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  Definition:

In the year of 20XX, after the obvious shortcomings in the political leadership of all kinds in cases of emergency, they began to look for alternatives. The proposed solution was a new government control system, with cyclical redundancy, decentralized, autarkic, multipurpose and auditable by all parties involved. The project, whose purposes were both supervision and advice to the leaders, and which had the full support of experts around the globe, as well as popular approval; was later known as:

POLYPTICON


  File No. I: Chat

—Lucifuge says: Bullshit. The very concept of a watchdog organism turns my stomach just as much as idiots who can defend a system based on perpetual surveillance. Nobody ever really watches. It's another impossible verification illusion. Only those with the specific skills, means and knowledge can audit such a thing. What then remains for all the rest? To trust blindly.

—MaratPierre says: As sheep and cows trust those who raise them, and then by extension, the butcher.

—Starshy says: The alternative, then, is not controlling at all. Chaos, supremacy of the strongest, come on, what humanity has tried for millennia without success. It seems to me that you are not thinking clearly.

—Keats says: You have to confess some postmodernist beauty in such an idea. Creation and destruction, boom and bust. The human in the long run is always momentary.

—MaratPierre says: It would make sense if we lived for millennia. In the human world, great changes, if wanted to be seen during one's own life, must be sought. They won't rain from the sky.

—Lucifuge says: The problem is to discern if the change that is taking place is positive or not. You can also go backwards for a bad decision, history is full of such cases.

—MaratPierre says: History is full of dead people who do not have to live with the consequences of their acts, cowardice and mistakes.

—Starshy says: Oh, here we go again! How strange that someone is taking things so seriously.

—Lucifuge says: Forgive us mortals who cannot have the will or courage to defeat the control systems that ensnare us. You like to punish the victim.

—Starshy says: To top it off, another madman echoes the first ...

—MaratPierre says: Posterity does not accept half measures. If you don't want to be treated like an idiot mass, you don't have to behave like one.

—Lucifuge says: For that, first of all it is necessary to realize that one is being massified. If the control system is too perfect, if its tentacles are strong or subtle enough to break, or it can be hidden from view, can there be rebellion?

Sending message

—ERROR—




Lucifuge has disconnected



This shitty chat keeps leaving me out at the best of times. Bah, it's never a good time with those two. One does not understand anything or want to do it at all, the other is a complete extremist who lives in the unreality of his impossible delusions. They have no idea what all of this change can mean for the fragile societies we live in.

The social contract, the only tool to tame the masses, undergoes a special risk when it is ignored. When instead of treating citizens as thinking entities, they are pigeonholed as factors of an equation or calculable vectors of a force. If the rumors are true, or barely have some sort of truth only a select few will be able, or mostly us rather, understand for sure the level of intrusion, security and surveillance that such a system or program implies.

And that if they let us get our hands on it. Although we tend to find the way. There always is. It's all a matter of weighing risks, having the technique and outperforming the experts on the opposing side. That there is no completely secure system, it is an indisputable reality. But it is also true that for this, they have summoned some of the best in each field.

Reason that generates a tremendous unease in me, which in fact made it impossible for me to respond to the invitation so far: That more than to contribute, could be to have the largest number of experts lined and under control. Both those of that serve the project, as well as the others that can put obstacles in the way. Which one of them am I? Not sure yet Nor do I think it is exclusively my decision.

On the other hand, a part of me, like that of many other colleagues in the same situation, cannot help feeling intrigued, invited in every way to participate in the experiment, the program. Even if it is to form a kind of dissent that they may consider controlled, when in reality we will play our own cards. The real issue will be figuring out whether the game is rigged from the start. I suppose it is the logical fear of being both among peers, and in direct contact with people who are a reference to the environment.

