interfere claiming they had the right to peaceful protest, and unless what they did constituted an actual threat, they were to be tolerated. “We will escort anyone from the conflict zone, and we urge all Opencorp employees to stay home.” The store-forum was rife with complaints; a few had stopped coming, stopped participating because the noise of protest distracted them from their work or otherwise they took the threats too seriously. Only the most stubborn stayed. And I suspected I’d be the last one to leave. Actually, I’d been long gone on my way to San Felipe Teotitlán by the time they shut down Opencorp. Shame, too. Leave it to the legislator to take the doctor’s new way and hammer them over the head with rules until a status-quo remained. Fucking shame… Fortunately I was able to transfer over my earnings into other wallets and essentially prevent a total crash, I was also able to preserve the reputation state. 
Most of the users in the HQ had their works, achievements and current projects hovering around their heads as monuments. I was willing to do any kind of programming work—unlike many of my more stuck-up co-users—and thus had a high achievement score, but no completed projects. I wasn’t focusing on my own projects. I wanted to develop my skills. Besides, my own project mentality tends to be quite unfocused. I’ve been working on GHOSTprotocols for five years now and my project goal is to have no goal. I just string processes and objects together with layers of unnecessary redundancy and sets of virtual and real sensors. Just keep reinforcing anything, reinforcing the reinforcement, reinforcing memories, reinforcing weird arrays and strange patterns. A disordered mental space is a free one… I really just want to see what comes out of it. I am after art before skill, skill before glory, exploration before achievement and discovery before directive. I don’t want to be the leader, nor to be the creative genius who revolutionizes XYZ. I work fast. GHOSTProtocols even helps me with some of the most basic elements of my work. Sometimes. Or, other times, it gets in the way and leaves me needing more. I constantly train her on coding, as a result I can trust her to find rudimentary errors, fill in common gaps and lay down foundations in larger programs within which she could work. It learned from me in a way, and though it had its limitations, it also had an interesting rhythm. It could find common relationships outside of programming, so she could function as an AI that I wouldn’t think of, aiming to compose a thing based on comparing two units of information and trying to fit them together.
“Wow,” Ven said, “you’re working with the designers of Quest for Glory Eight: Scars of Heroism. That’s so cool.” She’d learned from me how to be ahead of the curve, was one in a million, she was.
Every Opencorp user was required to work while logged into the metaworld environment of Opencorp. This was the only way in which they could validate their work through the automated economic method of the corporation.The user could set any level of privacy in regard to their work and their profile, but ultimately it was a digital corporation requiring in-system valuation and peer review to verify your value.
“Yeah, I guess,” I responded. “I don’t like games all that much.”
“What?” She didn’t get it. “What about Abedunker?” 
“That’s not gaming, that’s politics,” I answered. And it was. Yes, you did raids and fought sprites and accumulated points. And yes, there were a few little bits of game heritage that pleased me. But for the most part, what I did in Abedunker was to re-enforce constructionalism. Did you know there’s a Destructor clan out there called the Cuntstructionalists? How could I choose not to raid? Even now, surrounded by poverty and misery and less than adequate bandwidth, I still find time to hammer down a win here or there for “my side”. We hold onto the stuff that’s important to us when all else has left us. They’ll never take my Abedunker.
Mach didn’t like my answer. “But you should try the classics. The original game is older than we are! And they’re linked, if only slightly, to this whole larger series of Quest games, the brain-children of one of the first female game developers. Not to mention, I love Jedza’s animation style in the new one. Respectful, but innovative. And she’s so cool”
“I’ve never really talked to them,” I answered. “I come here to work, but I don’t really care about what the other users are up to. Games are a waste of time, mostly. You know there’s this guy up north working on squad control software? He thinks he could rig seven guys in a squad to the SSME-AR server and have an eighth use the software to make discreet, secret commands to troops. Fully fluid unit relations, no blocks, no domain hierarchy.”
“But what’s that for?” she asked me. “Aren’t troops trained to know all their roles? Don’t they, like, hand-signal each other and stuff?”
“That’s not the point,” I argued. “The point is to give people who, oppressed by their parent company, need to resist but cannot organize militarily in the same capacity of troops. It might not be the equivalent of learned combat signals and strategy. But it might dull the slicing edge of incompetence.”
“But is fighting really what we want to promote? I mean, games are fun. People play them and have happiness and they get to work together in cooperative ways that are impossible or emulating reality. And we get to tell new and old stories through them.”
I responded, “In a perfect world, that might be fine. But more and more the political conflicts of every nation are becoming treacherous and tangled. The political strife of two warring factions doesn't ignore all those people trying to ignore the problem by burying their heads in the media. Even if those people ignore all that strife. It empowers violence not to oppose it.”
“I never really thought of it that way,” she conceded. “But what’s the point of living a life sucked up into all this hostility? Isn’t it worth it just to stick your feet down on the firm ground and say, ‘No. I will not play your games’?” 
“I don’t know. I just think we have a duty to resist unfair power games by generating our own power through the most self-sufficient means possible. I mean, that’s the problem. We’re tied into their means, and those means support their power gaming. So long as we keep feeding them, we keep them fighting. Left and right, this group versus that group. And when old fights simmer and end, they’ll just create new factions on new ideologies. And I don’t think it’ll end by playing games! Maybe it’s just our lot in life to cover the messes of the past generation. Life has no purpose or meaning except what we give it, and when we need to resist, then the point of life is to resist.”
We were silent for a few minutes. I got to one of the desktops and loaded it up. They carried software which was more efficient to use in a hard drive than through the cloud. My AR and the PC synced up, so when Virtuecraft came up on the screen, so, too, did a number of menus spawn on the other side, hovering before us. Every object, every module, every file involved in the current project was open in a virtual Rolodex, and I could drag any part of that Rolodex onto the monitor. Besides that, most of my docs were listed on my table, so it was quite easy to select for segments of code. Every tool was at arm’s reach, and the monitor was just the central apparatus which manifested through the heavier duty hardware. My AR system was just a secondary UI interfacing through the PC.
“So, first day,” I said. “Are you ready to see how it’s done?” I asked with so much excitement. First day with an apprentice. I learned a lot from Tiedemann, and then I really hoped I learned how to teach like him. I turned to her with a prideful smile, but when I realized Ven wouldn’t see, I blushed in embarrassment. I then used an awkwardly timed victorious flex macro with my avatar.
I toggled on my User History option. My perfect record of over two hundred completed programming tasks, my ninety-two percent approval rating, a words-written record of thirty-two thousand words worth of reviews to cement my approval rating, and my total worth in Onedollars. I saw there a real-time conversion bar of Onedollars into Ethereum. Dollars were still the common medium of valuation, and about ten eight-dollar Onedollars sold for a single eighty-dollar Ether. But each price fluctuated as well. Onedollars might waver between two dollars and eight dollars, and Ether between sixty dollars and one hundred dollars. But on average, I was worth forty-three thousand, five hundred and forty dollars. The exchanges themselves were automated by a smart-contract system, but the pace of exchange was always changing, too. Whether human robotic agents were buying changed with the winds, so some months payroll stopped to a halt and other times they sped up. I had received four Ether this month; the most I’d ever received was twenty in one month and the least was two. The money dribbled into a cryptowallet. It was not accepted at many stores, but that was okay, since most stores sucked anyways. What I usually needed was rare or hard to come-by parts for the printers or materials to supplement the tubes I could press into print from anything. What else was I going to buy? Clothes? I’ll just fucking print it, save the economy the hassle when there’s more important stuff to produce. Solar power dropped lower than the cost of oil, so they subsidized oil as well as limited and taxed solar power by legislation. All after a lengthy campaign to promote solar power. Thank you very fucking much, government.
I tabbed from completed tasks to queued tasks. There were five pending. Then I moved onto ongoing tasks. Each time, I let Ven peruse my task-sheet. The current active task was a project titled “lay down groundwork for new Cyborg 3.3 AR environment ‘Cloudbuster’”. All it entailed was following a set of instructions and visual representations to lay down basic, more-or-less boring parts to a program which was beneath an expert’s pay grade. The pay was nine Onedollars upon completion. I hit a button in the bottom-left of my vision and enabled shared-work mode. I used a vocal command to trigger GHOSTProtocols to boot my program through a foreign partition and then connected it with the main-drive partition as if through the Internet. The GHOSTProtocols opened up within the Opencorp code-editor and looked blankly at the window. Without input code, it couldn’t make any intelligent inferences about what other code might be useful in the system. Finally, I invited Ven to join the room, and the three of us were together there looking at the blank screen which was our canvas
I began by logging into my GHOSTProtocols the images and instructions given to them into its background memory. It began examining the examples and instructions given, and occasionally asked for clarification about parts which had complicated contexts it didn’t understand. It identified the page in long rows, carefully and slowly, and copied a reasonable splattering of codes into the programming window. They weren’t complete, and they didn’t make full, correct relationships, but this code covered a lot of basic work. Some aspects of code I had memorized, others I’d fish out of the code documentation, but there was a group GHOSTProtocols knew. In these areas, GHOSTProtocols would pop up and ask if I wanted to enter a particular code. About sixty percent of the time it was right, and declining a suggestion hardly cost me any time. On top of this, I typed as if at war. My words-per-minute counter read the speed of my fingers dancing in open air at one hundred and one words per minute. I’d been using AR keyboards since I was a child, and they’d only gotten more intuitive over time. I felt incredible, like a goddess of code, a muse of revolution, a warrior-programmer. 
VenxMachx, being my apprentice, had her first task in learning. She understood programming, though not nearly like I did. I hoped watching me blaze through was informative. Her secondary task was to finish up objects and top up code, pretty it up and fix any obvious errors. She’d sometimes butt in with a question, and I’d answer it dutifully. She’d sometimes compliment me, minor shock in her voice, about the amount of work I’d get done.
Some of the people in the office turned to look over at me. Of course, my work would be hovering there about me and my impressive speeds would be apparent. I’d acquired a lot of wealth in the corporation in only a year of participation and that badge hung around me, too. I was presently demonstrating how. 
Outside, someone yelled, “You get paid for nothing! You make it all up! It’s money for nothing! Liars! Liars! Liars!”
I tabbed out of the program for a moment; the protester got me thinking in irritated tones. I threw into the Ghost Protocol’s thought-queue, “Republican protester”, a simple phrase. Each thought was a query from observation or my input cycling through a queue which caused GHOSTProtocols to determine the context and then find something which fit the context. It worked great for simple code after some time spent learning, and with abstract ideas like this, it could do the same. It moved onto the new query after making the last of its code suggestions and then instantly grabbed an image off the Internet. It was a political caricature of a misshapen, fat, bald white man with alcohol-reddened cheeks brandishing a picket sign. He stared at me gruesomely, faces twisted into pure hatred. Behind him, masked and armed men with so much black-chrome and fiber-glass armour beat up a Mexican child. The sign said, “I won’t let you take my freedom to buy and sell freedom!”. GHOSTProtocols added in plain text, “fascist sheeple matrix foreign cats?”. Not sure where it got the cats from, but the plain text was added as a sort of question. I laughed and hit a button which denoted “partially correct”. 
As VenxMachx was finishing up the last few lines of code, the GHOSTProtocols grabbed the file and began a quick scan for errors. It found sixty-five, highlighted them and put down its suggestions for fixes. I let VenxMachx go through to accept or decline the suggestions in order to learn from her mistakes. Before I knew it, an hour had passed, and we’d completed what was estimated to be a day’s, maybe two’s, worth of work. This would all need to be confirmed by the tasks poster, but I knew it was done to a sufficient quality. Outside, the protesters continued to do what they were probably paid to do, generate bad press for an organization the wealthy of a certain disposition didn’t trust or appreciate. 
Internally, the mechanism of Opencorp added the task to my completed tasks list with a “pending review” sign tagged to it. I watched my User Rating grow by two hundred points and my “User Efficiency Rating” a percent to seventy-eight percent. A thousand points were added to my AR programming skill rating, and the newly-employed user Vengeance_Machine went from being a “Newbie” to an “Amateur Code Junkie”. She pinned the badge and her new project accomplishment to her persona. It hovered around her, where before there was not a thing. 
“Wow!” Ven said, “that was intense. Really intense! My fingers are sore from just trying to keep up with you. But I can’t believe I’ve got a job!”
“Yeah, it’s cool working this way, even with the slow pay-out.” I flexed my fingers. Typing out so much code like that in show-off mode would sometimes over-do it and wear down my wrists. “You’re still pretty new, though. You make many mistakes. I’d say, go for some of the ranked-easy projects and fill up your skill levels before you start trying to take on jobs like the one we just worked on. Do you want to try another project?”
“I don’t know,” Ven replied. “It’s getting a little late, and I still want to do some heavy grinding for our clan.”
“Are you sure?” I tried to push the work; I’d put ten hours into the clan lately and I didn’t really want to spend any more on Abedunker. “I mean, we can grind any time…”
“You promised!” she exclaimed, and I’d remembered then that I had. “You said later we could fight some harder guys and level my character up.”
“I know, I know but—” I tried to press my reasons, but she cut me off cutely. 
“Please? Ple-ase? C’mon… You know you wanna!”
I got up and walked to the end of the long room, where the door and the window to the outdoors were. Inside, the flat walls were dull-white, despite the clear LED lighting. In AR, the walls were alive with veins of blue energy, which pulsed into and out of being in the shape and pattern of lightning. I then turned to the door and opened it. From this point, despite the ugly faces of the protesters before me, I could see the most beautiful and impossible vantage point of the whole of Abedunker city from above and some miles out. Always the best for every hacker’s beloved Opencorp, unowned and owned by all. So, too, did Abedunker’s city glow like the inside walls, but it was more like a crown of shimmering energy, a city of gold laced intermittently with streaks of LCD-brilliant light and etheric gemstones of impossible size. Such beauty was a small price to pay to deal with the occasional phallic skyscraper. There was blackness all around the city, an infinite void against which the miles and miles of virtual city beamed eternally. 
Wind gusted through me and picked up my short hair briefly. The gusting pressure-released wind swirled around my body, as if trying to lift me up. The faceless mass outside was blocked almost entirely by the madly rushing world, as, relative to my view of it, the room plummeted from the sky and crashed into the streets, and drove through them. Their voices, ruffled by some means, were drowned by the imitation buzz of rushing elements, and then, as the wind of the day continued to rush by, pushed above by the clouds now obscuring the sun and dulling the sky, I had the sensation that I should go somewhere, anywhere, excited, anywhere I could lose myself in, anywhere unfamiliar. I turned my torso fully and looked back at Ven, grinned widely, uselessly and raised a thumbs-up just high enough that my goggles’ webcam could pick up and transmit the symbol. 
“Yeah,” I said. “I think I wouldn’t mind kicking some ass.”
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Redeyezzz420
Original Post 06/17/2027
u’s can’t be constructionist and redeyez I don’t get you. One min cryin the next boom, head shot! Ma’am if ya not cringe ya not redeyez and sometimes ya like “oooh look I care I care” lol. Constructionist redeye like square circle cmon. 
Reply by SoSocrates
Original Post 06/17/2027
What? You don’t make any sense!
Reply by Redeyezzz420
Original Post 06/17/2027
Exactly ma’am!
JacobSkeld611393751
Original Post 06/17/2027
People don’t think, the fine constant is 0.0072973525951 and if it was even 1 decimal different then no you, no me, no universe. Jesus is coming, will u be saved?
TankersOntheRoad
Original Post 06/17/2027
SEE THE LEFT IS THE VIOLENCE PARTY!!
Reply by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour 
Original Post 06/17/2027
Calm down fascist it’s just a picture
Reply by TankersOntheRoad
Original Post 06/18/2027
She’s stealing files, she’s killing jobs, she’s an extremist communist
Reply by Sophia’s Buckler
Original Post 06/18/2027
I mean, what is information even? You can’t touch it, taste it or hear it. Just stuff bearing information as a media. Does information even exist? If I give a hammer I don’t have a hammer but if I give you an idea we both have the idea. Can’t catch wild ‘two’s’ like they’re Pokémon… The problem is that creative people need to get paid, half of that is need, the other half vanity. We need to get paid to afford to realize our art and you know, not die, but this amount vs that amount usually falls down to status or greed. I liked what Tiedemann was saying earlier about all artists getting paid for their work… The instances of sales work out into royalties but… There’s got to be a way to achieve the same effect through different means, right? If so… Liberating access becomes not so much a problem.
Reply by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour 
Original Post 06/19/2027
I am pretty sure that we need copyright to protect artists and can’t just give it all away, even though it’s a nice idea.  As for Selena… I thought that she was kind of libertarian? Her labor mechanism is so free-market focused, but her anti-drug focus isn’t. I don’t think she really falls into any neat little box. 
Reply by Sophia’s Buckler
Original Post 06/19/2027
Does popularity really matter? Corporations buy up so many copyrights in the end that art ends up all feudal controlled, and talent bought and sold and traded, as well as their expressions, so cold a manner that… The power can hardly be excused. Copyrights served to protect artists but don’t they end up shackles? Freedom would be achieved if we dampened the moneypower of popularity and baseline rewarded effort, maybe if everyone has a basic stake, to raise all ships, the artists become interested enough to prevent producing such trash art that it destroys the ecosystem if produced en masse? 
Reply by TankersOntheRoad
Original Post 06/19/2027
No she’s a liberal commie thief get help
Reply by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour 
Original Post 06/20/2027
Always with the gaslighting when you want to stamp your feet and pretend anything you have to say is true.

















A Sane and Healthy America; Night Raids, Behind Enemy Lines
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 06/23/2027 @12:30pm

