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AN OFFI CE ROVANCE

by Terry Bi sson

The first tinme Ken678 saw Mary97, he was in Minicipal Real Estate, queuedfor a
pi ckup for C osings. She stood two spaces in front of him blue skirt, orange
tie, slightly convex white bl ouse, |like every other fermale icon. Hedidn't know
she was a Mary; he couldn't see which face she had. But she hel dher Folder in
both hands, as "old-tinmers" often did, and when the queuescrolled forward he
saw her fingernails.

They were red.

Then the queue flickered and scrolled again, and she was gone. Ken

wasi ntrigued but he pronptly forgot about it. It was a busy tine of year, and
hewas running like crazy fromCall to Task. Later that week he saw her
agai n, paused at an open Wndow in the Corridor between Copy and Send. He

sl owed ashe passed her, by turning his Fol der sideways--a trick he had

| earned. Therewere those red fingernails again. It was curious.

Fingernails were not on the Option Menu
Red was not on the Col or Menu, either

Ken used the weekend to visit his Mdither at the Hone. It was her birthdayor
anni versary or sonething like that. Ken hated weekends. He had grown usedto
his Ken face and he felt unconfortable without it. He hated his ol d nane, which
his Mther insisted on calling him He hated how grimand terrifyingthings
were outside. To avoid panic he closed his eyes and hunmed--out here, he could
do both--trying to simulate the peaceful humof the Ofice.

But there is no substitute for the real thing, and Ken didn't relax untilthe
week restarted, and he was back inside. He |oved the soft electron buzz ofthe
search engi nes, the busy stream ng icons, the dull butter shine of

t heCorridors, the shimering Wndows with their rel axi ng scenes of

t heexvironnent. He loved his life and he | oved his work.

That was the week he net Mary; or rather, she nmet him

Ken678 had just retrieved a Fol der of docunents from Search and was taki ngt hem
to Print. He could see by the blur of icons ahead that there was going tobe a

| ong queue at the Bus |eaving Comercial, so he paused in the
Corridor;waitstates were encouraged in high traffic zones.

He opened a Wndow by resting his Folder on the sill. There was no air

of course, but there was a nice view. The scene was the sane in every W ndow
inMcroserf OFfice 6.9: cobbl estones and qui et cafes and chestnut trees

i nbl ossom April in Paris.

Ken heard a voice. <Beautiful isn't it?>

<What ?> he said, confused. Two icons couldn't open the sane W ndow, and yet
there she was beside him Red fingernails and all

<April in Paris> she said.
<l know. But how- >

<A little trick | learned> She pointed to her Folder, stacked ontop of his,
flush right.



<-did you do that?> he finished because it was in his buffer. Shehad the Mary
face, which it so happened was his favorite. And the redfingernails of
cour se.

<When they are flush right the Wndow reads us as one icon> shesaid.
<Probably reads only the right edge> Ken said. <Neat>

<Nane's Mary> she said. <Mary97>

<Ken678>

<You sl owed when you passed ne | ast week, Ken. Neat trick too. Ifigure that
made you al nbst worth an intro. Mst of the workaholics here inCity Hall are
pretty unsoci abl e>

Ken showed her his Folder trick even though she seened to know it already. <How
| ong you been at City?> he asked.

<Too | ong>
<How cone | never saw you before?>

<Maybe you saw ne but didn't notice ne> she said. She held up ahand with red
fingernails. <l didn't always have these>

<Where' d you get then?>

<It's a secret>

<They're pretty neat> Ken said.

<Is that pretty or neat?>

<Bot h>

<Are you flirting with ne?> she asked, snmiling that Marysnile

Ken tried to think of an answer, but he was too slow Her Fol der wasblinking,
a waitstate interrupt, and she was gone.

A few cycles later in the week he saw her again, paused at an open Wndow n
the Corridor between Copy and Verify. He slid his folder over hers,
flushright, and he was standi ng beside her, looking out into April in Paris.

<You |l earn fast> she said.

<l have a good teacher> he said. Then he said what he had beenrehearsing over
and over: <And what if | was?>
<Waswhat ?>

<Flirting>

<That woul d be OK> she said, smling the Mary smle. Ken678 wi shedfor the
first time that the Ken face had a snile. H's Folder was flickeringbut he
didn't want to | eave yet. <How | ong have you been at City?> heasked again.

