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FOREWORD

Our human stories are linked to myths through an imaginary world. Throughout our lives we go through many stages that open up paths that lead us back to ourselves. Some of us become heroes. It may sound like a big word, but not if it is defined as a person who will mark our lives forever.

The challenge here was to evaluate the accomplishments of a living person. Julian Assange wants to change the world. Without any judgment, we followed his path from his birth until present day. We wanted to understand the man through his story. Not judge him, but rather present him as close as possible to who he is, and especially, what he reveals about himself. We took care to separate his personal story from his mission by highlighting his accomplishments: freedom of the press and freedom of expression on the Internet.

It seems clear to us that Julian Assange’s actions should elevate him to the level of hero as defined by Joseph Campbell1. In fact, since his commitment to the mission of the Internet, Julian Assange has overcome many challenges that make him an extraordinary man. With his determination to open the channels of truth, he has been through a long process of self-discovery and has uncovered his true personality.

Our goal was to collect and verify enough information so that readers could ask themselves different questions than those that have already been asked by the media. Does Julian deserve to be judged like an ordinary man or does he deserve to be considered a warrior of truth?

By searching the vast immaterial world of the Internet, we found people who were involved and responsible: hackers and bloggers seeking the truth and committed to sharing information. We also noticed that many of them are sometimes better informed than journalists. WikiLeaks has redefined the role of the media.

That is why we introduced the fictive characters of Élise and Xavier, inspired by our meetings with hackers and bloggers, as well as what we read on blogs. They represent the individuals who are active online, and we wanted to pay tribute to them as well.

To become a hero, Julian Assange needed troops to support him, people who were also attracted to the adventure that one may call the Internet, to join and reinforce his actions.

As a man, he must also face the accusations made against him. Everyone will be able to either understand and accept him or condemn him after reading this book. Julian Assange is a hero of our time for having dared to go so far in his actions and for having pushed the repressive boundaries of the established rules of the media and the way information is shared with the general public. To commit and act, putting his life in danger for what he believes in seems extremely honorable to us. He shows us that a group of people can oppose a perfectly dehumanized bureaucracy, and it is because of this that we feel his actions deserve to be pointed out.

Will going above and beyond make him a better man? We don’t think so. We’re only spectators of the Assange affair currently in conflict with the authorities. However, we also have a role to play in defending our freedom on the Internet. Let us be able to mobilize and change the way governments around the world try to regulate the flow of information on the Internet.

May this book impassion and inform so that everyone can take a position and respond with fair thoughts, fair opinion and fair action. Men and women have already committed themselves: Kristinn Hrafnsson and Jacob Appelbaum with their constant work for and with WikiLeaks; Birgitta Jónsdóttir for her balanced stance on Assange and for her actions in favor of freedom of the press accompanied by Smári McCarthy; John Young for his commitment through his site Cryptome; Daniel Domscheit-Berg and his friends in the torch they lit with OpenLeaks, and so many others...

The army of truth warriors has risen. Today it’s up to us, the foot soldiers, to choose our rank instead of being part of the silent majority: those without the strength to choose, the ghosts of this world.

Is Julian Assange facing his final ordeal? Can we rightfully call him a hero? It’s up to you, the readers, to decide.







We must endure sufferings that surpass the strength of human nature unless we put up with disgraceful actions

–Euripides


CLIMAX2

Monday, December 6, 2010, an unlikely time of the evening.

Julian was perfectly still in front of his computer, with the exception of his tapping feet. Sue was standing next to him, watching the screen. She touched the keyboard from time to time so that it wouldn’t go into sleep mode.

When Vaughan walked into the room, she looked at him questioningly. “Don’t look surprised, he’s always like that when he’s focused,” he said.

Vaughan suddenly got the impression that he was in the way, but Julian smiled at him. Julian was really good at that: he made you feel like you were very important to him, while most people in his situation would be way too preoccupied to let you know you were even remotely important. Vaughan greatly appreciated that character trait.

Vaughan Smith was Julian’s host since he had arrived in the United Kingdom. He invited Julian to stay at his beautiful ten-bedroom, Georgian manor as a place of residence, so that Julian could be released on bail.

Vaughan Smith was a forty-seven-year-old British citizen. He served as an officer in the British Army’s Grenadier Guards, the same regiment as his father. He became a pioneer of independent video journalism in the 1990s and worked as a war correspondent in places like Iraq, Afghanistan, Bosnia, Kosovo, etc. To ensure coverage of these conflicts, he founded a freelance agency with three other journalists called Frontline News TV to represent the interests of young video journalists and promote their work. In 2003, he continued his activities in favor of independent journalism by creating the Frontline Club whose goal was to promote a better understanding of international information.

Vaughan was not for or against what Julian did, but when he saw him at the hands of the British authorities, he decided to make sure he was not denied any of his basic rights. And it was this decision that would have Julian experience the most unusual Christmas holiday ever.

It all started with the evening’s setting: everyone was huddled around a computer, talking via Skype to Mark Stephens, one of Julian’s lawyers in London.

Julian was constantly in front of the computer, completely engrossed and impossible to interrupt. Vaughan tried to think of a way to lighten the mood; he pictured himself waltzing into the huge dining room in a clown costume singing Christmas carols. However, he knew that Julian wouldn’t pay any attention to this clowning around in his honor. Julian had his own special way of being hypnotized by the screen, but when someone said hi to him nicely, he would stop whatever he was doing and spend half an hour chatting.

Mark explained the situation, and everyone listened carefully.

When the call was finished, Julian got up and walked to the mantle. He stared at the flames dancing in the fireplace. At that very moment, he was a thousand miles away from the eighteenth-century manor. Friends and sympathizers present started talking, but the conversation quickly died; as everyone had heard his call with Mark. Julian listened to them and kept quiet. A few of them came up with ideas, and there seemed to be several options, but like wisps of straw thrown into the fire, Julian burnt them one by one.

He didn’t want to act as though he had something to hide. The British police said that they want him and that he would have to report to them.

Sue and the others discussed this option. Vaughan grabbed his camera and started filming them preparing the logistics. He didn’t work for WikiLeaks. He didn’t even want to debate whether WikiLeaks was right or wrong. As far as he was concerned, the issue was, above all, about standing up to the tyrant. He still wanted to believe that his historically tolerant country was an independent haven that would remain loyal to its fundamental values.

