An interesting story about life and technology – by Claude King. 6th August 2007
Julian and Mary had met a few months ago. Swept away by all the wrong things (she had bigger tits than Doggy Parton, he had better abs than Miss Universe, etc.), they fell madly in love. Hardly 2 weeks went by, Julian bought a house and the two decided to move in with each other. Mary in turn, bought Julian the latest computer-phone, a Nokia N80.
Things went grand. They turned each other on so wildly, that they were fucking each other at least 3 times per day, in every conceivable way, in every conceivable place all over the house, and over the phone. Julian even went to her place of work one lunch-time, and had her on the floor, under her office desk. (lucky for them the boss was doing the same thing to his secretary in his office that day, otherwise he would’ve seen them – the boss likes to sneak around employees’ desks while they’re out to lunch!)
Then one Sunday morning, Julian was dressing, and looked on his nightstand for his watch. He could’nt find it. He shouted out to Mary in the kitchen, asking her if she knew what happened to it. She replied she must have moved it when she was cleaning the room. He asked her where it was now…” I can’t remember darling…” she replied. He became a bit annoyed, as he wondered why on earth she would have a need to remove his watch from it’s regular place. Being a person to whom time is of utmost importance, he felt incomplete without his watch. A few days later however, he found it in some inexplicable place.
On another occasion, she called him to say something urgent had come up at work (we hope it was not the boss’s dick!) and that she would be unexpectedly detained. “What time will you be home, because you know I have to fetch John Block from the airport, and I can’t leave the house alone because of the valuable items we have. (An explanetary note: They live in South Africa, a place where crime is rife, and the government has neither the backbone, desire or necessary qualifications to do anything about it. In this country, you don’t leave your house unoccupied, unless you really have no choice.)
“I’ll be home in time darling… by 8pm” she proclaimed. “OK, that should be fine” he replied.
8 pm came and went, but no sign of Mary. It was now pushing 9pm, and if Mary did not arrive soon, Julian was not going to be able to fetch John Block from the airport. As if this was not enough worry all by itself, he now started worrying about the possibility that Mary could’ve been hijacked and shot dead (yes, this is what normal citizens experience on a daily basis in South Africa.) 
Well, Mary did arrive home, but not until 10:30pm, pretty drunk, by which time it was too late to fetch John Block. Furthermore, John Block had never been to South Africa, and he spilled his drink over his notebook in the plane when they hit bad turbulence, smudging out Julian’s contact numbers. 

So there was John Block, standing at the Oliver Tambo airport, Johannesburg, lost, looking like a tourist whose got “Fuck me, bend me anyway you want me” written all over him, when we all know it was’nt him, but someone else who wrote that song!!

A smooth operator came up to him offering the best taxi service in the world, friendly as hell. Of course, who could blame John Block; afterall, he was now desperately in need, so he accepted.
The unsuspecting and trusting John Block was taken to a house in Soweto where he was robbed of every item he owned (I mean, everything). He was beaten to within an inch of his life, then thrown naked, onto the Soweto highway, left for dead. He was found by a good Samaritan (yes, we have millions of them in South Africa) who arranged for him to be hospitalised. This fortunate act allowed him to survive his ordeal. The same can not be said about his and Julian’s relationship. The severing of their relationship also brought with it the loss of a multi-million-Rand deal for Julian.

Julian could not get this fiasco out of his mind. Over and over again, he would ask Mary the same question: “Why did you not arrive home by the time you promised you would?” and over and over again, he would get varying answers, all of which were unsatisfactory in the extreme. This episode left an indelible, undesirable mark on their relationship.
On another occasion, Julian asked Mary if it would be convenient for her to deposit a big sum of money into his bank account, because it was the end of the month, and debit orders would have to be honoured. (He could not do it because of other commitments.) She agreed. But on her way to the bank, she unexpectedly ran into Jane, an old, long lost friend, and they started excitedly yacking away. They landed up going for an extended lunch, because there was just so much catching up to do. Because of this, Mary missed the bank. The debit orders came in, were returned unpaid, causing a black mark on Julian’s good credit-rating, and Mary got hi-jacked on her way home, losing not only her car, but Julian’s R15,000 deposit, as well as her cell phone, and almost her life. This episode increased the size of the black mark on their relationship, not only because of the loss of his money, but also because in a dangerous country like South Africa, there are certain basic security rules which should be observed, if you want to stay safe. On this day, Mary broke all of those rules, with the expected end result.
One day Julian was at someone’s office doing computer maintenance. A friend who knew where he would be, called him there, on their land-line. The friend immediately asked Julian why his cell phone was off. He pulled the cell phone (theNokia N80 Mary gave him) from his pocked, checked it, said to his friend: “What are you talking about… it is on!” His friend maintained it is not reachable. So Julian asked someone in the office to call him. They did, and although his phone was on, it was not reachable. Julian fumed, remembering that the phone did this once before, and at that time he switched it off and re-booted. He did this now, then everything was fine again. But Julian found himself thinking “What if this was an emergency, and the one trying to contact him did not know he was at this office?”. The thought was not a pleasant one.

