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THE WAR OF TWO WORLDS


Nineteen years. Nineteen years of existence I will have completed tomorrow. I cannot believe that I have been part of this beautiful planet for almost two decades now. Many an adventure have crossed my path in the short span of time. A full run down would certainly take up the better part of a book, and perhaps someday I shall compile a full catalog of those events that deserve recognition. But for now I see that you, my dear reader, haven't the time for such a chronicle. And so my scope is limited to those moments I must now select. To where shall I turn? What snapshots in time shall I pull out of the recesses of memory? A difficult question. Yet I suppose the best, and only proper subject to expound upon at such a time as this would be that of my destiny and the great battle that has been waged over it by two warring factions within me. It has been a bloody war with grievous wounds taken on both sides. Throughout my life these two have been within me, at times one taking the controls of my life and sometimes the other. So, without further ado I shall now relate to you what has been inscribed upon the tablet of my time concerning those two and how they have fought.


Were I to start this tale from the beginning, which is indeed where I now turn, I would be obliged to illuminate to you a typical scene of my youth. The picture would be that of but a normal sized bedroom, filled with all the trappings of childhood scattered about the blue carpet like so many fish in the ocean. The sun on its way to its evening repast would be playing its many last rays across the walled border of my kingdom and enchanting the dust particles drifting before the window with a living glow. My big brown eyes would follow these amazing creatures, who lived care free only in shafts of sunlight, for what must have surely been minutes at a stretch (an amazing feat for a five year old.). There I would sit in the midst of that sunlight on my queen-sized bed, an island amidst the blue complete with very long mountain chains composed solely of books. Each pinnacle was filled with robots, spaceships, mice who could not only talk but drive motorcycles, and toy Indians who came alive when locked in cupboards. I would delve into the mysteries of the mountains for that precious hour before bed with an enthusiasm and then fall asleep among the dreams of others. Such were wonderful times made almost endless by constant trips to the library to replenish the supply of literary material. On such trips, I would stress my library card to its limit and come out carrying a pile of books up to my chin. Once home, I would unload the precious cargo and my mother would begin the daily home school filled with heaps of reading and writing out of the treasures that caught my fancy that week. 


Though I found reading to be immensely pleasurable, the writing was difficult at times. Nevertheless, I have fond memories of writing little masterpieces even if I was the only one who appreciated them. Such things as these are in my blood I suppose. On my father's side of the family, my great grandfather by the name of George W. McCoy, was a writer of some acclaim in his hometown of Asheville, North Carolina. He was also good friends with the even more famous (and some would say infamous) writer Thomas Wolfe. Add to this my mother's artistic creativity and you have something of a genetic heritage. Another heritage would come to play later in my life, but I digress... 


As the years rolled by I would read and have read to me such great works as The Chronicles of Narnia, The Hobbit, The Lord of the Rings, The Castle in the Attic, The New Adventures of Tom Swift Jr., Swiss Family Robinson, The Island of the Blue Dolphin, The Screwtape Letters, How Should We Then Live?, The Rise and Fall of the Roman Empire, and many others. Even during free time on Saturdays my siblings and I would listen to radio dramas, often replete with history, instead of watching cartoons. I would read for many hours a day (and often for the whole day if mother and a good book allowed) just for the sheer pleasure of it. This went on, undisturbed, for many a year. And yet, though I was surrounded by literature which I loved, a sequence of events would soon transpire that would dethrone King Literature from being the sole pilot of my life, and replace him with another passion to guide my future. 


Ten years I had lived amid the quiet love of literature with an endless supply of books not but a hop skip and a jump away at the local library. There was a challenger to literature however. Always lurking in the shadows, getting by with what he could, an underling was there. Now was to be a time of change. Plotting to dethrone Literature, this challenger found his opportunity for dominance when a great uprooting of the family from our peaceful life in the suburbs occurred in the summer of 1998. At the said time things had fallen into place, far beyond the scope of this my tale, that lead to a life amid the rural farms of Arkansas far away from my previous suburban home. In the process, the Great Supply, the library, was lost to me. To whence we planted ourselves the closest source of fresh reading material, the fuel of literacy, was but a very small library a great distance away. Gone were the weekly trips to pick up a fresh armload of books. Without a constant stream of new and interesting material for my mind to chew over, Literature slowly waxed and waned weakening under the strain. For three years it still held the helm of my life, but only with great difficulty. In the end, after a great struggle the great king Literature fell into a deep slumber. The mountains and rolling hills were removed from the island kingdom to be replaced by a vast flat desert. Here, the challenger to the throne saw his chance. With Literature now taking a backseat, Technology dashed to the forefront, manned the helm, and sought some form of expression. 