After a few minutes, Julian plopped down on the couch. He laid down and fell asleep. He had been up for forty-eight hours. Vaughan stopped his camera, as he wouldn’t film the instructions or the decisions.

It was a few hours later, and they had to get ready. Mark, and the team entrusted with his defense, had asked Julian to come by at 7 a.m. since he had to report to the police at 9 a.m., and Sue and Jeremy have made desperate attempts to get Julian to hurry. They also wanted to make sure that the mood was as pleasant and relaxed as possible. They joked with him, knowing that he had little time to joke around.

Everyone was exhausted. It was time to get into the car. Sue held back her tears, getting in behind Julian. Vaughan was driving, a heavy silence filled the air, there was tension, but there was also hope that everyone would be back that night.

It was still dark when they got to Mark’s place. Vaughan noticed a photographer camped outside the attorney’s house, with his camera placed on the trunk of his car. He probably deserved to get a few pictures, having braved the terrible London morning cold, but he wasn’t going to get any. They parked further away.

Mark told them to meet him in a greasy spoon not far from there. They had breakfast in the back room. Julian was very hungry, since he hadn’t had dinner the night before. They sat down and before anything else, Mark cut right to the chase:

“The police have switched the police station you have to report on a daily basis,” he said to Julian.

Julian started eating without answering, listening very carefully. Mark’s tone was serious, yet comforting. Julian’s tension was tangible. Unable to take it anymore, Sue got up and went outside to smoke a cigarette.

Jennifer Robinson joined them a few minutes before they left. The dynamic young woman with blonde hair specialized in media, defamation and human rights. Sue was driving and Vaughan was sitting next to her, while Julian was flanked by his two lawyers. Mark spent most of the trip on the phone, and Julian’s eyes were glued to his computer, working on the order statement following the European arrest warrant issued against him.

The screen reflected its familiar glow onto the car’s passengers.

Shortly after, Vaughan noticed that the computer was in sleep mode and Julian did nothing to wake it up, his gaze transfixing the gloomy little rectangle. His thoughts darkened at that very moment. His mind was filled with anxious clouds filled with options. Vaughan looked over to the road to try to empathize with Julian’s situation.

When they showed up in front of the white building of the London police station on Holmes Road, the effects of this order were not yet clear to Julian.

The blue gate opened. The car passed through it in a split second, a very difficult moment for Julian. Everything flashed through his mind in a whirlwind of emotions; the urge to flee, mixed with courage and desperation, coupled with unshakable faith. “I did what I had to do.”

The large doors closed. The world shifted. Several faceless police officers surrounded the car. Although the space in the car was limited, the passengers were thoroughly examined. Mark and Julian got out of the car. A woman in uniform pointed out a tiny parking spot to Sue, so small that she had to fight to park the car properly. She was exasperated. She felt a hot flash go up her spine and sweat begin to form under her arms. She would’ve liked to soften the blow by yelling to the world, “Why make things more difficult than they already are?”

Vaughan and her felt intimidated. Vaughan had often visited police stations and prisons, but he had never felt this uncomfortable. He wondered what his role was at times like these: journalist, accused, friend, or representative of the Frontline Club?

After parking the car, they hurried to join up with Mark and Julian. A policeman clearly read the four Swedish charges. Julian listened to the man without flinching. He had known for a long time that he had lit the fuse of an inevitable explosion: WikiLeaks couldn’t be stopped, the spill couldn’t be dammed and the leap had been made, no matter what happened to him.

A man facing Justice. The media had often portrayed him as a cold, calculating, almost Machiavellian individual, coming out of hiding like the devil. The main hideout was, of course, the Frontline Club where many members had already had the chance to interview him.

Vaughan considered for a moment the harm the media has done to Julian. They had turned him into the Bin Laden of the Internet. If there was one word that scared everyone, it was the word ‘terrorist.’ But that day, the attention was entirely focused on the fight between Julian and the courts, so that nobody focused on the impervious political systems that the leaks of WikiLeaks had exposed to the light of day.

Who was talking about the real battle of the WikiLeaks man these days? Nobody. Instead, people were talking about a man who was under suspicion and had been accused.

With that kind of media coverage, Julian could no longer be considered an ordinary person. Vaughan had discovered a truly ingenious and obsessed man who was also amusing and knew when to step back and take a look at himself. The revelations of WikiLeaks were like an erupting volcano, and its lava was flowing anywhere and everywhere it could. Vaughan believed that the attack of the authorities was a feeble attempt at best. The victim may have been vulnerable, but his message, already widely broadcast, was ready to be broadcast over and over again.

Vaughan didn’t want to give up on Julian. Regardless of how he felt about WikiLeaks, he wanted to believe that his country was ready to fight for fundamental principles like justice, and had decided to join the ranks.


ORDINARY PEOPLE

Youth can only assert itself through the conviction that its ventures surpass all others and resemble nothing

–Jean Cocteau


1
MAGNETIC ISLAND

Picture a pale blue sky, a crystal clear sea and a richly diverse collection of flora and fauna off the Great Barrier Reef. Then picture a white sandy beach with bright green trees that contrast the gray rocks beautifully. This little paradise has a predestined name, Magnetic Island, a name it got from Capitan Cook in 1770 because of the magnetic effect the island had on his ship’s compass when he was sailing up the Australian coast.

Magnetic Island is located eight kilometers from Townsville, Queensland, on the northeastern coast of Australia. It is a mountainous island of fifty-two square kilometers, a blip on the world map. Nobody ever talks about it: the island is remote and has about two thousand inhabitants. A surfer’s paradise, it survives on tourism, thanks to the beauty of its twenty-seven-square-kilometer nature park.

In 1971, Christine Assange came to live on the island with baby Julian Paul. As a single mom, she wanted a simple and natural life for her and her child. She wanted to be free and live without rules. Back then, Magnetic Island was the meeting place for Australian hippies. It was the lifestyle Christine adopted, spending most of her days in a bikini.

Julian and his mother first lived on Picnic Bay beach in a small cottage for twelve dollars a week.

In 1973, Christine started a relationship with touring theater director Brett Assange, the man who became Julian’s father for a few years and gave him a family name.

On the beach or in an abandoned farm, Jules, as his mother liked to call him, had a very unrestricted childhood. He was a very active child, who could easily keep busy on his own, like a little Tom Sawyer. He walked around, observed nature, and went fishing. He built rafts and dug wells, and he even had his own horse to gallop through the northeastern Australian nature. He built networks of tunnels and bridges.