<Forever> she said. She was exaggerating, of course, but in a senseit was
true. She told Ken she had been at City Hall when Mcroserf Ofice 6.9was
installed. <Before Ofice, records were stored in a basenent, in netal drawers,
accessed by hand. | helped put it all disk. Data entry, it wascalled>



<Entry?>

<This was before the neural interface. W sat outside andreached in through a
Keyboard and | ooked in through a sort of w ndow called aMbnitor. There was
nobody in the O fice. Just pictures of files andstuff. There was no April in

Paris, of course. It was added |l ater to preventcl austrophobi a>

Ken678 cal culated in his head. How old did that nmake Mary--Fifty-five?Sixty?
It didn't matter of course. Al icons are young, and all fenales arebeautiful

Ken had never had a friend before, in or out of the Ofice. Much |l ess agirl
friend. He found hinmself hurrying his Calls and Tasks so that he coul dcruise
the Corridors |ooking for Mary97. He could usually find her at an openW ndow
gazing at the cobblestones and the little cafes, the bl ossom ng chestnuttrees.
Mary loved April in Paris. <lt's so romantic there> she said.<Can't you just

i magi ne yourself wal ki ng down the boul evard?>

<l guess> Ken said. But in fact he couldn't. He didn't |ike toinagine things.

He preferred real life, or at least Mcroserf Ofice 6.9. Heloved standing at
t he W ndow beside her, listening to her soft Mary voice,answering in his deep
Ken voi ce.

<How di d you get here?> she asked. Ken told her he had been hiredas a tenp,
transporting scanned-in mdcentury docunents up the | ong stairwayfrom Archives
to Active.

<My nanme wasn't Ken then, of course> he said. <Al the tenp iconswore gray,
mal e and female alike. W were neural interfaced through hel netsinstead of
earrings. None of the regular O fice workers spoke to us, or evennoticed us.
We worked 14, 15 cycl e days. >

<And you loved it> Mary said.

<I loved it> Ken admtted. <l had found what | was |ooking for.|l |oved being
i nside> And he told her how wonderful and strange it hadfelt, at first, to be
an icon, to see hinself as he wal ked around, as if hewere both inside and

out side his own body.

<Of course it seems normal now> he said.
<It is> Mary said. And she sniled that Mary snile.

Several weeks passed before Ken got up the courage to make what he thought of
as "his nove."

They were at the W ndow where he had first spoken with her, in theCorridor
bet ween Copy and Verify. Her hand was resting on the sill, redfingernails
shi mering, and he put his hand exactly over it. Even though hecoul dn't
actually feel it, it felt good.

He was afraid she would nove her hand but instead she snmiled that Marysnile
and said <l thought you were never going to do that>

<|'ve been wanting to ever since | first saw you> he said.

She moved her fingers under his. It alnpost tingled. <Want to see what nakes
them red?>

<You nean your secret?>

<It'll be our secret. You know the Browser between Deeds and Taxes?Meet ne



there in three cycl es>

The Browser was a circular connector with no Wndows. Ken net Mary at Sel ect
Al'l and followed her toward Insert, where the doors got snaller andcl oser
t oget her.

<Ever hear of an Easter Egg?> she asked.

<Sure> Ken said. <A progranmer's surprise hidden in the software. An

unaut hori zed subroutine that's not in the nanual. Sometines hunorous oreven
obscene. Easter Eggs are routinely->

<You're just repeating what you learned in Oientati on> Marysaid.

<-found and cleared fromcomercial software by background debuggersand
optim zers> Ken finished because it was already in his buffer

<But that's OK> she said. <Here we are>

Mary97 led himinto a small w ndow ess room There was nothing in it buta
tiny, heart-shaped table.

<This room was erased but never overwitten> Mary said. <TheOptim zer nust
have mssed it. That's why the Easter Egg is still here. Idiscovered it by
acci dent >

On the table were three playing cards. Two were face down and one wasface up
the ten of dianonds.

<Ready?> Wthout waiting for Ken's answer, Mary turned the ten ofdi anonds face
down. Her fingernails were no |onger red.

<Now you try it> she said
Ken backed away.

<Don't get nervous. This card doesn't do anything, just changes theQption. Go
ahead! >

Rel uctantly, Ken turned the ten of dianonds up. Mary's fingernails werered
agai n. Not hing happened to his own.

<That first card just works for girls> Mary said

<Neat > Ken said, relaxing a little

<There's nore> Mary sai d. <Ready?>

<l guess>

Mary turned up the second card. It was the queen of hearts. As soon asshe

turned it up, Ken heard a clippity clop. A Wndow opened in thew ndow ess
room

In the Wndow it was April in Paris.

