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MAROONED 
 An ambitious yuppie finally decided to take a vacation on a Caribbean cruise and had 
the time of his life ... till the boat sank. He was swept up on the shore of an island with no other 
people, no supplies, nothing. Only bananas and coconuts! After about four months, he's lying 
on the beach when the most gorgeous woman rows up. In disbelief, he asks her: "Where’d you 
come from?" 
 "The other side of the island. I landed several months ago when my cruise ship sank." 
 "Amazing," he says, "You were really lucky to have a rowboat wash up with you." 
 "Oh, this?" replies the woman. "I made the boat out of raw materials on the island: the 
oars from gum tree branches, the bottom from palm branches; and the sides and stern were a 
eucalyptus tree." 
 "But, that's impossible," stutters the man, "You had no tools or hardware.  How did you 
manage?" 
 "Oh, no problem! On the south side of the island there's an unusual stratum of alluvial 
rock exposed. I found if I fired it to a certain temperature in my kiln, it melted into forgeable 
ductile iron. I used that to make tools, then used the tools to make the hardware." 
 The guy is, needless to say, stunned. "Let's row over to my place," she suggests. After 
a few minutes, she docks at a small wharf. As the man looks toward shore, he nearly falls out 
of the boat in astonishment. Before him is a stone walk leading to an exquisite bungalow 
charmingly painted. While the woman ties up the boat with an expertly woven hemp rope, the 
man can only continue to stare, dumbstruck. 
 As they walk into the house, she says, casually, "It's not much really. Sit down, please. 
Like a drink?" 
 "No, no thank you," he says, still dazed. "I can't take any more coconut juice." 
 "Oh, it's not just coconut juice," the woman replies. "I have a still. How about a Pina 
Colada?" 
 Trying to hide his continuing amazement, he accepts the cocktail and they sit together 
on her couch to talk. After they've exchanged their survival stories, the woman announces, "I'm 
going to slip into something more comfortable. Would you like to take a shower and shave? 
There's a razor upstairs in the cabinet in the bathroom." 
 No longer questioning anything, the man goes into the bathroom. There in the cabinet is 
a razor with a carved bone handle. Two shells honed to a hollow ground edge are fastened to 
its end inside a swivel mechanism. 
 "This woman is amazing," he muses. "What's next?" When he returns to the room, she 
greets him wearing nothing but vines strategically positioned and smelling faintly of gardenias. 
She beckons for him to sit next to her. "Tell me," she begins, suggestively slithering closer to 
him, "we've been out here for a very long time. You've no doubt been lonely. There's 
something I'm sure you really feel like doing right now, something you've been longing for all 
these months? You know..." She stares into his eyes. 
 He can't believe what he's hearing: "You mean?" he begins, "You mean I can check my 
e-mail from here?" 
 

- - - - - - - - 
 

A Software Engineer, a Hardware Engineer and a Project Manager were on their way to 
a meeting in Switzerland. They were driving down a steep mountain road when suddenly their 
brakes failed. The car careened almost out of control down the road, bouncing off the crash 
barriers, until it miraculously ground to a halt scraping along the mountainside. The car's 
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occupants, shaken but unhurt, now had a problem: they were stuck halfway down a mountain 
in a car with no brakes. What were they to do? 
 "I know", said the Project Manager, "Let's have a meeting, propose a Vision, formulate a 
Mission Statement, define some Goals, and by a process of Continuous Improvement find a 
solution to the Critical Problems, and we can be on our way." 
 "No, no", said the Hardware Engineer, "That will take far too long, and besides, that 
method has never worked before. I've got my Swiss Army knife with me, and in no time at all I 
can strip down the car's braking system, isolate the fault, fix it, and we can be on our way." 
 "Well", said the Software Engineer, "Before we do anything, I think we should push the 
car back up the road and see if it happens again." 
 

- - - - - - - - 
 

INTERNET POETRY a la Edgar Allen Poe 
Ode to:  Abort, Retry or Ignore 

 
Once upon a midnight dreary, fingers cramped and vision bleary, 
System manuals piled high, and wasted paper on the floor, 
Longing for the warmth of bed sheets 
Still I sat there doing spreadsheets. 
Having reached the bottom line I took a floppy from the drawer. 
I then invoked the SAVE command and waited for the disk to store, 
Only this and nothing more. 
 
Deep into the monitor peering, long I sat there wondering, fearing 
Doubting, while the disk kept churning 
Turning yet to churn some more. 
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token. 
"Save," I said, "You cursed mother! Save my data from before." 
One thing did the phosphors answer, only this and nothing more, 
Just "Abort, Retry or Ignore." 
 
