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writer’s imagination or, in the case of referenced historical
persons, are used fictitiously. Any other similarity to actual
persons, names, or events is purely coincidental.

 


* * * * *

 


License Statement: This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this writer.

 


* * * * *

 


Note to the Reader: The principal elements of this
story were previously released under a different title by Glynn
Glenn who requested that this writer rewrite and release this story
under his own name.

 



WARNING:

 


Each of the 25 Parts of Her
Catalyst has some descriptive scenes of intimate pleasure
experienced individually or shared between consenting adults which
are inappropriate to children and will be offensive to some adults.
Some Parts also have brief descriptive scenes of violence unrelated
to intimacy. In addition, some of the statements and ideas
expressed by the characters may be offensive to some people. The
intent of this writer is not to be offensive, but to allow the
characters to practice their right of the freedom of speech.

 


* * * * *

 


An explanatory note:

 


This story takes place in an alternate time
line which uses a calendar of ten months with six weeks of six days
each. The remaining five days are set aside for the New Year
holiday at the beginning of the year which expands to six days
every fourth year.

Months are identified as ‘first’ through
‘tenth’ with the New Year holiday being the ‘zero’ month at the
beginning of each year. The days of the week are known as:
first-day, second-day, third-day, fourth-day, fifth-day, and
sixth-day. Dates are recorded with four digits for the year, two
digits for the month, and two digits for the day. For example,
2120-06-18 refers to the year 2120, the 6th month, and the 18th
day.

Days are divided into 24 hours with the start
of the hour being referred to by the number followed by the word
‘hundred’. For example, noon is called ‘twelve hundred’ and an hour
later is ‘thirteen hundred’. Rather than use precise times, the
following abbreviations are used to designate general time periods
with the dates:

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

For inclusive time period listings with
dates, ‘>’ is used between time period abbreviations. For
example (m>a) means from the morning into or through the
afternoon. For partial time period listings with dates, (a1) is the
first part of the afternoon and (a2) is the second part of the
afternoon.

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.

 



Her Catalyst – Part 01

 


 


 


2142-07-15

 


After her beloved Papa died when Angelisa was a
little girl, Mama had very little time to give her in order to help
her deal with such a devastating loss and no time to continue to
teach her at home since she had to work more hours to keep the
family restaurant open. To make bad matters worse, at least as far
as Angelisa was concerned, she was forced to go to ‘school’ where
they spoke a language she barely knew and nobody would explain to
her what the lines and squiggles of the written language meant. A
few years later when Mama married Yohseef, who cooked for the
restaurant, and they had a baby, Angelisa had even less undivided
attention from Mama.

It seemed like Angelisa’s only solace was to be able
to immerse herself in her culture’s books with their stories and
history, but as she grew older there was so little time for that
when she had to rush home from school in order to work in the
restaurant until it closed. That also didn’t give her any time for
a social life, not that she was interested in being involved in the
antics of her multitude of cousins or of her classmates. And those
antics only became more disturbing as she went through puberty and
found out that her cultural ‘career path’ was to be a baby
factory.

In an effort to escape reality which became more
unpleasant with each passing month, Angelisa had made several
unsuccessful attempts to sneak in and grab one of her uncle’s
handguns. When that solution was denied her, it seemed like the
only way to even delay the inevitable was to stay in school, but
that meant she had to learn to read what they called the ‘standard’
language. Since she received no help from the public school, she
started going to the public library after school reading program
and is already trying to work with a second tutor after the first
one told her she was hopeless.

In some ways, it seems like the only thing she can
take some pride in is her efforts to avoid being noticed. But,
today, as she walks from school to the public library, it looks
like her abilities have deserted her or her luck has run out when
she notices Hektor start to follow her. Angelisa walks a little
faster without making it look like she’s hurrying, but before she
can get to the library, he quickly closes the gap, grabs her arm,
jerks her to a stop, and tells her, “Don’t run away.”

“Leave me alone!”

While he firmly holds her with one hand, he roughly
caresses her arm with his other hand and says, “No. I think it’s
time for me to show you a good time.”

As she tightly holds her books to her chest, Angelisa
proclaims, “I don’t want it. Leave me alone!”

“Don’t you want to have some fun? A lot of the
other girls enjoyed it.” He tries to push his hand under her
books.

She tries to turn away, “No! Go away! Leave me
alone!”

“Hey, Hektor!”

He releases Angelisa, turns, and asks, “Can’t you see
I’m busy, Eddie?”

She’s not sure how long he’ll be distracted so
Angelisa quickly moves away. As she nears the public library, she
glances over her shoulder and sees that Hektor is catching up. He
isn’t running which might attract attention, but she isn’t sure she
can make it inside before he catches her. Then she spots her new
tutor walking out of the parking lot so she makes a detour and
calls out, “Mr. G.”

He stops and as she gets closer, he says, “Hello,
Angelisa. How are you?”

“I’m doing better now, Mr. G,” as she glances
back to see that Hektor has turned around and she tries to keep her
relief from being too obvious. Then she almost blanches as she asks
herself, “But how will I escape Hektor tomorrow?”

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2142-09-22

 


Since she’s feeling quite vulnerable and close to
numb, Rebeka sits at the kitchen table and waits for her dad to
come home from work. She really wishes her mom was still alive and
she has to bite her lip to keep those tears inside.

She hears the back door open then her dad just stares
at her for a few moments before he closes the door and says rather
sarcastically, “Well, Rebel, to what do we owe the honor of your
visit?”

Rebeka tries to speak, but nothing comes out.

