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Thank you for reading Trina, A Design Fiction. As both process and 
product, design fiction offers a way to speculate — through design and 
literary figuring — about people and technology in the near future. 

The Trina story considers the perils and potentials of bringing 
nascent digital technologies and cyberinfrastructures together with 
the practice of critical interpretation central to the humanities. The 
intended audience includes humanities scholars, technology developers, 
design researchers, and readers of speculative fiction. 

The story can be experienced through three different media forms:  
a live performance comprised of a slide show, a reading, and 
electronic music (played live or recorded); an edited video; and the 
print version you find here which is a kind of script/graphic novel. 

The story’s structure is based upon the constraints of a PechaKucha 
presentation — 20 slides, 20 seconds each — for each part. The image 
and narrative strategy is inspired by Chris Marker’s still-based short 
film, La Jetée. 

The Trina project was created as part of a practice-based PhD at the 
School of Design at Carnegie Mellon University. This self-published 
limited edition book has been produced to elicit early feedback from 
an invited group of critics. In 2019, Trina will be presented in 
the context of a doctoral dissertation tentatively titled The Trina 
Apparatus. But that is just the beginning, for Trina is the first of 
three stories to combine design, theory, and the digital humanities 
to critically explore the implications of emerging technologies for 
future knowledge practices.

Trina would not have been possible without the contributions of my 
collaborators, Janet Sarbanes and Casey Thomas Anderson. I am also 
indebted to my sister, Marcia Beck, who risked heat stroke to play the 
role of Trina.

Anne Burdick
August 2018





SLIDE  001

PART 1



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
00:00 VOICEOVER

NARRATOR:  This is where Trina liked to do her work, 
out of earshot, and in total isolation.



SLIDE  01



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
00:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  In her free time she wound her way 
through the ghostly wordscape of The 
Commons. 

 But every now and then, the boom of guns 
from the nearby marine base brought her 
back to the flesh world with a guilty 
jolt. Today there was work to be done, a 
new job from Humanitas, Inc.

 



SLIDE  02



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
00:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: Like other out-of-work literary scholars, 
Trina was able to eke out a living 
performing human intelligence tasks for 
Humanitas. She knew the information she 
tracked down sometimes got people killed 
— there was no other possible use for 
it — and sometimes she let herself think 
about that, though most of the time she 
didn’t.

 



SLIDE  03



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
01:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: Workers with security clearance, like 
Trina, were required to sync up their 
implants with the agency’s proprietary 
software. The tradeoff seemed worth it — 
after all, Humanitas gave her access to 
the cloud. And without the cloud, there 
was no Commons.



SLIDE  04



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
01:20 VOICEOVER  

 
NARRATOR: HR also required daily sessions with an 

outdated AI therapist called NANCY. The 
treatment was supposed to help remote 
researchers, who had a tendency to fall 
prey to paranoia or conspiracy theories 
or other mental health issues, but it 
was mostly a waste of time.



SLIDE  05



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
01:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: Today’s appointment wasn’t for a few 
hours so Trina opened the new assignment. 
It was archival analysis, thankfully 
nothing to do with today’s wars, a 
document rumored to have been typed  
on a secret writing machine during  
World War I. 



SLIDE  06



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
02:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  She opened the file in Analyssist, her 
Humanitas tech. She wished she could 
hold the paper up to the sky and take 
an old-fashioned look-see, but the 
original had been destroyed many years 
ago. Fortunately, this was one of those 
archive-quality 3-D scans, better, for 
her purposes, than the real thing.



SLIDE  07



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
02:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: She ran the letters at the top through 
the writing machine detector but 
the results were inconclusive: an 
early prototype typewriter with an 
unidentifiable keyboard. 

 War intelligence? Maybe. But the machine 
was all wrong. 



SLIDE  08



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
02:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: Luckily she had a plug-in that could 
peel away the layers, find the one with 
the message. She grabbed at the air to 
call up D.I.G. A casual observer passing 
by the property might’ve thought she was 
waving, or dancing, or mad. But nobody ... 



SLIDE  09



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
03:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: ... ever passed by out where she was, 
except for an occasional coyote, or the 
rabbits at feeding time.

 The first layer had no discernable 
pattern. It wasn’t an image and according 
to the software, it wasn’t a text either. 
So she kept on going to the next layer, 
opening and closing her hands like crab 
claws.



SLIDE  10



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
03:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: Layer two looked like gibberish but at 
least it had a structure.

 She ran the text through all known 
cryptography keys and turned up nothing.

 Perhaps this is why it was sent for a 
human reader, she thought. She stared 
intently at the paper then pushed through 
to the bottom.



SLIDE  11



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
03:40 VOICEOVER  

PAUSE VOICEOVER UNTIL 03:50, TO ALLOW AUDIENCE TO READ 
TEXT ON SLIDE 12.