The only way to make it even possible, from an ethical point of view, is for it to be as plural and open as it should be. If we, the knowledgeables from the darkness of the Internet, are not to audit, then we would be the first to criticize and destroy. The play seems intelligent: Dissidence feels included and therefore remains tied, made a working part. It is the idea that disgusts me of all this collaboration that is not such, but coerced. But digital dummies, who ignore the ways of code and hack like those two in the chat, will never understand. Because although I appreciate them, they totally lack the means, knowledge and expertise to get it.

The worst part? That more than 99% of society falls into that category, being generous. Not even those of us who can call ourselves connoisseurs, are in fact. We only play our instrument in a much larger orchestra. They no longer exist or rather, there are no those old programmers left, who were there since the birth of computing. The ones who are still present have interests just as unspeakable as the rest. Another reason to doubt each and everyone, including oneself, as well as of a collaboration to create a perfect surveillance and control instrument. Mathematically flawless and backed by the sharpest brains of an era. The gates of real technocracy, or a new kind of cyber dictatorship? I have not finished deciding yet. If the rest of the team accepts, it is not that I have much choice but to accompany them. Should send a couple of messages. To begin organizing both tasks and ideas what can come. It is not an everyday thing, after all, to plan and carry out the most powerful instrument of government in history. No one can afford another Taipei.

—Connecting—



—Keats says: It's a shame indeed. The others have already left. You were offline for a long time. Something happened?

—Lucifuge says: Nothing, the server continues to have a hatred for me from time to time. It's very weird but I think I'm the only one suffering that so often.

—Keats says: You didn't miss much. They left for a lack of theme, coherence and mutual sympathy. You can certainly imagine it very well.

—Lucifuge says: I'm also going to leave then, it's already late and I have other things in mind. It would be pointless.

—Keats says: I understand. Although to be honest I wanted to ask about something in particular that we had been talking about, if it is not a bother.

—Lucifuge says: Go ahead, as far as I can answer.

—Keats says: I'm not the best one to be able to get a real perspective, or to assimilate from the technical point of view everything you tell me. But, listening to how they debated, I realized that, that I don't have the baggage, vocabulary or mentality nor the experience to even keep up.

—Lucifuge says: Tremendous introduction.

—Keats says: My point is, if you, an expert in the field, are concerned about rumors of a codified and computerized system, by logic I should also worry even more. From complete ignorance on all technical part, is it as dangerous as you say, can it go wrong?

—Lucifuge says: Your ignorance is not so complete, because at least you know what you ignore. You comprehend that it is beyond your understanding and intrigues you. The thing is, there are such few people like that. Therein lies the real risk. I still can't give you an answer to your questions, but for the good of all, I will have to give them soon, and see that they are positive. That being said, I will leave, we read each other soon.

—Keats says: Bye, and thanks.

—Signing Out—

—Offline—

If the most sane is the one who knows the least... Anyway. Recess is over, time to put on your work boots.

—Connecting to Remote Server—

Autoconfig

—Custom:

VPN—Check

Proxy—Check

Fake MACAdress—Check

Virtual Environment VuMachine—Check

Ghost IP—Check, set toOmsk, Russia.

Flush old data—Check

Firewall Permission

—Entering the Server—

Welcome Back Commander

Aggregate report of the session: It is known and public knowledge that, due to the murmurs about the project on everyone's lips, some members of the team behind this site were contacted. As a neutral entity in professional and / or ethical deliberations and commitments, we declare ourselves independent of the decision that the participants may make. The moral and contractual repercussions of the case in question are left to each individual. This frees them from any kind of obligation when it comes to disseminating results, presenting ideas or exposing specific problems to the rest of the community. Which would not object or insist on anything.

In other words, we are not their mothers to go around cleaning their asses, asking them to wear sweaters, or telling them what to do. However, on a personal note—although being faithful with the thoughts from the rest of the team—I must say that they would do well and be wise to take care of their data and not open their mouths too much about what they are not 100% sure of making public. You never know who is watching and if something does go wrong, believe me the ship is not going to sink with you.