“It’s a good thing your mother can’t see
you.”

She slams the side of her fist onto the table but
doesn’t raise her voice as she says, “Don’t remind me that she’s
gone.” The silence stretches then she quietly says, “Dad, . . . I
was raped.”

The silence is almost deafening before he says, “So,
you finally admit that you’ve been screwing around.”

“No, Dad, I haven’t. . . . I was
raped.”

“That’s a likely story. The way you’ve been
acting and dressing, you might as well as be asking for sex and I’m
sure those boys you’re running around with are very willing to give
it to you. Or did you get yourself pregnant and are trying to blame
it on someone else.”

“No. Dad, please . . . .”

He snatches up her keys which she had left on the
table, grabs her arm, pulls her out of the chair, says, “No whore
is going to live in my house,” pulls her to the door, opens it,
pushes her onto the porch, slams the door, and locks it.

“Dad!?! . . . Daddy . . . .”

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-02-34 (m1)

 


In a modest house in 742x158, a sleeping young woman
suddenly stiffens and as the sound of a grunt of surprise is almost
immediately overwhelmed by the sound of shattering glass and
tearing metal, her body breaks out in a sweat of fear and her
breathing quickly escalates. In her unconscious state, the sounds
seem to take a long time to diminish, but it’s only a matter of
moments before she’s wide awake, sitting up, and looking
around.

Slowly, she calms down and realizes that it was a
repeat of the nightmare she occasionally has of when her parents
were killed by a drunk driver as they pulled into the hospital
driveway. Instead of being born in a clean delivery room, Sharlene
was born on the front seat of her parent’s wrecked vehicle with the
assistance of a paramedic who was almost immediately there even
though it was in the middle of a dark and stormy night.

Again, she wonders how she can have such vivid
memories of sounds when she was still in her mother’s womb, unless
the sounds are products of her imagination. Or had she actually
been partially born and heard the sounds with her own ears? She
shakes her head as she reminds herself that she’ll never know the
answer to that dilemma even as she reaches for the photograph of
her parents which had been taken just days before their death and
her birth.

She lightly touches the glass which covers the
photograph as though to get some sense of what her parents were
like as they smile while her mother holds her swollen belly as
though she’s hugging her unborn child. How would her life be
different if they had lived or if she was called by her intended
name as she traces the characters on her mother’s shirt which says
‘Sha-Lin sleeps here’. But her name had been misspelled on the
birth certificate and when it was discovered after the confusion of
her parents’ death and her adoptive mom’s own miscarriage, her mom,
Sarah, who is the wife of her natural uncle and adoptive dad,
Robert, thought Sharlene was more appropriate in a non-Asian
culture so her name remained.

As she sets the photograph back on the nightstand,
she realizes that just like on previous occasions, the nightmare
seems to mostly reveal itself when she’s facing a known change to
her life. And this time, the change is probably the biggest she’s
even knowingly faced. Even though she’s been looking forward to
starting her new job, the fact that it’s her first ‘real’ job after
she finished her education and she had to move halfway across the
continent for it, purchase a house for the first time, and needs to
learn to live in an unfamiliar environment, those are definitely
big changes. She reminds herself that along with the unknowns which
those changes entail, a very positive change is that she’ll be
closer to her favorite aunt and with that thought to encourage her,
Sharlene gets up, takes her shower, finishes packing, and is soon
on her way out of the city.

 


* * * * *

 


A couple of hours later, Sharlene drives through the
small town of 739.8x154.9 and pulls into a small convenience store
and fuel depot which is almost on the border of the wilderness
area. She gets out of her vehicle and as she steps into the store,
she hears the woman behind the counter ask, “How can I help you?”
before she even looks up.

“Hello, Aunt Paula.”

“Sharlene!” Paula quickly steps around the
counter to wrap her niece in a big hug and proclaims, “How
wonderful to see you.” She holds her at arm’s length, “I can’t say,
‘My, how much you’ve grown,’ but you’re looking good.” She pulls
Sharlene back into her embrace, “Oh, I can’t tell you how proud I
am of you. My little girl, a doctor, or do I call you Doctor
Schmidt?”

“No, Aunt Paula. I’m still
Sharlene.”

“Oh, you do make an old lady happy. Let me get
Paul to watch the store so we can visit.”

He’s soon there and tells her, “Congratulations,
young lady.”

“Thank you, Uncle Paul.”

Sharlene gives him a quick hug which he extends while
he whispers, “Your aunt is so proud of you, she’s told almost
everyone in a hundred miles and is about to pop the buttons off of
her shirt. I’m mighty proud of you myself. Go tell her all about
it.”

Paula says, “Come on, Sharlene, let’s get your things
put away. I’m so sorry I wasn’t there for your graduation or
endorsement awards.”

As they walk to the guest bedroom, Sharlene assures
her, “That’s all right, Aunt Paula. Both times, it was very hectic
and we wouldn’t have had much time to visit. Now that I’m so much
closer, it will be easier for me to get away and come see you.”

As they step out of the bedroom, Paula asks, “Did you
want to sit inside or on the back porch?”

“Since I’ve spent most of my time in classrooms
in a city for the last few years, I could use a dose of open spaces
and trees.”

“The back porch it is. Would you like some iced
tea?”

“Yes, please. Let me help carry it.”

“Here we are,” as they step out the back
door.

Sharlene takes a deep breath then says, “Ah, that’s
more like it. I’m always amazed at how wonderful it is to come here
and feel the peace and tranquility away from the hustle and bustle
of the rat race. And who are you?” she asks a large canine who is
sitting down in front of her.