One day, he fell from a tree and broke his arm. He lied to his father about how he had hurt himself. His father saw a kind of bravery in Julian’s action, but Julian didn’t want to show his feelings. He wanted to be stronger than the pain. He thought he fell by mistake. He should have picked better climbing points on the tree.

Brett described him as a very sharp and perceptive child who was very self-assured. Till this day he supports Julian unconditionally, no matter what he does.

The touring theater life, which Christine adhered to, meant moving around a lot. They had a nonconformist, bohemian lifestyle. Together Brett and Christine set up small, eccentric theater productions, specializing in puppets. Barely more than five years old, Julian had fun taking apart and putting together video and audio equipment, spotlights and all kinds of things Brett brought home. Brett saw that Julian was different from other kids, sometimes capable of violent, angry outbursts.

Brett was a kind father, but he had a drinking problem. Some time after Julian turned nine, Christine finally decided to end her relationship with Brett. She then started dating an amateur musician with whom she had a rocky relationship.

Christine remarried the alleged son of Anne Hamilton-Byrne who was running a sect known as the Santiniketan Park Association in Australia. She had his child, a son. In 1982, the couple split up and argued over custody of Julian’s half-brother. Christine wanted to protect her children from this violent man. Moreover, she knew how the sect operates. Anne Hamilton-Byrne was then ‘in possession’ of fourteen children that she totally cut off from the world, drug them on a regularly basis to keep calm and starve them in order to control them. Christine knew from her boyfriend that Anne harshly disciplined the children and beat them often.

Julian was always scared of this manipulative man that he would eventually call a ‘dangerous psychopath.’ To avoid getting on his stepfather’s bad side, he often kept quiet and observed him, as if he were fascinated. The man had no less that five ID cards in a wallet, ready to use. He created his life like patchwork, his life story, and even the city where he was born.

Christine eventually ran away with her two sons. She made them move often, changing cities and even names. They were hunted down by Christine’s ex-husband as well as by social security.

Julian went from school to school to escape his stepfather. His ability to adapt was remarkable, as he didn’t seem to be affected by this unusual lifestyle. Some people think that changing schools was terrible, but he actually liked it. He liked life on the road, just like his mother. Julian’s ancestors on his mother’s side came to Australia in the mid-nineteenth century from Scotland and Ireland looking for land to farm. Assange suspected half-jokingly that his inclination to wander was genetic. In any case, it was a lifestyle he’d known since childhood. Not worrying about change, appreciating this perpetual discovery and rediscovery of landscapes and of his environment.

When Julian would grow up, he would learn that traveling was a passion of his. He would go on to change residences every six weeks if things got slow.

As a child, he couldn’t stand injustice. He would get angry when a gang of kids would attack a kid who was by himself. He was one of those kids who would let spiders run when all the other kids just wanted to stomp on them.

After Christine left Brett, she moved with little Jules five thousand kilometers south, to the city of Lismore. He went to Goolmangar Primary school not far from there. Goolmangar was a relatively rural town, surrounded by endless fields. He had a hard time fitting in at the schools he attended and getting along with other pupils, children of farmers with a more down-to-earth attitude than he. To circumvent these problems, Christine would home-school Julian regularly or sign her boys up for correspondence courses. What was important to her was that her sons’ personalities were not damaged by the school system. She already taught them not to blindly follow authority figures.

Julian therefore developed a solid personality, not too distant from others, but truly self-centered. He spent hours reading in libraries. He literally devoured every book he could get his hands on, one after the other. He noted certain sentences, turned them into slogans, building his own bible of ideas and deep convictions.

Understand, cross and think.

Before he turned fourteen years old, he had already attended thirty-seven schools. At that time he was living in the suburbs of Melbourne, in front of a computer equipment store. It was in that store that Julian wrote his first programs. Christine didn’t have the means to buy him his own computer, but his newfound passion and affinity would see him spending several hours a week on the store’s computers. Finally, Christine bought him his first used Commodore 64. He’d soon be able to get into well-known programs where programmers had left hidden messages.

He developed a fatal attraction for computers. Nothing was simpler than a computer. If it made a mistake, it meant you messed up. It was not because it didn’t like you, or it felt threatened by you, or because you were a little rascal, or because it didn’t like to teach or that you shouldn’t be there. All you have to do is play.

And cracking a program was like playing chess. It was an uncompromising game with simple rules. There was nothing left to chance and the problem was very complicated. Exactly the type of challenges Julian needed.

The young Julian lived his life as an outsider. A small group of them felt this way, angry at the dominant culture and proudly determined to cause problems to all those right-thinking minds.

In 1987, at sixteen, Julian got a modem that allowed him to convert his computer into a portal. Back then you could buy a modem for eighty dollars. It was the device of choice for real computer enthusiasts. Websites didn’t exist yet, but the Internet had been in use since 1984 and one thousand computers were connected to it around the world, mostly universities and government sites.

While some Australian kids were playing with Flight Simulator, others were trying to set up computer networks. Julian was one of those kids.

He spent countless hours in front of his computer, learning different systems, understanding them and improving them.

He got a reputation as a programmer capable of cracking the most secure systems. He had yet to realize that for some people he was like a masked avenger of the truth. He ironically chose his handle inspired by a formula of the Roman poet Horace, splendide mendax, meaning ‘nobly untruthful.’ Was it possible to hide the truth for a just cause? That was the main issue preoccupying Julian when he was sixteen. He’d already answered this with a ‘no.’ Nobody could judge what was right or wrong for someone else. That’s the way he operated, code name Mendax.


2
ÉLISE

Élise turned on the electric heating and drew some water for a bath. Her body was aching for a really hot bath, just the way she liked it. She slowly took off her clothes, starting with her turtleneck, and massaged her shoulders. Then she unbuttoned her jeans and wiggled her hips out of them. The clothes piled up on the floor like a skin being shed. A beige top fell onto a blue sweater, with delicate socks and white underwear topping off the small mound. She breathed and smiled. She was finally alone.

She slowly stepped into the bathtub, aware of how her skin would react when it would touch the steaming hot bath.

She slid into the bathtub and let the water come up to her ears. It was like being in a hyperbaric chamber: the noise outside disappeared and no longer held any meaning. Her body calmly floated up and down in the bathtub to the rhythm of her breathing. She let her mind wander. The world no longer existed; Élise didn’t exist. She was just an extension of the water that first carried her and then absorbed her.