Sincerely,

—Staff The Crib—

—Private message to: Ch13f

Wow, you didn't have to be so obvious. Don't worry mommy, I'm going to take care of myself as it should be.

—Ch13f: Thanks to the universe around us, not everything revolves around you, but it wouldn't be a bad idea for you to take care of yourself either.

—Wow, what a great honor, I find you connected and everything.

—Ch13f: Are you kidding me? These days it is almost impossible to be offline.

—This whole thing is a terrible headache.

—Ch13f: That's nothing. The real problem comes from the winds and blows it generates. The whole community is talking about it.

—Yes, goodbye confidentiality. It was expected but not that it happened so fast. It also seems clear that there are one or more rats that do not know how to keep their mouths closed even for their own good. Did you access the invitation site?

—Ch13f: At the very moment that I set up security to do it.

—That must have been quick. Anything of interest, anyone?

—Ch13f: Same old wolves, a couple of new nerds from a moth-eaten college textbook. Nobody of relevance. It is quite similar to the forum we have, but with an overwhelming security system.

—Did you try to hack it?

—Ch13f: I'm good, but I'm not stupid. In fact, one thing goes very hand in hand with the other.

—Curiosity killed the cat. And has imprisoned more than one. All this stuff has me very uneasy.

—Ch13f: You are not alone. Most of the time, these people find themselves on the opposite ideological and ethical path, but if they have summoned us it must be for something very big.

—Or to keep us even more under control, busy with junk code and tracking what we do.

—Ch13f: That paranoia is very justified in this context. But inaccurate. The reality is that if they wanted to, they could as well use other means. Other entities and organisms. Not something that should be of great concern to the average Omsk resident. By the way, what a lack of respect, do you really have to keep entering the site with so much masking?

—I don't mean to offend, just not to lose discipline.

—Ch13f: We are about to enter, voluntarily, the most ambitious and largest joint project in history, with geniuses of all kinds. And you worry about being tracked. Who did you kill?

—I can't disclose that information. You know too much for your own good.

—Ch13f: And I've already been chatting too much without getting anywhere. I will send you data later, and hope to see you after on the project page. Despite your persecutory delusions, people with your knowledge are necessary in something like that.

—That's what I'm afraid of. Although I still don't really know why.

—Ch13f: Like everyone else, to be honest. Rest soldier.

—Aye-aye, Captain.


  File No. II: Starshy

—Lucifuge has disconnected—

—Starshy says: There he goes again. It's been happening too often to him lately.

—MaratPierre says: Especially for someone who knows a lot about technology and connections. Although I have my doubts.

—Keats says: From the little I can understand, his level of ken seems unquestionable. He is the most versed from all of us in his field.

—Starshy says: Hey! I also have my merits in what I do.

—MaratPierre says: We already know that, in fact it's one of the reasons we're here, isn't it?

—Keats says: It's not my case, but I share what was said. Nobody sails to these shores by chance.

—Starshy says: Speaking of which, there are issues I need to attend to. Greet the important man for me, but do not tell him that I called him that way.

—Keats says: Done.

Leaving

Starshy has logged out

Issues is a very colorful, nice way of calling it. It is work, pure and hard, that does not let me rest even for a second. Notifications keep coming in and even if I try not to look at them, there they are, in the corner of my eye, threatening my stability. There can be no peace when there are things to do and for a long time already, there always are.

Complex to explain how something so loved can feel, at times and depending on the occasion, a nuisance. I would like to stay talking with my friends, in a group where I can feel among equals. Or at least where the sense of preponderance is not so great. Or where they don't praise every word I say, even ignoring me for getting into their useless discussions about politics. Feels like...

I suppose there is nothing I can do. Sometimes to catch what you want to eat, you have to go to other coasts, other lakes, different rivers. At least fishing always pays me off, I think I should be grateful instead of questioning so much.

