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For all of the people who have helped me 
find myself throughout the years

For all of the people whose names I’ve 
forgotten throughout the years

For all of the people who I’ve lost all con-
tact with throughout the years

For all the people who I still know and 
love. Thank you.
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The stories that I want 
to tell about my digital 

identities and the digital 
life that I lived online

001
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I grew up on the internet.

Of course, I didn’t plan to do that. When 
I was younger, all I wanted was to play 
games. My earliest memories of the inter-
net were playing Neopets—my cousins had 
to set up an account for me since I didn’t 
know how to do it myself. I can remember 
mastering the game “Cheat”, forcing my-
self to get better at it by repeating it mul-
tiple times. I finished an entire round of 
Cheat while out bowling with my family—I 
snuck off to use the computer that was in 
the back of the bowling room. I remem-
ber trying to placate my mom by ducking 
back and forth between bowling and the 
computer, never leaving the keyboard 
long enough to log me out. This pattern of 
neglect of the physical world repeats itself 
throughout this entire story.

One other thing I learned from Neopets 
was the perks of becoming someone else. 
Eventually I realized that the account 
my cousins made for me was limited in 
the actions I could do because I wasn’t 
declared as being over 18. I also realized 
that I could get around that by making 
another account and simply saying I was 
18 years old. I thought I was cool—I felt 
so much older and much more free, simply 
by changing a dropdown menu to say I was 
born 11 years earlier.

001—Feel

All of this led to feeling excited about 
the internet. I slowly found other games 
like Runescape and VileCity, changing my 
personas to match what I wanted. I slowly 
realized that I could explore my own iden-
tity without any real repurcussions. I don’t 
think I set out to deceive anyone with 
these personas—rather, I thought of it as 
expressing the parts of me that I couldn’t 
have talked about otherwise.

I think, however, the community that 
made the biggest impact on my life came 
much later. When I was around 14 or 15 
years old, I found a IRC chatroom (#com) 
dedicated to talking about a gay author’s 
work. While this was supposed to be the 
topic of conversation, it slowly became a 
community that could talk about anything 
and everything. With this community, I 
formed my own close group of friends and 
we started doing things like holding video 
chats and private conversations. 

Ironically, because of my tendency to 
create and use personas (or at least mak-
ing liberal use of white lies), there were 
a few key things that I hadn’t told them 
even when I considered them some of my 
closest friends:
I was transgender, rather than the cisgen-
der guy I pretended to be
I was 15, rather than 18 as I had told them
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I came clean in a rather dramatic fashion—
pulling friends aside in private messages, 
prepared with a full speech. I think that 
this was probably the hardest coming out 
I had to do—I found it tougher to talk to 
my online friends than I did my family. My 
friend Lee, who I met through the game 
VileCity, gave me a response that I still 
remember today: 

“You are still Zach  
to me.”

Before I moved to the US, my close group 
of friends from #com (excluding me) 
traded phone numbers. After I moved to 
the US, I finally got to join in. Now, about 
6 years after I met them, I’m still in a 
group chat with 4 of them. I have met 5 of 
my online friends in person and I started 
dating one of them during Wintersession 
of my Freshman year at RISD. Now that 
I’ve started to reach the age where I’ll 
hopefully be self dependant, I’ve also 
started realizing that my digital life and 
my physical life are so intertwined that I 
cannot separate the two.

Introduction to a 
Digital Life
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It’s hard to talk about the impact that the 
internet has had on my life. A lot of it is 
hidden or forgotten—not even Facebook’s 
Timeline can bring up most of my online 
past. While some of it is archived, such as 
in forums such as Createblog, others were 
lost to flash or IRC chatrooms long wiped 
clean of any trace of me existing. As well 
as that, there was a string of forgotten ac-
counts—multiple Facebook accounts, mul-
tiple emails, etc.—that I no longer know 
how to log into. Even with all that, though, 
I’m going to attempt to explain why it’s 
hard this massive impact on my life.

