A parable for a New Year:

One upon a time, apwasn created hidden messages on the internet. They were sometimes in the form of mouseover text, other times they were full sentences used as tags given to tumblr posts, and at still other times they were comments in the html code of a webpage that someone would only ever find if they clicked "see page source" while visiting the already terribly obscure webpage. Over time, apwasn decided to link these hidden messages together to create a sort of internet treasure search. 

Years went by and nothing happened.

Then one day, rpwgu followed all of the incredibly obscure clues and came across the message which said: You have reached the end! Email me at emailaddress@emailservice.abbr to claim your prize! So rpwgu sent an email. The response message said "I am your prize! Noone has ever cared enough to follow my messages before, but you have, and in doing so, you have won my heart. I am yours forever, let us get married immediately!" 

Rpwgu sent a reply saying:

"Sorry, you have confused boredom with caring.
Also, I am already married.
Also, I am gay (and not your gender)."

----
This is a story I invented to tell to myself whenever I feel the urge to write secret messages as comments within html code. Unfortunately it doesn't work very well. Maybe it will work for you.
And no, the people in this story are not African, they are a-person-with-a-stupid-name and random-person-with-gender-unknown respectively. But I guess they could be African too.
