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PREFACE

The central concern of this project considers what writing in digital media might do for
xytungx3 Yt Fsx | jw ymnx vzyxynest N ajhniji yt 1t gfhp yt ymj gjlissnsl tk wjfinsll yt
hmngiwjsix xytwnjx3 N Jwtyy a{j xytwnjxl qttxjo~ ynji g~ Fhtrrtsymjrj? xmfit]x3 \mfy ktg-
lows is a creative essay in which I introduce each story in turn, beginning with three print
xytunjx3 \unyns 1 ymjxj awxy xytwnjx foge | ji rj yt Ljy fhvzfosyji Joymymj ktwr tk hmngiwjsix
literature. | explored the repetitive structure of a classic folk tale, the role of fantasy, as
1ig fxymj ufhnsl tk gesljw stwfyn{gx ymfy hfs gj wjfi foezad \mjs £ hmga xyfwyx ye wj i
ts mjw t]s mjw awxy gttpx htrgnsj Jwnyjs | twix fsi uthyzwjxl rtwj opj ymj rzgnrjinf
works we associate with writing in digital media. So the next story | wrote was a picture
story designed for a different sort of handheld device—not a book, but an iPhone. On
ymj 1j{nhjix ofwlj xhwjjs yj}y fsi nrfljx gttp hwixu fsi hgjful hotxjw yt ymj asj vzfiy~ tk
the printed page, with the multi-touch screen providing an intuitive and delightful means
ktw uflnsl ymwtzIm ymj nr 1 jx3 Ktw ymj asfy xytw~ ns ymax htggjhynts N hmtxj yt kthzx ts ymj
ability to zoom in and out of the screen’s visible area. This “zoom narrative” is a physical
interface for children to stretch, swipe, and dive into text. These last two stories are docu-
mented here in print form but they are best experienced in the environment for which they
livj ipalsjilymy nUmtsy3 Kzwymjw nsktwrfynts nx £f{fgfgqy fy ymj htrufsnts \jg xyj yt
ymnx ymyxaxl myyu?44yjhmsjpfishtrdxmfit |3

If your camera phone has a QR Code reader,
zxj ymj gfuhtij fgt{j yt gsp ytymj ymjxnx \jg xnyj3
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ONCE UPON A TIME

Oh, grandmother, what big ears you have! said Little Red Riding Hood.
All the better to hear you, my child.

And what big eyes you have!

All the better to see you with.

- Charles Perrault, Little Red Riding Hood

N\mfy gl j~jx fsi jfux |j mf{Llymj gjyygw yt xjj fsi myfw | twix fsi ljxyzwjx gjhtrj f
story. As a child I loved yellow above all other colors; I called it “the sun color,” and my
mother would tell me the tale of Little Yellow Riding Hood. My brother insisted that
Cinderella lost his watch, and not a crystal slipper. Storytelling is an ancient art, rooted
1s (Fslzfljl fsi ny ix fs nsyjwfhyn{j jrugwmjshj? fs jrhmfsly tk | twix fsi nrfhisfynts
between teller and listener. How will this exchange develop, given the tools of information

and communication technologies?

As a writer, | am attracted to digital technology’s ability to store and transmit text,
images, sounds, and data using the same basic system. | envision digital stories embedded in
our physical environment, multimedia and immersive, always on, spontaneous and highly
attuned to individual as well as collective experience. Video games are among the few
JHrugxymfy htrj hotxj yt rjwinsl jhjojsy nsyjwfhyn{j jrujwngshjx foym xytw~yjons1? ymj
cinematic action game Metal Gear Solid, the role-playing game Final Fantasy, and the cross-
genre game Grand Theft Auto. These game series are celebrated for their cinematic scenes
and intricate plotlines, however the actual text a player reads or hears leaves much to be
desired; their focus is good gameplay, not good literature. But playing video games also
has a close, hand-held, intimate feel that can be compared to the experience of reading.
The connection between physical interface with reader or player imagination can be fertile

ground for literary experience.



Literature began to develop as the written word branched off from oral storytelling. For
centuries, many of the stories vital to our culture have been stored and distributed via
gttpx3 Gzy uwsy yjhmstotl~ mfx sty hzy zx tkk twfy xytw~yjons 3 Ns tzw 1~ agr fsi yjo{r-
sion, pop songs and brand advertising, participatory installations and online video all owe
much to oral storytelling. If traditional tales found a way to achieve new expression using
the written word, then digital technology will in turn give new expression to written words.
In my creative work | started to explore this proposition by identifying a common ground
between print and digital media. Both share a need for a surface when representing text—a
meeting place for reader and story; an interface. New media cannot and should not replace
tgl rjinf3 IfhmnsAzjshyxymjy | f~xns Jmhmymj tymjwx htsynszj yt gj yfpJs zu g~ hzgyzwj
and put into practice. | decided to go back to the beginning, to learn from older ways of
xytw~yjons 1L ymj yfoj yton foeziad \mt | tzqi ymj fzianjshj gj ktw xzhm £ xytw~D UgwmFux ymj~
listen to stories because they cannot yet read, they are children. Though they may not be lit-
erate, children are experts at using language. Children know how to listen to the storyteller,
and listening to others is a starting point for learning how to read, for becoming literary. |

uwjufwg i FxytwL {mayg i £ hofxx tk xn}2 fsi xj{js2~jfwetgixt fsi ymmx nx | mfy Nwjfi?



