Mokia 8107

ThereazanloTing-Fongcametobe called Mo Toh-Lo, which latermarphed
into Mo Lo-Lo, prabably had zomething to doswith her Motorola PCHEOD cell
phone.

Mo Lo-Lo had one peculiar habit, which was that when =he “waz on the
phaone, shewouldn®™ evertell anvone where she really was. Ssometimes,
when zhe waz lving in bed at home, she would zav zhe wasz jogqging
in the park. If she were at the doctor’s in Sheung Wan, she’d sav zhe
waz in Chun Wan having dinner with a friend. If zhe were at work,
zhe’d zay zhe was swimming at the pool. Hobody would ever know
Mo Lo-Lo’z whereabouts. If they looked for her where thew’d expected
ta find her, there wwould be no trace of her. But then, at the most
unexpected times, she would zuddenly zhow up. Anyane swho could
get uzed to it would become her friend, and eventually it would ceaze
to be weird for then.

Her friends didn™ know whether thiz habit of Mo Lo-Llo’s waz a fad
that began with her getting a cell phone, but then, no ane really knew
anwthing about the pre-cell-phone Mo Lo-Lo. Mo Lo-Lo worked at a cell-
phone network zhop. She had changed companies twice, but never
her profezszion. Mostly she woarked at zales booths. The zales team
wolld wizit all the major zhopping centers of Hong Kaong, Kowloon,
and the Hew Territaries, holding up cell phones while calling out along
the ztreets: “The bezt and the fastest zervice provider, no manthly
feez, no zervice charges, free phones, bonus credits, family-friendly,
zpecial pramoaotion, great deal,™ and =0 on.

Mo La-Lo wweas doing a pramotion at the shatin Hew Town Center when
a quy in a black leather jacket bought a new Motorola 3tar Tac from
her. After he got hiz new phone, he azked her what her name was.
=he pointed at hiz phone and zaid, *Motorola.™ She motioned to him
to return hiz receipt, and wrote her cell-phone number an it before
zlipping it back to him. The ne=xt day before she got off work, Mo Lo-Lo
anzwered a call and a voice zaid, "’'m Een. ’'m loaking for Motarala to
hawe dinner with me.™

Ben got to know Mo Lo-Lo’s phone habit pretty quickly. She had lost
zeveral bovfriends becauze of it before, but she didn’t care enough to
change. Thiz, Ben also knew. Ben worked in a graphic design firm az a
web dezigner. When he got bared at work, he’d play cell-phone hide-
and-zeek with Mo Lo-Lo. He worked really hard at quez=zing, and zhe



never got bared with feeding him clues. But of courze he could newver
really tell if he ever got it right. Once when he wasz working late, he
called Mo Lo-La, who zaid she was in the shower, which aroused him.
Then, az he ztepped out of the aoffice, Mo Lo-Lo wasg hiding around the
corner waiting for him. That freaked him out.

One zummer evening, Ben excitedly zhowed Mo Lo-Lo hiz brand-new
Hokia 8810 It was theworld®s smallest G5M cell phane, with a reflective
silver body and an internal antenna. It was officially priced at 7,380,
but on the gray market it was selling anywhere between 10,000 and
£20,000.° There were only three hundred of them in the whole city.
Mo Lo-Lo found it =trange that he hadn®t azked her about getting ane for
hirm through woark, but he zaid that he had bought it through a friend.
Hz =he was checking out Ben’s new freasure, she could make out two
diztinctly different sets of fingerprints on itz reflective body. Ben zaid
that once the new ztock comes in, he’d buy ane for her too — girlz could
uze it like a makeup mirror. Shaking her head, she wiped the zilver
phone clean with her sleeve, took a look at her reflection, then prezsed
her finger and mouth an it, and gave it back to Ben. After dinner, Ben
zaid he had to go hame to wark an a deadline for the next day.

Mo Lo-Lo did not go home, but wandered the streets aimleszly. She
called Ben’z home phone and let it ring ower and over, but no ane
anzwered. She called hiz cell phone, whichwent to hiz voice mail. After
zhe had called five timesz in a row, Ben finally anzwered. She azked
him where he was, he zaid he was at home. "But no one answered
wallr hame phone.™ *Pve been switching over to my cell phone.™ *Ho
aone anzwered your cell phone. ™ 1 wasz in the bathroom.™ *¥ou can’
anzwer the phone in the bathroom?™ | didn’t bring it in with me. How
wolld | know waou were gaing to call?™ *™where are you really? ™ “Stap
trving to pick a fight.”™ Mo Lo-Lo hung up on him. Ben tried ta call her
back dozens of times, but zhe didn’t answer.

Late at night, Ben had just steppedin the doorwhen hiz cell phaone rang.
It was Mo Lo-Lo. He azked her where zhe waz. She zaid, *I’'m here ™
Een flicked an the lightz, and zaw in the reflective zurface af the Hakia
phone that there was alipstick mark that looked like it wasz an hiz cheek
under hiz ear. He rubbed the phone, looked at hiz reflection again, but
it wasz ztill there. He looked more clasely, and then realized that it was
an hiz face, teo red lips, strangely moizt and itchy.