I think I was attracted to the internet 
because I could be anyone I wanted. 
Identity on the internet is in flux—you can 
be whoever you want to be, and this can 
change from day to day. Catfishing became 
the term for pretending to be someone 
else, but I don’t know if it needs to be 
that drastic—it can be the little lies you 
tell people that help you feel better about 
yourself. 

This was a huge draw for me because I 
always felt like an outsider. I was a third 
culture kid growing up in a conservative 
environment—I felt like I belonged in none 
of the cultures I grew up in, and I never 
felt any sense of personal identity. My sex-
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uality and gender were up in the air, even 
if I didn’t quite know it at that time. But in 
the digital world, everyone was an outsider 
because everyone knew that the things 
you said might not always be the truth, so 
in that uncertainty I found myself.

I am transgender, but my parents lacked 
the language to understand that (quite 
literally—there is no word for transgender 
men in Tagalog). There were no positive 
descriptors for trans men in Cantonese. 
Even at school, where the primary lan-
guage was English, I lacked the language 
to talk about what I was feeling. It wasn’t 
until the internet—curtesy of Skylar11 
on YouTube—that I found the words to 
describe myself.

I was also drawn to digital design—the 
one area of my life that people wouldn’t 
immediately attach my face to my work. 
However shitty my designs were, it would 
only be attached to the persona I created 
around the work and I could be judged 
entirely on my skill. My self identity didn’t 
matter, except for what I was interested in 
and what I could do. This has impacted the 
way I like to view my work now—where my 
identity is secondary to what I have to say.

All of these things, combined with the 
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anonymity that the internet provided, 
gave me a space where I could try to be 
anything. I could express myself in any way 
I wanted, with close to no repercussions. 
If I had a problem, I could sign in under a 
different name and reset my persona. I got 
to try out multiple ways of telling people I 
was trans. I got to try on different names, 
personalities, and interests. I got to be the 
best version of myself that I could be.

And I’m glad. I’ve met a lot of people on-
line, most of whom I’ve lost contact with. 
But the few that have stuck around, some 
for close to a decade now, I’ve really found 
myself appreciating because I don’t think 
I could have gotten to this point without 
them. 

My first online friend that I met ‘irl’ was 
Andrew. I first met Andrew at Water-
fire in Providence, when I was visiting 
RISD on a college tour. Fast forward one 
year—I started RISD as a freshman and 
we started dating during Wintersession. 
I’ve now met Anubis, cRyptic, and Hannah, 
and I have rough plans to meet Shadow 
in the future. I found out that I now have 
mutual ‘irl’ friends with someone that I 
didn’t quite like when we knew each other 
in the chat, so I haven’t met them yet, 
but it’s just a constant reminder that the 

world is a lot smaller than we think it is. 
Now that I’ve met some online friends irl, 
I’ve realized that there isn’t quite that big 
a difference between online friends and 
physical friends. 

The Impact of 
the Digital
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Because I want 

make them 

legitimate, and 

to give them 

authenticity 

and space to 

become real

I need 

justification 

that they 

think it’s as 

important as 

I do

Because my 

mother, and 

other people, 

delegitimize 

them. I can’t 

talk about them 

without feeling 

judged.

I need  

justification 

that I’m not  

overreacting or 

being  

too sentimental

I want to 

talk about 

them because 

they mean 

a lot to me

I need this  

because I need  

to justify what 

happened

I need 

justification 

about them 

mattering

I need this  

because I don’t 

know who I am 

without it
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The Dark Side
Contrary to popular belief, I’m not under 
the impression that all aspects of my 
online life were wonderful. I definitely 
did some very stupid things, and I didn’t 
always feel safe. The biggest shock was 
something I found out quite recently—in 
one of the online communities that I felt 
comfortable in, I found out that an old 
member had just been convicted of child 
pornography and child molestation.

This brought up other memories of mine. 

