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Curiosity 

by Paul Knierim 
 
A middle aged woman sits rigidly, hands clasped in her 
lap. Her face is expressionless, but her eyes betray a 
deep anxiety. The room about her is small, the walls 
barren. A small table sits amongst the chairs.  
Magazines rest on the table, stacked neatly with a layer 
of dust on top. 
 
A door opens. 
 
"Ms. Smith?" 
 
The doctor has called her name. 
 
She stands and pauses, as the doctor waits 
patiently, watching her. She looks back to 
the other door and the policeman who 
stands next to it. As their eyes meet 
the policeman's right hand moves 
to his belt and rests there. 
 
 

The doctor fills a syringe and brings it toward her.
"This won't hurt a bit." 
 
She winces in pain as the needle penetrates her skin.  
The doctor smiles knowingly. The pain subsides. The 
anxiety and scheming melt away from her eyes, 
replaced by a vacant calm. 
 
"I want you to watch this clock," the doctor instructs, 
pointing to the large clock on the wall opposite her. 
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Ms. Smith turns 
toward the doctor again, 

steps forward and silently 
follows him down a long hall

 to another small room. He motions 
her to a chair which sits nested amongst
 equipment. She casts glances about as

 though looking for an opportunity 
to escape,  but reluctantly sits. 

Today, what's left of our original clan (2 people, in 
fact, but many others have come and gone in between), 
has become part of the ruling class of a game called 
Hyperiums and I'm still known as starchild, sc for short.

 

So that's more or less it. :)
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libertygrl:  Any favorite songs or favorite musical 
artists?  

 

smokinpristiformis:  Well, since a long time I've been 
a fan of Queen.  They were recently voted as being the 
best British band ever... they can extend that to the 
world, for my part.  “Bohemian Rhapsody”, “The 
Miracle”, “A Kind of Magic”, “Show Must Go On”... 
I love ‘em all :) I really loved the “Moulin Rouge” redo 
of “Show Must Go On”, too :)

 

Other people/bands I like would be Queens of the 
Stone Age, Muse, White Stripes, Michael Franti (as 
mentioned before), Björk on occasion, and a whole lot 
more. :)

 

In Belgium, I would say I love Zornik for their great 
sound, but you probably haven't heard of them. :)

 

libertygrl:  Where does your username come from?

 

smokinpristiformis:  Back in the unholy year of 2003, 
I engaged in mmog (mass multiplayer online gaming) 
for the first time.  It was around the time we got 
internet here, and I guess the gaming thing was a part 
of the whole 'discover the web' experience. 

 I started an account on the-game-that-shall-not-be-
named, (our clan quit long ago, and basically, it--

 

--sucked) entered 'The Eternal Alliance' (TEA) and as 
a group, we had the time of our lives there... I needed a 
nickname, and as I was just studying biology at the 
time, I took 'pristiformis', which is the scientific name 
of swordfish.  I added 'smokin' because I thought it 
needed a little extra, and well... because I didn't know 
better. :)

 

When I came to madphilosophers[.com], I deviated 
from my usual plain 'willem' as a nickname, and took 
my gaming nick.

After we figured the game wasn't much of a quality one 
(more than 1.5 years later), we started playing Galaxis 
Online.  By this time, I had gotten tired of the nickname 
and started to use starchild, much as a result of a 
conversation I had with Rudi here.  It was a cozy little 
game with a great community atmosphere and we 
stayed here for close to 2 years, I think.
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She focuses on it, counting the seconds as they pass.  
As she watches, time slows down. Each second ticks 
by slower. By the end of a minute it reaches a
standstill. 
 
"What time is it now, Ms. Smith?" the doctor asks
softly, standing behind her left ear. 
 
"One thirty-nine and fifty-nine seconds," she observes
passively. 
 
The doctor smiles again. "And the date?" 
 
"Second of January, 2138." 
 
"Very good. Let's go back." The clock begins to tick 
backward, slowly at first and then with dizzying speed 
before halting again. "It's December 28th, 2137. It's 
early afternoon. Where are you?" 
 
"I'm home," she says. "I'm sitting on my couch." 
 

