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Code is the textual aspect of computer technology that may be loaded up on
a text editor and easily changed. I’m consciously avoiding any discussion on
the subject of text editors – jot down your edits on a piece of paper and then
write them to new file with echo. What’s important to me is that this be easily
accomplished. With enough time and energy, anyone could write interesting
code. The best project would be if my grandmother took the time to re-write
the linux kernel from scratch, and if she kept a record of her reflections
about code. As much as I like Pierre Menard, this is not feasible. The processes of code should be manageable without the need of resorting to too
much external technical support. This means that code is relative. What’s
code for some will not be code for others.
When it comes down to it, this means that code is text written in one of the
computer languages. Code is the active practice of altering half-understood
text files. Codes are the static characters that silently stare back at you, and
that will not even give you the illusion that you’re double-guessing a machine.
It’s always evident that someone else was there before you, and that this
person was sloppy. It’s just a matter of playing along and locating those three
characters in a text file that will make all the difference on whether your computer can display postscript or whether it will keep that as a secret to itself.
My one year experience as a software writer has not been so nice, but
really you should ask someone else with more experience. I’ve only worked
a little as a freelancer (whatever that means) on some random websites. I’ve
been learning on the job (whatever that means).
There are probably other ways of saying it, but it’s also fine to say that I’ve
been bored. I don’t know why. There have been projects I’m not ashamed of,
but most of the time it hasn’t been like that. I wish I could say I was young I
needed the money but I’m not even that young anymore. Health insurance
and that type of stuff is a work of fiction. My life is only as long as my computer’s life.
It’s depressing to see that some cliches are true. The offices of lab rats
typing, looking for the key of the cookie, waiting to be rewarded with a
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cookie, and kept awake with coffee. I could have passed out in front of the
computer and no one would have noticed. The feeling that no one knows
what they’re doing. The obscure files that you can find inside of some computers. What I would do is open them for as long as I’d stand it, close my
eyes, press some random keys, close them and try to forget about it. There’s
determinacy in software insofar as you can work like this and nothing breaks.
I wish I could live in a mountain and contemplate my mark-up. I wish it
was, but it can’t be and it isn’t only about the code. If it was only about the
code, I wouldn’t need to go out of my room. I don’t know what it’s about, and
I don’t know why I’m talking about. This is the point where I start to have
problems finishing my sentences. Likewise, this type of media work is complete nonsense. It’s absurd that I can’t find a job, and that I can’t hold on to
the jobs that I hate.
After one year of writing software, it’s good to go back to the first things I
wrote. Maybe there is something of crawling into my bed and pulling up the
covers about it. Probably not. I’m just happy. It was great to have imagined
an introductory Perl manual where the examples and exercises deal with
generative groff mark-up.

