It was futile to even try to stop the yawns, but John did not want to admit it, even to himself; boredom had come to him while surfing the net. Everything on the net seemed a dull gray to its usual jade and lilac colour. 

Sighing, he scrolled down his all read emails inbox. An all capitalized letters subject line caught his eyes. Reading it made him chuckle for a tad of time. ‘WARNING! NEW VIRUS!’ it stated. A warning for a real computer virus, it was not. A friend had sent it to him as an obvious practical joke.

Like a downloading file on a computer with a fast modem, a blessed idea came to mind on how to put the boredom in the trash folder. After logging off his current email name, he logged in as different name, one not known by any of his friends who he needed a computer to talk with.  As the time on the bottom of the screen noiselessly changed, he typed away, filling the writing area in the opened Write Mail window, until he smiled and pressed the bottom that sent the letter to his best real-life friend, Mike.

Waiting for the massage Mike would send, he prowled around the kitchen. Once finished putting together a measly three-stories, deli sandwich, he plopped on to the living room couch, grabbed the remote, and fiddled it until the channel appeared that his mother would never come upon, (at least, he, his dad, and his friends hoped). 

After the so ‘educational’ show stopped, he went back to the computer. One new massage greeted him when he logged back on to his known by real-life friends account. Reading it made him chuckle like a truly drunken man after a good joke. 

Going back to his Inbox, he noticed two new massages. One massage was a forwarded massage from Mike and the other was from an unrecognized sender with the subject line ‘FREE STUFF’. After opening up the one from Mike, he read this massage: 

>>>Warning causal and experienced users alike. A deadly computer virus has appeared >>>and bring down systems all over the globe. If you receive an email with the subject >>>line ‘FREE STUFF’, delete it right then. The email contains the free stuff virus.

>>>

>>>Geoffrey Begirl, Internet virus detector

Groaning, John slopped into his chair. Mike must have figured out his joke; ‘Why else would he send him a email that looked exactly like the one he had sent, but change the name on the bottom from Johnson to Begirl’ John thought. He brightened up when he figured that the next massage must have been made by Mike and would contain something funny. 

He opened it and all went black. He first stared, then curse, and finally beat the computer, but it did not turn back on with the press of the start bottom. Worried and angry, he called Mike. 

“Yeah,” drawled a voice.

“Mike?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Who was the email you sent me from?”

“Begirl@FBI.org.”

“Not Johnson@FBI.org.”

“Yeah.” With Mike’s answer, John spilled his tail into the phone.

“Let me get this straight, you correctly guessed a new virus when playing a joke on me.”

“Yep, that about sums it up. Do you advise on what I should do now.”

“The best advice I can give you is to jokingly tell me tomorrow’s lotto numbers.” 

