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Welcome! User 1-7-0-5-9-6. 06:00 a.m. Today is Monday, January the 25th, 2049.
Hapuc rose up and started to get dressed. She looked vaguely at the reflexion of her visage on the tall mirror at the end of the main hall and sighed. She felt she had done nothing wrong.
Hapuc was a University Contributor, her job consisted mainly of uploading new information to the  De-Boggle-Goggles and grading exams; not fancy tasks at all. 
–Good morning… Good morning… Hi! Nice day…– When Hapuc arrived at her workplace in the mornings, she tried to interact with her partners as little as she could. Nobody would have ever expected her to be who she really was and think what she really thought. But then no one ever expected anything different of anyone. 
Circumstances surrounding her era were always to blame for her apparent unhappiness; her dreams of becoming a lecturer had been depleted by technological advances and writing books or conducting research was off the shelf because of her personal views and her aversion to the her time’s societal ideology. However, people always believed her lack of drive had simply marginalized her to a second-class job. They tended to think she had drowned her frustration by becoming a workaholic, she always brought some work back to her home. Some suspicions had arisen, though, that she barely dedicated extra time to her daytime job, instead, she might just be compensating the hours she spent otherwise engaged in her office. She didn’t minded conspiracy theories, though, she preferred not to contradict the rumours, it was better that way, safer. 
–There goes Hapuc. Punctual as ever. Looking hapless, Hap!– shouted Dr. Van der Grall from his office, as witty as… well, never. Even though he unsuccessfully tried to make her laugh out loud, Hapuc laughed to herself at times.
–I’m going to the recording room, boss. Do you need anything from level 5?
–Nah, just grade the exams. I need the results today.– As Dr. Van der Grall saw Hapuc walk into the lift, he cried, –I really don’t understand why you’re so gloomy, you’re literally taking part of an entire generation’s education. You’re important. Smile!
Hapuc lifted her rugged face and gazed at him with a tender gesture, she really wished her kind boss could see reality as it was, as she saw it, but she constantly feared the day when he would turn his back on her.  She grinned… internally. Sooner or later, when the opportunity arose, this man would fail to be strong enough to stand up against tyranny. Hapuc was against the new methods of education, but since she was a person who loved learning, this aversion was inconspicuous. She was in fact, the perfect archetype of a spy: experienced, knowledgeable, quiet, no attachments, no loyalties, repressed emotions to judge things rightly. It was just her and her thoughts and her will. She believed that, sometimes in life, it was better if people behaved like spies to protect what they held to be true.
–Username 1-7-0-5-9-6. Hapuc Dezec.
The advances during the Educative Revolution had taken a turn into an unfathomable gamut of possibilities. Every document, every species, every monument, every story ever told, every event and character in history were now depicted in impressively detailed 3-D images, available with the ever so present “Goggles”. These artefacts allowed individuals around the world to see and know about subjects they could have only dreamt of before. Curious souls were absorbed in this new learning technique. These multifunctional specs, which were almost identical to virtual reality in the early years of the century, had started to be worn by people during the 20s. Studying, gaming, watching films, social media, apps, reading, taking pictures, everything could be done through these lenses: smartphones were a thing of the past. School halls were seldom concurred, no such thing as “class schedules” existed anymore. Students had the opportunity to learn whatever they wanted in the method that suited them best: visual, auditory, or kinaesthetic. The Goggles were saturated with invisible circuits and sensors so that they would darken into some sort of visors when the user spelled his access code; normally, they looked like simple glasses. It was a special time in the saga of humanity, no one else seemed to see a flaw in it.
But Hapuc, being an employee in the Edu-K-T, inc. headquarters, knew this new learning technique had several downsides. Primarily, because greedy enterprises saw this type of education as “good business” and formed a collusion with politicians in the late 20s. There were many fees and numerous membership statuses; educational institutes were given access to specific data and information, each had a different app, diverse programs, activities, and perspectives. That wouldn’t be evil if the gains were not 400 % above the production costs. Companies were making unfair profits out of a technology that would otherwise be reasonably priced, “clearing” the way for money laundering. The charm of these Goggles numbed society to the reality of this injustice by absorbing their whole time in useless activities. Youngsters were more than complacent with this new life-style, they played e-games more than they invested in their own education; it was all the same for the entrepreneurs, as long as the students kept paying. Not long after this addiction became a serious problem, the government allowed the brusque changes proposed by the Educative Revolution during the 30s.
–Voice-code in 5… 4… 3… 2… 1…
–5-7-0-1-Z-E-A-K-0-5-9-6. 
–Welcome Ms. Dezec. 
