He was sitting cross-legged on the carpet, watching the cotton reel racer finally come to a rest just shy of the leg of his desk.
Eric came up behind him, a steaming cup of coffee in one hand, a Post It note in the other.
'How far this time?' Eric asked casually.

'Not far enough', he replied dejectedly.

'Mmmm, you know you'll never get it to go the full 2 metres' Eric advised.

'Maybe not, but perseverance is a virtue isn't it?' he countered.
Just then there was a pinging tone coming from the computer on the desk.

'Another one you've deleted then? What was it this time - abusive language, commercial spam, trolls, sexism or the usual - off topic?'

'Off-topic? You're kidding right? Those Quick Crossworders always are. Anyway it was none of those - it was just a lot of rambling this time.'

'You mean someone's complained about it being too long again?'

'Well, not yet. I meant rambling - as in walking the wilds actually.'

'They'll post it again...' Eric mused

'Yeah I know - and I'll pull it again.The good thing is, we don't have to bother telling 'em why anymore.'

'S'pose they'll just put it up on someone else's site - they usually do.' Eric replied.

'Probably, but at least we've got certain high community standards we have to maintain' he said as he retrieved the cotton reel racer and started to wind the rubber band again.
'You going to that party on Friday night?' Eric asked.

'Shit yeah - should be lots of free booze so we can get well pissed - and I heard that hot journalist from the Foreign Desk was gunna be there?..'