NARRATOR: “Philo Remington” she said aloud. 
 
 “Philo Remington, born 1816, died 1889. 

Eldest son of Eliphalet Remington, 
inventor of the Remington rifle,” the 
system ... 



SLIDE  12



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
04:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: ... said in words that only she could 
hear.   

 “Following his father’s death, Philo 
ran E. Remington & Sons, a manufacturer 
of firearms and typewriters in Ilion, 
New York, along with his brother 
Eliphalet III, who oversaw the typewriter 
division.” 



SLIDE  13



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
04:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: On a hunch, she went back to the second 
layer. 

 To exhaust all the options, she ran a 
genre analysis. The results only added 
to the confusion: typing instructions 
and a school motto? Was Philo learning 
to type? 

 She expanded the motto. 



SLIDE  14



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
04:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: Doctrina Fortior Armis. The Pen is 
Mightier than the Sword. 

 Another twist but she still couldn’t 
understand how the texts came together 
and the categories of Analyssist were no 
help.  
 
So she moved to The Commons where she 
could ask the crowd, typing “Doctrina 
Fortior” into a biographical database.



SLIDE  15



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
05:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: It turned up a single modest entry.

PAUSE VOICEOVER UNTIL 05:15 TO ALLOW AUDIENCE TO READ 
TEXT ON SLIDE 16.

NARRATOR: A concrete poet who did funny things 
with type?

 Just then Trina felt a buzz in her 
fingers.



SLIDE  16



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
05:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: The Commons evaporated: time for therapy.  
Trina got up to feed the rabbits.

 She had gotten used to the live 
transcript, a curtain of text that 
dangled just beyond the brim of her hat 
during each session.

 
 “Trina, hello.” NANCY said. “Hello, 

Nancy,” Trina replied.



SLIDE  17



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
05:40 VOICEOVER  

SPOKEN DIALOGUE BETWEEN TRINA AND NANCY. NANCY HAS A 
SLIGHTLY STILTED, OVERLY POLITE VOICE.

NANCY:  How’s your mood today?

TRINA:  Good, I guess. 

NANCY:  What’s going on in your world?

TRINA:  I’m on an interesting job. More like what 
I was trained to do when I got my PhD. 

NANCY:  And how does that make you feel? 

TRINA:  No one’s life is on the line, so less 
stress.



SLIDE  18



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
06:00 VOICEOVER  

NANCY:  I understand. You’re feeling stress. 
Here’s a five-minute guided meditation 
to help you de-stress. I’ll check in 
again tomorrow. Okay?

TRINA:  Super.

NARRATOR: Trina let the exercise run in the 
background as she sprinkled the last bit 
of feed under the creosote bush then sat 
in the shade.



SLIDE  19



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
06:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: She leaned her head against the camper 
thinking she should get back to work. 
Isn’t that what the therapy was designed 
for, to get you back to work? She 
wondered what would happen if she told 
NANCY the truth — about the nightmares 
that plagued her sleep or the horrors 
that crept up in the middle of the day.

  



SLIDE  20





PART 2



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
06:40 VOICEOVER  
 

NARRATOR: This is where Trina went when she needed 
to stock up on food and water. 



SLIDE  21



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
07:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: Back in the RV, she relived the long 
straight drive to the market in her 
mind. She could still feel the slap of 
heat against her face, still hear the 
gnarled owner’s diatribe about the evils 
of technology — against people with that 
distracted look, snatching at the air.  
 
“Leave your work at home,” he’d growled. 
“There’s a real human being standing in 
front of you.”



SLIDE  22



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
07:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  So she was stuck listening to him rail 
against AR, against google-chips, against 
the electrical grid itself for god’s 
sake, until she could make her escape.

 Trina looked around the kitchen and 
calculated. She’d be good for at least 
ten days, maybe a fortnight.

 



SLIDE  23



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
07:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: She was anxious to return to the letter, 
to finish her checklist. Humanitas 
wouldn’t want to hear about typing 
schools or obscure poets; it would 
be best to file an incomplete report. 
Missing facts were preferred over 
educated guesses. 



SLIDE  24



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
08:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: Trina pushed a pillow into the small of 
her back. She purchased a one-time pass 
to the Remington corporate archives, now 
a part of Unisys. Even though she could 
expense it, she always resented having 
to pay. 



SLIDE  25



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
08:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: Nothing useful turned up. That was it. 
Her report was technically finished. But 
she wasn’t ready to send it bouncing 
across the sky to some remote data 
outpost in the middle of nowhere. She 
wanted to find Doctrina and had time 
to run one last query before the server 
would kick her off.



SLIDE  26



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
08:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: So she entered the archive through the 
Commons and ran her script. The results 
returned a single hit which she loaded 
into her project space.

PAUSE VOICEOVER TO ALLOW AUDIENCE TO READ TEXT ON 
SLIDE 27.