You have 15 missed calls

See 247 other notifications

They have been calm, subtle today. Rare that it does not exceed 1000 notifications. Still, few have real value. Most are just old contacts, uninteresting content spams, and proposals that, in all honesty, aren't worth the time I can take to reject them. Here's something interesting, or well, it remains to be seen.

Agent-E voice message

Play

—Dear! I can't understand why sometimes you disappear like this out of nowhere, and without leaving a trail to follow. Are you trying to avoid me? It's understandable that my intensity leaves you a bit uneasy, but you know it's with the best of intentions. For both, I must add. Are you hiding from someone else? Hmm, any new hunk, love interest in your diva-in-disgust life? Ha, as if that could happen without me finding out first, even before yourself! Anyway, we have to get in touch, I hate these archaic messages, outdated, having other more modern possibilities. Since I know you won't even give me the space to say it, I'll make you take the bait from now on: Three new clients, reviews, free marketing and link building at zero cost. Gifted positioning. I know, I am the best, but rest assured that it is not easy to put up with those damn interested parties without having you in person to conquer them with your charisma. After all, I am not the star! Yes, you don't have to say it, life is not fair nor does it make sense. Kisses, I have to go, a call just came in and I do answer them. Au revoir.

Despite his immense false security and forced mannerisms, learned from a life in the media, I have to admit that he knows how to put a smile on my face. Especially that last part. Because beyond the complaints, I am here for the success that I have managed to generate. And I remain in relevance because of the taste, the acquired and chosen need that I have to achieve it. Unlike the rest of my colleagues, what I sell is not specialized knowledge, expertise or odd ability. I sell my person, a smile, opinion and closeness that I knew how to build with the people who follow me. Be all these things real or acted.

I can't complain, but I can't give it more importance than it has, neither. It's a job after all, one I managed to create around me. With people as quaint as this conceited fool, or as many more. Which reminds me, I have to pay more attention to my personal networks. I'm afraid of the idea of people starting to see me as a distant, synthetic, unattainable star. A product, beyond that deep down, I am one. Speaking of which...

Incoming Augmented Reality Video Conferencing

—Do not pick up, simulate disconnection. You have to let them know how to wait, even if you have the time. As a friend would said, the principle of scarcity, you want what you don't have. Open Important Messages and Preferred.

Opening Preferential and Important

Press Release—Coffee Review

Criticism of Madness—On Your Request

Adopt a tree and save an ecosystem!—Weekly report of your tree

Invitation of the Permanent Council for Joint Human Effort

*Incoming* Agent-E is recording a voice message

Play

—For devil's sake and the whole hell around him, I have potential clients treating me as useless because you rejected them. Can the beautiful princess deign to stand before the commoners of the world?

—Enable voice response: She can, I've got everything coldly calculated.

— I don’t doubt about the coldness part. Although it's good to hear you in person. i know it's a inconvenience, but they've been insisting all day. At least give them a fancy refusal, so I can have a little peace.

—Did you think that maybe, I don't answer them because of how funny it is for me to keep you busy?

—You just need a whip. On second thought, forget I even said it.

—There are more effective methods of torture. Now, tell me what all the fuss is about.

—It's a new employer, they have a kind of experimental product that I haven't heard much about, even if I insisted on it.

—Sounds like a scam. Couldn't they make it simpler and send all the info to my files and data inbox?

—We both know you never check it out. Apparently, they know that too. And as nonsensical as it sounds, they seem pretty serious when it comes to business.

—How do you know?

—I got an excellent verifiable employment reference from them. You're going to like this: There are agents gouging each other's eyes and teeth to get to them.

—Error, not only I do not like it, but I also do not care what the agents want. That's something closer to your work than mine. And I still don't know what this is about.

—To be one hundred percent honest, even I don't know. They haven't let me get to that kind of information yet.

—But you did let them get to me and have my direct contact. After everything that's happened, it seems reckless of you. Privacy goes down the drain.

—You're going to thank me in the end, I'm sure.

