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R O B E R T  G .  F E R R E L L

W hile I only stood in line for about 45 minutes in order to accomplish 
it—as opposed to camping for a day or two in a butt-grabber nylon 
chair on the sidewalk—I got my iPhone 6 today. (Today being Sep-

tember 22, no matter what your calendar says; we’ve talked about publishing 
relativity before.) I only got the 16 GB version and not the Plus model, either, 
but announcing this cherry acquisition is not my raison d’être here. 

As I was biding my time in the store I wandered over and started playing with a Surface Pro 3. 
Completely contrary to my expectations, I really liked the feel and functionality of the thing. 
I may just have to get one if my novels ever start to sell the way my publisher assures me will 
happen (seconds before the mile-wide asteroid that got by NASA impacts). Of course, if the 
Surface ran, say, Ubuntu it would be even better (yes, I’ve seen the Geek article on accom-
plishing this). I fondled it for a while and then in order to express my profound amazement at 
having enjoyed the experience bought Minecraft for the Xbox 360. I’m sure the logic in this is 
obvious to you all.

Moving on, I recently stumbled across this parody ad I wrote some years ago: I suspect 
merely to drain a modicum of anger from my psyche, as I do that from time to time. It’s rather 
dated—you can tell by the “geek code” reference—but it nevertheless conveys a sentiment I 
still believe to be valid. If there is a “Carpe Diem (In)Security Systems,” out there now, by 
the way, I can’t imagine what you were thinking. It isn’t about you, anyway, so don’t get your 
knickers in a knot. 

If you’re offended by something in this little diatribe, get over it now, before you even start 
reading. Satire is supposed to be offensive, or at least aggressively thought-provoking: That’s 
how it gets its point across. There was a time when I produced pretty much nothing but satire 
and parody. One of my friends, an accomplished poet, even went so far as to call me a “Master 
of Parody.” I probably wouldn’t go that far unless you encouraged me (twist my arm: please), 
but I do remember wanting very much to write for the Harvard Lampoon as a teen, until I 
found out you had to go to, well, Harvard to do that. I could barely afford the local junior col-
lege, much less an Ivy League school.

This fictitious ad reveals my own mental state rather than shining any critical light on the 
security industry at the time, admittedly, but there are some telling depths to be plumbed. 
For example, the Philip K. Dick reference to arresting people for what they were thinking 
ensures that this was written after 9/11 because prior to that I considered the “PreCrime” 
concept to be pure, rather absurd, science fiction. Once we started passing classified laws 
that average citizens weren’t even allowed to know about, much less defend themselves 
against when charged, I reassessed that evaluation and came to the conclusion that PKD 
was, rather than simply mad, disturbingly prescient as well.

Does the Psychic Network even exist anymore? They should have seen that coming...
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