Dear Cobol,

The site of you increases the clock speed of my heart. You wear a dress with all the colors of a XGA Display Adapter, overclocking my eyes. When I first saw you in the first row of the second column of the 10 X 5 set of seats in the bus, I lost my Control Panel. I stopped my instant messaging with my friend and my webcam was fixed on you. I was caught in the web of your beauty. I followed you to find out more about you but I crashed and had to reboot. My desktop is filled with icons of your love. I never had a bit of drink or a byte of my cookies from the time I Cut and Paste your image in my memory. My RAM stops responding when your high-resolution image flashes through it. My Hard Disk is filled with your data. I browsed through the library files in my office for your IP address but my search yielded no results. I could not contact you earlier because I came down under a virus attack. If possible, I’d like to see you see you in the Procedure division near the PrettyPark where a site is being developed; else I’d like to place a call to your home. Please don’t truncate my love. Do give me permanent access to your heart. 

Yours programmingly,

Pentium IV. 

