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For the women who came before,

The grandmother who could not vote, the mother who could not say, the aunts who knew, the sisters who tried. The named and the unnamed in the family line. The ones whose work I am still discovering, decades after they did it. Every line of this book has your hands in it.

For the women working now,

In rooms with children, in rooms with patients, in rooms with students, in rooms with each other. The mothers and not-mothers. The aunts and the godmothers. The teachers and the nurses and the lawyers and the friends. The ones who took the call at midnight. The ones who held the line when nobody was watching.

For the daughters yet to be,

Whoever they are, whatever they will be called. This book is a small attempt at honesty. I hope they read it one day and find it more useful than it is comforting.

With love,

J.J. Ramos
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J.J. Ramos writes about feminism, technology, and the systems that decide who counts.

Not in the language of the seminar.

Not in the cadence of the manifesto.

In the plain words a reader can carry back into her life.

Her work focuses on what feminism inherits when patriarchy stops being a law and starts being a model, and on what it costs a woman to live inside an architecture she did not design.

She approaches the subject as a translator between traditions. Feminist theory, family life, and machine learning rarely speak the same language. Her writing tries to make them meet.

Across her work, a consistent idea appears:

The next wave is not a metaphor.

It is a different fight, against a different shape of power, and it requires a different set of tools than the ones that won the last fight — and a different conversation between the women who fought it and the daughters who will inherit the result.

Code, Body, Power is her fourth book under the Ramos name, following The Next Wave: Feminism After the Algorithm, After Patriarchy, and What We Owe Our Daughters. Where those books name, argue, and reflect, this one hands the reader a method — three lenses to use on her own life.

Ramos's work does not try to comfort the reader.

It tries to clarify.

Because once you can see the architecture you are standing inside, you can decide which part of it to keep feeding.

You start choosing.

And that is where the real politics of the next decade begins.
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Why I Am Writing This Book
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Most books about women and technology are written to make you feel one of two things.

The first is excitement. Look at the women coding the new tools. Look at the founders. Look at the boards. The future is being made and we are at the table. This is true, in parts, and the parts where it is true matter.

The second is alarm. Look at the bias in the hiring model. Look at the deepfakes. Look at the post-Roe data trail. The future is being made against us. This is also true, in parts, and the parts where it is true also matter.

I have written, in different books, in both registers. I am writing this one in a different register.

I am writing this book because the women I know — friends, sisters, cousins, the ones I trade voice notes with at midnight, the ones who text me a screenshot and ask what do I do with this — are living inside an architecture none of them designed, and most of the available language for describing that architecture is either too soft or too sharp to be useful at the kitchen table.

They are told the algorithm is empowering them. They are told the algorithm is destroying them. They are told they should opt out. They are told they cannot opt out. They are told the AI will replace them. They are told the AI will free them.

So when the daughter cannot stop scrolling, when the dating app stops returning what it used to return, when the boss says the resume screener flagged a thing nobody can quite explain, when the comment section turns on the friend who said an honest thing — the women are unprepared. Not because they were not paying attention. Because they were trained for a different shape of fight.

This book exists to close that gap.

I want to hand the reader something specific and portable. Three lenses. Code. Body. Power. Not because the triad is original — it is not, and the canon I draw from will appear in these pages — but because the triad is usable. I want a woman to be able to read this book and, in the week that follows, look at the screen she is holding and the room she is sitting in and the chat she is in and see the three lenses already in motion.

I am writing this book because I am tired of two kinds of writing about women and tech. The first is the kind that tells the reader nothing she does not already feel. The second is the kind that tells her everything except what to do with the feeling.

I am not writing a manifesto.

I am writing a method.

A method is a humbler thing than an argument. It does not tell you what to believe. It hands you a way of looking, and trusts you to look.

This book is for the woman whose body has been doing the work of noticing for years, and who has not yet had a name for what she has been noticing. The thirty-something who knows the feed is doing something to her sister's marriage and cannot quite say what. The forty-something who knows the hiring software is sorting her interns in ways the interns cannot see. The fifty-something who knows the granddaughter is being raised by a recommendation engine and is waiting for someone to say the obvious thing out loud.

This is the obvious thing said out loud.

Code reaches the body. The body is the site of power. Power decides which code gets written.

Once you can see it, you can decide what to do with it.

