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I wasn’t sure what was happening, at first. Dr. Walker just said, “Type down what you think.” I didn’t know what to think. I just sat down at the computer and stared. It was just like any other computer. In fact, compared with most computers in the laboratory, it looked pretty antique. The glow of the screen illuminated a small fraction of the pitch-black room. I could see the glint of Walker’s glasses out of the corner of my eye somewhere off to my left, reflecting the little light coming from the monitor in front of me.

“There’s no word processing unit,” I said, turning around to Walker. She shook her head and pointed. “Type,” she commanded. I turned back slowly. We never shared projects. It was just something we didn’t do. My hands rested on the keyboard, and my eyes rested upon the cream-colored screen. It was glowing invitingly. Moments passed. Walker waited patiently. She probably had a good reason for asking me to see it, I thought. Then I began to type.

My first statement was This is stupid. Nothing happened. The text didn’t appear on the screen, but most of us at the lab were already used to typing things perfectly the first time. The spelling errors weren’t my issue. The problem was I was unsure of what the program was actually doing.

“It is a program, right?” I asked. My only reply was, “Keep typing.” I sighed and continued.

Am I actually doing anything?

Hello?

I paused.

I feel cold.

Right after I hit the ‘Enter’ key after that final line, I noticed a change in the pattern on the screen, and blinked. I watched as the projection began to change.

After I entered the text, the cream color began to flicker, and the screen bleached into a pure white like I had never seen before. Waves of different colors slowly shifted in from the edges of the screen, filtering through like smoke. Light specks glittered, and for a few instants I was dazzled by bright lines streaking across the screen. The hues and tones began to take on a darker color, melting from the insubstantial kaleidoscope into a gently increasing blue shade.

I shivered as the light in the room diminished. The new pattern swimming before me reminded me of the silent fury of a snowstorm in the dark of night. I felt cold.

I looked at Walker, my face voicing the question. Walker shook her head. “Keep typing,” she commanded. I began to protest, but she quickly silenced me, and my hands crawled back to the keyboard. I wasn’t getting any answers soon.

I tried to think of something that the computer would respond to.

I want to know what you are.

Nothing. Something else occurred to me.

I wish I knew what you are.

I saw the changes in the pattern again, bidding me to watch. I watched the blues waver and lighten, occasionally dotted by a semitransparent shock of white or yellow. Lines trembled in the background, seeming to go on for infinity, shining in brilliant and beautifully sad colors. I couldn’t close my eyes; but if I had, I’m sure I would have seen the cello I was feeling rather than hearing playing inside my head. It was a song about desire; about a deep, desperate desire to reach out and grasp at the unknown.

I’m not sure how long I watched the patterns on the monitor, but after a while, Walker put her hand on my shoulder and said, “I think that’s enough.”

I jumped a little when she did that; I had forgotten she was there. She reached down and typed something on the keyboard, and the program apparently shut down. The monitor turned off, and I found myself in total darkness.

“Well?” Walker asked. I thought about my answer.

“I could ask the same,” I responded after a few seconds. “You brought me in here, after all. You can explain what just happened better than I can.”


“I want your opinion.”


My opinion? It was complicated.


“As a scientist, I’m not sure what the purpose of this whole project is,” I said. I wasn’t done. Walker apparently knew, because she waited for me to finish. “As a human being... that was one of the most emotionally moving things I have ever seen.”


“And what did you see when you were at the computer?” she asked.


“Are you writing this down?” I asked suspiciously.


“I wouldn’t be likely to tell you if I was.”


“That means yes.”


“That means possibly,” she corrected me. “What did you see?”


I saw many things. I wasn’t sure of what I had seen. I couldn’t begin to explain it.


“I think I saw... emotion,” I found myself thinking out loud. Then I realized I was talking and made a disgusted sound. “Forget I said that. I don’t want to put a definition to it. I saw what I saw; there’s no other answer.”


“Good choice of words,” she remarked.


“Are you going to turn on the lights?” I asked. I could only barely make out her form in the darkness.


“Not yet,” she answered. “Can you think of any reason to continue the project?”


I was rubbing my eyes.


“Not many. Not a reason the Director would like.”


“Are you crying?” She sounded concerned.


“Was. I’m okay now. Just give me a second.”


I opened the door to the room. It was late; everyone was gone by now. Not even the late-night workers were up, so it had to be somewhere around four in the morning; but I really didn’t care. I couldn’t sleep, and I really didn’t want to. Not without seeing some more of the program.


I sat down at the computer. It was requesting a login name. Usually I’d be a sitting duck on this one; I haven’t heard of anyone hacking the lab since the security breach of ’42. Fortunately, I knew Walker’s ID and password. It’s not that I was close with her or anything; I simply had done a dual project with her before, and she had given me her login information offhand so I could get her source files. Walker was the type who didn’t change her password, even if someone figured it out.


I logged in without a problem. I was in for a surprise when the computer loaded up: there was only one program on the whole computer. I assumed it was the program, so I opened it up.


I was correct in my assumption; the cream-colored screen appeared before me, and I eyed it warily as I placed my fingers gently on the keyboard. What to write? What did I want to see? What would anyone want to see?


There are so many complex emotions in the human mind; it’s practically impossible to choose and focus on only one. But I did my best. I tried. I thought hard. I wanted to feel something deeply. Something I had felt before, but I wanted to know its full extent. Here, with my rainbows, I could see anything, feel anything.


