SF0PRACTICAL

The completion of this test would have been completely impossible without the assistance of Pamda Bhaer and Waldo Cheerio. Though we were not able to finish the task collaboratively as we had planned, this completion is as much a result of their work as it is mine.

Disclaimer: No British or Northern Irish Accents Were Used In the Completion of This Practical as Protest Against the British and Northern Irish Players Who Would Not Have To Make Any Special Effort To Follow This Rule. 

(To be honest, I did adopt a British accent for a little while, but it tore up the couches and peed on the carpet, and I had to get rid of it.)
WARM UPS

All these warm ups were completed on a camping trip to a local beach campground.  Unfortunately, we (I say “we” because this practical was supposed to be a collaboration at one point.  You will see that sadly, this ended up being nearly one man's effort.  One hell of a man.)  neglected to bring a camera and had to rely on borrowed cameras, whose products ended up being hell to collect.  As a result, there is much less media here than was taken.

Plan Something Devious

We sat yards away from our target, who leaned nonchalantly against a tree completely unaware of how very devious the surrounding air had become.  We watched.  He leaned.  We moved.  He continued to lean.  We swooped.  We lifted him bodily.  He began to notice our presence.  We carried him to a truck where an accomplice waited, engine on.  He embarked on a lovely journey around the campground, viewing the picturesque tents from the unique vantage available only from a moving truck bed.  

-http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599512160/in/photostream/
-http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598680425/in/photostream/
-http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599512008/in/photostream/
Fun bonus fact: After this task, I stopped wearing shoes for the remainder of the two weeks allotted for this test, only donning them to go to work, and to play an especially rousing game of capture the flag.


Plant or Animal

Her name was Esmerelda, and she had limbs that would make a redwood blush. When she entered my office – defined as wherever I happen to be at a given moment – she was greener than Ever, and weepier than Willow. 

“Where is my baby pine-cone, Oswald?” she cried. “I am positively distraught!”

“Don’t you worry, ma’am,” said I. “Tracking down inanimate objects just happens to be my specialty.”

I grilled the local flora and fauna, and even a few pieces of processed lumber in an attempt to find the purloined pinecone, until at last I noticed a familiar red and white hat on the horizon.

Waldo! 

He’d taken the tyke and treated her to a spirited reading of “Harry Potter.”

We retreated to Esmerelda’s shade to show both of them a good, relaxing time.
Meditate & Slow Yourself Down

One of the most irritating things about the campground was the tendency of drivers to pass through at excessive speeds, completely ignoring the small children and rowdy teenagers that populated the area.  So, we set out to teach them a life lesson by putting our own at risk; we sat down in the middle of the road and meditated, effectively slowing down all prospective traffic.  When a car approached, we would look up, confirm its presence, then slowly (but deliberately) rise to our feet and walk away.  Most of the cars (1) that located us didn't wait for us to walk away, preferring to make a complicated 3-point turn and drive back where they came from.  

Compose Something Short & Beautiful

The muses took me by surprise, and I composed an impromptu ode to the piece of skin at the base of a friend’s neck.  

http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598680231/in/photostream/
Derive

5:30 PM on a balmy June afternoon at the beach.  It was an ideal time for some lazy wandering, so I located Pamda Bhaer, Rusten Groot, and a promising path (http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599459274/in/photostream/).  At our first fork in the road, Pamda spun in a circle with her finger pointing and her eyes closed until Rusten & I told her to stop.  We followed that route until a shovel left casually on the ground told us otherwise (http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598631263/in/photostream/).  The shovel led us to our next clue; some carefully arranged trash can lids (http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598624017/in/photostream/).  We concluded our walk with this stunning view (http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598624977/in/photostream/).

Thank Somebody

I figured this would probably be the most well received of the warm ups, after all, who doesn't appreciate a stranger's appreciation?  As it turns out, my & my colleagues' efforts were spurned, and harshly.  On the last day of our trip, Pamda approached a couple and thanked them for being good neighbors.  They replied that they had just arrived.  As Pamda left, Waldo walked towards them from a different direction.  They received his efforts more irritably.  Rusten's earnest gratitude was dismissed, while mine was replied to with some remark about not wanting to be guinea pigs.  This was both insulting and off-topic.  

Google

Since we were on a beach camping trip, use of Google was relatively limited.  As we pondered this dilemma, it struck us-what was missing from our life was Google itself.  So, we designed a sign that said “GOOGLE: FIND INTERNET ACCESS FOR US”, then stood on a street corner near a freeway entrance.  We figured it was only a matter of time before the street view car drove by and photographed our request, triggering immediate response from Google’s well-known elite ninja task force. As time wore on, we decided that the highly anticipated car was probably stuck in traffic, and resolved to tape the sign up on a nearby lamppost and await a response back at camp. We figured that all they needed to do once they found the sign was check Google maps to see where we had gone off to. They know everything!