To get rid of a tear in her eye, she plunged her face in the water. Little pleasures, regrets, the past and happy moments flashed through her head, nothing that could really be expressed, just emotions.

She washed herself with orchid-scented shower gel and let the enticing aroma take her away. She imagined herself surrounded by flowers, closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

She naturally crossed her arms over her chest, and then opened her eyes. Her foot slid along the side of the bathtub and grabbed the small chain with the plug between her toes. Her skin turned slightly red due to the hot water. She breathed in the orchid fragrance still in the air. The bathroom mirror was fogged up. Time stood still. She instinctively yanked the small chain in one go, and the atmosphere in the bathroom changed. The water started draining very loudly, the noise outside could be heard again and the bathtub emptied out. She tried to hold back time by sitting still. Now that the bathtub had become a cold and hard nest with no more water in it, it was time to get out.

She slipped into polar fleece pajamas and picked out a pair of pink socks to liven up her outfit. She got out of the bathroom smelling nice, with her workday behind her. She went to the kitchen to put together a tray of food and brought it into the living room a few minutes later. It featured a lentil salad, a slice of bread with cheese, plain yoghurt and an apple. It was 7:45 p.m. on November 5, 2010. She turned on the TV and noticed that Julian Assange was a guest on TSR, the French-language Swiss television network.

The journalist introduced the interview by talking about battling the United States. Élise smiled when she heard that. Was it possible for a single man to fight against this superpower? She knew a bit about the WikiLeaks movement, but nothing about its spokesperson. Xavier would talk to her about it once in a while until about four months ago, just before they broke up. She remembered him mentioning the movement by explaining that it wants to release information by revealing state secrets and the secrets of banks and large organizations. They leak thousands of documents on their website for anyone to read. Even newspapers use the site to supply citizens with information.

To be honest, before that night, November 5, 2010, she was never interested in WikiLeaks, because Xavier was spending too much time in front of his computer. Her battle was directed at WikiLeaks and its hackers-journalists-ideologists who believed they could change the world by broadcasting information over the Internet.

They advocated total freedom of the press and massive broadcasting of raw information. That was pretty much all she knew since she had never visited their site. She mostly remembered having to go to bed alone because Xavier was always glued to his computer for whatever information the world needed. She saw him again in her mind with a vacant look and remembered how he tried to explain to her his level of commitment. Every time he tried, she thwarted his attempts with a pithy remark. She felt as though she were competing with the movement. Xavier was so absorbed by his mission and so enthusiastic about the idea of being on the right track. Their relationship broke down; she began to feel inadequate, she neglected to show him how much she really cared about their staying together. When he started to travel last spring, she fought her final battle.

“If you leave, we’ll have to break up...”

“Élise, this is way too important, it’s really going to change things.”

“What about us? We need to change things too...”

“Listen, I can explain some stuff to you so you’ll understand.”

“I don’t want to hear about this anymore, Xavier.”

She lost the war and Xavier went on a trip for WikiLeaks. He returned on April 5, 2010 and moved out of the apartment on June 6, 2010. They politely divided up the stuff they had bought together. She kept the bedroom, while Xavier took the living room. They each had their own desk, and the rest was just junk. During the summer, Élise bought a white couch and a square coffee table. She also bought herself a small brown leather armchair that matched the rest of the furniture. She felt comfortable in this place that she could now call home. She had changed so much in the past four months.

She focused on the staging of the news. The journalist was at ease and smiled when he greeted Julian Assange. Julian was almost filmed from behind, and Élise noticed that he repositioned himself slightly on his chair when the host said his name. His back seemed stiff, and except for his nod to the journalist, Élise felt that he was in control of every move he made. The camera turned and she finally saw Julian’s face.

He was very pale, despite the TV make-up. His forehead was large and high. His hair, which seemed colored, was combed back, accentuating the size of his forehead. His gray eyes stared at the journalist and a small unemotional smile appeared on his face. Élise studied the man carefully, to better understand his secrets. He blinked often, as if he were nervous. His facial expression stayed the same until he started talking about information. At that very moment, his smile disappeared and he seemed to be expressing things that were fundamentally important. After all, he had revealed more scoops in a few weeks than the Washington Post had in the past thirty years.

While Julian talked live, words danced in Élise’s head. “Revelations, documents, small organization, important issues, Afghanistan, Russia, Europe, money laundering, etc.” They were all words she’d heard Xavier use before.

It was as if she were hypnotized by this man on TV. Hypnotized by the world he exposed without emotion. It had a taste of reality. A world beyond daily life. Could it be possible that he was involved in this solely to inform citizens? What was his secret?

She suddenly realized what kind of world she’d been living in: a world ignorant of the international stage, their affairs and undersides. She believed in truisms almost automatically these days: ‘The world is corrupt,’ ‘Politicians are all the same, six of one and half a dozen of the other,’ ‘We can’t possibly do anything at our level, so there’s no use talking about it,’ etc.

She discovered a man who seemed to be slowly heading toward his obsession: revealing the secrets of the world’s most powerful authorities to the world. And that evening, she realized that she wanted to know more. Who was this man? What was his message? Was he really what he appeared to be? Was he some kind of modern-day avenger? For a split second, Élise wondered if she was dealing with reality. She pictured herself in a spy movie, chased by American henchmen. So who was this Jason Bourne guy?

Julian was explaining how dangerous his actions were. He had to change residences, didn’t stay in hotels and kept changing phone numbers. He lived like a fugitive. Who wanted to kill off Jason Bourne?

Suddenly her heart started beating faster and she felt a bit queasy when Julian explained that WikiLeaks’ actions were not only dangerous for him, but also for the volunteers who worked with him. At that moment, she picked up the phone and dialed Xavier’s number without thinking.

Three rings...

“Damn, voicemail,” she thought to herself.

“Friends and enemies, this is Xavier’s voicemail. Leave a message, whoever you are and I’ll call you back.”

“Xavier, it’s me. I just saw an interview with Julian Assange on TSR and I thought of you. I don’t know what to say, but I’d like to hear from you, to make sure everything’s OK with you. Call me.”

She hung up, a bit disappointed. The queasy feeling was still there. Where was Xavier?

How many times had they called each other over the last four months? The first month they talked about dividing up the furniture many times. And since neither one of them wanted to end up together at parties hosted by friends, they would call to check before embarrassing anyone by both showing up. The following month, they weren’t invited to the same parties and didn’t have any reason to call each other up anymore. That evening she just wanted to talk, find out where he was and what he was doing: work, the organization, his involvement.