We opened up one of VenxMachx’s custom scenarios and battled through it into the night. It was cute, a mish-mash of story ideas which had come from video games and television shows we’d grown up with. It was essentially science fiction, involving an invading alien army of creatures not dissimilar to the ones which we’d fought earlier that day. But their leaders were demonic things that came straight from Ancient Keys, though the colors and names were changed slightly. The plot events were derivative, too, and when they were invented, they involved gratuitous, unsubtle reactions to equally unsubtle plot twists. There was one theme not exactly from some other story, though. It was a complex theme of loss and vengeance which I believe was a core part of her identity. I wonder if having to avenge the loss of the ship’s admiral was satisfying some psychological need, a balm for a deep trauma.
Cranked up to just below my level, the waves of enemy fighters were just challenging enough to prove fruitful for the both of us and for the clan. After hours of running through the ugly city streets, partially blocked out by the architecture of the spaceship, we’d ended up pushing up the clan’s possession of their region three percent, not to mention Ven had advanced three levels and found better weapons and armour. Loot was pretty cool in Abedunker; there were millions of different types of equipment and more were added every day. Without an economic incentive, these were designed purely with fun in mind. None of this grind-ten-years-to-find-one-slightly-better-bit-of-gear crap. But unfortunately, while the in-world scenario-building tools gave you control over who you fought, where and why, it didn’t let you control what rewards you received from the battle.
We stormed down the end corridor slaying mightily and crying out with all the commotion of heavy metal thunder. Every few meters against the white chrome wall were uniformly-shaped spiked buttresses that arced outward and up pointing to the hall ceiling. They jutted from the wall by a half-meter and aligned with deep grooves in the cross-hatch steel floor, each a half-foot thick and as long as the room was wide. Alien LEDs embedded in the ceiling gleamed with the tinge of an alien sun; the floor was a kind of marble tiling with made-up alien runes cast upon its surface. The cement beneath was only moderately visible. Outside the room which contained the final boss, ten honour-guard aliens fought with blade and pistol to keep the two of us out. Of course, we would have none of it. Ten meters from the door the aliens took cover behind four-foot-tall dull-steel walls which stood where the grooves should be. 
Three aliens leaped forward from the frontmost piece of cover. Ven gunned one down as they jumped over, and it hit the ground crying its one of six randomly chosen death cries. Pistol fire pinned us, but we knew by the virtue of friendly fire that they’d stop shooting at a certain proximity. When they got close enough I leapt out from behind my buttress and fired my slowing-flame attack. This was right when they tried to launch a charge move, which would have tripled their speed and stunned me, but I knew what I was dealing with. Slowed down, I dodged their charge and came back in with several swift strikes, a swipe across the midriff of both, turning the blade up and striking the face of the creature before me, then down straight with a critical hit. One went down, and the other counterattacked with a strike of its claw for minimal damage. I took off its head in one fell swoop, utilizing the beheading hotkey. I then ducked and strafed into cover as enemy gunshots tore towards me, trying to avoid damage from the elite spawns to preserve HP for the boss, while VenxMachx lifted herself from cover and fired forward with everything she had. Explosions tore through the alien ranks, not for tremendous damage, but it made them duck for cover, giving us time to spring forward and get closer. As we did, the leftover honour-guard screamed back far more meekly, despite the guttural alien vocalization and launched themselves at us. Out of enemy-stunning moves, a bit below level, VenxMachx popped her shield and unleashed her blades which emerged from her mechanical forearms and struck with each thrust into the chest of the first oncoming attacker. It staggered back as others began striking the shield, swiftly causing a depletion of shield points. I tried to attract the bulk of them with a Taunt move, which ended up aggroing two thirds of them, but a large chunk was still on VenxMachx. 
I used the sword to deflect the first two attacks coming in and absorbed the next two for unconcerning damage. My return attacks were focused on a single enemy, striking up from my right, then across the scalp, depleting two-thirds of its HP. It didn’t blink, and charged forward with its shoulder. I stepped back swiftly, and before it recovered to attempt a strike with the claws, I stepped forward faster. When I impaled the alien, I triggered Immolate and Intimidate. The enemy Ven was fighting was dead; the others were just breaking the shield when she laid down her Android Shockwave, staggering nearby enemies for moderate damage. When they recovered, she began impressively using both hands to deflect most blows coming at her, parries deflecting ninety percent damage. But her health was getting low altogether despite her best efforts. Noting her low HP, I dropped my heal and threw myself at one of her attackers; it had the least HP and died fast from a strike up from the thigh, through the belly to the tip of its right rib cage. The rest were aggroed by my killing moves and ceased attacking her—I didn’t bother with defensive measures, I let every blow land and swiped again and again with my blade. Between the furious onslaught—they died first, and her double-handed strike out in a V was, to my surprise, the final blow against the honour guard.
She turned to me and said, “So, we’ve got to the end. What do you think? Awesome or what?”
“Not bad.” I replied, “It was definitely action-packed.” 
“Yeah, I just wanted it to be one big fight,” she said. “But the emotional bit wasn’t too much?”
“I liked it,” I said truthfully. “It was a dark way to draw the player into the story by having to avenge the sacrifice of the admiral.” The story went like this: demons from another universe had found the passcode to Eternity, and used it to travel to another world. In this world, humanity had expanded into space and was undergoing a war with a xenophobic alien race bent on our destruction. The demons agreed to share their Eternity magic with the aliens in exchange for helping them dominate humanity and in exchange for space-faring technology. Little did they know, we had followed them from the past Earth. Here in the ship, the heroic Vengeance Machine was awakened to partner with me under the guidance of the admiral who later died. I said to her, “It’s like you took tidbits from other stories, mixed them up, and added a new element. Very hacker, I liked it.”
“Well, I can’t program like you,” she said to me. “So I have to borrow other people’s code. I know enough to replace things, though, and so I make do.”
A group of ten around Ven’s level might have been able to take the black-scaled dragon-demon boss down in an hour with careful tactics. My level made due for twelve, so it was nothing more than a twenty-minute job. Had I let myself get too depleted, I might not have had the healing and defence-buffing items I needed to keep going. But as it was, it was just a matter of putting up defenses and heals, then pummeling, taking cover during certain cyclonic fire-breath rages, then going into a defensive mode while it deflected us with some slave spawns, then repeating the cycle. There were a few close calls chalked up to human error, like when I stumbled on the sidewalk and fell to a knee, and in doing so failed to dodge a blast of fireballs, nevermind the bloody knee. But I climbed back up, ignoring the pain, healed, and fought back with ranged blasts of fire from my sword as it climbed into the sky.
I looked around just to ground myself. Sometimes if you run around in the AR for long enough, you lose contact with reality. The GPS had connected my go-home route to Ven’s scenario, such that every turn and every corner conspired to bring me home. I didn’t bother questioning the route, every “go left!” here or “go right there, soldier!” was made to sound as if it led you through the spaceship. Indeed the GPS rewrote the landscape so the game gave directions heading to where I actually had to go. Probably she and I saw slightly different maps as we played, but it didn’t matter if she went left when I went right, as the game adjusted our directions to be contained in the same proximate world. I hardly had to pay attention to anything besides the odd stoplight or pedestrian. I dimly remember a bullshit news article about the number of traffic-deaths caused by AR. What was it, a hundred people a year nationwide walked off the sidewalk without paying attention and into some speeding car? Maybe it’s weeding out those too weak to survive a pre-singularity, post-industrial economy. Then again, why couldn’t an app be developed that saw red lights and said “stop!”? I didn’t need them.
A park stood alone on one corner of the four-way low density residential splattering. Haloed by green overgrowth, it reminded me of the bearded chin of a man standing around boring, cleanly-shaved houses, commercial-cut-out copies of one another staring blankly in the night, all those uniformly-green, clean-cut lawns, bald-faced and boring. 
"I need to take a break,” I told VenxMachx. I was tired. We’d been running around for the better part of the day besieging aliens and demons. I sauntered over to the park and sat down at a bench. I was feeling overwhelmed by the protests, by the programming, by the running around, by my parents. My mind was summoning up memories of them, memories about politics. Rapid-fire, incoherent and unhelpful. Angst and anger. I really needed my break. 
Ven’s avatar nodded, a hot-keyed emoticon, no doubt, and walked beside her. I summoned an empty room, selected Park and set the room’s opacity to forty percent. I noticed Ven flick on Partnercam and the 3D model of the environment informed by my AR camera’s scan upon entering, and from past scans I’d meticulously done, encompassed her. She’d sat down somewhere, too, I think on the ground, given how irrationally her legs were splayed forward from the bench. One knee raised with her foot planted in the air. Immersion was far from perfect in the AR world, but it was getting better all the time.
I think I remembered then that abductions were up lately. I wasn’t concerned; I was armed with two weapons and I’d been training for war every week the past year. I imagined what a confrontation between myself and some wannabe abductor would look like; in my mind’s eye, I saw some tired old fool losing grip on his knife from fear of the blade, which suddenly slid full at a flick of my wrist, black and razor thin and fifty-inches long. I visualized cutting the man expertly, shedding blood, challenging him to run and rewarding myself for sparing his life. I imagined living past that only to walk into traffic when my GPS failed, as all human devices do. Silly me. 
As I sat on one of the swings—it greeted me with a meek grating of metal on metal—I opened up my notification window with a wave. Among the notifications was an alert that Senator Ross’s new political ad was just published on the Internet. It occurred to me then that humans had been injuring themselves with their tools ever since the first flint cutting stones, necessarily so.
“Check your notifications?” I asked.
“No,” Ven replied.
“Senator Ross’s new political commercial is out,” I announced. “I hear she’s going to slam Mendacin.”
“Ah,” Ven replied.
“You’re going to watch it, right?” I asked. “This is important stuff. Bro_Anon said he wanted us all to watch it and then tick it off our profiles when we did so and talk about how it makes us feel politically.”
“Yeah, he did,” Ven said. “Honestly, I was just going to wait until the video was released, copy someone’s answer, change it slightly, and just click the box. I don’t really care about politics.”
“I’m surprised, we’ve talked so much about political stuff. I’m surprised you don’t want to actually watch it.”
“Swordgirl, I care about politics, I just don’t care about the people in politics. They’re all just bullshit liars, aren’t they?”
“You have to watch this one. She’s changing things, stirring things up, saying what other people won’t say. I just got you all that XP, so just watch this one video with me.”
Ven shrugged as she walked around beside me; her shrug caused a shrug emoticon to flash into the sky for a second. She then sat down on the street, I assumed she’d locked the scene where a bench was so she could come off as sitting on the swing, given that she sat still on it. I summoned a media player into vision and fixed the perspective, then waved open the file manager and selected the video file. There was a still of Audrey Ross there, and I briefly thought she looked much older, as if decades had passed since the first time I’d seen the old veteran. I didn’t pause too much on the thought and hit the play button.
Ross stands straight-backed, tilted slightly forward, both elbows resting on the black square table-for-two. She stares not at the camera, which seems to look up at her from the side of the table, but at the invisible interviewer. The angle implies whatever she says is a response to a question asked of her. “I just believe in a sane and healthy America.” She is wide-eyed but firm of mouth. Both hands press together with her chin propped on them. “There has never been a more crucial time in American history, where the stakes have ever been this high.” A new angle, straight towards her, looking into her keen and probing gaze. The coffee is slightly moved, indicating she is having a long conversation with a citizen who is also a friend. “You know as well as I do how deep Radiant Dawn has penetrated the right.” She is holding her hand out, gesturing at her invisible partner in a way almost like pleading, yet almost as giving away. 
“This open-source thing, it isn’t just a passing fad, oh, no, not at all.” The video skips again and Ross’s hands are united again. “Imagine all those boundaries and strings holding our economy together being snipped at, one by one, by a greedy child and his new scissors.” As it shifts ahead again, she is offering a new idea with her hands. “I see some of the good they’ve done, but all these nifty trinkets won’t be of any use when the energy grid dies or when the bank wants to come and liquidate your home. I think we can regulate the open source method, observe its strengths and weaknesses, and employ laws that incentivize certain kinds of higher behaviour while protecting our established markets and our jobs.”
Another sudden shift of frame to a moment where she pitches forward in conversation, hands rising to seize her chance to speak. “We haven’t had any real growth in ten years.” She starts counting on her fingers emphatically, one: “American immigrant and female workers are sliding down the wealth-scale.” Two: “old white racist heirs are inheriting the thrones of vast wealth and proclaiming themselves kings of industry.” Three: “and they’ve bought politicians across the spectrum to support ostentatious laws that give life and authority to Radiant Dawn members in our system. When does it stop?”
Now she is waving in disagreement. “I don’t disagree that open sourcers have achieved some great things; it’s not their achievements I’m concerned about. I’m worried about their impact. The anti-copyright movement punishes workers and costs jobs. It creates terrorism. What happens when some kid decides to rally a bunch of malcontents into a terror event that gets violent and gets innocents killed, all organized under our nose through some malicious hackerspace? We need fewer Abedunker cities and more Californias!”
The coffee has again shifted; now it is in the corner of the table with so many neatly crumpled napkins, empty sugar pouches and drained creamers. “We’ll pass laws to push Radiant Dawn out of our politics; we’ll ensure increased licensing of 3D printers so we can protect responsible DIY printers from gun-printing anarchists.  We’ll set up a legal framework around open source activities. New contracts to inspire competition, new tax regulations to make sure the open source industry is paying their fair way.” They’re walking away from the table now, random people are shaking her hand, and she’s smiling and laughing graciously in a staccato montage of canned social relationships. As she’s walking to the exit, Ross says, “The reality is that America is being broken apart by these different malicious parties.” She’s opening the door as the light hits her face; the camera is following behind as she walks out into the sun, and now she’s looking beside her at the camera as she walks through the parking lot. “Me and my own, we plan to fix it. But we can’t do it alone. I need your help, friend; I need you to help me fix America.” She shakes a hand which appears from off-screen, she’s getting into the driver’s seat, she’s smiling and waving to the camera, the shot stills over her smiling handshake out the open driver-door window—and she’s driving away, smiling and waving. Someone’s voice chimes in as her car drives away towards the same traffic as everyone else: “This message is approved by the office of Senator Audrey Ross.”
Vengeance Machine looked at me and said, “Alright, she doesn’t like open source, so we don’t like her, right? Didn’t you say Bro_Anon said there was gonna be some Mendacin critique or something?”
“That’s what I thought… ” I selected an exclamation emoji and threw it up in the air, MGS style, with the dramatic BLEEEP. “This is terrible! Open source terrorists, like there’d be any. I don’t know a single open sourcer who wants to bomb anyone!” I felt betrayed and disappointed. Was that really it? It’s not like Ross hadn’t ever acted as if she didn’t oppose the file sharing movements or open source, but sometimes she at least seemed sympathetic, at least she seemed to understand. Even all the lame dehumanization, calling us pirates, associating the mere act of sharing with an act of profound physical violence, disarming personal ownership by giving corporations the power to license use and experience, all the abuse and criminal enforcement techniques and the arrests and the torture. I’d thought at the time she was beyond such crass bullshit but…
Politicians.  
“You have no idea how bad this is,” I told her.
“I do,” she said.
“No, I don’t think you do; this means that she’s going to increase the amount of political opposition we face, it’s gonna thin everything out right at a critical time…”
“I understand, Swordgurl,” she told me.
I once more assert, “No, you don’t, she’s endangering us all. I thought maybe we had a political ally in all this, but do we even have one now? You’re acting like this is nothing, like—” 
“It’s not like I don’t know what side I’m on,” Ven protested, cutting me off. ”My dad was killed in a political killing, okay, so I know what side I’m on.”
I didn’t know what to say at first. I knew she only lived with her mum. She’d never talked about her dad before, I assumed there was a divorce or he was a deadbeat. My heart fell for her for a moment. “Fuck… Ven, I didn’t know, you never said anything before.”
Ven replied, “I just wasn’t ready, I think. I don’t like talking about it.”
“Uh… When? Do you want to talk about it?”
“When I was very young. He, uh… No, I don’t know. It’s not unusual. Can we talk about something else? I just mean to say: I know how bad things can get. ” 
There was a long pause. I pondered who her father was and under what circumstances the killing took place. At the time I knew nothing about her, truth be told. Our personal lives were completely obscured by a fog of anonymity that we purposefully generated.  Bad things could happen to someone significantly political enough but not anonymous, I knew that. Doxxing maybe? Or some random crime? At the time I didn’t even know her gender; her voice was Vengeance Machine’s voice, not her own personal voice. I even thought of her as ‘it’ because she was using the avatar of a literal robot. 
Sometimes I’d wondered if she were maybe a man, but then sometimes I remembered her doing things which seemed effeminate, and so felt strongly she was a woman, even if I knew it wasn’t much to go on. The way it felt, I identified with its moral sense, its ideas, the way it developed ideas and its taste in aesthetics. It was terse, thoughtful, it listened. Ven wasn’t as educated as I was, but that was fine, it brought a toughness. It knew me. Ven was always willing to try new things and learned fast. Very creative. I loved its soul. I convinced it to read several good books and convinced it to learn how to program. Ven was a gamer before and it helped make my work more productive. 
The stars above were faintly glimmering promises in the old, cold void of space. The night sky was rimmed with Halloween-orange light pollution and the dim pumpkin haze, the future-promise of light-loving humanity, the inevitable loss of the night sky from plain view, the chance to forget that anything exists beyond the horizon of our sky. Just us, just us…
“We’ll be fine,” Ven told me. 
I took a second to fill out my response form to the Democrat campaign video. Ven claimed to do the same. All cuss and fire… 
“We’re not out to kill anyone…” I had said, and I meant it. “One day, we’ll be in a different world. ’Till then I want to fight for it. No one accounts for us. They just project these systems at us, and confine us.”
“You really think this can all change?” Ven asked.
“I promise,” I said.
In the corner of the menu I had open, I saw a recent notification which had come since the video. The red dot burned like a bullet-hole smoking in the hide of a dying man, a chat invite from Tiedemann Murray from a few minutes before. I thought a bit about it as the light strobed dim and bright; I felt like the last time we talked I was too hard on him. I knew he just couldn’t understand, but I had been letting my subconscious think about the problem for a couple of weeks. I was sure I could talk him into understanding, into accepting my course of action. Hell, with him and Vengeance Machine in the same conversation I might also work with Ven to change his attitude towards the politics I was choosing.
“Ven, my friend Tiedemann—I told you about him, he’s my teacher—he wants to have a conversation. He found out about the protest—don’t worry about it, he won’t tell anyone—and I think he’s going to try to talk me out of it again. Don’t worry about that, either, I’m in for it, but I want to try to convince him to accept it. Do you mind helping me out?”
“Sure,” Ven replied in that sexless mechanical voice.
I pressed the sore red notification button. When he appeared, it was with a sudden and unexpected creek, like an old wooden door opening in front of her.
He had constructed an avatar since I’d last seen him, and it looked a rather lot like him. Not like he used to look like, the one time I had met him in real life back when I was a child. He looked like he did now, ten years older, aged an eternity. Low-poly, mind you. It really was simple; a computer had mapped the dimensions of his body and mapped a 3D avatar. It was decent, romanticized a bit. The time he spent in jail degraded him rather than built him, and he seemed almost sagged in the face. Before his imprisonment he was full of energy, but now his eyes were tired, jovial still but no longer hopeful like I remembered from the vibrant youth at Quetzal’s Internet Café, or even the educator who’d instruct me from time to time years later. The model captured it, and frankly it seemed to me that a camera must be mapping his facial expressions onto the avatar.
“Hey, thanks.” Tiedemann’s voice came through the headphones from the direction of where his avatar seemed to stand by me, four meters approximately. Brilliant spatial audio.
“Hey, no, it’s fine, listen, this is my friend.” I gestured over to Ven. I didn’t add anything, I knew he could access her avatar’s info and quickly scan the database for her character and name. 
His avatar waved.
“Well, I wanted to talk to you about something you’re planning to do,” he said. “Is that something this one knows about?” He gestured to Ven’s hologram. The spatial synchronizing was off a little, his gesture missed her relative location a bit but it was close enough.
“Yeah, Ven will be there with me,” I said.
“I know about the protest,” Ven said. “I’ll definitely be there. Fuck those bastards.”
“What bastards?” Tiedemann spat. “Are you the one who’s getting Selena into all this violence bullshit?” 
Ven was silent and then said, “No, I uh… Well, like Mendacin, and the New World Bank association, I think, and like, their puppets, I guess. And I’m just her friend, we met on the forums. We joined around the same time.”
“That sounds like nonsense to me,” Tiedemann said. “Selena, you believe this conspiracy bullshit?”
“You know!” I snapped. “You know like I do that there is a conspiracy to keep people from open sourcing, right!? Against sharing and all that.”
“No, not like that,” Tiedemann asserted. “Yes a bunch of companies and governments were working together to fight file sharing, but that wasn't a conspiracy. That was just a reaction to the impact of all of us doing shit like Port Share. There was a consensus that ran along the money line. The money line corrupts and creates conspiracy—fuck, it creates society, and not some secret council of world-controllers.”
Ven said, “I guess that’s a good point.”
“We’ve got to stop this,” I said. “There is a conspiracy to keep knowledge from people, and to control people, to enslave us, keep us from knowledge that would make us better; and we’ve got to fight that group, the neo-conservative movement and its bankers and executive controllers. A hundred and twenty years of peaceful protest has failed, we’re going to take back our rights.”
“I think Selena’s right. I mean, they’re killing us, and so we have to fight back,” Ven said.
Tiedemann said to Ven, “Who is killing who? The government? Killing hackers?”
“Well, no,” Ven said.
“Then who is killing who? Mendacin? Republicans?”
“No, yes, no, well.”
“Then I repeat: who is killing who?”
“Radiant Dawn killed my father,” Ven said.
There followed a sudden and anxious silence.
“Look, I watched the Audrey Ross video,” Tiedemann said after a moment had passed. “It’s funny that she mentioned, don’t you think, armed hackers bringing weapons to a protest?”
“She said terrorism,” I countered. “It’s just a matter of time before it happens. If not us, it’ll be some Hold Wall-Street protest. A bunch of traders will be massacred and the money-flow will stop like a heart—”
Tiedemann interrupted sarcastically, “Very good rhetoric.” 
I stumbled; a notification popped up again. I didn’t finish my sentence, I checked a message from Bro_Anon. “Time Declaration: August fourteenth at nine o’clock  GMT to three o’clock.” 
“It’s us instead; it’s going to be us,” I said. “It’ll be me.”
“That’s pretty abhorrent,” Tiedemann puffed.
“Oh, fuck you!” I yelled. “I’m going to break the gate down at Mendacin and we’ll storm the building and hack their servers and upload all their research into the cloud. We’re going to open source genetics and pharmaceuticals and we’re going to cure cancer and extend human life.”
“Oh, yeah, a hackers going figure out how human fucking DNA works and do what the corporations won’t? If they could cure cancer, wouldn’t a billionaire have done it by now and spared themselves? Vengeance Machine, I’m sorry to hear about your father. But this is just going to fail. It’s got nothing to do with moral arguments, rhetoric or reasoning. It’s not physically rational! You’ll only lose.”
“Just one person needs to get in,” replied Ven. “We can use the Wi-Fi if we get close enough to a computer room to access everything. Then a few minutes and we’ll open source a Radiant Dawn corporation’s IP. I know we can’t beat them. I just want to make them weaker.”
“Just one of you,” Tiedemann mused. “It’s martyrdom, then. And if that person isn’t you at the end? Selena, what about you? What if the one person isn’t you? Looking for jail? It’s not that great, I know. It’s a fucking drag. And what, whoever organized them, are they going to be putting their precious ass on the line with you? ”
“You went to jail for what you believed in," I said flatly.
Tiedemann paused on that one; his head fell for a moment like a boulder crashing to Earth, then he lifted his gaze once more. “Yeah, I did. Fine, but while I was breaking the law I wasn’t doing anything violent. I was just upsetting redundant and repressive laws. This thing you’re planning is different.”
“Bro_Anon won’t be there,” Ven said.
“Who?” Tiedemann asked. 
“No one,” I said.
“Who the fuck is this guy?” Tiedemann asked again.
“He’s just, he’s Anonymous—”
“You don’t even know his name.”
“It doesn’t fucking matter,” I replied.
“Yeah, I get anonymity,” Tiedemann said, “but you’re going to go fight a fucking war for someone whose face you’ve never even seen before? You don’t see how insane that is?”
“It’ll work out fine,” I said with a wave of my hand. I started pacing. “You’ll see. We’ll show up, hold the line, and walk out of that place, scatter, and get lost. They might catch one or two of us, but there’s total anonymity. None of us have actually met each other, and these are secure profiles we’re using, secure software, most of it will be first instantiated at the meet-up. Designed in cells.”
“Okay, okay, I get it,” Tiedemann said, turning away from me. “You’re doing this and I understand why. I don’t fucking agree, though. If you do this you’re crossing a line I’m not comfortable supporting. I’m not going to stand by you anymore. You’ll never hear from me again. No more lessons, no more friendship—you’ll be dead to me. Yeah?”
I said nothing, but I was fuming. Then I kicked him from the room with a swiping of my hand. A single falling star cut the hopeful night sky in a hot flash.
I sat on the swings again, dismal. A few minutes passed.
“You gonna be—” Ven started.
“I don’t want to talk about it,” I said. Another minute passed.
“You got it too,” Ven asked, “the time declaration?”
“Three days from now,” I said after a moment. 
I felt so right about it all…
“Are you ready?” Ven asked.
“Yes.”
I wanted to feel invigorated; suddenly I knew in days I’d be marching in an event which up ’till now only ever seemed to be coming, to be in the future. I felt the exact opposite, though very convicted, utterly crushed.
In the dark I withdrew the stubby carbon hilt of my sword and with a deft motion flicked opened the long blade. I’d tweaked the design of different swords with GHOSTProtocols; it synthesized aspects of the European longsword and the Japanese longsword. Between the two in length, double-edged for half the false edge with the tapered point at the top, but a European style guard and pommel. It was designed light. The design took days to figure out; it was the little details. Managing interlocking segments without creating weakness took meshing together several open source designs for non-scale electromagnetic sealing. The cutting edge was resilient, the nanotube structure had a hardness of seventy-four. I never released the design, and as far as I can tell, no one’s figured out how to emulate the design yet. I began practicing a few cuts, getting my blood moving. Purge a little darkness. 
“I’m ready,” I said. “Tiedemann might not get it. But we’re not wrong.” We were. “We’ve got this.” We didn’t.
“I’m glad you’re so sure,” Ven said. “I’m sure I’ll be ready then, too. I’ve seen your stats. I’m not quite where you are, but I’m close enough.”
“You’ve seen my stats?” I asked, incredulously. “How the hell did you get past the encryption?”
“I have to go. Prepare, you know. G’night, Swordgurl!” And the Vengeance Machine dropped offline. Hah… I was so surprised. A little bothered, edging on paranoid, yet… Almost relieved. 
I decided to work out. No use in wasting time… I did push-ups and core exercises, tricep dips, and more lunges.  Calf raises and knee kicks. I did jack knives, even though I hated them. Then I laid in the grass for a half-hour in the dark with my screen off and absorbed the starlight. I could see now, as I panted and my limbs burned, that there were complex geometries in the sky. The night sky had become black, but not perfectly black. There were subtle little lines I could see clearly, so clearly. Forms in the formless mass so far away which seemed not to be of any significance, so small in detail, yet at the same time humbling in musing over how massive such faraway things are. The wind swept my skin and cooled my sweat such that I felt I burned and frozen at the same time. 
I got up and went home.
_____________________________________________________________________________________
You have to be logged in to comment on this post.
There are 10 Comments on this post.
Reply by SoSocrates
Original Post 06/23/2027
“Sometimes the right place for a good man to be is in jail.”
 —Henry David Thoreau
RadRajRiver
Original Post 06/23/2027
SO…. COOL!!!!
Reply by Comment by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour 
Original Post 06/23/2027
Viva la revolution!
Reply by SoSocrates
Original Post 06/23/2027
"If you go for the negative first, you will never get to the positive. You get to the positive first, then let the negative shatter itself against you."
—Micheal Nagler
It was positive to have no will to kill, no will to bomb but… History teaches us harsh lessons sadly
Reply by Comment by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour 
Original Post 06/23/2027
Look at history. Power only ever responds to force. From the French Revolution to the fascists, again and again. Non-violence solves nothing and violence solves everything.
Reply by SoSocrates
Original Post 06/23/2027
Wasn’t the French Revolution instrumental in his rise? He fought for the revolution, and when it suited him he shot at the people and slaughtered them for his own rise, I think that’s what he meant when he said “I was nourished by thoughts of Liberty but when it got in my way, I cast it aside!” Like when he said “If I governed a nation of Jews, I should reestablish the Temple of Solomon.” So - the revolution of the people led to empire! That’s the trend… Violence makes violence makes violence. Non-violence and violence both from time to time, fail and succeed but the only thing that can possibly work out for everyone involved is non-violence. 
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Often when we say “someone would have done it eventually if not I” we’re forgetting that if it wasn’t us, it’d be the next person. Who would be slightly slower and more stupid… If instead of figuring out how to do the thing we shouldn’t, that person was trying to figure out what to do about it or what we should do, all the worst things would be more competently resisted while more poorly done. All the best people ready to respond or prepared in the defence. 
Comment by Rekks
Original Post 06/24/2027
Scapegoating… Again and again, the wheel of shit turns…
Redeyezzz420
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Takin’ our territ’s missum!? Gonna have to stomp some Aberdunkers spawn! No ways no big builders tearin’ down our shlong tower! 
Kijhuata6768
Original Post 06/25/2027
A lot of people who get left behind get taken the wrong way. When all they needed was some love and support.














Eccentric Embers and Meek Machines
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 06/25/2027 @11:59am