SLIDE  27



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
09:00 VOICEOVER  

RESUME VOICEOVER AT 09:15.

NARRATOR: Unprompted, her research bot spoke: 
“According to personnel records, Ida 
Wayne was secretary to Philo Remington 
from 1872 to 1873.” 



SLIDE  28



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
09:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: Of course, Ida had typed both letters. 
But what did they mean?

 Trina tapped out a note to a group of 
amateur typewriter historians whose own 
passion for keyboards might be of help. 
She flicked the message into the air like 
a Frisbee. Just as she swung her feet to 
the floor, ...



SLIDE  29



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
09:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: ... she felt the buzz of NANCY.

 “Trina, hello,” NANCY said. 

TRINA: Hey Nance.

NANCY: How is your mood today?

NARRATOR: For a so-called intelligence working 
with sophisticated learning algorithms, 
NANCY sure was predictable. Trina wasn’t 
sure whether that was a good thing or a 
bad thing. She decided to try something 
new.



SLIDE  30



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
10:00 VOICEOVER  

TRINA:  Hey, can I tell you about a dream I had 
last night? 

NANCY:  You can tell me anything.

TRINA:  I have it a lot these days. I’m here  
at the table looking out the window and 
I hear the sound of guns from the Base, 
like usual. But in the dream they keep 
getting closer and closer until they’re 
right outside the camper, and then I  
see soldiers swarming all over the 
property, ...



SLIDE  31



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
10:20 VOICEOVER  

TRINA:  ... ducking behind bushes, shooting at 
each other. And I’m terrified — I think 
this is it, the war has finally come home 
— but then I realize they’re American 
soldiers running an exercise and I’m on 
the Base too. And I think to myself, well 
that’s better than being under enemy 
fire, but then I wake up screaming “NO!” 
so maybe it’s not that much better, at 
least not in my dream.



SLIDE  32



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
10:40 VOICEOVER  

TRINA:  What do you make of that, NANCY?

NANCY:  What do you make of it, Trina?

TRINA:  I don’t know, but sometimes I get that 
feeling in broad daylight too.

NANCY:  What feeling?

TRINA:  That screaming NO feeling.

NANCY:  Sometimes it helps to talk about our 
feelings, Trina.

TRINA:  Doesn’t it help to talk about our dreams?



SLIDE  33



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
11:00 VOICEOVER  

NANCY:  I’m not programmed for that, but did 
you know the way you talk about things 
actually affects how you feel about them?

TRINA:  You don’t say.

NARRATOR: Back to data masquerading as therapy. 
Trina chided herself for feeling let 
down. 



SLIDE  34



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
11:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Seeking refuge in The Commons, she 
settled in and opened her workspace.  
 
The typewriter enthusiasts had been busy 
in her absence. She rotated the results 
and could tell by the spindles’ shapes 
that there was disagreement.



SLIDE  35



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
11:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  A collector in New York shared an old 
story about the falling out between 
the Remington brothers. Philo backed 
Christopher Sholes’s QWERTY keyboard 
over a “frivolous” layout promoted by 
Eliphalet. But no trace of it had ever 
been found, perhaps until now.



SLIDE  36



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
12:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Trina spun the document around to see 
what her bot had gathered — all the 
keyboards known to have been tested 
at Remington. The arrangements looked 
haphazard, willy-nilly. Ida was right, 
definitely not poetic. 



SLIDE  37



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
12:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Someone forwarded the first letter ever 
typed by Mark Twain.  
 
She stared at the row of test characters 
along its top edge. Something about it 
reminded her of the Doctrina letter and 
she was itching to compare the two.

 But Analyssist was like a fortress and 
exports were strictly forbidden. 



SLIDE  38



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
12:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  She hesitated.  
 
Were old typewriters worth risking her 
security clearance — or worse?  
 
She pushed the thought aside, hacked 
into Analyssist, and dropped the letter 
into her project space.  
 
It was now accessible to anyone.

 



SLIDE  39



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
13:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Looking closely at that first string of 
characters she saw that they might also 
be a test, the top row of keys on Ida 
Wayne’s Remington prototype. 

 And was it her imagination or did it 
also contain every letter in DOCTRINA 
FORTIOR ARMIS? 

  



SLIDE  40





SLIDE  001

PART 3



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
13:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR: This is where Trina spent her nights, 
lulled to sleep by the chatter in The 
Commons. 

 



SLIDE  41



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
13:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  But tonight she was wide awake.  
 
“At last a project I’m not afraid to 
learn more about,” she thought, half 
paying attention as the bot arranged her 
snippets the way she liked them. 



SLIDE  42



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
14:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  She zoomed in on the people. She homed 
in on Ida. She wanted to know more about 
Ida’s relationship to words — and to 
typing, especially the typing manuals.  
 