The first was that when I was 14, I had 
sent pictures of me in my underwear to the 
‘leader’ of the community. Those pictures 
are floating around in cyberspace, hope-
fully lost to time, but it made me paranoid 
for weeks. They were from the first time I 
bought male underwear (I saved up my al-
lowance and ‘snuck’ into the men’s section 
of Marks and Spencer to buy them) and 
I wanted to feel secure in my own body. 
I sent them to this ‘leader’, who I now 
actively avoid, because I wanted validation 
and I wanted to feel attractive. I wanted 
to celebrate this becoming.

Another memory was of all the people that 
had ever creeped me out in that chatroom. 
I can still list them—Uncle Pete, Firesprite, 
Hawkeye, Tejesh, TheRev, Midnight, and 

the list goes on—and I’m wondering if I’ll 
ever forget their names. Being one of the 
youngest chat members (even when I lied 
and said I was 18—a full 3 years older than 
what I actually was), it opened me up to 
a lot of attention. I remember that I was 
glad that I had friends like Anubis and 
Echo, who were moderators and who tried 
their best to look out for me, but I also re-
member getting lots of private messages 
that I tried my best to ignore. I remember 
learning how to block people.

I also remembered the number of times 
I sat online in different chatrooms, not 
wanting to leave because one of my friends 
was faking suicidal tendencies. These 
people were my life—I would stay up to 
make sure they were alright, even though 
I thought they were probably doing it for 
attention. Now don’t get me wrong—I 
know enough about depression to know 
depressed people aren’t doing it for atten-
tion, but it seemed painfully obvious by the 
way they would bounce back into chat the 
next day with absolutely no bad feelings. I 
remember Criss, a boy using a fake picture 
pulled from the internet, talking about 
going to the hospital just hours before for 
slit wrists. I remember Rach, pretending 
to down a bottle of pills with vodka, then 
laughing and saying she was joking the 
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next day. Honestly, many of these expe-
riences nearly forced me off the internet 
because I cared too much about my friends 
who I couldn’t physically help.

I also slowly started to realize is that as 
much as I feel more connected to people 
online, it’s still a very isolating experience. 
I’m not the best at interacting with people 
‘irl’ to begin with, and when all my close 
connections became people on the inter-
net, I slowly began to prefer my online 
life. I would stay up all night to talk to 
people. I would be online during classtime, 
ignoring my teachers (as evidenced by the 
chatlogs I now have). I became addicted to 
staying on the computer—refusing to go 
out with friends, because I was entranced 
by the fact that I could actually express 
my identity online. All of this has impacted 
the way I interact with people, and talking 
with people about my online friends leads 
to a lot of awkward conversations.

However, even with all of this, I don’t 
think I would change the way I grew up. 
Those experiences forced me to grow up 
faster than I think I would have otherwise. 
They’re such a large part of my identity, 
and you can’t just cherrypick the good 
parts of your history—you have to slowly 
accept that they came with bad things. 

I’ve made my peace with what happened 
in the past.

I’m also slowly trying to get better. I can’t 
change what happened in the past, but 
I can work on how it affects my present. 
I started seeing a counselor during my 
freshman year at college—the first one I 
felt comfortable with since they couldn’t 
report back to my mother—and I’ve slowly 
learned coping mechanisms to deal with 
the underlying problems that led me to 
feel more comfortable on the internet. I’m 
also learning to integrate my online life 
with my physical life—learning how to be 
more open about what I do on the internet 
in order to feel less ashamed about it. This 
degree project has been a great way to 
look back at my past and find my own ways 
of telling these stories.
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Giving Dignity to 
the Computer

I’ve always been ashamed of my online 
past, until very recently. It’s always the 
thing that I didn’t talk about, usually out 
of fear of judgement. 

