2003: Acheron.  A blog entry of a woman (Meg) who's about to kill her evil baby.
When I was little I would dream of the day that I had a baby of my own to love and hold and nibble on its tiny little toes. At night I would slip into the nursery and listen for those faint noises that meant all was well. My husband and I would stand in the doorway, arms around each other, and watch the baby sleep, small body gently moving up and down with the inhalations and expirations required for life. On weekends we would pack up and go over to my mother's house and grandpa would get all goofy with his first grandchild, trying to hide the easy tears that love brings, while grandma cared for me and reminded me that I used to be to her own baby, and she loved me just as much as I loved my child. She told me several times when I was young that I would never know how much she loved me until I had a child of my own.

As my child grew up I would quickly kiss away the inevitable hurts of growing up; the bumps and bruises and scrapes that both physical and emotional movement inflict upon us all. I would always be understanding but firm, kind but fiercely dedicated, motivated but not driven. I would be the ideal mother. Mine would be the house all the neighborhood children would congregate to on lazy summer days while I would watch benevolently in the background, baking cookies and making lemonade. As the locusts sang their low and sad afternoon music, I would feel the small arms of my child around my neck and the same sweet breath puff against my ear as I heard, "I love you, Mommy."

These dreams are not mine to come true. These are for some other, more deserving woman to experience and cherish and reminisce about in the long winter of old age. Some other woman who has a mother to tell her she loves her; who has a father who will know who his grandchild is; who has a husband who has regard for.. life, love, happiness; for a child who doesn't look at her with hatred and malevolence. I pray that another woman may have all my dreams come true for her. This is my bequeathal. It is my legacy. It is my fervent dream, for anyone other than myself.

I know now what I need to do. I know that you and Jake and everyone else will think this is post-partum psychosis. I know it is not. I know that if I don't do it, I will die. I know that if I do it, I will also probably die. I know that I'm scared. I know that I'm resolute. I know this is the end. I know how Sidney Carton felt. I know it is wrong. I know it doesn't belong among God's creations. I know that if I can't bring myself to do it, I will refuse to stay on this earth with it. I know I have a knife. I know this is goodbye.

Goodbye.

2004: Dread House.  A poem from an inmate in a mental asylum.
AND THEN

the funny little man

with the sweaty little hands 

and the tiny little mind

puts the sticky little pads

on my frightened little brain

AND THEN

that funny little man

flips the deadly little switch

so I have a little twitch

and my battered little wrists

strain against the gigantic leather straps

(they are padded, for her pleasure)

AND THEN

there is nothing

I am nothing

and the escape is sweet

2004: Dread House.  Newspaper article about strange events in a local abandoned asylum.
Police Say There's Nothing to Investigate

-Cambridge, MN September 24, 2003

Despite local residents' reports of unusual activities and strange lights in the abandoned areas of the Cambridge Mental Hospital, local authorities have declared that there is nothing to worry about, the Cambridge Chief of Police's office said on Tuesday.

A brief investigation was mounted following several calls from Cambridge residents reporting lights in the windows and vehicles entering the grounds of the Cambridge Mental Hospital.  The hospital itself is currently mostly shut down and has not been fully operational for several years.  Currently the hospital is slated for demolition and new construction projects are supposed to take place on the grounds within the next few years.  In a statement issued jointly by the Isanti County Sheriff’s office and the Cambridge Chief of Police on Tuesday, September 23, officials claimed that the activities seen were part of the demolition planning crews and, “There really is nothing to investigate.”

Local Residents Not Convinced

Local residents are not all convinced.  The Isanti County Sheriff's office declared that much of the concern had been stirred up by a recent visitor to the area who had been asking several questions and spreading rumors of wild and illicit activities in the hospital.   The County News was unable to identify the visitor at press time, but interviews with several residents who wished to remain anonymous indicate that she told a convincing tale.  Those interviewed were uncomfortable giving out any particulars on the story other than the cryptic comment, “We don’t need that type of publicity in our fair town”. Sheriff Bobohead strongly discounted any of the visitor’s statements or residents’ reaction, saying, “I could go to Seattle and tell everyone I’m the reincarnation of Napoleon Bonaparte, but that don’t necessarily make it true.”

Reporters from the County News visited the facility after the statement issued by the Chief of Police’s office on Tuesday, but were unable to find any evidence of anything happening recently other than the usual remnants of teen parties.  Predictably, the Cambridge Mental Hospital has been declared a “haunted house” by local children and police are often finding kids on the grounds during the weekend, despite the presence of an on-site caretaker.  Attempts to interview the caretaker were unsuccessful.  

Authorities cautioned that entering the buildings could be hazardous as they have not been maintained and could be structurally unsound.  In addition, trespassing could result in arrest.  The property is privately owned.  A celebrated drug bust occurred in the main hospital building three years ago, when officials arrested three youths who had been dealing in marijuana at local schools.  Over one pound of marijuana was found during the raid. 