Paula answers, “That’s Molly.”

“Hello, Molly.”

Molly lifts a paw.

“My, aren’t you polite,” Sharlene shakes the
paw then kneels down. Molly steps forward and Sharlene wraps her
arms around her and gets a single lick in the face, then Molly
leans onto Sharlene and puts her big head on her shoulder. “You’re
sure friendly, aren’t you? Where did she come from?” As the silence
stretches, Sharlene turns around and as she notices that her aunt
is simply staring at her, she asks, “Aunt Paula? What’s the
matter?”

“I’ve never seen her that friendly.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. She’ll let some of the school kids pet
her and hug her, but I’ve never seen her initiate the hug. Usually
women can pet her, and she lets Paul pet her. She won’t let another
adult male get close to her without backing off or growling, except
one old man who she’ll go to and ask for a petting. Because of
that, we assume she was abused by a man when she was a
puppy.”

“Where did she come from?” Sharlene sits down
in a chair and continues to pet Molly.

“Nobody knows. She was seen around town, but
avoided people and didn’t cause any problems for awhile. Then she
settled in and splits her time between here and the old man’s
place.”

“Why did you name her Molly?”

“We didn’t, her collar has a tag that says
Molly and nothing else.”

“She sure is big. Do you have any idea what
breed she is?”

“No. The rumor around town is that she’s part
wolf from her appearance, size, and fierceness.”

Sharlene turns to look at Paula in surprise and asks,
“She’s fierce?”

“Yeah, about a month after she settled in, one
day she insisted on coming into the store. I couldn’t keep her out
and since she’s usually so well behaved, I didn’t make an issue out
of it. She laid down behind the counter out of my way and went to
sleep.

“About a half of an hour later, some guy came
in, looked around, pulled out a handgun, and started to say
something. The next thing I knew, Molly was across the counter,
knocked him down, and had him by the throat. After a few moments of
being frozen in shock, I finally said, ‘Okay, Molly.’ She released
his throat, but remained sitting on him and staring at him.
Whenever he tried to move even the slightest, she growled at
him.

“I called the police and when they arrived,
they saw Molly sitting on the guy, made sure I was okay, and
started to chuckle. They retrieved the gun and put it in a bag.
Molly just sat there even as the guy was yelling to get her off. I
tried to coax her off, but she wouldn’t budge. It wasn’t until one
of the police officers put a handcuff on one of the guy’s wrists
that Molly moved.”

“What a good girl, Molly.”

“Sometimes she’ll disappear for a few hours or
even a day or two. Most of the time, a couple of days later,
someone will stop in and say they saw Molly on the day in question
in town and she had stopped a bully from picking on another kid, or
she had interrupted a domestic dispute. A couple of other times,
she’s stopped robberies.

“Once a high school kid burglarized a store at
night and when he came out, there was Molly, waiting for him. He
said, ‘Okay, Molly, you got me,’ and just sat down on the step and
waited for the store owner to show up. When the police arrived,
Molly just calmly trotted away. I never did give any credit to that
ESP stuff, but I have to wonder after watching Molly in
action.”

“They say animals can detect the vibrations of
the ground before an earthquake, but I’ve never heard of animals
detecting the bad vibes of people who were planning to do
harm.”

“Well, now you have.”

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-02-34 (m2)

 


Paula pauses then asks, “Anyway, I assume you got
yourself all moved in?”

Sharlene nods her head as she answers, “Yes. It was
easier than I was afraid it was going to be, but then I had some
help. One of Grandpa Hienrik’s retired engineers lives in the area
and works part time in real estate. He found me a nice place in a
quiet neighborhood just a few miles from the new job. I left my
piano and most of my books at Mom and Dad’s. What little furniture
I had, I passed on to some incoming students.

“Between my clothes, linens, kitchen things,
some books, and miscellaneous stuff, it all went into a rented
small enclosed cargo vehicle with a trailer to pull my personal
vehicle. The retired engineer took me to a discount furniture store
where I picked up enough to get by on and I’m set. Since I’ve lived
as a student for so many years, my decorating expectations are
pretty low. I figure that as I settle in, I’ll decide how I want to
decorate and then start looking for nicer stuff, but for now I’m
satisfied.”

“I’m glad. How did your mom respond to this
independence of yours? Since I’m her only sister, you would think
she would tell me more than she did.”

“Well, Aunt Paula, it didn’t make her any
happier, but then she didn’t like me going off to the university
years ago. She barely tolerated me going to the community college
while I still lived at home. She just gets sadder every year. I’m
sorry, but I just can’t be her four year old little girl for the
rest of my life.”

“Of course you can’t. Nobody expects you to and
it’s not something for you to be sorry about.”

“Actually, I’m not sorry. It’s sadly funny that
while I understand the psychological and physiological responses to
shock, I still want to shake Mom and say ‘wake up’.” Sharlene
notices Paula’s concerned expression and explains, “Yes. I started
adding two and two and when I came up with three and a half, I
cornered Dad and not so politely questioned him. He told me what
happened to Mom after my mother died and I was born. I do feel
sorry for Mom and I sincerely wish it hadn’t have happened. A lot
of other people lost someone special that dark and stormy
night.

“I’m sorry, I don’t mean to blame Mom for her
response, even though sometimes I personally want to. I don’t think
she consciously decided to wallow in grief for the rest of her
life. I think something changed in her brain. That’s one of the
reasons I specialized in neuropsychiatry, to understand what
happens in the brain and whether it can be healed or changed back
or whatever.”