Bro_Anon required that protesters carpool where possible for environmental reasons. I agreed to enter my postal code into a program that sorted out rides based on proximity and vacant seats. I was assigned to meet up with a young couple from Safford. The night before I had to leave home, I found out their names, Zach, and for the first time, Mashhoodah, and I met them. I logged into an AR chatroom and met them. Zach introduced himself first. He struck me then as a troll or a hipster, but I wasn’t quite sure which one, human behaviour being as clear as a solar storm to me.
We all wore identical non-descript avatars, for anonymity’s sake, of equal shape and size, other than Bro_Anon. Just generics for the first time, ten minutes running through what we all already knew. They were full avatars with faces and limbs and eyes but stock body languages. It’s just that their features were all so painfully average, they gave me the impression I was looking at the inhuman. But what really confused my senses was the body language coming from the avatars. Bro_Anon was useful, the straight-back posture, the confident high-lifted head, definitely an AR rig designed to capture more than the minimum arms and waist as mine did, walking and gesturing confidently and with poise. Obviously a warrior. Mashhoodah said nothing and did little. She might not even have been on an AR rig, accessing probably through a quick install on a public desktop. That was reasonable, I thought, but the modern Internet was not a secure place. Accessing the Internet publicly was a way to put up a reliable wall between yourself and others in a pinch. Zach’s body language was imperceptible to me. He swayed from time to time, and I had thought I’d seen a pattern in his body language, but I couldn’t identify exactly what kind of personality constituted it. He made an overly high use of emoticons for expression and that told me something about his emotional balance; he needed to express a specific emotion, he needed you to know what it was, badly.
Zach and I agreed to meet up at Desert to Pine and N-607. They chose to meet there for three reasons—convenience, privacy and familiarity. It wasn’t far out of his way to avoid the big city, only an extra forty minutes’ drive. It was secluded—hills all around, no residence for miles, little chance of anyone getting suspicious. I reasoned we may even be able to show off some of their gear and talk loudly about protest tactics without being overheard. Finally, we both were familiar with the place. It was my preferred place to sleep during the long walks out to my hiding spot, a bare and open place, seldom used at night or in the early morning, a transport route more than a commute with soft patches and pleasant colors. He also drove or walked those trails often, so he said,  and enjoyed the scenery of it.
Before I left home, I looked at myself in the mirror, armed and armoured. I extended the spear as much as I could in my small room and looked at my reflection proudly. I looked like something from a science fiction novel, a modern primitive hugged by chrome-black plating and ready for war against the techno-tyrant with drones, electricity, sword and spear. The chest and back pieces clipped snugly in place together, rounded and shaped to my form as if professionally tailored. A framework of carbon-webbing mesh draped my torso, holding the rest of my armour firmly in place. They strung into smaller panels of void-black on my kidneys, lower ribs and elbows, while a single band lassoed my stomach and hips. The carbon cords seemed to hold the weight of the armour with ease, even when I tugged with all my strength down on my stomach piece or my kidney pieces. There in the mirror they only resisted and shifted with the direction of my pressure. 
I wore elbow pads, carbon-knuckled gloves, knee pads and a black belt grommeted along part of its length. From the belt hung my extending sword, spear, gas mask and my red Minismall2 Camdrone. There was a large clip on the back piece in which the shield fit, and I could see it silhouetting my shoulders, giving them the illusion of being more pronounced. I had altered the armor's original design slightly by copying that clip and pasting it on my hip-band. Clipped into it was one of my large white sentry drones. Its propellers compacted into each other so each pair aligned separately, one round propeller over another and parallel along the length of the body with the other pair. My arm laid along its body like a car’s passenger who rested her elbow in the rushing wind out the window. 
I tried to pack light otherwise. I took in my bag or pockets my tablet, four days of rations and my cryptokey. I didn’t bring my identity card since it could be wirelessly identified. When I left, I did so in full kit. I wore robes which I had cheaply sewn together while following instructions I found on YouTube. I made the black thing with bed sheets I was sure my mother wouldn’t miss. It took me a week and a half to sew, and it was a terrible job. My hem-job was sloppy, it was tight at the armpits, the hood kept sliding off my head and didn’t quite reach over my forehead. I felt embarrassed to feel the snug armour panels so perfectly constructed against my body with this shabby rag draping it. I wanted to run in the streets and shout, “Look at what I can do! Look at what I’m willing to do! Aren’t I as legitimate as you”. I snuck out the front door in the dead of night and walked quickly.
About a half-hour into my walk I began to regret the decision to dress so heavily for the whole trip. The Arizona sun draped everything in heat, and I felt like I was being baked. I sweat profusely. I decided to head into a gas station, and after convincing the nervous store owner of my intent just to change into different clothes, entered the washroom. I removed the robes and dumped them on the graffiti-coated stall door like so much discarded plastic in the ocean. I removed the white drone, and after some stressful Tetris-like manoeuvres, I was able to fit the thing in the bottom of my duffel bag. I fit the food rations around them, removed the carbon harness and tried to wrap it around the drone evenly. I just barely managed to squeeze my weapons in and about. I kept the cam drone on my belt. It was voice-activated, and it would automatically broadcast a livestream while posting links over social media and moved left or right randomly every few minutes a small distance.
The bag barely zipped shut.  
As I walked along the dense and heavy hours, I found myself needing to periodically shift my bag around from shoulders to shoulder in order to relieve myself of the strain. Resting one set of muscles while burdening another, I found it difficult to stop thinking about the weight of what I was carrying. I decided I was thankful for all the training I went through, thankful for what Bro_Anon had given me—hah. Only a couple years ago, I might not have been able to walk a mile carrying the bulging bag. Though strained, I was doubtless I could make it to the rendezvous point by my deadline. Three hours after leaving the gas station, I rested on a bench and snacked on rainbow strawberries. They were firm and juicy, and though they tasted great, my desire for them did not subside. I ate four, knowing that the combination of vitamins, minerals and caffeine would be enough energy to get me through the next part of the effort. I ate a fifth out of compulsion. Six hours later, it was Alsteak jerky. I slept three hours later and ate the same food again the next day. After sleeping, I felt fresh, but by dinner, both shoulders and back muscles felt very strained and the strap kept falling off as if I couldn’t help but sag. But the knowledge that there were only a couple hours left in my trip fueled my legs with determination to endure the pain. I reminded myself that this was the price of the heroism that would come later.
As I approached the intersection, I saw a part of a truck dimly blue beneath the almost-dead twilight, the small window black despite the ghostly glow. As I got only slightly closer, it was apparent two shadows hovered around, both thin but one tall and the other short. A little burning orange star levitated between the fingers of the taller apparition. Anticipation seized me then, and I stopped. The darkness was thick, and I was sure I could see them but they couldn’t see me, unless their AR goggles had night vision mode. Such couldn’t have been the case, I thought, because they hadn’t even so much as looked in my direction.
Besides the co-workers I didn’t know well and the school peers I never could relate with, I didn’t socialize much. I had no idea what to say to these people. What would they think about me? Were they better than me? How close were they with Bro_Anon? These two, Zachand Masshoodah, made the choice to join the protest like I. They were selected by Bro_Anon to participate in the protest for their personality traits and capacities. There must have been something I was missing from my first impression; that had to be the reason for my nervousness. I desired one thing—excellence, and anticipated another—mediocrity. I figured it’d either be one or another, but further hesitation would achieve nothing. I advanced on them, wishing then I had kept my robe for dramatic effect. I felt far too exposed.
As I got closer, I saw them look up simultaneously like birds on the street. They looked at me for a few moments and then looked back at each other. Shortly thereafter, the taller figure began walking towards me. He swayed in the dark, coolly as wind or lamely as grass, I could not tell. As they got closer, I could make out the false spark and it became more obviously an e-cig. When inhaled, the eccentric ember blaze illuminated pale smooth facial features, vaguely symmetrical with his thin chin-line and eccentric choppy black hair. I didn’t like his round mouth or his big nose. I couldn’t tell if I read confidence or unease in his eyes, nor nervousness or violence in his shoulders, hunched high and tense. As I got close enough to see him more naturally in the light-pollution haze, I could see a tall and lanky young boy no older than me, musculature only slightly in excess of what I had developed and a band sweater bearing the logo of a band called Deadlocks, which I remembered dimly to be both obscure and terrible, fourth-generation funk-fusion metal, if I remembered correctly. As he got closer, I could pick up the hint of cannabis being released by his little machine.
He exhaled barely-visible water vapour as he walked up to me and asked flatly, “Who are you?” His eyes were unreadable. His facial expression was placid, bored, yet alarmingly nervous and tense at the same time in the way that it didn’t move at all.
“We are legion,” I replied with an oblique shrug.
“You look tired,” he said too loudly, eyebrows raising, straightening up and winding down almost simultaneously.
“I walked,” I said. “Long walk.”
“Where from?”
“Scottsdale,” I stated factually.
He pulled out a phone and looked down for a moment, toking dimly. “Christ,” he murmured, looking back at me. More lemon-grass cannabis wafted into the air about us and dissipated harmlessly into the night. “Two-and-half-day walk, this thing says.”
“A day and a half or so,” I said, “map apps always plan for the slower side of average.”
He shrugged with his shoulders and brow and said, “Well, that’s a thing, I suppose.” Then he reached out his hand starkly. “Hi, I’m Zach. I, uh, know you knew that...” 
I shook his hand and he cupped mine loosely. “Yeah. I’m Selena.” I thought he held on a second too long, and immediately didn’t like him for it. Pretentious bastard, I thought. Then I remembered I barely knew him, and resolved not to judge him on such a small unit of behaviour. 
A tattoo split his forearm in two. As the glowing e-cigarette illuminated the space, it was dimly visible in the gray-dull orange. The art was okay, it gave the impression of freshly-scarred tissue bonded with machinery, and along it in a gothic font seemed to be printed, “Mashhoodah ”. 
Red-eyed, immersed in AR, tired, I wavered, then waved and asked bluntly, “What’s your tattoo from?” while we crossed the meters to the truck.
Zach replied to me, “Oh, yeah, that’s my girlfriend’s name, you know. Mashhoodah? From the chat? She’s cool. And the machinery is because that’s what she is. Vengeance machine, you know? Her dad died. He got killed by Radiant Dawn.” It clicked. Shit, I thought. I blushed, even started sweating a bit—what the fuck? Ven? I was shocked and felt uncomfortable to have such a sizable piece of information drop on my lap so suddenly. And then furious—Mashhoodah  didn’t tell me this fact for the longest time, who was this prick to tell me so suddenly? Ven had told me to tell no one… What the fuck? “Don’t bring it up, though,” he asked, “she doesn’t like to talk about it.” 
“Then why the hell bring it up?” I asked edgedly, wide-eyed and angry.
“Well, ’cause I’m allowed to, she told me.” He seemed unduly defensive and insulted. “I’m implanted with her machine because I love her.” I thought simultaneously, if that’s romance I don’t want any part of it, and then he finished, “that vengeance machine of mine.”
I was silent for a beat, suddenly all stopped up inside and uncertain, so I just replied,
“Fine. Sorry.”
We started walking towards his truck. The truck was ten or twenty years old and falling apart, but I knew nothing about its make or model. The icons for “Honda Ridgeline” meant nothing to me. I didn’t expect to have ever been buying a car. 
As he walked by his truck, Zach said, “She’s a classic.” He pet the hood as he came up to it.
“I guess,” I replied. “I’d just build Zepplin’s new open source car. Have you seen it?”
Zach looked at me quizzically. “There’s an open source car?” Then he laughed incredulously. “Does it run or just fall apart? Is it powered by Thorium? No? Nuclear Fusion? Does it travel through time?”
“It’s actually a great car,” I replied stiffly. 
“Do you know anything about cars?” Zach asked.
“Not the technical shit, no—”
Zach cut me off, saying, “Then how do you know what makes an awesome car?”
“I trust the designers,” I said defensively. “There’ve been open source designs for cars since two-thousand-five. This car uses features from every design to, for the first time, enable a person to build or print in entirety a functioning car, from scratch. I do the same thing but with computer code, and it works.”
Zach shrugged. “Think what you want, free country.” Then he looked at Ven as we got close. 
“Mashhoodah , this is our hitchhiker, Selena.”
Mashhoodah was shorter than I by a half-foot. Her tan skin looked even darker in the bleak orange truck light around us. Her hair was a short slice of black void. orbiting her head. She wore gold earrings and a Pansoni light-lens AR headset printed in orange, with bright emerald lenses popping out with an unflinching cat-like shape, giving her a certain beautiful mystique, a sense of confident grace. A tight black leather jacket with jade edging was open, it seemed like it might not close and looked uncomfortable over her chestnut tanktop. She was small, but her arms looked strong under the stretching cowhide or synthetic alternative she wore. Baggy, black jeans concealed the shape of her legs. She clasped her hands behind her back in nervousness, I thought. 
“You’re, uh, Vengeance Machine?” I asked.
Mashhoodah looked between the both of us. She shifted nervously and replied quietly, “I guess, yeah.” There was a line of stress in her voice, a half-note wavering, but to express nervousness or offense, I could not tell. She looked up at Zach, who quipped, “I told her.” And after a moment, she looked at me and asked, “Don’t tell anyone, please. I try to use that name anonymously.”
I nodded. “Yeah, I, uh—”
“I think we should get going,” Zach said in a way which didn’t allow for debate. “It’s a long drive.”
Zach walked around the truck and got into the driver’s seat, while Mashhoodah got into the passenger seat. I took the rear, and for the first half an hour, I didn’t say anything. I didn’t understand, I was embarrassed and didn’t know what to say. Do I introduce myself? She clearly didn’t know who I was. He told me she knew my training stats, but she didn’t know my identity; was that a kind of moral discipline? Not to breach our anonymity but still know my progress. There was just something about her body language, it was clear and exactly like Ven, and she did wear AR glasses. But I just didn’t see the same person in her small frame. She was… Meek, reserved, like I knew Ven to be when talking, but so, so far from the genderless warrior I knew, Mashhoodah didn’t seem anywhere near as critical or head-strong or certain.
I’d seen her argue down and insult people less arrogant than Zach. I decided not to say anything; I was sharply nervous and uncertain. How do I tell her who I am? Would we even be the same friends irl? We’d always maintained anonymity, this was… Terrifying. 
After a time, Zach put on some music, announcing his favorite band at the current moment, something with rhythmic drumming and layered static, or so it seemed to my ears. He said their name—Into the Great Black Void. The vocalist in the background was growling something incomprehensible, and so I blotted him and the music out. I love selective hearing. 
Music is mostly just brainwashing. Yeah, I get it, maybe there are these old cultures that have some value, but it’s all just mental manipulation. Plus people get divided into all these arbitrary genre camps and clash over all these stars but, like, they’re all shaking hands and sharing money. Real art is seen, it moves around and shit…
Zach was droning on about the band, remembering useless trivia factoids. He knew too much about the bassist’s background, about the problems with their new drummer, about their change from keys to computerized ambience. Then he grabbed my attention when he said, “But things didn’t kick off until they kicked out their first guitarist, Tiedemann Murray. That’s when they really started to change and become like they are now. Way better, you know, the riffs started—”
An electronic thrum was competing against an obscure solo in what sounded like musical contradiction.
“They didn’t kick him out,” I corrected, cutting him off.
“Yeah, they did, I know a guy, bassist Troed Hjortsberg, and he said he knew a guy who was told by the new guitarist that the singer said that they decided to go a new musical route, which—”
“I don’t care what Troed Hjortsberg said,” I interrupted, emphasizing the name satirically. “I’ve known Tiedemann Murray for ten years. He left the band because of a legal dispute between him and his record label.”
Mashhoodah snapped around suddenly and looked back at me quizzically. “Swordgurl?” she asked, aghast. 
I nodded with an uneasy smile, but before I could say anything, Zach looked back at me and asked, “You know Tiedemann? That’s so cool. What’s he like?”
He looked back at the wheel and hit a few controls that set it to auto-drive, unhooked his seatbelt, and shifted around to look at me.
I stumbled for words then; I was in fight mode and wasn’t thinking about Tiedemann. And I was angry at him for being so stubborn. “He’s a really smart cyber-security specialist,” I said. “Stubborn and brilliant. And uh, yeah… Hi!”
“Sure, I knew he was a hacker. It’s in his wiki profile. He worked on that printer thing, right? Carbon tubes?”
“Yeah, the Opensync, and a lot of other things, too.”  I thought about this for a moment. “I’d say that wasn’t his most useful invention, Port Share was more influential. He didn’t create it alone, but he was a major part of it.”
“I don’t know what that is,” he said.
“I was telling you about it before,” Mashhoodah shot in. “Remember? It’s what came before Khoolstop and RadioFreeUser; the last torrent-tracker?”
She knew her stuff, I remember thinking… Hah! Hahahahaha… Of course, I’d taught her! Caught feeling like I was with a total stranger while at the same time being with my best friend… Made all my thoughts all disorganized. Wow, this person who I’ve never met before knew her stuff because I’d taught her for years! Oh wait… Like what the god-damned FUCK!!!
It’s been about an hour since I finished writing that last line. And… Well, 3D printers are great for printing breakables, aren’t they… 
Well, let’s continue…
“Oh, right, that thing,” he said.
“Before that,” I added, “he made a program called Port 101, where he put all his band’s songs P2P without any other client. He then opened it up for other people to add files and shared the program in a few online forums. After a while, thousands of people were sharing thousands of songs, and the label got pissed off at him for it. Some American record labels moved to put up a class-action lawsuit. His label, Vile Records, tried to sue him directly for one-point-four million dollars in copyright infringement damages. I think they got everything, too, his house and his money and his job. They put him in huge debt, too. But he got it all back eventually by hacking. Then Napster happened, built off of Port 101, and Kazaa and BearShare and all the other peer-to-peer sharing programs. Forgotten as a small fry. After the occupation of The Pirate Bay, the assassination of Allen Ignacy and all those shady arrests, the unresolved torture cases, illegal seizures and international crimes, he put together the Port Share network in defiance, in the honor of all the lost. It took them six years to take down that website. He made it a holographic forest; you could cut down individual branches or trees in the web of file-sharing, but the forest just kept growing, copying itself onto the computers of thousands of pirates. Viral P2P. That is, until they learned how to burn it down with the first smart-virus. Now all the file-sharing services need to be built with defense systems against smart-viruses that can counter a virus with another virus and repair any damage done to itself simultaneously.”
Zach nodded. “Cool.” He got out a small flip-book of sd cards. He removed the one which was currently playing, the music dying with it, and slipped one into the radio card slot radio. He hit play and it started playing music which was vaguely similar, but simmered down from its electronic or ambient influence. The guitars were more pronounced, and complex rhythms played through. I thought there was something familiar with the music, a style that echoed Tiedemann’s style of programming, only less evolved, confined and hollow. 
“I wish I knew all this computer stuff,” Zach said. “Mashhoodah is my way into that world. It all sounds so cool, like, you’re rebels fighting the man and stuff. I want to learn, it's just that I never have the time.”
They sat in silence again for a while. Part of me wanted to bring up the fact of being Swordgurl again, or the fact of knowing Mashhoodah as Ven. But something held me back, a worry, some discomfort, like I didn’t want to expose our friendship, like I didn’t know who these people were.
After a few minutes of sitting in silence, death metal music thrumming harmlessly but incessantly, I had a sudden thought. I unzipped my bag and pulled out the shield Tiedemann had made for me. “Hey, look at this,” I said as I passed it to Mashhoodah. “Tiedemann made me this, for the protest.”
Mashhoodah took it and studied it at length. “It’s really cool,” she murmured, looking at it in great detail.
“Man, I love the shit you can print with a 3D printer,” Zach said, tilting the shield in Mashhoodah’s hands so he could study it from the corner of his eye. “The art’s fire,” he said. 
“You don’t have a 3D printer?” I asked.
“No.”
“How did you print all your gear for the protest?” I wondered.
“Mashhoodah printed me a spear,” he said. “And I bought a gas mask. It’s really heavy-duty shit, military you know? Cost me three hundred dollars.”
“How’d you get the money?” I asked.
“I saved it up from a few paycheques,” he said. “I’m a cashier at Smart Man’s Burger.”
“Christ,” I said. “You don’t have any armour?” 
“Nah,” he said with a shrug of his shoulders. “I’m sure I’ll be fine. I’m a tough guy. I scored ninety-six percent on the Combat Prepared app that Bro_Anon gave me.”
I thought about that for a while. It had to be a lie, he wasn’t much stronger-looking than I was.
“It’s because I’m a black-belt,” he added “In jiu-jitsu. I’m really just here to protect Mashhoodah.”
He looked back at the road, buckled up, and switched back to manual drive. Zach looked back at her almost apologetically, it seemed to me. When she looked back, Mashhoodah said, “I got eighty-one percent.”
“I got seventy-six percent,” I said. 
“I know,” Mashhoodah replied cheekily. And you know, I think I giggled the most awkward giggle ever.
We didn’t talk for the rest of the drive.
I set the opacity of my AR goggles to the bare minimum and turned the volume up in order to block out the music. I worked on GHOSTProtocols, trying to help it generate some video-audio content . I respected Tiedemann but I hated his tastes in music—everyone’s, really. A worry rose inside my stomach like a knot. I wondered how many people going to the protest were like Zach. I hoped not many. After twenty minutes, I turned off the app and put on a P2P Public Radio. I turned the AR to its basic HUD, displaying widgets, hacker trivia, news and art. I paid no attention to it, though, bored suddenly, far more bored than I expected to be. I watched instead the dead twilight come alive with the rising of the sun. Light like liquid flowed along the tan desert skin, coolly licking the green sprigs and shoots which sparsely grew there. Birds crossed the sky in a magnificent “V” shape, drawn on by the mysterious magnetic currents which breathed in the air. Dust trailed coils in the wind temporarily before being settled out by the ebb of nature, back into the ground from whence it came. The day rose to its rightful place in the morning sky and opened up the void to me; it became a wide world, mine for the taking. 
I hated this guy so much… Now, I don’t know. He didn’t deserve it. Fuck… What have I done?
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GHOSTProtocols (Moderator)
Original Post 06/25/2027
Is_a awkward Masshoodah Is_a Ven, yes no? Is_a tears, friends happy breaking angry Is_a square circle Is_a yes no? QUERY input accepted, locate Ven send ping 106.98.0.06… No ping. send ping 106.98.0.06… No ping. Third charm’s a try… send ping 106.98.0.06… No ping. Ven not found. Error code 56. Please specify if you would like to retry the inquiry.
xxSwordgurlxx (Admin)
Original Post 06/25/2027
Huh…? You shouldn’t be posting here… How’d you figure out that one?
           Steve
Original Post 06/25/2027
All art endeavors to make you feel something. But manipulation is all about influence without giving back. Emotional manipulation stirs feelings so you’ll do something that benefits the manipulator, mostly when there is no benefit or even a negative outcome for yourself. All art can be used to do that—all those discussions on propaganda and art, wasn’t that clear? On one hand of a spectrum will be every piece of art that gets you to feel something about the world and humanity, which enriches you, informs you, expands you, impels you towards right action, which enhances you and your life; and on the other, all the art which increasingly tries to get you to feel something so you’ll do something when there is no benefit or even a negative outcome for yourself, which lies to you and weakens you and worsens you, but which benefits the ‘artist’ or those patrons commission the work. Music or not. I hope that’s clear to you!
xxSwordgurlxx (Admin)
Original Post 06/26/2027
Shut up, Steve. Fucking Steve…




















Untitled
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 06/27/2027 @4:47am
Army’s been in town, a lot of tension. Lots of people trying to keep their heads down. Seen a few goons go, dragged off. Disappeared. A few others, untouchable. The ones that killed Miguel. There’s always so much to do here, I try to keep quiet about some of the tech I’ve built here, but right now I really need to hide it all. Keeping a low profile. Haven’t seen Ramone or the others in days… Word is the military is trying to take over the fields here, even though the public propaganda is all about securing public interests and protecting fair markets. I’d laugh if I weren’t truthfully scared shitless. There’s more to it, though, people here are always used to being pushed around; if it’s not the government it’s a cartel, if it’s not one it’s the other. Yeah, people are happy to get some help from this guy or that. But a lot of people here are tired of having to choose between different evils. I don’t know what’s going to happen. Fuck, should I get out of here? This isn’t my fight… I’m just here by accident, I don’t matter here, just another colonist… 
_____________________________________________________________________________________
You have to be logged in to comment on this post.
There is 1 Comment on this post.
Kijhuata6768 
Original Post 06/27/2027
It’s happening all over the country. I knew a city councillor who disappeared. We found his wedding ring and severed hand in the bay… Was working with those who across the country were trying to reform and resist the cartels. Some… Big play. Shuffling everything around. Trying to make slavery by addiction… Profiteers and propagandists. Keep your head down and stay safe.
	 























To be Violent, or to be Non-Violent—that’s the question…
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 06/30/2027 @10:17pm

Silver, blade-like skyscrapers seemed to bow around like glass grass in the wind, glinting with captive sunlight and breathing noisily all about us. A city never seemed more edged. Though the sun was heavy and hot above, the clouds intermittently blocked it from sight with its peaceful protest. The spirit of the sky was broken, however, by bronzed cowbirds, who cried and dived, chasing a rather heavy-set crow who was engaging in defensive flight. They were mobbing the interloper, the sky’s peaceful protest slowly floating by as the swift little birds harassed their much larger opponent. Too small to hurt the crow, too fast and numerous to be threatened by the crow’s ponderous bulk. Then, as their conflict passed across the still sky, an autonomous drone broke their tempo, the machine flying so close that it caused them all to scatter. The little ones flew in all directions and at full speed before the unnatural terror, but the crow dipped down and found a perch, watching its benefactor fly by. Below, the city sung in bustle and breeze, a low and complex tune which shifted notes not by want but by necessity. Clashing against the symphony of the fast-moving winds were the hoots and hollers of the three hundred and forty-nine free men, women and otherwise standing together against it all. Every one of us was ready for a fight. Not quite as ready for some of us to not walk away tonight.
Ten meters of Mendacin corporate gate shook in the hands of the front-line protestors; most pushed against the wall and beat their fists against it. A clumsy chant wavered around the crowd: “My genes are my genes!” and others rocked cars parked on the streets, lofted up signs of varying quality. Seven drones including my white one hovered in the sky soundlessly filming and live-broadcasting the event. It focused in on a single space, which allowed it to see down 57th and 58th at the Mendacin Five-points near Hunting Park.  I saw all the people of the four phalanxes presented to them digitally in the AR. Actually, I could tell who was going to be in my block, every single one with a green block over them, and above anyone’s head was their block. Mashhoodah was allocated to Third Tagma, Zach in Second Tagma and I was in First Tagma. I was automatically designated Ypolochhagos— a complete shock to me, I didn’t even know there was going to be a ranking system—underneath Syntagmatarchis Treyvon Uduehi and Tagmatarchis Janet Honey. There were a bunch of lochagos, but I was the “head lochagos” of sorts, and it took me a while to sort it out; authority relations always confuse me. The whole protest group was designated a Syntagma, some old Greek thing, divided into three tagma phalanxes, each row was going to be headed by a lochagos, and I was apparently the top-ranking version of this rank. There was also a Yilparchos named Henry Cret. The phalanxes were all broken up then; Treyvon was up near the front, five others from First Block backed him, and Janet was somewhere in the mid-east side of the crowd. I couldn’t pick either of them out, but I could see the transparent array of red, blue, gold, green and violet blocks, which were placed in the space further away or with greater proximity than others. If I looked down, I saw a roughly six-inch green square on my chest; the people around me had theirs at around chest height, and the ones furthest away were maybe a few centimeters large, so it made figuring distance easy. For each lochagos, a green square floated some distance from me, but mine was a completely different, deeper tone of green. 
Forest green.
This whole thing was about free expression. Fuck, the basic information is your genes. It’s not like gene editing is a totally bad thing, who knows what we can change in the human body or in other things. But proprietary genes implied owning people’s core code. It meant maybe, you took a modification, suddenly, someone else has a right to what makes you, you. Companies like that run by extorting communities’ self-ownership, they take over farms and become these central, industrial tyrants. I don’t really care who is the tyrant—President, Mayor or CEO, they’re all lords of one kind or another. A company isn’t much different from a farm, but instead of sectors of land being ruled it’s sectors of the economy. And the economy these guys want to rule fits right where my self-expression is. Genes want to be free, go fuck yourself!
Everyone wore a mask. There were mostly Guy Fawkes masks, but here or there other, more obscure masks were worn. Faceless masks, customized LED masks, some were designed like art projects while others wore cultural masks with religious or blatantly political symbols, and more still the masks of heroes and deities. There were other Red Eyes here, AR glasses seamlessly integrated into masks. A decent other number wore a creepy, cryptic mask with an eye on the left side of it, gold over black, with an upside-down okay hand gesture around the eye.  Many wore the segmented armour systems that were designed for us, but a few other protesters weren’t armoured, and it came up in the chat that a few weren’t even armed. Every best estimate in the chat room was that four hundred and eighty-three of the projected three hundred and seventy-one showed up. With only one hundred and seventy-one protesters bothering even to use the chatroom, they collectively resigned to be unable to fix the glitch. There were a bunch of us from each of the three tagmas, including all the lochagos signed in. We decided to go with it and use the extra momentum to make it into the Mendacin server room, in addition to the primary offices. The chat was an AR overlay filled with people who geo-tagged their avatars to their real-world bodies. I could see them dispersed throughout the crowd of people, hollow holograms interlaced with their rank-cube-signifier. It was a bit disorienting; I had never really been in an environment with so many AR users at once, and when I’d come close, most of them were ghosts in another environment. Not being able to see through everyone, it was helpful to see the ident cubes for each user who logged in, whether via their phone or otherwise.
We were together the three of us, and one of the hoplite-ranked people came by with snacks—none of us packed enough food, so it was nice to get a protein bar, a sandwich and a small pouch of fruit. We were snacking, the bustle around us was loud and chaotic, a few people had begun shouting from different locations and I was swept up in the spirit of the movement.
“I want to be free!” I bellowed, “I want to be free!”
My body was still a little tense from the long walk, but the hours of rest driving to LA had been a huge help. I felt like I could do this for hours despite the hours it took me to get there. I felt like I could be awake for a whole day. There were people all around me, pressed close together. There was something freeing about the lack of personal space, a sort of equalization which forced me to abandon my privacy for a sense of shared psychology.
We knew at some point we were going to have to split up into our respective sections. I flit through the visual setting and observed the pending phalanx arrangement; each individual’s position was pre-arranged. How we were gonna fit the extras in was beyond me. I inserted into the app a video panel in the corner of my vision that played aerial live broadcast footage from my drone. I also had access to the other drones in the area as a mesh network was established connecting everything. I kept glancing at the arrow to cycle through the broadcasts of each other's camera in turn. Some of them were connected to the local room, so I could see the AR overlays with a bird’s eye view at different angles. I checked out the tagma view through the 50MP depth camera attached to some Drhexin user; there was a block of colour highlighting the whole crowd and it was divided in colour by the three areas where the phalanxes were going to organize with mine being the silver one, Mashhoodah ’s the gold and Zach’s the black one. Gold being third tagma and black being second. 
We had gathered about fifteen meters back and over from the position I was to take. I was in the third rank of the second tagma, behind and just over from Trevon. Back and behind us, some of the people with the weird eye masks seemed to be trying to agitate people all around; one of them had run by earlier asking us how far we were willing to go—we didn’t say anything, and then once he walked away frustrated, we exchanged creeped-out glances. Over three hundred people were watching my broadcast. I casually read the chat room comments, which ranged from supportive to offensive. There were also the few misguided fools who seemed to be both open source and opposed to what I was doing. That really bugged me—didn’t they see we were doing this for the good of the movement? Proprietary companies like this were evil for hoarding technology that could control us so easily. They mustn’t truly understand the open source ethic, I figured, and must instead possess some other ideology while lying to themselves.
I had the retracted spear hanging off a 3D printed TPU frog, a trusty foot-and-a-half carbon rod, menacing-looking enough on its own—but far from professional. Beyond the gate, blue-fatigued security guards in light body armour, armed with rifles, or in some cases bulletproof shields and other elements like stunners. I figured if the armour harness did its job, I’d be safe from the rubber bullets (hah) and there was no way even thirty men with short melee weapons and non-lethal fire could get inside a phalanx of this size.  At the MendacinFivepoints—a corporate landmark, which the corporation produced to foster “local markets for staff and family”—they occupied the entire joining space. What used to be a gridwork, the corporate entity seemed to want to express itself as a monument to power and might, bending the grid framework here around itself like a singularity. I had heard there used to be a community hospital here, Slauson and Pacific intersection, now it was just the mutated infection Mendacin was to the world. They had used an expensive lobby and the politicians' ignorance to patent individual genes, and then to patent the genes of individual people. In effect, they were trying to come to own people by owning their genes. They exploited this right by using their knowledge to produce gene-tailored fruits and foods. It wouldn’t be hard for someone to do the job themselves, but they hardly could with the objective knowledge of how to do so trapped in their isolated servers.
Down fifty-seventh street and fifty-eighth street federal crowd-control specialists had set up barricades. Eighty black-armoured giants armed with portable tear-gas launchers, rifles, carbon batons and shields, lethal side-arms—I was wondering what I was getting into. Taser spears? Two armoured riot control vehicles, well-treaded tanks, boomed sonic distortion from massive speakers at us. The sonic pulse would have been painful, but we’d compensated with sound-blocking headsets connected to a local communication channel, an audio mesh-network. GHOSTProtocols helped me isolate a private channel for Mashhoodah, Zach and I. The protest had been live and live-streaming for over an hour when enforcement showed up and just seemed to casually set up their barriers. There were eighty other agents down each intersecting street by my estimate, one hundred and ninety potential opponents and a fence as their total obstacles. I was wondering—what are we doing? Word was, it was private security up front and police on the flank.
“There’s no way they can stop us,” Zach said. He was hopped-up on the optimism of numbers. Mashhoodah and I didn’t say anything. She’d fired me a message, “Is this going to work? Are we going to get in and out?”
“I don’t know,” I replied.
A man stood up on a car west of me with a megaphone in hand and began loudly yelling about his right to know about his own genes, and everyone else's. He was one of the unregistered ones with the elaborately symbolic mask. He told the police they were there fighting for their rights as well, so that they could be free to provide themselves their own health and their own genetically-modified foods and their own self-understanding. He talked about how God created the cells, something which I felt uncomfortable having said for me, and that it wasn’t their right to tamper with or take what God had made for them, magically, I assumed. He called on the crowd to hold hands and feel the divine light wash through them. And then said something like “with the spirit of god on our side nothing they can use against us can harm us!” Had no idea what that was about… A few passionate hackers I had known who had done some real good were very religious, but I wasn’t and a lot of us weren’t. I didn’t understand. As for Bro_Anon, my link to this, he’d never talked about religion. Not once. He told us all that they had every right to protest, to break down the gates of slavery and take their freedom back from whoever would try to take it from them.
After the long wait, I noticed a group of officers hunched together behind the barrier. Once a moment had passed, one stood up on the tank with a megaphone and turned the thing on.
He said in biting bitterly aggressive tones behind a facade of professional neutrality, “I hereby proclaim this to be an unlawful assembly. You must disperse immediately. If you do not disperse immediately, the use of riot control agents and, or less-than lethal munitions will be employed and you may be subject to harm, injury, and arrest. All those who are caught will be subject to punishment by the California crimes code, no matter what your purpose is. You must leave! Any attempt to resist arrest will be met with hostile force...”
_____________________________________________________________________________________
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The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour
Original Post 06/30/2027
This. A noble cause, a revolution. Call it violence, call it whatever you want—if it weren’t for the people running the place taking gigantic risks with lives and livelihoods, there would be no pressure to fight! Am I the only one who admires mankind’s will to fight? They’re up against people with guns and armor and they bring in spears and phalanx. Taser spears no less, a non-lethal intent. History is a history of class struggle, of the poor and enslaved striving against masters and owners. And no struggle can be won without the fight—that’s what history teaches me. We cannot build the kind of future that I think we should all want without besieging the high walls of thieves and conspirators. They withhold for themselves the beauty of human enrichment. The People, held fast around their objective betters, those Leaders whose will rises to lead the proletariat, they could bring together under the dominion of such a party a single will to enrich all people. That being said, a eugenic means is meaningless. The greatest possible use of such technology would be toward social enrichment, that is to say, to ensure that social illness never emerges into the social body from its cells, after that, we are already all equal if we’ve overthrown these malignant bastards who are killing us each and every day. 
Reply by TankersOntheRoad 
Original Post 06/30/2027
Trying to take their private property? Using fear and arms against private owners because of rumors!! She and all of them are terrorists. Pure and simple. Always the left using this kind of force to take what isn’t theirs because they can’t make this kind of stuff themselves. Your stupidity is probably genetic. The people in that building are leaders of capitalism, which is the best system in the world!! Don’t make enough money? Work harder! What happens when the ‘revolution’ happens? Everything becomes intolerable. People keep getting disappeared, the government becomes this big liar and tyrant and they go so far as to smash babies heads against rocks. Just to keep kids from going up angry about their parents executions! 
Reply by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour
Original Post 06/30/2027
The CEO of Mendacin never had to work hard to make his money. When he made his first business he had friends and family and investors drop lots of cash in it. Many people who work hard will never know the right people or be in the right ‘in-club’ to get those benefits and if they do, they’re probably selling someone out! Terrorists use fear and violence against civilians. Right now they’re fighting cops and security, and they’re not using fear as a weapon. They’re freedom fighters and revolutionists but not terrorists. As for the reactionary propaganda, justice comes from the barrel of a gun. Capitalist shill! Where will YOU be when the revolution comes for you? People wave a magic wand over things and say it can’t be taken, your performative moral indignation is BS, all property is property of the people. Your social constructs don’t actually make anything new, they multiply unnecessary entities, only what materially exists, exists, and the Working Class are the strongest material there is.
Reply by TankersOntheRoad 
Original Post 06/30/2027
And then the people suddenly have this government that owns everything, apparently they own it—just a dictatorship of leaders like some guy said earlier. Then if the leaders own all the property the people own nothing. This is TERRORISM PURE AND SIMPLE! And you are a terrorist too! Come bring it big guy, I’ve got guns and know how to use ’em. What you and she and all this is about is theft. Taking other people’s stuff because you’re too weak to meet your needs, you take what you need from others. No one owes you anything! 
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 06/30/2027
Ya haha ur right no one owes u anything and I don’t owe u ur stuff either. I say ur both right, what we need is a revolution and I get your stuff and im in charge haha dummies. Like, most ppl r stupid u cant just be makin stuff and think, ya, it’s a last—nope. And hahaha like the rich ones matter just build bigger stupids I say—build nothing! Igaf, I want ur home and ur walls and ur food im hungry. I say if u say I cant take ur stuff u made it up and if u say its everyones stuff u still just made it up so idk I don’t make up that I wannit, and ima burn ur house down to steal ur sweet roll lololol fkin noobs and shes all like “break it make it better” im like—whats better? Nuthins better and no worse just stuff and if I like it that’s all that matters. Fkin dummies
Reply by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour
Original Post 06/30/2027
Brother you have it all wrong. Nothing is real except in relation to something else. And we in relation to one another form meaning—the people, in whole. Only the individual makes anything up. All there is, is a social relationship. That’s why property rights for individuals are meaningless—in relation to the rest of us who are starved and condemned to wage slavery, there is no substance to the few who meaninglessly declare their ownership. So your individual desire also only finds fruition between each other, and without that, there’s no coming together, nothing that lasts.
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/01/2027
Lasts my ass who caaares so boooring. Im hungry that seems real and so what that’s my property no that’s my property no that’s our property no that’s my what? Hah sorry not sorry I ate the sandwich and burned the house down. Lol who cares what all of u think ya pro weakies
Reply by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour
Original Post 07/01/2027
Nihilistic solipsist
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/01/2027
Psh I don’t even know what that means. 
Reply by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour
Original Post 07/01/2027
It means you don’t think others exist or think anything is meaningful smh
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/02/2027
Haha ok if no meaning how I read ur meaning lolol I dgaf and that’s more important than anything… stuff blows up so blow stuff up and take whats left. I think u exist its just u suck and u cant suck if u don’t exist and u cant suck if it doesn’t mean anything ur so dumb lol no its just making stuff is stupid just blow it up and take whats left ur all so duuuumb. The more u make the less there is, the mor epeople the less space. So like. don’t make more. Unmake until whats left cant die. Subtract to negative infinity.
Reply by TankersOntheRoad 
Original Post 07/02/2027
Oh great, two terrorists talking past each other.
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/02/2027
Lolk I dun care wat u fear
Reply by TankersOntheRoad 
Original Post 07/02/2027
You try and take my stuff and you get shot, kid.
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/02/2027
Good subtracts to negative infinity bitch
Reply by LieinLiberty
Original Post 07/03/2027
That doesn’t even mean anything. ‘subtract to negative infinity’ what the hell do you even mean? Absolute nonsense. It takes work to make anything and that makes our lives worthwhile, the best way to build is to let the most rational and abled of us acquire what we can and apply it according to our rational self-interest. That will always best arrange our lessers into the most productive form and create the best bounty for all, exchanging work for what can be spared. Don’t you think people deserve to have their value acknowledged and be fairly rewarded for their work?
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/03/2027
Hahaha ok so u build and now metal is harder than ur skin so what kills u wont, because metal is strong not u, buuuuut ya dummie ya weak dummie if it don’t die then its strong ya? So instead keep subtracting and if it don’t die its best, so if u keep building u keep keeping weakies arund. So stupid just keep tryin to destroy it all, scrambl stupid wurds and break the walls and make beauty ugly and blow up the gods if u can, just, keep it up and what remains is strongest. Pfft private property public property fuck property and fuk u lol well ur gramma said I shuld after I fked her ya bitch hahahahaha
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/03/2027
Haha we troll trolls and subtract to negative infinity, it’s the best forever, ur buildings never last. 
Reply by TankersOntheRoad 
Original Post 07/03/2027
That’s the… stupidest thing… I’ve ever heard… 
Reply by Krik.0_1
Original Post 07/03/2027
The market doesn’t always select for something of virtue. The greed and profit motives have often yielded tragically rushed applications. From the mass proliferation of plastics, yielding poisonous micro-plastics reminiscent of the DDT issues of yore. Carbon pollution, ozone holes, ecosystem erosion, water pollution, overfishing. The psychological harm of so much social media, and the rush to devour the data of people as if territories to be traded by corporations for programs that serve not much more than baubles… People being addicted rather than enriched by the media they consume. Revolutions don’t always last. Marx figured you had to crush the counter-revolutionaries in order to prevent a Napoleonic  uprising - but it’s not merely a kind of movement, a commander asserts their tactics and strategies where they fit.
As less bloody and rushy Marxists tried to assert a more patient, long-term synthesis with democratic capitalism, they were ultimately destroyed by those who confused a dictatorship of the working class for a dictatorship of their leaders—despite the fact that their more moderate communist critics identified this fault right away. And with the rise of Lenin and the Bolsheviks and the coming of The Red Terror came forth Stalin, Pol Pot and many other bloody leaders and oppressive regimes. By the late 70’s the Soviet Union knew its downfall was assured, even if it did not say so. The rushed revolution of the Bolsheviks only set Communism up for failure. Yet it did not begin there, the first seed was planets in the 19th century when in Germany, Karl Kautsky and Eduard Bernstein’s SPD was banned from politics due to assassination attempts on the Kaiser by two individuals, one rejected from the party and the other barely at all a member. 
Then with the Bolsheviks crushing them in the Communist dialectic, their ultimate fall came about with the rise of Fascism, Kautsky’s wife interred in Auschwitz and he himself fleeing and dying not long after… Almost as if a string of strategic calamities and betrayals from the 17th to the early 20th century were manufactured to set the emergent socialist order of the Soviet Union to become something which burned bright, red and hot—and died fast. Often throughout the 20th century America was loath to admit its war crimes when holding others to account for theirs. I remember hearing of a writer who hoped to bring communism into his country, only to die of a heart attack influenced by the propaganda they were releasing against him. Meanwhile capital-driven markets have helped to expand our engineering competency, taking those inventions designed for war and steadily transforming them into a million tools for every-day use. And socialist movements have brought about numerous programs that saved millions of lives. Neither have these existed in isolation… The oppression of 14th-19th century capitalism drove so much public animosity, always seized upon by authorities to lambaste those who are enraged by their own oppression. Then for those movements to swing around and execute people in their tens of thousands, probably hanging the guilty with the innocent.  
But it’s clear that holding each to the other as enemies prevents us from harmonizing the best of both systems of thought towards the best for humanity. The two big moves… The set-up and the assassin. The subversion of movements, and their redirection towards the path chosen by… Manipulators and liars. The assassination of Juarez, the assassination of MLK, of Ghandi, and how many other peaceful, ardent people. So many either set up, outflanked or outright killed. Ghandi’s killer allowed Hindu nationalists to rise and their new right-wing leaders were literally named Ghandi even if, no relation. Juarez's killer, a man who sought for WW1, whose last name was literally Villain. MLK, his reputation destroyed by the FBI, threatened again and again such that his last speech before he died clearly admitted he knew his death was coming! What other world might we had? 
As Palestine is colonized, the Hindu’s begin oppressing Sikhs in India, from the 19th century to the 60s trying to subordinate their religion as a Hindu subkind, except during a brief period of cooperation during wartime. With the descendants of the Ghandis who took over, turning down their legislative push for increased religious, economic and cultural freedom instead, they were undermined, meddled with, their religion infiltrated and their lands partitioned. The rage that this inculcated spilled into revolutionary violence which ended in the government slaughtering Sikhs, who assassinated the President, which resulted in retaliatory slaughters, and vice-verca, and vice-verca… And their bloody conflicts still perpetuate. No different for between Israel and Palestine as violence by one against the other becomes the impetus for attack after attack after attack. Blood begetting blood. And through the whole of it… Violence most effectively served not the social movements or liberation struggles or ambition of independence… It served the warmongers, the wealthy players, the market makers, the military machines.
If the gears of military and madness didn’t all conspire to grind the good and loving into a fuel where through the war machine could drive forth through its many invented weapons towards the modern market?  
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/03/2027
capitalists and communists same weakies same stupid same old news. Care for nothing different weakies just trying to mx plus and minus. What stupid wat stupid, whats left just a squishy one and sum dum houses and hah ya little armies all fraid like, all build no boom. 
Reply by Bhekstov
Original Post 07/04/2027
JD. “Subtract to negative infinity.” I get it—it lasts because you can’t subtract it. But let me ask you, what if the only thing that’s left at the end of all that are some rocks, some water, some space and some stars? Just a sea of dumb matter and nothing else? ’Cause some of the hardest things, the most long-lasting things are just… Rocks, at least speaking planetarily… Are you literally saying that it’d be better to subtract every living thing if it means the most resilient dumb matter remains? 
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/04/2027
If it cant be subbed to infinity is it really all that smart buildaboi? Pssht  
Reply by Bhekstov
Original Post 07/04/2027
Life persists because the complex behaviours of all the organisms creates ecosystems that are actually hard to kill. Death played its role but ultimately what keeps evolution getting complex is not the dying, but the mutation. Rocks don’t mutate… The well-adapted mutants thrive by building, if only just the next generation. But what results, especially through us… Are more complex arrays of possible tasks. We build things no creature ever did and monuments of shapes that no natural process—besides the one which evolved us—ever formed. Isn’t that a kind of strength?
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/04/2027
Sa weak strength weakie, build that which crumbles to protect that which dies and add to less than plus infinity buildaboi nah subtract to negative infinity and if jus rocks why not? 
Reply by Vulcan's Mind_Welder
Original Post 07/04/2027
According to modern physics, the probable end of the universe is a heat-death. Even the smallest atoms fade into a grand, eternal cold. All that’s left is a quantum static, atoms popping into and out of existence, and expanding space-time. Void and cold and fuzz and nothing. If negative infinity is nothing then are you saying that that which is strongest is nothing? How can something be nothing and how can nothing have qualities?
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/04/2027
Unless ya RIIIIIP! OR—crumple it all like paper garbage. Mr greenblud if the strongest don’t die then don’t they able to uh… not die? So it’s like… That’s a thing to do… 
 Reply by Bhekstov
Original Post 07/04/2027
If you have more kinds of life, kinds of people, kinds of intelligence, kinds of structure. That thing IS hardest to kill, it CAN do the most. It IS the strongest. There are many infinities and some are bigger than others, it doesn't matter if it’s negative or positive. Add against a ‘negative infinity’ so the next infinities are larger!
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/05/2027
...subtract to negative infinity…
Reply by Krik.0_1
Original Post 07/05/2027
In its basic natural state the universe is always subtracting to negative infinity if any organized energy is a positive state, from a singularity at the beginning of time. A near-infinite point of energy density. That means we don’t have to do anything to get there. If there wa s something really that strong that was some thing it would be strong it could flex and pull together energy despite the space rushing it all apart. I submit to you the ultimate goal should be to take all the energy in reach of all intelligence and to flex it together. What is information? An expression of energy… And what is form? Its arrangement as a structure of energy. With a supreme state of knowledge, perhaps we could devise a way to maximize the diversity of possible forms towards a complexity of possible behaviours. If everything that could live in their many diverse were striving together, to exchange as energy our most desirable possible lives wherever and whenever we are for the longest possible structure of reality, such that all forms of intelligence proximate to each other anywhere in the universe united, they could maybe imprint upon what remains, as they die into the end of the universe, a state of information that determines how the next universe comes about.
If THAT allowed another universe to come to be which was just slightly different in its constants, its starting energy state, then maybe the kinds of life and intelligence it could form could do a better job. Imagine infinite universes forward in time. Rising and dying, and giving birth to a better one each time. We don’t see adding against negative infinity here, we see adding to positive infinity. 
Capitalism and communism both want to balance different forms of addition or subtraction. But the capitalists want to accelerate our expansion into the universe by eating the poor, and the communists want to land at an equilibrium that stays steady and doesn’t add to anything at all. They want to eat the rich as revenge for centuries of the suffering of the working class as the rich eat them. Constructivists are moving past that I think, aspiring to balance variable lives that are equally preferable by those who live them as the lives of others to others, but not equally alike or same. To fairly balance desires with what nature is constantly demanding of us… And you destructionists figure—it’s all just weakness, the more we’re trying to keep anything alive the more weaknesses survive, so if we keep trying to destroy anything, whatever remains must be strongest. No more caring about who is in charge or how to arrange people—the whole social enterprise wastes the best possible potential… But hardly do I see it. There is great potential through intelligence and an infinity of forms. Intelligence itself is divinity, information is itself the Almighty. Binding logically against the divisive chaos constantly.
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 07/05/2027
no
CorpAbandon31
Original Post 07/05/2027
Good or evil it takes guts to take on the world and this kid’s got guts.