That is what this book is for.
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Chapter 1: The Architecture She Did Not Choose
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❦

She is awake before the alarm. The room is still dim, the blackout curtain doing what it was sold to do, and there is a slice of street-lamp orange along the seam of the window that she has stopped noticing the way you stop noticing a freckle. She lies on her left side, the side she always lies on, and listens to the building settle: the upstairs neighbor's footsteps crossing toward the bathroom, the radiator that hums even in June, the small mechanical click of the fridge cycling on in the kitchen. For a few seconds she is just a woman in a bed in a city, breathing. Then her hand goes, without instruction, to the nightstand. The phone is there because the phone is always there. She picks it up before she has decided to pick it up. The screen lights her face. The day begins.

This is the first thing the book wants you to notice. Not the phone itself. The reach for it. The way her arm moved before her thoughts did, the way her body has been trained, over years of small repetitions, to perform a gesture that nobody taught her on purpose. She used to wake up and look out the window. She used to wake up and lie there for a minute. Now she wakes up and her hand goes to the nightstand, and on the nightstand is a rectangle that has been engineered, with extraordinary care, by people she will never meet, to make sure that her first conscious act of the day is to open it.

She is thirty-four. She lives alone, in an apartment she pays slightly too much for, in a neighborhood that used to be cheaper. She works at a small marketing firm that sits one floor above a bank. She has a sister in another city and a mother who calls on Sundays and a friend group she met mostly through one specific friend who has since moved away. She has, in the cabinet above the sink, a multivitamin she takes most mornings, a melatonin she takes most nights, and a tube of retinol she was told would change her life and has not yet, though she keeps using it. She has, on her phone, forty-six apps. She uses, regularly, about eight of them. The other thirty-eight sit on the second screen in a folder called More that she opens once a month to delete one and re-download a different one. This is who she is. This is who many of us are. I am writing about her because I am writing about us.

The phone, picked up, shows her a notification from a calendar app she does not remember installing. The notification reminds her that a friend's birthday is tomorrow. She has not bought anything. She makes a small mental note that she will mostly forget. She swipes the notification away. A second notification, from her bank, says her credit card was charged for a streaming subscription she meant to cancel three months ago. She swipes that one away too. A third notification, from a delivery app, says a meal kit she signed up for during a particularly busy week six months ago has shipped again. She did not order it. The auto-reorder is, somewhere in her settings, on. She makes another mental note. She will forget this one too. She has not yet sat up in bed. The room is still dim. She has already made three small choices that were not choices, because three small notifications arrived without her asking and required, each, a swipe of her thumb. The day is one minute old. Her thumb is tired.

I want to spend a beat here, because this is where the book starts, in the gap between a thing she chose and a thing she did. She chose, presumably, to have a phone. She chose, presumably, to download the apps. She chose, at some point, to leave the phone on the nightstand instead of across the room. But she did not choose, in any meaningful way, the architecture of the screen she is now looking at, the order in which the notifications stack, the size of the swipe gesture, the haptic buzz that will arrive when she opens a particular app, the slight delay before the next item loads that is designed to keep her thumb moving. Those decisions were made for her, by people in rooms she will never enter, working from objectives that do not include her wellbeing as a primary variable. They include her attention. They include her engagement. They include the probability that she will, in the next ninety seconds, open the app where the ads live. Her wellbeing is a downstream consideration, if it is a consideration at all.

She does not think about any of this. She just opens the app where the ads live.

It is the feed she opens first, the one her friends are on, the one that knows her best. It opens to a video of a woman about her age standing in a kitchen, talking about morning routines. The woman has good light. The woman has a counter that is clean in the way kitchens in videos are clean and kitchens in life are not. The woman is wearing a soft, cream-colored set of loungewear, the kind she has been served ads for three times this month. The woman says something about discipline. The woman says something about hormones. The woman holds up a glass jar of something green and says, with the practiced cheer of someone who has said it eighty times, that this is what changed her life. The video ends. The next one begins. She has not moved her thumb. She has not asked for any of this. The system has decided, based on a thousand small signals it has collected without her quite agreeing to it, that this is the morning content most likely to keep her here. The system is correct. She is still here.

