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HYPERTEXT

Hypertext started some time
in the 1980s and grew very
popular.

... which means 1t was
around before the Internet!

Published using specific
software - Patchwork Girl
uses software called
Storyspace.




West of House Score: 0 Moves: 3 Shared mUCh

ZORK I: The Great Underground Empire Of the ap peal
Copyright (c) 1981, 1982, 1983 Infocom, Inc. All rights =

reserved. found In

ZORK is a registered trademark of Infocom, Inc. text-based
Revision 88 / Serial number 840726 adventure

West of House gameS ’ the
You are standing in an open field west of a white house, with reader

a boarded front door. Chooses Whe Fe

There is a small mailbox here.

the story
> examine mailbox starts and
The small mailbox is closed. finds a
> open mailbox uni que path
Opening the small mailbox reveals a leaflet. th roug h the
> get leaflet work.

Taken.
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STRUCTURE |

e Patchwork Girl 1s non-li1near
oThis opens 1t up for exploration.
*However, this also gives a lack of
CLOSURE.
= - —~NO sense of place = no sense of
. Drogress.




QL
INSPIRATION! ; C yOr

1r[







}
Z,

'References in the text &

iy

" i - m,
- b o

] -

L




Represents...
domesticity
repressed sexuality

Seen In Journal Section

E written
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I had made her, writing deep into the night by candlelight, until the tiny
black letters blurred into stitches and I began to feel that I was sewing
a great quilt, as the old women in town do night after night, looking
dolefully out their windows from time to time toward the light in my
own window and imagining mv sins while their thishs tremble under
the heavv bodv of the quilt heaped across their laps. and their strokes
grow quicker than machinery and tight enough to score deep creases
inn the cloth. I have looked with reciprocal coolness their way, not
wondering what stories joined the fragments in their workbaskets.




Transition...
from England
to America 7

from old to newt
Ideals
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FEMININITY

My most conservative organ remembered, and brought with her
an entirs portmanteau of elegant, though shightly antiquated
ladylike pestures, like musty lace handkerchiefs, scented

with lavender and hyssop. Despite this dowry I was not 3

success az a ladv. [ was more like a canicature of one. for those

gestures, with their delicacy, sat quite strangely on my
oversized fimure. (1 thousht of them as a kind of embroidery

in space. delicate and =mall in scope: evelets and =callops.

posies and chamns traced m the air ) Either they kept their
small size and my hands seemed to shake in a fierce palsy,

for the twitches and circlings of my fingers and wrists

looked pathological, or I expanded them to suit my larger
seale, and swung my heavy arms around in vast, sportsmanlile
gestures that threatened to dislodge hats, wigs, spectacles.

dominion over my body. Many orpans work i secrecy,

uncalibrated by the conscious mind, and i this manner signs
of unrest—twitches, wriggles, smirks—would wedge themselves
between one accomplished gesture and the next. Whenever I

wastl t sure what [ was doing or who [ was, someone elze would

flash mnto view, like the side of a fich under the surface.
I would have done better adopiing i ; -

sirls of the era [ was coming up on_ but my body memeries of

femininity were from a mote formal time. So I practised. I

walked, with as much prace as [ could muster, from one end of

the deck to the other. Or vou could sav [ promenadad. with a



feminine arts to a dark end, dealing in flesh and horror, punctunng the skin
with her quilting needle. I see the needle forced through the robbed whorled
skin of the palm of the hand, stitching it neatly to the wnst. Techmques of
cut and stitchery come in handy for fiercer things teo. Oh,_don't suppose
that a warm bed 15 all those quiltine women thoueht about, while they
frowned down at sharpened steel and shredded coats! Never mind that I've
never been so fond of quilts, except to sleep under. Or that I don't adore an
art so stuck on family and dowries and keeping the girl's hands from the
devil's wotk, and mothers passing their soporifics down to daughters. All

the =ame I strutted and pozed. a quilt too bir for the hope chest and too

utuly for the hensvmoon bed. a quilt with a vote and an attitude. I think

I scared some of the attendees; anyway their stitches got a little out of line.

Breakdown between
domesticity and quilting

Empowering call for suffrage

Completing the transitional arc



& e =10] x|
- H{:]Eac:k: Links || History | (]| E| (32| |[B]| =] &

I had sewn her. stitchine deep i

the tiny black stitches waverad into scrpt and I besan to feel that
I was writing. that this creature I was assembling was a brash
attempt to achieve by artificial means the unity of a ife-form—a
unity perhaps more rightfully given, not made; continuous, not
interrupted; and subject to divine truth, not the will to expression
| ] of its prideful author.

Sewing into existence || —————

A Life through writing

Wi =8| (Jane Eyre)
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I had made her. writing deep into the night by candlelight_until the tiny
black letters blurred mnto stitches and I began to feel that I was sewing . .
a great quilt. as the old women in town do night after night, looking Llfe th roug h sewil ng
dolefully out their windows from time to time toward the light in my I
own window and mmagiming mv sins while therr thighs tremble under (S h e I I ey S M on Ste r)
the heavy body of the quilt heaped across their laps, and their strokes
grow quicker than machinery and tight enough fo score deep creases
in the cloth. I have looked with reciprocal coolness their way, not
wondering what stories joined the fragments in their workbaskets.




Text as a whole
Each text box Is a piece of fabric
The reader becomes the quilter
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I am bunied here. You can resurrect me, but only

plecemeal. If you want to see the whole, you will

have to sew me together vourself.



Crazy Quilt indeed!

Each text box Is a block in a quilt

Complete with seams!

Each block is made up of
smaller "scraps" of

literature I '
_ HATE., WA, $&

The seams of which can DIGNITY ¥y

be seen in the Scrap Bag W
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