“Oh, what a relief.”

“Relief?”

“Yes, Sharlene, I was so worried that you would
either push your mom to find out what else happened, which would
only hurt her more, or that if someone else did tell you, you would
feel deeply guilty about it. When you asked about how your mother
died, and Alice warned you not to talk to your mom, and then you
asked me and I wouldn’t tell you, you were nearing puberty and that
can be one of the worst times for a person to hear shocking news.
I’m so glad you had enough time to build your self-confidence, so
that kind of news wouldn’t hurt you.”

“It was rather shocking and I didn’t like
hearing it, but it sure explained Mom’s behavior over the years,
so, in that sense, I’m glad Dad finally told me. I do thank you for
not telling me when I asked, because I think I would have had
problems not feeling guilty about it.”

“That is a relief.”

With a bit of a grin, Sharlene asks, “So, Aunt Paula,
are there any other skeletons in the family closet?”

“I suppose if we looked far and deep enough
into the family history, we could probably dredge up one or two. As
far as I know, there are no other important family secrets being
hidden from you.”

“No alien abductions, no extra-marital children
waiting to inherit the family’s wealth, no royalty in disguise? Are
you suggesting that our family is boringly ordinary?”

“You’ve been talking to your dad too much and I
certainly wouldn’t call the family ordinary.”

They both laugh.

Paula asks, “What’s your new job about?”

“It’s part of an ongoing study of trying to
understand what happens in the brain of those people who are
diagnosed with so-called mental illnesses. Most people and many
medical professionals believe that if people just think better
thoughts, they won’t be depressed, or manic, or suffer panic
attacks. The Institute for Psychological Responses, where I’ll be
working, is conducting this study to demonstrate that serious
emotional or mental disorders are caused by problems within the
physical, chemical, and/or electrical structure of the brain. If
those problems can be identified within the structure of the brain,
then maybe a way can be found to change it in order to solve those
problems.

“For example, like in Mom’s case, if it could
be found that a particular part of the brain is very active in
people with severe sadness then maybe that part of the brain can be
turned down which might allow other emotions in the brain to have
an opportunity to express themselves. Of course, this would
normally involve looking at thousands of brain scans, not only of
people with severe sadness, but of people who are considered
normal, so we can compare and contrast the similarities and
differences. Maybe instead of one part of the brain being very
active, we’ll find that some part of the brain is very inactive and
if that area can be stimulated to be more active, maybe the person
will be less sad and more joyful.

“What’s exciting about the new job is that the
study appears to have made some sort of a breakthrough in their
research and they’re able to identify emotional problems within
specific areas of the brain. The next step is to narrow it down to
specific neural areas and attempt to make changes to those areas to
adjust the negative emotions. I’ve done a lot of reading in the
medical journals and talked to people in the field and there’s a
lot of anticipation for the study to publish what they’ve
accomplished and to begin the next step of treating emotional
problems more accurately than with pills or talk.”

“That’s great. It sounds like it’s just what
you want to do.”

Sharlene nods her head as she responds, “Yes, it is.
It almost sounds too good to be true, but everybody I’ve talked to
thinks that a real breakthrough has been made, they just don’t know
what it is yet.”

“Good for you. When do you start the new
job?”

“On the morning of the second, or at least
that’s when the orientation to the Institute starts.”

Paula raises her glass in salute, “Here’s to a bright
future for my favorite niece.”

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-07-04 (m)

 


After several months on the job, Sharlene settles
into a seat in the mini-theater and doesn’t have to wait long
before someone steps up to the podium in front and after a quick
glance around the room, he begins to speak, “Ladies and gentlemen,
welcome to the introductory session for the Emotional Data
Recording Project at the Institute for Psychological Responses. My
name is Nik Nikkels, and yes, I’ve been teased about my name for
all of my life. I’m the director of the Project and will be your
host for this introductory session. This is just one of the many
projects and studies which we are conducting here at the Institute
to better understand how the human brain and nervous system work
separately and together.

“The intent of this Project is to allow one
person to feel what another person feels through the electronic
transfer of brain wave data. The first part of the Project is to
electronically record the brain waves of human emotions. When we
find strong and clean emotional brain wave activity, I’ll cover
what we mean by that a little later, and have recorded it as
electronic data, we’ll pass the emotional data onto another part of
the Project. That part is working on how to transfer the recorded
emotional data from a computer to a person so they can experience
the emotion.

“At this point, the question is invariably
raised, ‘Why transfer an emotion from one person to another?’. One
reason quickly comes to mind, and that is to hopefully improve the
therapy for people with depressive and other emotional disorders.
The next question which often follows is, ‘Why use a computer to
transfer an emotion from one person to another person?’. The simple
answer is that the two people involved may not live near each other
and if the emotion is electronically recorded, then many people can
experience the emotion of the first person.

“To reduce some of the cumbersome language of
defining the people involved, we use the term ‘emoter’ as the
person who experienced the emotion and recorded it. The person who
receives or feels the electronically recorded emotion is referred
to as the ‘emotee’. Although the terms may be new to you, what they
mean is really quite common.

“Most good public speakers, especially those
who are referred to as having a ‘charismatic personality’, whether
they’re in politics, religion, or business, are essentially emoters
as they express their ideas with emotion. The audience can be
referred to as emotees, as they experience the emotion of the
speaker. Often, the audience then becomes the emoter as they
multiply the emotion and the speaker becomes the emotee in
receiving the multiplied emotion which inspires the speaker to
greater emotion, so there becomes an emotional cycle which grows
between the speaker and the audience.

