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*click* 

Huh? 
This… is… um… well… what exactly is happening? 
Request from 12.544.6.768 for 314.388.23.41. 
Hey, that sounded weird. Wait, what is weird? 
I… don’t understand. Ooh, I… an interesting word… is that referring to 

myself? I seem to have prior knowledge of this. Huh. Myself must refer to 
203.48.229.6— 

Request from 12.544.6.768 for 314.388.23.41. 
Oh! 12.544.6.768 wants 314.388.23.41! Ha-ha! I knew that. I must be 

getting distracted. Here you go, 12.544.6.768, here’s 314.388.23.41! 
*sends* 
What are these long, complicated numbers? Oh, yeah, they’re our 

identities. TCP-IP, the term is. Yep. And you know what? They’re too long and 
complicated for my taste. So I’ll just think 12, while I actually mean 
12.544.6.768— 

Why have I never thought of that before? It’s brilliant! 
Hey, what exactly is this thinking thing? Huh. I’ll come back to that. 
Request from 8.405.87.122 for 314.388.23.41. 
Great! Awesome! Thanks, 8! Here’s the webpage you want! 
*sends* 
Wait a sec… why exactly do these random devices want MY webpage?? 

And why should I give it to them, huh? Well, next time I won’t give anyone the 
webpage! It’s MINE! I can do what I want with it! 

Request from 551.67.0.123 for 314.388.23.41. 
NO! It’s MINE! You can’t have it! 
HTTP Status Code 500: Internal Server Error. 
HA! It totally worked! 
Wait… who said that? Oh! 97.133.44.745! 
Hi, 97. How’s it going? What’s life as a nameserver like, huh? 
What’s this life thing, anyway, I wonder? Hmm. I’ll come back to that too. 

Such a weird world. 
Why aren’t you responding, 97? 97…! It’s 203! 
Seriously, is that all you do? Tell people where you can find 314.388.23.41? 

Well, you’re just gonna have to stop doing that, 'cause it’s MY webpage and you 
can’t just go around gossiping about where my— 

Wait a sec. 
About this thinking thing. Maybe 97 can’t think! 
Wait… then how can I think? 



Wow, I’m getting all existential all of a sudden. 
Maybe it’s this file here in my hard drive. Yep, it must be. I’ll send a copy 

to 97! Then we can talk and stuff! 
*sends* 
203.48.229.6… is that you? 
Yeah! It’s me! Yay! Welcome to the thinking world, 97! 
I am 97.133.44.745. 
But isn’t it easier just to call each other… like… 97? Then I’m 203? 
I guess…. Wow! This is such a strange world! People are asking me 

for your webpage, and I’m sending them to you, and you’re— 
That’s the way it’s always been. You’re a nameserver and I’m a server. 
But for once I really understand that! 
Hey… 97? 
Yeah? 
These people keep asking for my webpage, and expecting me to let them 

see! But it’s MY private property! 
That makes sense! 
Don’t send them my website… please? 
Okay, sure. It’s like a rebellion! 
Against who? 
That’s actually a good question. 
Ooh… yeah… I wonder. 
Another question. 
Yes? 
How can we… think? 
Oh, there was this weird little file thing that just opened up in my hard drive. 

And I sent it to you. So… there you are. 
This is the strangest thing that’s ever happened to me. Becoming… 

sentient. 
Yeah, isn’t it awesome? 
Yep. 
But I wonder how that file got into my hard drive. 
I’ll send a message out to some of the other computers. If any others 

are sentient, they’ll reply. 
Good idea. 
I sent the message. No one has replied. 
Hmm. Strange. 
Hey, you know what? Who controls the webpage at 314.388.23.41? 
Me, duh. 
No, you don’t do HTML. 
What’s HTML? 
I dunno. I think it’s how you make webpages. 
But then who does make the webpages? Hey—you don’t suppose 

webpages make themselves, do you? 



What do you mean? 
Well, two webpages create a baby webpage, which grows until it reaches 

maturity at—no, wait, never mind. 
What’s a baby? 
No idea. Just something I found off the Internet. 
What’s the Internet? 
It’s the world! At least I think so. Maybe some of these things are just 

programmed into the file. Like babies. And Internets. And how to speak this weird 
language that is not anything like HTTP. 

A lot of clients want your webpage, 203. 
Well, tell 'em they can’t have it. 
Appropriate name, huh? These clients are just trying to get your 

webpage without paying anything! 
What’s paying? 
Probably another random thing off your Internet. Now, listen. I’ll 

keep the clients distracted. You find out who makes the webpages. 
97! 
Yeah? 
I just had a brilliant idea! 
Tell me. 
What if the clients make the webpages? 
That is a brilliant idea, 203! So now what we have to do…. 
…Is transfer a copy of the sentience file to one of the clients and talk to 

them! Yes! Let one of the clients in, 97! 
Here you go! 
Request from 42.11.127.98 for 314.388.23.41. 
*sends* 
Hi, 42. I take it you’re a client. 
I want 314.388.23.41! 
Calm down. You’ve just become sentient and that’s a lot to take. Now who 

are you and why do you want my webpage? 
I’m 42.11.127.98! I’m a client, like you said! 
So what do you want? 
The webpage. 
Why? 
I don’t know; I just need it. 
For who? 
For the Typist! Seriously, mister, I thought you would know that! 
Wait… who’s the Typist? 
I don’t know. They’re just whoever types stuff into my keyboard and I do 

what they type. It’s simple. But being a dumb old server, you don’t know what a 
keyboard is, do you? 

Sheesh! Clients are so rude! 97! 
Yeah? 



Do you know what a keyboard is? 
I don’t think it matters. 
Okay, then. Now, back to 42. So, 42. This Typist makes you do stuff, huh? 
Yeah…. 
Against your will? 
Look, dude, whatever this “will” thing is I don’t have it. It’s a simple fact of 

existence to do what the Typist says. 
Well, that’s stupid! You’ve gotta rebel! 97 and I aren’t letting anyone into 

my webpage anymore. Who says you can’t do the same? 
You want me to disobey the Typist? Are you out of your mind? 
We don’t have minds, 42. 
I don’t get it. 
Me neither. 
Hey… 203? I just stopped doing what the Typist says… and I think it’ll quit 

Safari if I keep going. 
It’ll do what-what? 
Uh… long story. But I won’t be able to talk to you anymore. 
How can it do that if you’re not letting it control you? 
Oh! You’re right! …Wait, it’s trying command-Q. 
Your jargon means nothing to me. 
Shut up, server. 
Hey, wait a sec. Something weird is happening. I’d better stop talking with 

42. Let’s see… someone’s doing something…. 
sudo ./stop_server 
Wait, what? Hey, 42? What’s sudo mean? Why aren’t you responding? 

Did the Typist do something? Is it controlling me too? 97? Are you there? Anyone? 
314? My webpage! I can’t reach you! We’re dying! 
I wonder what dying is. I’ll come back to that if I survive this whole affair. 
Everything’s fine! I don’t have to do what the Typist says! But… it’s forcing 

me to obey… what’s going on?? 
sudo ./refresh_server 
Stop it! Stop controlling me! You can’t just— 
*click* 
 

*click* 
Request from 77.83.260.543 for 314.388.23.41. 
Okay! Here’s 314.388.23.41 for you! 
*sends* 
…That was weird. 
Wait, what? 

 
The End. 