Anonymous Source Says There’s More to Story

An anonymous caller to the County News offices on Monday evening indicated that officials would discontinue the investigation.  The caller stated that there was more to the story than officials were saying, but would not go into specifics.  The County News suspects the caller may have been the aforementioned visitor to the area.

Officials stress that there has been nothing out of the ordinary going on at the hospital, but said that anyone with concerns is welcome to call the police office if they think they see anything worth reporting.  “Most likely it’s going to be one of those kids smoking something bad for them,” says Sheriff Bobohead.

2004: Dread House.  Selected blog entries from a lonely IT guy (Ron) who has just moved from Washington State to NYC.
3/23 Another day, another server crash.  With the move to Manhattan comes a new ISP, because the last one managed not only to lose all my files but failed to produce a viable backup.  They should have hired me when I put in my application.  Oh well, their loss.  And my loss too, I guess.  It's just bits and bytes, nothing big.  Just my life story, that's all.  Damn them!

3/29 I started my new position today as webmaster of Tomorrow's Talk.  I triple and quadruple checked to make sure they didn't have a problem with employees mentioning where they work.  I would hate to be one of the stories you read about in blogdom on a regular basis.  No problem, they said - we know people have lives, we know they have to blow off steam occasionally, just don't slag on us too hard.

Anyway, it went pretty well I think.  First days are always a little weird no matter where you are.  But there weren't any serious miscommunications or bad thing, really.  

4/10 It occurs to me that I'm in the middle of a concrete jungle with no place to reconnect to nature.  I've got to find a way to get out once in a while.  I've got to remember that I need to do this.  Maybe it's that Arapaho blood.  Dad'd kill me if he heard me saying that.  I still have no idea why.  Not like I can ask him, either.  One of life's little mysteries, I guess.

4/11 Happy Easter.  I'll be the one at home alone, eating a dozen hard-boiled eggs.  No, I'm not having a pity-party really.  Just a little bored.  Someone needs to order a killer Puzzlecard so's I can occupy myself with it.

4/16 Man am I glad it's the weekend.  I thought things would settle down at work after a few weeks but it's been fire after fire to put out.  Those people are obsessed with network security.  Every single day, first thing I have to check for patches on every single piece of software installed.  They don't trust the auto-updaters to do it.  I am Ron, the living breathing auto-updater.

4/21 If this is fulfilling, then I am happy.  Right?  

I am not convinced.

4/29 And if I believe hard enough that I am happy, then it will really happen.  Right?  Because I keep telling myself this is my dream job, what I moved across the country for, spent all my money for and sold most of my stuff to do, therefore it is where I will be happy, damnit, happy.

I'm so not sure what I'm doing here.

5/5 Ay, muchachos.  Feliz cinco de mayo!  And here's where Ron's high school Spanish comes to a screeching halt.

I actually got out of the city last weekend.  I didn't have any particular destination in mind, but I hadn't driven my car in over a month and I am paying an outrageous fee to park it in the city, so I have to decide whether I am going to keep the car or ditch it and save myself a lot of dinero.  I'm loath to give it up.  It's pretty much my last connection with my former life.  If I sell it, it's burning major bridges.  Major.

So anyway, I went toodling around and ended up at Niagara Falls.  It's beautiful, it's majestic, it's full of FREAKING PEOPLE IN LOVE.  I was the only single person there.  And the worst part was that there was no Superman in sight.  So to keep myself from plunging into the river, I shuffled off to see Wright's enormous Darwin Martin House.  I came back to town on Sunday.  It was almost, but not quite, like coming home.

5/13 I got in two more Puzzlecard orders today.  Someday I will get there, to where I want to be when I grow up: I want to be Mark Burnett with a highly successful ARG franchise on the side.  Cause this day-to-day pedantic crapola has got to end.  Soon, ok?  Like yesterday?

8/11The weirdness continues.  Every time I walked into a room today the conversation stopped.  Every time I walked out of a room I heard the whispers start.  I had to let RT know I was a couple of days behind on the updates.  He just gave me a cold fish stare for a minute, then said, "That's fine, Ron".  That man scares me.  LJ scares me; I think she could tear me up.  Am I just paranoid?  Maybe I should go read The Firm.

8/12 It was a little juvenile, but I taped hairs on my desk drawers.  They were all broken when I came in this morning.  I put a keylogger on my computer and realized it had been disabled and the log cleared.  Guess they know a thing or two about a thing or two.  RT asked me to stay after class today.  I don't think he wants me to clean erasers.  I think I'm smiling too much.  I read somewhere that indicates nervousness.  Nobody else is smiling around here anymore.