HOW SHADOWS LOST THEIR COLOR



ong ago, shadows came in different colors, not the shades of gray we know
today. Shadows were once the color of thoughts and dreams that people
carried in their hearts. Some people had blue shadows, some had yellow
ones. Some even had shadows in colors that are forgotten today. Babies

and children had the brightest ones, because they were so new.

In one village lived a man with a shadow as black as coal. He never had a kind word for
anyone, and his face always wore a frown. Children turned and ran when they saw his dark,
ifup xmFit] fuuwtfhm3 =Ymx ix sty wnlmylg ymj rfs xfni yt mrxjgd =\m~ itjx j{ju~tsj
avoid me?” He made up his mind to change the color of his shadow. That night he stayed
zu {gw~ ofyjl ro}sl utyntsx fsi gttpnsl zu toi xujgx ns mx gttpx3 \mjs ymj xzs hfrj zu
the next morning, he saw that he had succeeded—a pleasant violet shadow lay at his feet.
Mj | fupgi nsytymj yt | s xvzfwjl fsi st tsj wfs ]~ kwtr mr3 \trjs j{js xrngi fxmj
ufxxji g3 Gzy mj xyngg | Fxsly xfynxaj i3

At night he went home and mixed stronger, stranger potions. He chanted more power-
ful spells as he waited for sunrise. As soon as it was light out, he saw that his shadow had
hmfslji Flfs3 Ny | fx ajw~wjil fsi [mys mj | fopji ymwtzIm ymy yt|s {ngfljwx Ifymjwji

around him.

+N\Fxsly ny {ntqgy ~jxyjwit~Dg T | trs fxpji3

“How do we know it’s his?”” her friend whispered. “He could have stolen it.”

No one had ever seen a shadow change from one color to another. And still, the man was
sty xfymaji3 Mj | fsyji ujtugj kfw fsi |nij yt Foormwg mx xmFit L sty ozxy £kj | {ngfljwx3

So again he mixed strange potions and chanted spells the whole night long.

By morning, the man had crafted a splendid new shadow for himself, with a pattern of

hwnrxts hwhgx fsi yzwztnxj x|mwpd Mj | fopg i yt ymy {nggflj Joym mox mjFa mjgn mndm3 Ny



| fx riupjy i fsi ymj xvzfwj | fxkzg tk kfwrjux fsi rjwhmfsyx kwtr sjfwg~yt ] sx3 Ymj
man could hardly contain his delight when he saw them stop their work and stare. Even the
sun paused in her path across the sky to take a look. Some people looked down at their own
xmfit]xt Jtsijmsll =\m~ gj htsyjsy |nym ozxy tsj htgtwdeg Ymj~ uzygi ymj rfs faijl

offering to pay him great sums of money to learn his secret.

Soon enough, shadows with brilliant patterns and shimmering colors began to appear.
Jfhm ujwxts | fsyji mnx tw mjwx yt gj ymj asjxyd Ymj~ xujsy xgjjuggxx snlmyx hmfsynsl yt

transform the colors of their shadows. Children no longer wanted to play together.

“Move over—you’re messing up my shadow!” cried a boy to his sister.

She was standing close enough for her shadow to overlap his own. The boy walked away
and sat on a tree stump to give his shadow room. He spent the rest of the afternoon by

himself, looking at his wonderful blue-and-green striped shadow.

No one wanted to go near anyone else, for fear of intruding on another’s shadow. People
kept a respectful distance as they walked, with ttheir eyes glued to the ground, watching for
any shadow more colorful or intricate than their own. They didn’t bother looking into each
other’s faces anymore, and no one smiled at anyone. Their only concern was showing off

T asjo~ htgtwj i xmFit]3

High up in the sky, the sun saw all that happened. She didn’t like it one bit. Because her
light made the shadows, she knew she had to be the one to put a stop to the color compe-
tition. Day after day, the sun thought and thought about what to do. And the harder the
sun thought, the hotter she became. And the hotter the sun became, the brighter her light
burned. It burned so bright and hot, that it burnt up all the colors in the people’s shad-
ows. They stared in disbelief, mopping the sweat from their brows, as the patterns in their

shadows slowly faded to a dull gray.



Now everyone’s shadow looked the same. No one worried about standing on anyone else’s
shadow. People stopped walking with their eyes glued to the ground. They smiled at each
tymjwns ymj yt | s xvzfujd Ytymx if~L | j mf{j Iwf~xmFit]xl fsi st rfinh utyntsx twxujox

can make it otherwise.



THE FANTASTIC BINOMIAL

Fs~ xzkamjsye~ Ti{fshji yjmstgtl~ nx nsinxynslzixmfogj kitr i

- Arthur C. Clarke, Untagjx tk ymj Kzyzuj

Frtslymj y~ujx tk xytwnjx i jjrji fuuwtuwnfyj ktw hmawjst kfsyfx~ fsi rflnh alzwj vziyj
prominently. This may have sprung from nineteenth-century shifts in moral education and
attitudes towards the proper way to bring up the inhabitants of the nursery, but | believe
that magic and fantasy also became widespread in children’s literature due to the close rela-
yntsxmiu gjy | Jjs kfsyfx~ fsi ugf~3 Ns hmngiwjsix ugF~Lwjfy fsi uwjyjsi fuj Azni3Nrflnstyn{j
ugf~ mjgux hmgawjs 1j{jotu fs zsijwxyfsinsl tk mt] ymj | twa | twpxt fsi mt ] ymj~ aynsyt

this world.