“I think people are at their best when they have a real passion for something and I’m very lucky,” said Julian Assange to the journalist.

Élise felt like she was hearing Xavier when he tried to explain to her that he didn’t need to sleep eight hours a day and that spending a few hours at night in front of the computer was a better use of his time.

On November 5, 2010 Élise formulated a new opinion of her ex-boyfriend.

When the interview was over she turned off the TV, fascinated by the world she had caught a glimpse of.

Was Xavier really putting his own life at risk to search for information? She was impressed.

She brought back her tray to the kitchen and put the kettle on. She then walked toward her desk and turned on the computer, waited until it booted and launched Radiohead’s Kid A.

In the kitchen, the water was boiling. She filled a cup, grabbed a tea bag from the cupboard and put it in a saucer with her cup. She brought it all to her desk and sat down in front of her computer. She logged onto www.heroesbysophox/wordpress.com, password: dontforgetseb.

The homepage appeared with Pop-art-type photos of Marilyn Monroe, John Lennon, John F. Kennedy, and even more personalities as she continued to build her blog. She had been writing about Michael Jackson for a few days now. As the King of Pop, he took up all the space on her blog.

She’d only been blogging for two months and posted about life and the world. Did she write about stuff she’d put in her diary? No, not really because she didn’t just write for herself. She liked to get comments from other bloggers, and she received all kinds of comments. She got personal comments, help with the blog layout, and details about the major events and personalities she wrote about. It surprised her to see all the fans these ‘murdered prophets’ have. As well, fans were always interested in murderers and investigations, as the Internet helped them come up with all kinds of theories. Everything was on the Internet, the good, the bad and the ugly as far as information was concerned, and all these opinions were allowed under the cloak of anonymity, so people let their imaginations run wild, while others investigate like on NCIS.

Élise checked out her blog and went directly to the category ‘Moods’ to share what she had just experienced. She wrote…

Julian Assange

Published on 5 November 2010 by sophox | Leave a comment |

[image: Image]

I’ve just found out who Julian Assange is on TSR. I don’t know much about WikiLeaks, but now Mr. WikiLeaks has shown up on my media radar.

The man is impressive, calm and sure of himself. I couldn’t help but notice his little sarcastic smile. It’s tough to say whether he really feels superior, but it seems like he’s making fun of us by sitting straight on his chair, as if he were holding back a huge burst of laughter.

“It’s a battle between Hillary Clinton and I.” Does this amuse him? I’m intrigued. He seems to be threatened, since he is ready to ask for political asylum in Switzerland. How can a single person scare the Americans and suddenly become the man to take down?

He’s a fugitive. It must be tough. Doesn’t he take the time to settle down every once in a while rather than live like a nomad? The stakes must really be high.

We’re very nice to want to grant him asylum in our country. I don’t know how I feel about that, but I will explore how I feel.

He says that passion energizes him, but does passion deserve all these sacrifices? I think it’s all a bit much. If you’re going to be Public Enemy Number One, it better be worth it. Yes, we’re being lied to; yes, governments are running the world while we work like idiots for two weeks of paid vacation. But what can we do about it? I don’t even feel like my vote counts at the municipal level. Whether I’m there or not doesn’t make a difference.

So why has he set this thing in motion and being considered a dangerous man? I think he has a kind of angelic face.

This man is mysterious, so I’m going to look into it. Today, I declare the category ASSANGE open in my blog.

This entry was published in Moods. You can bookmark it as a favorite with this permalink.

[image: Image]




THE CALL TO ADVENTURE

Ye who enter into the ball of life, choose your mask wisely

–André Maurois


3
MENDAX

Mendax. It was his world from now on. A world of electrons and switches: the beauty of the baud.

Julian joined forces with two hacker friends, Prime Suspect and Trax, to create a group called International Subversives. They hacked into already existing phone lines without paying.

They poked around. They broke into computer systems in Europe and North America, including the network of the US Department of Defense, and the Los Alamos National Laboratory: a government research institution specialized in science and technology.

The three boys were exploring. The golden rules of hacking already apply: don’t damage computer systems you break into (including crashing them), don’t change the information in those systems (except for altering logs to cover your tracks), and share information.

They existed online devoid of skin color, nationality and religious dogma. They created another life for themselves, a second life that sometimes came dangerously close to obsession, almost at the point of forgetting or abandoning the first. Curiosity like a drug: one had the urge to dig deeper, the need to know and understand, excel and outdo them all. The hours of the night went by in a strange way, quickly. Eyes, hands, computer screen: everything else disappeared bit by bit. There was nothing left but the clicking of the keyboard in the silence of obscurity. Was someone there, could someone hear him, could someone see him while he was no longer his physical self? He was not lost. Nobody knew what he looked like, but he had a name. It was Mendax.

One needs some know-how to be able to pass through the hidden electronic fields that connect telecom systems and computer networks. It was a nice challenge for the outsiders of International Subversives. For them it was much more than just a simple game of chess. Exploring the world and being involved in international politics from their own bedroom gave them the feeling of being on the right path. Solving problems, building things and believing in freedom and voluntary mutual help were the major pieces of the game played by Julian and his two friends.

It was experience that continued to feed young Julian’s personality. He felt like he could help change things that he found unbearable. Although one still had to recognize injustice, have ideals and understand the world, online people were judged by what they thought and what they said, not by what they looked like.

Julian was a very sharp young man, easily frustrated by slow thinking minds. All his real rivals were online. He was creative and never had to waste his time engaging in boring tasks, except to acquire more skills.

His new tools gave him an ever-increasing sense of freedom. His desire to be online verged on fascination since he worked at it non-stop.

At the same time, he noticed that authoritarians fed on censorship and secrecy. They distrusted voluntary mutual help and sharing information. They only appreciated cooperation when they could control it. Julian therefore developed an instinctive hostility toward censorship and secrecy. He detected those who made use of force or ruse to dominate responsible adults.

Julian was eighteen years old and had the preoccupations that boys his age had, despite a propensity to prefer computers to humans. He fell in love with a sixteen-year-old girl and left his mother’s home to live with her. A few weeks after moving in together, the police suddenly broke into their apartment.

“Federal Police, don’t move! Take all that equipment away! It looks like you’re involved in a robbery of 500,000 dollars at Citibank. We know you’re a hacker... Mendax, right?”

