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“Thank you for calling Gateway technical support, this is Mike speaking. How can I help you today?”

Mike adjusted his headset, already anticipating another Windows 2000 migration headache. The queue had been relentless since the Y2K dust settled. But the voice that came through was warm, slightly breathy, backed by the scratchy sounds of a Dean Martin song spinning on a vinyl record.

“Oh, hello dear. I’m having trouble with my new Gateway computer. It just arrived today - what a lovely birthday surprise! When I saw those black and white spotted boxes on my doorstep, I thought one of daddy’s Holstein cows had left me a present!” She laughed at her own joke, the kind of genuine laugh that made Mike’s cursor pause over the ticket system.

“Two boxes,” she continued, “One’s got this television box thing that’s heavy as my old Zenith, and the other’s got the... what do you call it... the thinking part?”

“That would be the tower, ma’am,” Mike said, finding himself smiling. “And the TV-looking box is actually called a monitor. But tell me more about your setup. May I have your name?”

“Dorothy Miller. Seventy-two today!” The music in the background swelled with perfect timing. “My children went together on this Gateway. Said they got me the bigger TV box - nineteen inches! - so these old eyes won’t have to squint. They want me to be able to email my grandbabies!”

Dorothy’s description of her setup was interrupted by a sharp ‘ding’ from somewhere in her kitchen. “Oh! That’ll be my birthday cake. Would you mind holding for just a minute, dear? Can’t have my maple walnut cake burning on account of this computer business.”

“Of course, take your time,” Mike said, hearing the phone being set down, Dean Martin still crooning in the background. He could make out the distant sounds of an oven door, the clatter of a pan, and Dorothy humming along with the music.

“There we go,” she returned slightly breathless. “Sorry about that. My mother always said you can’t serve a burnt cake, even on your own birthday! Now, where were we with this TV box?”

Mike guided her through connecting the power cables, which Dorothy declared looked “like the hoses we used to milk the cows—everything fits snugly where it belongs.” Just as they were about to power everything up, a voice called through what sounded like a screen door.

“Dorothy! Happy birthday!”

“Oh! That’s Betty from next door. Betty! Come see my new computer! My children sent it!”

Mike heard muffled conversation, Dorothy proudly describing her “Holstein-spotted boxes” to Betty, who seemed suitably impressed. After Betty left (”She’s off to her bridge club - they’ll all be jealous of my new gadget!”), they returned to setup.

The Windows startup sequence fascinated Dorothy. “Look at all those little pictures dancing across the TV box! Reminds me of my dance students lining up for the Virginia Reel.”

When it came time to use the mouse, Dorothy’s farming background provided more colorful analogies. “This little critter’s harder to direct than a cat in a rainstorm!” she declared, but soon got the hang of it. “Oh! It’s like leading in a dance - you have to guide it gentle-like.”

After adjusting the display settings to make the text more readable, Mike had to break the news about rebooting. “The computer needs to take a little nap to remember these changes, Dorothy.”

“A nap? Will it forget all our hard work?” she asked, concerned. “Like when the power goes out and Betty’s answering machine loses all its messages?”

“Not at all,” Mike assured her. “Think of it more like letting a cake cool before frosting it - everything will be right there waiting for us.”

During the reboot, another visitor’s voice called through her window, breaking into song: “Happy Birthday to youuuu!”

“That’s Margaret,” Dorothy explained, laughing. “She sang opera in college - never lets us forget it! Thank you, Margaret!” she called back. “I’m learning about computers!” Margaret’s opera voice carried through the screen door, a reminder of how even the smallest communities had their stars.

“You tell that young man helping you that you need to check your email every day!” Margaret’s voice carried through clearly.

“Every day?” Dorothy sounded worried. “Like feeding the chickens?”

Mike chuckled. “Only when you want to, Dorothy











Acknowledgements



📖 Enjoyed This Story?




	Early access to upcoming stories — before they’re released

	Free digital copies sent straight to your inbox

	A chance to share your thoughts and help shape future books





d2d_images/cover.jpg