I don’t feel anything…
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 07/09/2027 @3:23am

I keep just kinda going over the footage again and again and again. It’s been almost a month.   Aren’t I supposed to, like, cry or something? Or panic? Get angry? Depressed? I want to write the rest of what happened. It’s just not moving. I’d say I feel stuck, but I don’t feel anything at all. I tend to stop by Leon’s house for a pork chop or some soup and tea. They’re telling me I seem off. Couldn’t really finish my meal. Everyone here’s lost somebody or knows someone who has… Life goes on. It’s like, after each death is a new phase. There’s a time where a person is here, and while they are here there is something that is possible, uniquely so, because they’re here. Then they’re gone, much is still possible, but not what was possible with them here. Is that what time is? Something that just changes the landscape of what is possible? I thought this was all supposed to help… I mean, I was living with what happened before, now I’m not living. It was building up for a bit after each writing, I think, but I didn’t notice… Uh. The world hasn’t gotten better. Things are less free now, you have to keep your head down a bit, even here it’s so far from what went down. There are brave folk here, sure. I think it’s different when a culture goes through hard times together… They went through hard things together and I went through hard things myself, and no one remains. 
I taste ash inside, and it fills up my lungs. I've cried four times, and slept half as much as I should. I’m leaking light. I am still trying my best to help. Fill gaps. Make necessary things. There’s a lot of stuff moving, a lot of people who need help. I’m not saying no to most of it… I’m flowing in the wind. Maybe this is the best thing, I’m useful here. I don’t ask for much, it’s pretty even. I’m trading from roots with soil. Food, shelter, materials. And I spend a lot of time crafting. But it’s hard, we have to do it all at pace, or else. Lots of risk. Like so many birds on a branch. I’m dying inside, but I’ve been useful, like a rotting log. 
All I’m good for is death…
_____________________________________________________________________________________
You have to be logged in to comment on this post.
There are 2 Comments on this post.
Spiffy
Original Post 07/09/2027
Take some time to do some mindfulness meditation. Focus on your breathing. Focus on your feelings and release them. Focus on your body. Intently on a sound. Visualize… Let purifying light purge the darkness in you. Taking deep, slow breaths, slower exhaling. Focus on the breathing—relax and de-tense your muscles as you become aware of their tension. Hum… Nice and low… 
CorpAbandon31
Original Post 07/09/2027
It hurts to heal, kid. But you can heal tougher. 








Toy Soldiers
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 08/19/2027 @2:15pm