Kfsyfx~ ns qyjwiyzwy -fx | joo x 1zmsl ugf~. nsyjsxnajx fsi rflsagx wjfoy3 Ymj kfsyfxyh
stories that work best strike the right balance with reality in order to communicate their
message, making the most of the power of belief, reaching for different possibilities. They
uwjxjsy fs twinstw~ | twil gzy xtrjymsl ox £ qyyoj ekl j3HEELjwlyja? £ ujfhm lwt | x yt ymj
xn j tk £ mtzxji £ agsyfoagsl unhpx zu rjxxfljx kwtr fs fijs wfint xyfynts3 Kfsyfx~ fsi
magic are useful metaphors for how we interact with digital technology in day-to-day life;
for us itis an (often) invisible yet accessible layer of information and potential meaning. The
mzr tk jojhywtsnhx ggysix nsyt ymj gfhplwtzsi tk tzw hny~ xtzsixl tkahj xtzsixl xhmtty
sounds, wherever we may be. I live with a cell phone and laptop ever at my side, attached,

as if they were my shadow.



LUCIA AND THE SHADOW



mjwj | fx tshj fs twinsfw~ mtzxjl xjy fy fotsy ts £ xvzfuj tk xunp~
parched summer grass at the tail end of Ammonia Avenue. In the house,
an ordinary mother and father lived with their daughter Lucia, who
was anything but ordinary. For one thing, her left eye was green and her
right eye was coppery-brown. She was the only girl in the third grade who didn’t like the
color pink, and she laughed in her sleep. But most curious and best of all, she had a gray
cat, whose name was Sara, and the cat had a great deal to say about the world. Lucia could

never make Sara say anything. Sara would choose the right time and place to talk.

Now look in through the living room window, and you’ll see Sara the cat stretching and
purring on the green-and-purple rug. Lean your mind in closer, and you’ll make out a
wm~ymr s ymj uzwns kL gpj xtrjtsy [mxujwnsl gjsjfym £ymhp gofspjy3 =\mjs xjfwhms|

for something that is missing, the last thing you should use is your eyes,” Sara said.

Qzhnf gttpji zu kwtr ymj Attwl Jmywj xmj mFi psjoy yt ujjw nsyt ymy xmFat |~ ifup zsiju-
neath the couch. She had one red shoe on her left foot, and a somewhat dirty green sock on

mywwndmy3 =Mt ] fr Nxzuutxji yt asi r~ tymjwxmtj ok N hfsiy ¢ttpdg Qzhnf fulzj i3

XHwf xjyygg i nsyt £ htrktwfgy utxjl mjw xtky yfg hzwgj i fwezsi mjw =Ymj awxy ymsl N itlg
she purred, “is close my eyes.” Lucia dutifully closed her eyes. “Then | say the name of the
thing I've lost,” Sara said, “and ask it to guide me to its hiding place. Just about everything

needs to be alone sometimes, even a red leather shoe.”

So Lucia said out loud, “Oh, right shoe, where are you? | can’t go outside without you, and

I will not will not be shut in all day.”

“Now open your eyes,” the cat continued, “don’t say anything, and just let the shoe be your

guide.”

Fy awxy Qzhf rfij £ rtj yt| fwixymj htzhm Flfisl gzy xmj iwj | gfhpd Xmj xFy vznyj xyngg



for a moment, then got up and went down the hallway, one foot clomping loudly on the
Attw Joym j{w~ tymjw xyjus Fwj ~tz ns mywjDeg xmj Jmnxugwj i fy ymj hotxjy 1t St fsx| ju
She frowned and turned towards the front door. There! A patch of red was poking out from
under the plain white curtains. The shoes were reunited, and Lucia shut the door with a

bang as she went outside.

Later in the afternoon, when the sun was giving everything long, skinny shadows, Sara the
hfy ufiiji tzyytymj Hfwijs |mjwy Qzhnf | fx ugF~ns3 Rtxy tk ymj At | jwx ns ymj Ifwijs
were small and half-choked by dust, and this year only one lonely tomato decided to grow.
The cat rubbed her side against the girl’s leg, tickling her with her whiskers. Lucia laughed

and patted Sara’s head.

Just then Lucia’s mother leaned out an upstairs window to call her in for dinner. Cats were
not welcome at the table, so Sara gave the girl a nuzzle and stalked off to the woods beyond
ymj ¢F | s3 =\mjwj fwj ~tz ItisIDg Qzhnf Fxpji mjw hfyl gzy Xfwf pjuy | fopns3 Fsi ymjwj

was something funny about her walk. Something like...

Qzhnf myfwi mjw rymjw hfy tzy Flsl awrjw ymx ynrj3 Xt Qzhnf Ity yt mjw kjjyl fsi
trudged back to the house. She looked back at Sara, wishing she, too, could prowl among
the trees and crickets. Suddenly Lucia gasped, realizing why the cat looked strange walking
towards the woods. The shadows of the trees stretched onto the lawn, but not Sara’s. Sara

didn’t cast a shadow.

