Biography of a Computer-Savvy Graduate Student

Ian glanced at his digital watch and noted that he would be at least a minute late for his appointment if he did not terminate his session on the Terminal and close his laptop within the next few seconds. Nevertheless, he took the liberty of typing one last line of computer code before packing up his bag of lesson plans, disks, and CDs.

The Parsons Design and Technology graduate student had that last line of code on his mind all the while as he exited his apartment building and traversed the concrete pathways to a nearby building where his client, Arthur Milne, awaited his arrival. Arthur was expecting a lesson on sending and receiving email. He sounded about eighty-something, maybe ninety, over the phone. Had a lot of pep in his voice though. So you wanna learn how to use your email, eh, Arthur?, Ian thought to himself. Try wrestling with the logic of a nested ‘for’ loop. Now THAT’s something worth figuring out. Emails I can send in my sleep. 
Ian had gotten to this point through sheer curiosity and fascination with computers since he was a young teenager, when his father, a graphic designer, introduced him to Photoshop 3.0. In the beginning though, Ian was a fine artist, trained classically in drawing, painting and sculpture at LaGuardia High School of Music and Art. Next, it was film at Vassar College. He could no longer settle for still, passive images, and he taught himself how to do digital video and animation. Eventually, through video and graphics, he discovered the world of multimedia and interactivity, which was brand new and added a whole new dimension to his creative impulses. This interest in multimedia meant a constant involvement with the computer and technology in general. To do complex tasks, he needed to know and understand how his Macintosh machine worked, and he learned a lot of it through experience and from his peers in school. In his pursuit of greater ingenuity in his work, and more ambitious forms of interactivity, Ian wondered at one point if he would become a computer scientist. His encounter with pointers in a C programming class at Parsons, however, finally put that idea to rest.

Ian checked inside his bag, and realized he forgot to jot down Arthur’s buzzer number, so he quickly scanned the digital listing by last name and found “Milne.” Pressing the three-digit combo on the intercom, Ian waited for Arthur to respond. 


A raspy voice emanated from the speaker. “Hello?”


“This is Ian.”


“Come on up.”

The door buzzer sounded, and Ian entered the lobby. Luckily, he remembered the apartment number was 9H as he boarded the elevator. With a tired sigh, Ian watched as the red lights on the electronic elevator panel altered themselves to display digits representing consecutive floor numbers. He wondered if he could program such thing himself. Finally, the number 9 came up.

Ian walked confidently to the apartment door, all the while trying to refocus his thoughts on the task at hand, however unchallenging it might be. He rang the doorbell.


“Just a minute…” a voice called from inside.

Ian could hear some muffled voices and feet shuffling before the door was finally unlocked and creaked opened. Arthur appeared the way Ian had anticipated – a thin, waspy old man, slightly bent over, with bushy eyebrows and thin gray hair. He moved slowly, and his eyes took some time to fix themselves on Ian’s face.


“Hello. Right on time,” he beamed.


“Hi, nice to meet you,” Ian said, offering his hand.


“Nice to meet you, Ian. Come on in.” Arthur grasped the student’s hand firmly.

As Ian stepped inside the apartment, an elderly woman emerged from the kitchen with a smile. 


“Hi,” she said.


“Hi, yes…”


“This is my wife, Claire,” Arthur jumped in.


“Hi, I’m Ian, nice to meet you,” Ian said.


“Nice to meet you too. Would you like a glass of water?” Claire offered.


“Uh, no, thank you,” Ian responded.


“All right, then.”


“Okay,” Arthur said. “Shall we get started?”


“Sure.”

Arthur led Ian to a corner of the living room that had been sectioned off into a miniature office. A brand new G4 laptop was sitting open on the desk.


“I just got this thing. And I need to figure out how to use it.” Arthur chuckled.


“M-hmm. Okay.”

“Here, pull up a seat.”

Ian placed his bag near the side of the desk and sat down.


“Well, I thought we were going to go over email today.”


“Email. Yeah. Everyone’s using it, and I haven’t a clue. My son


wants to email me, he says. So what do I do?”


“Well, have you used a computer at all before?”


“No, never touched it. It’s all Greek to me,” he said, smiling.


“I had a technician set it up for me about a month ago,


and I haven’t touched it. It’s just been sitting here.”


“Okay, well, you’ll need to know some basic things about the computer


before you can use email.”

Ian’s mind was racing now, because he had anticipated a more knowledgeable student.


“I can turn it on. That I can do,” Arthur said, pushing the power button.


“Okay, good. Now…” Ian checked his watch.


“Do you have enough time?”


“Yeah, uh, I can only spend an hour today, so, we may not be able to cover


much about email.”


“Uh-huh…”

“I need to teach you some things about the operating system and your input devices first.”

“My what? Input? What’s that?”

“This is your mouse, which is one of your input devices. You’ll be using this

to move around your computer screen.”

“It’s all foreign to me,” Arthur remarked. “I’m an artist. I paint. I never

had anything to do with computers.”

“I used to do fine art myself,” Ian said. “Then I became interested in doing

my art on the computer, and that’s partly how I became familiar with it.”

“Huh, no kidding. You do art on the computer?”