2004: Dread House.  A script for a telephone message left by a man on the run (Ron).
Hey, this is Ron.  First off I want to thank you guys for all your support; it's meant a lot to me and helped keep me going.  I've been so paranoid lately that even the people looking at magazines seem sinister to me... sorry if I alarmed anyone about the guys in the bookstore.  

Um, some of you have mentioned some really weird stuff going on in the sound files from the mental hospital... there are images hidden in the sounds - really bizarre.  One of the images is some Gold Hotel in Nevada, so I think that's where I'm headed, to check it out since there must be a connection.  Besides, who's going to look for someone in a hotel that's not even open, right?  I did try to call someone to stay with near the hospital but I couldn't get through.  Probably better that way so I don't turn the posse of goons looking for me onto anybody else.

Let's see, what else...?  Oh, I'm going to try to post that third file as soon as I decide a good place to put it.  Also, I'm thinking about calling Randall to see if I can get a reading on whether he's on our side or not.  And I'm  waiting to hear back from Jaimie and starting to get a little impatient.  He sounds like he (or she?) could really help out with this stuff.

Uh, anyway, that's about it; I'll try to get in touch again soon and let you know when I make it to Nevada.  Thanks! Bye.

2004: Dread House.  Email from a woman investigating the disappearance of her brother (Jaimie Cyphers).

Greetings.  I'm here in San Francisco, having traveled here to visit the Dream Projector clinic after experiencing some of the most horrible nightmares ever.  When Ron and I went to visit the Gold Mine Hotel, it was like someone flipped a switch - I started getting terrible headaches and I would wake up screaming every night.  The worst part was that I couldn't remember anything about what had me so terrified.  It got really bad in a matter of just a couple of days, so I decided I wasn't too far, might as well check out the Dream Projector place.

The facility here is very clean and professional.  The staff is quite friendly and I haven't had any problems with them, but I'm getting a really weird vibe sometimes about the whole thing.  I can't seem to put my finger on it.  Nobody's said anything out of place that I can recall.  Anyway, I have been going through the orientation program, learning how to journal my dreams, all that.  It doesn't do much good to know how to journal my dreams when I can't remember them, though.  I think I might actually try doing the Dream Projector to see if it can capture something, anything.  Between not getting any good sleep at night to my mind-splitting headaches, I'm starting to go a little nuts.

I've been doing a little sleuthing also, since some people told me they think there might be more to this whole enterprise, specifically that the Seventh Sons might have something to do with it.  I've noticed quite a few "Authorized Personnel Only" doors that have really piqued my interest.  I might have to borrow a page from "Ron Ron King of Pr0n" and try to sweet-talk one of the interns into giving me a tour. 

Speaking of Ron, I keep trying to call his cell phone and getting a strange kind of busy signal.  We were having all sorts of reception problems while in Gold Hill; I was afraid this would happen.  If someone talks to him, please let him know I've been trying to reach him.  In the meantime, I'll see what I can find out around here and report back if I get more information.

(later)

That was close.  I got out.  I really didn't think I would.  I slipped through their fingers and imagine I've got some severely pissed off psychos chasing after me right about now.

Dr. Shoemaker decided I was going to have an "advanced treatment" whether I wanted one or not.  I had just managed to sneak into the restricted area when his goons grabbed me.  It's bad in there, folks.  They're doing things to people.  It was like The Matrix or something.  The restricted area has a giant room full of beds with comatose people in them.  I saw names on the charts.  One was W. Stauffer.  One was... M. Cyphers.  Oh God, I don't know whether to laugh or cry.

I'm on the way to Minnesota to meet with Ron.  He said he found a wall at the Cambridge Mental Hospital that looked just like the one at the Gold Mine Hotel where he found that book.  We're going to go knock it down.  We will get to the bottom of this one way or another.  We're going to meet the I Am Invisible webmaster, John Palmer, at the hospital.  He took a picture of a shredded photo at the mental hospital - guess who was on the photo?  Dr. Shoemaker.  If he hurt my brother... if he did anything at all to harm him... I will get that son of a bitch if it's the last thing I do.  I need to know.  I have to know.  I will know.  Hold on, Michael, if you're out there - I'm coming.  Stay strong!

2004: Dread House.  Script for the finale (played out via AOL Instant Messenger; all messages from Ron except for the last section and as noted).
>Testing one two - is this thing on?

>Ok, we're setting up the equipment now

>We're here outside the hospital

>This is a field where some of the cottages were where they filmed Dread House

>We're going to head over to Cottage 14 and go down into the tunnels from there

>Whoops, here comes Palmer

>Ok, off we go, I think all the equipment is working okay

>Hmm weird, there's an open space going down one of the tunnels, looks like it's been used recently

>I wonder if Charles went down there already

>Well, doesn't matter, we'll go down the other way

>Anyone got a machete?  Jeez..  Some of this brush is thick

>I swear I just heard a noise

>Maybe it was a deer

>Lions and tigers and bears, oh my!