Ken saw a gray horse coming strai ght dowmn the center of the Boul evard. Itwore
no harness but its tail and mane were bobbed. Its enornobus red peni s wasal nost
draggi ng the cobbl est ones.

<See the horse> Mary97 said. She was standi ng besi de Ken at theW ndow. Her
convex white bl ouse and orange and blue tie both were gone. Shewas wearing a



red | ace brassiere. The sheer cups were full. The narrow strapswere taut. The
tops of her plunp breasts were round and bright as noons.

Ken678 couldn't nove or speak. It was terrifying and wonderful at thesane
time. Mary's hands were behi nd her back, unfastening her brassiere. There! But
just as the cups started to fall away fromher breasts, a whistleblew

The horse had stopped in the middle of the boul evard. A gendarmewas running
toward it, waving a stick.

The W ndow cl osed. Mary97 was standing at the table, wearing her convexwhite
bl ouse and bl ue and orange tie again. Only the ten of di anmonds was faceup

<You turned the card down too soon> Ken said. He had wanted to seeher nipples.

<The queen turns herself down> Mary said. <An Easter Egg is acl osed al gorithm
Runs itself once it gets started. Did you like it? Anddon't say you guess>

She sniled that Mary smile and Ken tried to think of what to say. Butboth
their folders were blinking, waitstate interrupts, and she wasgone.

Ken found her a couple cycles later at their usual neeting place, at theopen
W ndow i n the Corridor between Copy and Verify.

<Like it?> he said. <l love it>

<Are you flirting with nme?> Mary97 asked.

<What if | am> he said, and the faniliar words were al nost as goodas a snile
<Then cone with me>

Ken678 foll omed Mary97 to the Browser twi ce nore that week. Each tine wasthe
same; each time was perfect. As soon as Mary turned over the queen of hearts,
Ken heard a clippity clop. A Wndow opened in the w ndow essroom and there was
t he horse conming down the Boul evard, its enornous penisal nost dragging the
cobbl estones. Mary97's ripe round perfect breasts werespilling over the top of
her red | ace brassiere as she said <See thehorse> and reached behi nd her back
unf ast eni ng- -

Unf ast ening her bra! And just as her cups started to fall away, just asKen678
was about to see her nipples, a gendarne's whistle blew andVary97 was weari ng
the white bl ouse again, the blue and orange tie. The wi ndowwas cl osed, the
gueen of hearts face down.

<The only problemw th Easter Eggs> Mary said <is that they areal ways the
sane. \Woever designed this one had a case of arresteddevel opnent >

<lI like always the sanme> Ken repli ed.

As he left for the weekend, Ken678 scanned the crowd of office regularsfiling
down the long steps of City Hall. Wich woman was Mary97? There was, of course
no way of knowi ng. They were all ages, all nationalities, but theyall | ooked
the sane with their blank stares, neural interface gold earrings,and nmesh
marks fromtheir net gloves

The weekend seened to | ast forever. As soon as the week restarted, Kenraced
through his Calls and Tasks, then cruised the Corridors until he foundMary, at
"their' spot, the open Wndow between Copy and Verify.

<Isn't it romantic> she said, |looking out into April in Paris.



<l guess> said Ken, inpatiently. He was thinking of her handsbehi nd her back
unf ast eni ng.

<What could be nore romantic> she asked, and he could tell she wasteasing.
<A red brassiere> he said.
<Then conme with nme> she said.

They nmet in the Browser three times that week. Three tines Ken678 heardt he
horse, three times he watched the red | ace brassiere falling away,
fallingaway. That week was the cl osest to happi ness he woul d ever cone.

<Do you ever wonder what's under the third card?> Mary97 asked. They were
standi ng at the W ndow between Copy and Verify. A new week hadbarely
restarted. In April in Paris the chestnuts were in bl ossom above

t hecobbl est ones. The cafes were enpty. A few stick figures in the distance
weregetting in and out of carriages.

<| guess> Ken678 said, though it wasn't true. He didn't |ike towonder.
<Me too> said Mary.

When they met a few cycles later in the wi ndow ess room off the Browser, Mary
put her red-fingernailed hand on the third card and said <There's oneway to
find out>

Ken didn't answer. He felt a sudden chill.

<W¢ both have to do it> she said. <You turn up the queen and I'llturn up the
third card. Ready?>

<l guess> Ken said, though it was a lie.