Morning came, hot and bright like the day before, just like an endless string of days before
that. But as Lucia opened her eyes, there was no gray cat sitting on top of her blanket.

“Saaaaaaaara,” she called.

10



Ymj xtzsi tk mjw {tohj xjjrji vznjyl uzxmji gfhp g~ ymj gjiwttr |fupd Xmj qttpji
towards her dresser, where Sara would jump up to sleep if a drawer were left open. But all
the drawers were neatly shut. “Are you sure you've looked everywhere?”” came a voice from

under the bed.

Qzhnf Atuuji mjw mjfi €{gwymj jilj tk ymj rfywjxx fsi ujjpji 1t]s gjot|l gzy xf|]

nothing.

“Let me come out where you’ll see me better,” said the voice. A soft gray shadow emerged,

just the size and shape of a cat.

“You’re—you’re not Sara,” Lucia said.

“Not exactly,” the shadow replied, “but I am her voice. Sara can’t talk without me. People

yFopl Fs1 ymjnw xmFat | x i tsly3 \oym zx hfyx nylx ymj tymjw | F~ fwtzsilg

“How did you get separated?” Lucia asked.

The shadow sighed, which looked more like a shudder. “It’s embarrassing,” the shadow an-
swered. “Yesterday, Sara wanted to go outside to the garden, where you were playing. She
sat on the kitchen doormat and stared at the door, hoping your mother would get the hint
and open it for her. She sat and sat and stared and stared for so long that | fell asleep. Sara
must have slipped out soon after, and | kept on sleeping. | guess your mother didn’t notice

that | was left behind because the doormat is dark gray, like me.”

“You seem like Sara ‘cause you talk like Sara, but I can’t really pet a shadow,” Lucia said.

“Not much fun for me, either,” said the shadow, “I get cold without fur.”

+N\j mf{j yt ljy~tz y| t gfhp ytljymjue Qzhnf i jhniji3

11



Fx xtts fx xmj asmmji myw gwjFpkFxyl Qzhnf hfygj i yt ymj xmFit| fsi xjy tkkl tzy ymj gfhp
door and across the yard. Not wishing to be noticed walking alone in broad daylight,
detached from Sara, the shadow kept close to the girl. Their two shadows blended into one

as they headed for the woods.

Sara was silently winding her way through the trees, alone and shadowless. Though the
forest was neither thick nor deep, Sara couldn’t tell where she was, or how far she had

wandered from the plain little house.

N\mjs xmj hfrj fhwoxx £ ufyhm tk xzsmlmy xmj xytuuji fsi qttpji it]s fymjwkjjyl mtunsl
mjw xmFit] rolmy xziijsg~ fuujfd Xfwf | fx zxji yt mf{sl mjw xmFit] awrg~ fyyfhmji?
sometimes to her right, sometimes to her left, sometimes in front of her, and sometimes
ggmisid \nym st hwf~ xmfuj gjxnij myw Xfwf | fx fig tzy tk gfgfshjs Fx xmj unhpgi mjw | ~
ymwtz Im ymy kewgxyl XFwf kjoy Fx ok xmy | jwj | fupns 1 ns hwhgjx3 \aymtzy mjw xmFit |1 xmj htzgi
hardly stand up straight, much less walk straight. But Sara didn’t let herself get gloomy,
because she could feel in her heart that if she missed her shadow, the shadow must miss her

too. Sara wouldn’t be alone forever.

Qzhnf fsi ymj xmFit] |fupji xqtJo~ ts f stwwt | ufym gjFinsl ymwtzImymj | ttixd =\mfy
k ~tz Ity gtxy nsxyj i tk Xfwflg Qzhnf | tsijuji tzy gtzid ~\Jii sj{jw asi ~tzi Krsinsl f
gray cat in the forest is hard enough, but a cat’s shadow?! The ground is covered with leaf-

shadows! Maybe we’d have to wait for winter.”

“And I’d be so cold without Sara’s fur,” the shadow agreed.

They continued walking and calling Sara’s name for what seemed like ages, until Lucia

stopped to lean against a tree. She let out a long sigh. Seeing her frown, the shadow spoke

12



zw=lt~tzwyrjrgjw~jxyjwif<d [mjs ~tz ktzsi ~tzw xmtjd \m~ itsiy | j yw~ ymfy3 Qyix

just close our eyes and call her name, together, one more time.”

So they both shut their eyes tight (though you couldn’t really tell that the shadow did). Lucia
fsi ymj xmfit] hfyji tzy? ~XFEEEFFFFRuf \mjjjjijigigjvy FFffuj ~ttttettttzbio fsi
the sound echoed through the trees, through the shadows of the leaves, through overgrown
ywinox s vznjy hgyfansIxL zsyng ny wyFhmy i Xfwfix jfwxd XFwf wzxmyi yt | fwi ymj xtzsi fx kfxy
as she could. She stumbled and rustled last winter’s leaves, which had dried to a crisp in
ymj xzr rjwmjfy3 Fsi ymnx | fx £ {jw~ Ittia ymsli gghfzxj hfyx stwrfg~ | fip fx vanjy fx £

passing cloud.