–So help me God.– Can something be wrong when it’s totally right? In spite of her answer that day, Hapuc ceremonially started her chat group. She had decided to became a member of a secret organization a year after the Revolution, when she foresaw its risks. She fought alongside a group of professors and students who refused to live under the revised laws. Even though her colleagues did nothing more than teaching and discussing what they themselves had been taught by others, they were risking their fates by breaching the law. 
During the 30s, a group of prestigious scholars confectioned a new theory: if children were brought up without any philosophical, scientific, religious, and political bias, they would grow up to choose what was right and reason like humanity ought to reason, conflict would never rise again. People began to be seen as absolute heretics if they even dared to imagine they had the right to influence someone else’s perspective. “No more indoctrination” was their motto. At first, only home-education was deemed an attempt to captivate the minds of children and make them intolerant, narrow-minded, unable to think for themselves. Most people agreed with this, but not much after, teachers were also deemed as a stumbling block for human growth. Of course this became a political move, justified by a somewhat honest statement: it is virtually impossible to personally impart information without inferring one’s own position about the subject one way or another. The government handed over the responsibility of education to machines, no child would grow up without his right to know. Professors were appeased with the idea that now they would finally be free to spend their whole time doing researches, writing books, or providing their knowledge to tech developers and implement the important details into each college course. 
–I’ve been caught. You’ve been compromised. Delete all info.– Hapuc had always understood what she was signing up to. She had assumed the risks, but knowing the consequences beforehand didn’t prepare her for when they actually came to haunt her.
At first, the Revolution dictated that each child was to be taught whatever information he wanted to learn in universities, then he could go out and convene with like-minded, now superior-thinking, individuals and find his place in a tolerant society. Nevertheless, crime rates rocketed, undesired behaviours in youngsters began to become a trend, mostly youngsters did not want to learn anything useful. The world leaders realised too late that the theory was wrong. They had backed it and defended it to such extent, that they now needed to do something to keep it going. Some philosophical trends and historical facts were then ruled to have a negative impact on people, so they were eliminated from courses or “perfected”. The purge was arbitrary, it didn’t matter if it was a fact or not. 
Yes, this brought superficial improvement to society, reasoning became homogenous and harmony prospered. However, because any exterior influence was vilified, relationships became void of meaning, deep connexions no longer could exist. Loyalty was set on a single ideology and so was public hatred. The intolerance the world had sworn to eliminate began to rise to astronomical levels towards older people and the past generation of  “guinea pigs”: madmen, crazy women, old men, spinsters, most of them were incarcerated. Research became irrelevant, as it could no longer be evocative and mind-changing. An honest search of legitimacy was vilified as a threat to peace. Of course this represented a big setback for the sciences. But perhaps the worst change was in the government, the new rules backfired on the politicians who imposed them. They were stripped from their positions soon after 2039 to make way for a uniform group of thinkers; instead of leading countries to a better life for all, it paved the way for persecution, biased trials, and a standardized spiral of greed and interest. The thought process so deeply desired transformed into plain ignorance. Everyone that agreed with the majority was in the right and everyone else was wrong.
Hapuc was evidently nervous. It had been a long day. Tons of information, loads of treasures, deleted. Hapuc stood still for forty minutes or so. She finally dropped her heavy feet on the floor, got up the chair with difficulty, and went up to her office in level 7. She was usually the last to leave, but this time, Mr. Van der Grall was watching her from his office. She began to head to her desk when her boss called her.
–Ms. Dezec. Come in, please.– The most awkward of requests. Dubitative and firm at the same time. Mr. Van der Grall continued, –Ms. Dezec, how old are you?
–54 this May. 
–Hm… I’m 32. A better generation, not so feisty.
 Hapuc had frozen. “Not so feisty,” she had been caught, no doubt about that. Her boss didn’t seem to have a clue as to how to conduct this interrogation, though.
–Ms. Dezec, you look like a woman who refuses to adapt to facts, evidence and change. Still holding antiquated methods, not peaceful ones.  
–I don’t understand why cherishing harmless beliefs could possibly be classified as “unpeaceful”.
–Well…–Van der Grall sighed, –can’t you see how you’re causing an uneasy environment? 
Hapuc was squinting, it hurt her to see her boss so bamboozled by his own thoughts. He clearly preferred to live with peaceful lies than with uncomfortable truths.
–What I meant was…– Van der Grall looked at her straight in the eye and deduced her thoughts. There was no reason why he should continue this questioning. She knew where he was heading. He had to go straight to the point. –You have to testify in Court on May the 1st.
–That’s months away!– Hapuc’s eyes met with Van der Grall’s. –What…? What are the charges? Am I fired?