“Where do you meet your boyfriend?” 
“Oh, we have mutual friends”
(those mutual friends are our online 
friends because we met in a chatroom)

There’s a sense of any online friendships 
being somehow lesser than offline friend-
ships. While I could say that yes, I hung 
out with this person (on camera) multiple 
times, and we’ve been friends for over 
5 years (with no plans to meet up ‘irl’), it’s 
hard to express the closeness I feel with 
some of my online friends to someone who 
hasn’t had that experience. While they can 
acknowledge that the internet has indeed 
allowed us to feel closer to people, usually 
it’s in the context of feeling closer to 
people that we already know. That random 
person you met in a chatroom? They might 
still be a serial killer.

It wasn’t until I started thinking critically 
about the impact of computers on our lives 
that I realized that my online friendships 
weren’t necessarily something to be 
ashamed of. There didn’t need to be a dis-
tinction between ‘irl’ (“in real life”) and the 
online world, because although it might 

happen digitally, it still exists ‘irl’ and it still 
matters ‘irl’. It’s just history—so what if I 
didn’t meet them in the coffeeshop?

Fast encounters
One reason people give in order to discredit 
online friendships is that it’s so easy to just 
turn off. You’re separated from people online 
and you can leave at any time. Most online 
friendships don’t last. But does that matter? 
What if the most significant interaction I 
had with someone was of them staying up all 
night talking to me, just to make sure I don’t 
self harm?

Catfishing
Another reason people give is that people 
can fake personas online—they can lie to you 
about who they are. However, I don’t care 
if someone is real or fake. If that persona 
that they create feels real enough for me 
to interact with and care about, in my own 
relative reality they are real and honestly 
that’s all that matters. If this person takes 
the time to respond to my frantic emails and 
calms me down, I don’t care what they look 
like—their actions are enough.
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In adolescents and adults gender dysphoria diagnosis involves a difference between one’s experi-
enced/expressed gender and assigned gender, and significant distress or problems functioning. It lasts 
at least six months and is shown by at least two of the following:

• A marked incongruence between one’s experienced/expressed gender and primary and/or  
secondary sex characteristics

• A strong desire to be rid of one’s primary and/or secondary sex characteristics
• A strong desire for the primary and/or secondary sex characteristics of the other gender
• A strong desire to be of the other gender

• A strong desire to be treated as the other gender

• A strong conviction that one has the typical feelings and reactions of the other gender

The DSM puts the criteria for gender dys-
phoria as above. When I came out to my 
mother, many of her concerns were related 
to not seeing any of the symptoms. While 
I had never enjoyed wearing dresses, I had 
also never expressed any interest in being 
male. While I was a tomboy, I had also 
never expressed interest in being treated 
like a boy.

But she was wrong—I exhibited all of the 
symptoms. I had just never done them in a 
way that allowed her access to seeing the 
symptoms manifest, because all the symp-
toms manifested in the way I presented 
myself online. When I call myself a digital 
native, or refer to myself as someone 
who grew up on the internet, this is what 
I mean—my identity online was never 
just an empty persona. These personas 
were the manifestations of everything I 
needed to be, but couldn’t because of the 

socially conservative background I grew 
up in. I manifested these behaviors long 
before I knew what gender dysphoria was, 
presenting myself as male from as early as 
12 years old.

While some people may argue that it 
makes it less real—the fact that it isn’t ex-
pressed out loud somehow influences it to 
appear less valid—I still hold to the belief 
that this is just another way of expression 
that allowed me to be more free. Because 
I never had to hide it (all I needed to do 
was simply be an anonymous person on 
the internet), I could explore this part of 
me and create lasting ties to people who 
would accept me regardless of my gender. 
When the computer and the digital are 
not treated with dignity, many behaviors, 
symptoms, or words are overlooked simply 
because they appear on a screen.
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An annotated selection of talks with 
various people I know or knew online.

002
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IF YOU COULD, WOULD YOU CHANGE 
IT SO YOU NEVER FOUND THE CHAT?

That’s a really hard question to answer. 
You’ll never know what would have hap-
pened if you hadn’t joined chat.

