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“S

teve! Steve!’
Steve popped
his head above the
partition wall, in
response to the terse
whisper. This was a development.
Lauren, his co-worker of some six
weeks, kept herself to herself and
rarely spoke unless spoken to. When
she did it was with a brief nod or, at
best, a curt ‘hi.’ Indeed this was the
first time he could remember her
saying his name out loud.
‘Yo! How can Stevo help you, Lauls?’
Immediately he regretted the ‘Yo.’
Also, referring to himself in the third
person. Also calling himself Stevo.
Come to think of it, the ‘Lauls’
wasn’t too clever either. That was the
problem with spontaneous greetings.
Still, Lauren didn’t seem to notice. She
looked anxious, distracted. Her pretty
elfin face, framed by that elegant
brown bob, looked pale; and her grey
eyes were frowning.
‘Can you come round a minute?’
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‘Sure, Laul… Lauren.’
He scooted round the row of desks
to her seat. Lauren looked strained.
Her hands were placed, unmoving, on
her PC keyboard. He looked at her,
smiling, waiting for her to explain the
problem.
‘Whassup..?’ (Again he, thought, he
should have reconsidered that).
‘I… I can’t move my hands.’
She pulled her hands up and the
keyboard lifted up with them.
‘You’re stuck?’
‘Yes. That’s what I said!’
‘How long?’
‘About ten minutes. I was just
opening an email and there was this
weird… spark… And now… this.’
Steve reached out towards the
keyboard.
‘Watch…’ Lauren sounded alarmed.
‘It’s okay, I’m just…’

His hand grazed hers. There was a
faint sizzle, like an electric spark. And
his hand stuck fast to hers.
‘Woah…’ he said. He tried to pull
his hand away. But it just jerked her
hand, and, with that, the keyboard,
which clattered on the desk.
‘Oh no…’ she whispered.
‘Sorry.’ He stretched the fingers on
his hand. It felt weird. It didn’t feel
glued. More like it was just part of her
hand.
He looked up. There were now
some curious glances coming their
way. People were coming over.
‘You’ve made things worse.’ said
Lauren.
‘I didn’t mean... uh crap. Here’s
Gordy.’
Gordon Patterson had waddled
over and now peered with some
hostility at them. Gordon was their
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