My fingers tingled.


I’ve been lonely for such a long time.


As I watched the colors begin to rise and fall, I remembered the nights I had spent lying in bed, looking around my practically bare apartment and wondering what it would be like to live for someone else; not for myself, not for another project. For a person; to be completely devoted to someone I cared for. Those nights were suddenly resurrected in the most fantastic display of dark blues, blacks, purples and beautifully contrasting, ghostly whites I had ever seen. My senses were overflowing with emotion as my nostrils filled with the smell of salty tears, and my ears reverberated with the sound of a solitary piano playing in an alternating scale. I do not know where all these sounds, smells, tastes, and feelings were coming from, but just watching the patterns on the screen, I could hardly care.


I could feel my eyes brimming with depression; I could feel my throat locked, and a knot in my stomach. After a while, I began to wonder if I could take so much sadness at once. The images in my head grew heavy and confused. I felt my body begin to choke, and I started to panic. I couldn’t look away, no matter how hard I tried, but if I didn’t stop the patterns, I was going to overload my body.


Stop! Stop! I typed, fingers frantically battering the keys. The instant I hit ‘Enter’ again, however, the colors immediately stopped swirling, and began to fade back into the original pacific cream that started off the program. I felt my insides heave their own renditions of sighs of relief, and sat back with an exhausted gasp. I began to wipe my eyes, mouth still unsure whether it should be smiling wide or twisting into a stricken grimace. All that which I had felt had been so beautiful, and at the same time so desperately sad and unpronounceable.


Once I felt I had recovered sufficiently, I sat back up with an enthusiasm I had never felt before. For the first time in my life, I felt truly alive. My hands hovered over the keyboard, poised. Any emotion was only a sentence away from my grasp. Writing, I could bring out everything and anything in the human soul. I could feel the power in my fingers; I could feel excitement, something I had not felt in ages, to an extent where it felt ancient and unknown.


What to write?


I had felt loneliness…


Perhaps I would feel the opposite.


I love you more than I can possibly describe; I would give you all I have just to see you smile.


The colors on the screen began to waver again, and I watched silently as the colors filtered once more in that nostalgic way. The reds, greens and blues hovered not only on the monitor, but deep in my mind, in my heart. I shivered as a rainbow of color burst into life vividly, and sent shivers though my entire being. The soft red glow was surrounding me, enticing me… the force of the feeling was so strong it penetrated me to the bone. Music, music I could not begin to relate, began playing in my head. I felt things, heard things I can only faintly remember. 


The last thing I saw before I blacked out was a dot of white spinning in a sea of red and growing slowly, engulfing everything in pale finality.


They switched the lights on, and, as expected, he was sprawled there over the desk, head in arms, sleeping heavily by the keyboard of the Testing Computer.

The policeman shook Dr. Gilchrist’s shoulder roughly. He woke with a start as Dr. Walker bent over him to type down a command on the keyboard. The previously pale cream-colored screen blacked out, and long lines of text sped into view; the history of what had been typed into the computer. Gilchrist looked around in confusion and alarm, squinting due to the bright light coming from the blazing lights. “What’s happening?” he asked hoarsely, rubbing his tired-looking red eyes. Walker shushed him, and motioned for him to get off the chair. Gilchrist stood, and the policeman brought out handcuffs and placed them around Gilchrist’s wrists.


“Doctor Amit Gilchrist, you are under arrest for the crime of the creation of Class A emotive-textual compilation,” the policeman said in a gruff voice. Gilchrist stared at his wrists, uncomprehending.


Walker was scanning over the writing on the screen. “I’ve never seen results like this. Take a look at what he started writing last night, sir,” she said, and motioned to the back of the room. Daniel Blackwood stepped forward from the shadows and walked over to the computer. Gilchrist’s face paled when he saw the Director.


“Sir, I have no idea what’s happen—“ Gilchrist began, but Blackwood cut him off with an upraised hand. He didn’t even turn to look at him. He simply turned to the screen and moved his eyes to where Dr. Walker was pointing to, just under the sentence I love you more than I can possibly describe; I would give you all I have just to see you smile.
His eyes sped along the first line, ‘I wasn’t sure what was happening, at first. Dr. Walker just said, “Type down what you think.”.’ His eyes didn’t bother to continue down the page after the first paragraph. He knew what it was. He had seen it before.


“He wrote all this?” Blackwood asked Walker, who was still reading intently. Walker turned looked at him as if she had not heard the question, and then blinked and seemed to come back to reality. “Oh, you mean Amit?” she asked. Suddenly there was a gasp from the man as he realized what was happening. “Yes, this is his undoubtedly his work; I recognize the beginning where he mentions me. It’s his. This is Class A, all right.”


Blackwood nodded.

“Take him away,” he said, and the policeman obliged. Having finally realized what had happened, Gilchrist began to cry out. “No! Wait! This isn’t right! I didn’t want to do it! Please! I’m innocent! Never again, I swear! You made me write it!”


The door shut behind them, and cut off his cries.


“It’s a real shame,” Walker said, clearing the screen. “I worked with him. Brilliant mind. Too bad he was one of them.”


“A real waste,” Blackwood answered in his deep, quiet voice.

“These tests always get me in a bad mood. Who’s the next one on the list?”

“I’ll tell you later today,” Blackwood answered. He kept his eyes on the cream-colored screen. It was glowing invitingly.