The chat put different things into per-
spective that I may never have had in my 
life. I probably wouldn’t have thought 
about transitioning if I hadn’t met you. 
I probably wouldn’t have talked about 
sexuality issues. You just meet people from 
all over. From different cultural back-
grounds, different ages, different regional 
backgrounds…on the internet, you can be 
anything you want to be and that means 
everyone is the same.

When you’re online, there’s a barrier 
against judgement. Because they don’t 
know you physically, they only know you 
from the perspective you portray yourself 
as. People show a very skewed version of 
themselves. They’re also a lot more willing 
to act online than they are in person.

When I first came into chat, I didn’t intend 
to meet anyone I would meet in real life.

It isn’t strange for people in our genera-
tion to have online friends. To get to the 
extent that we have—we’ve known each 
other 6-7 years now—that’s strange. That 
barrier that usually exists between people 
online is broken by a mutual trust.

002—Talk 002—Talk

When I told my parents I was starting tes-
tosterone, Shadow talked on the phone with 
me when I was crying because I didn’t know 
how to deal with the situation and it was 
impacting my work. 

I appreciate him for talking to me and 
reminding me that while my situation was 
uncommon, it was by no means unrelatable. 
The only thing I could do was suck it up and 
finish my work.

He has now met 3 people from the online 
chat that we both participated in. I have 
never met him in person—I missed the 
chance last year, when 4 of us met up at At-
lanta Pride. He’s planning on taking a trip to 
Boston next year, so hopefully I get to meet 
him face to face.
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I never had any problems with the chat 
because I didn’t find it so young. I mean, I 
found it at 18 so I was still young, but the 
community was just getting started so I 
never came across any of the stuff that 
you talked about.

There was, a long time ago, when I had a 
separate category of friends—you were my 
internet friends. But that’s changed since 
I’ve met a couple of you now. Once I meet 
you, it’s like you go into a different cate-
gory, but that’s something that’s slowly 
going away now.

It’s not  that strange anymore to talk 
about people I met online—it’s more 
common than it was 10 years ago. Talking 
about online chatrooms, though, is dif-
ferent. Social media has made chatrooms 
obsolete and there’s also the negative 
connotation that goes along with that. 
When I talk to people in real life, I mention 
that I moderate an online gay chat. I don’t 
mention that it was built around a gay 
smut author.
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When you’re younger it’s easier to talk to 
a faceless person. You don’t have to talk 
to someone and deal with the consequenc-
es—you can choose to log off and never 
talk to them again.

The internet is more utilitarian. People say 
that it’s dangerous to meet someone from 
the internet but it’s just the same danger 
to meet someone in a bar than it is to meet 
someone from the internet.

My work best friend and this guy were 
making eyes at each other all night. My 
best friend didn’t go home with him 
because he had just broken up with his 
boyfriend. At 5am his phone blows up—it’s 
his friends who were with him the night 
before asking to “please tell me you’re 
okay”. Apparently sometime during the 
night, news got ahold of double homocide 
murder. The dude he was talking to the 
night before took another guy home with 
him. His boyfriend walked in and killed 
both of them. You just have to be smart 
about it.

I actually have a really bad memory—I 
remember the whole Blake thing but it’s 
more vague than anything. Like when 
Blake* came back into the chat, I remem-
bered I hate him but not exactly why. 
Hate is a strong word. I just know I can’t 
stand him.

 (I relayed his spoken message of “there 
are probably dead cats in my porn” to our 
mutual friends—he meant that he never 
actually looks at his porn, not that there 
were actual dead cats in his porn) I forgot 
you used things in chat against me. I do 
remember the whole coming out thing you 
did with me and Echo* when you came out 
as trans. It was very dramatic and I was 
so amused. I remember you told Echo first 
and got him to butter me up a bit. I got a 
text from him saying “Zach wants to talk 
to you and he’s worried you might freak 
out, so he told me to give you a heads up”.

