Listening Exercise: 

“My Angel Gabriel,” by J. R. Blackwell
http://escapepod.org/2009/03/09/escape-pod-flash-my-angel-gabriel/ 
This activity is intended for an intermediate-level class of international high school or university students.

Before listening

Ask students to discuss these questions to activate schemata:

· Have you ever used an online message board?  

· Did you feel like you had developed a friendship with other users, even though you’d never met?  

· Can a person truly know someone they have only interacted with online?

Brainstorm vocabulary related to internet communication.  Define “bot” and “meatspace,” and ask students how they think these words were coined.

While Listening:

Play the story.  Tell students to try to visualize the main characters.  Ask: does your idea of what the characters look like change as the story progresses?

After listening:

Discuss students’ character visualizations and how they changed over the course of the story.

Play the story again.  Ask students to think about these questions:

· What do you think the author meant by giving the story this title?  Is the Gabriel in the story anything like an angel?

· Why do you think Rachel could tell Gabriel was a bot, but thought Becky was a real person?

· Why is Rachel upset at the end of the story?

· Should Rachel feel guilty about sending the code to Becky?

Group Discussion
Have students discuss these questions in groups.  They should designate a spokesperson to report their answers to the class.
Appendix: Listening Script
“My Angel Gabriel,” by J. R. Blackwell
http://escapepod.org/2009/03/09/escape-pod-flash-my-angel-gabriel/ 
 “I don’t understand,” wrote Becky.  “Why did you ban Gabriel?”

Becky had been on the forum for almost a year and she was one of the most frequent posters.  Rachel though Becky was a bit like her when she was 13, nattering on about internet stars and how she had found the meaning of life in the movies she was watching.

“Becky,” typed Rachel, “I had to ban him. I’m sorry. He was a bot, a spider, a program. He wasn’t human.” 
Becky’s green words glowed on her screen almost immediately.  “He talked to me! Every day! What do you mean he wasn’t human?”
Rachel exhaled; this was going to be tough. “Didn’t you notice he kept trying to get you to buy games?”
“I like buying games! Who cares? I really liked Gabriel. You two were the only people on this forum I could talk to.”
Becky sent a little picture of herself along with the message, her soft little face wrapped in an over-exaggerated frown.  Rachel had seen her face before.  Becky used to have a picture of herself on her profile, a badly lit angled shot of her freckled face.  Rachel had made her change the picture.  She was always careful about the kids on her forums.   She was afraid the picture would make Becky a target for perverts.  Now Becky had a picture of a cartoon panda bear as her profile picture.

Rachel pulled the keyboard into her lap.   “Becky.  Gabriel’s not a person.”

“You don’t know that!  Gabriel was my boyfriend!  He said he would go out with me last week!”

“Becky, honey, he was not your boyfriend.  He’s a bot.  There are thousands of Gabriels, on thousands of forums, sweetheart.  He’s a program, designed to promote games and movies.  I’m sorry, baby.”

There was a long red pause before Rachel got a green response.  “I just want someone to talk to.”

Becky lived with her single mom in a little apartment somewhere in the Midwest.  With how often she was online, Rachel thought it was pretty obvious that Becky didn’t have many meatspace friends.

“Oh, Becky, I know it’s lonely sometimes, but you should have real people to talk to.  I’ll talk to you.”

“How do you know Gabriel is a bot?”

Rachel thought for a minute, trying to translate the code into something that would make sense to a 13-year-old that had never, ever seen a programming language.  “Becky, everyone’s got little signatures under their addresses.  Bots get launched by the same signature, a hundred operations happening on one name.  If that’s going on, you can just send them a little code, and—“  Rachel zapped the code over to Becki to show her.  “The bot shuts down and has to reboot….” 

“Becky?”  She paused and went into the code.  Oh, god.  Rachel pushed away from her workstation and put her hands on her head.  Shit. 

Rachel stood up and walked away from her computer to find some sunshine. 