—Or maybe, I'm already looking for your replacement.

—Ha-ha. Please promise me that when I refer them back to you, you will answer. I can mediate between the two and introduce you. I can wear a hat, dress up as a clown, and do pirouettes if necessary. Anything so you don't miss the opportunity.

—Easy cowboy, it's not my first rodeo. I know the dance well enough, don't forget that I taught it to you in the first place. OK, I remain awaiting. But you will be responsible if everything is a waste of time. Cut communication.

*Call Finished*

Although it is a nuisance, I suppose that is what the agents and all the paraphernalia they bring behind serves for. They force you to stay in the battlefield even if you don't want to, they look for you, and they act as a nexus for —What is this?—.

*Incoming* Agent-E is inviting you to a Video-conference in Augmented Reality with Unknown. Accept?

—Accept without video, that was quick, right?

—Too much, you won't believe me, but as soon as you hung up on me with such grace, their call came in. They still don't connect yet, please, for anything you love, for me, be gentle. I'll introduce you.

—I'll take those as your last words. And in fact, they will be. Let me take care of this, don't speak unless I ask you to. Let's finish at once with so much hunting and hiding.

—Oh sweet Lord...

X has entered the call

—Welcome to our centralized information system, it is a pleasure to finally be able to communicate with you. We appreciate the excellent predisposition that your agent has shown to our claims, and we ask you to forgive us if we have indeed been too insistent. This is just a demonstration of our genuine interest in achieving a collaboration that is beneficial to all parties. We have sent all relevant information to your address, and we are very eager to be able to concrete your collaboration to our project.

—A fucking recorded call? I think you really showed off this time, mon ami.

—Actually, Miss Star, you're talking to a representative spokeperson.

—Oh, I’m so sorry! There is a certain cadence, rhythm in the words that makes it sound a little...

—As part of our approach to the personalities we wish to count on, we are provided with a series of manuscripts, as well as specialized professional training to achieve some uniformity of language. Several studies show that such a condition gives security, calm and peace to those who listen to us. Just as they demonstrate the seriousness behind the project, in addition to a unique discourse, as close as possible to our truth. For these reasons, I take it as a true compliment to my newly acquired oratory skills.

—Wow, I'm speechless

—Most of your possible and frequent questions have already been answered in advance. You can find them in the data container and files that we have provided. There you will also find rights-free audiovisual material, which you can use safely to replicate on networks. We even encourage you to make good use of such multimedia instruments. They were designed for that specific purpose. If you have any particular questions, this call was intended so that you can communicate them to us.

—Right now I can't think of anything in particular, beyond the obvious that you haven't mentioned: Payment.

—As your agent was informed regarding such issue, once the collaboration has been made, the full fees, plus bonuses or prizes will be awarded in case of a successful participation beyond what was planned. All this was duly commented to your representative, and I hope the communication channels between both of you are open. For greater effectiveness of our cooperative campaign, a particular advance will be made, as soon as you confirm your participation, will be delivered to the account of your choice immediately.

—I wish all negotiations were like this. In that case, I have nothing else to ask. I feel a bit silly for not having seen what you sent me before this talk. I can tell you have everything fixed and worked out to the last millimeter. Speaking of going the extra mile.

—Don't worry, we took into account that you hadn't opened your file container. One of them has a harmless little token for confirmation of reception and read. That way we can know if they have been seen, and on whom to focus our efforts to achieve a deal, this very call being one of those endeavors. Take it as a sign of the interest we have in bringing both the project and this alliance to fruition.

—You seem to know me better than I do myself.

—We just want to save time and make things very clear to our collaborators. Any questions?

—I think you've answered all of them, before I can even make some.

—Thanks, excellent. In that case, I leave you a cordial greeting, and from now on I maintain communication with your agent. Have a good night.

X has left the conversation

—Don't stay so quiet, you just left me alone enough there.

—It was unintentional. I really did not find a moment or anything to add then, and now neither. That was very impressive, wasn't it?