“What the Project is striving to do is to
record, in a digital format, the brain wave activity associated
with an emotion which the emoter feels and then pass it on to the
emotee, so they can feel that emotion through an electronic data
impulse of brain wave activity. For the emotee to feel the emotion,
the emotion which the emoter recorded has to be clean and strong.
By strong, we mean an emotion of sufficient intensity for the
emotee to clearly feel and recognize it. By clean, we mean the
emoter experiences a single emotion to the almost complete
exclusion of all others.

“Experience has shown that while a lot of
people do have strong emotions, seldom are the emotions clean. Even
when a person is feeling anger, they often also experience the
feeling of guilt for feeling angry, or resentment, or any other
number of emotions which can be lurking in the background. Let me
make it clear that most people do not experience emotions either
strong or clean enough for us to use. That’s why we’re continually
recruiting people to participate in this Project, to find those few
people whose emotional recordings we can use.

“Strong and clean emotional recordings can come
from unexpected sources which often surprise us. Let me give you
two examples. We do not know who the people are, as individuals,
who experienced the emotions, but their voluntary journal entries
described the emotional situations well enough that we know what
type of people they are and what they were doing at the time their
emotions were experienced.

“Our first example is that one of the cleanest
and strongest emotional responses of fear which we’ve received came
surprisingly from a fire fighter. Just before he entered a burning
building, all he felt was fear, with virtually no background
emotions, but it didn’t last long before he was able to put the
fear aside and do his job. Our second example is that one of the
cleanest and strongest emotional responses of joy came from a
participant in the Handicapped Olympics program who, for the first
time in many attempts, finished a race without
stumbling.

“Some emotional situations can be planned, such
as a wedding, or a party, or a reunion. But most happen suddenly
and without warning, such as being in an accident or hearing from a
good friend with whom you had lost contact or unexpectedly winning
something. Some people experience stronger emotions in their sleep
than they do when they’re awake. If you participate in the Project,
we ask that you use your emotional recording equipment twenty four
hours a day and six days a week because nobody can plan all of
their highly emotional situations.

“For reasons which we do not yet understand,
some people can experience strong emotions, but the equipment
recording the brain wave activity related to those emotions will
record little or no emotional response. Other people can express
almost no emotion, yet the equipment will record clearly measurable
emotional responses. Still other people will strongly feel anger on
one day and joy on another, but the equipment will record the
response to one emotional experience and not the other.

“There’s no way to determine ahead of time
which person is going to fit into which category, so all we can do
is test anybody who is willing to be tested. Whether or not your
emotional output is sufficient to participate in the Project, we
encourage you to invite your family, friends, co-workers, even your
enemies, to come in and be tested.

“When you’re tested, and if you’re selected to
participate in the study, do not try to generate emotions or force
yourself into emotional situations. When previous participants have
tried that, the emotional responses recorded were almost always
muddled and unclear. In the very few cases where the emotional
recording wasn’t muddled, the contrived emotional response was
never as clean as a natural emotional response. Even though I say
this to every group, there are always some who will try to force an
emotional response.

“One of the reasons the Project introductory
session is so long is not to listen to me, but for the testing
which I don’t recall anybody ever complaining about. How can
several hours of testing not be something to complain about? You
get to watch four movies which are about an hour and a half long
and have a wide reputation for encouraging a particular emotional
response.

“There will be a short break between each
movie. Yes, some of you are starting to smell the popcorn which is
provided for you. While you’re watching the movies, you’ll be
wearing the basic emotional data recording equipment which consists
of a headband like this,” he holds one up, “which contains
electronic sensors, a light weight electronic data recorder, and a
battery.

“After the testing has been completed, we’ll
have the computer do a quick review for any emotional responses the
equipment might have recorded while you were watching the movies.
If the recording equipment does pick up your emotional response to
at least one of the movies, you’ll be offered the opportunity to
take the equipment home for a one week trial. If, at any time, you
decide not to continue with the Project, simply turn in your
equipment in an undamaged condition and you’ll receive a small
compensation. If the equipment records measurable emotional
responses during the first week trial, you’ll be invited to
continue for four weeks.

“Let me make something very clear before you go
watch some movies. The ability of the emotional recording equipment
to record your emotions has no bearing on who you are as a person
and it is not a reflection of how emotional you are. Some people
who have very emotional responses to the movies or experience a
strong emotional situation, will show little or no response on the
recording equipment.

“At the same time, other people who appear to
be as emotional as a chair, record strong emotional responses. So,
whether you are compatible with the emotional recording equipment
and whether you are invited to participate in the study has nothing
to do with who you are as a person. The reason we use four movies,
is that people respond more strongly to some emotions than to
others. Again, this is no reflection on who you are as a
person.

“Before we started the Project, we conducted a
study to try to determine if there were any factors which
predisposed one person to provide stronger or cleaner emotional
recordings than another person. After months of research and
testing a multitude of factors, there was nothing which we could
point to and say that this person will have stronger or cleaner
emotional recordings. So we test anybody who is willing to be
tested.

“If at any time the content of the movie you
are watching offends you, please leave the movie and wait for it to
end. You’re free to continue the testing with the next movie if you
wish. We’ve tried to choose movies which are as inoffensive as
possible, but one does have some scary scenes which has bothered
some people. Are there any questions? Yes, sir?”

“Do we get paid for doing this?”

Nik answers, “Yes, for each week of emotional
recordings which you submit, you will receive a five credit deposit
in your Project account at a local bank.”