Was this some occult illusion.  Some maniacal intrusion? 
These were choices undesired, ones I'd never faced before. 
Carefully I weighed the choices as the disk made impish noises. 
The cursor flashed, insistent, waiting, baiting me to type some more. 
Carefully I must press a key, choosing one and nothing more 
From "Abort, Retry or Ignore." 
 
With fingers pale and trembling, slowly toward the keyboard bending 
Longing for a happy ending, hoping all would be restored. 
Praying for some guarantee, timidly I pressed a key. 
But on the screen there still persisted words appearing as before, 
Ghostly grim they blinked and taunted, haunted, as my patience wore 
Saying "Abort, Retry or Ignore." 
 
I tried to catch the chips off guard, and pressed again but twice as hard I pleaded with the 
cursed machine; I begged and cried and then I swore. 
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Now in mighty desperation, trying some random combinations. 
Still there came the incantation, just as senseless as before. 
Cursor blinking, angrily winking, blinking nonsense as before. 
Reading "Abort, Retry or Ignore." 
 
There I sat, distraught. Exhausted. By my own machine accosted 
Getting up I turned away and paced across the office floor. 
And then I saw a dreadful sight 
A lightning bolt cut through the night 
A gasp of horror overtook me, shook me to my very core 
The lighting zapped my previous data, lost and gone forever more 
Not even, "Abort, Retry or Ignore." 
 
To this day I do not know the place to which lost data go 
What demonic nether world is wrought where lost date will be stored 
Beyond the reach of mortal souls, beyond the ether, into black holes? 
But sure there's C, Pascal, Lotus, Ashton-Tate and more, 
You will one day be left to wander, lost on some Plutonian shore 
Pleading, "Abort, Retry or Ignore" 
 

- - - - - - - - 
 
 A businessman from Wisconsin went on a business trip to Louisiana. Upon arrival, he 
immediately plugged his laptop into the hotel room port and sent a short e-mail home to his 
wife, Jennifer Johnson. 
 Unfortunately, in his haste, he mistyped a letter and the e-mail ended up going to a 
Jean Johnson in Duluth, the wife of a preacher (who had just passed away and was buried that day) – 
she took one look at the e-mail and promptly fainted. 
 It read: "Arrived safely, but it sure is hot down here!" 
 

- - - - - - - - 
 

Computer Truisms 
Remember when … 
A computer was something on TV from a sci-fi show of note. 
A window was something you hated to clean and ram was the cousin of a goat. 
Meg was the name of my girlfriend and gig was a job for the nights. Now they all 

mean different things and that really mega bytes. 
An application was for employment. 
A program was a TV show. 
A cursor used profanity. 
A keyboard was a piano. 
Memory was something lost with age. 
A CD was a bank account. 
If you had a 3 1/2" floppy you hoped nobody found out. 
Compressed was something you did to garbage not something you did to a file. 
And if you unzipped anything in public you'd be in jail for a while. 
Log on was adding wood to the fire. 
Hard drive was a long trip on the road. 
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A mouse pad was where a mouse lived. 
A backup happened to your commode. 
Cut was done with a pocketknife. 
Paste you did with glue. 
A web was a spider's home and a virus was the flu. 
Nobody dies in a computer crash but when it happens, you wish you were dead! 

- - - - - - - - 
 A friend of mine works in a busy office where a computer going down causes quite an 
inconvenience. Recently one of the computers not only crashed, it made a noise that sounded 
like a heart monitor. 
 "This computer has flat-lined!" a co-worker called out with mock horror. "Does anyone 
here know how to do mouse-to-mouse?" 
 

- - - - - - - - 
 

"If Only Life Could Be Like A Computer!" 
 If you messed up your life, you could press "Ctrl, Alt, Delete" & start all over! 
 To get your daily exercise, just click on "run"! If you needed a break from life, click on 
suspend. Hit "any key" to continue life when ready. 
 To get even with the neighbors, turn up the sound blaster. 
 To add/remove someone in your life, click settings and control panel. 
 To improve your appearance, just adjust the display settings. 
 If life gets too noisy, turn off the speakers. 
 When you lose your car keys, click on find. 
 "Help" with the chores is just a click away. 
 Auto insurance wouldn't be necessary. You’d use your diskette to recover from a crash. 
 And, we could click on "SEND NOW" and a pizza would be on its way to you. 
 