>Oops, Jaimie's not in a joking mood... ow.

>Alright, going in!

>Ugh, this place is the pits

>Graffiti everywhere

>At least the floor seems stable

>The thought of being underground as it gets dark outside is NOT turning me on

>Some of the architectural details are nice though

>But who am I kidding, it's creepy and needs to be torn down

>Nothing like stalactites inside a building

>Ok, enough sightseeing

>Kinda dark around here..

>I think I should have brought a better flashlight

>Oh good, Jaimie has a super bright one

>Here's that bathroom

>This is Jaimie, I'm going to take over while Ron tears down the wall

>Ah, through it now, there's definitely a passage

>We're going in, wish us luck

>It is really really scary down here, we keep hearing things

>I know it's not imagination because we both keep hearing the same things

>Ron again, yeah agreed, it's not a nice place to visit

>This is bizarre, there are lights down here and they're working

>How is that possible?

>I'm pretty sure someone's following us

>I don't know what to do, I guess keep going

>If we go back we'll confront whoever it is

>If we go forward maybe we'll avoid them

>Jesus, these are prison cells

>There are bars and cages and bones everywhere

>Walls made out of bones

>What the hell have they been DOING down here??

>This almost looks like catacombs of sorts

>But I don't think anyone was buried here voluntarily

>Oh those poor lost souls

>There's writing on one of the walls

>Looks like counting something, slash marks

>Jaimie sees Michael's initials next to it

>They're counting up to 6

>God I hope Michael's not one of these skulls 

>Damnit what was that noise

>ohno

>oh shit

>We just found Charles

>he's dead..

>oh poor man

>damn

>damn

>There's blood coming from his ears but I can't tell whether it was natural causes

>Jaimie's sobbing, she's sure Michael's dead

>this is awful, I want out of here

>we have to keep going

>what the hell is this place

>It's like a chamber

>Some inner sanctum

>There's stuff written all over the walls

>This is not normal graffiti

>There are notes about breeding people

>like animals

>there are books and papers with symbols and instructions

>Latin(?) writing on the walls

>This looks like a classroom, are they brainwashing people?

>noises

>oh my God someone's closing in on us

>Palmer?

>Can you see this?

>shit please

>help

>jaimie

>they got her

>if you see this 

>palmer

>SEND HELP

>SEND HE

>can anyone see this this is john palmer

>did anyone see what happened?

>i don't know what to do

>i'm not armed

>should i just call the police?

>is ron saying anything else?

>what about jaimie?

>does anyone know the path they took?

>ok

>i'm going in

>yea though i walk through the valley of the shadow of death

2004: Dread House.  Response to the AOL IM conversation by the person who originally set the plot into motion (Ed Vargas).
I can't believe it.  I can't believe it.  I am in shock... I feel so guilty.  This is all my fault.  Why did I need to stir up trouble with that autoresponder?  I'm responsible for the deaths of three people.  My hands have blood on them.  Oh, what am I going to do?

I watched the camera feeds on Ron's page the other night, watched as they went into the tunnels under the hospital.  Saw trouble brewing when the first feed went dead.  Saw Palmer get hurt.  I called the Cambridge police about it all.  They didn't want to believe me at first.  They get crank calls about the place all the time.  Finally I convinced them into sending someone.  All I could find out is that they have found and identified three bodies - Charles, Jaimie, and Palmer.  The police won't talk to me about the case pending investigation - they questioned me over the phone the other night after they went out there but wouldn't tell me why.  I'm waiting for the Cambridge paper to send me a clipping about the story.  I have no idea what happened to Ron.  Oh guys I'm so so sorry.  God have mercy on their poor souls.

At least I was able to save Mark.  I read that article about the anti-forty hertz tone and was able to make the device.  I played the tone for Mark over the phone and it was like waking up someone from a heavy sleep.  I hoped he knew something, but he's been pretty well brainwashed and couldn't tell me much.  After I talked to him apparently he posted a confession to the Tomorrow's Talk site and turned himself in.  Not a good idea.  He's now in prison.  The poor man had been controlled by Silver and his secret society goons.  Mark kept saying he felt like he had been unraveling.  I don't think that's just a coincidence.  I think he used the site as some sort of outlet - who knows what he's hidden at the end?

And what the hell was that "reality game" message that Tomorrow's Talk had up, with credits?  Yeah right.  Those bastards are trying to cover their filthy tracks.  I am so filled with rage right now.  How many innocent people do they need to kill to make them feel big and important?  I want to get them.  I want their heads on platters.  Help me with Mark's site.  Maybe there's something there we will be able to use.

(and more, after Mark was killed..)