The light in the room is changing. Outside, the city has begun to make its sounds: a delivery truck, a dog, the bus on the avenue. She has not noticed. She is in the kitchen on the screen, with the cream-colored loungewear, with the green jar. She is being shown, in a way she has not consented to and could not, if asked, fully describe, what a woman is supposed to be doing at 6:47 a.m. on a Tuesday in the spring of the present decade. She did not order this lesson. The lesson arrived. The lesson is now part of her morning. The morning is no longer hers.

She finally sits up.

* * *
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BY THE TIME SHE HAS finished the first cup of coffee, a handful of decisions have been made for her, by systems she did not vote for, and she has made a handful in return without realizing that she did. I want to walk through them, in order, because the inventory matters. The book will spend a lot of time on each of these systems in the chapters that follow, but here, in the first chapter, the point is the sum: not any one of them, but all of them, stacked on top of each other inside the first ninety minutes of one ordinary woman's ordinary day.

The first decision was the order of the feed. She thinks the feed is what is happening. The feed is not what is happening. The feed is what an algorithm has decided is most likely to keep her watching. Of the millions of small moments uploaded by other women in the last twenty-four hours, the system selected a particular set for her, based on patterns it has learned from her, and from women it has decided are like her. It did not show her the friend who posted about her grandmother's funeral. It did not show her the cousin who is starting a new job. It showed her the woman in the kitchen, because the woman in the kitchen is, by the system's calculation, more likely to make her watch a second video, and a third, and the system gets paid for the second and the third. The funeral and the new job do not move the number. So the funeral and the new job do not appear. Her friends are still her friends. The feed has decided which ones of them she gets to be friends with, this morning, at this hour, for the eleven minutes she is in it.

The second decision was the price of the toothpaste. She brushes her teeth with a brand she has bought for years, except last month the brand quietly changed the size of the tube without changing the price, and the price-per-ounce in her bathroom has gone up by something she would notice if she did the math, which she does not. She thinks of the toothpaste as a constant. It is not a constant. It is a variable that has been changed on her, slowly, by a company that knew, from research she will never see, exactly how much she would not notice. Her morning has a small inflation in it she did not negotiate. There is one of these in the shampoo. There is one of these in the deodorant. There is one of these, almost certainly, in the coffee. The morning is more expensive than it was last year. The morning does not feel more expensive, because the systems that set the prices have been careful, the way a good thief is careful.

The third decision was the song she did not choose. She has, in the kitchen, a small speaker she likes. She tells it to play something good. The speaker has been listening to her for two years and has decided what something good means: a particular kind of acoustic, slightly female-voiced morning music, which it has selected from a catalog that pays its corporate owner less than the catalog the speaker has not selected. The song is fine. The song is, in fact, lovely. The song is also a small piece of a market decision that has been made on her behalf, about which artists are now profitable and which are not, and the song is here in her kitchen because that market decided. She hums along. She did not pick it. She does not know she did not pick it.

The fourth decision was the route to work. She walks to the train. The train app, the one she uses to time her departure, has shown her one route. There is another route. The other route is twelve minutes longer but goes through a small park she likes. The app does not know she likes the park. The app knows minutes. The app shows her minutes. She has, over the last year, slowly stopped going through the park, because the app keeps suggesting the other way, and the other way feels, by virtue of being suggested, like the obvious choice. She has not noticed that she no longer goes through the park. Her year has thirty fewer mornings in the park than her last year did. The park did not move. She moved, in the way a thumb moves when it has been trained.

The fifth decision was the dress. She is not wearing the dress yet, but she has chosen it, and she chose it last night while half-watching the same kind of video that is now playing in her bedroom on the bedside speaker she forgot to turn off. The dress is a kind of dress she did not own three years ago. She did not seek out the dress. The dress was suggested to her, by another app, fifteen times across two months, in increasingly accurate sizes, until she clicked on the dress, and the dress arrived, and she put the dress in her closet. She likes the dress, mostly. The dress is a small piece of an aesthetic she did not, three years ago, hold. The aesthetic has slowly become hers. The aesthetic was not. The aesthetic was someone's, somewhere, and the system that brought it to her did so because that aesthetic, when bought by enough women, produced enough revenue that the system was rewarded for finding more women to bring it to. She is in the cohort. She did not know she was joining a cohort.