- - - - - - - 
 

Macintosh is Catholic and MS-DOS is Protestant 
 

The following excerpts are from an English translation of Umberto Eco's back-page column, "La bustina 
di Minerva," in the Italian news weekly "Espresso," September 30, 1994! 
 “Insufficient consideration has been given to the new underground religious war which is 
modifying the modern world. It's an old idea of mine, but I find that whenever I tell people about 
it they immediately agree with me. 
 “The fact is that the world is divided between users of the Macintosh computer and 
users of MS-DOS compatible computers. I am firmly of the opinion that the Macintosh is 
Catholic and that DOS is Protestant. Indeed, the Macintosh is counter-reformist and has been 
influenced by the 'ratio studiorum' of the Jesuits. It is cheerful, friendly, conciliatory, it tells the 
faithful how they must proceed step by step to reach--if not the Kingdom of Heaven--at least 
the moment in which their document is printed. It is catechistic: the essence of revelation is 
dealt with via simple formulae and sumptuous icons. Everyone has a right to salvation. 
 “DOS is Protestant, or even Calvinistic. It allows free interpretation of scripture, 
demands difficult personal decisions, imposes a subtle hermeneutics upon the user, and takes 
for granted the idea that not all can reach salvation. To make the system work you need to 
interpret the program yourself: a long way from the baroque community of revelers; the user is 
closed within the loneliness of his own inner torment. 
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 “You may object that, with the passage to Windows, the DOS universe has come to 
resemble more closely the counter-reformist tolerance of the Macintosh. It's true: Windows 
represents an Anglican-style schism, big ceremonies in the cathedral, but there is always the 
possibility of a return to DOS to change things in accordance with bizarre decisions; when it 
comes down to it, you can decide to allow women and gays to be ministers if you want to. 
 "And machine code, which lies beneath both systems (or environments, if you prefer)? Ah, 
that is to do with the Old Testament, and is talmudic & cabalistic..." 
 

- - - - - - - - 
 
A Little Poem Regarding Computer Spell Checkers 
 
 Eye halve a spelling chequer 
 It came with my pea sea 
 It plainly marques four my revue 
 Miss steaks eye kin knot sea. 
 
 Eye strike a key and type a word 
 And weight four it two say 
 Weather eye am wrong oar write 
 It shows me strait a weigh. 
 
 As soon as a mist ache is maid 
 It nose bee fore two long 
 And eye can put the error rite 
 Its rare lea ever wrong. 
 
 Eye have run this poem threw it 
 I am shore your pleased two no 
 Its letter perfect awl the weigh 
 My chequer tolled me sew. 
 

- - - - - - - - 
 

ORIENTAL APPROACH TO ERROR MESSAGES 
 
Tokyo, Japan, May 20:  Sony announced its own computer operating system now available. Instead of 
producing cryptic error messages characteristic of Microsoft's Windows and DOS systems, Sony's 
chairman Asai Tawara said: "We intend to capture the high ground by putting a human, Japanese face on 
what has been until now an operating system that reflects Western cultural hegemony. For example, 
we’ve replaced the impersonal and unhelpful Microsoft error messages with our own Japanese haiku 
poetry, which is just as informative as Microsoft's and make you pause just long enough that you're able 
to fight the impulse to put a fist through the screen." The chairman went on to give examples of the error 
messages: 
 
 A file that big? 
 It might be very useful. 
 But now it is gone. 
 
 Three things are certain: 



 6

 Death, taxes, and lost data. 
 Guess which has occurred. 
 
 You seek a Web site. 
 It cannot be located. 
 Countless more exist. 
 
 Chaos reigns within. 
 Stop, reflect, and reboot. 
 Order shall return. 
 
 ABORTED effort: 
 Close all that you have worked on. 
 You ask way too much. 
 
 Yesterday it worked 
 Today it is not working 
 Windows is like that. 
 
 First snow, then silence. 
 This thousand dollar screen dies 
 So beautifully. 
 
 With searching comes loss. 
 The presence of absence. 
 "June Sales.doc" not found. 
 
 The Tao that is seen 
 Is not the true Tao 
 Until you bring fresh toner. 
 
 Windows NT crashed. 
 The Blue Screen of Death. 
 No one hears your screams. 
 
 Stay the patient course. 
 Of little worth is your ire. 
 The network is down. 
 
 A crash reduces 
 Your expensive computer 
 To a simple stone. 
 
 You step in the stream 
 But the water has moved on. 
 Page not found. 
 
 Out of memory. 
 We wish to hold the whole sky, 
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 But we never will. 
 
 Having been erased, 
 The document you are seeking 
 Must now be retyped. 
 
 Serious error. 
 All shortcuts have disappeared. 
 Screen. Mind. Both are blank. 
 