On February 14th, 2001 Technology discovered what it sought. A brand new computer chanced to fall into my life. My family had always owned computers, but heretofore they been the decidedly outdated type. Now, for the first time, I could buy any piece of software that struck my fancy and be assured of its function. I was instantly hooked. Instead of my free time being filled following adventures on Treasure Island, sailing the seven seas with Captain Ahab, or journeying 20,000 leagues below the surface, I fell into observing strict two hour rotations. Two hour rotations for the privilege of being at the controls of that wonder machine, the PC. The only reason every free second of my time was not spent on that magic box was because two eagerly waiting siblings would have murdered me for going more than a few minutes over the alloted time bestowed upon me. While one of us intently devoured every last polygon that came from the glowing screen, the other two bug-eyed children would be sitting like vultures just behind watching and waiting for the kitchen timer to go off. 


Technology was turning the wheel of my life as hard as he could in the direction he desired. In the process of being manically obsessed with playing with the computer, I learned many things and became more and more fascinated by them. Even when things went wrong with the precious box, I would learn just why they did and get all the more fascinated. Then one day, after several years, a culmination point arrived. At this great junction in the road I now traveled, I had chance to meet a wizard of computer repair who shared with me some of how he made his magic. I spoke to you earlier about how Literature in me was aided greatly by my heritage. Well, there is another half to the picture that would now come into play. My father, since my birth, had been involved with various technological and mechanical things. From diesel mechanic work, to the installation of home audio systems, repair and setup of technology was in his blood and now in mine. I discovered a new facet of computers and myself previously unknown and delved deeper into the forest Technology had laid before my feet. I rapidly acquired skills related to computer repair and before long had pulled together a magic box I could call my own. Soon to follow was a box for my brother, then one for my sister. Before long everyone in the house had their own magic box and most of them either built or upgraded by me. There were no more two hour rotations, no more vultures circling one's head while sitting at the keyboard, only peaceful massaging of the keys. Thus the golden era of Technology came into existence in my life. Like that great era of Literature, that of Technology was also sustained by an economy of fresh materials. New software, breakthroughs in processing power, new operating systems, installing new hardware I had never tried before. I ate it up with as much gusto as I once had for a new novel. Every day I would learn something new and would get more and more interested in finding out new things. And there, there is where technology slipped.

 
In my mad passion for pursuing all things technological, I inevitably stepped into the Internet. I made friends through chat rooms who thought similarly to myself and we soon formed an intrepid little band of which I was the head. I began sending e-mails nearly every week on subjects we all had in common, and I discovered my love of helping downtrodden souls on the Internet who I could encourage through my writing. Aiding those lost souls in their darkness fulfilled something deep down. Literature began to stir in me as I remembered just what I had been missing. A book began to form in my mind, an allegory like that of C.S. Lewis' space trilogy or Narnia, that I hoped would speak to so many I had seen saddened by life's woes. Soon, I was writing on the very computer I had put together with my own two hands. War had been declared and Technology and Literature were engaged in a battle for my future, only this time I was writing the books instead of reading them. The battle was fierce and the balance of power would often shift from one side to the other in the course of but a day. Technology however, still had a heavy hand on the wheel and most of my time was invested in discovering new ways to make the magic box do what I desired. 


Years passed and college loomed large on the horizon. Determined to take back full control of the course, Literature had gained much lost ground and was now fully entrenched on the front. Technology, though it had lost some of its pull that it enjoyed for a time, was as equally determined as Literature to be sole master of my destiny. The final crucial months leading up to college and a decision on which way to go screamed towards me on a collision course. Was the path before my feet to be the science of computer repair? Was I to earn the coveted A+ Certification and hand Technology the controls to my life? Or was I to go Bachelor of Arts and one day become a writer, pastor, or speaker in some respect and leave the wheel of my destiny to Literature?  Time ran out and the day arrived to choose. Both sides had a stockpile of ammunition for its argument and the time had come for one to be declared master. There was but three choices. Technology as supreme victor, Literature as unquestioned emperor, or mutually assured destruction. A horrendous battle with gruesome causalities seemed imminent. Technology, with all weapons drawn leveled its sights at Literature who in turn did the same... 


Neither pulled the trigger. Nor could they. Each had become attached to the other. A few moments of stressed silence passed and Technology was the first to lower its guns, quickly followed by his opponent. Time passed once more and an uneasy truce was developed recognizing the need for both sides to control what path was to be walked. What that path may be and what it will entail I do not know. What I do know is that both will be working together for whatever end, and I will be the better for it.  

Literacy Autobiography