Qzhnfyzwsji yt | fwixymj wzxynsl xtzsilojy tzy f~jyl fsi forexy Aj | t{jwyt myw i jfw lwf~
cat. She scooped up Sara and hugged her close, scratching under her chin and behind her
ears. “Ahem... excuse me,” the shadow said, “but could you put her down for a moment? |

need to get re-attached.”

Lucia set Sara on the ground and watched as the shadow lined up its paws with the cat’s, one
by one, with great care. Sara stood very still as the shadow moved on to adjust its tail and
each little whisker. Finally, Sara took a few steps, making sure her shadow followed along.
She swished her tail back and forth, and so did the shadow. Sara purred, testing out her

voice. Perfect. Lucia turned her steps homeward, with Sara walking gracefully at her side.

13



PLAYING TRICKS

Creatures of a day! What is man?

What is he not? Man is a dream of shadow.
But when god-sent illumination falls on him,
bright is the light of men and pleasant their life.

- Pindar, Pythian 8

F hfxy xmfit] nxymj alzwj uwtoghyji g~ fs tgojhy guthpnsl £ onlmy xtzwhj3 Ny 1jasjxymj jilj
of light and is perfectly two-dimensional. Shadows love the surface. Like writing, they need
a surface in order to be. And like writing, shadows stand for something else—by observing
a shadow, you can deduce the shape of the object that casts it. The information carried by
ymj xmFit] nx f syhjxxfw~ i yt xjjnsl fsi yt qthfyns tgojhyx ns xufhj3 Gzy ymj~ htskzxj zx?

they are uncertain entities.

Unlike objects, two shadows can be in the same place at the same time. And for millennia,
before light bulbs, shadows always moved. Firelight and candlelight made them waver and
Anhpjw XmFat | x jHeiljwhyjd \mfy ymj~ xmt ] ox £y myji {jwxnts tk ymj ywzym3 GFgnjx fsi
very young children make false assumptions about the properties of shadows. If a ball is
suspended above a table and casts a shadow onto its surface, they assume that the shadow
is a part of the table. Move the table, and they assume the shadow moves along with it.
Even adults often err when depicting shadows. Not until the early Renaissance did shadows
appear with any consistency in paintings, and even then it took decades of study for paint-
ers to learn to portray them with geometric and perceptual accuracy. For both children
and adults, shadows are in a strange state, belonging to our world yet behaving as if from

another physical reality.

N\mjwj ymgwj nx gndmyl ymywg nx xmFie |3 \mjwj ymjwj fwj ujtuggl ymywj fwj xytwngx3 Fsi | mjs

the sun sets, the shadows take over, and stories come out to tuck us into bed.

14



THE DAY THE SUN GREW TIRED



sj j{asnrsil ozxy fx ymj awxy Xyfwx | jwj gjlnssisl yt xmsjl ymj Xzs
made a decision as she settled down to sleep. “I’m not going to get up

tomorrow,” the Sun said. “I’m tired of working so hard every day.”

Her job was not easy. Every day the Sun got up, then climbed to the
top of the sky and back down again, dragging her rays of light behind her. It was especially
hard for her to cast shadows. There were so many of them! The Sun had to make a shadow
ktew j{gw~ymns I kwtr ujtugy yt xywjgy xnlsxyt j{w~ xnslgj ujyfo tk j{w~xnslqy At ] jw Stiny

was not an easy job.

\mjs rtwsnsl | fx izjyt gjlisymj sj}y ifLymj Xzs ozxy xszlgj i kzwymjw zsijwmjw gji-
ht{jwxl fsi xmzy mjw j~jx ynkmyjwd Xmj swjfrji £ vznjy awjforl [mywj ymj Ifwym | fx agji

with soft light and there were no shadows to be seen.

“Outrageous!” cried the Moon.

=N\mt 1tjx xmj ymisp xmj nxDg ymj XyFwx uwtyjxyj i3

“This sudden darkness will frighten the people on Earth,” the Moon said, “the plants and
fsnrfox Jng gj kidmyjsjialytt3 \mfy hfs |j itDg

The Stars fell silent, wondering how to sort out the strange problem. Finally the Morning
Star spoke up, “Let’s ask our friends to make a storm. People on Earth will see that it is dark

and rainy, but they won’t know it’s because the Sun got tired and stayed in bed.”

Fo flwjgi ymx | fx F asj nijf3 Ytljymjul ymj Rtts fsi Xyfwx |jsy yt ymjmw kijsixt ymj
Clouds, and asked them to pick the thickest and grayest among them to cover up the sky.
Then, the Moon and Stars called up the Rain and Thunder, and asked them to prepare a
storm. A very nasty, gray, soaking wet storm. So all the creatures on Earth now lived with

daily rainstorms, instead of daily sunshine.
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In the evenings, the Clouds and Rain would go home, very tired after another day of
storming. The Moon and Stars tried their best to shine a little brighter once night came,
but the glow of their silvery lights was nothing like the powerful Sun, who was still sleeping.

And sleeping. And sleeping.

After a whole month, the Stars, the Moon, the Clouds and the Thunder decided they had
had enough. It was time to talk to the Sun and coax her back into shining during the day.

They found the Sun still in bed, reading a comic book.

“Dear Sun, our own dear Sun, the Earth is suffering without you,” they began.