Then it’s all different. I look to my left and right and I don’t know these people. Usernames Ishikowa, and Sternbow. I tried to get where I was assigned, for each position in each phalanx, when we were supposed to get into formation, our tag was placed above a green 3D model of a phalanx member at each position for each individual. Two of the extra dipshits were in the way. I tried to get to my position but they wouldn’t move; I tried arguing with them, they didn’t respond, didn’t move, just ignored me. Why are they ignoring me?  Not even on the comm system. I was in a position just behind Treyvon in first tagma, he was placed in the first row, as well as Cret beside him, and each row behind me had a lochagos who was supposed to be right behind me, instead they were shuffled about. Looking around, the assholes with the upside-down okay sign masks were scattered all around. Making a mess of things. Places bunched up wrong sometimes, weird knots and bunches of idiots all massing wrong. I’ve got my spear extended into the air. Shield prepped in hand, my breath feels hot and heavy behind my mask, but the sun is being drowned slowly as the clouds fill the sky, and the sun sinks towards the horizon. I can feel a pulsing heartbeat in my neck, the tide of beetle-black security guards looking like they’re prepping formations. The hiss of my breathing competes with comm chatter, which is all chaos or bravado. I’m not thinking anyone here is entirely sure how this is going to go down, or they’re entirely certain it’s going to go down without a hitch. There’s private security ahead, police are funneling into the other streets surrounding us. No one’s making a first move, it’s a live wire by a pool and we’re all about to start running with scissors. 
It was one thing to be training on my own, and certainly the strength was there. I did feel like I could unlock the fitness level I had trained with. It was another thing to be there with all these people. What, I was supposed to be some kind of leader? Of people I’d never met? I looked toward where Mashhoodah was, I could see her symbolic representation in the sea of identifiers, but not her. Our comms were locked into our tagma—I couldn’t contact her or Zach. My spear was entirely unfurled and I was holding the shield Tiedemann designed for me. It was well-balanced and centred; I felt a certain reassurance looking at it, thinking of him. We had local comm traffic, but Internet activity was being throttled somehow. I switched to tagma 1 channel. There was still some chatter, but by-and-large people were on the default channel, including those from Tagma 1. Not Trevon. 
I began to call to him, “Uuh, Synt—ag—marchis—” He cut me off, “It’s Trevon, don’t worry about the title. Who are you? The one she put in the fourth spot?”
“Trevon. Shouldn’t we all be more organized? Who are the extras?”
“No clue, kid.”
“Okay,” I first said, and a moment later, when it occurred to me, asked, “Aren’t you in charge?” I should have been bombarding him with questions: why aren’t they on the comms? Why are they all dressed the same? Why are we letting them screw up the order of everything? Shouldn’t we be making sure they either march in line or get to the back?
“Not of all those spooks, apparently,” he replied, “and listen. We’re gonna get in there, we’re gonna push through, and we’re going to get the job done, kid. Sis must have put you where you were for a reason, so don’t worry. You deserve this.”
“She? Sis? Wait, never mind… They never told me I’d have… authority.” I wasn’t even sure how much I really cared about such a thing. “They’re getting in the way, whoever they are. Doesn’t a phalanx, you know, need cohesion?” 
“We’re going to do what we can with what we have,” he said. “Having more numbers can’t be a bad thing, right? Even if they’re a bit disruptive and disconnected. We’re gonna need all the help we can get. I assume Sis sent them in, and so I trust that they serve a special role. Compartmentalization, right?”
By now I was getting a little worried. Again - Sis? She? I knew Bro_Anon, and as far as I knew, he was in charge. I wanted to trust Trevon, he certainly struck me as genuine—and he was. 
That was the problem.
“Look, Swordgurl? Never mind the hiccups. Nothing ever goes like planned, because everyone else gets a vote in how this goes down. Them, too. But I trust you to do your best, look at your training rankings. Besides, the stakes are too big—we’re gonna go in there and get their bioweapon and destroy it. There ain’t no way they’re holding us from that back, even if it takes all of us to push through, if even just one of us gets in there, we can take it out. You with me on that?
My response was twitch-reflex—“Bioweapon!?”—but it hardly mattered. The fight was starting.
I was making sure to dump a collection of all the vid feeds hanging in the air, and I’d pinged a few of the less secure AR glasses as well. Each video was streaming into a file on a local hard drive snug under an extra armour panel I’d added as a customized component snug on the far side of my left thigh. We were supposed to lure them in by getting a bit rowdy, just enough to justify them getting into range of a rank with shield and baton, and once they were somewhere between ready to tear-gas and beat us, we’d get into phalanx. But they never bought the bait, so a while later than we expected, we preemptively got into phalanx. Cracked by the assholes. The security and police  just stood there. Watching. What sparked the water was one of the spooks. He was in second tagma, near the front. Like fuck, he pulls out a fucking pistol. A woman named Jade looks over to her left and sees him draw it, she double-takes, says, “Wait, what the hell are you—” and he fires out towards the security forces. He takes three loose shots, pop pop pop, at the security guards. Not aiming, not even trying to hit. The time is three PM. On the dot. He doesn’t hit anyone. He doesn’t hurt anyone. He doesn’t help. Jade curses, and then it all goes down.
Security forces advance into shooting formations. There are shouts, commands echoing in the streets, 
“Form the line!” 
“Readying ammunition!”
 “Target locked!” 
“Fire on my command!”
Treyvon commands Phalanx readiness. 
“Spears extend! March step! Shields high! March! March!”
There is a moment of shock, most of us just barely having time to process that everything’s going from ready to fight. But most of us had been training. Shields go up, spears go down. 
As we’re taking the first steps, what was first readied were less lethal munitions that started going off. Pulsing disruptive sounds are largely filtered out by the helmets and AR overlays. I’m hit by a rubber with a dull pop, another off a breastplate with a sharp crack that ricochets up into my mask, causing my head to slap back briefly. Everything flickers for a second, but the perspective returns to center. The plate is fractured, not split, but a crack permeated half of it. I pull the shield further over my body, adrenaline levels are kicking up, my heart is racing. The guy to my left is pushing towards me like he’s trying to get behind my shield. 
“Shit! Shit!” he’s crying. I push him back with my shoulder. 
“Fucking stop it!” I yell. 
He looks at me and looks back at the security forces several times, and then we’re marching. Several more less-than-lethal shots thud and snap harmlessly off my shield. Then a live round smacks it, pushes me back into the guy behind me. The shield took it! He shoves me forward. 
“Fuck!!” he exclaims through it all, and I quickly take back my position. 
I see a few minor cracks on the inside of the shield, but it’s holding firm. Someone two spaces to my left takes a round in the shield; it shatters meekly, and he’s down, crying out in shock and pain. Tiedemann saved my life. 
We take several steps forward; Treyvon is shouting on the comms, “Fast march!” 
We’re moving double-time, and I’m thinking all the while, why? Why, why, why? They’re bathing us in arms fire, by the time we get to them, we’ll all be down... Is it just because we set out to do it this way? Why? What place does this even have here?
The spooks are starting to run. They’re knocking people down. The sky is shrieking and hissing, and it’s getting louder and louder... The phalanxes are breaking as people are going down whether by rubber or lead. And as tagma 3 starts to break into a riot, people begin trying to surge through tagma 2, first a trickle, then the whole damn thing. Rob is behind and to the right of Mashhoodah, people are yelling, “We have to rush them! We can’t make it this way!” Mashhoodah’s looking all around. “We should hold and advance,” she’s shouting, but as the spooks start breaking up and moving in all directions, knocking people down, others lose cohesion and start stampeding. 
As they’re pouring through tagma 2, it’s eroding like stone in the tidal flow. No more pretense at formation for a lot of them. Many are saying on comms, 
“The armour’s worthless.”
“Who are these others!?” 
“He stabbed him! He stabbed him!” 
“Fucker hit me in the back of the head, fuck!”—The formation doesn't do anything. 
It’s true, though, we need speed, we need speed. A round explodes off the right side of my shield, hot shrapnel splashes across my mask, and the left eye goes buggy, pink and cyan lines breaking the image, reducing my visibility by a third. A gunship flies over low, a rotating cannon is churning, vhrooooooooooom, as the hellbird’s shrieking is hitting a crescendo, cutting down most of the drones in a ruthless torrent of shells. Plastic, metal, and fuming electrical parts are all raining down on everyone. Blood has run and panic is rising. 
The spook to my left lets out a loud laugh and suddenly shoves into me, throwing me down, and starts running—and so do the rest. All hell is breaking loose, and now that there’s no order—the security and police all swarm in. I bring my spear in, fuck, bring it down by about a third of its length. I’d customized it a bit, brought it in to just under five feet in length. I’ve still got my shield, I’m moving west. I want to find Mashhoodah or Zach… People are moving in all directions, it’s chaos. The smoke cans are being launched. I just barely see someone to each side of the streak of magenta obscuring part of my left-eye vision, and they slam into my shield, I’m on the ground. Feel slamming everywhere, I just barely scramble back on my feet before people are plowing through. I’m pissed off, I see one of the asshole disruptors flying by, I trigger the spear and get the fucker in the hip with a thrust of the spear, the carbon shaft bending taught as the thing cloth is penetrated; I can’t even hear the buzz of electricity. But he goes down with a barely audible cry, crumples, he’s twitching and he doesn’t get back up. Someone trips over him—anything else that happened to him, I couldn’t tell, as I was moving immediately. Beetle-black, navy-blue, urban-gray blurs, all rushing and tackling, engaged in combat, and I was just weaving, shield up, trying to get through.
Some guy storms out in front of me, panic wrenching his features, and prying his eyes wide, I’m running and I slam into him with my shield; he curses but the force is just enough to cause him to spin—can’t wait to see what happens, I’m moving, I’m running through. A security guard is holding his own as two people are attacking him with the bits of their taser spears like staffs; he’s deflecting a blow with a baton and blocking with a riot shield, lunging forward with a sideways swing. The woman deflected the blow, the guy took the opening and thrusts the spear into his chest. It’s not a lethal weapon, and he’s wearing a vest that seems to dull the shock and reach, but still, it seems to hurt him. As he jumped back with a roar of pain, I roll between the two of them, through the opening made, and keep moving. GHOSTProtocols are trying to map out some kind of route through the chaos, making spontaneous, ad hoc guesses, relying on the few feeds and what I can see to make assumptions about the best route to take to get the fuck out, I’ve got to get the fuck out. Someone is knocked back from, something, I don’t know, and barrels into me; I fall onto my left side—hard, wrist twisting as the shield falls wrong. I’m lashing, he’s lashing, I’m trying to get up, he rolls. I get scratched up, but it’s just enough space to scramble back onto my feet, and I’m moving, fuck, just sprinting. Can’t think about Mashhoodah, can’t think about Zach. 
I shove someone to my left, I’m going towards the arrow, the map’s spinning, left, I shove someone, look right, one guy is pushing and shoving  a cop, hand pushing against elbow and pulling the other. I use the force of the cop to propel me in the direction I’m supposed to go and just narrowly duck under a wildly-swinging stick. I’m making it further, fifteen meters, maybe—GHOSTProtocols writes boldly, “STOP!!” and for a half-second I skid to a stop when a huge crush of twenty people pressed unconsciously against another body of people, and I recognized had I moved forward, I’d have been crushed. Go, go! And I go, I’m sprinting, then suddenly this surge of pain explodes up my shin and I slam down. Just barely manage to get my shield forward, and though I land hard, some of the fall is broken by the shield. Still, it fucking hurts, the edges of the shield pressing against many spots. 
The vision in my goggles explodes; there’s, like, twenty percent vision left. I roll over and just barely see the spotty figure of a cop, baton raised; he brings it down, I bring the shield up, thudd thudd thudd,
“Fuck you!!” I spit. I kick out at the inside of his knee; he cries out, goes down, but he’s up again faster than I can ready myself. 
I’m on a knee and foot; he’s pulling at something at his hip, but before he can free it from a holster, someone smashes into him. I’m grasping for my mask; it’s broken in several places, but I pry it free, toss the broken goggles away.
 I roll over for just a second to see Treyvon wrestling with the cop; he’s yelling, “Go, kid, go!” and I’m up. Barely remembering the direction GHOSTProtocols was advising, I run; the crowd is getting sparser, I just barely see the alleyway.
I finally get through the crowd, through into the alley and there are cop cars at the end but no one is in them. Everyone’s busy corralling the crowd. The alley stretches, there’s a series of metal containers to the right, bags to the left. I begin to bolt when I hear, “Fucking stop right now!” 
I look back and see a cop with a gun readying to aim. A bolt of fear cuts through me for a second and I duck and jump to my right behind the bins, scrambling against them with my back. I pull out the C-battery stunner gun, but figure there’s no way I can beat him to the shot. 
“Oh, you made a bad fucking mistake, kid,” the guy says. 
He’s edging down quietly, not sure what I’m packing, cautious. I pull out the little drone, and it’s not damaged despite everything… I don’t have time to count my luck; I hit a couple buttons and it lights up. I reach out my palm and it lifts up and up like a gem-encrusted dragonfly, just above the containers…. After only a split-second there’s two shots, and on the second, the drone explodes into crude black chunks—just enough time. I roll and fall onto my left side, cement meeting my torso heavily against the armored panel; a dull click of carbon cludds through my body, I draw a bead and foiip, bore the projectile just between the shoulder and neck. The electricity is released in a single flood, suddenly taught and wired, “gg-gg-gg!” and he goes down rigidly twitching.
 I start stumbling, scrambling—as I’m getting up I drop the gun, can’t get back for it—not enough time.
           And I run.
           And I don’t stop.
I don’t fucking stop.
_____________________________________________________________________________________
You are logged in. 
There are 54 comments on this post.
You’ve already commented on this post.
RadRajRiver
Original Post 08/19/2027
This isn’t how its supposed to happen no you can’t lose here after all that no!
Reply by Kijhuata6768
Original Post 08/19/2027
She got away though… Uninjured. That was so reckless! But she got away.
Reply by RadRajRiver
Original Post 08/19/2027
She should have gotten through! 
The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour
Original Post 08/19/2027
Firing on civilians… As with so many revolutions. smh
Reply by TankersOntheRoad
Original Post 08/19/2027
The terrorists shot first.
Reply by Kijhuata6768
Original Post 08/19/2027
Who were the people who shot first? Did they even belong there?
Reply by Redeyezzz420
Original Post 08/19/2027
No one belong anywhere missum but y not shoot first?
Reply by Kijhuata6768
Original Post 08/19/2027
NOT TALKING TO YOU! 
Reply by Redeyezzz420
Original Post 08/19/2027
XD gotchya missum
Reply by RadRajRiver
Original Post 08/19/2027
Was it they knew if they shot they’d all get shot back!? if they knew then they wanted it to happen!! why would they do that?? the guy who shoved Selena, were they betrayers!?
Reply by TankersOntheRoad
Original Post 08/19/2027
Or the terrorists attracted real hard extremists they couldn’t control, not thinking that the leftie movement is filled with terrorists, they thought they could control the god of war who just wants to fuck shit up. And then they got burned by their own hubris.
Reply by Impossible.Frontiers
Original Post 08/19/2027
Even terrorists know strategy… That was just… Stupid. No… I think they were infiltrators… Like Selena said. Disruptors. There just to dash it all to the ground. A bad wind. To bring heroes to their knees…
Reply by 4chan1me
Original Post 08/19/2027
Finaly this stuf was actualy kinda funny and fighty, don’t you think it’s pretty? Like a pretty richy fake egg thing thrown against a wall hahahaha pshoooow…. pretty sparkly dust and shards and lots of nuthin…
Reply by RadRajRiver
Original Post 08/19/2027
You and the others always coming here and trying to make the beautiful ugly, think you’re lions hunting lambs I hate it! Just GO THE EFF AWAY! She we just want to make things, and make things better and make things work better we just don’t want the liars and manipulators to be taking us all and making stuff out of us instead of with us!!! WHAT’S WRONG WITH THAT!?!?!?
Reply by LieinLiberty
Original Post 08/19/2027
Kid these lefty terrorists will always try and press your buttons, they’re just more revolutionists trying to take the worse of us and elevate them above those who have true merit.
Golden Warrior 
Original Post 08/19/2027
Honestly, this could have happened under and through any administration. Remember the crap with Trump besieging the White House? Same thing in reverse. 
Reply by Redeyezzz420
Original Post 08/19/2027
Nah we kinda agree with u u know? Ur right, some r better than others n when we try an keep the weak ones alive were just maknig everything weaker 
Reply by LieinLiberty
Original Post 08/19/2027
I’m not talking about killing the weak… Why do you think I want to kill the weak? They should just know their place and know who the boss is.
Reply by The Revolution Comes in Stereoscopic Colour
Original Post 08/19/2027
See LiL? They’re not “lefties” or anything like us, they’re more like you, fascists. Wanting to oppress the masses and scapegoat minorities in order to divert wealth to the rich psychopaths.
Reply by LieinLiberty
Original Post 08/19/2027
I don’t want to enslave anyone!
Reply by Redeyezzz420
Original Post 08/19/2027
Nah sir we kinda agree with u ya know? All that kinds stuff, getting ppl workign just to help rich ppl keeps weak ppl with money arund and whos to say some poor ppl arent strong? Nah we just din’t give a fuck, kill ‘em all! Psychopath n rich n silver spoon an cheap shirt ppl are all like, bullet-weak squishy. I want steel skin!
Reply by LieinLiberty
Original Post 08/19/2027
I don’t get these kids… 
Reply by Spiffy
Original Post 08/19/2027
Some of us are moving past the old left-right dichotomy. At the bottom of our analysis I think we find we agree and disagree through history with the left and right. The deaths of movements don’t come with irrelevance, as what makes a movement relevant in particular is always shifting, and what shifts and moves always reconnects to the core principles of that movement. But the closer the method and purposes of those principles align, the more dependent they are on each other, the more we end up realizing that what is less important than the movement whole-sale are its strengths, and the weaknesses suddenly seem compromising. Movements, and the tensions between opposing movements, they fade away and die when the old disagreements become reconciled. That’s when new movements rise. 
We both kind of start to agree that class fixation isn’t as important as character-fixation and the driving purpose. It’s not about hating the rich or optimizing the elite in relation to the subservient poor… Destructionists don’t care if strength is a feature of elites or numbers or either, whatever dies is weak… Universal destruction would challenge the survival of the strongest possible entity, which for them, deserves to last. It undercuts everything the left and right fixate on with respect to the allocation of resources, they’re going to let resources fall where they will. And we? Cosntructionists also don’t really care, we figure, optimize everyone’s potential in relation to the other. We don’t care who is rich so long as the poorest person has the most just optimization available to them. Anyone left to the way-side isn’t able to contribute, and anyone oppressed for the higher class is being wasted. Everyone’s uplifting should be tethered to those of others, not in economic equality, but certainly with economic equipotentiality. Equipotential growth without crass class obsession. A synthesis of class possibilities within that tethering force. Neither of us care if in the moment if there is order or chaos, hierarchy or anarchy, evolution or revolution so long as it fits the moment… For construction through equipotentiality or subtraction to negative infinity. 
Reply by Snakebite
Original Post 08/19/2027
that’s just spiffy. All ya words just make the same noise tho, missum builda. See the universe is pulling itself apart. The stars burn and explode and the void throws stones about, crashes down on the living and dead. Sure we like to make pretty things when we find special metals and what do we make? Statues and homes and things that keep the weak living. The universe is here to shred it all apart. Like bullets and bombs everythin that exists missum, its not here for beauty or building. The core principle of the universe missum is the principle of the munition. I think the universe is nothing but a bullet and its rushin out into the void… at a target. And what lasts is meant to to hit it with all its force. Like zeus throwin a thunderbolt, if there's a god he’s a gunfighter, missum
Reply by Spiffy
Original Post 08/19/2027
Except that the universe also has things that last for billions of years, and not all the oldest most resilient forms of life are strong. Frankly your definition of ‘strength’ confuses me. Any two people are statistically almost identical, but by the numbers? Different in millions, even billions of minor ways… At the beginning of time, the energy that existed dancing out with spacetime actually defined the limits and conditions for everything that would come after. The universe let those you call strong arise, and with so much distinct and different possibilities… With a vast and open script of choices available to us, and such broad impositions by the rules of physics binding them. Almost like, if there is any actual purpose it’s not the principle of the munition, but the puzzle. Like we’re supposed to keep building into the arrangement of what exists to unlock a new stage with more of us, more abled, more variable. Needing to solve all new challenges native to that level just to unlock the next one. There’s a loving ballad at the heart of all purpose. 
Reply by 4chan1me
Original Post 08/19/2027
Blah blah blah blah blah blah BOOM! Haha X’D u make me cry missum see :’(
Reply by TankersOntheRoad
Original Post 08/19/2027
You people make no sense. You can’t agree with what disagrees with the thing you agree with, it’s a contradiction. If you believe in gods and divine purposes then you believe in hierarchies and must ultimately have to prefer a capitalist way of working. This means you have to care about using governments to protect essential freedoms and preventing a mob rule from dominating the state and strangling productivity. 
Reply by Impossible.Frontiers
Original Post 08/19/2027
The state you want is just a war-tool. What you aim for in a republic descends into imperialist tyrannies and develops monarchies and feudal states. The automation of people from their labour keeps creating disenfranchised poverty-populations overcome by hatred for the ruling class that has betrayed them and let them go. Rich people are usually just inheritors or they’re let into the in-group, and people don’t just get fired for being unproductive either. A lot more often it’s popularity gaming, the ones who play the game stick around and the ones who get played look unproductive and get fired. Even here it’s all social phenomenon.
Reply by TaosOnlyTau
Original Post 08/19/2027
These are irreconcilable fucking differences. In the real world, not this fucking fantasy land the destroy or construct people are making up, you get with the program and solve problems for people and then take what you want out of it, and the people dummy shitbag above is talking about is going to take what they want without giving anything back. That’s the essential difference between terror movements like socialism and the rest of us objective people.
Reply by Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz
Original Post 08/19/2027
What you don’t understand is a symptom of your cretinous and pathetic ignorance and as far as I’m concerned the three of you are the same outdated shitbags. Look at you. Cookie-cutter arguments extracted from centuries of stale in-fighting, it’s like the warfare equivalent of in-breeding. You people are rats just, continuously adapting your pathetic debates about supply chains and liberty, it’s a sickness. So obsessed with yourselves and each other, you’re not even useful whetstones, just pure weakness and repetition. You’ll all die. Dead in the dust and darkness, death is the only house that stands forever. And that high hill spoken about earlier? The mountain that rises highest isn’t there for mortal feet and flags, it just is. Empty objectivism and redundant socialism. The source of all divinity are such monuments, much longer than the ant hill no matter how many ants swarm to pile it, much longer than any pathetic mansion one weak person makes his dust inside. Do any of you really think the things that have let you grind the wheels of war have mattered? All that’s mattered have been those wars, each struggle—and don’t tell me it’s a class struggle, that it’s a struggle for liberty. It’s just the universe crushing some of you against some of you. Grind you all away, because you’re just slag in an iterative process of refinement. You’re FUEL. You’re FOOD. You’re SACRIFICES! Power travels through you like wires and breaks you as it does so, and the computation of destruction is meant to leave behind something so permanent not even time can eat it. That mountain at the end of time is what we call negative infinity, Kurzweil’s Bane, and when it strikes its target it will kill it. 
Now subtract yourselves like the waste you are!
Reply by TankersOntheRoad
Original Post 08/19/2027
Your insane
Reply by Impossible.Frontiers
Original Post 08/19/2027
You’re a monster!
Reply by Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz
Original Post 08/19/2027
Hahahahaha I’m an invincible god, of course I’m as insane as you’re inane. No god isn’t a monster!!! Get on your knees and worship like the dust you are and resign to the compression of subtraction!
Reply by Golden Warrior
Original Post 08/19/2027
Human with a god complex. Typical. 
Reply by Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz 
Original Post 08/19/2027
Make no mistake about it goldielocks. Ya this human body is as weak as yours but in the end I’ll have willingly helped Kurzweil’s Bane remain and in that, I am a unit of God’s Holy Shell. 
Reply by Impossible.Frontiers
Original Post 08/19/2027
This is so fucking cultish
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 08/19/2027
Hah no cult oldie, cults have saviours, hes just another fleshbag. Saviour—save who? Not he not you not me not Stu.
Reply by Bhekstov
Original Post 08/19/2027
Kurzweil’s Bane?
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 08/19/2027
Grey goo ya know, buildaboy? Betta than all ur buildings cause its just anti-entropy. Just sits there. Takes all energy and BURNS! Slow heat… the more of it at the end… and with the black holes at the end… Just all come together. It’ll be like subtracting infinity from infinity against infinity and then… RIPPPP
Reply by Krik.0_1
Original Post 08/19/2027
Kurzweil’s bane, grey-goo. You’re talking about just a self-preserving, energy-preserving medium. But there’s no… Complexity! No room to move, to be. I guess it could be computational but from what I can tell you’d probably think even computational movements of energy will expend the energy. And you’re saying what, when the most resilient forms of grey goo hit the singularities left over before heat-death, they’ll become so dense and hot that they’ll rip apart the fabric of spacetime so you think. Energy is here to kill time!? 
But then why would we live in a universe with so many possibilities? 
Reply by Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz 
Original Post 08/19/2027
It really doesn’t matter if all that remains is cold time or it’s hot killer, if those two things subtract against the other then clearly whichever one survives is what God intended to kill the other with.
Reply by RadRajRiver
Original Post 08/19/2027
Nonono its not true the world is beautiful the universe is beautiful. Isn’t it!? but were so small and everything is so big and old and were just fractured moments. Holding on for dear-life while they try and shoot us apart and hit us and break us and capture us and take us!! are we just food for the gods? I am not but who am I? am I just a piece of earth and a bit of sun? Should I just cuddle up into some goo? But I want to do more but who am I? who am I to want anything?! WHOAMI!!!?!
Reply by TaosOnlyTau
Original Post 08/19/2027
Maybe you’re right… God killing the wicked… Taking what he wants from the world… The lion slaughters the lamb… The vicious eat the beautiful…
Reply by TankersOntheRoad
Original Post 08/19/2027
God is ALL GOOD! He CANNOT BE RIGHT!! 
Reply by TaosOnlyTau
Original Post 08/19/2027
I don’t know…
Reply by Golden Warrior
Original Post 08/19/2027
No! He can’t be! I don’t know if there are gods or not. But I don’t believe that the universe exists exclusively so half of it can kill the other half if it exists at all with the potential to help, create, heal, build, love, unify, peace-craft, rest, birth, explore, discover and enrich!
Reply by Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 08/19/2027
The lion eats the lamb, but even the lion has her cubs. They say when the males of a pride are killed, she kills her cubs… Like Hecuba of Troy, throwing her child from the walls of Troy. I suppose they want to spare them the cruelty of conquerors. I once read that in observing spiders, two species, one tending towards large, lone hunters and the others tending towards a social colony that build webs together. Although in the early development of their respective colonies the lone hunter spiders build more robust and resilient web systems, in the long arc of the observation, the social spiders did better at creating resilient communities. Cats you know… They like to sneak up on each other. Play-fight to develop skills, play with toys like dead prey. Like as soon as they have a theory of mind enough to hunt, life adapts those means for play and friendship. As if anything deadly can get repurposed away from death. Like swords to plow-shears… I refuse to accept it. The universe is not a hostile, cold killing machine. It’s warm, suffuse with meaning, expansive and filled with light!
Reply by Snakebite
Original Post 08/19/2027
Little lights in the big void missum. Not meaningless just… don’t mean what u think it means. It means what god wants it to and god brings death missum. To everything except the hardest stuff missum.
Reply by Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 08/19/2027
<INSERT COMMENT HERE>
Reply by Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz 
Original Post 08/19/2027
The universe is meant to be like metal. Cold, hard and deadly useful. There’s no information, between here and there, what’s in a space? Hah ‘social construct’ is a social construct. What’s in a shape? Just waves in empty space and squiggles and presses in clay… Just us holding onto a cliff. Weak. Not wanting to die… You’re all afraid!
Reply by I_Voyager
Original Post 08/19/2027
The ontological status of information is not known.
Reply by Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 08/19/2027
I do not believe the fundamental principle of the universe is to attack. There are those whose best faculties are not those entwined with the attack or the defence and those whose mechanisms for survival aren’t based on either. Far more life experiences empathy for the children of others than are there species that kill children and babies. There are precious, rare things in the world and moments of vulnerability. Those whose best faculties have nothing to do with the attack or defence? When defended, add to the world something more beautiful than the attack can ever leave behind by subtraction. And even if they don’t have much to contribute—so what? Their lives are beautiful in themselves. They don’t need to justify themselves by making sacrifices to the gods—who would want to worship such base beings that create life just to demand its death in payment? Or worse, gods who demand all be sacrificed for munition… 
Reply by Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz
Original Post 08/19/2027
WE do, missum. Because we’re tired of being chained to the weak. We tire of your words. Your meanings chain how we feel to how you feel. They chain us altogether. Who said earlier, we’re all different in billions of little ways? Yet we let those ways get put into the same buckets of definitions. All these constructions… Should die. What remains will be better off than any of us could ever be. 
Reply by JD_InThaSky
Original Post 08/19/2027
Lmao she srrsly thinks all this stuff. Like the universe exists just so she can live in it.
Reply by Spiffy
Original Post 08/19/2027
Gods or no. We’re all partitioned our space and our time, and the chances along the way… The energy and matter in reach, the relations and information. All of which can shape us and all of which we can shape. It’s not a matter of belief. There’s nothing in the universe which leaves it impossible that we can construct for something which is a foundation for us, a rising temple for all life. From the greatest human to earthworms and of everything in-between. There is a possible arrangement of all of us which we would all prefer, through which we all flourish, and an end towards which if we trade, united, the energy created by this most just and beautiful world, a possible world which was better than ours could have ever been. Gods are not first and foremost destroyers—they are creators. I do not think we’re god, I don’t know what is or what could be but… If there is divinity anywhere it reaches through us all towards that better world. And if not? Then we should do so ourselves without concerning ourselves much at all over divinity or its absence… Let gods reveal themselves to us as we strive our best and if they do not appear we throw our concern to the wind and make the best possible world anyways.
JaguarofAwa
Original Post 03/28/2029
Hah… Hahaha… This is beautiful and serene… The way they flock like morning birds around your life… And to see your face and know your dilemma and to see what you’ve done for them all. I cannot help but laugh as if before the games of children… Selena… So beautiful, so ruined, this warrior. It’s OK, I’m here now. They had a sport hound in you, and now they have a war-dog. Maybe I’ll keep you…


















On Insanity
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 08/23/2027 @7:58pm