The third card was the ace of spades. As soon as it turned up, Ken
knewsonet hi ng was wr ong.

Sonething felt different.
It was the cobbl estones, under his feet.

It was April in Paris and Ken678 was wal ki ng down the boul evard. Mary97was
besi de him She was wearing a | ow cut sl eevel ess peasant bl ouse and a | ongful
skirt.

Ken was terrified. Wiere was the W ndow? Where was the w ndow ess roonf?<Where
are we?> he asked.

<W are in April in Paris> Mary said. <Inside theexvironment! Isn't it
exciting?>

Ken tried to stop wal king but he couldn't. <l think we're stuck> hesaid. He
tried to close his eyes to avoid panic, but he couldn't.

Mary just smiled the Mary smile and they wal ked al ong the boul evard, underthe
bl ossom ng chestnut trees. They passed a cafe, they turned a corner

t heypassed another cafe, turned another corner. It was always the sane. The
sanetrees, the sanme cafes, the sane cobbl estones. The carriages and stick
figuresin the distance never got any closer

<Isn't it romantic?> Mary said. <And don't say you guess>



She | ooked di fferent sonehow. Maybe it was the outfit. Her peasantbl ouse was
cut very low. Ken tried to | ook down it but he couldn't.

They passed another cafe. This tine Mary97 turned in, and Ken wassitting
across fromher at a snall sidewal k table.

<Voi l al > she said. <This Easter Egg is nore interactive. Youjust have to | ook

for new ways to do things> She was still smiling thatMary smile. The table was
heart-shaped, like the table in the wi ndow ess room Ken | eaned across it but
he still couldn't see down her bl ouse.

<Isn't it romantic!> Mary said. <wWhy don't you | et meorder?>

<It's time to head back> Ken said. <I'l| bet our Folders->

<Don't be silly> Mary said, opening the nenu

<-are blinking like crazy> he finished because it was already in hisbuffer

A waiter appeared. He wore a white shirt and black pants. Ken tried tol ook at
his face but he didn't exactly have one. There were only three itenson the
nenu:

VALK
ROOM
HOVE

Mary pointed at ROOM and before she had closed the nenu they were in

awedge- shaped attic roomw th French doors, sitting on the edge of a |ow
bed. Now Ken coul d see down Mary97's blouse. In fact he could see his two
handsreach out and pulled it down, uncovering her two plunp, perfect breasts.
Her ni ppl es were as big and as brown as cookies. Through the French doors
Kencoul d see the Eiffel Tower and the boul evard.

<Mary> he said as she helped himpull up her skirt. Smling thatMary smile

she lay back with her bl ouse and skirt both bunched around herwai st. Ken heard
a famliar clippity-clop fromthe boul evard bel ow asMary spread her pl unp,
perfect thighs w de.

<April in Paris> she said. Her red-tipped fingers pulled her littleFrench
underpants to one side and

He ki ssed her sweet nouth. <Mary!> he said.

Her red-tipped fingers pulled her little French underpants to one sideand
He ki ssed her sweet red nouth. <Mary!> he said.

Her red-tipped fingers pulled her little French underpants to one si deand
He ki ssed her sweet red cookie mouth. <Mary!> he said.

A gendarnes's whistle blew and they were back at the sidewal k cafe. The nenu
was closed on the heart-shaped table. <Did you |ike that?> Maryasked. <And
don't say you guess>

<Like it? | loved it> Ken said. <But shouldn't we headback?>

<Back?> Mary shrugged. Ken didn't know she could shrug. She washol ding a gl ass
of green liquid.



Ken opened the nmenu and the facel ess waiter appeared.

There were only three itens on the nenu. Before Mary could point, Kenpointed
at HOVE, and the table and the waiter were gone. He and Mary97 were inthe

wi ndowl ess room and all the cards were face down except for the ten

of di amonds.

<Why do you want to spoil everything> Mary said.

<I don't-> Ken started, but he never got to finish. H s Fol der wasblinking
insistently, waitstate interrupt, and he was gone.

<It was romanti c> Ken678 insisted a few cycles later, when hejoined Mary97 in

their usual spot, at the Wndow in the Corridor between Copyand Verify. <And
| did love it>

<Then why were you SO nervous?>
<Was | nervous?>
She sniled that Mary snile.