=Tmlozxy gjy ¥ j asmmlg ymj Xzs nsyjwwzuyj i3 =N tsg~ mf{g Fkj | ufljx qjkye

Ymj Xzs ¢e{j i wjFinsl htrnhx gghfzxy ymj~ | jwj xmtwy fsi xmj htzgi wjfi ymjr vzohpg3
She never bothered with big, thick books because by the time she got halfway through, her
heat would start burning up the pages. The group waited patiently until the Sun put down

the comic.

Ymjs ymj Hitzix gjIfs FIfis? =\nym st xzsxmsj izwsl ymj 1~ st ugfsyx hfs Iwt |1 xt ymj

people are eating only sardines and canned soups.”

Ymj Ymzsijwxutpj sj}y? =Wis mfx gjjs utzwnsl ktw xt gesIL nyix xyfwypns1 yt | fxm g ymj
htotw tzy tk ymj Jtwi3 Ugjfxj | tsly ~tz xmsj ktw zx FIfisD \J rmxx ~tzl fsi | sjji

you.”

“Pleeeeeeeeeeeease!” begged the Moon.

“Ooooh!” the Sun sighed. “It’s such hard work! And it’s always the same thing, over and

over.”
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“Think of it like a rhythm,” answered the Moon, “a song of life—and you’re the conduc-

tor.”

Mrrr3sd |Jukte Ymj Xzs xywzllgji yt asi f sj| jrhzxjl gzy stymsl hfrj yt risis
Fkygw fgl xmj mFi jsot~ji f sohj gtsl rtsym tk wyxy3 = N\Jool Fog wndmyle xmy xni3

The Moon and Stars cheered, the Rain wept with relief, and the Thunder clapped.

“But!” the Sun said, “I won’t cast any more shadows. I have to move and adjust them every
rnszyj tk ymj 1L xywjyhm ymjr gtslns ymj rtwsisli xvzfxm ymjr fy stts! uzg ymjr gtsl
Tlfis ns ymj j{gsnsh3 Nig xmsj fyg i~ gzy ST XMF 1 T\ X3

Everyone was so relieved at the Sun’s return that they agreed to the no-shadow rule.

Dawn came and the Sun rose with it, strong and bright as ever. Flowers burst open; trees
shook themselves dry and bore fruit. Children ran outside and danced in the sunlight. But
it didn’t take long for one of them, a girl named Cassie, to notice something was funny.

“Look!” yelled Cassie to her friends. “Paul doesn’t have a shadow!”

Everyone stopped their dance, and all eyes turned to look at him.

“You don’t have one either!” Paul yelled back.

“Me either!” cried a chorus of voices.

They wondered if they had forgotten their shadows at home, like they sometimes forgot
their hats or jackets. As each boy and girl ran home to check, they saw that nothing had a
shadow. Neither trees, bushes, nor the cars parked at the side of the road. Not street signs,

dogs, nor garbage cans. Nothing!

So all the shadows had disappeared, but everything else was normal as could be. At least
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y xjgrja ymfy | £~ fy awxy3 Hbongix kFrng~ | jsy yt ymg gjfhmymj sj}y 14 mfuu~ ymfy ymj
sun was back. But no matter where they stuck their big red beach umbrella, it didn’t cast a

shadow. “It’s too hot,” Cassie complained.

“There’s no shade anywhere,” said her father.

“I think I’'m getting a sunburn,” said her mother.

There was nothing to do but pack up and walk back to the house.

Every day after school, Cassie went to visit her mother at work. Her mother was a painter,
and her studio was a wonderful mess of paint jars, brushes, ladders and old easels. It was a

great place to play before going home.

Cassie’s mother wiped her hands on a rag and gave her daughter a kiss. “I was just thinking

of you,” she said. “Do you remember when the shadows in here used to scare you?”

“You told me stories about them, so | wouldn’t be afraid,” Cassie said. “But now it’s bright

in here all the time. No more shadows.”

=N\mfy | fxymj xytw~ Nytqi fgtzy ymjy tgi htfy2wfhp t{jwymjwjDe mjw reymjw Fxpj i3 Ny zxj i

to have a shadow that looked just like an octopus.”

Cassie looked at the coat-rack, and suddenly, an idea popped into her head. She dipped her
gwzxmnsyt f ifup 1tg tk ufisyl fsi wnlmy ymjwj ts ymj xyzint Attul xmj ufnsyj i ymj xumtzjyyj

of a little girl. She stepped onto the feet of the painted shape.

“I've made my own shadow!” Cassie said.

Her mother laughed and painted one for herself. Cassie started on the shadow of the

coat-rack next. The two of them went about the room painting in smudges of gray
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underneath each jar of paint, and dark patches under the chairs. They painted in all the
strange and funny shapes that shadows make. Soon they were out of dark paints, and the

room looked just like it did in the days before the Sun grew tired.

Ymfspx yt Hfxajix hgg{gwni jfLmjw rtymjw mFa Fstymjw tsj? xmj gjhfrj £ XmFit] Utnsyjw
She painted in the shadows in people’s houses, and the shadows of streetlamps and signs in
the neighborhood. There were too many shadows for just one person to paint, so Cassie’s
mother asked her friends to help. Before long, every painter and illustrator in the city found

work as a Shadow Painter.