*nam
es given are their screennam

es, to 
preserve anonym

ity
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I don’t know if 
I want him to 
have remote 
access to my 
computer

—talking about tech support for Microsoft 
during our Skype talk

Anubis is a conspiracy theorist—relative-
ly harmless, and it doesn’t affect how he 
lives his life, but it often amuses me how 
often it comes up. With the 2016 Presi-
dential Election results having just come 
out, he’s justifiably concerned about what 
comes next.

I’m not as afraid of Trump as I am the 
GOP. Trump just has to stand by and let 
the GOP do their thing. I still don’t think 
the government has our best interests at 
heart. I know I’m a conspiracy theorist 
but half of these things I spout for con-
spiracy theories, I don’t put much stock 
in. I was a Bernie supporter because he 
was outsider but we saw how quick the 
establishment said no to him because he 
was such a threat to them. It’s disap-
pointing but I knew that would happen. 
Trump is still part of the same establish-
ment—he still has ties to big businesses 
and won’t be any different.

Why did you join Snapchat, since you’re a 
conspiracy theorist?
I wasn’t into Snapchat until a cute guy 
said I should get it so I joined it . I was 
paranoid about Snapchat since I read 
that they were using facial recognition to 
create a database of faces, but I figure 
that’s going to happen anyway so I might 
as well join now.

My nickname for Anubis is “Noobie”. It’s 
gotten so bad that I usually still call him 
that, even though I know his legal name.

I’ve met Anubis in person—he’s pretty 
awkward but in a great kind of way. He 
visited Providence and we went to Newport 
together. While in Newport, two separate 
people thought he was my dad, which was 
pretty awkward. He also bought a painting.

I’m hoping that I’ll get to meet up with 
Anubis again soon. We were supposed to 
meet at Atlanta Pride again this year, but 
he couldn’t make it because he couldn’t get 
time off work. This was, in part, due to the 
fact that he went on a cruise a few months 
back. A cruise where he ended up spending 
$8000 on art. He thinks he’s a collector of 
art. I think it would have probably been 
better spent on his college loans.

I’ll be honest and say that he’s usually not 
the first person I think of when I want to 
talk to someone about something. But the 
times that I’ve wanted to talk to someone 
and gotten to talk to him, he’s never let me 
down. He might be a ridiculous conspiracy 
theorist but he genuinely cares. When I 
told him about some of the creepy people 
I ran into as a young person on #Com, he 
was upset because he is and was a moder-
ator at that time—he always made sure to 
tell the younger chatters to come to him if 
anyone made them feel uncomfortable.

He was the first person who told us about 
Erick—someone from the community that 
we found out had been convicted of child 
pornography. Something that hit a little too 
close to home for Anubis, as well as all of 
us, since it was a community that we had 
invested a lot of time and effort into.
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I didn’t really have much involvement 
online until I moved to the UK. I was really 
lonely for my first year there, because I 
didn’t know anyone so I started hanging 
out on IRC channels. I found #Com and I 
really liked it because people seemed to be 
there mostly to hang out and it was more 
about fun than anything else. It didn’t take 
much for people to like you—you just had 
to not be a creeper and have fun.

I’m pretty upfront with talking about on-
line friends now. I used to just talk about 
people as “my friend”, but they came from 
all around the world so people would ask 
lots of questions. I would eventually be 
open with them and say these people were 
my online friends and I stopped being so 
ashamed of it.

I’ve met up with you, Andrew, CJay, Dom 
(creepy, creepy Dom), Trackie, Jacob (I 
don’t know if you knew him—he might have 
been there before you started coming) and 
Lacey*.

*names given are their screennames, to 
preserve anonymity

What made Dom so creepy?
Dom’s a bit insecure. He’s been to the gym 
lately and has gotten a better physique 
though. He was just a bit pervy and quite 
a bit older. He didn’t take the cues. I had 
dinner with him a few times though, since 
I was okay being friends and I wanted to 
be nice.