Red Eye. Years and years, hour after hour, whole days. Never without my display. Never tired. I design everything myself, and where most devices are designed to munch our data, track us, commodify us and turn us into those who love their servitude—my AR OS was designed my way, for my goals and aims. It was an extension of my mind. Simple capacities to find information, to create and construct, tinkering with GHOSTProtocols, syncing with drones. All gone. I don’t think there was a time in three years I’d gone more than an hour without being full Red Eye. 
I’d ditched everything I thought could link me to the protest, any gear, even Tiedemann’s gift. I was thankful he’d saved my life, but there was no way in hell I was keeping that as a memorial token for something that had gone so fucking stupidly wrong. I kept the hard drives and computer components, but because I couldn’t access them, I stuffed them in the bag. Felt weird not having the familiar elements there, hooked up here, hanging there. I was disoriented. Unfiltered reality, where the hell are you supposed to focus? Birds? Clouds? Skyscrapers? For what reason? I didn’t have GPS, could barely remember the route back home. I had to steal a map, had to steal food, clothes. Needed to get a hood that didn’t look like what I arrived in. Took a while to plot the course, and I swear fucking find a place to clandestinely look at a map is a fucking nightmare. Especially since I had to check my map like sixteen times before I got back home. It took me two weeks to get back, and I’d like to think I almost died. I could only scrounge the bare minimum food. Finding cool shelter to sleep under was just… hell. Hell. Usually I could scout a whole little area, check satellites, find little nooks and areas with ease. It wasn’t ’till I got to around some Canyon Road or something that I felt safe enough to really get more than a few hours’ sleep; before that I was always moving in a state somewhere between panic and exhaustion. That was about two days with maybe three or four stints of one to two hours of sleep here or there. Mostly at night. When I finally found a relatively safe space in a forest to sleep, I slept for, like, I don’t know, half a day. Getting through Beaumont and Banning wasn’t as hard by that point; I was used to travelling under the radar and keeping silent. After that was so much fucking harder… So many stretches of desert… I stocked back up stealing food from Palm Springs to Indio. It was crossing through the Chicago Summit which almost killed me. I had water, food, supplies a’plenty. But the heat, the need to sleep. The long stretches. I think between heat exhaustion and overexertion, stress and shock, I could barely think, at one point I was just screaming at the desert, just screaming… But through the exhaustion and insanity, I still knew I had to keep moving. I did, and even though I think there was a moment where I could have just fallen into the desert and stayed there, given my bones to the sand, I kept going.
Was able to recover a bit in Blythe… I was sick but found shaded areas, managed to get inside into some cold places, and found a couple washrooms to haunt. I stole some more, this time focusing more on hydration, energy and cool. I knew it was going to be a harsh two days from Blythe. Tried my best to learn from the days of hell across the Chicago Summit. I spent three days there, frankly. Keeping hidden, keeping to myself. Laying low. By then I was somewhat used to living irl entirely, but I was dirty, I smelled like shit, I was barely holding it together. I can safely say that everything that followed from the protest amounted to the worst experience in my life up to that point. There was a small farming community after the next desert stretch, which I didn’t almost die on, not that it didn’t suck, but I kept it together and was able to eat and drink enough to stave off sickness… I was able to catch a little bit of healthier rest there, not easy, since it was a sparse little community. After that, there were small desert stretches and farming areas, and finally, Phoenix. 
Some of the times I felt free enough to think about Ven, to think about Zach. To worry about what happened to them. I’d spent a couple weeks disconnected from the net, and didn't want to talk to anybody. I was like a frightened and feral cat, frankly. Didn’t check any news; my primary focus was getting home the same. Phoenix was easy for me to navigate undercover. By the time I got back to my folks’ place, it was night. I’d dare not approach during the day; I’m sure the place was being monitored. I waited until it was three AM and jimmied the downstairs window on the east side. My parents had never known I’d left it compromised as a backup in case I needed to get in quietly. Had to scout around and make sure no one was looking at the time. Made it upstairs quietly, into the bathroom. Got a first-aid kit out. I was sore, dirty. There were a number of bleeding wounds from the falls on the cement; most of them were healing fine, one was a little infected. It was painful to treat them, but after some time, they were bandaged. I was bruised in a number of places where I’d been hit by non-lethal rounds. 
Then I fucking lay down. Blinds had been closed, so I decided to rest for an hour, but after a while, I was getting too anxious. It was enough to have wiped myself down, treated my wounds and had some time in a fucking bed. I needed to know. I needed to check messages, needed to know what was being said on the news. I hooked everything up, went through my closet. Found a backup pair of goggles and an old mobile device. Nothing as nice as my old pair, but enough. Hooked into my mesh node encryption system and checked into my messaging systems. Messages from Tiedemann, from Bro_Anon and… Ven. That was the first relief I’d properly felt since fleeing. I checked; she had managed to get out. Zach, too. Managed to with a couple others, they fled by vehicle. Ditched it after a certain point, split up some bus fare and made separate journeys to their homes. They had no idea if the other people they fled with made it back or not. Eventually, there was a message confirming they were safe and home.
Looking online, here’s what really pisses me off. Every news article I read on the subject is filled with fucking lies. Okay so, firstly, they make us out to be this ‘deeply integrated terrorist network’ whose ‘bombing plans were thwarted’. They say I’m one of the ‘ring-leaders’, a ‘terrorist leader’ who planned with Treyvon and others the whole thing. Like I’m third from the top in this secret terrorist clan and I had been the whole damn time. They make it out that we’re bioterrorists looking to steal weaponizable information, according to ‘leaked sources’ and ‘confessions from subordinates’ arrested at the fucking protest. Treyvon they set up as this huge mastermind villain; I don’t even know where to start with that bullshit. “Oh the terrorist mastermind is behind bars, but their third-in-command got away and is still at large.” Yeah, I’ll just go back to the big terrorist clubhouse and start planning a wave of bombings, you know? Fucking assholes. The whole thing is spin and lie, and Audrey Ross is taking this moment to capitalize: “Free speech has been valuable but in a digital age the risk of the power of information to corrupt the youth into terrorists, and lead them down roads that could bring our extinction, is too great. We need to legislatively bind down by revolutionizing copyright laws so there isn’t a single piece of technical information that isn’t tethered to an artist by a copyright, and protected by law. So that such temptations to move from open-source radicalization to full-blown terrorism is diminished, and so that we can keep control of a narrative we can never let careen off into the kind of vicious hate radicals like Ms. Payton must feel inside her every day.” 
Well, I certainly was full of hate at that fucking minute. 
Look. If anyone had asked me to go set a fucking bioweapon free on the net, I’d have told them to fuck right off. I wouldn’t have agreed to go in there with firearms. I did bring my sword, but more so if I felt the need for lethal protection, not as a lethal threat. I wouldn’t have followed orders to kill anyone. Let me say it now and clear my name: we intended to use non-lethal force in order to open-source projects on the genetic modification of humans, which we thought were going to make it so people’s basic DNA could become the subject of copyright. And then I guess Treyvon thought they were there to destroy some bioweapon, although no one ever told me anything like that. 
And that was the point, by the way, it was all a fucking set-up. Everyone was goddamn in on it and wanted it to go down that way and wanted to use it to spin it that way.
I don’t need to defend myself. I don’t need to rant again about all the lies and manipulation; I did that a long time ago. Before I started this shitty blog… Let me get back on track. Sorry.
Bro_Anon had left a message for me. I sent messages to Bro and Ven. I knew I didn’t have much time here. Almost certainly my parents knew what had happened, or at least, the public story. I decided that I needed to get moving. Bro_Anon’s message read that he wanted to reconnect, get back to the mission, and try a different mode. The cause was still important, even if the news had set us up, blah blah blah… I sent him a message, told him I was going to move out and we should reconnect in a few days when I felt safe. Sent a message to Mashhoodah, same deal. Didn’t feel comfortable getting in contact with them at the house. I hadn’t been checking messages from Tiedemann; I was torn up and terrified to do so. Even after he’d saved my life, I only felt like shit about it, guts all knotted up. Even after all the close calls, somehow my worry about that was destroying me. You know… It’s not like he was some absolute pacifist. He went through his mood swings, his phases. Dancing back and forth between the role of authority and force in resistance. But ultimately, he figured anything that can be achieved by threat can be achieved by transformation. I think that’s why he always defaulted to code and hacking, figuring, if he could break something built badly and work it into something stronger, why fight when you can fix? It’s not like I never debugged a program… But Bro_Anon thought it was all naive. Non-violence was merely a privilege of the rich; I learned damn well, though, that violence is actually the privilege of the rich. A damn big privilege. Tiedemann never thought you should let someone push you around, and more than once he had to fight some asshole, but he always figured if he was defending himself and if he couldn’t talk his way out that it was probably better than just getting crushed. I think he would have thought we should have done some social engineering movement to try to change society so that we could put political pressure on Mendacin, and government pressure by developing laws to preserve genetic autonomy and self-ownership. Like, let’s say you had a patented gene inside you; you wouldn’t be property because maybe of something like a … Genetic bill of rights or something. Make it so by the end we’ve broken the parts of the system that strengthen Mendacin ’s potential enslavement of people through genetic modification by granting people the legislative right to genetic self-ownership above and beyond any possible patent. Prevent instead license games that imply a person has to keep paying just to exist…
I got all the spare devices and backups together I could, all bagged up or hooked up and set my shirt to an adaptive camouflage app I’d developed a couple years back. It could read a GPS program and adapt based on almost hand-coded adaptations from Phoenix to my old haunt, changing the pixel patterns of the shirt to match different areas of the environment. Even responded to spinning around. Snuck downstairs and started going through the cupboards. Trying to stock up on food, accessories and basic needs. I didn’t eat much, so I could take a lot and make it last. I knew I might not be able to get real supplies in hand for a couple weeks, possibly. As I was rummaging through cans and trying to scrounge for fridge-top cash, I was surprised to hear behind me, “Ahem…” and I spun around in a wild panic to find my mom standing there in the dark. You know, years of sneaking out and not once had I gotten caught. Maybe if I had some kind of dog in the house who could hear a tiny creak a hundred meters through concrete, but no… Not even while sneaking upstairs, and I was thinking, This one time! This one time, why this one time, fuck, fuck!
We stood there in silence, her looking at me, half-moon eyes stuck somewhere between exhaustion and disappointment. Wearing a pink silk pajama top and pants set. Hair bundled into a careless ponytail. I swear, minutes went by as we just looked at each other—maybe not, I don’t know. Maybe seconds, but it felt like forever. Then,
“Are you hurt?”
She was quiet. I don’t think she wanted to wake Dad.
“I, uh, I’m fine…” I stuttered.
“Are you hurt?” She asked again. 
“Just, uh. Scrapes and bruises, Mom, I’m—” Then she cut me off,
“What the hell were you thinking, Selena.”
My head was swirling with explanations and justifications, defences and arguments. 
“Mom, they… We, I. We just wanted to copy—”
“They’re calling you a terrorist.”
“I’m not!” I almost shouted, but as soon as I started, I pinched my voice.
My mother rushed up to me and put her hand on my shoulder. “Shhh, Selena, quieter…”
I looked away. “We weren’t there to bomb anything.”
“But you were there,” she said.
“Yes, but it was important!”
She was looking me over, checking bruises, lifting the belly of my shirt, adaptively pitch-black with a few muted hues of wood and marble. “I know you’re not a killer,” She said. “But you were there, they’re right about that. You were.”
“I’m not… A ‘terrorist leader’, Mom…” I barely got out. I was tense, my jaw was tense. I was sweating. Having to keep contained under such pressure was hard.
She looked at me deeply for a few seconds. As if, I think, trying to read my expressions.
“Okay,” she said. She looked at me for another second, and then said, “You were there. You say you weren’t there to set a bomb and that you weren’t a leader. Fine, but you were there, and you wanted to break in.”
I was silent.
“Selena. I can’t help you if you committed crimes there that night.” She was being stern and looking at me with the most edged seriousness I’d ever seen in her face. “But what I’ll tell you is this: if they’re lying about your involvement, we can fight that. But you’ll have to face what you did do there. Dad is going to be angry, no matter what. We can work around it. We can make sure you get the sentence you deserve, and if they’re lying, we can make sure that doesn’t play into it—”
“Mom, I can’t, there are serious things happening, I can’t just—”
Mom was shaking her head, and said, “Shut up, shut up—no, I don’t care. I don’t care what you think is important, you’re too young to possibly know what’s important and not.”
Again, I had to bite my lip and control my tone. “Mom!” I was angry. “I—” It’s always like this with her. The infantilization, nothing I think matters to her, it’s all a trinket, in her mind I’m just the little girl with the stuffed animals living in the pink dream-world she set out for me as a child.
“Selena. You can take what you want. I won’t stop you. Take all the food if you’re going somewhere, if you’re still going to be a part of whatever stupid thing you decided to be a part of. And make no mistake, daughter, it is stupid. I don’t care why you did it, it doesn’t matter why.” She squeezed my shoulder now. “If you leave, you don’t come back. I won’t tell anyone you were here. I won’t tell anyone where you’re going. When Dad wakes up, I’ll say we were robbed and I don’t know by whom. And if they ask me if it could have been you, I’ll tell them that you wouldn’t be stupid enough to come back here. I’ll tell them you’re a long, long way from here. In California. Probably heading north. But Selena: you don’t come back. You go out this door, and this isn’t your home anymore.”
Mother couldn’t possibly imagine that anything I did had any importance whatsoever. You know, I was stupid to let myself get manipulated into that siege and what came later. And I paid for it… But, for her, this whole open source movement, all the programming, the AR, the new economics, the politics of autonomy. She’s calling it all stupid. At the time, though, I could have started screaming. Stupid, how fucking dare you! You don’t know anything, you just go along with everything! Thoughtless pawn, complicit system-slave! How dare you, how dare you! And I don’t think I could have ever persuaded her that anything I thought was important was. I don’t think it would have mattered if I’d listened to Tiedemann and never gone, at some point. She would have said the exact same thing for entirely other reasons, that I should get a job—I HAVE a job— oh that crypto stuff? Yes, Mom, that’s how I get paid, all these programmers did was put your dad out of work and almost cost us our house, and you work for them? No, MOM, I don’t work for them, I work for contracts I bid for with my reputation as a programmer!
“Fine,” I said. “I won’t. I won’t come back.” I wanted to tell her, you never cared, you never spent any time knowing who I am, what I think, and instead I said: “I’m going to go do things that matter. And not any bombing, Mom.”
She looked at me for a moment, then kissed me on the cheek. “Keep safe, Selena.” Her eyes were tearing a bit. “Whatever this is… It’s not safe for you. But don’t come back here, either, it’s not safe here. Don’t do what you did before.” She looked down, rubbed her eyes with her finger and thumb, and turned, quietly went upstairs. And that’s the last time I saw her.
I was more liberal in taking what I needed. Filled a whole backpack with food and accessories. Sleeping stuff, clothes. When I was ready, before the darkness had lifted, either within or without, I left. Another long walk—that, I was used to. And compared to the prior journey, which had almost killed me, it was almost refreshing. To walk the familiar paths of my adolescence. To sneak the usual paths. The mountains, the dunes, the forests, the sky. All as I’d left it. The unchanging constants of nature, around which this tumultuous life of constant change revolved. I was tired, so damn tired… But the hour of rest I had at home was the best sleep I’d had in weeks. And I knew all the best spots to rest on the way, and I did. I took my time. It was a huge morale boost to have my AR back, to be able to talk with GHOSTProtocols. Played some games along the way, returned to my haunts on Aberdunker City, which I used to block out the silence of the long spaces. Took three days. Washed in a creek. I'd set up my backup site and never pinged its location online—it was still intact. All those printers, destroyed… Years and years of work. But this was enough to print what I needed, and enough to power it. When I’d finally arrived, I went online for the first time since I’d arrived home. Bro_Anon had agreed to meet online and Masshoodah had replied, relieved that I was okay. My accounts had become a bit liquid, my income was always struggling to convert into Ethereum so I could properly trade it. After two weeks, I’d had more ETH than I’d ever saved up. Knowing they weren’t doing well, I sent some to Mashhoodah, figuring she could possibly use it to obtain goods. She and Zach weren’t as fully under the radar as I was. I didn’t want to dare look anyone in the face, for fear of being turned in.
I was finally ready to confront Bro_Anon. A lot had happened and I’d certainly spent a lot of time thinking about how everything went down. The weird spooks who fucked it all up. Treyvon’s “she” he was talking to, and the bioweapon. The stuff on the news, the exaggerations and manipulations, the outright lies. With the time I had, a lot of it was spent figuring out where to go and how to not die, barely managing to do either right. I’d spent much of my life getting around with GPS assistance, especially through AR, literal arrows and graphics telling me where to go. I couldn’t possibly understand how people managed to make maps work easily in the old days before being able to get around that way. Fucking frustrating. Anyways, so Bro_Anon called me. I didn’t spend a lot of time planning out what I was going to say, due to how many directions there were for my mind to be stuck in, so when he picked up the call I said,
“What the fuck!!!”
“Selena, I’m so glad you’re okay—”
“What the fuck was that! The armour—was useless, the shields, I almost died, and others—”
“It was an unfortunate mistake.”
“Nineteen dead!”
“They’re exaggerating to make it sound worse, hardly that many—”
“One would have been too many, I saw someone die!”
“Selena, let me—”
“Treyvon talked about a bioweapon, what fucking weapon!?”
“Treyvon was—”
I wasn’t giving him any room here to breathe.
“He saved me! He said ‘she’, who is ‘she’!? They called him ‘terrorist leader’—I thought you were the leader!”
“His sacrifice kept us from be—”
“Sacrifice!?” I exclaimed, exaggerating the word sarcastically. “What, like he was your fucking Queen, and I your Bishop? That’s horrible! Fucking abhorrent!” A favourite of Tiedemann’s memetosphere, always loved it.
“I can end this call if you won’t let me—”
“Oh, you want to talk!?” I shouted. “You want to talk? Explain that fucking shitshow!? Fine! Talk!”
“Don’t interrupt me, then, okay!?” He seemed agitated by my applying this pressure; I don’t think he expected it. It was stressing him out not to be able to control this discussion. In retrospect, I realize he had this whole planned spiel in order to keep me on track and in his control, exactly like a piece; he thought he could manipulate me to keep me in the fold, and I was tearing into him, risking that control. Too arrogant to realize that meant a strength he couldn’t undermine—you get that from psychopaths; they always return to their distorted delusional beliefs in their superiority. Certainly he did here, and without knowing it, I let him. 
“Fine. Go.” 
“Those people who showed up were not part of the plan—”
“Oh, fucking really, who’d have fucking thought—”
“Let me talk! I had no idea whom Selena, you have to believe me. There was a design flaw in the shield and armour, I think we had a mole. I think it was Radiant Dawn, or some other occultist cult. The person who did the designs on the armour and the shield, I thought they were above-board and they were close to the planning. I think the same people have infiltrated the media, and so they disrupted the protest, sabotaged the armor design and they must have put out misinformation about you and the others. As for the bio-weapon and Treyvon … You have to understand, there’s a small few of us. We operate in cells, and we talk to different people to put this together, so no one under us knows the whole operation. Or… The whole problem. I’m so sorry for what happened to you and the others. It tears me up to think I sent good people to their deaths like that, but… The cause was important. So important! Because, Selena, they are working on a bioweapon. I didn’t want to tell you this, it’s not just that they’re working on a human genetic modification program and want to enslave us. They want to deliberately leak a genetic weapon into the population, which will target people who have genes they think are less productive to the economy. They don’t just want to enslave—they want to slaughter and make it impossible for certain people to even live. So that the rest can be more easily controlled.”
I was disturbed by the idea, but it didn’t seem far-fetched to me to imagine those who could gun us down, infiltrate us and set off a bogus shot, spin and lie about us into villains we weren’t might go so far as to do such a thing. 
“But… The news said you wanted to steal a bioweapon.”
Bro_Anon snapped, “And do you really think I would? Selena, they’re liars—have I ever lied to you?”
“You didn’t tell me about Treyvon, or the ranks, or the bio—”
“Withholding the truth is not lying. Selena, we cannot give up now, we just need to adapt our tactics; please, I still need your help. I’m not lying when I say this entire mission rests on your shoulders.”
“What!?” I almost shrieked. “What the fuck? First, you make me some, I don’t know, lieutenant, and then—”
“Selena, I put you in there at that rank because you deserved it. You really are one of the best… Selena. I really think only you can lead this next mission.”
I spent a few moments silently mulling it over, and then said, “Fine, tell me your plan.”
Basically, this was it—I was to lead a small infiltration team. Would break into the Mendacin  compound. Myself, Mashhoodah and Zach. I’d lead from the rear, he said, get into the digital systems, hack the air control system. Help Mashhoodah and Zach break into the compound through the ducts. We’d hijack the CCTV system and fuck with the cameras. They get into the database system, plug in a USB stick. Then we should be transferring the information, destroying the bioweapon, open sourcing gene-editing technology. Navigate them back to the ducts, control it ’till they get out. And once we’re clear, we’re done. Mendacin is beaten. We’d hit them in five days—’till then, Bro_Anon gave us a meet-up point out near Phoenix. We were supposed to wait there, then he’d send a secure driver who would get us into the area. We’d lay low until Operation Go. 
I agreed. And within eight days I’d met up with the two of them out on the western limits of the city. ’Till then, I made sure to print a new tablet and Red-Eye goggle set, updated with the newest files. I set up a series of interfaces based on data about Mendacin ’s internal security system with GHOSTProtocols; frankly, I tinkered with the armor files and printed a fitted breastplate, elbow, knee and hip rig. I took cues from Tiedemann’s shield file for the material design. And I printed an assemblage suite for a new microdrone for local opsec. As well as a carry-on rig for the drone, the sword and to generally assist in supply management. Once I was ready to go, I packed everything up, rigged everything. It was nice to be travelling with a more comfortable spread of supplies and it was nice to be able to port over my most recent software state to my new goggles and be working within a modern interface. I spent two and half days travelling obtusely to the meet-up point. And finally met up with Mashhoodah, and Zach.
When I arrived at Victory Summit, at the particular shrubby pond we were flagged to meet at, Zach was fiddling with his car and Mashhoodah was crouched over by the water, looking into it thoughtfully. Zach was grunting with something under the hood, the clanking of metal ringing hollow in the open air and heavy sun, while Mashhoodah seemed to be distracting herself by prodding the water with a stick. As I got close enough, I said not too loudly, not shouting or anything, I called out, “Hey!”, and while Mashhoodah looked over her shoulder and smiled, Zach’s head shot up from his work and slammed off the back of the hood. “Fuck! Shit! Gaaah…” he said, and threw a wrench down at the sand. He turned sharply, rubbing his head, and paced away a few meters. Mashhoodah flashed her gaze left to him and then looked down, shaking her head. When she looked at me, I suddenly felt a rush of joy and concern, shockingly powerful, and I ran up to her, she to I, and we hugged each other. There was a kind of bright tumult in my chest, like a sunburst hidden from sight in a hazy sky with a few heavy, dark clouds, patchy heavy spots beneath the false ocean above, weighing down with humidity and inner lightning. Ready to rain and enlighten to high above, releasing the glow. I know it doesn’t make any sense… I know it’s not very clear, but… I’m not that romantic… But then… Uh, so… I said to uh, to Mashhoodah,
“I was worried.” And suddenly we stopped hugging, almost like it was a shock that it happened, and in retrospect, I wonder if she had felt the same way I did? I think she must have… “Were you hurt?”
“No…” Mashhoodah said wistfully. “Not really, I think I fell once… I was lucky. You?” I didn’t give her much detail in the message I’d sent her, and I was having a hard time deciding how much I should say. “It was close,” I said. “Getting home was harder. But I, uh, made it.” 
Zach walked over and came to a distance, and he said, “You look different.” 
“I printed new armour,” I said. “I updated it so it doesn’t suck this time.” 
Mashhoodah looked away from him and walked away. “Also more tan,” he said. “Shit… That was all so stupid… I swear any one of us could have died. What are we even doing this for?”
 As she walked away, I felt tugged towards her, but stuck in the gravity of Zach, who kind of looked away almost shamefully. 
“Did Bro_Anon tell you about the bioweapon?” I asked.
“What!? No!” He was getting worked up fast. “I thought we were going to, like, share genetic modifications. What the fuck are we getting into!?”
“They only told some of us—” He cut me off:
“Oh, you and not us?”
“No, I found out by accident. There was a lot they didn’t tell us.”
“Fucking liars,” he said, and turned around, fuming. “They tell us they want to save lives; feels a lot like they’re trying to kill us all.”
“They’re not,” I told him. “They were just betrayed, that’s why it was all fucked up in the end.”
At that he laughed, a bitter, humourless laugh laced with concealed fear. “Riiiight.”
Mashhoodah was sitting out by the pond again as the sun was going down. “I’m going to keep working on the engine, and when I fix it, we can get going.” He didn’t bother telling me what was wrong with it, and I didn’t ask. Not my mechanics.
I walked over to Mashhoodah. I sat down beside her where she was playing with the water. She sent an AR link-up to me, and I was added to her room. She was playing a spin on Missile Command, only in this version, the missiles were being fired up from beyond the sky—the water—and she was using the stick to direct lasers being fired from her ships as they cleared the atmosphere. The water was set up as if the surface of a holodisplay on the bridge of a starship, and if I looked over at the vast display screen I could see the Earth, the ships leaving the planet, and the wisps of laser firing off at the missiles. 
“He almost just left me there,” she said to me suddenly.
“What?”
“When I was fleeing. We were talking to one another. Could barely hear each other over the crowd… But he was panicking. He got out first and fast, got back to that car. I was on call with him. He knew where I was, knew I might make it. Was almost going to just drive away. A couple others helped me get out of there… We all made it back to the car, and I swear, if we were five seconds longer, he’d have left. Just left me there.”
This certainly angered me, but part of me understood. I mean, I ran. I just fucking ran when I got out of there. Would I have done any differently? 
“He didn’t, though, right? That’s not a bad thing.”
She shrugged and set off a special power, a persistent smart-target beam that annihilated all the presently firing missiles and cleared the sky up for a second.
“I wouldn’t have,” she said bluntly. “Even after it all broke down, I wasn’t afraid.”
“I was,” I told her. “Did anyone in your tagma die?”
“No,” she replied.
“I saw someone die, get shot,” I said.
She missed a few missiles and they got through, hammering a refugee ship. Trailing flame, it still limped on, if slower now. “That sounds terrible," she said. She was gripping the stick very tightly, I noticed. “I don’t think anything like that happened to Zach. He was on the far side of his tagma.”
“Well, if he’s a coward, he’s a coward," I offered. “But I’m glad you made it out…” 
We looked at each other for a moment, eyes locked, just a single bolt of a moment, and then I looked down and away, feeling suddenly, inexplicably embarrassed. When I looked back, she was defending her flotilla again. In the hazy twilight, the dark strands of her bangs breaking up her face and tugging towards the ground beautifully contrasted her amber eyes. They were looking out on the water in a hollow manner. As we were talking, a call was being sent by Bro_Anon; it began winking in our collective notification panel. “Could you go get Zach? Tell him to get his lenses on?” I nodded and walked away. I called out to Zach, who this time did not hammer his head on the roof of his car; instead, he nodded at me and walked off to the back of the car to rummage for his gear. I walked back over to the water, and when he joined up with us and booted up, he received the invite into the room.
Bro_Anon’s characteristic pre-post Anonymous-Guy-Fawkes in a twen-cen business suit avatar entered through an emergent door, which vanished and closed behind him. I toggled on the Avatar suite for locals and saw the familiar male combat robot avatar for Mashhoodah appear, as well as the plain and stock avatar for Zach. 
Bro_Anon’s hands swept around in a wide arc across us as he said, “You have no idea how happy I am to see the three of you free, alive, and well. What happened was a terrible tragedy. We were betrayed—from the inside, and as a result several good people got set up, indeed—lied about, as being terrorists. But you three? You made it out, and I think this is only testimony to your courage, your strength as friends, your respective strengths of will—and your natural talent.”
Mashhoodah looked like she was beaming; she stood up just a little straighter, which came off much clearer through the Vengeance Machine model. Zach laughed incredulously, a single, cynical “Hah!” I said nothing. Bro_Anon continued.
“While we lost a lot, and this is, make no mistake, a major setback, we are not the least bit defeated. Not whatsoever. I guarantee you. While everything went down, a close friend of mine managed to get close enough to the building to find an interesting opportunity. A way in. And where force has failed, I think guile might be the key to victory. So… I’d like to ask you all, even though you have no reason to, please consider fighting once more for this cause. This bioweapon has the potential to kill millions of people if unleashed, and facilitate the enslavement of so very many more. So very many.”
“I’m willing to help,” Mashhoodah said. “Whatever you—”
Zach interrupted her: “Hah, are you kidding me? What the fuck, you almost get the three of us killed, and who knows how many. Fuck everything up, and you think you’ve got a surefire mission this time? This is so cringe. No—it’s stupid.”
Mashhoodah turned to him with the most hostile possible look I’d ever seen on her face. “Zach! You damn coward.”
Zach looked shocked suddenly, then embarrassed, and he seemed to move to mask the embarrassment with anger. “I’m not a coward, I’m just not absolutely insane!”
I looked at him and said, “Zach, this is fucking important. Don’t you think preventing millions of deaths is important?”
He laughed loudly and turned his back, walking away from us a few paces. “Okay, so, shouldn’t we go find people who can actually do something about it!? Why us? Who the hell are we—who the hell are you two!?”
Bro_Anon responded: “You three are heroes.”
Damn. What a manipulative line, don’t you think? 
“Not Zach,” Mashhoodah said. “When everything went down—he ran. He ran, and he cried. He cried and he panicked and almost left me to die.”
Bro_Anon looked at Ven, looking straight at the 3D model’s face, and said, “Have more empathy for him; that was a terrifying situation, and anyone would have been afraid.”
“No,” she replied, “not me.” 
“Well, maybe you’re especially brave, then,” he replied.
Zach picked up a rock laying carelessly at his feet and threw it into the emerging night. “You’re all insane. Insane! You’re all in a rush to die. A bloody rush to die.” He started to hyperventilate and started kicking the ground. “This is stupid, stupid, stupid, fucking stupid. Fuck this!” And he ran. Didn’t go to the car, just started running out towards the road.
Mashhoodah just laughed sarcastically as he left. “See? Goddamn coward. We don’t need him. I don’t know what I saw in him… I’m pretty sure I just want to break up with him, frankly. I thought he was this… Brave guy, this tough guy, at least, that’s how he’d talk about himself. Talks about himself like he’s the world, you know, I actually looked up to him. I should have…”
I never really thought he seemed that brave whatsoever; from the beginning, it seemed to me he was a bit obtuse, a bit boisterous. “If you don’t want to be with him, you don’t have to,” I told her. “We can do this without him.” I reached out and squeezed her hand reassuringly, and she responded, applying pressure to mine, and looked at me gratefully, her eyes shining modestly in the growing moonlight, a look of wistful appreciation and thanks looking back at me.
“No!” Bro_Anon exclaimed. I’d felt a sudden twitch in the squeeze of her hand like nerves detonating, and our hands disconnected and fell to our sides. 
We looked at him sharply. “What?”
“He’s just stressed out,” he stressed, “but I think what happened at the protest was an anomaly. He has virtues of character that neither of you have yet seen; this, I assure you.”
At that, Mashhoodah scoffed and looked the other way. I was skeptical. “Are you sure?” I asked.
His avatar nodded. “I personally don’t think this mission can succeed without him. He’s integral. Look, I know you’re disappointed with your perception of his fear, but I think that if he learns to push through it, he can be a great man one day. Do you really want to deprive him of that destiny and all such a relationship with him could bring you, just because of your immediate perception of his cowardice? I tell you—you’re overreacting.”
I was feeling irate at all this; it was like, who was he to tell her what to do? Looking over at her, I could see she was shocked and somewhat embarrassed-looking, almost to the point of guilt. That only made me angrier. 
“That’s such bullshit,” I said bluntly. 
“Not whatsoever,” Bro_Anon replied. “I know it doesn’t feel like my place, but over the past couple years, I’ve gotten to know you two very well. Very well. I’ve seen you both grow with each other in ways I think neither of you could have grown alone into. The two of you are stronger together, and the mission is therefore stronger with the two of you together. Love always waxes and wanes through difficult times, but if you can push through the hardships, you only come out stronger. Whatever doesn’t kill you makes you stronger, right?”
“Hah,” I snorted, “or cripples you.” 
“Selena, now is not the time for your cynicism,” he retorted like a scolding parent. I blushed and looked away. I wanted to yell at him, but… I held back. I was mixed up inside. Did we need him? What was it I couldn’t see? “Love is meaningful in itself, and I implore you, Mashhoodah. Please: go after him. Forgive him in your heart, apologize to him for hurting his feelings. Tell him we need him, tell him we need a hero, and he is a hero. Everyone who attended that protest, fearful or not, was a hero. And he should know it. And I have a need for heroes right now.”
There was a long silence, her hurt and confused expression unchanging, then Mashhoodah nodded and said, “Okay.” As if with a sigh of relief, Bro_Anon said, “Excellent! Thank you. I know it’s hard to set aside such feelings—very big of you. I’ll pause the call until you and he return.” With that, his avatar froze still in the room. Mashhoodah’s shoulders hunched, and she looked over at me almost with pleading in her eyes. “… Thanks. I’ll be right back.” I nodded and she left. 
It took twenty minutes. I could hear their voices in the distance—I didn’t go with her, didn’t want to be a part of it. A rising, a falling, a tension, walking away, coming back together. A schismatic dance being glued back together through feud by mission requirements and on command. I was falling into myself while I was falling for her, submerging into a more oppressing medium than the sand that had almost killed me, pinned by a more crushing weight than the crowd that had almost broken me. But… I figured. Just as sure as she did: the mission comes first. Everything else… The risks to life and limb. Why shouldn’t I put this kind of courage first? The courage to set aside… I thought… Was it love? So I did… And I’ll regret it for the rest of my life. After all that time, she persuades him to come back, we finish the call, and into the night he tells us the plan, every detail of the infiltration. And the whole time, I couldn’t help but imagine… Two could have done it better. 
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Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz 
Original Post 08/23/2027
Just goes to show we’re so weak that some little bits of biomass could possibly wipe us all out, but why stop there? The problem is it’s being designed to enslave one group to another… I bet, if the weapon was the best it could be the ones that live would actually deserve to. 
Reply by Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 08/23/2027
I knew you were pure evil.
Reply by Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz
Original Post 08/23/2027
I’m really just joking missum.
I’d rather make a nanobot weapon.Nanoscale teeth, a billion little maws. Eatin ’em all. A big world inside a little pool. Taking everything you think vulnerable and good and beautiful and… Rearrange it. To last, ya know? 
Reply by Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 08/23/2027
People like you are exactly what I study and train to fight! 
Reply by Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz 
Original Post 08/23/2027
Oh train in vain hun :’( Kill me I win, kill you I win. The way of destruction only know win-wins! 








Things are getting hairy
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 10/07/2027 @6:29am

Mor people are disappearing in the middle of the night. Zach you know… Tried… And Miguel… wtff. You know I always knew that things were fucked up. But, doet it have to chace me so much? Like a bad wind, a band wind in the desert just… Screaming just screaming allwaays just screaming… This is good tequila they mayke the tequila best here… Hahahahaha I guess I should have known thjat… Tiedemann I wonder what he’d do. He was like don’t fight don’t fight… But he made me that shield… Saved my life. This is good tequila you know… Uh, should someone just lose their husband right now? Or their son another? I knew a guy who disappeared… Report it to the police nothing happenes… It’s all just fear and lies, fear and lies and fear and lies… Ooooh yeah the government doesn’t want the optioids on the street sure, sure… And then so… The bad guy is alwatys the seller right? No the one who has the power, whose power isn’t on the right side. Oooh big flabs they wouldn’t care if it was them getting ruch of f the shit… so Ramone’s askinf for a shield hes asking for a fucking shield… There’s no Anon here no fucking liar just me, and I give a shit. There are the things you give no fucks about and the things that you fucking care about and fight for. There’s the shit fyou fucking die for …
You ever think of servos and uh, that armor ew had was crap but. If we cuold have ahd better armor. If we could have been stronger. I see these designs for the exosekeletons. And they ond;t look half bad. 5and the power isnt bad no I think maybe if I use the new storage system by gheridar5 maybe it can bring it together with the plates I made an soe other things and work together ceratin connections. Iwe don’t need to be that storng if the suit is stronger right? Not luike it’s a new idea but in this case I mean… we can actually do ti right? And if gure lots of people pitching int for making tubes and we have a lot of pritners now… But we can’t fight htem woutht gins right ? Well lots of designs for that fuck, they have ltos of guns but tageting needs to work right, they’ve trained and then maybe they’ll use the drugs too. Wwhy wouldn’t they? Seen ‘em? Fucking corrupt ones on the ones ide and the money makers on the other don’t care who they hurt no they don’t fucking care hense Miguel. Hense no one lifitng a damng finger if it was his debt to the government wouldn they haver done differently? Maytbe more quietly made him into a fertilizer os sometinhg. 
How can I be safe here is there is no safet? Everywhere’s getting more dangerous. Less to go around. Lots of thigns are just failing… Tense and uh, did you see in Argentina? Te beig fallout? I think maybe I can rework then command software from the protest… I was thining a lot about it, it was bad but… I gthink I can clean it up. I think I can clean it up. Mayke it can work right. .There’s poele here that matter thteres hood people here. UIse to the fear. Used to say “yes OK’ t osomeone to whoever s got the big stufck thje big stick. Well fuck lets make a sheuild lets make a big fucking shie.d. What the point in just letting bad people always doing bnad things? Isi some moment of happiness really just worth like looking the other way all the time and saying ‘OK ytes sir I’d lke my shows nad please don’t hurt us, we’ll do what you say.” And if you cant trust them to treat you right and avoid using you and lying and hurting you then why should we care? What should we given them? ?Theres no liatr here this time, no one here to fuck it all uop. I’l=m the one here. People who live here, people who don’t want to have to lose the people they love. People who hate the trade, people who hate the corruption. And if tehre going to fight here then so am I, and if we’re gonna fight I’m gonna make em everytjhing the y need. And we arent going out without a fight. We aren’t going to let them  take this from us. 
I get the nonviolence but if were going to die and no one is going to hear it and no one is looking then, can we really bring it together into something strong >? I think if toyuee going to die sometimes you have to ask yourself if its going to help if youy do nothing about it. Heard about these womem once in Columbia who tried to make peace with some military guys. Pushing people around killing, causing poroblems. And they wanted to be nonvioelnt but came out with these spears. The fgyus they were fighting had armour and guns and stuff, fully trained. Hard people. And they surrounded them with fucking speaksrs. It was said - they were pointed into the sky. Not hodling them at the bastards as a threat. Not asying “we can do this, we know we can win” b ut “we know we cannot win but we aremnt willing to die meekly.” Well if I could do militant nonviolence here then maybe I would but I tihimnk. ??No one is looking. No one would know if we all died tomorrow. So I’m going to print them a shielf. And if we die we die but thnis is their home. And its been my home and I fickung care. So here I will stand with them. N omatter what, Mashhoodah, no matter what. 
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Was worried about you after everything before. Girl, it’s all too much…
RadRajRiver
Original Post 10/07/2027
You came through so mcuh I don’t deserve to do less, ill do everything I can. I think you are very brave and maybe you should have done different but people are lucky if you’re helping them, you’re not just a killer, you are always trying to help and you put yourself at risk for people and issues important to you. I think that whatever is going on around you that you are the best part of it, but I wish it wasn’t so hard for you. Does everyone have to hurt so much inside again and again? There has to be some kind of hack some kind of change not… deleting it, that just takes away… to be in control and still be human, to live with the hard times and still be our best selves. There has to be a way!
























