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Silicon Valley

(A Short Story by Brit Butler)

Jim awoke to the sound of his loud alarm clock. 10:00 o’clock, he thought, time to go to work.

He quickly showered and casually dressed, after which he grabbed a six-pack of Jolt from the fridge along with the remains of last night’s pizza, and then was off to another day of work at the great corporation of Microsoft.

He jumped into his Porsche and raced to work, drinking the Jolt and listening to heavy metal blaring from his speakers to wake up. The daily grind once more, he said to himself as he passed through the different sections of San Francisco. God, I love these hills. VRRROOOMMM!! The car’s engine revved and roared as he soared high into the air above the San Francisco hills! WHAM! The car thumped back down to earth.

When Jim arrived at work, he headed for his cubicle and was greeted by Tom, John and Mike. All of them were working hard on DirectX. Hopefully, it would be finished in a few months, but this was the most tedious part of software and driver design—going through billions of lines of code, checking for every possible error, and testing it to death. It was certainly the part Jim hated the most and far from the most fun, but he did enjoy testing the software until it broke under his digital boot.

Jim threw the pizza in the fridge of his cubical and cracked open another Jolt. He grinned as he took a long sip and booted up his workstation, which he had tweaked and hacked to the extreme (as had the others) during his free time. After logging in, he accessed the code and began his work, sinking into a mode, one not of conscious thought, but of correcting errors by second-nature as he scrolled through thousands of lines of code undecipherable to anyone else.

Suddenly, he was broken from the trance. KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK!

“Come in,” Jim said in a voice evident that his mind was somewhere else.

“Sup?” said Mike as he strolled in and plopped down in one of the comfortable LAY-Z-BOY chairs, Surge in hand.

“Just chilling,” Jim answered before asking, “Think we’ll finish the software on time?”

“Who knows?” Mike responded. “You can never tell until a quarter of the way through the beta testing stage.”

“Yeah.”

“So, you headin’ to that rave with us Friday, or are you gonna’ play Warhammer 40k?” “Not sure.”

A ghostly silence held in the air for a few moments as the two programmers looked at the code before being broken by Tom’s usual entrance.

“MORNIN! How’s it going? Everything holdin’ up all right? You know…”

“Tom, TOM, TOM!!! Shut UP! Jeez!” Mike said.

“Sorry. Hey, got any pizza I can grab?”

“Yeah, yeah, there’s some in the fridge,” Jim said.

Suddenly, John flew into the room. “Guys, follow me, NOW!” Everybody jumped up, grabbed their drinks and followed John, hoping for something interesting and entertaining in an otherwise usual day. They ran into the server room and, in doing so, right into the heart of a flurry of confusion.

“What the HELL is going on!”

“It’s a skip signal, sir!”

“Who on earth could do this?!”

“Better yet, who’d be crazy enough to?”

“QUIET!!!” A sudden silence filled the room as the System Administrator spoke. “We’re the best programmers and computer nuts in the world, and we’re making more money than anybody else! So, stop sitting around, programmers, network security, administrators, everybody! Start tracing this guy…NOBODY HACKS MICROSOFT!”

The room went into a flood of activity as people began tracing and trying to keep under control the astonishing hacker who’d accessed Microsoft’s network.

“Trace him already!”

“Sir, he’s in Russia, now it’s Florida, now Egypt, now Great Britain, now…”

“The frequency is alternating every 8 seconds, but we can’t discern the algorithm. This guy’s a NUT!”

“Sir…we’ve lost him.”

A dark silence of shame hung over the room as some of the greatest computer minds on the planet were beaten by a single unknown genius.

“Did he get away with anything…?”

“No, just left a taunting note, Sir.”

“Alright, everyone back to work. Bill’s gonna’ hear about this.”

What a great start to the day! Jim thought.
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