“Yeah, graphic design, animation, multimedia. I teach clients to use

Photoshop.”

“That sounds way too complicated for me. I just wanna send an email.”

Biography of a Computer-Illiterate Senior Citizen

(An alternate version of Ian born in 1925)

Arthur was rummaging through a cabinet in his bedroom, a quivering hand shuffling through some of the oil paint tubes, when his wife called from the kitchen.


“Arthur…” she called.

Arthur did not hear his wife calling. Recently, the eighty-five-year-old’s hearing had finally started to fail him. Plus, he was absorbed in preparing for his next painting. At least he was spry enough to continue doing the art that he always loved to do. He attended the High School of Music and Art back in its early days as a renowned tuition-free art conservatory, was drafted in World War II, and was able to secure an apartment for he and his wife and child in the newly-built Peter Cooper Village shortly after. He stayed there ever since.


“Arthur!” His wife’s voice finally became apparent.


“Huh, yeah?”

Arthur grumbled and clutched the wall for support as he closed the cabinet and pivoted his foot around to get into the hallway.


“Yeah, what is it?”


“That person you called about the computer.”


“Who?”


“That man that you said was gonna show you how to email. He’s coming


in a few minutes.”

Arthur checked his watch, an old Timex. It was still ticking after all these years. At least twenty, he figured.


“Oh, the computer…”

Arthur glanced at the machine sitting on his desk. Am I gonna be able to learn this thing? he thought to himself. At least it’s small and it looks nice. Arthur remembered when computers were really big. Even if you were interested in using one of those massive machines, it certainly wasn’t easy to get your hands on one.

The phone rang.

“I’ll get it,” Arthur told his wife. He moved over to the desk and picked up the receiver.

“Hello?”

A young man’s voice could be heard. “This is Ian.”

“Come on up.” Arthur put the receiver back on its base.

Arthur turned and looked our the window.

“Is there anything you need to do with it before he gets here?” Arthur’s wife asked. 

Arthur turned back and saw his wife looking at the computer.


“No, he’s gonna show me how to use it.”


“Maybe he can teach me a little some time.”


“No, it’s too complicated for you.”


“Well, Margorie down the street learned a little.”


“Oh, yeah? She probably used computers before.”

The doorbell rang.


“That’s him. Now try to pay attention and listen to what he tells you.”


“Huh? Yeah, I know…Just a minute…” he called.

Arthur slowly shuffled his feet toward the door.


“I’ll try to stay out of the way,” his wife said.

Arthur unlocked the door and opened it. In the portal stood a thin young, genuine-looking man with brown hair, eyeglasses and a shoulder bag. Looks like a nice, intelligent kid, Arthur thought. 

“Hello. Right on time,” he beamed.


“Hi, nice to meet you,” Ian said, offering his hand.


“Nice to meet you, Ian. Come on in.” Arthur grasped the student’s hand firmly.

Arthur’s wife, out of curiosity, stepped out of the kitchen.


“Hi,” she said.


“Hi, yes…”


“This is my wife, Claire,” Arthur jumped in.


“Hi, I’m Ian, nice to meet you,” Ian said.

“Nice to meet you too. Would you like a glass of water?” Claire always acted courteously to her guests.


“Uh, no, thank you,” Ian responded.


“All right, then.”


“Okay,” Arthur said. “Shall we get started?”


“Sure.”

Arthur led Ian to the corner of the living room where he had the computer set up.


“I just got this thing. And I need to figure out how to use it.” Arthur chuckled.


“M-hmm. Okay.”

“Here, pull up a seat.”

Arthur sat down and waited for Ian to set his bag down and have a seat.


“Well, I thought we were going to go over email today.”


“Email. Yeah. Everyone’s using it, and I haven’t a clue. My son


wants to email me, he says. So what do I do?”


“Well, have you used a computer at all before?”


“No, never touched it. It’s all Greek to me,” he said, smiling.


“I had a technician set it up for me about a month ago,


and I haven’t touched it. It’s just been sitting here.”


“Okay, well, you’ll need to know some basic things about the computer


before you can use email.”

I guess that makes sense, Arthur thought.


“I can turn it on. That I can do,” Arthur said, pushing the power button.


“Okay, good. Now…” 

Arthur noticed that Ian was checking his watch.


“Do you have enough time?”


“Yeah, uh, I can only spend an hour today, so, we may not be able to cover


much about email.”

Oh, jeez, there is a lot to this thing, isn’t there?


“Uh-huh…”

“I need to teach you some things about the operating system and your input devices first.”

“My what? Input? What’s that?” Arthur stumbled over the words.

“This is your mouse, which is one of your input devices. You’ll be using this

to move around your computer screen.”

“It’s all foreign to me,” Arthur remarked. “I’m an artist. I paint. I never

had anything to do with computers.”

“I used to do fine art myself,” Ian said. “Then I became interested in doing

my art on the computer, and that’s partly how I became familiar with it.”

“Huh, no kidding. You do art on the computer?”

“Yeah, graphic design, animation, multimedia. I teach clients to use

Photoshop.”

“That sounds way too complicated for me. I just wanna send an email.”

TO BE CONTINUED IN THE FUTURE (POSSIBLY)…