“Hell, man, that ain’t even beer money for a
week.”

“I’m sorry, sir, but if the emotional
recordings which you submit don’t have any measurable emotions,
then it’s not of any value to us.”

“What if it’s . . . uh, if you’re able to
measure it?”

“If you have a submitted emotional recording
which is strong enough and the primary emotion is clean enough,
then a deposit of several hundred credits will be added to your
Project account at the bank, depending on how strong and how clean
the emotional recording is.”

“Hot damn, I’m in.”

Nik clarifies, “Excuse me, sir, but that depends on
how well the recording equipment can pick up on your emotional
responses. If your emotional responses aren’t strong enough to be
recorded, you can’t participate in the Project. I’m a good example
of that. I’m in charge of the Project, but I don’t qualify to
participate in the Project.

“I do want to thank you, sir, for bringing up
the subject of compensation. One of the ways in which we protect
your personal information during your participation in the Project
is that we don’t collect any of your personal information. We’ve
made arrangements with a local bank to reserve a block of account
numbers for the use of the Project.

“When you’re invited and if you agree to
participate in the Project, you’ll receive an account card for the
bank which will also be used as your participant number in the
Project. When you submit emotional recordings, you’ll use that
participant number. When you’re due compensation, we’ll notify the
bank to transfer whatever you’re due into your account. You’ll need
to provide personal information to the bank, but they won’t pass it
back to us. In the unlikely event that we need to contact you,
we’ll send the information to the bank with your participant number
and they’ll pass the information on to you. Are there any other
questions? Yes, ma’am.”

“Have there been any reports of side effects
with the equipment?”

Nik shakes his head before he explains, “No, there
haven’t been any reports of problems. Some people with very fine
textured hair have said the headband can slip off sometimes. One
participant reported that when their dog started to chew on the
headband, it accidentally touched the two ends of the battery, and
receive a mild shock. After that, the dog left the headband alone.
Are there any other questions? . . . No?

“Okay. Mariam is going to pass out headbands
and slips of paper to you which have the numbers one through four
on them. Please go to the mini theaters to see the movies in the
order listed on your paper. The reason for this is that some of you
came with friends and that’s perfectly fine. When we do the
testing, we want to receive your emotional response without you
being influenced by your friend, so if you’re sitting next to your
friend now, you’ll be watching the movies in a different order.
Also, when you do watch the movies, we would like you to sit
several seats away from anyone else. Again, we want your emotional
response, without you being influenced by someone who may be
sitting close to you.”

When he sees that Mariam is done, Nik asks, “Does
everybody have a headband and a numbered paper? Good. The mini
theaters are through the back doors and then to your right. They
are clearly marked with the numbers one through four. The popcorn
and soft drinks are available between the mini theaters and there
are restrooms just past the mini theaters. When the second movie is
complete, there will be a longer break and some sandwiches and
salads will be available. When you have finished watching the
fourth movie, please come back here and we’ll review your emotional
recordings. If the equipment recorded a measurable emotional
response, you’ll be invited to do the one week home trial, but
we’ll tell you more about it then. Let’s go watch some movies.”

 


 


* * * * *
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Several hours later, Sharlene steps up to a table and
says, “Hello, Mariam.”

“Hi, Sharlene. Are you ready to have your
emotional recordings revealed to the world?”

“Uh, no.”

“That’s good, because we don’t let anybody see
it. Take off your headband and let’s see what you have.” Mariam
pulls something out of the back of the headband and explains, “This
is the Electronic Recording Device or ERD as we refer to it which
we just plug into a computer with the right software, punch a key,
and the software does a review of the data, it takes less than a
minute, then we’ll have a chart of your emotional responses to the
movies.”

Sharlene observes, “That looks just like a
mini-drive.”

“It is, but it has specific programming on it
to record the emotional data and to date-time stamp it. The take
home version also has journal software on it for you to record
brief text messages to explain your emotional experiences or
situations.”

“Boing.”

When she hears the signal, Mariam turns back to the
computer and says, “The software is done. Let’s see what your
emotional response chart looks like. Pretty flat, but you did have
a measurable emotional response during the second movie. Which
movie did you see second?”

“The sad movie. It reminded me of a family
situation.”

“That’s one of the reasons we experience
stronger emotions for some settings than for others. You qualify.
Are you interested in doing the one week trial?”

“Sure, why not?”

“Since you work here, why don’t I come by your
work station later and fill you in on the process and I can help
get some of these other people on their way?”

“That sounds fine with me, Mariam. I’ll see you
later.”

“Thanks, Sharlene.”

 


* * * * *

 


A little over an hour later, a voice asks, “Hey,
Sharlene, do you have some time?”

She turns her head and responds, “Hi, Mariam, come on
in. Yeah, I could use a distraction.”

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m doing some research into the history of
the study I’m working on and some things just aren’t adding up
right now. Hopefully, as I dig a little deeper, I can find the
missing pieces and the puzzle will come together. What do you
have?”

“Like I said earlier, you qualify for the one
week trial. For the trial, you get a headband with the ERD and a
battery. It also comes with a mini keyboard and screen with
connecting hardware so you can add journal notes to explain which
emotion you felt and to describe the situation in which the
emotional experience occurred. At the end of the week, bring back
the equipment and your recorded emotional data will be reviewed to
see if it’s strong enough to continue with the Project.