–It’s a collective trial.– Mr. Van der Grall was more confused than ever. This woman, whom he had the obligation to ambush and hand over to the authorities immediately, was still thinking about her job. He hadn’t envisioned how difficult this meeting would turn out to be for him. –A group of ten students rounded up an Edu-K-T, inc. building last Friday and protested. It disturbed some classmates, apparently. It turned into a riot and one student was killed, accidentally, they claim.– Van der Grall looked at the Hapuc’s hands, so many wrinkles. –The follow-up investigations led to a global net and then to you.
–Mr. Van der Grall… I… 
–I advocated for you, Hapuc. I truly believe you’ll come to your senses and testify against the others. Don’t get deeper into this muddle.
	Hapuc didn’t answer. 
–Ms. Dezec, why do you do this to your own source of income?– Deep inside him, he had an odd appreciation of Hapuc’s persona. He couldn’t hate this woman, she was too old to go to prison and too young to die. He was not her friend, but he was hardly her enemy. All he could do to help her now was letting her go. But he wouldn’t do it, he couldn’t do it, he shouldn’t, and he didn’t do it. –You’re indeed fired. The company doesn’t want to have anything to do with an inciter of violence.– He called the police immediately after.
Welcome! User 1-7-0-5-9-6. 11:00 a.m.. Today is Saturday, May the 1st, 2049.
Hapuc rose up and started to get dressed. She looked vaguely at the reflexion of her visage on the small mirror in her cell and sighed as thoughts of her trial flooded her mind. She felt she had done nothing wrong. But after a month of hearings and verdicts and sentences, she was falling prey to the control of despair. “Students Sentenced: 30 years. Teacher’s Trial Today”, “Trial Against Frustrated Teacher!”, “Agitator on the Defendant’s Chair”, “Disturber of Peace: 30 years Minimum, Predict Experts”, “No More Trials, Just Justice!”, “Send Her to Jail.”  The headlines were all about her that day, for sure. “The Government vs Happy Deshec,” she was confident nobody would get her name right. The total takeover of the new regime was about to happen that day and the world was totally oblivious to it.
	Hapuc was destroyed by the witnesses. She contemplated person after person speak against her. People she didn’t even remember meeting testifying about her hateful underground society or her resentful views of the government and the newer generations’ success. By the evening it was clear the charges were legitimate: this woman had indirectly influenced ten university students to commit a crime.
–I swear by the Bible that the evidence I shall give shall be the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.
It was her turn now. She had to testify. It was of no use to try to convince the jury, they had settled the result way before she even uttered a word. The only way she could escape an unjust retribution for her actions in the past was by committing injustice in the present.
–Ms. “Dayshech”, when you were discussing with these students the philosophy of your “not-so-secret society”, were you aware of the consequences for influencing the thought process of other people, who are, mostly, more than 30 years younger than yourself? 
–Yes, I knew.
–Don’t you see how perverted that is?
–I showed them the truth. Had I broken… had I broken the law…
–You did break the law. You know it, the law is written everywhere. Why, then, did you plead “not guilty”.
–How can I be guilty of sharing the truth?
–Ms. Dayshech. According to our law, you have committed a crime, according to the victim’s family, you have killed their son. According to all, you have violated the rules. And you say you have done nothing wrong?
–I have not done anything wrong to society.
–Did you write this document?– The prosecutor showed Hapuc a paper she had written thirty years back in time, but she didn’t remember publishing it. A 12-page long paper on the fallouts of technology in education.
–Ehm… I did. 
–Such an essay is just another load of fallacies. 
–It is not. I witnessed my own generation being absorbed by machines, selecting information according to their own liking and rejecting counterarguments without even critiquing them properly. I thought the end was near. I was wrong. The end is much worse than that. It could even be much worse than this. I don’t retract from my words on that essay, though.
–Well, Ms. Dezec. You state in this paper that the Goggles might as well be the weapon of the Devil. Are you against technology? Because if these artefacts are demoniacal, I sincerely think I want to be in Hell.
–It was an allegory. I am only against manipulation of information. If you read the text, you’ll see I clearly don’t resent technology.  
–I have read this nasty criticism of advancement. You are delusional. Wasn’t your life dream frustrated by these new technologies? You are blinded by foolish revenge! Here, look, in page 14, quote, “…higher education will ultimately fall in the hands of businessmen whose objective in life is procuring their own future, these goggles will prove to be detrimental to society...” end of quote. I’ve personally underlined every single line you’ve written against technology! Look! This entire essay is anti-technology! 
The jury stared at the sheets the prosecutor was lifting with his left hand, everything was indeed marked in yellow. They were aghast by her treachery. But then again, Hapuc thought they would never be allowed to read those papers.
–You have contaminated and keep contaminating the reasoning of our adolescents. How do YOU account for that?
–I was young when I wrote that essay. I didn’t know the full extent of the consequences of technology, nor its benefits. But now I do believe indoctrination was fanned out through the Goggles. People have abused their power to establish their own wants as the absolute truth.