Extended Response Questions

(Completed Between 12:00 PM and 11:30 PM on Saturday, June 21, 2008)

Paper Life Cycle, Wetsuit, Questionable Clothing (Modifier: Luxuria)

After countless minutes spent squinting at a computer screen, trying to understand – with the help of the lovely Pamda – what I had to do to make myself a paper crane ((http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599423652/

 HYPERLINK "http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599423652/"
, http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598597321/), I began to grow attached to the little guy. So attached, in fact, that I decided to attach him to me. Seeing as he was made out of the rules page of the practical, I figured I might kill two birds with one stone. Or rather … two cranes? Of course, a good detective is rarely without his tie, especially when naked.

A good detective isn’t afraid to get his feet wet either, or set his head on fire, for that matter. After lovingly crafting my stylish paper-crane headpiece, I realized the time had come to burn it. I was apprehensive, but then who wouldn’t be apprehensive about the prospect of a flaming paper crane very close to their extremely flammable hair (http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598617249/)? I traded in my apprehension for more lighter fluid, and this was the result:
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bM0UzUQ2gPw
http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599433280/in/photostream/
http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598605603/in/photostream/
As you can see, it segued rather nicely into “Wetsuit.” Some might see the survival of the paper crane to be a failure on our part. I, however, see it as an updated life cycle to reflect our times. In the old days, the sun fed the grass, and the animals ate the grass, and then we ate the animals. In this new age, we douse the likeness of an animal made out of bleached tree-pulp with highly flammable chemicals, set them on fire, and then douse ourselves in water before our hair goes up in flames.
Getting to Know You

There are few people in the world today who would give their name, location, and a list of their interests to disheveled stranger wearing a black tie and no shoes. Those few people, however, are the ones most worth getting to know. After a few failed attempts at various train stations, I made eye contact with a young woman sitting on a bench. At first she asked if something was wrong, citing my bare feet. But I could tell she was a woman who would give me all the answers I wanted.

Her name? Kristen. Her location? Pasadena. Her interests? Free concerts in Pasadena, and electronica. She made a point of mentioning a French DJ called Antipop. I looked him up, and liked what I found. Thanks, Kristen.
Swedish Chef, Self-Indulgence (Modifier: Gula)

When you’re down on your luck, you end up eating a lot of paper and shoe leather as a matter of course. Needless to say, for a down-on-his-luck type of guy like myself, the prospect of eating paper was the worst sort of bus-driver’s holiday. What to do then, but spice up my meal with a bit of culinary ingenuity. I applied a liberal amount of vegetable oil and went to work.

http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000094.jpg
http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000090.jpg
I then set out to make my answer delicious, or at least as delicious as this answer could possibly be.

http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000100.jpg
Then I sat down to eat some face.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nhXdusLDups
What I meant to say was, “I never want to eat anything again after this because it’s so delicious!”

It was actually pretty tasty, once the mayo soaked in.

And the picture is in a glorious color. What more do you want of me, you color-printer-having robber-barons?

Biggest Fan

This was the most challenging of my tasks.  As friendly as it seems to wander up to strangers and applaud happily, I garnered no less than 1 accusation of racism during this task.  While that's not a lot, as far as accusations of racism go, it was more than my normal quota for a day. My keen detective’s senses told me that I was about one point six wrong steps away from getting arrested by the off-duty cop who confronted me for “racial profiling.” For the record, I was not even aware of the race of the woman I was currently preparing to applaud until the law enforcement officer pointed it out to me. But we Private Dicks, we make our own laws. I managed to applaud for a man selecting sunglasses and a Target team member.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UQ_t4YJJyNc
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KaUEpZI-cCg
Time for Revolution (Do something about the broccoli situation) (Modifier: Ira)

I hate broccoli.  And I'm pretty damn sure it hates me back.  Every time I am angry enough at my taste buds to attack them with this demon of the culinary world, broccoli takes it personally and launches its own barrage against my inner organs.  So after a bout with broccoli, the count stands like this: Broccoli-2, Taste Buds-0, Viscera-0, Me- Negative 2 and falling.  Prompted by the practical, I decided to do something about it.  Along with fellow sf0er and broccoli hater Pamda, I purchased a 3-pound bag of broccoli at a local supermarket.  