It’s a Sunday-morning, Julian has nothing to do, so he decides that he is going to try one more time to get his phone hooked up into his wireless home network. After hours of failure, he asks himself: “Why can I not get this phone to operate on my wireless network… after all, I am a computer expert???” The only conclusion he could come to was that the phone was not capable of this function, despite the manufacturer claiming it is.

It’s a Saturday, and Julian received a cry for help from his dad; his dad got a new phone (co-incidentally a Nokia as well) and needed to change the new sim-card’s PIN to his existing PIN, and did’nt know how to. Since Julian was more familiar with his own phone, he removed his dad’s sim and placed it in his own phone, then changed the PIN code. All done, Julian placed his own sim-card back into his phone. Since then, every time he switches his phone on, he has to enter the correct time, because the phone resets the time. 

As the months went by, Mary just annoyed Julian more and more with all the silly, irresponsible, stupid and undesirable things she did. On the other side, his phone was causing the same level of annoyance, by it’s badly designed software system and performance. A particularly annoying thing for him was the fact that Nokia had already released 3 software updates since he got his phone, yet it never struck the designers that the interface font was way too small for any normal eye-sight capability. Worse was the fact that this was a mini computer gadget… why then could the size of the interface font not be user-definable? His answer: because Nokia has some of the world’s worst phone designers. His logical next question was: “Why then, are they the world’s top selling phones?”. His answer: because the masses are as stupid as sheep… they will follow fashion and trends, whether it is to their detriment or not.
He cites an example: the Apple iPhone: here we have a phone costing the earth, released today, with yesterday’s network technology… GPRS, when the rest of the competition is already on HSDPA and HSUPA. Yet the gullibles did not only flock to buy this phone, they slept in the street the night before, to be first in line the next day (the day of launch.) My god, what has this world come to… that people can be led to believe that an original Rolls Royce is a good buy at $50,000,000 when there is another version available in Japan, better than the original, for $1,000,000? He says to himself, that he would like to put an idea out there in the world, that the masses with the same interest/problem, should get together enmasse, and launch class actions against the likes of Nokia and others like them, for blatant lying, false claims and non-performance of their products. This way, they will go about their designs more diligently and refrain from selling us a bunch of lies. Because after all, what do you do when you discover your network provider sold you a fucked up phone? Just go in and give it back? See how far you get on that! In today’s world, you’re stuck with that phone, unless you’re prepared to sell it on the second-hand market, at a huge loss.
One week previously, Julian found himself rummaging through a kitchen cupboard in search of something to eat. (Mary, his resident expert cook, was out, and the closest he has ever come to cooking was when he tried to cook a recipe, and inadvertently burned the water.) He was amazed to see the disarray in the food cupboard: multiple cans of the same item were in many different places in the cupboard, some items were upside-down, bigger items were stashed in front of smaller items thus obscuring the smaller items, and he even found empty packages in there. His belief is that when an item has been exhausted (leaving an empty packet/container), throw the fucking thing away!!!
So, in frustration and annoyance, he systematically repacked the cupboard. When he was done, he stood back, admiring his work. “Now that is how a grocery-cupboard should look!”. Very pleased with himself, he selected his quick dish, closed the cupboard and proceeded to prepare his ready-made meal.

It’s a Saturday once again, and so too is Julian’s resident cook (and lover) Mary, away at friends. Julian goes to the favourite cupboard containing all the quick-food goodies. He opens it, and “for fuck’s sake…! The fucking cupboard is all upside down again!!! This woman has to be mental!!! Does she not appreciate order in her life??!!? He leaves the cupboard door open and immediately storms off to their bedroom, where he proceeds to pack all Mary’s clothes and belongings. Mary arrives home just as he has finished. Closing the security-gate , she sticks the security-gate key into the lock to lock after her. John rushes forward, grabs the keys out of her hands, exclaiming: “No need for that!!”
Mary looks totally bewildered: “What’s going on, darling?”

Julian: “What’s going on is that I am no more the fuck your darling!!!”

Mary is frozen in the spot, dazed at his reactions and reply, while he rushes into the bedroom and returns with her cases, throwing them out the door. After the last case flies out, he takes hold of Mary and pushes her out the door then locks the security-gate. 

Mary, now having found her breath again: “Why are you doing this, what has come over you?”

John replies: “Since I’ve met you, I have had nothing but irritation, unreliability, disorganisation and acts of pure stupidity from you. You have caused me far more grief than joy!!”
The way that Julian said those words, knocked Mary’s breath out all over again, resigning herself to the fact that nothing she could say now, would change his mind or his reasoning or his mood. She turns and heads for her car.

Julian, still mad as a hungry lion, stares after her, breathing fire. Just as she opens her car-door, he reaches into his pocket, pulls out his Nokia N80 phone. “And here…! Take this piece of shit with you…! You belong together because you are so fucking alike!!” He hurls the phone after her… it smashes down neatly onto the car-floor.