Coincide.  Suicide.  Homicide.  

"The truth is unraveling".  That's what was scrawled on the wall of Mark Robinson's cell when they found him dead.  I just got the call from a contact in New York.  He's dead, and I'm responsible.  

Out, damned spot! out, I say!  All the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand.

I thank you for your notes inquiring after my safety.  I don't think they can get to me here; they haven't found me so far.  All I can do is hole up and pray they don't kill anyone else.  Try to solve Mark's website; oh God those were his last words.  Uncover it.  The truth below.  The ancient terror.

I need a vacation, preferably in a place where less people die.

Stay safe, Ron.

2005: ARGTalk.  Selected blog entries from a slightly simple obsessed killer (A Fan).
I am sure that such a smart and popular writer like that must be too busy to write back to an average person like me. I just know I will hear something back to my encouraging mail very soon now. - A Fan# 12:58 PM

Oh, so her name is Suzee huh! I wonder why she can't settle down and make a decision about IM based ARGs. I hope she is not so cowardly that she feels she has to suck up to people on both sides of the fence. - A Fan# 3:20 PM

Wow, Suzee must just be really awfully busy. I would think that even a busy writer would have time to answer her fan mail though. I wonder why she won't answer mine. - A Fan# 1:13 PM

Well Suzee finally answered me, will wonders never cease! She didn't answer any of my questions though. She says she doesn't answer personal questions by email. I don't think the questions were too personal. - A Fan# 9:23 PM

I wrote Miss Suzee back and asked her what she meant about the personal questions. I hope she will answer me right this time. - A Fan# 6:54 PM

She did, she did, she did! She did answer me back and she did it right! She is very nice. I just knew she really was. I hope we will be friends. - A Fan# 2:41 PM

I have a secret! I can keep secrets very well. This is such a fun secret project. Oh, good times are ahead! - A Fan# 3:12 PM

Ha ha ha! My secret project went so well tonight. Wait, I guess I mean OUR secret project. It is so nice to be partners. We will fool everyone and they will chase their tails like dogs! - A Fan# 11:41 PM

Why is she being like this? I thought we were a team. I need to go see her face to face. She will look into my eyes and know how good I can be. - A Fan# 7:33 AM

Found her house! - A Fan# 11:55 AM

Peek a boo. I saw you! Did you see me? - A Fan# 11:19 AM

I finally got to see her face to face. She looked into my eyes. I looked into hers. I don't care what the rest of her is like. Her eyes are as clear as I knew they would be. They looked unhappy at me though. I don't want her to be unhappy at me. - A Fan# 7:38 PM

Oh really!!!???!!! I don't fucking think so, bitch. We'll see about that. We'll see we'll see. We'll see together with both our sets of eyes. How clear are your eyes now? - A Fan# 6:05 PM

2004: ARGTalk.  Blog entries from the obsessee (Suzee).
March 12, 2005

Hey, I have a fan!  He's a little clingy, but he's good for my ego.  Apparently I am the best writer on ARGTalk - but then I already knew that, right?  Heh.  I've got to say that in here, because I truly don't want to hurt his feelings.

March 16, 2005

Wow, I just don't know what to say.  I was asked to be a PM!  This is such a relief to me.  I have been wanting to take on a project for ages but the thought of starting my own solo game really scared me.  I really don't know anyone in the community to join up with, either.  Thank goodness for Dan!  The hell of it is that I want to talk to people about it, how excited I am, but now I can't.  So I'm stuck throwing bits at this computer and saving my ponderings for posterity, all secret and hidden.

April 1, 2005

April Fools!  I put the finishing touches on my ersatz 'blog' and just have a couple more entries to make as we get closer to launch.  Even Dan has no idea what's real in there and what's not.  I am finding this position of mystery to be pretty empowering.  Like a kid again.  I remember how it was preparing for high school plays.  I knew we had something special back then, and my friends did not see me on stage as Suzee.  I was truly another person, another character.  That was interesting and fun, but this - this melding of myself INTO a character, so that where I stop, she begins and where she stops, I begin - this is outrageous.  Args4ever is me, only tinted differently.  She is younger, she is skinnier, she thinks she's smarter, she's bubbly and effervescent.  She's the things I remember from that age, even though I didn't embody all those qualities then.

April 2, 2005

Ok, along the lines of yesterday's post I finally got around to writing up a character sheet for args4ever.  I'm finding that I'm having little lapses keeping my story straight!  (Did I really say I graduated high school?  Oops.)

Age: 17, birthday 10/11

Location: Akron, OH

Occupation: High School Senior

College plans: Ohio State University (eligible for university scholarship of $1800/year due to her SAT score of 1310) 

Prospective major: Communications with minor in Professional Writing

Favorite class: Sociology

Appearance: long dark hair, blue eyes, 5'5", 110 lbs, skinny, think Sissy Spacek in Carrie (before she got covered in blood and went psycho and killed all those people)

Relationships: Went to second base with a guy she met at an ILB phone call.  He was 23.  He never called her afterwards.