- - - - - - - - 
 
THE TOP TEN SIGNS THAT YOUR CO-WORKER IS A COMPUTER HACKER 
 
10. You ticked him off once and your next phone bill was $20,000. 
9. He's won the Publisher's Clearing House sweepstakes three years running. 
8. When asked for his phone number, he gives it in hex. 
7. Seems strangely calm whenever the office LAN goes down. 
6. Somehow he/she gets HBO on his PC at work. 
5. Mumbled, "Oh, puh-leeez" 95 times during the movie "The Net" 
4. Massive RRSP contribution made in half-cent increments. 
3. Video dating profile lists "public-key encryption" among turn-ons. 
2. When his computer starts up, you hear, "Good Morning, Mr. President." 
1. You hear him murmur, "Let's see you use that Visa card now, jerk." 
 

- - - - - - - - 
 
 A pastor of a church had previously been a sailor and was very aware that ships are 
addresses as "she" and "her". He often wondered what gender computers should be 
addressed. To answer that, he set up 2 groups of computer experts 1 of men and 1 of women. 
 The group of women reported that computers should be referred to in the masculine 
gender because:  
 1. In order to get their attention you have to turn them on.  
 2. They have a lot of data, but are still clueless.  
 3. They’re supposed to help you solve problems, but half the time they’re   
 the problem.  
 4. As soon as you commit to one, you realize that if you had waited a little   
 longer you could have had a better model. 
 
 The men, on the other hand, concluded that computers should be referred to in the 
feminine gender because:  
 1. No one but the Creator understands their internal logic.  
 2. The native language they use to communicate with other computers is   
 incomprehensible to everyone else.  
 3. Even your smallest mistakes are stored in long-term memory for later   
 retrieval.  
 4. As soon as you make a commitment to one, you find yourself spending half of your 
paycheck on accessories for it. 
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- - - - - - - - 
 

Computer Sayings 
 
 1. Home is where you hang your @ 
 2. The E-mail of the species is more deadly than the mail. 
 3. A journey of a thousand sites begins with a single click. 
 4. You can't teach a new mouse old clicks. 
 5. Great groups from little icons grow. 
 6. Speak softly and carry a cellular phone. 
 7. C:\ is the root of all directories. 
 8. Don't put all your hypes in one home page. 
 9. Pentium wise-pen and paper foolish. 
 10. The modem is the message. 
 11. Too many clicks spoil the browse. 
 12. The geek shall inherit the earth. 
 13. A chat has nine lives. 
 14. Don't byte off more than you can view. 
 15. Fax is stranger than fiction. 
 16. What boots up must come down. 
 17. Windows will never cease. 
 18. In Gates we trust. 
 19. Virtual reality is its own reward. 
 20. Modulation in all things. 
 21. A user and his leisure time are soon parted. 
 22. There's no place like <http://www.home.com>. 
 23. Know what to expect before you connect. 
 24. Oh, what a tangled web site we weave when first we practice. 
 25. Speed thrills. 
 26. Give a man a fish and you feed him for a day - teach him to use the Net and he  won't 
bother you for weeks. 
 

- - - - - - - - - 
 
 The businessman dragged himself home and dropped, exhausted into his chair. His 
sympathetic wife was right there with a tall cool drink and a comforting word. "My, you look 
tired," she said. "You must have had a hard day. What happened to make you so exhausted?" 
 "It was terrible," her husband said, "The computer broke down & all of us had to do our 
own thinking." 
 

- - - - - - - 
 
Dr. Seuss Explains Why Computers Sometimes Crash 
 
If a packet hits a pocket on a socket on a port,  
and the bus is interrupted at a very last resort,  
and the access of the memory makes your floppy disk abort,  
then the socket packet pocket has an error to report. 
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If your cursor finds a menu item followed by a dash,  
and the double-clicking icon puts your window in the trash,  
and your data is corrupted cause the index doesn't hash,  
then your situation's hopeless and your system's gonna crash!! 
 
If the label on the cable on the table at your house  
says the network is connected to the button on your mouse,  
but your packets want to tunnel to another protocol,  
that's repeatedly rejected by the printer down the hall, 
And your screen is all distorted by the side effects of gauss, 
so your icons in the window are as wavy as a souse; 
then you may as well reboot and go out with a bang, 
'cuz sure as I'm a poet, the sucker's gonna hang! 
 
When the copy of your floppy's getting sloppy in the disk, 
and the macro code instructions cause unnecessary risk, 
then you'll have to flash the memory and you'll want to RAM your ROM. 
Quickly turn off the computer and be sure to tell your Mom! 