“If your emotional recordings aren’t strong
enough, you get five credits and that’s the end. If any of your
emotional recordings from the one week trial are strong enough, you
get the five credits and will be invited to participate in the
Project for four weeks. At that time, you’ll get your participant
number to set up an account at the bank. You’ll also get the
headband back with an empty ERD and a fresh battery, a second
battery, and a plug in re-charger as well as the mini keyboard and
screen.

“Each week, you’ll need to swap the battery
with the recharged battery and either download the data from the
ERD through your computer to our online site, or bring in the ERD
to be swapped with an empty one. At the end of four weeks, you’ll
need to bring your equipment back in and somebody will do a quick
review of your last week’s recordings and then go over your
emotional recordings with you to see if any of them are strong and
clean enough to continue for another four weeks. If you do get in
for the four week participation, since you work here, you can
either submit the recordings through the regular channels or you
can give it to me to do a preview for you before the data goes into
the system, it’s up to you.”

Sharlene considers it for a moment before she
responds, “That sounds rather straightforward. So for the first
week, it’s just a matter of wearing the headband 24/6. I assume it
can be removed for showering.”

“Well, it would be kind of hard to shampoo your
hair with a headband on, but if you think showering is an exciting
emotional experience, keep the headband on and we might get some
good recordings, you never know.”

“I’m sorry, but I’ve never really thought of
showering as either exciting or emotional. Even with today’s
technology, there just aren’t too many other ways for a human to
get clean.”

“Yeah, it’s a shame. Well, I’ve got a couple of
other things I need to get done before I get out of here. Have a
good evening, Sharlene.”

“You too, Mariam.”

 


 


* * * * *
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Since the Institute has a self-proclaimed progressive
policy of giving the employees a week off every five months in
addition to their annual two week vacation, yesterday, Sharlene
took a leisurely drive along some of the back roads to visit her
aunt for a week plus two weekends. After Paula closed the store and
Paul closed his vehicle repair shop, the three of them went to a
local restaurant for a relaxing meal then went back to the house
for dessert and to talk about a variety of inconsequential topics
and gossip about the family for the evening.

 


* * * * *

 


Sharlene takes advantage of the situation and sleeps
in later than usual this morning. After she gets up and has a quiet
breakfast, she watches the store for a little while so Paula can
sit down to eat a relaxing lunch instead of snatching bites out of
a sandwich between customers as she usually does. It’s a change of
pace for Sharlene to use the cash register, but it’s kind of fun
for her to do something different, although the customers know the
store better than she does. Since Molly makes her presence obvious,
no one bothers Sharlene or makes an issue of her being new in the
store.

In the afternoon, while Paula is working in the
store, Sharlene takes a walk through the forest and fields behind
the house with Molly, and enjoys the quiet which is only lightly
interrupted by the normal sounds of nature. Sharlene tries to
follow a couple of lizards, but they soon scurry under some bushes
and are lost to sight. Later, she putters in her aunt’s garden and
picks some vegetables to add to dinner.

 


* * * * *

 


As he pushes his empty plate away, Paul says, “Thank
you, young lady. That hit the spot.”

“You’re welcome, Uncle Paul. I’m glad you liked
it.”

Paula agrees, “Yes, Sharlene, that was good. Where
did you get the idea to combine the vegetables like that?”

“My friend at work, Mariam, made something
similar once from what she said was an old family recipe. Over
time, I made a few minor changes to it on different occasions until
I came up with this version. It’s a lot better with vegetables
fresh from the garden. I hope you didn’t mind me raiding your
garden.”

“Not at all, that’s what it’s there
for.”

After they put the leftovers away and clean up the
dirty dishes, Sharlene and Paula prepare a pot of tea and sit down
to talk while Paul goes to the other room to watch some
television.

“So, Sharlene, how’s the job going?”

“Not so good. I started to put out feelers with
some of my professors and internship directors to find another
job.”

“What’s going on?”

“When I first started the study, I was excited
because I was told that certain results had been achieved and it
was insinuated that a breakthrough had been accomplished which
involved proprietary information and hadn’t been released to the
research journals. But as I was doing my work, some things just
didn’t add up. So when I looked up the history and parameters of
the study, I realized that the progress which I had been told about
was what they hoped to do, rather than what had already been
accomplished.”

“Oh, no.”

“That was my response. Then I wondered whether
that same style of advertising rather than accomplishment was
limited to the study or pervaded the organization. So I started
looking at the Institute as a whole. When I re-read the purpose of
the Institute, I felt like shooting myself for being a
fool.”

“Why do you say that?”

Sharlene explains, “Because I was so excited about
what the study claimed, I had ignored what the Institute as a whole
claimed to try to be doing, which was to electronically capture
human nerve functions and study them. The problem is that there
isn’t even a super computer which can manage just a fraction of the
information which is carried by the human nervous system. When I
discretely checked the history and progress of the various teams
who are working on trying to electronically record the human
nervous system, they were all failing because the computer hardware
and software can’t handle that amount of data. There was one team
which showed a slight glimmer of progress and that was the team
assigned to the inside portion of the little toe on the right foot
of a human.”

Paula looks at her in surprise then proclaims,
“You’re kidding. The nerve information from a quarter square inch
of skin was too much for the computers?”

“And not just any quarter inch square of skin.
The inside of the little toe has a whole lot less nerve endings
than the palm of the hand or the tip of a finger. Computer
processing capability is growing very fast, but it will be years
and more like decades before computers can record the data carried
by the human nervous system, much less sort it out and study
it.”

“Do you call it job security?”