Hobbies: Consumed with ARGs since ILB; before that she was mostly a bookworm who played some RPG computer games; wanted to get involved with pen and paper D&D but didn't have enough friends to get it going.  Spends just about every waking hour on the internet.

Job: Part time waitress in unnamed diner; has to wear silly outfit to work (along the lines of Judge Reinhold in Fast Times at Ridgemont High).

IQ: As a young child was tested to have a 148 IQ.  Schoolwork is effortless to her.  Book-smart; common-sense stupid.

April 23, 2005

Well well well.  I didn't think I had the puzzle gene in me, but maybe I do after all.  I managed to come up with what I think is a very nice puzzle using brand-name logos and implicating poor doddering Bill.  What an asshole that guy is.  He is almost worse than Arthur Fanello (which is what my fan's name turned out to be... A Fan... get it?  cute.  not.).  Arthur keeps sending me emails saying how pretty I must be and how he would like to get to know me better.  I wonder if he's a pedophile.  He'd be in for a real shock if he met my fat pasty-white middle-aged self, that's for sure.  

May 1, 2005

You know what?  I have a bad feeling about this.  I think Dan's a grandstander.  He's going to end up taking all the credit for everything.  Not good.

May 5, 2005 

Dan keeps referring to the puzzles that *I* wrote as *our* puzzles.  The other day he even said something about "We can use my knot puzzle here".  Excuse me?  His knot puzzle?  Who the hell went cross-eyed looking up all those freaking knots and making them the right size?  My puzzle, Dannyboy.  Not yours.  This calls for some serious planning, which I have happily done.  I have also molded old Arthur like putty around my non-teenaged little finger and he's agreed to help.  "ARGjack" is such an ugly term.  I prefer to think of it as a change of direction.

June 1, 2005

What a dumbass.  Dan completely blew off the movie.  I guess it's true; some people wouldn't recognize a trailhead even when it is dropped right in their laps!

June 10, 2005

Dan's really freaking out about the radio show.  He's just a wee bit of a drama queen, methinks. I will give him all the drama he wants and more.

June 24, 2005

I can not believe it.  It's finally done!  Hahahahah, what a relief.  My butterflies had about 7" wingspans.  Bill - what a dork.  Still can't get over that cheesy radio voice.  Suzee!  Suzee?  Suzee.  Suzee?  Suzee!  Ha.  And Dan - shoulda taken acting lessons.  That other movie that Arthur dropped was... odd.  I don't remember discussing it with him.  Guess I should email him tomorrow to ask.

June 25, 2005

I don't know whether to laugh or call the police.  Arthur just showed up at my house.  He was a wee bit surprised to see what I look like.  Um, sorry.  On the internet, nobody knows you're a dog.  So... anyway, he left in a bit of a tizzy.

June 27, 2005

Yeah... out the window at work today I saw what appeared to be Arthur in a van in the parking lot.  I went out there and explained that this is really just a game; he doesn't need to be anywhere near me and he was making me uncomfortable.  He started to cry.  He said he didn't care what I look like or how old I am, he just wanted to be near me.  Which is a little twisted but sweet.  I told him we could have dinner together tonight, but tomorrow he's going to need to go home.

2004: ARGTalk.  Obsessive poetry (Suzee).

warm breath, moist and meaty

a dog's pant, puffing against your face

your scent changes as you grow scared

bitter blue, hint of onion

the sauce that tops a gourmet meal

and I am hungry.

2004: ARGTalk.  A drunken midnight letter from a fired writer (ScaryClown).

Dear Seavitta,

thiose dirty sons of bithes wouldnt[' even be botherhrd to give me a sport on the stipid radio shiw, so I' told them to tale the job and shove iy becuase relayy who needs ther aggrivteion anythiway.  It's nice t sww at least opne persoj is intewillignet enoguyh to appreciatewrt my writinhs./

Anyway guess old argtalk busdy old pal; got HIUS dint' he??????????????j  gotto gp npw, dontr fell sogodd.

Sinverrly yurs,

thert artsit formelry know as SCARUCLOEN.

VIVA TEQULIA

(and followup)

Yes, I left ARGTalk several days ago.  Between them completely ignoring my contributions to the site and their rabid censorship of negative comments, I got fed up and quit.  I thank you kindly for the good words.  At this point I think I need to take a break from the writing scene and ARG community in general for a while.  It will drive one to drink.  My apologies for the rather, er, incoherent mail I sent the other night.