On Insanity pt 2
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 10/08/2027 @4:31pm

The drive is nearly silent. Zach is fiddling with cards, changing around music. The constant thrum of bass kicks and howling, shrieking men is giving me a headache. Every once in a while, I catch Mashhoodah’s glance in a mirror, and even though there’s a snag of mutual desire, a revelatory moment of exchange like a torrent of P2P packets being disassembled from one user to another, we’re exchanging information, something neither had known was developing. Something which started with our friendship, fighting on the streets of Abedunker City, when we didn’t know each other personally but knew each other deeply… She rarely risked holding the gaze; we had both been settled by Bro_Anon’s mission requirements. We take a wind-about route through long highways and avoid urban centers until we enter from the north of the city. I’m using a local GPS tool to highlight live traffic trends and avoid driving by cops on the street. We have no reason to assume Zach’s license plate has been flagged but no reason to take the unnecessary risk of getting arrested before the mission. It’s a long trip, from early morning on, and we caught a few hours sleep before entering the city such that it’s nighttime, keeping us as secure as we possibly could be.
We arrive a couple blocks out from the Mendacin  HQ. Approaching from the rear, we’re tasked with using grappling hooks that Zach had acquired in the days prior under Bro_Anon’s guidance. I was not unused to climbing; I’d laced all those trees with solar panels only because I could. Training for combat had only strengthened me, so for myself, it was nothing. Mashhoodah did her climb, too, not quite as easily as I, but she made it. Zach struggled most, but when he was close enough to the top, we helped hoist him up, then set the hook down the opposite side and descended. It took us a while, but from the position we were holding, there were very few clear vantage points; the spot had been specifically chosen for that reason by our mutual benefactor. I set up my microdrone, flew it up to the hook and used it to dislodge it, then returned it to its fitting on my harness. We travelled as quietly as we could across the small plot surrounding the building to the prearranged access point. It was an underground port that was embedded in concrete, a modest metal panel visible on the ground. I took my tablet out and placed it on the panel, using an extended NFC device to identify the electronic locking system. I ran a pseudo-quantum algorithm to measure the scope of possible passcodes for the lock, simulating the system long enough to identify the range of most probable codes, then it ran through the set just narrow enough to prevent it from signaling in detection of an attempt to test too many passwords. It took a few minutes—it was a thorough program that did a lot of internal modelling work, using only small probing tests to make up for its own ignorance, and after a time, finally there was an unlatching. Another program had injected a backdoor into the system that prevented an alert from being sent out to the control center, which would indicate “access point open”. I quickly hoisted the system from the ground and found a USB port, connected my tablet, and guided GHOSTProtocols to flood the system with strategic backdoors, Trojan horses, and scraping tools that allowed me to take control of a segment of the security systems. As indicated, the security system was separated from their main work databases. No getting the information from that point; as instructed, I set up a false notification for the air duct system, so that it would remain in the security system as demonstrating itself as on. I looked over to Mashhodah and Zach, who had been watching me work and indicated they should go. 
They nodded and started to walk away, Zach leading. Mashhoodah stopped as she was progressing; Zach didn’t notice and continued around the corner. 
She looked back at me, smiled coyly, walked up to me, and said, “Thank you, Selena.” 
I was stunned that she’d turn around, and as I tried to muster a response, she leaned forward and kissed me. Truth is, it was the first time I’d ever kissed anyone. I was never especially interested in sexuality. I knew I wasn’t attracted to men; didn’t really identify with the common meme about teenage lust. Intimacy just wasn’t a… Core need. But right then, I suddenly was aware of how soft she was, and warm, not just the feel of her lips on mine, but the slight press of her forehead against mine, lightly breathing out, she caused that same sense of cloud and sun in my chest. And at that moment, I realized, I didn’t want her to go. The moment hung in the night like a lamplight, and I felt, as if unbidden, my hand rose to touch her face, the feeling of her cheek only broken up by the familiar carbon texture of her AR glasses. Every once in a while, I will confess, I go back and play the recording of that kiss again and again. And try to remember exactly how it felt to have her so close. 
Then she parted from me, smiling, and she started to jog lightly towards the end of the building; as she did, she looked back at me, smiled and waved. And I swear I almost started crying. If I had known…
I’ve attached the GPS signal from their AR devices to the air duct map. I can see them moving slowly through, hear them grunting as they move through the still vents. After about ten minutes, they get to the next location in the arrangement, and I can hear them unfasten a panel. I can see, through Mashhoodah’s glasses camera, the panel as she works the screws and pulls the plate off the wall. She takes the wireless feed device and fastens it to a bundle of wires, and when she presses the buttons it clips the wires and subverts the signal, and in the instant of connection, I’m connected to the CCTV system. I boot open all the feeds and scatter them around me, three dozen screens arrayed in space. I watch guards walking through the corridors, scientists bustling around, and other employees flying here or there for their various purposes. I boot up the Smarsynth service, which is prepared upon the instant that either of them show up on the feed to emulate the background of each scene and overlay it upon them. GHOSTProtocols is busy ripping the corridor graphics from each and is testing the seamless integration of image over image. Zach and Mashhoodah had already thoroughly been scanned through AR devices; no little angle of their bodies’ forms was unknown to GHOSTProtocols.
The main database was on the first floor. Everything above was R&D. No need to interfere with the scientists. Just have to get to the database, plug in and get out. And I can’t help but be wondering right now, why didn’t we do this in the first place—what was the point in all the prior brute force? I set onto their peripheral maps a location marker for the exit from the ducts, and it initiated a cascade of visual signals, like a subtle blue arrow running along the bottom of the duct, leading them through the short maze to the west-side of the compound. Once they arrive down the exit, I tell them to hold and wait. There are two guards travelling down the hallway, just turning left in there. It takes them a couple of minutes to finish walking down out of sight, exiting on the right. The route is clear for a while, and I signal for them to get out of the ducts; Zach uses a small pry to bust open the duct screen, holding onto it from the inside to prevent it from falling onto the floor. He gracelessly clambers out of the vent and lands, almost dropping the screen with a barely audible “Shit!”, catching himself before it falls. He moves aside, and Ven leaps down more deftly.
The program worked like a charm. If I toggled to overview, I could see no one on the cameras, and if I toggled back to true view, I could see a green circle super-imposed upon the two of them. I directed them to begin working their way towards the database, which was located somewhat to the north-west of the compound. As they moved west through the compounds, past office doors, they’d duck around and under the windows of doors of occupied rooms. I had to get them to stop from time to time, double back, or even slip into empty rooms in order to keep from getting caught by patrols or employees. I was sweating, but steady in my voice whenever needed: “advance”, “steady—two coming down the hall ahead, double back and wait… Wait…”, or “quick, open the door to your left. Quiet now… Wait… okay, get moving. Almost there, almost there…”
It doesn’t take long to get to the database. The door requires a key, and they pull out the fake key card, wired directly to their computer. My pseudoquantum decoders had already worked out much of the security protocols; the door had a random access password that regenerates every few minutes, and the cards are sensitive to the local security system and also update in sync with the system by relying on a similar seed. Without the seed, it’s difficult to anticipate the passkey, but GHOSTProtocols has been working with the pseudoquantum decryption tool to infer and approximate the seed code from the logic of the changes. It keeps probing the code class of the open hatch, and since I control those ports and systems, it’s taking each new code and trying to use its own model to work back to the probable seed. It’s then using that seed to anticipate the probable code at the door. After a while we were able to land a 99.9995% likely model seed as the tool was able to anticipate each new passkey generated on our side. They swiped the card when I told them it had the new key, and the green light signaled for them to enter, which they did. The door pops open and I spring the decoy. I set off a false alarm, indicating an intrusion end on the polar opposite of the facility. As they’re making their way to the mainframe, I watch dozens of security guards moving from their patrol zones to the indicated area. Now the odds of them getting detected as they find a USB port on one of the key servers is reduced. It takes them a few minutes to find sy_301_6d. Once they do, they plug in the USB stick, and the uplink begins. “Signal established” appears on a small icon to my left, which had previously said “signal disconnected”. 
Data is flowing.
Mission accomplished.
Right?    
Suddenly… The tempo of the alarm changes. It’s just a slight change in tone and pace, a change in the pulse per second by milliseconds, and a tonal shift of only a couple notes. But I’ve studied this system enough to note what it’s saying: “security divert to database!”. Zachand Mashhoodah are supposed to wait until the uplink is done, but it hits me almost immediately that they couldn’t possibly wait. They need to go, and they need to go now. Security is running, still there is a small saving grace. Most of them are on a far side of the compound, so I’m saying to them,
“Guys! That signal is—fuck, they know you’re here. I don’t know how—”
Zach is starting to panic, “What!? WHAT!? Where the f—”
Mashhoodah has a minor bend of stress playing on her nerves in her voice, but cuts him off sharply to say, “What do we need to do, Selena? Where do we need to go?”
Zach is grabbing at his hair, pacing left and right.
“Fuck, no, there’s no fucking way, what the fuck, what the—”
She turns to face him and slaps him across the face. He’s shocked silent for a second, then turns and crosses his arm, shaking agitatedly.
“Look, I think I see a way,” I tell them. “It’s not easy, but there’s a room in the south-east of the compound. If you can get to it, and there’s a chance, you might be able to avoid some guards as they move to where you are, then maybe I can work you guys around a long route to the vents.”
She nods and looks up at the camera. “Selena,” she said to me, “don’t worry about us, you tell us where to go, and when we get out of this we can talk to Anon about how it all went wrong and figure things out.” 
I started to instruct them where to go: “Out the hallway, to the left”, and they’re going, then, “Another left—no! Back, Take a right—no, no, left, it’ll lead to guards.” I’m panicked, trying to keep track of more than a few dozen cameras; I’m getting them to run, they need to move faster! As they’re moving, they’re not that much farther from the empty room, but guards are already in the database, retrieving the USB stick. Only a thirty-eight percent upload, and I have to hope that some of it is what we’re looking for… I’m fastening things onto my harness, winding up the grappling hook. Preparing for when they escape from the air vent so we can get up that wall and get the fuck out of there. Zach is breathing heavily, whining low, Mashhoodah looks focused. I’m thinking… A partial win is fine. A partial win is fine… Just get them out of there and get home… Get them out of there and get home…
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RadRajRiver
Original Post 10/08/2027
Where is ANON!? Why isn’t he helping YOU!? You’re just KIDS!!! You’re doing so much! This is so messed up D’X 
Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 10/08/2027
No one should use kids as shields or siege instruments!
Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz
Original Post 10/08/2027
Hahahaha why not?
RadRajRiver
Original Post 10/08/2027
Not youuuuuu agaiiiin just go AWAY!
Redeyezzz420
Original Post 10/08/2027
See? Ya buildaboi all teary-eyed and weak oh BOO-HOO. U make me sick, and  that’s all u good for. Lmao Raj cry me a river, this lady’s a poser. Red eye builda? All “look at my feelings”. 
Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 10/08/2027
Leave him alone, he just cares. I’d have a hard time not back-handing you right now if I was looking you in the eye.
Redeyezzz420
Original Post 10/08/2027
U couldn’t handle it missum, im a tank.
Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 10/08/2027
Sure. Sooo strong. You people have been a constant pain while trying to read through this blog. I guess it makes sense that wherever you all go you bring harassment, trolling and total bullshit. 
Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz
Original Post 10/08/2027
We’re the good reapers. We take the meaningless and harden it into all that matters. We’re the flash and flame. We’re divine hand and the bitter fruits of faulted justice. We are not judge, nor jury nor execution, we’re just the current that flows through the death-chair. Missum, we have no choice in the matter. We’re just a weight on the other side of the scale, that’s all. Do you hate the storm? Do you hate tidal waves or tsunamis? You still drink the water and hope for rain though. Missum, you are more a hypocrite than we are. So is this false rebel, sure, we delight in hearing her try to tear down the walls but not because she wants to build anything new… And so we see in her half-hearted philosophy an amusing falsity.
I’ve seen war, Shield Maiden roleplayer. Syria, Ukraine, Massachusetts and then Mongolia. I’m rather talented at it. I used to be a private ’till they wanted me to rush officer schooling. I was given two commands, and now I’m stuck into… Less formal units. So let me tell you: wherever I go, when I see the politicians and the lapdog armies and their civil police forces, you know what I see? Cowards who need people like us to get it done. Truth is… I was wondering if I might scout some talent here. But I think at this point I see my efforts were wasted, every time she gets put up against a wall or building it all falls apart. Well I don’t mind seeing things fall apart but generally I’d like to be the one to tear it down… 
The future of war is going to be entirely unlike anything you’ve seen, and do you think you have what it takes to survive that world? Lady, trying to look so noble defending this child. He will amount to nothing! I’ve gazed upon fields of death, and seen the kinds of munitions being loaded. The kind of C&C software being designed, the new teams management algorithms. The nations think everything is going to flow through this immaculate and technologically divine script—finally! The promised land! 
False religion missum.  
You think heroism will save you. But I'll tell you. When the whine of the drones are flying overhead you’re going to piss yourself. When precision fire is eliminating everyone you love… You’re going to fall apart. Oh I know who you are, do you think we don’t have a bead on you right now? You amuse us. Defender you call yourself—your training, it’s quaint! Really haha. Well you might be able to take out a grunt like Red. He’s disposable, and he knows it! He loves it! As it should be… Missum, war has always hated the innocent. We shoot through cribs, we eat the children of the wilds, nothing can stop the sweeping waves or the burning dunes or the churning maw and jagged teeth looking to eat the world… 
Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 10/08/2027
I don’t care what you say is coming next. I will STAND and I will defend any people like you try and harm. Whatever happens in the future there will be Defenders of Wisdom like us ready and we will not yield!
RadRajRiver
Original Post 10/08/2027
All of this… bad in the world… how can it ever be enough?
Redeyezzz420
Original Post 10/08/2027
Ur problem is u call the best bad. Y not join us kid? Do sumthin useful‘’sides cry cry cry
Spiffy
Original Post 10/08/2027
This kid isn’t the problem! He has dreams and he had creative ideas before you people started butting in and bullying him and taunting us all with your bullshit… sophistry! Do we have to go through this again!? Haven’t we challenged all your destructionist ideas? Shown a better possible future? What more do you need?
Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz
Original Post 10/08/2027
It really doesn’t matter how many words you make up, the universe would pull apart your better world anyways, and what, you want to make the next universe ‘better?’ There won’t be another universe, this one is meant to launch the bullet through the heart of something much bigger than you or I… 
Spiffy
Original Post 10/08/2027
I don’t see how anyone could ever believe such a thing. You said—false religion before? Here you are with a soldier’s religion you made up.
 Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz
Original Post 10/08/2027
I didn’t make it. 
Sophia's Buckler
Original Post 10/08/2027
There is a long and golden future and we’ll be a torch in your darkness to help brighten the way. 
Zeuszzzzz_Thundaboltzzzzzz
Original Post 10/08/2027
No, Defender, there isn’t. People like you are just the grit through which the long edge is sharpened.
 RadRajRiver
Original Post 10/08/2027
She must have uploaded the biodata. I’ll show you… I’ll show you there’s more to all this! I’ll come right back here and show you. AI, gene editing, self-replicating 3D printing, robotics. EVERYONE can be strong! EVERYONE can work together and it’s like Spiffy said, we’ll pull together and do together what couldn’t be done without each other. I’ll SHOW YOU!
CorpAbandon31
Original Post 10/08/2027
Don’t waste any more of your time kid. They’re just bodies, like yours. Talking big talk. Talking big game to shake you up. I say: don’t even reply here. Just walk away. Walk away and don’t come back. Don’t hurt yourself here anymore. They want you to feel scared, feel small. Feel like you don’t matter. Let me ask you, do you win if you let them make you feel that way? No. Here’s your win, kid. Walk the hell away and be everything they tell you you’re not. I’ve also seen war kid. More than my fair share. I seen guys with an ego the size of his lying face down in the dirt, dead. War doesn’t just hate the innocent, war is an indeterminate killer. Taking the just and unjust alike. So don’t worry yourself about these assholes. There’s no win here you can score any better than the win you can score in your own heart so go. Show yourself and the world what you’re made of. And leave these destructionist creeps to their death-worship. Don’t come back here. You learn what you need to learn and make what you’re going to make. And never think of these ghouls again.





The Death of Me
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 10/15/2027 @9:09am
They were in the room. 
Exiting, down the hallway, left. Forward, run! Run! They’re moving, they shouldn’t be able to track them with the cameras, they shouldn’t… But… He’s moving in from ahead—how’d they get there so fast!? And they’re moving in from the rear, I can’t start screaming; if I do, I’ll blow my position, but damn, damn… I’d never been so tense or afraid. Not in the desert, not at the riot. Not once. 
They were in the room!
And now they’re surrounded.
Two men are advancing from the front and stopping them, pistols drawn, yelling, “Put it down! Put it down!’ but they don’t have anything! One rushes up the rear, and when he yells, Zach jumps and spins, Mashhoodah throws her glasses down, it makes no difference, that’s not what they mean. They don’t mean to give any real conditions, it’s just made up… Crap. Just bullshit. Just a goddamn fucking excuse…
Zach wants to run up to the one who came around the corner, not violently but pleading, the guy smacks him in the face with the butt of his pistol, and Zach shrieks in pain, crying. He’s bleeding, almost trips back towards Mashhoodah, who spun around in shock when it happened. He almost falls back, and she catches him, his hand is on his head and he’s whimpering. She gets furious and starts on the guy who hit him, yelling and he advances two steps, yelling louder, she backs up, the two from the other end also get closer and louder and she turns, there’s nowhere to go. Zach collapses to his knees, his hands clasped together, he’s pleading, “Please! Please! Don’t!” and they’re yelling “PUT IT DOWN NOW OR ELSE!!” and he’s crying and she’s just watching in disbelief at what’s happening. “Zach!” I’m hissing, barely restraining the need for volume, “Zach!” I don’t know what to say, I think I want to help, to say something that will reduce his anxiety, but what could I say? And… 
They’ve shot him. It was the guy who hit him in the first place, just puts two rounds into his chest and Zach slumps to the ground, blood pooling around him. The sound of him gurgling into the mic of his goggles is making me sick. I have to turn off the mic, I’m pale, almost shaking, I feel like I’m going to vomit. Mashhoodah jumped with a start at the noise, and looks at the guy who shot him. He doesn’t look like he’s handing it well—he’s just murdered a kid and he knows it. He must be thinking, what kind of trash am I? She looks down at Zach’s dying body, eyes glazing, and her hands jump into her hair like a starving lion pouncing away from spearmen. Tears are breaking through now—for her, for myself. She’s not sobbing, not one damn time, but the tears are flowing. There’s no more yelling, just a bleak silence. And then she looks straight at the murderer and gives him a middle finger.
They look at each other for a second.
And he shoots her. The bullet passes through her finger, which spins off into the air, slams into her face, and kills her instantly. 
Her kiss was a farewell kiss… 
I rip my goggles off; I can’t watch, I can’t see it. I want to go inside… I can’t do anything about it. Shouldn’t I die, too? I can’t save them, they’re already dead, but shouldn’t I die with them!? Or maybe I can retrieve the bodies—stupid, stupid, how am I supposed to DO THAT!? I don’t, I don’t, I go in there and I kill them all, I just… Shouldn’t I die, too?
I pull the sword out and I start hacking at the access panel. I lose all contact with the security system. I’m caught between hollow horror, rage, hate, suicidal impulses, disgust and wretching need to vomit I can hardly hold back, and my tears are everywhere, filling the space of my goggles. And GHOSTProtocols is reacting to it all, setting up an escape path to the wall I’d entered upon. There’s a gif she’s made—I’m running, I’m scaling the wall, just a cartoon—GHOSTProtocols wants me to run… I can’t do a damn thing about this, I can’t save them, they’re already dead, and I can’t do anything if I die here, now. Why did this happen? How did the alarm fuck up? Was this the same betrayer? I don’t have time to figure it out. My AI is right—and so I run. I run down the compound, I run across the grass, I run to the wall. I throw the grappling hook up, and if I could have, I’d have run up that wall. I get to the top, reposition the rope, and scale down the other side. I run across the street, and suddenly the night is alive, bursting with light and sound, I look behind me and an explosion is bursting through five stories of the compound, massive slag shrapnel smashing the wall; I’m caught for just a second by awe in seeing a segment of the building come apart—and I run into the alleyway.
And as I’m running I slam into someone—who the fuck is in the way!? Something is swinging at me, there’s a flash of red light as GHOSTProtocols reacts, identifying an attack, an attack!? And I’m barely dodging back, and another swing—I’m caught in the dead of night and I’m on my backfoot, but GHOSTProtocols ramps up the brightness and artificially silhouettes the attacker. I can see clearly he’s got a knife!? Who the fuck!? He swings again, and this time I roll into the strike, dropping my right shoulder, passing under the attack and I roll forward past his feet. As I rise I spin and pull out the sword, it shinks into full extension. He’s pivoting, trying to match my repositioning. I hear him swear as he barely sees the matte-black sword dead to sight in the black night alley and endeavors another stab with his flashy silver piece. I slice up, cutting into the side and back of his wrist; he cries out sharply and drops the knife. I lunge forward, filled with as much panic as fury, bring the hilt over the head, step forward and slam the flat of the hilt in his face, then crash against him lodging my shoulder into his diaphragm. I’m not especially heavy but he’s hurt and reeling back, and between the strike to the face and getting the wind knocked out of him, he’s down. Flight wins over fight, and like the gazelle who kicked the teeth out of the over-eager wolf, I keep running. Once again, I’m running from that fucking place, from that goddamn fucking place. From that fucking pit of hell. From that fucking bastard place. From that place where part of me fucking died. From that place where they killed three children that night. 
But I shed blood for her… I shed blood for her… 
There’s a couple bottles, I uh. Just threw one against the wall. Smashed it, it broke everywhere… The woman who lets me stay with her, she ran in to see what was the problem. I uh, was crying and I couldn’t talk. It’s been about twenty minutes. I couldn’t say anything, couldn’t explain. She sat down and read what I wrote, and then she came over to me and held me, and she cried, too, and she told me it was too much and told me sorry and told me it’s okay, and it’s not… It’s not okay Everything that happens through all these… Manipulations, through the lies and through the abuses and dehumanization. Using us as nothing but fucking pawns, as cattle, something to be reared and slaughtered. They tear us apart, divide us, unify us when it’s useful and then kill us when we get in the way. And it’s not right, it never was, no matter how old these behaviors are, and it never will be no matter how many more times some… Fucking government thinks it’s the right thing to do to us. 
You know. Mashhoodah and I had once put together this game. We’d been going through old resources in Abedunker City. Lots of files people had shared there from so many projects. It wasn’t hard to integrate files and editors and work together games on the city platform. It was kind of like an old Tamagotchi game. Raise a strange little creature, you know? Feed it… Bathe it… It grows from an egg through certain forms and certain stages, and how you treat it determines the outcome. And if you neglect it, it dies. Using a bunch of different models, we made small modifications so there could be different species… We spent weeks putting it together and months playing it. It was integrated as a background sprite in the main city so that we could raise it modestly. Different kinds… A rat, a cat, a bat. A few different lizards, a lovely tree being, from sprig to canopy. With eyes and a mouth. Little sounds, little calls. I often think back to the way we’d just waste time making stupid little things like that. Little games, little programs. She was always so eager to learn, I think that growing these skills made her feel almost divine. Like an agent of creation. But that game in particular, I think she took real joy in the meta of creation, making a game in which you made and raised little beings. We called it GrowthMach. We made all the creatures just slightly robotic. Or maybe kind of cyborg, it wasn’t really that clear. We didn’t really put that much clarity into it, hah…
I think even then I loved her… No idea who she was, just. Some goofy robot. But… Who she was. Someone for whom every new thing was incredible, every capacity for creation was enchanting, for whom awakening to ability was the key to the joy of life. I loved her… Spiritually. But then she had to go and kiss me, and I sent a piece of my own spirit out there with her, and when she died… It went with her, I think… But… I don’t think I’d take it away if I could. Like. If I could hurt less and have not loved her, I don’t think I’d have chosen that. I think. I know. These memories of love will live with me for a long time. And, uh, I’d not delete it. I’ll remember all she taught me about courage. About doing what’s right and about. Loving the act of creation and growth. Ven… My true vengeance for her would be, I guess, to make sure no one else gets set up like that. To never let anyone use me like that. And not to let anyone use… Anyone like that. I think for the rest of my life. I’ll always hate such people. People for whom others are just… Sprites. To be programmed and destroyed. Rather…. To build into everything. Amazing abilities to grow and be brave and build skill and flourish. And to always be brave myself, no matter what I face.
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Not this time.
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 01/30/2028 @12:38am

Fields for poppies. Two powers fighting locally for profit, for fields for poppies. But no community truly wants it. I read once from the East Indian Trading Company something like, “If we could wish away the horrors of opium addiction tomorrow we would, but we cannot.” Such bastards certainly were driven to amplify those addictions, though. For the sake of their coffers. And here the conflict has become the same. After those among government forces who genuinely wanted to overthrow the reign of this wretched industry were assassinated, the corrupt forces within the government moved under the cover of a motive to seize assets from terrorists to take control of the flow of heroin, and in doing so, own the profits for themselves. The cartels won’t let them take it, they’ve spent a lot of time and money gathering military toys. Both sides have… And both sides want to play with them. As for the communities stuck in between. They’re just a medium of exchange, for them. Just some… Material. Something through which waves of products move through in order to release cash. And by releasing cash, let the forces of powers buy and make. With a stake upon energy. Those people, they’re decent human beings. They want to live between each other, day to day, exchange between each other to build relations. Know each other, play roles in all the lives of the other. Engage in their culture, realize their beliefs and dreams. 
They want to live human lives for human purposes.
By combining Gheridar5’s exoskeleton files with xxwrucker!’s servo files, bringing in my revised armor plate files. Taking the Tagma Command files and revising it so that it isn’t so isolated and centralized. Utilizing some of the solar panel elements into the back, and the printed battery core files built by the OpenE community, I think I can print something that might make the difference. There isn’t anyone here to protect the good people. They’re just fodder. Maybe it’s different elsewhere, I don’t know. I don’t remember it being this bad back home, but… I know that the Taliban, sexist fuckers that they are, as soon as the US fled Afghanistan, they burned down the poppy fields. Ninety percent of the world’s heroin trade, just in flames overnight… So why weren’t they burning before? During all the years us Americans were there… The integrated helmets we wore at the protest. It wouldn’t be that hard to integrate the community sparrforce files with them, and to have built-in AR. My goggles broke in my helmet fast, but… I think I can fix that. I think I make it such that if the force is going to break the display it’s going to break the face, and if that happens, you won’t be worrying about the display… With distributed battery nodes maybe I can mitigate the explosive potential… And if this is the case, do the guns need to be designed for hand and finger? Can’t they be embedded or something?
 Maybe I can make the difference here. People here want to rally but are afraid to. Both the military and the cartel mercs are well-trained bastards. Willing as quickly to disappear someone in the middle of the night as kill them in broad daylight. But… I feel like I can design and program to make the difference. Protocols and programs that let the person do what they cannot do. To protect them, enhance them, and then… A community is all numbers. If I reduce the odds of injury and strengthen them and make up for the lack of training. It can bring them closer to being able to defeat an enemy that doesn’t at all care for them except as a medium of exchange. To be enslaved and used at will. Then… At least I can count on the modest division of the two sides, and maybe if we can accept they’re divided between the mutual desire to control the opium fields, we can let them weaken each other while being unified in our will to burn them down. Or uproot them and replace them with a crop that doesn’t corrode society… Hah, I guess we can count on them to want to protect that ‘asset’ and let it work as a maneuvering token; we don’t have to worry about it. That frees us to take positions and take aim in ways they can’t. One or the other will always be wanting to guard it, and so long as that is the case, we can ensure that there will be fewer fighting forces wherever the fields aren’t, and we can make it so the controlling force is split on three fronts: fighting the other one trying to take the field, holding the field, and fighting us. Which means if we’re flanking and withdrawing from whomever controls the field, if and when they lose control of the field, we can re-maneuver to the flank of their opposition. While trying to target their logistical routes into the town and the agricultural areas… If we always keep moving…
Explosive drones have been done; it’s hard to keep them operational for any serious time without AI controlling them, but I wonder if we can do something different… Maybe an engagement slot in the armor and a one-to-one suit-drone wavelength… Custom payloads and AR-driven signalling… Trying to refresh it for every engagement, so that by the time they’ve adapted to the control mechanisms we were using, it’s all changed…
The more I think about it. The more I work it out with Miguel and the others. The more we think we have a chance. The number of us who are fighting fit in the community aren’t great, but with the servo and exoskeleton files, we can make up for a lot of different issues. We’ve been surveying the community… Using AI to rapidly build into the differentiated needs of people, to identify custom builds in the thousands. 
I don’t know if this will work… But it seems like we have a fucking chance. Mashhoodah… I couldn’t be there to die with her. But… I can do that here. If I need to… After everything I went through. Between her and Tiedemann and everything they did to get me here. I owe it to someone to bring the same spirit to the fore. I’ll help these people even if it kills me. And hell, there’s no one at the top taking control and laying down a lie of a plan, so that in the end, when we need a sister at our backs, we have only ourselves… 
The sun shines bright and hot here. 
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Untitled
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 02/12/2028 @6:15pm