<Because | just get nervous> Ken said. <Because April in Parisis not really
part of Mcroserf Ofice 6.9>

<Sure it is. It's the exvironnent.>
<It's just wallpaper. We're not supposed to be in there>

<It's an Easter Egg> Mary97 said. <W're not supposed to behaving an office
romance, either>

<An office romance> Ken said. <Is that what we're having?>
<Conme with ne and 1'll show you> Mary said, and he did. And shedid.

And he did and she did and they did. He nmet her three tinmes that week andthree
times the next week, every spare nonent it seened. The cobbl est ones andt he
cafes still nade Ken678 nervous but he | oved t he wedge-shaped attic room He

| oved Mary's nipples as brown and as big as cookies; |oved her blouse andskirt
bunched around her wai st as she lay on her back with her plunp, perfectthighs
spread wi de; loved the clippity clop and her red-tipped fingersand her little
French underpants pulled to one side; |oved her

It was, after all, a love affair.

The probl em was, Mary97 never wanted to come back to Mcroserf Ofice

6.9. After the wedge-shaped room she wanted to wal k on the boul evard under

t hebl ossomi ng chestnut trees, or sit in the cafe watching the stick figures
get inand out of carriages in the distance.

<Isn't it romantic?> she would say, swirling the green liquid in herglass.

<Tine to head back> Ken would say. <I'll bet our Folders areblinking |ike
crazy>

<You al ways say that> Mary woul d al ways say.

Ken678 had al ways hated weekends because he mi ssed the warm el ectron buzzof

M croserf O fice; but now he mssed it during the week as well. If hewanted to
be with Mary97 (and he did, he did!) it neant April in Paris. Kenm ssed
"their' Wndow in the Corridor between Copy and Verify. He m ssed thebusy



streamng i cons and the Folders bulging with files and blinking with Call sand
Tasks. He missed the red brassiere.

<What happens-> Ken asked | ate one week <-if we just turn overthe queen?>
He was just turning over the queen

<Not hi ng happens> Mary answered. <Nothing but the redbrassiere>

She was al ready turning over the ace.

<W need to tal k> Ken678 said finally. It was April in Paris, asusual. He was
wal ki ng with Mary97 al ong the boul evard, under the bl ossom ngchestnut trees.

<What about ?> she asked. She turned a corner, then another

<Thi ngs> he sai d.

<Isn't it romantic?> she said as she turned into a cafe.

<I guess> he said. <But->

<l hate it when you say that> Mary said.

<-1 mss the Ofice> Ken finished because it was already in hisbuffer

Mary97 shrugged. <To each his own> She swirled the green liquid inher glass.
It was thick as syrup; it clung to the sides of the glass. Ken hadthe feeling
she was | ooking through himinstead of at him He tried to seedown her peasant
bl ouse but couldn't.

<l thought you wanted to talk> Mary said, swirling the green liquidin her
gl ass.

<I did. W& did> Ken said. He reached for the nenu.
Mary pulled it away. <I'mnot in the nood>

<We shoul d be getting back then> Ken said. <I'l|l bet our Fol dersare blinking
like crazy>

Mary shrugged. <Go ahead> she said.
<What ?>
<You nmiss the Ofice. | don't. I'"'mgoing to stay here>

<Here?> Ken tried to | ook around. He could only | ook in onedirection, toward
t he boul evard.

<Why not> Mary said. <Who's going to m ss ne there?> Shetook another drink of
the green liquid and opened the nmenu. Ken was confused. Had she been dri nki ng
it all along?

And why were there four itenms on the nenu?
<Me?> Ken suggest ed.
But the waiter had al ready appeared; he, at |east, was still thesane.

<Go ahead, go for it> Mary said, and Ken pointed at HOVE. Mary waspoi nting at
the new item STAY.



That weekend was the |ongest of Ken678' s life. As soon as the weekrestarted,
he hurried to the Corridor between Copy and Verify, hoping agai nsthope. But
there was no W ndow open and of course no Mary97.

He | ooked for her between Calls and Tasks, checking every queue,
everyCorridor. Finally, toward the nmddle of the week, he went to the
wi ndowl essroom of f the Browser by hinself, for the first tine.

Mary97's Fol der was gone. The cards on the tiny heart-shaped table wereal
face down, except for the ten of dianonds.

He turned up the queen of hearts, but nothing happened. He wasn'tsurprised.

He turned up the ace of spades and felt the cobbl estones under his feet.It was
April in Paris. The chestnuts were in bl ossom but Ken678 felt no joy.Only a
sort of thick sorrow.

He turned in at the first cafe and there she was, sitting at theheart-shaped
t abl e.

<Look who's here> she said.