"Is there anyone with you?" 
 
"No." 
 
"What are you doing?" 
 
"Reading." 
 
"What are you reading?" he probes. 
 
"A science journal." 
 
"Why?" There's a threatening bite to the question. He
still stands behind her, but he can see her face in a 
mirror. "You're a grocery clerk. Science doesn't help 
you." 
 
She hesitates. "To learn. I enjoy learning." 
 
The doctor shakes his head. "On the whole, would you 
say you lead a happy life?" 

"No." 

"As you've learned more, 
has it made you happier?" 

"No, only more frustrated by my limitations." 
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libertygrl:  Which color has a personality most like 
your own, and how so?

 

smokinpristiformis:  Hmm, tough one.  I could pick 
something flashy for my impulsivity and extrovert 
character.  I could pick grey for the other part of me 
which finds it hard to penetrate in reality.

 

A violent shade of blue-grey, perhaps?  The colour of 
my eyes, and the colour of the deep sea, which is a 
colour that's both soft and stormy.

 

Morgena: You mentioned your past preference to be 
rather alone.  Would you like to let us know the reason 
why, and how it happened that you changed it all 
around?

 

smokinpristiformis:   Perhaps that came out wrong.  
I'm now convinced that I have always felt better with 
people around me, and that I've always sort of needed 
them.  Only, when I was young, I lacked certain social 
skills, not to mention common sense. (The social skills 
have improved quite well, the common sense less so.)

 Basically, I had trouble fitting in the group because I 
was doing other things than others, and probably 
because of a certain ... err... confusedness... or 
something... that caused me to behave very weird at 
times, turning me into the outcast, which can have 
some pretty nasty results when you're a child. 

 Why this was, I'm not perfectly sure.  First off, I feel 
that my way of thinking, which is very intuitive, is 
different than most people. I guess this is my nature, 
but I'm not sure. Then, my home 'situation' was not 
exactly peaceful, or normal, for that matter, so a large 
part of the confusion may have its origins there.

 

In my teens, I reacted against that.  I was less and less 
the outcast, but would still be somewhat wary of my 
peers.  Somehow I convinced myself that I was a 
independent person of hard principles, blunt 
honestness etc.  I now realise that for people who saw 
through me at that age, like some teachers for example, 
this must have been quite contradictory, because my 
behaviour obviously showed otherwise.  I guess I was 
still confused of sorts. :)
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She looks down at the pad, then up at the man. "What 
if I don't?" she asks. 
 
He smiles. "Then you're insane, Ms. Smith. The 
doctor has many stronger drugs which can clear your 
mind and help you see reason." 
 
Reluctant but resigned, she signs. She hands the pad
back to the man and watches him stroll out with it.
The door closes. 
 
She is alone with her thoughts. The small room is 
silent except for the barely-audible, ever-present 
buzzing of the equipment which surrounds her. She 
closes her eyes and clasps her hands together in her 
lap.

 She says nothing. 
 
"Don't you want to be happy?" he asks. 
 
"I'm not sure." She looks down. "It doesn't feel right to 
be happy if it means surrendering knowledge." 
 
"A noble but misplaced intuition. It's not right to be 
happy if you're forsaking your duty to your fellow 
citizens, taking away from their happiness for the sake 
of your own. Do you know anyone unhappy?" 
 
She hesitates again. "They all seem happy." 
 
"That's because they are." The doctor circles the chair, 
steps out in front and speaks to his patient face to face. 
"Everyone in our society is happy except you and a few 
other sick people. The only thing which might make 
more people unhappy is your unhappiness.  
Unhappiness is an infection, you are contagious. If 
your becoming happy will safeguard society from the 
infection, what could be more right than being happy?"
 
 
Ms. Smith stares back blankly. 
 
"Nothing," the doctor replies to himself. "Only your 
disease, your curiosity, makes you fight to drown
yourself." 
 
The doctor looks into her eyes for a moment, then pats 
her on the shoulder and walks out. A minute later 
another man walks in, data pad in hand. He walks up 
to Ms. Smith and hands her the pad, which she accepts.