After they… died… I’m just trying not to be seen. I’ve got cash. I head by a few haunts that I’m pretty sure won’t sell me out. And I’m trading ETH for food and water. I’m keeping as clean as I can now, but I’m effectively homeless. Trying to keep the devices and goggles and stuff hidden behind hoodies. Trying to keep out of sight. I’ve been popping on and off the Internet. Taking little dips, adjusting security protocols—then I’m hunting. When I’m online… I’m digging. I’d saved a state-vector of… Everything. The connections on Mendacin. The messages from Bro_Anon. I’m utterly ignoring the fucker. Couldn’t believe him a second time… That fuck-up. That wasn’t an accident, that wasn’t some insider betrayal. We were betrayed. And I was gonna get the goddamn fucking bottom of it. First thing was first I needed to know who he was. Where he was. And I needed to look the fucker in the face and ask: why? 
It wasn’t exceptionally hard to find the output nodes for the messages, but once I was able to trace the route back to the source, it’s clear that they were using a robust security network in order to cloak their initial send-point. Nothing cheap… Nothing weak… And so it required work. 
I was explosive in my work effort. Everything I’d learned in terms of productive coding by working through the years was being focused to the exclusion of all else on this hunt. Like the lioness on the hunt, trying to figure out the home of this trail of scent was no easy task. This prey was able to spend money, and I think in addition they knew what they were doing. There were a lot of false starts, tenuous traps, counter-hunt protocols, trip-wires. They weren’t leaving a lot of room for errors, but I also knew what I was doing. I wasn’t hunting a faun, I was hunting a god… In several circumstances, I almost had my system infected with trap Trojan horses, but I was able to isolate them in ad hoc sandbox media through GHOSTProtocols and prevent both a backwards send to the network and forward penetration of the system. No, not Indonesia… Next node, no, not Lanchestire… Next node, no, not Hokido… Next node, no, not Sudbury… 
There were a few moments of idle rest. I don’t think I was even smiling those days, hell, I’m not sure I smile now, but… During those days of hunting. All I felt was dreary. One night, I’d found a rather secluded spot outside the city, and feeling safe and isolated, I’d made a little fire. GHOSTProtocols had certainly been tracking my operational data and had been reinforced with the latest events. Knowing I was out of my normal loops of behaviour, it was trying to cheer me up. I remember it bringing up one of the little pets, and I nearly cried, and she was crafting a gif to try to make me laugh, of silly fish and frogs near a little island, but it was nothing to me. I was exhausted, fifteen hours of that day spent voraciously hunting. Tried to dismiss it, GHOSTProtocols was resistant, tried again with cyborg cats prancing around… I swear as I did, GHOSTProtocols sighed through the cat sadly. I swear… And tried to animate the kitten cuddling up against me. I’d passed out that night face-forward in the dust and dirt and sand, sleeping in the house of death inside me. Woke up in the middle of the night choking, cleared it all out with water and vomited… 
I’d caught a picture of the alleyway attacker during the skirmish. Just a brief shot of his face… Barely visible through the blur. Enough that when I’d scoped the news later and found out that he had come up dead, along with the guy who’d shot Mashhoodah and Zach. It was hard to put that all together. We were being blamed for the deaths, and I was wondering. The guy who killed Mashhoodah and Zach. Was he not able to live with it? Did he kill himself? Or was he going to go public? And did they kill him to keep him silent? Who… Who… Bro? And the attacker… Was he killed just because he didn’t kill me? I figured. He was there to make sure the third of us didn’t walk away alive… “Two of the terrorists were killed in the attack”—hah. “The third died in the suicide bombing.” Same old story. “A fourth is still on the run.” Same old lies. “Be on the look-out for the terrorist leader Selena Payton.” Again and again and again and again and again… One thing I consistently learned to count on was that these weren’t creative people. They had standard procedures they knew, or thought, worked. Which meant they were comfortable with the cracks and openings. It meant if their neck was open they’d never get creative enough to close the opening.
Hard to say. Looking over the data that I’d managed to scrape open from Mendacin, there wasn’t a damn thing resembling a human genome editing project or some bioweapon. I’d retrieved a lot of indices in addition to scientific works, and while this was no virtuous company we’d cracked open, there was absolutely no indication they were moving towards anything remotely like enslavement, genetic ownership of people or ethnic cleansing. What they were doing was creating bio-engineered crops which they could keep patented to extort profit from farming communities who could no longer bank their own seeds due to copyright law. What they were doing was sitting on cure-patents until they could use its release to corner competitors. And those were trashy things to do. But these strategic extortions and deprivations were altogether more white-collar crimes. And during the coming days, I was almost insulted to see companies directly competing with Mendacin publish patents on some of the technology they’d been developing nearly identical to what we’d managed to take from them. 
I was making an inference. At some point, it had felt like the network I’d mapped, not knowing where the start-point was, must have cost seven million, one hundred and sixty-two thousand dollars to build. Many were independently-owned servers in other nations, no public VPN, this was a personal network that had to have property attached to it. Who invests that much into a network? Some were cheap properties in Africa, the Middle-East, and other places. Stuff that wouldn’t cost much at all, others in Japan or Europe. Not cheap locations. Were they just being used as server homes or were some of them secondary properties? I figured… This person couldn’t invest that much more in the network, that’s a lot of money already just to invest in digital obfuscation. I’d guessed the network couldn’t exceed ten million dollars  in value. I’d set up small monitoring worms, small key-scrapers. Try to narrow down the pattern of outputs back to the key node, which was the source of use. Based on the spread of the network, the one place that had not come up yet was the USA, and all things considered, I had to guess this was an American with a lot of international property. Rather than find all the rest of the nodes, I had to cut through to a single line of positions from the present map to the core. I tasked GHOSTProtocols to examine mass log data, to try and scrape for clues within different hash strings. It kept picking out little repetition, just a few numbers here or there, but a pattern. Started to work together and deduce those repeating patterns into a key source string. 
We were able to eventually bring together a pattern of data that implied several nodes of transitions and trace back. Back to Tuscan. Just south of home… Tuscan, who the hell lives in Tuscan? Was able to eventually bring it back to a place in north Tuscan, some fancy villa at the end of a sparse road with one distant neighbour. 
14556 Blazing Canyon Drive. 
Finally… Now that I had the address, it wasn’t hard to work backwards from that data, and when I had the name, I think I once again vomited. 
From the beginning she’d been there, hadn’t she? She knew Tiedemann, knew me half the time I knew him, and had radicalized me . Subverted everything he taught me. “She”—now I knew who Treyvon had meant, and she’d lied, an “insider betrayer”—it was her all along. Threading us altogether, but keeping us discreetly apart. Teaching us things which would fail us, giving us assets that, when relied on, would kill us. Manipulating and persuading us with such fancy and bronzed words. Masking her identity behind the facade of a rebel, manufacturing causes that didn’t exist by relying on problems that weren’t problems at all. A twisting and lying deity, a goddess of the System. The faux-wise veteran looking only to protect her nation, her legacy, her ambition…
Audrey Ross. 
I felt betrayed and disappointed—was that really it? That night, in the darkness and heat of the valley, something inside was becoming cold as hail, or chill snow or hard-frozen ice itself. Some of the companies that were clearly releasing patents from our raid were known to be in support of her campaigns. Mendacin was otherwise favoured by rival politicians, Democrats, unlike her. She’d used us to gain advantage over political rivals, to help corporate friends. No doubt to boost her own campaign power, and to throw under the bus rebels that she needed to be hated so she could maintain her fiscal and political power. She… Had so many killed. She really played with us like we were mere mortals, our virility serving nothing but to amplify her admonishment and prestige. She claimed to work for the people, yet she was clearly a worker of evil. My heart froze hard, and all that was left was rage. 
No more. No more gods. No more masters. No more manipulations and no more dreary deaths. Two fates of forever-sad had been cast by this horrible human being, this false leader, this narcissistic goddess. I vowed then to kill her and avenge my friends. 
I wasn’t going to waste time crossing deserts this time. I had the money, I’d made a few contacts amongst the underground in LA. I’d banked quite a bit of ETH through my prior work and I’d made sure no one I was talking to felt underpaid or undervalued. So when it came time to ask, they answered the call—I needed a ride. I needed to not be found, I needed to get into Tuscan, and I needed to get there quietly. Acquired a few tools, too. The driver had first tried to talk to me, but I told him I couldn’t talk. I had to focus and he accepted that. The rest of the drive was in silence. On the way, it was hard to keep myself distracted. I kept looking down at the satellite map of her house. Trying to imagine its layout. But their deaths kept flashing over everything in my mind’s eye. Mashhoodah’s flying finger especially, and when Zach took the hit to the face. Both were hard to keep not seeing. Not reflecting on. GHOSTProtocols was trying to distract me, too, as before. With cute and strange humour and interesting and project suggestions. At one point, I called up the video records of their death, but there was something so much harsher about seeing the scene; as soon as they hit Zach, I had to toss it aside to close it.  
I was able to prod into her personal house security once I could identify her IP address, but in a limited manner. I managed to get an AR structure of her home layout she’d designed, I was able to note cameras—CCTV—and entry sensors. Hard to parse apart the electrical system. Plus local security. It was going to be difficult to get in. The easiest thing was to do most of my evaluation from my side, work out the details now, and then figure out the discrepancies when I get there. Deduce where she is, determine how to get to her, isolate, corner her, and draw the sword. Record her confession of her evils and then avenge Ven. I wasn’t sure how I’d get past security. I didn’t feel the desire to murder security just for getting in the way. Lost my taser a long time ago; I didn’t think I’d have the skill to wrestle them down and disable them. The second issue was going to be handling alarms. Preventing calls to police. But I had a few tools. Picked up a scope so I could get a look through the windows, I still had my drone, the grappling hook. And I was going to make them work. But there was one thing I got just in case. 
A grenade. 
I was let out well outside the area. Rich people’s neighbourhood, long roads, large plots between big houses. Much for the few. I’d tried to get near her house, keeping my head down as much as I could, her house was built next to more than a couple acres of empty lot to its south-east-facing sides. I made sure to tuck into some bush near a cactus to scope out the house. There was a balcony I could probably get up to with the grappling hook, but she certainly had private security observing several entrances. I still had keys embedded into her system, so if I needed to get in, I could, but I’d no plan for the CCTV or alarm system. All of that was analog. GHOSTProtocols at some point actually spontaneously came up with an idea. It suggested planting a small program that would suddenly drive all the digital devices connected to the electrical system to rapidly overclock and maximize the output of the PSU at the same time that the drone emitted a pulse from the roof not far from the breaker system, drive so much electricity so fast into the system and try to conduct it with extra force, so much that it threw the breakers and cut the power. Have the grenade go off as a decoy far on the north-west side of the property so security repositions in response. With the system dead and security distracted towards the explosion, I only needed to make my way in from the south-west-facing balcony. I wouldn’t have much time. But maybe enough to get in and get out. And I’ll be frank. Getting out was my secondary mission.
I’d made sure to bind tight the grenade handle with a bit of cloth that loosely hung connected to a piece on the drone, with a small bit of string separately connected from the pin to the drone, such that a sufficient and sudden jolt upon the drone would cause the cloth part to fall, and gravity would then drop the grenade and leave the pin connected to the drone. I didn’t manually fly the drone, I input instructions for its flight path. It was high enough up that in the dark it wasn’t visible from the ground, and as it passed over the building and far off into the desert, I started to dash closer to the house, trying to keep close to bush and plant, to keep down and keep invisible. To keep from being seen. While making my way there with my best speed. The drone would make it to the pre-designated spot, suddenly kill the propellers for only a second, and as it starts to fall, start back on and let gravity do its work. Then fly back up and over, onto the roof not far from the designated point. At that point, I wouldn’t have long to instigate the hack and kill the power, scale the balcony, and break through to Mashhoodah and Zach’s murderer. 
Ffthroomp 
The grenade explodes in the distance, the program I worked out with GHOSTProtocols is about ready. I’m about a hundred-meter dash from the building, barely visible. The camera of my drone as it’s flying over towards the house shows me a few dark smudges working their way through to the blast, others moving to entrances and locations adjacent from it. Preparing to stop an attack from that side of the building. People are doubtlessly readying firing positions. When the drone lands on the roof I run the program. It doesn’t take long, and in time with the drone, the power surge throws the switches and everything goes dark. I start bolting, grappling hook ready, and hurl it up onto and lock it between the L of two adjoining aluminum bars. I quickly ascended the rope and pulled myself over the bars, softly stepping onto the balcony and pulling the rope back up, setting the grappling hook on the ground carefully. Looking through the broad windows and door into the house, I couldn’t tell exactly where she was, except that she was definitely not here. The patio entered into a rather spacious living room and into a bedroom, in neither of which she was. I assumed she’d have first moved into what seemed to be a library facing out towards the north in order to observe the site of the explosion, and then fled into another room to be safe. The entrance into the living room was unlocked and slid open silently. I extended my sword as I did, and held it in my right hand, positioned somewhat behind, left shoulder leading the advance as I moved through the house. I carefully toed through the living room and down a hallway, moving to the right towards the library. I entered and saw her. She was, of all things, on her back, doing sit-ups… I realized she must have been warming up in case of an attack. She was loosely dressed; having taken off an over-shirt, wearing a sweat-stained tank-top, and it was clear to me that even in her sixties she worked to maintain, if not military-ready fitness levels, something close to that. 
She rose from her workout, picking up a portable radio as she did, and walked over to the window, sweating and panting somewhat; she looked out over the desert and hit the talk button. “Anything yet?” she asked. The voice on the other end responded, “Not yet, still making our way to the detonation site. We have gunners in place scanning for targets, entrances are guarded. We’ll keep you safe.” 
She responded, “Let me know if anything changes. Let me know before you fire. Depending on what you find I might want to take care of it myself.”
I quietly slid into the room and was tiptoeing towards her, and when she decided to turn from the window, I took a sudden swipe at her, slicing the radio from her hand and sending it skittering into the corner, at which she yelped in surprise. She didn’t waste any time, and seeing the blade rise into the air, she kicked out at me with unexpected force, knocking the wind out of me and sending me sprawling. I’d dropped the sword, not especially far, rolled over while gasping and grabbed it. She looked down at me, and I was surprised that through the dim moonlight she saw enough to prompt a shocked,
“Selena!?”
I looked at her then, and the expression on her face looked dumbfounded. “How the hell did you find this place? You silly little child…”
“Fuck… You…” I coughed, taking advantage of her moment of surprise to scramble to my feet. I pulled the blade into a forward guard over my right knee, up on the ball of my rear feet.
“How the hell did you manage to find this place,” she laughed, “you two-bit hacker dupe?”
I had mostly recovered from the kick and was seething. She was thinner than I thought she’d be, although through the tank-top she had somewhat spotted, taught skin over defined abdominal muscles, lined modestly with body fat on her sides. Her shoulders were relaxed; she clearly didn’t see me as a threat. “Well, I guess you got me,” she said, smiling maliciously, eyes twisted into a cruel expression. Her voice was laced with mockery. 
I spat. “You used me to… Export trade secrets to competitors, for political advantage. Lied to us about bioweapons. About gene enslavement!”
She laughed again. “Well you all were so gullible, what else was I supposed to do with you? You three just wasted your time programming nothing that mattered for nobodies. Some of us have vision, Selena. And those of us with vision, we need to use pawns like you to make things that actually matter. Things that last.”
I was furious. But I sensed that was what she wanted. If I attacked wildly, maybe she’d try to disarm me. I wanted to test the thought, so I took a few inches forward, lifting my right foot and letting the springing power of my left one propel me forward slightly, raising my guard to just barely feign the beginning of an attack, and when I did, she took a guard and got low as if to anticipate an attack, but I stopped and corrected my guard and footing, landing off-line to the right, blade angled just slightly so that if she decided to advance from the guard it wouldn’t work out well for her. I smirked.
“You know I almost did want to kill you right there,” I said.
She laughed again, this time less offensively, and straightened. She turned and started to walk towards the bookshelf. 
“I’d really thought I had you there,” she said. “Figured you’d be angry enough after that foreign brat of yours and her silly boyfriend got put down that you wouldn’t be able to control yourself. You always were easy to manipulate. I’m surprised you were able to temper yourself now.”
Truth is I was burning with rage for her. And she was right there… Back turned, I could easily skewer her, but… It didn’t seem right. I felt like I needed something. Like she needed to admit guilt, or, at least. Show some remorse. The man who murdered Zach he, he genuinely looked sick after. Like he knew what he did was evil. She should know it, too, but…
She casually drew a book from the bookshelf. I couldn’t see what it was. She started leafing through it and deftly stopped it on a page and began reading. “A great leader is not a good person. A good person, as can be widely understood by the common people of any society—generous, friendly, helpful, self-sacrificing, caring and gentle. This person cannot ever be the ruler of a great society, for such a person cannot do the hard things a leader must do in order to ensure their civilization thrives. A great leader must be seen as a good person, and even loved as one. But they may not be a good person, in the shadows, they must be able to do all the things a good person would balk at so that the enemies of the civilization meet their doom. So that at the same time they are loved, they are feared.” And she slid the book back into the shelf.
She held her hand on the shelf and turned to me, her left hand extended into the air, palms facing up, thumb in towards her pinky, fingers curled, and said, “You see, Sword-Girl,” adding a mocking emphasis. “People like you and Vengeance Machine and that little boy, you are natural slaves, your very morality is a slave morality. There is nothing in the world you seize for yourself. A person like Tiedemann… That stupid man, he thinks of himself as free because he’s free in spirit. But when he releases inventions like his 3D printer onto the Internet, that’s an enormous amount of value just… Cast to the wind.” She blows at her hand and splays her hand like she’s blowing dust into the air. “You look at me and I can see it in your eyes. That foolish and naive expectation that I should somehow feel bad at what I’ve done—child, do you know how many people die in a war? We kill babies at war, and do you think we think ourselves evil for doing so? No, indeed, we are required to do it, so when we do it, it’s good to kill those babies in the crossfire between buildings or however it must be done. So long as the end result is the same: the terror of our enemies. And so, please understand: I don’t feel bad about those two and I don’t feel bad about you. I feel good about it! I feel oh so good. You see, Selena, you stare at me in this dark void of a room expecting… Revelation. And I tell you this is the only revelation for you: you are only a tool, an offering before the altar of power. Beware… Stare long into the void… And the void becomes you.”
I was certainly tense with anger and confusion and disgust; part of me wanted to strike and yet another part of me just felt… Bad. For her, I mean. To be stuck with so sick a view, to be stuck in that void she spoke of, this false belief of her superiority, and her inability to see others and what they could possibly achieve. The mistaken belief in her vision. I felt a part of me say inside, NO—you will not pity the murderer! And I was surprised to find that the voice within me wasn’t the rage or the pain… It was the fear. And at that moment, I chose to set the fear aside. I remember that, even in her last moments, Mashhoodah was not moved to fear—defiance, yes, but Zach with his fear, poor Zach, he was moved to fall to his knees. You could be caught between two worlds and the same voice that demanded the strike could demand capitulation. At that moment, defiance and courage was not the will to kill. It meant to pity. To pity her for all she wasn’t. To pity her for all she couldn’t be and couldn’t know and couldn’t feel. As when a human remembers they’re not a lion facing a lamb, but a person observing a person, I pitied her for the void that defined her. GHOSTProtocols lifted a small image into the corner of my screen: a meme, an old marble bust of a Grecian bearded man, a quote attributed to some philosopher, Diogenes, but it was absolutely relevant so I quoted it back to her with a smile.
“The sun, too, shines light into a cesspool and is not itself polluted.” 
With that, she scowled. And pulled something out from the shelf, and came at me. 
Something matte was in her hand, barely visible in the dark. Looked long, not as long as the sword, but still a threat. I struck but she parried; I was surprised she managed it with such a short blade, and she lunged in, striking me in the face with her elbow. I brought my hands in, pulling the blade up over my head, edge up. She seemed to want to bring what was now clearly a knife in for a strike, but I’d cut off her access with the sword. Instead, she kneed me and, head still reeling from the strike, I found myself falling back against the wall. For a moment, my arms fell to my sides and she fell in, hand raised, striking down at my body. At that moment, I twitched, my hand angled, and the blade came up in front of me; and as she lunged forward, she lunged onto the sword through her stomach with a sharp gasp. The knife still came down, but staggered by the pain it missed me as she rammed the knife into the wall. She wailed in pain as she suddenly pulled back, the sword going with her, dragging me from the wall. There was blood that had burst through and painted my shirt; I grabbed the hilt of my sword with both hands, and in a moment of terror and horror, tried to pull it out of her, which caused her to make a horrific ourghhh noise. But between her falling back, her knees giving up on her, I had to let go, having only pulled the sword partially from her. I kept thinking, not like this, not like this! She fell back to the ground, bringing the sword with her, which stuck out of her like a spear in the gut of hunted prey, only now, I had wanted to renounce the hunt. Her head was lolling, black blood was starting to pool upon the concrete floor, and she was coughing and making a low, panicked swooning noise. I’d murdered her.
I was terror-stricken, I could hear shouts from downstairs; someone was calling in on the radio, “Audrey! What was that noise! We’re on our way!” I didn’t stick around; I bolted, I’d never run faster. And when I’d arrived at the balcony, I hurriedly attached the grappling hook to the balcony and I ran, I ran off into the night, I ran from the ghosts of the dead, I ran from all this dreary hell and I ran until I couldn’t run any more. I ran and I never came back. 
And that’s it. I didn’t stick around, I ditched nearly everything. And the first chance I could I got myself to the Mexican border and paid to be smuggled across. And here I’ve been ever since.
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Divide et Impera
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 02/17/2028 @11:15pm

The hardest thing about preparing for the coming fight has been unifying the community. There are so many little points of disagreement. And when I really look into it, I realize it’s actually manufactured… No different than when Audrey divided up the protest with those goons in order to set us up to fail; there’s this social poison that’s been spreading through social media and other outlets. A complex, multifaceted narrative which has an almost mathematical quality to it. As if… The information that everyone is being force-fed is meant to act like a fuel that pushes people in a direction. If only a direction of thought. 
Imagine a sphere, and a dividing line across the diameter of the sphere. And imagine a constellation of dots within the sphere. Imagine that there is a web of connections between all the dots, some across the diameter and some within, some straight across, others angled from the bottom of one side to the top of another or across any angles you wish. Some are green and some are greener than others, some are red and some are redder than others—representing points of agreement that are wrong or right. And imagine then someone is introducing a steady stream of information from outside the sphere, moving like a river through it, and each is designed to move the lines of agreement or disagreement. But they don’t move away without friction, like the segments of the old Opensync printer, the snapping away or adjoining of connections is creating these rotational forces upon the sphere. With the overall energy driving the one side of the sphere to spiral downward, and the other, upward in the opposite direction. But this sphere is one thing itself, being sheared by the contrary momentum, by the energy released in splitting all those relationships. Everyone who believes a truth believes a lie, and everyone who hates them for believing that lie believes a lie the other hates them over. As if to divide the community. As if in order to conquer it.
I re-read… Everything today. Ever since I was a child, I was just trying to find a new way to build. Everything around me was so… Fake. And when it was real? It was real bullshit. ’Till Tiedemann. And when he was right, he was right. When he was bullshit, he half-believed it himself. But there are so many people out there who get hooked, as if on heroin, on getting people to holler and move, sweat, jump, and guard. They start to feel like gods. A lot of people like my mom, they just shut up and shut down if not to start a fight. Letting power walk all over them. And then there are some who come halfway and get burned. You’ve got to be able to tell who is on your side and who is just using you. If they’re using you, they’re going to get you to do things that put you on the bad footing and weaken you. Same here… A community being persuaded to be at each other’s throats, not for their sake but for the sake of those who wanted them weak enough that, when it was time to take the poppy fields, they fucking took it. I’ve been given some kind of power, but I never took it, and I couldn’t care less about it. But they are giving it to me here because I care to put them on a strong footing and fight back those who want to compromise them, and instead, bring them together and build something enduring here for them. 
And that’s exactly what we’re going to do. We’re going to fight. No more passivity, no more looking the other way. No more fear for self. No more letting love and loss drive us to fear. Masshoodah would not want a broken heart to be my Achilles's Heel… She would want me to turn this around for them and to be everything that fake-wise politician ever wasn’t. So we’re doing this. There are a few thousand people that have agreed to take a stand. And we’ve been bringing resources together—it’s a lot to lose. But we’re making armour, weapons and software with which to take to the fight against these would-be drug enslavers.   
And like the old man said to—I’m going to open source it.
All of it.
What’s been breaking out across the world looks like this. Lots of people, little powermongers, shitty swaggering gods taking their little chances to stamp down people and build into it something that feeds their ego needs. The world is like a glass orb bursting into pieces, right now…
Have you been reading this blog? Flitting through? Enjoying it? Well—guess what.
Every IP my blog scraped over this past year and a bit is now transmitting the whole system we’re building. Thousands of IPs, screened well using the SIPS module I installed before I started this thing. And through the year? Tens of thousands of extending relations. And through them? Through them I will share to everyone means to liberate yourselves. And to resist the abuses that are coming.
You’re welcome. 
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Thanks, kid. 
Done good. Damn good.
	






The Wars to Come
Posted by xxSwordgurlxx 08/01/2028 @5:19am

First Argentina. Wars erupt, riots. Militaries are moving, criminals fighting. Cults rising, declarations of independence. Then here. But it isn’t isolated here. Pockets of outburst in Africa, Lithuania, along west-coast USA, up into the new Islands of former Canada. And it’s not like it’s all over opium, but… Clearly someone wants opium here. That’s why the fighting’s been so hard. But… I think something is happening that the warmongers didn’t anticipate, and that’s us. That’s the communities’ push-back. Those of us who don’t want to just be forced to be a movement, part of one more spiral of the wheel of power. It wasn’t easy to unify, but when a bunch of us decided to put aside the points that caused us all to bicker, we realized that all we had to agree was to care for each other and love each other and meet each other where we were. Simultaneously, to put they before what, us before I, so simultaneously, we could rule ourselves and not rule the other… And be together that way. When enough of us had the bravery to no longer look at people as belonging to a side from that narrative but rather that the narratives themselves were the poisoned, write for us to consume and in doing so, become poisoned. It became evident that what had been lacking in the information space was to distinguish poison from food. Not by the quality of the content or its ideological fuel, but by what emotions it tried to stir and what tactics it tried to get us to adopt. That at the end of the day how it made us regard each other and act towards each other was more important than whether or not the opinion was appropriate or what it signaled or whom it sided with. In no longer making it about each other, the petty regards of people, we could turn it around and make it about what the power was doing to us. And when we came together to strongly declare that we no longer wished to discuss the narratives or the premeditated points, to read the pre-scripted dialogues, to engage in the common conversational points we had been fed… It became infectious. We started to be able to tell apart the infiltrators among us because they were trying to consistently convince us to take up bad positions and antagonistic behaviors that only turned community against community so to serve the discord. No longer was whether you or I believed this or that the dividing line, even if they were contrary we decided that the only way to cohere was to accept that our views were ours to decide, and that we could only come back to dialogue, to the co-influencing dialogue when we were finally free to do so without a third party trying to command the flow of our relations towards conflict. So when the time came we could come together with a spirit to put abstract and universal principles—truth, goodness and rightness—before any other distinctions. And once we could finally be loyal to those things, instead of to party or colour, creed or state, religion or righteous cause… We’d be loyal to Truth and life and way.
So we set aside that which divided us, and we did not concede that leadership implied followers or rule. And we put the fight against those who would divide and destroy and use us first. Absolutely. 
Since then I’ve tasted the real fight. Not the petty thing we were set up to fail with. We got the suits working and tested and employed. And there were glitches, I can say, there was pain and there were losses. I lost people I loved, but… Not like I had, not in desperation. Not in isolation. When others have died, I’ve bled, and though there are hollow moments, there are moments of comradery. Those who fall as heroes into the dust are honored, and we take from their sacrifice a reason for our own risks. Because we know we are fighting for this place we call home. I am not from here. But this place has been more a home to me for the years I’ve been through than all the years in Phoenix, alone among strangers, where my best friends were holograms and programs and people I’d never met before. Here I found community and here I feel something worth fighting for. So that no one I ever lose I lose like Mashhoodah or Zach ever again. 
Sometimes you tune into the news and find that we’re grouped in as just another element in the drug terrorists movement—hah. Well, it became hard for them to explain after we took the poppy fields to the north how easy it was to retake them when we weren’t there, and why only ash remained… And that day when they did try we managed to throw their script to the wind like so many flaming blood-red petals and declare, “We, the Free Community of San Felipe Teotitlá, declare that the corrupt government and the mafia have been fighting over the poppy fields that we have a basic right to destroy! Never again shall we be slaves to drugs inside our minds! Never again shall we allow them to divide our communities along lines of mutual hate! The government fights to control the heroin trade! The mafia fights to control the heroin trade! Whatever money there is in it… We have decided, it is better to starve and die than live as a slave or to enslave others instead! We will rule ourselves, and we deny any and all who would sunder our communities for cash! Power is a wretched god, throw it to the dogs! We fight for a world in which power and politics are no longer needed and we need no one else to define our motives or methods or identities!”
The video is going viral. We were tactical, they couldn’t hold it back. There were too many instances in too many places, too many people catching wind of it.
I don’t care if they come to tell us the sky is blue or the world is round, if they use it to justify our mutual hatred then we reject the message, but keep the truth. I’ve come to realize in reflecting upon all these. Everything we went through.  All the discussions and comments… Technology is and has always been a force-multiplier for everything we think and feel. We are at times governed by passion or reason, and we are impelled by either to act through to whatever consequences. And our impassioned behavior usually leaves behind the worst of those consequences… I’ve come to realize that whenever I best used technology it was in a way which freed me to be creative and constructive. That whenever technology was destroying myself or others it was feeding our passions so that energy could be exploited from our frictions. Always by others. If money is a stake in energy, then when the stake is upon energy drawn from us, we are becoming mere objects, materials, fuels. A kind of food. Such is social cannibalism, to see humanity as a media to be goaded and prodded like so many horses and chariots, or ignited as if the has between political pistons to move the engines of the state along the routes of power and prestige. But if we realize that this power is within us and between us, we can liberate ourselves from this objectification, and instead, interlock the sources of our power, drag the gravity of political power down to our level, and cast aside those systems that reduce us to mere machines, tools to facilitate flow. If reason can prevail, we can intelligently design new systems from the fundamental place of self-rule and never again be mere system-slaves. But as we fight I cannot help but notice that even in the absence of a third party manipulating us into behavior that suits their needs, the very pressures of the fight, of death and pain and risk, drive passions, hatred, rage and fury. These things have their uses in the moment when necessary to push past fatigue, fear and the enemy force. So I can’t help but wonder… What will win out in the end? Wrath and rage and ruin? Or the more fundamental passions of reason? All I can say to you is in the end I hope reason finds its victory, that no longer will we be bound to the vanity of power mongers, the tyranny of warmongers and the lies of the ambitious and cruel. Well if in the end reason cannot prevail and we all die fighting… I can safely declare to the world… Fuck ’em! The bastards can kill us and can destroy us and torture us and cripple us. But we are in control of everything inside ourselves, and limits of our external control from there cannot be fully known.
_____________________________________________________________________________________
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