Julian didn’t answer.

“We know you like to do odd jobs, but this time, we’re taking everything with us. You’re finished hacking for tonight.”

Finally, no charges were brought against Julian and he picked up his equipment a few days later. He learned his lesson this time: vigilance and discretion were his hacking keywords from now on.

Julian and his girlfriend lived in a squat in Melbourne for some time until she found out that she was pregnant. Julian wanted to assume his responsibilities and decided to get closer to his mother, Christine. He also put his university studies on hold to be able to care for his young son, Daniel.

Hacking, the best nighttime activity ever, remained a passion for Julian despite his role as a young father. And the thrill of digital exploration was still there, too. Knowledge grew within International Subversives. The authorities kept an eye on their activities, and the federal police launched an investigation into the group’s activities called Operation Weather. The cat and mouse game was on.

The International Subversives paid regular visits to the master terminal of Nortel, a Canadian telecom based in Melbourne. One night in September 1991, Julian hacked into the system a bit earlier than usual, but this time, a Nortel administrator was still online and detected Julian immediately. The error was fatal and he had to come up with a retort quickly.

He made up his mind and went with humor. He sent the following message to the administrator: “I have taken control,” he wrote without giving his name. “For years, I have been struggling in this grayness. But now I have finally seen the light.”

The administrator didn’t reply, so he decided to send a final message: “It’s been nice playing with your system. We didn’t do any damage and we even improved a few things. Please don’t call the police.”

But the identification of the incursions of International Subversives into Nortel’s system arrived just in time for Operation Weather. The administrator’s presence helped trace the intrusion and localize the phone line used by Mendax.

As for Julian, he listened to the conversations of the investigators of Operation Weather. He knew that they knew. He knew that they were coming to get him. Running away would be admitting a crime he didn’t believed he had committed, and so he waited, frozen with fear.

When investigator Ken Day arrived at Julian’s place, he told him:

“I bet you knew we were coming.”

Today a risk management consultant, Ken Day wrote this report on Julian: “He was the most knowledgeable and the most secretive of the lot. I think he acted on the belief that everyone should have access to everything. He was opposed to Big Brother, to the restriction of freedom of communication. His moral sense about breaking into computer systems was: ‘I’m not going to do any harm, so what’s wrong with it?’ But that’s a bit like a burglar saying: ‘I’m just going to wander through your house, but I won’t touch anything.’ It doesn’t quite cut it.”

It was all too much for little Daniel’s mom. She couldn’t handle this danger, neither for her nor for her child. She didn’t approve at all of the activities of Julian and his acolytes, and decided to leave Julian. In fact, one could say that she left her ‘husband,’ since they had made it official during an informal ceremony some time before the baby was born.

Australia was one of the first countries in the world to have persecuted hackers. The government founded a cell to battle computer crime in 1989, following an affair that NASA called an ‘electronic Pearl Harbor.’ A few minutes before the Atlantis shuttle was to be launched in October 1989, the computers of the Goddard Space Flight Center in Washington suddenly froze up. All of a sudden nobody could use their computer because the passwords had been changed. The astonishment could be read on everybody’s face when the following message appeared on every screen: “Your system has been officially WANKed.” The hacker group who committed this offence called themselves ‘Worms Against Nuclear Killers.’ At the same time as the sentence appeared, an audio message could be heard from the verse of a Midnight Oil song: “You talk of times of peace for all, and then prepare for war.”

Nobody ever imagined something like this could happen; NASA’s computer security staff was stunned. The investigations of the federal police led to six young hackers of the Melbourne suburbs. Which ones were fans of Midnight Oil? Probably all of them! The Australian federal authorities couldn’t find enough evidence to prosecute the authors of this crime, but their suspicions clearly pointed to the hackers who had already infiltrated a range of prestigious computer systems of universities, companies and telecoms. The government had to act. Due to a lack of evidence, the official response took the shape of a power of deterrence.

The first raid took place following the eight-week long tapping of a hacker called Phoenix and his two stooges, Nom and Electron. Their conversations clearly mentioned their exploits and future hacking targets.

The cell was well formed and the investigators were doing very well. The second raid landed the three young members of the International Subversives: Mendax, Prime Suspect and Trax.

Operation Weather was almost complete, but it would take three years for the authorities to bring the case to court.

For the trial, the computer security team at Nortel in Canada wrote up a report claiming that the hacking caused damages that have to be paid to the tune of 100,000 dollars. The attorney general described Julian Assange as a person who allowed himself unlimited online access and acted like an almighty god in the virtual world. And in a way, that was true because no system could quench his thirst for knowledge.

Facing the attorney general’s request asking for a sentence of ten years in prison, Julian was suddenly confounded. He believed that hacking, or having a ‘look-see,’ was a victimless crime and intended to fight the charges, but the two other members of the group decided to cooperate with the authorities. Julian felt betrayed and couldn’t accept Prime Suspect’s confession.

When the judge addressed the court at the end of the trial by announcing, “the accused shall now rise,” nobody stood up. Julian decided not to get up, showing great strength of character.

Nevertheless, he pleaded guilty to twenty-five out of the thirty-one charges, as the six others were dropped. During final sentencing, Judge Leslie Ross said, “It seems clear that the facts are nothing else than an extreme and intelligent inquisitiveness and the pleasure of being able to surf through these various computers.”

Assange got off with a fine of some 2,000 dollars.

The virtual world offered Julian a richer and more vibrant life, regardless of the trials faced in the real world.

For him the choice was clear. What could there possibly be in a world where you were accused even though there were no victims? The call to adventure was online, waiting, with its challenges, battles and revolutions.

Julian has never felt guilty about his desire to find out and learn everything the computer world has placed at his disposal. Today he says that this experience contributed to his geopolitical education. He’s proud of having been such a young activist. He honed his skills in two worlds that were already clashing. The virtual world reveals the naked truth of how systems, companies and governments work, while in the real world you are persecuted and punished for your desire to learn and ability to know said information.


4
HACKERS’ DIALOGUE

Xavier Mattelet rarely used the two straps of his black backpack. He threw it over his shoulder and walked briskly out of his office.