The sixth decision was the article she will read on the train. She does not know yet which article she will read on the train. The article has already been chosen. A news app she opens every morning has, by 7:14 a.m., decided which three stories to put at the top of her morning feed. The three stories will not include the local-government story that affects her commute, because the local-government story does not generate the engagement metrics the app needs. The three stories will include an opinion piece about whether women should be ambitious, an outrage piece about a person she has never heard of who said a thing she will be invited to disagree with, and a wellness piece about a supplement. She will read at least two of them. She will arrive at work slightly tireder than she would have arrived if she had read the local-government story instead. She will not connect the tiredness to the apps. The connection is not part of the design.

The seventh decision was the man she might have dated. This one is harder to see and the book will spend a whole chapter on it later, so for now I will only sketch it. She has, on her phone, a dating app. She has not opened it this morning, but she opened it yesterday, and the app has, in the night, refined its understanding of who she might say yes to next. It has done this based on the men she swiped on, and the men her friends swiped on, and the men women it considers similar to her swiped on. There is a man in another part of the city she would, if introduced at a party, like enormously. The app will not show him to her. The app has calculated that he is slightly out of the demographic band she has, by her swipes, established as her band, and the app would rather show her three men inside the band than one man slightly outside it, because the inside-the-band men produce more swipes per minute. The man at the party she will never go to remains, in her life, a man she will never meet. The app has narrowed her future on her behalf. The narrowing is invisible. The narrowing is the entire product.

I could go on. I could count, into the dozens, the small decisions that have been made for her between waking and 9 a.m. The thermostat. The bank fee. The autoplay that delivered the second video and the third. The job opening she did not see because the platform decided she was not a fit. The recommendation, in the moment she searched for something else, of the thing she did not need. The small choices, in aggregate, are not small. They are the shape of her morning. They are, increasingly, the shape of her life. And almost none of them were chosen by her in any sense she would, if pressed, defend as choice.

There is a particular sleight here that I want to name, because it is the sleight the entire architecture depends on. The systems are very good at offering her something that looks like choice while removing the conditions that would let the choice be real. She can pick any song. She is picking from a catalog she did not assemble. She can swipe on any man. She is swiping through a deck she did not deal. She can read any article. She is reading from a top three someone else ranked. The verbs are still hers. The verbs are the part she sees. What she does not see is the noun the verbs are acting on, because the noun was assembled before she woke up. Pick and choose and swipe are still her words. Catalog and deck and top three are someone else's. She is using her words on someone else's nouns and is being asked to call the combination freedom. It is a kind of freedom. It is not the kind she would have invented for herself.

The architecture is the word I want to leave you with. She is moving through an architecture. She did not draw it. She did not approve the blueprint. She does not, in the ordinary course of a Tuesday, look up at the architecture, because that is not how architecture works: you do not look up at the walls of the room you are in, you live in the room. The architecture is the room. And the room she is in this morning, and the room you are in this morning, was built by people who were optimizing for things that are not her, and not you, and the things they were optimizing for have, by a series of small accumulations, become the texture of her ordinary day.

I am not trying to scare her. I am not trying to scare you. She is fine. She gets to work on time. She has her coffee. She likes her dress, mostly, and the song was, in fact, lovely. The point of this chapter is not to indict the morning. The point is to make the morning visible. The morning has, for a long time, been invisible to itself. The book is an attempt to give it back its outline.

* * *
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SO WHAT IS THIS BOOK.

I want to be careful here because I have read a lot of books about women and technology and most of them are one of three kinds, and I do not want to write any of those three kinds, and I want to tell you, before you get any further, what I am instead trying to do.

The first kind is the policy book. The policy book treats the problem as a regulatory problem. It says: the algorithms have biases, the platforms have monopolies, the data collection is excessive, and here are the bills that should be passed. The policy book is often correct. It is also, for the woman on the train reading it on her phone, slightly useless. She is not going to write the bill. She is not going to attend the committee hearing. By the time the regulation arrives, if it arrives, the architecture will have moved. The policy book leaves her, on the page, with a problem she did not create and cannot personally solve, and the gap between the size of the problem and the size of her agency in it is the gap she closes by putting the book down.

The second kind is the memoir. The memoir tells one woman's particular story of running into one particular system, and being damaged by it, and finding her way back. The memoir is often beautiful. It is also, by virtue of being one woman's, hard to use for any woman whose story is not the same shape. The memoir is a witness. The book on the train is sometimes a memoir. The reader closes it moved, and a little ashamed of the comparison, and the next morning she opens the feed again, because the memoir did not give her a frame, it gave her a friend, and the frame is what she needed for the feed.