<Your Fol der is gone> Ken said. <It was in the roomwhen | gotback, blinking
i ke crazy. but that was before the weekend. Now it'sgone>

Mary shrugged. <I'm not going back there anyway>
<What happened to us?> Ken asked.

<Not hi ng happened to us> Mary sai d. <Sonethi ng happened to nme. Renenber when
you found what you were |ooking for? Well, | found what | wasl ooking for.
like it here>

Mary pushed the glass of green liquid toward him <You could like ithere too>
she said.

Ken didn't answer. He was afraid if he did he would start to cry, eventhough
Kens can't cry.

<But it's OK> Mary97 said. She even sniled her Mary snile. Shetook another
drink and opened the nenu. The waiter appeared, and she pointedto ROOM and
Ken knew sonmehow that this was to be the last tine.

In the wedge-shaped attic room he could see down Mary's bl ouse perfectly. Then
hi s hands were cuppi ng her plunp, perfect breasts for the |ast tine. Through
the French doors he could see the Eiffel Tower and the boul evard. <Mary! > he
said and she lay back with her blouse and skirt both bunchedaround her wai st
and he knew sonmehow it was the last tinme. He heard a faniliarclippity-clop
fromthe boul evard as she spread her perfect thighs andsaid <April in Paris!>
Her red-tipped fingers pulled her little Frenchunderpants to one side and Ken
knew sonmehow it was the last tine.

He ki ssed her sweet red cookie nmouth. <Mary!> he said and shepulled her little
French underpants to one side and he knew sonehow it was thelast tine.

<Mary! > he said.
It was the |ast tine.

A gendarmes's whistle blew and they were back at the sidewal k cafe. The nenu
was closed on the heart-shaped table. <Are you flirting withme?> Mary asked.



<What a sad joke she is maki ng> Ken678 thought. He tried to sm | eeven though
Kens can't smle.

<You're supposed to answer, what if |I an?> Mary said. She tookanother drink of
the green liquid. She swirled it jauntily. No matter howruch she drank there
was al ways plenty left.

<Tine to head back> Ken said. <My folder will be blinking |ikecrazy>

<l understand. It's OK Conme and see me sonetinme> she said.<And don't say |
guess>

Ken678 nodded even though Kens can't nod. It was nore |ike a stiff bow Mary97
opened the nmenu. The waiter came and Ken pointed to HOVE

Ken678 spent the next week, the next two, working like crazy. He was all over
Mcroserf Ofice. As soon as his Folder blinked he was off, on Call, double and
triple Tasking, burning up the Corridors. He avoi ded the Corri dorbetween Copy
and Verify, though, just as he avoided the Browser.

He al nost paused at an open Wndow once. But he didn't. He didn't want tol ook
at April in Paris. It was too |lonely wi thout Mry.

Two, four weeks passed before Ken678 went back to the wi ndow ess roominthe
Browser. He dreaded seeing the cards on the heart-shaped table. But thecards
were gone. Even the table was gone. Ken saw the scuff nmarks along thewall, and
he realized the Optim zer had been through. The room had been erasedagai n, and
was being overwitten.

When he left the room he was no |l onger |onely. He was accomnpani ed by agreat
sorrow.

The next week he went by the roomagain and found it filled w th enptyFol ders.
Per haps one of themwas Mary97's. Now t hat the Easter Egg was gone, Ken678 no

| onger felt guilty about not going to see Mary97. He was free tolove M croserf
Ofice 6.9 again; free to enjoy the soft electron buzz, the busystreaning
icons and the | ong, silent queues.

But at |east once a week he stops by the Corridor between Copy and Verifyand
opens the Wndow. You might find himthere even now, |ooking out intoApril in
Paris. The chestnuts are in blossom the cobbl estones shine, thecarriages are
letting stick figures off in the distance. The cafes are alnostenpty. A |one
figure sits at a tiny table, a figure that might be her.

They say you never get over your first love. <Then Mary97 nust havebeen ny
first love> Ken678 likes to think. He has no interest in gettingover her. He
loves to remenber her red fingernails, her soft Mary voice andMvary smle, her
ni pples as big and as brown as cookies, her little Frenchunderpants pulled to
one si de.

The figure in the cafe nust be Mary97. Ken678 hopes so. He hopes she isOK in
April in Paris. He hopes she is as happy as she once made, is still naking,
him He hopes she is as sad.

But | ook: his Folder is blinking Iike crazy, an waitstate interrupt, andit's
time to go.

the end



