Busted

From my bedroom, I could hear the girls working at the computer downstairs.  "Working" might not be the right word—they were having a good time doing something.  Then I thought to myself, "I hope they're not visiting any bad sites on the internet."  I crept slowly down the stairs, and when I could no longer keep my presence a secret, rushed down the last few stairs and bolted into the computer room.

"Hi, girls," I said.  Bozo, our dog, jumped off the couch and attacked me.  He thought I wanted to play.

"Hi, Dad," they barked in unison as Maki clicked wildly away with the mouse, obviously closing or minimizing the windows they had just been viewing.

"Girls, have you been visiting internet sites that you're not supposed to be visiting?" I said.

Enna, looking at her sister very sheepishly, said, "What are you talking about, Dad?"

"You know," I said.  "Are you downloading music illegally?  We've talked about how not only is that illegal, but the musicians who produce the music do not get paid and eventually, they will stop producing music that you like so much.  Also, it's just wrong, and if there's one thing I hope to teach you, it's the difference between right and wrong."

"Ah, Dad," said Maki.  "Everybody's doing it.  It's no problem."

"If everyone were jumping off the Empire State Building, would you want to do that too?"  I said.

Just then, there was a knock at the door.  I opened it and saw my neighbor and Chief of Police, Jim Turner.  "Hi, Jim.  How are you?"

"Maybe not so good, Mike.  May we come in?"  He was accompanied by several uniformed police officers.

"Mike," Jim said, "It has come to our attention that someone in this house has been downloading music illegally, and as owner of the house, we're gonna have to take you down to the station and book you on a charge of internet piracy."

I looked at the girls and they were both in shock.  "Okay, Jim.  Let me put my shoes on.  Girls, call your Mom and tell her to come down and pick me up at the police station in an hour or so.  I will be able to leave after a while, won't I Jim?"

"Yes," he said.  "I can imagine it will involve a serious fine, though.  Better get your checkbook."

Later that night, the girls arrived at the police station with Miek, my wife.  The jail was dirty, dark and smelled like body odor and dust.  Maki and Enna wore very long faces and looked like they had been crying.  "Dad, we're sorry.  We took all of our money out of our savings accounts and we want to pay the fine," said Maki.

"Yeah, Dad.  We're sorry," said Enna.  "I think we finally see that what we were doing was wrong.  Our downloading days are over.  Will you forgive us?"

"Sure, I forgive you, but what about all the musicians and artists that lost money through your downloading?  Why don't you write them an email and apologize to them too?" I said.

"That's a good idea," said Mieko.  "Let's go home and get to work, shall we?"  We piled into the van and headed home.  When we got there, I opened the front door and was greeted, as usual, by Bozo.  I took him out to the back yard and we played ball for a half hour while the girls worked on the computer.  I wondered what they were doing.