I carefully arranged the broccoli into the quintessential “NO” symbol (e.g. No Smoking)

http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0403.jpg
http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0408.jpg
http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0404.jpg 

Lighter fluid proved instrumental in the battle against broccoli:

http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0406.jpg
http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0407.jpg
It was glorious:

http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0411.jpg
http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0410.jpg
http://youtube.com/watch?v=5vQd-4i8iQg
This is what's colloquially described as “pissing on someone's grave”:

http://youtube.com/watch?v=tluchBDnigA
Mu Dance

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bOtLKJ6UwKg
No, I am Rubin

We were Rubins.  There were relatively few other Rubins.  We did locate someone that knew a Rubin, but he was an ex-cop and unlikely to be our target Rubin.  Rubin was disappointed.

http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0399.jpg, http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0396.jpg, http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0395.jpg
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9c6Rny6nkGg 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GySWWE_O5hM
Grouposis Realized
BART: http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599517010/, http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598683271/in/photostream/
SNIDE: http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0390.jpg, http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0394.jpg, http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0389.jpg
U of A: http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/VIDZANDSHIT052.jpg
http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/VIDZANDSHIT053.jpg
Equivalenz: http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599496474/, http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598662061/in/photostream/
We made the car in the picture more like a real car with the addition of realistic sound effects, and made the real car more like the picture with the addition of text.
Humanitarian Crisis: http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0368.jpg, 

 HYPERLINK "http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=npR97h0ou_s"
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=npR97h0ou_s  We decided it would be a humanitarian crisis if someone decided to eat a child.
C.E: http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0363.jpg, http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0367.jpg
Biome: http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0385.jpg, http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0386.jpg, http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/IMG_0387.jpg
Fiscal Ingenuity

Who has ever gone their life without losing a few pens?  Several people, apparently, as my first few efforts at doing this were responded to with derision (Example:

Me: Excuse me, have you ever lost any pens in your life?

Guy: I have a pen.

Me: Ok, have you ever lost one?

Guy: No.)  

I ended up leaving a note on the hood of someone's car, written with one of the pen's I'd just purchased.
http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599472978/ 

http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599478522/

Spec-Tape-Ular

What's more public than public transportation?  Not a lot of things.  What's more dangerous, as far as taping yourself to things go, than public transportation?  Again, not a lot of things.  I duct taped myself to a train.
-

 HYPERLINK "http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000143.jpg" \n _blank
http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000143.jpg

 HYPERLINK "http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599478522/" \n _blank

-

 HYPERLINK "http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000142.jpg" \n _blank
http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000142.jpg

 HYPERLINK "http://www.flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2599478522/" \n _blank

-

 HYPERLINK "http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000141.jpg" \n _blank
http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000141.jpg

Be Evil (Modifier: Luxuria)

Gummies are clever creatures. Skittish, too. My previous attempts at catching and devouring teams of gummies netted me little more than the patter of little gelatinous feet and a faint fruity aroma. What I needed was a disguise. I sat down to think. What are the distinguishing features of a gummy bear? 

1) They are bears. Hmm … I am not a bear, and bear suits are expensive.
2) They are gummy.  A cursory poke could reveal my true nature if I tried this route.
3) They are naked.  Of course! Have you ever seen a gummy bear wearing clothes? Only in bizarre and disturbing nightmares! I donned – or rather, doffed – my disguise, and proceeded to infiltrate orange team.
My infiltration was a success.

http://flickr.com/photos/7462062@N06/2598565865/
And now that I wasn’t actually wearing it anymore, my lucky jacket finally brought me fortune. The gummies were separated from their brethren, and needed to make the long trek to the top of the desk to find them.

http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/VIDZANDSHIT027.jpg
I picked off one gummy at a time as we climbed the giant blue chair together.

http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/VIDZANDSHIT029.jpg
It was only a matter of time before the gummies grew suspicious of me. They conferred amongst themselves.

“But he’s naked!” they said, “A human would never chase after a team of gummies naked!”

How wrong they were.
No longer wearing my tie, I had no qualms about using it to fashionably fashion a rudimentary bridge for the remaining team members.

http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/VIDZANDSHIT031.jpg
And then there were two.
The team leader thought he had made it…

He was wrong.
All the gummies having been nommed, I felt a tug on my heartstrings. My hardened ticker felt … pity for these poor souls.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NcP310A5_z4
But only for a brief moment.