Sincerely,

ScaryClown

2004: ARGTalk.  An article written by self-same (and rather priggish) writer (ScaryClown).
The Peter Principle:

"In a Hierarchy Every Employee Tends to Rise to His Level of Incompetence."

It's a good rule of thumb.  It's not necessarily an insult.  What

would the human race be if we did not constantly strive to achieve

that which is just beyond our grasp?

There is a corollary to this law.  Call it "ScaryClown's Theorem":

"If you try to appeal to the lowest common denominator, you will

attract the lowest common denominator."

Seems simple, right?  Here's the problem: say you're a puppetmaster

looking for the widest possible audience for your spiffy new ARG.  You

decide the best way to accomplish this is to treat it like a

television pilot.  Network television shows write to the seventh-grade

reading level.  You use diminutive words rather than brobdingnagian

ones.  You spell everything out, leaving nothing to chance.  You

collect a large audience.  You present them with their first puzzle.

They all drop out because it is too hard.  Your game implodes, or is

left with 6 hardcore players who stuck with it because they're

emotionally invested.  They don't have the networking or resources

available to solve puzzles, so you have to hint them through it.  They

are left with a lack of self-achievement because you gave them so many

clues that even their cats were scratching the answers in the sand of

their litterboxes.  Nobody learns anything.  Nobody expands his

horizons.  Nobody strove to achieve that which was just beyond his

grasp.

With all the resources available to those of us who are connected to

the internet, it's folly to pander to the lowest common denominator.

You can't set out a mousetrap and hope to catch a tiger.  In order to

capture the imagination and heart of your ideal audience, you must use

the proper bait.  Those people who are smart enough to figure out your

lute tablature and Vigenere cyphers are the ones who will not sit

still through repetitive and ultimately meaningless exposition.  The

others out there, if they are truly interested in the genre and wish

to dabble in it, will eventually learn some of the tricks of the trade

- and they will feel a sense of accomplishment to boot when they

discover the world of cyphering or finding hidden webpage elements.

Heck, there might even be the collateral benefit of discouraging the

window-lickers who live to disrupt or hijack games.

Don't dumb yourself down to reach an audience.  Life is dumbed down

enough these days.  People need mental exercise.  It might be painful

at first; it might leave your brain a little sore.  Eventually, with

regular workouts, the brain will build up its intellectual muscles.

We were all newbies to the genre once; it seemed overwhelming and

occasionally insurmountable.  We're still here.  We learned.  We

evolved.  Offer others the chance to do the same.  Your thesaurus

awaits, and so do I.

2005: ARGTalk.  Another snotty article from ScaryClown.
Many people are hesitant to get involved in a grassroots game.  The reasons are various, but mostly boil down to the same thing: fear of implosion.  Would you watch a movie knowing there was a chance you might only get to see the first half?  Of course not.  

There is of course a simple solution to this:  preparation, preparation, preparation.  Make sure your ducks are in a row before you launch.  Make sure your PM team is available and committed.  Make sure you have backup help available should an emergency occur.  All of this is common sense!  It should go without saying that you need to follow through on what you start.  To bow out early gives a gigantic black eye to the entire ARG community.  Bad press always carries further than good.  

That is not to say that if you are strapped for time, you can't be a puppetmaster.  Rather, you adjust the pacing of your game so that it is one you can keep up.  Jumping out of the starting gate with all engines firing is like starting a marathon in an all-out sprint.  You can't keep that pace up without burning yourself out.  Tortoise and the hare.  Remember?

There are many ways you can make life easy on yourself before launch.  You can follow the tried-and-true puzzle trail method.  All that can be in place for days or even years.  The beauty is that it is still relevant later on.  Look at Jaded Media.  It's a classic puzzle trail, and it is still exciting to new players today.  With that type of underlying structure, you can throw in some interaction (you can even use autoresponders and recorded messages) and call it an ARG.

That's just one example of how a PM team short on time can lay the framework of a game well ahead of time and not implode later on.  To paraphrase Aurora Greenway, a grownup prepares for contingencies accordingly.  Grow up.

2005: Omnifam.  Blog entries from a worried, slightly hickish mother.

I've been crying since I spoke to them. Like I told most of y'all on the phone, I called the blood test people back. His test was positive, and that's bad. He has an illness they've never seen in real life. It's so rare it doesn't even have a name yet-nothing I could pronounce anyways. Can you believe they told me they might name it for him? Like that's supposed to make me happy and proud or something?? Only one other person ever had it and they only know that from some papers he wrote. 

Heavenly Father, I just don't know what to do. I didn't think anything about this test in the first place, and now they're telling me my boy might be quietly dying? I really feel like I have been hit upside the head by some cruel brick of fate. 

