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I attended a conference the 
other day that was quite differ-
ent from an ordinary IT event. 
I’m not even sure how I got to it 
– whether I took a wrong turn, 
or whether a wrong turn was 
taken for me through some dis-
tillation of the experiential 
space-time penumbra. In any 
case, I emerged from a hazy 
hallway into an inauspicious 
conference room, where a very 
peculiar and antagonistic meet-
ing had reached the communi-

cative equivalent of ear wax served on a cracker.
Several strangely dressed participants sat about a semi-

circular table. They seemed to be in some form of panel 
discussion. Their business suits appeared to have been 
fashioned from burnished aluminum foil, although each 
was dressed quite differently, and, in fact, each looked 
quite different – and not just “different” like from a dif-
ferent country, but wholly individual in species, for 
among them, one could find no unity in the number of 
lips or eyes or even the position of the nose in regard to 
any particular axis of symmetry.

An oblong fellow called grik, with a single hair styled 
in a dreadlock, spoke of a recent project that entailed 
burning the outline of a Mandelbrot fractal in the field of 
a Sussex farmer. To his surprise, and, to the general con-
sternation, a more bulbous gent named Bloobinggrub-
grmm, who had just plugged himself into a light socket, 
declared that his planet had originated the idea of burn-
ing fields with Mandelbrot fractals, and no one else 
ought to be doing it in Sussex or anywhere.

grik, who sounded like a thrashing hard drive, shouted 
that it was he, not Bloobinggrubgrmm, who had the right 
to burn Mandelbrot fractals into fields, and that this 
exclusive license applied not just to Mandelbrots but to 
all fractals, as well as geometric patterns consisting of 
any combination of rectangles and chevrons. 

Bloobinggrubgrmm scoffed, adding that, whereas his 
own rights encompassed all crops, grik’s more limited 
privileges applied only to fields that were planted with 
old world wheat.

grik reacted insanely, rising wrecklessly and brandish-
ing a ray gun. He declared that Bloobinggrubgrmm’s 
rights were of no consequence, for they had been filed 
improperly with an inconsequential authority, whereas 
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the real rights were registered eternally on planet 
Zephro9 in the Doniboombo system.

Bloobinggrubgrmm began to blurt out angry epithets 
that even the others from his own planet could not 
follow. He declared that he would not bother to go to 
Zephro9 for a matter of so little consequence, because it 
was too far away and he didn’t want to waste the rocket 
fuel. grik replied that, if Bloobinggrubgrmm were wor-
ried about the cost of rocket fuel, he shouldn’t even be 
playing this game.

At that point, Bloobinggrubgrmm let loose with a burst 
from a positron equalizer, scoring the faint outline of a 
Mandelbrot in the center of grik’s forehead. The rest of 
the panelists then lifted out their own ray guns, diving 
for the cover of conference chairs while water glasses 
exploded and the roof blew off in a sudden burst of light.

Linux Magazine is proud to be part of an international 
group of Linux publications founded in the early days 
of the Open Source movement. 

Our team includes authors, editors, and Linux specia-
lists producing nine magazines in six languages. Our 
goal is to provide our readers with useful, hands-on 
information on working with Linux.

As a reader of Linux Magazine, you are joining an infor-
mation network that is dedicated to distributing know-
ledge and technical expertise to Linux users around  
the world.

Dear Linux Magazine Reader,

Joe Casad, Editor in Chief

COMMENT

3ISSUE 77 APRIL 2007W W W. L I N U X- M A G A Z I N E . C O M