The third kind is the theory book. The theory book uses the right vocabulary. It cites the right thinkers. It says surveillance capitalism, and posthuman, and cyborg, and it traces the lineage of these terms with care. The theory book is what people who teach the policy book and write the memoir are reading. The theory book is, for the reader on the train, a wall she cannot get over. She knows the wall is full of things she would, if she could reach them, be helped by. She cannot reach them. The vocabulary is built for the room the writer was writing in, and the room is not the train.

I have been on the train. I have read all three kinds of books on the train. I have learned things from each of them. I have also closed each of them, at one point or another, with the feeling that the book did not, in any practical sense, sit next to me afterward. The book did its thing on its own page. The morning continued without it.

This book is trying to do something else. It is trying to be a method.

Not a method in the engineering sense, where you turn a crank and a number comes out. A method in the older sense: a way of looking. A set of glasses you can put on and take off. Three lenses you can hold up, one at a time, to the morning in your room and the year in your life, and see things you could not see before. The book is not telling you what to do. The book is helping you see the thing you would have to be doing something about. What you do about it is yours.

I am writing this for women in their twenties through fifties who came of age inside the digital public and are now living inside the algorithmic one. I am writing for women who can feel the architecture without being able to name it. I am writing for women who are tired of the empowerment poster and tired of the doom loop and would like, instead, an honest accounting of what is happening to them, and to the daughters in their lives, and to their own bodies, in the present decade. I am writing, also, for the men who love these women and would like to read alongside them. I am not writing only for women. I am writing primarily for them.

I am not writing a manifesto. I am not writing a how-to. I am not writing a takedown of any single platform, because by the time the book is in your hand the platform will have changed its name or its policy or its owner, and the criticism, hung on the platform's name, will date. The systems I am writing about will outlast the names. The names are the costumes the systems are wearing this season. The systems are the body underneath.

I am also, I should say, not writing an argument that technology has been bad for women. I do not believe that. Technology has, in many of the most important ways of the last forty years, been catastrophically good for women, in the sense of making more lives possible. The women in my own family who, two generations ago, would have had no way out of a violent marriage, now have a phone, a job in a city they could move to, and a network of people they can text from a bathroom in the middle of the night. The technologies I am writing about are not the enemy of the women I am writing for. They are the medium in which those women now live. The book is not about whether the medium is good. The book is about what the medium is doing, and what we have to learn to see clearly inside it, because we are not going back outside of it. We live here now. The question is whether we will live here as tenants who can describe the building, or as occupants who never learned to look up.

I should be honest about one more thing. I am a person writing this book, and I have a particular body and a particular life and a particular set of experiences inside the architecture, and I am not going to pretend that this book was assembled from a neutral vantage. I have spent a lot of my own hours inside the feeds I am about to write about. I have been served the loungewear ad. I have bought the dress. I have, on more than one Tuesday, taken thirty minutes to get out of bed because of a video I did not ask for and could not stop watching. The book is not written from above the room. The book is written from inside it. I am writing it with the same thumb I have been training, for years, to do the swipe. That is part of why I think I can be useful here. I am not a visitor.

What this book is not, finally, is gentle. I have tried to be honest, which is sometimes the same thing as being gentle and sometimes the opposite. There are pages in the chapters ahead where I will name things I would, in other contexts, leave unnamed. There are pages where the woman on the train, or the girl on her bed, or the mother at the kitchen table, will recognize herself in a way she may not enjoy. I am not writing to flatter the reader. I am writing to keep her company. The two are not the same. A friend who only flatters is not a friend you would tell the hard thing to. The book is trying to be the other kind.

What you owe the book, in return, is patience. You will not agree with every chapter. You may, in places, want to throw the book across the room. Throw it. Pick it up. Keep reading. The argument, such as it is, is cumulative. By the last chapter the three lenses will have done their work, and the morning, when you go back to it, will look different. That is the most I am promising. A morning that looks different.