—It never happened before. I felt like I was talking to some kind of machine.

—The more she spoke, the less human she sounded, that I can assure you. Anyway, with respect to all this, does it make you feel comfortable? At times and with so much… surgical hygiene as she spoke, it felt like selling the soul to some kind of very efficient devil.

—Ha, my dear and innocent companion of adventures...—I take a long gulp of air and sadness hidden behind a smile to say it—my soul has been sold many years ago.


  File No. III: Keats

*Incoming message from Star*

I have to tell you something. It's not urgent, but don't ignore me. Kisses.

What is urgent, really? For the present time, it is possible. But for those who have their eyes fixed on a horizon that never comes, it is very different. She always has things to say, experiences to tell, jobs to discuss with me. I, on the other hand, hardly have the walks within my imagination. Hopefully, some of them get to be captured in the creations. It is a cruel canvas, which does not even allow one to start drawing on it, and fill in later. I can't just jump into it, and solve as I go. An unintentional metaphor about her. Likely so.

There are also no secret codes or expert traps like our other friend would use. These last times, payments are also scarce, which I am sure none of them have stopped receiving. I am not complaining, any more than he who chooses his destiny does, even if it is uncertain or painful. A little pity on myself wouldn't be bad either, to be fair. I do everything I can with how much or how little I have. And if I had to choose my path again, despite the defeats I may have had, I would undoubtedly return to it. The inevitability of the chosen destiny.

I have no grudge against them, it is not anyone's fault or theirs. It relieves my heart to know that they are doing well. It seems to me that it is something normal of the times that come and go. Eras that are not willing to see the poetry of things, but their immediate effectiveness. It's hard to think of posterities, when today is so urgent. As much as the message of a good friend, who increasingly speaks more about herself and her life, than about my misadventures or mine.

I think I've become a bit mean. Instead of ranting, I should chat it up with her or be thankful for doing what I love. I have a theory: If I like it, why is it costing me so much? Before the words flowed fast, accurate. Now, they crawl. My mind goes to other things. Fears of today. What the guys were saying on the forum makes me uneasy. Should I be? None of all that depends on me, nor do I think it will do at any time. Maybe those are just excuses to continue fighting with the rest of the world, almost as if it were revenge for leaving me and my art behind.

But the world, the universe, cares very little about the caffeine-accelerated ravings of a cursed artist, in combat with his muse and work. Miseries of an analog life, within the digital age. How do you even begin to explain to them what that means? So adapted to their time, so comfortable with virtuality. They move like fish in water, because deep down, they are. They were born and raised between cables and connections. They learned to create a symbiosis with the digital that, although I share, I feel cold, insipid. Like a nutritious meal with all the necessary minerals, but without flavor. Still, I can't leave her, I need her, and she needs me. I am a child of this age as much as any of them. Why am I so reluctant to be one then?

There is no reason to be in love with the style of other times, dead formats or anachronistic customs. It just happens and I find myself more and more often, trying to adapt or bring these worlds so far apart. Is there room for poetry, love or dreams in an increasingly effective, mercantilistic world? I know several who would say yes, but they don't have to live it, or pay the bills. Nor see the rest of the world move forward and progress while one dances alone to his own asynchronous beat of the ensemble.

More now, when there are rumors of a change I can barely understand. One that promises to break with almost 2500 years of political tradition, with a human custom of relying on vertical power. Am I the only one who sees all this beyond the repercussions on the immediate? It wouldn’t be the first time. History often attests to the nearsightedness of those who write it. Moreover, of those who live it in the first person. These are historical moments, can anyone please notice?

Or well, it may not really be for so much hassle, and will soon end up like another bad joke, one more dead end in human evolution. Still, the kicks given by the monster keep pointing out that it's still alive. There is something very exciting into thinking that someone may be writing, right now, the format that will govern the lives of millions for decades. Centuries? Wow, it's really a powerful idea. That after all, it keeps making me feel like a little ant. A happy one, I want to believe. Anyways, it's also not like ordinary people have a lot of real interference in terms of government. They didn't have it in the big revolutions of the past, and that's why it shouldn't be surprising that we're null and void in this one.

