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Compound Z
“Among all questions that I have come across during this time it is the simplest one without answer that frightens me the most: Why does it never end?” John whispered to himself with a shivering voice.
* * * * *
It was one of those mornings near the end of the fall when the leaves with bright colors had all but few fallen and the frost had started covering the grass. The scent of decomposing summer vegetation infected the otherwise clear and crisp morning air. Early enough in the morning there were no commuters in the city. Instead there was a liberating silence that almost seemed endless. This was John’s favorite time of the day. This particular morning he left the car at home and walked the three miles to work. Such a recreational endeavor would improve his productivity during the day. First off he had an early morning appointment with George. They had to discuss some technical difficulties regarding the new software that was developed at their workplace. John was a tester and George was a developer. Neither of them had plans for an advanced career, both of them merely fell into their particular lines of work, at that company, after they had finished their computer science degree a few years back.
* * * * *
John approached the facility which incorporated his workplace. It was a large fenced-in facility. The guard, while being very tired at this hour in the morning, merely glanced at John before pushing the button which releases the locks on the gate which lets people in. He had seen John a thousand times before. John passed the biomedical factory which was a four story building with relatively small area on each level. It was connected to the lunch restaurant with an overpass on the second level. On the third level it had an overpass to the developers building. Many software engineers used to pass through the biomedical factory on the way to lunch. Alongside these buildings there were a number of smaller buildings that housed various forms of administration and security personnel. John strolled passed the biomedical factory and entered the developers building. He took the stairs to the top floor, the fourth floor, where his cubicle was located. This building was slightly taller than the biomedical factory, but had similar area per level. George had already arrived and sat in his cubicle which was situated adjacent to John’s. At this hour the entire building was as desolate as a battlefield the day after a great battle. It is a common trait among developers not to start early in the morning. John and George were the exceptions that proved the rule.
* * * * *
”It is nice to see you, honestly this is early even for you isn’t it?” George said.
John smiled.
”It’s not the hours that kills us it is the boredom of the tasks we get.” John said.
George nodded to that.
George could most amply be characterized as a medium weight software engineer with a common taste for coke. His hair was dark and his skin was pale. He was simply a canonical software developer. John subjectively compared George with himself, being a tad taller with blond hair and imagining himself being slightly more athletic. He never drank coke, only coffee, and large abundances thereof.
* * * * *
”I had a look at your bug report, and it would be great if you could assist me in reproducing the bug.” George said.
John took off his jacket and grabbed a pen and a piece of paper and entered George’s cubicle.
”I sure hope they will let us work on the financial software soon, this medical software is such a drag.” George said.
”I hear that.” John said and nodded.
John took a chair and sat down next to George in his cubicle.
”The program caught an exception when I tried to mesh some special set of chemical elements in the catalyst simulator.” John said.
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