A few words, also, on what I am leaning on. I am writing in a tradition. Adrienne Rich taught a generation of us how to look at the difference between an experience and the institution wrapped around the experience. Audre Lorde taught us that silence will not protect us and that the work of naming is itself political. Donna Haraway, back in the mid-eighties, told us that the boundary between the woman and the machine was already porous and was going to keep going. Ruha Benjamin, more recently, has insisted that the seemingly neutral systems we are now living inside carry, in their math, the prejudices of the world that wrote them. Rebecca Solnit has shown what it looks like to write feminist essays for a general reader without losing either the seriousness or the warmth. Jia Tolentino has shown how to write about the internet from inside it, with neither hysteria nor indifference. I am leaning on all of them. I am not going to make a show of citing them in every chapter. They are in the bones of how I think. Where their thinking does specific work, I will name them. The rest of the time I am writing as a person who learned from them and is trying, in my own particular decade, to extend the line they started.

* * *
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SO: THE THREE LENSES. Code, body, power. Let me give you the working definitions now, because the rest of the book will lean on them, and they are simple enough that you can hold them in your head without writing anything down.

Code is the first lens. By code I do not mean only the literal lines of software, though I do mean those too. By code I mean the engineered architecture the woman moves through: the feed, the recommendation, the matching, the moderation, the price, the route, the dress, the song. All of these are, in the present decade, produced by code. The code was written by people. The people were paid by companies. The companies were chasing objectives. The objectives were not, primarily, her flourishing. The first lens lets her see the engineered shape of her day. When she puts the lens on, the morning stops looking like weather and starts looking like a building. Once you see the building, you cannot un-see it. You can still walk through it. You will walk through it differently.

Body is the second lens. Code, in the present decade, does not stop at the screen. It reaches the body. The filter that smooths her skin in the photograph is also, slowly, smoothing what she thinks her skin should look like in the bathroom mirror, and from there it is reaching toward the dermatologist's office, and the surgeon's office, and the small chronic question of whether her face is, as she has it, acceptable. The cycle tracking app that she opened to know when her period would come is now, in some database she does not have a key to, a record of her fertility that other people can read. The dating app that decides who she meets is shaping who she sleeps with, and what kind of intimacy she has time for, and how loneliness sits in her chest at the end of a day. The body, which she experiences as the most private thing she has, is the place the code arrives at. The second lens lets her see that arrival. The body is not the opposite of the screen. The body is the screen's downstream.

Power is the third lens. Code reaches the body, and the body, in turn, is where power lives. By power I do not mean only governments and corporations, though I do mean those. By power I mean who gets to make decisions about whose body, in which room, on what terms. The body at work — the on-camera, on-call, optimized body that earns money in front of a metric. The body in the comment section, named or unnamed, defended or attacked. The body in the hiring algorithm, scored before the résumé is read. The body in the post-Dobbs database, legible to strangers in ways it was not before. The body in the pile-on, the body in the platform-mediated wage, the body in the moderation decision that said her speech could not appear. Power is what decides, in each of these rooms, whose body counts and whose body waits. The third lens lets her see the rooms in which her body is being counted. Once she sees the rooms, she has a choice about which rooms she enters. She did not have that choice before, because she did not know the rooms existed.

The three lenses nest. Code reaches the body. The body is the site of power. Power, in turn, decides which code gets written, and the loop closes. They are not separate questions. They are three angles on the same question, which is the question this book is trying to help her ask: what is being done with my life, by whom, on what terms, and what would I have to know to answer back.

I am not promising her, or you, that putting on the lenses will make the architecture go away. The architecture will not go away. The morning will, tomorrow, still begin with the phone on the nightstand, and the feed will still serve the woman in the kitchen, and the dress in the closet will still be the dress she chose without quite choosing. The lenses do not remove the room. They show her the room. What she does with the showing is the rest of her life.

She is at her desk now. The morning is over. The coffee is finished, the train was on time, the article she read was the one the app picked, the dress she is wearing is the dress the feed sold her, the friend whose birthday is tomorrow has not been bought a gift, and the man at the party she will not go to is, in a database somewhere, still being calculated. She is fine. She is, by every available measure, fine. She has, by the standards of her own grandmother, an unimaginable life. She has agency her grandmother did not have. She has a job, an income, an apartment of her own, a phone that connects her to nearly any person she has ever met. She has, also, a building she has been walking through for years without seeing it. The building is what we are about to look at.

I want you to picture her, one last time, before this chapter ends. She is at her desk. She has not yet opened her email. She is holding her phone in her left hand, and the screen is dark, because she has, in a small unconscious gesture, turned it face down on the desk while she settles in. The room she is in is bright. The chair is fine. The day, technically, has not started, because the email has
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