The Sun peeked through some clouds and frowned when she saw the Shadow Painters.

=N\mt ani ymj~ ymasp ymj~ fwjD Nyigg sj{jw | twple xmj ymtzImyl ymjs xqjuy xtrj rtwjs

The painted shadows were a big improvement, but they couldn’t move with the path of
the Sun—everyone knows shadows are different at nine o’clock in the morning, at twelve
noon, and different again at six o’ clock in the evening. The painted shadows lay in one
place, lifeless. For a time, people hired Shadow Erasers as well as Shadow Painters. The
Ufnsyjux | tzoi ufnsy fxmFit] tk £ gznginsl fy 1] s3 Ymj Jwfxjwx hfrj afj rszyjx qfyjw
and washed away the paint. The Painters returned to paint a new shadow, one inch to the
left of the original. And so on, all day. It was a lot of trouble. No matter how fast the paint-
ers worked, it was impossible to paint a shadow for every single thing, everywhere, at all
times of the day. Thankfully, they could rest after the Sun set. Then everyone went inside
and turned on their lights. The lamps and light bulbs took care of making the shadows

indoors.

Cassie’s idea inspired many more ideas for dealing with the lack of shadows. Some were
very complicated and didn’t catch on as well. But Cassie’s friend Paul had a simple, clever

idea. Paul missed having his shadow walk with him to the bus stop in the morning. So he
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xyFuwyju | fopnsl fwtzsi Joym mox Afxmondmyl meginsh oy fgtfj mx myfi fx mj | fopg a3 Tymjw
hmngiwjs fy xhmttg htunj i ymj Afxmgplmy ni jB3 Xty j{gs fyyFhmj i xrfog gFrux yt ymjm mfyx3
N\jfwnsl gFru2mfyx xuwj i yt ymj hmgiwjsix ufwjsyx fsi ymj ufwjsyxi kinjsixd Zgywr2gwnlmy
streetlamps were designed that blasted a light brighter than the Sun. The ultra-bright lamps

cast shadows on the street, even during the day.

The ultra-bright lamps did not escape the attention of the Sun. She scowled at them. “Look

at all the lamps they need to do the work | used to do, by myself.”

A passing Cloud stopped to look down upon the Earth, and agreed. “Those lamps aren’t

very smart, you know; they can’t move the shadows.”

Ymj Xzs mFi gjfwsji gesl Fleymfy re{asl xmFit]x | fx {jw~nrutwfsy? nymjouji j{juw~tsj
see that time was passing. As the hours went by, the painted shadows and the lamp-shadows
inisly re{j tsj gnd \mjs ymj Xzs rjyymj J{gsnsl Xyfwns ymj xp~L xmj xstwyji fsi xfil

“That it should come to hat-lamps!”

“They’re trying their best,” said the Evening Star. “Can’t you see how precious your

shadows were to them?”

The Sun turned her back and went to off bed. But she didn’t sleep well that night. She had
nightmares of monstrously large lamps that swallowed up the world and kicked her out of

the sky.

N\mjs ymj Xzs | tpj ymj sj}y ifLxmj rfij £sj| ijhnatsd Xmy aghnagi ymfy xmFit]x
were as much a part of her as the bright, warm light she gave. The Sun carefully arranged
all her rays of light, and started working on making the day’s shadows unforgettable. As
she rose higher in the sky, shadows began to stretch out from the houses and street lamps.

Shadows followed children as they walked to school. They crept in among the jars of paints
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and brushes in the studio where Cassie’s mother painted. Every single petal of every single
At]gwxadmja Foymwyongk Jmys ymymw xmFat | x fuujfuji tshj rtwjd I{gw~ymsl | fx kFrngfw
again. The people in the cities left their lamp-hats at home. They stared at their true, Sun-
rfijxmfit]xt xgjost j{jw~ xmfij tk i~ jgw~ oyyg 1yl \mt psj | ymfy xzsaxmfit] x

were so delicate and beautiful? And what is light, if there is no shadow?
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S IS FOR SUNSHINE, S IS FOR SHADOW

...what is the use of a book, thought Alice, without pictures or conversations?

- Lewis Carroll, The Adventures of Alice in Wonderland

Shadows are absences, holes in the light, but they belong to visual perception. A shadow is
awxy fsi ktwj rtxy fsnrflj3 \mjs hmgiwjs qjfus yt wjfi -fuj htsinntsji nsyt ymj hzgyzuj
th wjFinsh.Lymjnw awxy gttpx fuj aoggi Jym unhyzwjx3Ns fsi frtslymj unhyzwjxt | twix fsi
letters are designed and laid out in a thousand ways, bold and expressive. Only later do

they settle down into the regimented, ruled pages of adult books.

