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The S 
This is a story about me – the design.  He drew me 

hundreds of times when he was young.  But then he 

quit.  Maybe he outgrew me.  I don‟t know. 

 

But he got interested again, with computers, with 

spreadsheets, and started re-creating me – hundreds 

of me! 

 

But I wasn‟t the same. 

 

He compromised.  And then he quit.  I thought I 

was not to be. 
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What prompted him to take another look at me?  I 

don‟t know.  Maybe he knew he had quit.  Maybe 

he knew he had cheated.  Maybe he knew there 

was unfinished business.  Maybe he knew – if he 

tried – he could bring me back to life. 

 

This is his story, too. But for now, this is …  

 

MY STORY 
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My Story 
I‟m very disappointed.  I‟m like an acorn, eagerly 

anticipating my growth into an oak tree.  If I were 

this acorn, I‟d just need the right circumstances, 

rain, weather, soil, animals to leave me alone, and 

I‟d make it.  A beautiful oak tree. 

 

But I‟m not an acorn.  I‟m really just a design – the 

idea of a design, actually.  I‟ve been drawn by 

hand, pencil, and ruler, hundreds of times in my 

life, and I‟d hoped to be drawn by computer as 

well. 

 

I almost was. 

 

And this “almost” makes me sad. 

 

Let me tell you my story. 

 



6 

He once was excited about automating the process.  

To create me, you see, means following a simple 

rule many times.  That‟s it.  I‟m a perfect candidate 

to be automated! 

 

He wrote a simple set of instructions for kids to re-

create me – many versions of me.  How I looked 

forward to looking so different – yet the same!  

Many versions of me! 

 

In addition to writing the Steps for children to 

perform my design, he also wrote a program to 

create me on the computer. 

 

Things were looking good, so I thought! 

 

The simple set of Steps looked as follows: 
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My Worries 
I immediately noticed something was wrong.  I 

never had this “grid” in my middle, for example.  

My lines always stopped while descending 

downward, right-to-left, when they hit an 

intersecting line, and then restarted at a later point, 

completing the segment. 

 

Why had he changed the program? 

 

I knew why.  He didn‟t know how to write the 

program to stop at specific points – and then 

restart. 

 

So he compromised. 

 

I didn‟t like my new look. 
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I also noticed my “top” and “bottom” were set as 

“inputs” in the program, by the user.  I could have 

a very tall top, a short one, anything the user 

wanted.  That sounds fine until you understand I 

was usually drawn so my top and bottom lines 

were parallel to the rest of the diagram. 

 

I looked ugly. 

 

Why had he done this – to me? 

 

Again, my thought crept to compromise.  He didn‟t 

know how to calculate “parallelness”, and in the 

haste of getting the program written, left it to the 

user.  He quit on me – and he quit on himself. 

 

I wasn‟t happy with my modifications. 

 

He wasn‟t either.  But he didn‟t know how to fix 

the problems.  Unsatisfied, he left me alone. 
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And years crept by.  He shoved me to some 

obscure directory, continued to back me up, but the 

“recent date used” remained unchanged. 

 

He had forgotten about me. 

 

I was like a wonderful toy, forgotten in the bottom 

of a toy chest. 

 

Sadness overwhelmed me. 

 

But I started to notice a change in him. 

 

He started documenting his work.  To write short 

books.  There‟s no escape when you‟re writing 

short documentaries on how to do something.  It 

doesn‟t mean the writer reveals he knows 

everything.  On the contrary, the honest writer 

admits, when they‟ve encountered a problem they 
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don‟t know how to solve, “I don‟t know how to 

solve this.” 

 

But this was programming and a spreadsheet. 

 

And he knew he could program anything in a 

spreadsheet – if he only tried.  If he “got something 

on paper”. 

 

And he was. 

 

“Just draw the image” became my mantra.  “Draw 

the image and it will come to you.”  He couldn‟t 

hear me, of course, but the mantra provided me 

hope. 

 

And he did draw it. 
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And it came to him, like I knew it would! 

 

“Let‟s get this done”, I heard him say.  “For 

goodness sakes, it‟s just lines, and I know 

everything about lines!” 

 

“I want to draw the top section of the design.  It 

must be parallel with the body of the design.  What 
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do I need to ensure „parallelness‟?  The slope, of 

course!” 
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“Get things on paper!”, I heard him, and the answer 

came easily.  The calculation of the slope of line q 

was immediate  

 

 
 

 

and, applying this slope to the Point D coordinates 

(which he knew), allowed him to find the Point C 

coordinates (which he did not know): 
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Of course, there was a bit of work to actually find 

xC and yC.  For example, xC was merely the 

midpoint of the design, but it still had to be found.  

This was easy.  So was finding yC, which was 

found with the following process: 
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He had all the information.  Programming it into 

the spreadsheet was the next part.  Most people 

think programming is hard – what they don‟t 

realize is it‟s the easiest part of the process!  

Figuring out what to program is where all the work 

takes place! 

 

He also had four parts to deal with:  The top right, 

top left, bottom right, and bottom left.  Of course, 

once he perfected one quadrant, I knew the other 

three would come quickly.   
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They did. 

 

He hit “execute”. 

 

 
 

And there I was.  Multiple versions of “me”, like a 

person putting on different sets of clothes.  The 

same person, looking different.  I had my “top and 

bottom” back, and I, again, liked myself! 
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He was only half-way done, of course.  I still had 

that ugly “grid” in my middle.  Would he fix that, 

too?                             

 

I didn‟t have to worry about him stopping now.  

Once he‟s got momentum, it‟s hard to stop him. 

 

He won‟t dare let this middle grid stand. 

 

But this is a different problem.  The downward 

line, moving from right to left, stops, then restarts, 

and concludes at the given point. 

 

What will he do? 

 

The first thing I‟m certain of is this:  he won‟t 

make the same mistake twice.  Get something on 

paper!  He did! 

 

Of course. 
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“That‟s it – keep plugging away.”  I silently urge 

him on.  I listen to him talk. 

 

“I want to draw a line from Point C to D, but it‟s 

got to stop at Point G, and then restart at Point H.  

Let‟s concentrate on Point G first.” 

 

“G is the intersection of two lines, p and r.  How 

do I find a point of intersection between two lines?  

I know this?  The x and y coordinates of Point G 

are the same for both lines p and r.  Therefore, if I 

had the equations for lines p and r, I could set them 

equal to each other, and find the coordinates!” 
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Of course, there was more work to do.  But the 

essential work was done.  Again, “What To” 

program is the majority of the game – “How To” 

program is the easier part! 
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The programming done, my own excitement 

growing, he executes the macro:  
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I scream for joy, because now I know he‟s off and 

running, with a series of “me” being drawn.  I am 

not disappointed! 
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A Parting Thought 
The story of my life is the story of the people in it.  

I haven‟t always been as lucky as I am now, in this 

delicious place of programming, spreadsheets, and 

wonder.   

 

Mine is a story of trust and betrayal – and learning 

to trust again. 

 

I remember everything. 

 

(paraphrasing the opening scene from Black 

Beauty). 
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