—Do you want me to pour you another coffee?

—No need to, don't worry.

—Actually, I'd rather see you having a drink than leave you there with a lost look. You're scaring the customers.

—Your customers come more for the low-latency Wi-Fi than for coffee. I doubt anyone can identify me or even see me.

—You scare me and that's more than enough. Come on, it's on the house.

As he pours and shakes the dark concoction, so strong that I can almost taste it with my nose, he says:

—What are you thinking about?

—Making excuses. I look for twists and turns to things that don't have it. Perhaps guilty people —I answer before sighing— when I know perfectly well that there are none. Except myself.

—I see—he replied between stupefied and I think he regretted having consulted—although to tell the truth I don't understand.

—I don’t either. I think they are the whims of someone who feels outside. That does not belong, is not a part of.

It does not seem correct to me to ventilate what was commented in the forum. While it cannot be said to be secret, its implications and range of effect make it dangerous to share without a bit of restraint. Also, I should explain so much about technology, networking, and so on, that just thinking about it overwhelms me. He may understand, anyway. I am not lost on the fact that his business, although analog in form, is as expendable for modernity as mine.

—Excuse me—I tell him while rolling my eyes, as if begging for mercy for my rudeness—it's just that I have my head on other things and my kindness has gone with them.

—Kid, I've really been behind the counter long enough not to let what some crazy customer says affect me. If you don't want to take advantage of a good talk, or at least an ear that listens, you’re the one losing it.

—Fantastic and true. Touché. Well—I stir the steaming coffee as if hoping to find the right words—the truth is that I see nothing wrong in telling you, beyond feeling a little less special for sharing it.

—Skirt or pants problems.

—No, not at all. I mean, deep down they may be, but my concerns are not there. I learned to accept certain things...

—I mean something statistical, kid. Most human problems come down to skirts and pants. If it is not the mother's, the partner's, or the desire to use one. Or that of the father, the husband and having to put them on.

—I'm not less than perplexed by such simplistic logic.

—That's why idiots don't require anything else—he smiles on the edge of cynicism—because a simple idea, even if wrong, can make sense of a whole world. In that sense, I prefer to be an idiot and see the simplest things. But what is it about then?

—What would you say to me—I lean closer, in the universal gesture of secrets—if I told you that we may be living a unique moment in history?

—That all of them are. But let's play along.

I did not expect such an answer. At least in a place like this and with such an unsuspected interlocutor. It is clear that I have underestimated all my life, the popular wisdom that a person behind a bar counter can accumulate over the years. If there was something missing from my vocation as a poet and storyteller, to make me feel in chess check, it was that my trusted barista makes me feel like a fool when I tell him something. This is not going to stay that way, I just have to regain my balance.

—It's true—I say almost disinterestedly—but it is not every day that political intrigues that may well change the future completely unfold.

—Oh yeah? I wonder what that could be about.

—There is a certain forced look on your face. I take it that you don't believe me at all. But it's true.

His face changes to one of pity so quickly, I can't believe it. I continue as those who smell the rival's doubt do, without giving him time to interrupt or respond, in a monologue:

—Unbelievable as it may seem to you, as we speak, the most gifted minds of our age are trying to shape something new. A project. A dream, we will see if not a true unattainable utopia. I am fortunate, if you can call it that, to have received direct information about what I'm speaking of. A part of me wishes to continue ignorant, but ...—I cannot continue speaking, because his gesture turns from boredom and disapproval, with the arms crossed over the chest—What's wrong?