You met up with CJay? I still have that 
GIF I made of him falling asleep and 
slamming his head on the table. I showed 
it to Anubis, Echo, Shadow, and Andrew 
and we all remember it but everyone 
commented that they didn’t know what 
happened to him.
Haha yeah. I think he has a girlfriend now. 
He’s probably still in New Jersey.

002—Talk 002—Talk
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I’m actually very distrustful of the inter-
net. In senior year of high school, I used 
to have an anonymous blog where I would 
just write novels about things. I wrote 
about things because I wanted to try 
sort them out. People would comment on 
things and I would talk to them.

How did you start coming into #com?
I was reading stories online and I noticed 
a link to the chat. Because I didn’t trust 
the internet, I used the same name in chat 
that I used on my blog—Anthony.

It was full of people having fun. It’s not 
like now, where there aren’t people in 
there at all times. I used to be able to go 
on at any time and there would always be 
someone in there. That was really great 
because during freshman year of college, 
I didn’t sleep very much. I would be awake 
at 4am and no one around me would be 
awake, but I could log into chat and there 
would always be someone there.

There were also a lot of people that I could 
talk to about things. I used to email Uncle 
Jim. He only accepted the fact that he was 
gay pretty late in his life and I realized 
that I didn’t want to be like that.

Why did you decide to tell us that  
your name was actually Andrew rather 
than Anthony?
After we found out that a few people 
weren’t exactly who they said they were, 
I realized that I wasn’t the only one 
hiding things. Actually, you coming out 
was one of the reasons why I decided to 
tell people.
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An annotated selection of talks with 
various people I know or knew online.
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This work is a physical collection of chat 
logs, focused around my younger self. 
While often ephemeral, these chat logs 
have been given physical form, and once 
committed to paper are much harder 
to forget or put away. It can be found 
at a later date by anyone, regardless of 
permission.
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A selection of digital ephemera—long 
forgotten files found on old harddrives, old 
email accounts, abandoned social media 
profiles—all related to my personal journey 
of exploring my self identity.

My search for my identity as a transgen-
der man is impossible to separate from 
the internet. Growing up in a socially 
conserviative society, the internet was my 
safe haven and my confidant. This is my at-
tempt at archiving the best and the worst 
moments of my journey by presenting my 
own digital history.
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A video performance that links to mass 
texts sent out to the audience. The video 
is a love letter to the internet, where the 
internet is treated as the collection of all 
my online friends. Throughout the video, 
and even after the video ends, audience 
members will receive text messages with 
images or messages pulled from my per-
sonal archive of  digital ephemera.
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Using screenshots and archived pho-
tos from more than 5 years ago, these 
posters are printed on vellum, backlit, and 
displayed. They depict my online friends, 
some of whom I no longer have any con-
tact with.

A website that uses the restricted screen 
size of a mobile phone to tell a story. The 
user is forced to handle the information 
with lots of care and attention, otherwise 
the message is impossible to read.

The story told is the unpleasant story of 
the time I shared pictures of me in my 
underwear to someone online. About 5 
years later, I found out that this online 
person’s boyfriend at that time had just 
been convicted of child molestation and 
child pornography.
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A set of posters that provides people with 
the opportunity to either be anonymous, 
or to create a persona under my name. The 
posters have the login information for two 
emails—anonymouslydigital@gmail.com 
and zachdeocadiz@gmail.com—and I have 
periodically tracked what the emails have 
been used for.
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An open Google Drive folder, giving edit 
permissions to everyone and anyone. The 
folder is an open collaboration that invites 
people to add their thoughts on comput-
ing, in an attempt to try give dignity to 
the computer. To allow the computer to 
be its own entity that cannot always be 
measured by human standards.