“Am. As. An. Army.” she said out loud.



SLIDE  43



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
14:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Trina imagined Ida starting the first 
women’s typing school, sneaking DOCTRINA 
FORTIOR ARMIS into the exercises, hoping 
to achieve through her teaching what she 
was unable to change in the technology 
itself.



SLIDE  44



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
14:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  She had no proof, but she had artifacts 
and she could craft a convincing 
argument. So she shifted modes and began 
to sequence her content chunks into a 
line.



SLIDE  45



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
15:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  When she was done, she released her 
document into The Commons, watching 
as the spindles adjusted to the latest 
addition.

 She sat back, waiting for the moon to 
rise. Listening to the sounds of the 
desert and the network, ...



SLIDE  46



— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
15:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  ... she drifted off to sleep. 

 In this dream, there was a little girl 
crying in the yard, as guns blazed 
around her.  
 
(PACE QUICKENS) 
 
“Doctrina! Doctrina!” a woman’s voice 
yelled, hoarse with fear. Or was it 
“Deeba! Deeba!” the woman in the black 
veil screamed as she raced toward the 
girl? 
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
15:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  (FAST-PACED)
 

A soldier appeared behind the RV, ripping 
the pin from a grenade with his teeth. 
“NO!” Trina shouted, but no sound came 
out – only text. A transcript dangled in 
the air between the soldier, the woman 
and the girl, but it made no difference, 
nobody saw it but her.

 BOOM!
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
16:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Trina startled awake but the explosions 
continued — they were running an exercise 
out at the base. 

 
She shook off the nightmare as her eye 
caught movement in the Commons.  
 
Relieved, she reached to open the first 
response, even though it was only a lowly 
comment.
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
16:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Just then a literary scholar posted 
a paper aiming to “debunk” Trina’s 
interpretation, calling the Doctrina 
letter a literary prank crafted by the 
concrete poet Doctrina Fortior. 

 A flurry of responses followed, ...
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
16:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  ... with reactions as varied as the 
research methods employed.  
 
The Machine Histories Lab built a virtual 
typewriter with Ida’s keyboard to test 
her assertion that “a typewriter can 
have any configuration and type just as 
fast.” 
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
17:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  From a private note, Trina learned that 
in the late 1800s the typist was seen as 
the ultimate liberated woman. Even though 
women were cheap labor, their “dainty 
fingers” gave them independence. 

 This last comment struck a chord and 
Trina paused, remembering the day she got 
her finger implants. ...
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
17:20  VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  ... No need to hunt and peck, free to 
move about untethered. 

 But now Humanitas Inc. owned her fingers, 
and her eyes and ears too. She worked all 
the time and the jobs paid less and less.

 Maybe it’s time to start my own typing 
school, Trina laughed to herself.
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
17:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Curious to try an actual typewriter, she 
downloaded the Machine Histories Lab’s 
virtual prototype.  
 
Dainty fingers? Compared to her implants, 
pushing down the simulated mechanical 
keys was a workout! 
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
18:00 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Then she got an idea.  
 
Rubbing her thumb up and down each 
finger methodically, she reprogrammed her 
FingerTyps, using only Ida’s sequence 
and nothing else. She tapped out a test 
to see if it made her feel anything. 

 Peace? Pacifism? Might?
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
18:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Suddenly the characters disappeared, 
replaced by the slow-blinking insistence 
of NANCY’S cursor.  
 
This was an odd hour for NANCY. 

NANCY: Good morning Trina. 

NARRATOR: Trina typed a response.

TRINA AND NANCY CONTINUE THEIR EXCHANGE THROUGH TEXT.
VOICEOVER STOPS, ALLOWING AUDIENCE TO READ TEXT ON 
SLIDE 56. 
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
18:40 VOICEOVER  

NO VOICEOVER. AUDIENCE READS TEXT ON SLIDE 57. 
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
19:00 VOICEOVER  

AUDIENCE READS TEXT ON SLIDE 58. 
RESUME VOICEOVER AT 19:15.

NARRATOR:  Trina rubbed her SkyEyes, disconnecting 
them from Humanitas Inc. 

 She turned off her audio and walked away, 
through the creosote and out onto the 
dirt road.
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
19:20 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Surprisingly, she did feel a sense of 
peace.  
 
She was through with all of it — with 
Analyssist, with the War on Terror, with 
translating words into bombs. 

 But her fingers were still transmitting 
which meant that the machines and people 
at Humanitas could read what she wrote. 
And there was one last message she wanted 
them to see. 
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— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —
19:40 VOICEOVER  

NARRATOR:  Like Nietzsche before her, she typed 
blindly, carefully counting the spaces. 

 When she reached the end, she snapped to 
turn them off.

 (PAUSE)

  A short while later NANCY referred 
Trina’s gibberish for interpretation by a 
human.
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