—You don't use social media, do you? Child, for a couple of hours straight, they have not stopped commenting on that of the new regulatory entity or whatever they are up to. It was leaked from an unknown source, so they say. There is a whole public scandal about it, several political representatives have commented on it. You should pay more attention to those things, it is something that even I, being old, understand. Also, your device has not stopped flashing up. You are young but at this rate, information and technology are going to run over you, and no one will miss your young trampled corpse if they do not take a photo for social networks.

I'm glad my jaw is glued to the rest of my skull, otherwise it would fall to the ground. And I have to make too much effort to recover from such a bombshell, as to bend down to lift anything.

Send Message

—Star, whenever you want, let's talk. Kisses dear.


  File No. IV: MaratPierre


Mission accomplished. Take a little sample, tech fascists. Do you think that you can decide everyone's future, behind closed doors, and that we will do nothing about it? Not in this lifetime. Not while we are on guard. Now, they will have to expose each of their dark secrets and at least not act in the shadows. I would like to see their faces or what others might comment on this, but I don't think they fully understand. They ignore the beauty of feeling David against Goliath, and winning. Although these are tiny milestones of victory.

The people must know. It is the first step for them to later deny the corral where they are being held prisoners. They know, but also, the adversary has shown his condition. Making public what was already an open secret is a risky move but a move at last. There will no longer be the voices of a couple of crazy people online, as they sometimes call us. Not even the conspiranoia of a small group full of social misfits, as they like to make others believe. Little Red Riding Hood knows about the wolf and his plan, what will she do with that information? Far from ending, the battle has just begun.

This project remains a dangerous unknown. They have made it look so innocuous, almost as if it were an improvement in everyone's lives. What a coincidence, if it also gives them another tool of control over society, which they already have quite domesticated. But not us, who try to see beyond the bandages that they put over our eyes. The heirs of the digital pirates who they could not prosecute. The anonymous who survive by avoiding disappearance from the countless chans. The Thousand-Headed Hydra.

New Jolly Roger group message

—L3st4t: Now it's serious. Good job comrades.

—Anon: Sic Semper Tyrannis. We are Legion.

—Me: Now, we wait. They move.

This may be a historic blow, but not an excuse to relax. The fact that they have shown their cards to the public does not mean that they have stopped playing. The interests that are moving behind are too great and powerful. Something smells of dictatorship, control of the media and setting an agenda among the masses. I do not want to deny the joy and sense of achievement in the teammates, because they are well deserved. This is going to give us more scope and relevance, in addition to proving our sayings.

The rookies don't get to realize it, but behind their celebrations, there are the efforts and fights of a whole generation. The same one that lit the flame of conflict decades ago, and then forgot to carry that torch to the center of Bastille to bring about real change. It was, like many of its predecessors, happy with cosmetic makeup that barely conceals the ugliness of all the proposed systems. Like a knight releasing the fearsome dragon, after having it between a rock and a hard place. We carry their sins of blindness, lack of ambition, short-termism.

—Anon: I don't see that we've accomplished anything. They only confirmed what half the world already knew in a low voice.

—Me: Forcing them to do that is already progress. However it is true, the movement was ongoing.


It's hard to admit, it's true. It's just about the enemy's stage presentation. It is not a fatal blow, far from it. They still have all the repressive machinery of the States, politics, and if they handle their cards well, experts of all kinds on their side. It continues to be an imbalanced, not very loyal fight between a whole apparatus with centuries of refinement, and various spattered groups. Disorganized by ego conflicts, as well as for safety. If one falls, another can raise the flag where it left off and continue.

—Anon(id: 26): It may not even have had anything to do with us and the forum. It all seems too neat to have been orchestrated this well in recent days.

—Me: I can't believe it, what sense would it make to expose your dirty plans for world domination to everyone?

—Anon(id: 26): Whatever you say, paranoid.

Ah, dissent is never lacking, even within our own ranks. Of course, he cannot answer me in any other way, because deep down, he knows that this paranoia is true. Much more than his false assurance that everything is still under control. No one can control us all at the same time. At least

