Dawn of a New Age

You end up taking a lot of odd jobs when you don’t have a normal job, so it was only a matter of time before I got a job coding. Job only lasted a couple weeks, though, cause I kept getting too involved in my work and forgetting to eat, and then – because I hadn’t eaten in so long – getting too involved in eating and forgetting to work. This gave me an idea, which I quickly scribbled down on the back of my termination notice: A program that remembers whether or not you’ve eaten! Genius! Ladies and gentlemen, behold:

import java.util.Scanner;
public class DidIEat {


public static void main(String[] args){



boolean haveEaten = false;


String input = "";


while (!(input.equals("exit"))){



System.out.println("Type \"I ate.\" if you have just eaten, or type \"Did I eat?\" to check if you have eaten");



Scanner inputs = new Scanner(System.in);



input = inputs.nextLine();



if(input.toLowerCase().equals("did i eat?")){




if(haveEaten == true)





System.out.println("You have eaten today!");




else





System.out.println("You do not appear to have eaten today. Might wanna get on that.");



}



else if(input.toLowerCase().equals("i ate.")){




System.out.println("Good for you!");




haveEaten = true;



}



else if(input.toLowerCase().equals("exit"))




System.out.println("Remember to start up this program tomorrow, or you might starve.");



else




System.out.println("What? Try again.");


}

}
}

For those of you not fluent in crazy, all of that stuff means that if I start up this program, it starts out assuming I haven’t eaten today. If I tell it I’ve eaten, then it remembers. Then, if I ask it later in the day whether I’ve eaten, it can tell me without a moment’s hesitation. Pure convenience. Element of daily life? Digitized.

High Score Dreams

I took “plant” to mean “plant the idea of,”  “flag” to mean, “flagging a task on SF0,” and “Sutro Tower” to mean “the High Score task that explicitly references Sutro Tower.” Note that because the “flag” appears at the top of a completed task page, this does fulfill the instructions in their entirety. My answer is here. Scroll down.

Freedom in Solitude

In my entire life I have not regretted wearing shoes as many times as I have regretted not wearing shoes in the past two weeks. And yet this Dick still prefers his feet bare as the day he was born. Since I never had the good luck to participate in any full-fledged Journeys to the End of the Night, I had to plan my evening based on several incomplete accounts. After careful investigation, I learned that there were people called “chasers” who were to be avoided, that there were things called “checkpoints” to be sought after, and that there was some chance of my needing to quest for a stranger’s signature.

I decided that my checkpoint would be the house of a close friend about a mile away.

I decided – about halfway through my journey – that my signature would be gathered from one of the employees at a local burger king.

I also decided that everyone in the world was a chaser.

This made things very difficult, seeing as I was dressed all in black in the middle of gang territory, and started running whenever I saw people. My camera ran out of batteries fairly early on, so the remainder of the story will be told through the most reliable medium of all: Google Maps.

When I finally made it to my goal and set about trying to bum a ride home, I quickly realized that my friend was not actually in his house. This meant that I was going to have to walk the mile home, with newly-blistered feet in the middle of gang territory. No sooner had I gone a block, however, but an ex-security guard named Mike pulled up in a beat-up Honda and asked if I had been jumped. I told him that I had, and that the two guys who had beaten me up had also taken my shoes. He was mortified, and immediately offered me a ride home. In my entire life, I have never once been overjoyed to be wearing shoes. But that night, I was – without a doubt – overjoyed not to be wearing them. Perhaps that’s why my feet are staying bare – at least, as soon as they stop smarting.

The Golden Hymn

As I set out on my journey, I sang this. It is the beginning of the song “Lateralus” by Tool. The syllables in each line follow a Fibonacci pattern. I carried a sheet of lyrics with me to facilitate my singing. Here is the sheet of lyrics I carried through my entire Journey to the End of the Night, complete with a confused Burger King manager’s signature.

Obviousness (Modifiers: Superbia, Acedia)

I did, in fact, know what to do. I have this hat, you see. It is the sort of hat that would make any wearer conspicuous. I have also come into possession of a brand-spanking-shiny blue drum kit. I should explain that I interpreted this question as meaning, “be as obvious as possible.” I stuffed my drums into my beat-up white Volvo Trainwreck and headed for sleepy South Pasadena.

This is a small portion of my performance.

Speed Holes

After lugging my bass drum back to my car, I noticed that it was perhaps a bit lighter. Maybe a bit … speedier? A cursory examination revealed a pair of neo-classical speed holes in the style of Lois XIV. 

http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000079.jpg
http://i282.photobucket.com/albums/kk265/GiantPamda/tac/P1000078.jpg
I resolved to test these holes upon arriving home.

Here is the result of the test. (filmed by my young niece.)

And that, as they say, is the end. Completing this exam in the short amount of time I had was a lot like accidentally adopting a new life. For a few hours, I was rationally compelled to do completely irrational things. Sitting on the roof of my friend’s garage, with blistered feet, a crumpled sheet of song lyrics, and a thick coating of sweat, I couldn’t help but feel like a conquering Viking hero. The kind of conquering Viking hero who burns broccoli, plays drums in public, and sprints down residential streets in the dark. . Looking back, I realize that I’ve spent a day doing 20 things that I would never otherwise do. And to me, that’s a shame.

I aspire to do more than 20.

-Tac