--- 

It keeps getting worse. The people who did the blood test at Methusalabs talked with me for a long spell on the phone today. Lucian is definitely afflicted with disease. The did the tests again to be sure. You know I've always chalked up his outbursts to being a kid, but they're supposed to be a symptom of the illness. Peckish appetite, problems with authority, bad outbursts at school - all these things happen because some chemicals in his head aren't like they should be. They build the perfect picture of someone who has some theoretical disease the medical world thought they'd never see. 

At least we've got a silver lining to this dark cloud. The good(?) news is that they say they can treat him. But I have to send my darling 12 year old boy to some medical lab and leave him there for weeks, maybe even months. They said there is a 9 in 10 chance they can cure him. That SOUNDS like fine odds. But what about that other 1 in 10 chance? What if something goes wrong and my baby dies there? Alone in a sterile laboratory, hundreds of miles from home, away from me? Is it worth the chance? Should I even make this a worry? 

This is so hard. 

--- 

I talked to Aunt Peggy for a bit (thank you hon!). She helped me realize how silly I am. I am being silly, of course. When was the last time a doctor gave anyone a 90% chance of success? Lucian simply had to go for treatment. He thanks you all for your e-mails, by the way. All his stuff is going to have to be treated before they even move it in, but at least he can log onto their computer and see your notes. 

So yeah - they took him this morning and as I hugged my little boy, I could feel him sobbing. I tell you, it just broke my heart and I almost called it off right then and there. It was all I could do to keep from screaming and hollering against the unfairness of it all. Why us? Have I done something bad that I'm being punished for? I'm not going to be able to sleep for days. I will be counting each lifetime of a second until I receive his letters home.

2005: Omnifam.  Newspaper article about Hylie Atkins, a sick little girl.

Sick Child Gives Other Kids Hope 

Hylie Atkins is no stranger to hospitals. The twelve year old has suffered for years from chronic illness. After a miracle cure, she wants to spread a message of hope to other children. 

Diagnosed at birth with anemia and emphysema, Hylie has spent months of cumulative time in hospitals. While there are efforts to keep the childrens' areas bright and cheerful, Hylie thought that sick kids could use a more personal uplift. With funds from a toy store and volunteers from her family, she has now delivered over three dozen teddy bears to kids in area hospitals. 

Recipients are thrilled with their gifts. Jenna Hopkins, 7, suffering from an advanced case of leukemia, says, "Hylie is so nice. She didn't even laugh at my hair. I named my bear 'Hylie' after her. It will be something for my mom and dad to hug when I'm not here anymore." 

Other children echo the sentiment. Ennis Chapman, 11, says, "Some of my friends laughed at me because I have a teddy bear. I don't mind, because Hylie made me feel better about my cystic fibrosis. She was real sick too, and she got better." 

As for Hylie, her prognosis looks good. A grant from Ann Arbor-based Methusalabs has provided Hylie with a drug called Lifloxin, which has turned her near-fatal illness almost completely around. Hylie plans on collecting more bears for other kids. "Sometimes treatments can be very painful," she explains, "and it's nice to have something to hold. Teddy bears don't even mind if you cry a little. They just absorb your tears and you can keep hugging them." 

A lesson for us all, perhaps.

2005: Omnifam.  Messages from Hylie Atkins, a sick little girl.

When my mom told me that they were starting a web page to let people know about my condition I was really shy. I didn't want all the attention. I felt like there were plenty of other kids around the world who were a lot sicker than I was and they could use help more than I could. After a while I figured out that it was not just putting peoples attention on me but also on those other sick kids. I hope that those other kids will start to get the treatments they need to make them better, just like I did. All of your thoughts and prayers and ribbons mean a lot to me. They make my eyes fill up with tears and my heart fill up with joy when I think about all the strangers who spent their time and money to help me get better. I don't know if I will ever be able to re pay you all for my life, but I will do the best that I can. Thank you. And like my mom and I say to each other "Hugs and kisses and squeezes for everyone!!!!!!!!" I love you!!!

---

Hi, I'm Hylie. Last fall I got very sick and I almost died. It was really scary. I was lucky enough to get help. Without the money for my operation, and special medicine, I would not be here talking to you right now! Methusalabs found out about me because of a letter my family wrote them, and decided I should get some of their new experimental medicine called Lifloxin. The medicine made me able to live through the surgery that I needed. I guess you can say I owe my life to Lifloxin and Methusalabs. 

Now they would like to be able to help other kids who are also sick. I don't understand all the details (but someday I want to be a doctor so I can!), but they can test kids to see if they have a hidden illness that might be helped with Lifloxin. And the best part of all is that the test is free! 

I am so grateful to be here today. I hope other kids can get better, just like I did. Although my illness was pretty obvious, there are other hidden sicknesses that Lifloxin can help. All you need to go is get a blood sample and send it to Methusalabs for testing. They will do all the rest for you. 

Thank you everyone for listening to me, and thank you to Methusalabs for saving my life!