Xavier was an energetic and enthusiastic man. He graduated from engineering school a year ahead of everyone when he was just twenty-three years old. Three years later, he started freelancing as an IT security engineer – he liked his freedom. He had to travel for work sometimes for an audit, but most of the time his work was sedentary. Like every other day that week, around 7 p.m. he walked down Rue des Maraîchers. Lost in his thoughts, he didn’t notice that he had run into an old lady with a dog, a mother with her two children and a man in a suit that would turn around in his direction after having looked at him for a moment. Further up, he turned to the right, Rue des Bains. While passing in front of the Center for Contemporary Art, he smiled thinking to himself that he’d never been there. Another right turn then a quick left and he was at number 5 Rue Charles-Humbert. He lived in a nice little old building in the center of Geneva. The tenant on the ground floor lovingly kept flowers on her windowsill. He told himself that people live in the same place, but not necessarily in the same world. Fourth floor, no elevator, nice old-fashioned wooden door. He unlocked the door and walked in.

The first thing he always did was to turn on the computer, even before turning on the lights or taking off his jacket and his shoes. He opened his IRCII client and logged onto his personal channel. He then went to the kitchen, put two pods in the Senseo coffee machine and presses the ‘start’ button.

Back in front of his screen, Neo212 was already online in the chat room, as always.


Neo212: Hey Clue, what’s new with you, engineer boy?

Clue: I just finished a thing for the European Parliament. What’s new in your world?

Neo212: I had fun with MS Research’s structure deformation model. I can deform my face into all kinds of stuff;)

Clue: Fun!

Neo212: The info is on the forum.



Xavier turned up the heat by two degrees. He got up to fetch his coffee mug in the kitchen even though the water hadn’t finished dripping yet. A few drops fell into the receptacle. He walked silently through his apartment and put the mug on his desk.


Neo212: I made it into a FB3 application. I got 400,000 players in one day. And I got more than 90% of ‘like’. Who’s the king?

Fkb00: Hey king, I’m staring at passports of all the guys at the university and the most common passwords are ‘password’ and ‘home’. Talk about lame.

Neo212: That’s why Jazz wrote this little script to be able to figure out the level of difficulty and crack passwords. You can find it on all kinds of sites.

Fkb00: I think we’ll have to install it at the university because that was just too easy.

Clue: The first meeting of the hacker party is being held next week. You’re all ready to log out for that?

Neo212: ????

Fkb00: Tell me more.

Clue: We can change things with what we know how to do.

Fkb00: Change what?

Clue: Improve democracy, develop the sharing of info, improve open source. Go beyond the fun attitude.

Fkb00: Hm, it’s all been done, right? WWIII has already started, it could even be over. Did anybody notice?

Neo212: I’m in the matrix, I know that I can do what I want ;)



Xavier smiled.


Clue: Give it some meaning. We can develop the applications that tomorrow’s democracy will use. It’s up to us to define which system we want.

Clue: They’re going to impose tons of laws on us to try and diminish a movement they don’t understand.

Neo212: I don’t care about laws, I just want to define the future. I think it’s funny that these dinosaurs around the world don’t get it.

Fkb00: You’re not alone.

Neo212: Well, yeah, that’s the point. Proud to be a n3rd4!

Do you know any girls for a guy like me?

Fkb00: If I had one I’d keep her to myself! But let’s not talk about that now in front of Clue.

Neo212: I’m not fan of groups.

Clue: It’s not about that, it’s about defining new democratic codes together before others do it for us…

Clue: … in a way that we don’t like.

Clue: WikiLeaks is starting to shake things up. There’s going be a clampdown of the old world.

Fkb00: So it’s like Generation Y, time to get up? Pass. But the battle will be fought online, right?

Neo212: Democracy is at the fringe of technology, it’s so cool to experience this online.

Clue: Did you see what they did for the expenses of the English MPs? They’re going to think twice now before spending taxpayers’ money.

Neo212: Missed that, do tell...

Clue: Some hackers cracked open the data and sent a copy of the expense accounts of 646 English MPs to the Daily Telegraph that broke the story. It was more than a year ago. Abuses and excessive reimbursements, more often than not committing fraud, but they also realized that the system itself allowed for incongruities. They’ve now come up with new laws to adjust the system.

Fkb00: They should do that to every political system.

Clue: If we all get involved, it’ll happen. A WikiLeaks for every country.

Fkb00: The moment we know that people have personal interests, we’ll know which way these people are going to tip the scales. It’s strange to be analyzing our own human truth. Does truth set people free?

Clue: Truth frees from manipulation and deceitful constraints, so everybody can choose their own path.

Neo212: To choose the path of passion, we’d have to blow up a serious number of systems, including the university’s system with the bits of paper called diplomas.

Clue: To do all that we need liberators, minors of truth who destroy every corrupt institution.

Neo212: And exposing them would be enough to destroy them. If we have to break into secure systems, I’m the guy for the job.



Then the phone rang. It was about 8 p.m. and all was calm in November 2010. Xavier glanced at the caller ID number. He sighed. The ghosts of the past had come back to haunt him for a brief moment. The breath of a lost love.

He grabbed his mug and gulped his cold coffee, taking him straight back to crystal clear reality. If you let a good coffee get cold, it got even more bitter and difficult to swallow. So he didn’t want to give up, now was the time to play it out. He moved a bit more toward his keyboard.5


Clue: All the systems of governance are authoritarian. They use secret to turn their actions to their advantage without citizens knowing the scope of these actions.

Fkb00: Would you go as far as saying it’s a conspiracy?

Clue: You said it first!

Neo212: We can make models of power structures to discover their flaws.

Clue: To neutralize any conspiratorial system, the first thing to do is to organize massive leaks.

Neo212: Ah, the joys of leaks!

Fkb00: A strategy of disorganization, not bad!

Clue: If the leaks are massive, the environment of the systems will change by exposing their functional mode.

Fkb00: In other words, as soon as people are aware of abuse, they’ll rebel.

Clue: At least they’ll put pressure in one way or another. The abusive systems of governance will then have to face increasingly more constraints that will force them to either reform or fall.

Neo212: It sounds easy, but the different power structures are affected differently by leaks.

Clue: It’s mostly about exposing their real motivations, and everyone can take up a position relative to that.

Fkb00: I dare say that injustice remains unanswered unless it is revealed. For people to act intelligently they have to know the truth about what’s going on.

Neo212: The verb conspire comes from the Latin con, together, and spirare, to breathe.

Clue: There ya go, that’s it!

Neo212: And what do we do now, breathe together, right?

Fkb00: 1d1076! Conspiracy feeds on holding back info!

Clue: 570p7, you guys, stick with me.