Learning to read is also learning new ways in which language operates, and it takes years
of training. There is the physical task of holding a book the right way up and turning
pages one at a time at the proper rhythm, carefully looking from left to right and from
top to bottom. There is the disciplining of attention, arriving at the right meaning. There
are differences to negotiate between spoken and written words. The interaction between
| twix fsinrfljxns £ 1tti unhyzwj gttp wjvzwgx J{js rtwj xtummyhfyji fsfo~xix ts ymj
ufwy tk ymj wjFijwe \j hfs xjj fsi mjfuw fyymj xfrj ywrjl gzy |j hfssty wjfi | twix fsi
gttp fy unhyzwyx xnrzoyfsjtzxg3 \twix fsi unhyzwjx wjvzg ankkjwjsy | f~x tk xjgosll fsi
different ways of thinking. Images are spatial, text is not. The relationship between words
and images make for a complicated task for the beginning reader, but one that seems to
fygt ] ktw £ gwtfijw tw rtwj wfinhfy ijasynts tk | mfy hfs gj hfogi £ xytw=3 N xjy r~xjok
ymj yFxp tk Jwpnst injhye~ tsytnrfljxt asinsl r~xytw~ns jfhmnrflj fx £ [ mtggl fx | jog

as in the very shapes within the pictures.
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FROM THE BALCONY



From the Balcony was designed for viewing on the iPhone. The diagram above represents how an image is
inxugf~ji tsymj ij{ohj3 Ymj wjfijw x Jnugx ymjmw asljw fhutxx ymj ytzhm xhwjjs yt uflj ymvtzIm ymj nr £l jx3
\mjs ymj ij{ohj nx weyfyjil arfljx fzytrfphfyg~ wjtnjsy3 Ymj ktge Jnsl ufljx Jng xme] tse~ ymj xytw~
images, without the context of the iPhone. To download the images onto your iPhone, or to watch a video
ijrtsxwfnsl mt] ymj xytw~ xwjFi tsymj i j{ohjl {oay? myyu?44yjhmsjpfshtrdxmfit|3
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COMPLEX SURFACE

Man is only man at the surface. Remove the skin, dissect,
and immediately you come to machinery.

- Paul Valery

From stories told aloud, to stories on the page. A traditional picture story, but viewed on a
mobile device. Publishing From the Balcony on the small screen of a handheld device was a
xnlsnahfsy hmtohj3 Ymj xn j tk ymj i j{ohj rfpjx £ inkkjwyshjd Ny nx xrfyg jstzlIm yt gj mjoi
1s tsj mfsi -twy |t mFsixt ktw £ hmga .1 xquuj i nsyt £ uthpjy fsi yfpjs j{jw~Imjwjd \Jj
can ignore it when we need to, and by night it rests on the bedside table. It is less obtrusive
ymfs ymj gfuytu htruzyjw fsi ayx rtuj jHxa~ nsyt tzw {§x3 Ymj rtgngj 1j{nhj nx T gjyyjw

mediator between our physical and digital presence than a laptop.

Qfwlj inlnyfy uwtojhyntsx hfs gj xmt|s ts fs~ xzwkfhj? ymj | fig tk £ wetrl £ gzninsl
facade, or a sidewalk. This presents interesting opportunities for digital storytelling, but
the scenario of laptop plus digital projector lacks some of the small screen’s key strengths,
such as the intimate scale, portability, and the ability to be viewed even in bright light con-
inyntsx3 \aym ymj iUmtsjL N mfi Fhhjxx yt fs nrutwyfsy kjfyzwj? ymj rzoynytzhm xhwjjs3 St
interested in the ability to pan and zoom within the display—Ieft and right, up and down,
1s fsi tzy3 Ymj nUmtsj xhwjjs nx Afy mpj F ufljl gzy zsppj f uflj ns ymfy nyx xzwkfhj hfs
gj Anhpji fsi unshmji yt wj{jfy zsxjjs xufhjx gj~tsi |mfy x nrrjinfyje~ {mngy3 Sj |
pnsix tk Jwynsl jrgwlji Joym ymj ywisxynts kwtr xhwigex yt gtepxd \mfy nk yzwsisl ufljx
gjhtrjx ttrnslnsyt xzwkfhjx fsi | fypnsl ~tzw asljwx Fhwtxx  xhwjjsD

42



SHADOWS NEVER SLEEP



Thewild,
wild

Shadows Never Sleep is a custom application for the iPhone. The diagram above represents how the story works
tsymj ij{nhj3 WjFijux zxj ymjm asljuxyt ttr s fsi tzy tk ymj xytw~nrfljxi ttrnslas fi{fshjxymj xytw~
while zooming out takes the reader back. The next page shows key points in Shadows Never Sleep; in pages that
follow each story image is shown in greater detail. To download the application onto your iPhone, or to watch
f{jt ijrtsxywinsl mt] ymj xytw~nx wj i tsymj i j{ohjl {mxny? myu?44yjhmsjpfshtraxmfit |3
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il ATET = 1:25 PM

I SHADOWS NEVER SLEEP

a zoom narrative

by
Aya Karpifiska

Tap screen to begin.

Use zooming to explore.

The iPhone home screen, with a link The opening screen, with instructions Ymj xytw~ gjlsxd \mjs ymj wjfijw
to the Shadows Never Sleep application for the reader. zooms in a certain amount, she lands
towards the bottom left. on the next section of the story.

THE END

The reader can zoom in to each of the The reader can zoom in to each of the The closing screen. Zooming out jumps
eight “scenes” of the second section. sixty four “scenes” of the third section. the reader back to the previous screen.
Zooming in further jumps the reader to Zooming in further jumps the reader to

ymj ymwi Fsi asfyxjhynts3 the closing screen.
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We go to bed

we
close

our eyes

but shadows never sleep

Up they go,

and out they go
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