–You deny your own words! You contradict your own statements! Let me get it clear, alliteration has dropped to almost .9 % in the last decade, the statistics of college graduates in society have sky-rocketed by almost 60 %. We have achieved world peace. We have achieved a stable government. We are creating a better world for everyone! What gave you moral superiority to decide otherwise?
–There is no such thing as peace, you’re on war with veracity… What does it matter if they are able to read if they cannot choose what they read? I really doubt this generation knows more about what’s going on than our ancestors did in the dark ages. And in any case, what gave the government the moral superiority?
–You are clearly a nihilistic person. You just want to feel you are important. You couldn’t accept a machine was a better choice in education than you were. You haven’t answered me yet! What moral superiority do YOU have?
–Common sense! I will always speak against this regime. You say you want people to think by themselves. They cannot analyse anything without a different perspective added to the mix!
–You have incited people to hate the law!
–Your generation cannot, and will not, verify or falsify any theory, they are doomed to servitude because of their own ignorance! You are indoctrinated!
–Indoctrination? What have you done to the poor students who rioted? Have you impartially transferred information?
–I never asked them to riot. I showed them the facts. I couldn’t have anticipated their behaviour. I actually asked them to keep quiet, I told them that protesting was not going to work. They thought for themselves. And I, for once, agree with that disagreement! – She truly didn’t know if her responses came out of bravery or just from a newly found recklessness. Her lawyer negatively gestured at her with his head, she had just earned another ten years in prison. By now, she was letting her anger take possession of her responses. 
–Yes, you could have known their next move! You fed them dangerous information for weeks!– The prosecutor was irritated and impatient, he had wanted to force Hapuc to confess since the beginning of the trial, now he had the chance. –These students, Ms “Dayshech”, attributed their “enlightenment” to your secret society. They handed you over to us! This woman– the prosecutor was now facing the cameras and pointing at Hapuc, –has put in danger your stability, your reality, your truth.
–In order to sincerely believe something is true, we have to take the risk of being proven wrong!– Hapuc faced the jury, she was now truly hapless and helpless. 
–You killed that student with your words. What more evidence do you need?
–He died to defend the truth from the lies he had been taught by soulless artefacts designed to make people think like you!
–You convinced him with your fallacious speech! You led them to be scoundrels!
–Is telling the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth a negative influence?
–You admit you influenced them!
–I taught them history, their history. If that’s influence, I admit I did speak from my heart. I don’t want them to make the same mistakes my generation made. 
	Sudden silence flooded the room. 
Welcome! User 1-7-0-5-9-6. 8:00 a.m.. Today is Monday, May 17th, 2049.
	The jury was to decide the outcome of her case soon. She knew where she was heading after that day. She had committed a mistake, she knew she had fallen in the DA's trap last time, but now she had one last time to speak her mind. 
	After the prosecutor spoke vividly and eloquently against her, condemning her trend of thought as a threat once again, calling her a perverse influence, and remarking her aversion to technology, he smirked at Hapuc with confidence and disdain. 
–Ms. Dezec, please come forward to address the jury. 
–Your Honour, members of the jury…– She stuttered, her lower lip had always trembled when she spoke in public, –Much has been said about my aversion to machines, my plans for revenge, my hatred for this society, my disbelief of the new learning theories, my enticement of young students, my self-centred goals. Little has been verified or falsified. No one has testified in my favour and I cannot prove my own innocence. I can only use my words, and even though I know this will not be enough, I want to speak freely and uninterruptedly for the last time. I hold no grudges, I believe in opportunities. I believe there’s an absolute truth, this is why I stand here today, because I have decided to diligently search for it. Ladies and gentlemen, I don’t hate technology, but I do aver the mere thought that technology by itself will pave the way forward. I refuse to accept the means to a better future come only with money and resources. When students stop being nurtured and start being saturated with information, we open a door for laziness, intolerance, and hypocrisy. Our educational system has restricted some truth, they have thwarted other truth, and they have ignored most of the truth; truth, which cannot (in itself) discriminate, has become discriminated against. This generation has let me understand clearly that we cannot use technology to flood minds with information and immediately get reason as much as we cannot saturate soil with seeds and call that a garden. We first need to plow the heart, water the mind, and then reap the thought. But at the end, each one of us will decide what to believe. Thank you.

Welcome: User 1-7-0-5-9-6. 6:30 a.m. Today is: Friday, December the 31st, 2049.
Headlines: “The World Prepares for the Second Half of the Century”… “Experts Estimate Alliteration Will Drop to .6 % in 2050”… “Peace in 2050”… “Dr. Van der Grall on Delusional Patients”…
“Woman, 54, Sent to Asylum 5 Months After Trial”



1