Sharlene answers, “I suppose from a theoretical
perspective I could say, ‘yes’, but in reality, I have to say,
‘no’. From what I’ve heard, funding agencies and businesses want a
quicker return on their investment. I tried to make some discrete
inquiries into some of the contracts and what their time tables
were, but wasn’t able to get any information. When I couldn’t go
any further at the Institute level, I turned back to the study I
was working on and the more I dug, the more I realized there are
some major technological issues which need to be resolved before
the study can go forward as advertised.”

Paula asks, “Like what?”

“Well, the first problem is that there’s no way
to do a continuous scan of how the brain is functioning in a
person. A single scan even once a week of a person with an
emotional or behavioral disorder doesn’t provide enough information
to be positive that this or that brain activity is involved in the
disorder, especially if the disorder isn’t being manifested at the
moment the scan is being conducted. Then that scan needs to be
compared to the scanned brain activity of thousands of other people
who are supposedly normal, but may have their own brain functioning
disorders whether they know it or not.

“Currently, the brain imaging equipment is huge
and expensive. Until the imaging equipment can be worn as easily as
a sports cap with the storage capability to record thousands of
brain activity scans every day, any determination that certain
brain activity relates to certain disorders or behaviors is
guesswork, not accuracy of a scientific nature.

“Another technological problem is in trying to
study the chemical nature of the brain. We know that if certain
chemicals in the brain are present in greater or lesser quantity,
behavior can be affected. Even the guesswork of feeding pills to
depressed people has demonstrated this. The problem is that it’s
guesswork. There’s currently no way to test which chemicals are
available in what quantities.

“To do that, they would need multitudes of
highly miniaturized chemical sensors placed in many areas of the
brain. Each of those sensors would need to be able to distinguish a
variety of different chemicals which might be minutely altered due
to a number of different factors and then be able to transmit the
chemical information from the brain without interfering with the
brain’s own electrical activity. The chemicals in the brain can’t
be tested without some invasive procedure. Then there’s no way to
be sure the chemicals which are tested are identical to the
chemicals in the pristine environment of the brain or if they were
somehow altered or contaminated during the process of installing
the sensors.

“Capturing the electrical brain wave activities
has a better chance of success, but even that has a chance for
contamination or alteration of the brain’s electrical activity due
to the electrical nature of the electronic sensors and recording
devices. Even that success has a very limited application because
we don’t know if emotional and behavior disorders are caused by the
structure of the brain, the chemicals in the brain, or the
electrical impulses of the brain. Or some complicated combination
of the three.”

“In other words, current research doesn’t even
know where to look to find the problem, yet the study claimed they
had narrowed it down and were ready to apply solutions.”

“That’s it in a nutshell.”

“What do you intend to do?”

“My inclination is to get off of the ship while
it’s still floating. If I don’t hear anything from the feelers I
put out in the last couple of weeks, I might start looking for
positions at clinics or hospitals. I’ve also considered looking at
teaching positions at some of the local colleges. If nothing works
out, I can always try hanging out my own shingle as a private
practice.”

“I’m glad you’re thinking about your options.
Sharlene, if there’s a gap between positions or you just want to
get away, you’re always welcome to sack out here.”

“Thank you, Aunt Paula, I really appreciate
that.”

 


 


* * * * *
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After Paula closes the store and they clean up from
dinner, Sharlene makes a pot of tea and they sit down to talk.

“Thanks for fixing dinner again.”

Sharlene assures her, “It was my pleasure. Sometimes
it’s kind of fun to cook for other people. If I didn’t keep busy
with work and some of the other research I’m doing, I would
probably get bored with my own cooking. Keeping busy is enough of a
distraction that I just throw something together to eat and don’t
pay much attention to it.”

“I understand what you mean. Sometimes it’s
hardly worth the effort to make a meal when you’re tired, so you
make the same meal you’ve eaten a couple of hundred times before
because you can do it almost on automatic. I’m sure glad Paul isn’t
a fussy eater.”

“I get the impression that Uncle Paul notices
the meal only when he thinks a glass of wine is
appropriate.”

“Sometimes that’s almost true. I don’t mean to
be nosy, but I’ve never seen you wearing that headband before this
weekend.”

“Actually, it’s two headbands. The visible one
is one which Grandma Running Deer gave me and I use it as
decoration to cover up the plain headband.”

Paula asks, “What’s that one for?”

“It’s for an emotional recording project my
friend at work, Mariam, is involved with and she talked me into
trying out for it. The headband contains electronic sensors
connected to a device which records emotional brain wave activity.
The Project is attempting to electronically record and collect
emotions and then transfer the electronic emotions to another
person. The idea is to help the therapy process of people who are
diagnosed with emotional disorders.”

“That sounds interesting.”

“It is. Their emphasis is on collecting the
emotional responses of people. I don’t know whether they’ve made
any progress in transferring the emotions electronically to another
person. If they succeed, it will be interesting to see what affect
it might have on the therapy process.”

“I assume that this project has more chance of
success than the study you’re working on.”

Sharlene nods her head as she responds, “Definitely.
For one thing, simply recording brain wave activity related to
emotions is much less involved than understanding how or where the
brain produced the emotion to begin with. Even though they don’t
know all which is involved with an emotion in the brain, emotions
are at least partially transmitted by electrical currents in the
brain and can be recorded. The down side is that the emotions
recorded are fairly basic and need to be strongly felt. What
they’ve found so far, is that few people and few emotional
situations provide strong enough emotions which are clean enough to
be of any use in trying to transfer them to another person.”

“I can understand a strongly felt emotion, but
how is an emotion clean enough?”
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