Clue: To radically change the behavior of a regime, we have to think clearly and courageously because if we’ve learned anything, it’s that regimes don’t want to be changed. We have to think beyond those who came before us.

Neo212: New technology and what we’re able to do with it gives us means of action that our predecessors didn’t have. Don’t forget, I’m the king. I can do something...

Fkb00: b19 3908! Then what key structure leads to bad governance? And I answer secret, manipulation and the feeling of power.

Clue: We need to develop a way of thinking about this structure that is strong enough to carry us through the mire of competing political moralities and into a position of clarity.

Neo212: I’m not for parties and I don’t like morality. You understand what I do virtually!

Fkb00: That whole left-right political thing is over. The entire world understands something is rotten in almost all systems. The entire political elite conspires, but not always for the same reasons. Some want more power, others financial favors or something else... Do we have to rate these reasons?

Neo212: In any case conspiracy is the primary planning methodology to maintain or strengthen authoritarian power. I’m fleeing this rotten world to go and play with distorting my face and those of my friends.

Clue: What’s shocking is that the authoritarian power opposes people’s will to truth, love and self-realization. In the end, people don’t even fight against injustice, but accept it, as they no longer believe in their power to act or the weight of their voice.

Neo212: And Neo saw the source in front of him eliminating everything, so he moved forward to merge with it!



Xavier thought that Neo212 must be quite young to keep coming back to these Matrix references.


Fkb00: Our action online started on its own, with curiosity and a technical challenge. We’re all connected. It’s definitely a type of resistance.

Clue: That’s why we have to use it for the greater good. Once discovered, plans that assist in the action of an authoritarian regime will provoke more resistance from people.

Neo212: The people, the people, it’s all very Bolshevik sounding...

Clue: The problem is that the conspirators and conspiracies are all connected. It’s like a network of twine on nails. Nail = conspirator, twine = communication. All the nails are connected either two by two or by going through another nail. Some are on the fringe of the conspiracy, others are central and communicate with many conspirators and others still may know only two conspirators, but act as a bridge between two important sections of the conspiracy.

Neo212: Let’s get crafty now. Your engineer side is showing.

Clue: It reminds me of the Heroes timeline. Knowing that a conspirator cannot conspire alone, what’s the minimum number of links that have to be cut to separate the conspiracy into two groups? Come on guys, it’s time to start using your brains!

Fkb00: Assassinating a ‘bridge’ conspirator would be a radical and efficient method.

Clue: True, but we’ll use our brains to find an answer that holds true for all conspiracies, except if Fkb00 wants to become a mercenary.

Fkb00: I’m sure I’d be good at it. My job at the university is depressing. Should I dare say that it smells like a conspiracy?

Neo212: Something is missing in your theory for it to be representative.

Clue: ????

Neo212: We have to add some importance to the type of information, some weight, like in logical diagrams. When you look at diplomacy, there are diplomats who don’t communicate anything of importance, while others deal with war and peace in some parts of the world.

Clue: Thanks for your analytical insight. You’re right, the weight of the link is essential, but I wonder about conspiracies in general, no matter the weight of the links because it changes from one conspiracy to the next.

Neo212: To cut a conspiracy in two, you have to cut the network that links the conspirators in two. Divide and conquer.

Clue: There is a crucial difference between a conspiracy and the individuals that make it up because individuals don’t conspire when they’re isolated. It’s probably here that we have to add the abstract value of the weight of the link between two conspirators, and then we can calculate conspiratorial power. It’s the sum of the weight of the links between the conspirators.

Neo212: Oh, he’s stealing my idea! It’s always the same between the engineer and the analyst.

Clue: Get back to your craft with the nails and putting bigger or smaller twine according to the importance or the number of information shared.

Fkb00: Your total conspiratorial power is also independent of the specific disposition of the links between the nails.

Clue: Exactly. Separating a conspiracy in two is separating the total conspiratorial power in two. Any half split could then be considered a conspiracy itself and we could continue to indefinitely cut it in the same way.

Neo212: It’s true that it’s possible to have fun implementing it graphically, with beeps and whooshes like in War Games.

Fkb00: Another possibility: throttling the conspiracies by reducing the weight of the heavy links that acts as bridges between regions of equal total conspiratorial power.

Clue: A guy I really like wrote: “A man in chains knows he should have acted sooner for his ability to influence the actions of the state is near its end.” Faced with powerful conspiratorial actions, we must therefore anticipate. We can foil a conspiracy by drastically restricting the information available to it. If we attack it properly, it will no longer be able to comprehend its environment or formulate an action plan.

Neo212: Nice demo. That’s going to cause hell in US diplomacy. It’s about attacking the way information is transmitted and the type of information. IT resources today strengthen the capacity of the US to conspire. And us hackers are actually the only ones able to fight on this level to find more fair systems.

Fkb00: Seems clear to me. I’d like to talk about it in person on Thursday.

Neo212: Sure, but if that’s why we have to form a party, count me out. It’s just not my thing. But I’m OK with supporting the action using my technical skills. Keep me posted.

Clue: Thanks for the sparring, guys.

Fkb00: Send me the info for Thursday.

Neo212: I’m off to have some fun, until next time.



Xavier left the channel and toggled to Twitter to check his recent DMs. He had new followers. Someone called @SciF0r seemed to be interested in his ideas. New tweets appeared on the corner of his screen, but he didn’t pay any attention to them. He decided to spend the night on a new encryption code.




End of sample
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nocks voico saited and manser typieal of your class vhen not trying o
inprass. Your response to my sntirely well intentioned amsesent vas the
understanding and eapathy of the cosmitted solipeist. You pulled a tiny
Potal off =y vorld just when I thought you were to add one but a1l arousd
i the meadow, where I shall again dance and skip and sing ti1l some fool
gie1 should brash =y wing.

ulten.
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Re: imaginary world syndrome Bk mess | 3

o soemsages et s ane, goup messages by convraton.

o Jul 20410 conacs
To asangegugras.unimen.etuou

3¢ e nok 50 hard s Shew. 0 to b drwvn.

probably would not translate to the real world, but this was never my
doaire. There was something unusual about our interaction. It Ls alsost as
61 had scripted it and loft ny fingorpeints in the ink. I'm not

ould not place you in mine. But I still want to ses you in insolation. I
an unconcerned Vith the context since time and your silence has made me
Philosophical; but vhen I first vrota the hest of your breast prassed
gainat = was still vivid in my mind.

ulian.

ou2004
Ry
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