"These are the forms for the operation," he explains. 
"You need to sign to indicate your approval." 
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He sighs. "Can you
 not admit, then, that your
addiction to knowledge is 
harming you?" 
 
Her lips begin to
 move but stop. 
She says nothing. 
The doctor 
watches her carefully. 
 
"Why would you keep 
doing something that
 works against your happiness?" he prods. 

 

 
"Curiosity," she states. 
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What happened? Ah... I guess I just grew up and got to 
know myself.  I'm slowly calming down and looking at 
myself from a more healthy perspective.  I'm quite sure 
that my girlfriend has something to do with this as 
well.  Her iron logic and unbeatable common sense are 
a great counterweight to my own strange ways of 
thinking.  Seeing myself through her eyes made me see 
a lot of things much more clearly.  We've been together 
for 5 years now.

 

e.: If you had to live in another country, besides 
Belgium, which would you choose and what features 
about this country would attract you the most? 

 

smokinpristiformis:  I'd love to live in lots of places, 
but I guess it'll have to be somewhere peaceful and safe 
before I can call it home.  I love people and I love 
nature, so it'd have to be.... a busy place with a lot of 
nature? :P

I guess the first one I'd try for is New Zealand, like the 
rest of the world ^^

e.: In what place have you felt most at home and at ease 
with yourself? 

 smokinpristiformis:  The mountains, no doubt.  With 
my family in Austria etc., one time with young 
people's travel in the Alps, when I was younger, then 
later on holidays with my girlfriend and her family, 
and the trekking I did with my girlfriend in the 
Pyrenees some time back.  I totally loved venice, too, 
though. Some of you will remember me telling you 
about the time when I went there. :)

 e.: What personal(inanimate) objects do you most 
enjoy looking at, touching, and having around with 

smokinpristiformis:  Clothes! (Just kidding) Hmm, I 
would say the objects I'm most attached to are those I 
work with, or use for things I like to do.  My table 
tennis bat, for example, is always a pleasure holding. :)

 libertygrl:  What kind of music do you like?  

 

smokinpristiformis: I  like everything!  I like rock, but 
also trance, for example, funk, sometimes R&B/rap 
(saw Michael Franti live, fantastic !) In a more obscure 
period of my past, I used to listen to hardcore at my 
neighbour's house.  But, like always, I'm a bit lame, so 
there's not really a band or kind of music of which I'll 
go see all the concerts or so. 
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Interview with smokinpristiformis
by various Couch members

 

libertygrl:  What's your favorite thing to do when 
you're alone? 

 

smokinpristiformis:  You know, I used to be a bit of a 
weird kid, and thus a bit different and isolated.  I think 
it's because of that, that i thought that I was good at 
being alone.  At some point, I realised that it's totally 
the opposite. I'm very much a people person, and I 
actually find it very hard to go around without human 
contact.  I'm pretty sure that this was always so, but I 
just didn't realise it for some time. (I had other 
ridiculous thoughts about myself, which I fortunately 
abandoned. ^^)

So, usually, when I'm alone, I'll go find other people. 
:p  When i'm alone at home, I'll be looking for 
company on the internet.  When i'm on the train, i'll be 
the first to talk to strangers.  When I'm doing any 
activity, it's human contact that is most important to 
me.

But if I have to be alone, I'll probably be playing 
computer games, riding my bike, and in the last few 
years increasingly rarely... reading. LOL, now I still 
haven't answered the question.

 Let's say sports... something active.  Biking.  Though 
I love computer games too, it's something  I  tend to 
feel bad about if I do it too long, and physical activity 
has the opposite effect. :)

libertygrl:  What is the best combat scene you've ever 
read in a work of fiction? 

smokinpristiformis:  *spoiler alert*  ARgghh... You 
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know, I do have an awful memory.  It would 
probably be in one of Robin Hobb's books, 

because of the beautiful, though dark, 
atmosphere she creates in every one of her 

scenes, including the battle  scenes.  The fight 
in the city of the Elders  perhaps, where the 

main character awakes the  dragons. 

Another beautiful one, but 
certainly the saddest, is the one 
where Night Eyes gets badly hurt 
 in the last book of the third 
 trilogy (Books of the 
 Joker).