A quick exploration of bringing digital 
phenomenon into the physical world. 
Pulling from language used by companies 
like Facebook, who use image recognition 
on digital images, it translates this grow-
ing internet phenomenon into a physical 
space. With this new technology, how will 
our digital landscape transform? If faces 
can be recognized, how does that impact 
the anonymous internet that I grew up in?
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An archive of digital ephemera
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Lee is probably the biggest influence in my 
life, even though I still don’t know what he 
looks like. We met on VileCity—a text-
based online game that honestly wasn’t 
very fun. VileCity was the first time I went 
by a male persona and it was in making 
that account that I chose my name—Zach.

We were in allied gangs, until I decided 
to leave mine and join his new one. I was 
never the best player—the game got really 
tedious for me—but I lived for the forums. 
Because Lee lived in New South Wales, 
Australia, we managed to be online at the 
same time quite often and we would often 
post messages back and forth on the gang 
forums. I just used to spam him with pic-
tures of cute animals and cupcakes.

When I first met him, he was 17 and I was 
12 (although I pretended I was 15—I still 
have no clue how I passed for that age). 
That age difference definitely impacted our 
relationship because he was old enough 
to be reach high school and college before 
I had even considered it a possibility. 
I’ll admit I had the hugest crush on him 
(without knowing what he looked like!) but 

eventually I started to really consider him 
as almost a brother.

When I moved to college, we were no lon-
ger in the same timezone. Freshman year, 
my workload was hard enough to manage 
without attempting to keep in contact 
with someone via long emails, so we lost 
contact. But this wasn’t before he finally 
sent me my first piece of mail from an 
online friend—a goodie box full of things 
that he knew I hated. It contained:
• Timtams
• A figurine of a sunflower from  

Plants vs Zombies
• A fake bug encased in plastic
• A shot glass
• Confetti, to spill over when I opened it

It, however, also contained another 
thing—a set of all of The Butterfly Effect’s 
albums. TBE was an Australian band that 
he introduced me to, but I couldn’t access 
their music on any platform except You-
Tube. He handburned me a copy of all of his 
albums and folded origami butterflies for 
the covers.
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I met Pookie on a Xat flash chatroom back 
in around 2009. I honestly don’t remember 
much from that time, although I know that 
it was my first taste of online chatrooms. 
All I have left are these MySpace signs—
pictures of Pookie holding up a picture 
with my name on it.
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I have no idea who 
this is, or what her 
name even was 75

004—Review

Smiley was my first ‘internet boyfriend’—
all we really did was chat. The main things 
I remember about him were:
• We met on Xat
• He had Aspergers
• He had 2 sisters and a brother
• He lived in Australia (New South Wales)
• His full name

I found him again on Facebook, through 
searching for his sister, but I couldn’t 
bring up the courage to send him a mes-
sage.
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I also met Rach on Xat and we chatted 
a lot because she was in Australia and 
therefore in a similar timezone. I mainly 
remember that she had a lot of problems 
and I constantly worried about her.

We lost touch when she started deciding 
that she wanted to be more grown up 
and started drinking and partying at 15. I 
reconnected with her multiple times, but 
that slowly fizzled out when we realized 
we had completely different priorities.
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I met CJay in #com and he was one of the 
group of people part of the Tinychat vid-
eocalls. He’s one of the only people from 
those chats that I don’t talk to anymore—
the rest of them are still very close friends 
of mine.

I remember two things about CJay—he 
played in a softball league, and that he 
fell asleep at his desk on camera once and 
slammed his head on the table without 
waking up. I have no clue where he is, 
other than the things that cRyptic has 
hinted at.

I’m still friends with Ookie on Facebook, 
but I haven’t talked to him in a very long 
time. I still don’t quite know what he 
does, other than it involves research in 
a lab somewhere in Europe. I know that 
he chose his username to be similar to 
Ookami, because he was really into Jap-
anese things and wolves (pretty common 
interests on the internet in 2010).

I used to call him dad and I’m not quite 
sure why.

I remember him being very close to 
someone else in chat, who was also trans, 
but I can’t remember their username. If 
I remember correctly, at some point he 
wanted to visit the United States to see 
this person.
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