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This book is dedicated to you, the person reading this message. I am old now and this story has been on my bucket list for the last 20 years. But it is not finished. This story started as a movie script. Although I’ve watched this movie numerous times in my mind, I would really like to watch it on the big screen. Perhaps with your help, that could become a reality.
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The Story of a man’s quest to find his past,

and a young woman’s search for her future.    
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From what realm does an idea manifest? The spark for an idea, usually comes from a realization after something has been experienced. After a dream, a conversation, a happening or any other human experience, an idea can spring to life.   

My question back in 2007, was can we brainstorm an idea for a movie? The project, originally named “Feeling Lonely” came to life in a meeting of Ross Abplanalp, Andy Caley, Bill Shumaker and myself. We convened four meetings, complete with binders and clipboards. The four of us worked out a story of a lonely computer repairman.   

I should interject here, that the compelling reason for these meetings, was the absence of Matt McDaniel. Matt had been making short amusing movies with the aforementioned. His return to Seattle after university, and the formation of his photography business caused a longing in the guys to find a way to continue without him.   

Although we never concocted a story, the groundwork and the storyline was widely discussed. Time has dulled everyone’s memories, but I believe we had carved out a good part of what has become the first chapter. They would know better than me, as I kept the story alive in my head long after the meetings stopped and the others lost interest.   

I obsessed the story in my head. It consumed my thoughts and imagination. The story was always running in the back of my head as I went about my life. It didn’t quit until I finished watching the movie in my head and I was overcome with a deep satisfaction. It was a good movie. I tried to tell Ross, then Andy. Neither showed interest. Both were polite and allowed me to tell my story, but neither lasted to the ending. It’s a long story and a short novel.  Over the years, I’ve wrote some of the story down, replaying it in my mind. I continued my writing a dozen times, each time remembering and enhancing the story. After I survived Covid, I got serious and got to the one-third mark or so. I put what I had written so far on the web and waited for someone to read it and realize it wasn’t finished. I thought I would be inspired to tell the story if someone else was interested. That never happened. 

I’m old now and I felt a need to tie up some loose ends in my life. This story was one of them. My caregiver Juliana, not only started doing most of my daily chores, giving me free time, she also encouraged me to write the rest. She read the story off the website out loud to me, knowing it wasn’t finished. While she read, I replayed the movie in my mind, reminding me of the parts I had written and refreshing the rest of the book in my head. She was instrumental in me finishing of this book. She has said that she really likes it, but that’s what she would say no matter what. Please read the story and inform me as to whether she was telling me the truth or not.  
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Chapter 1
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It All Started in the Desert

Joe wasn't normal. He wasn't normal and he knew it. It wasn't something you could put your finger on, nor was it something a stranger might see from a distance. He had always been that way, or for at least as long as he could remember. Looking at the meat counter, he picked up a rib eye steak and examined the price. It was marked $34.99, and he quickly put it back, choosing a package of hamburger instead. As he moved on to find some bread, he thought about just that. He wondered what had happened that put him in this spot; not just this spot in the Safeway supermarket, but everything about him. Ever since that day he wandered out of the desert dazed and confused, Joe tried hard to remember a time before this and wondered what might have happened. He thought about that day as he picked out some hamburger buns.

He was lucky; he wasn't injured in any way, just thirsty and hungry and tired, so very tired. A traveler had seen him stumble and stopped, backing his car to pick him up. They stopped at a roadside diner, and the stranger marveled at Joe, watching him drink glass after glass of water. After a quick sandwich, they drove on, and at the outskirts of the next town, he dropped Joe off and proceeded into town.

A whole series of events one would call lucky started to happen. A sign on the road said "Recycling Yard." As Joe walked towards the driveway to it, he saw two good-sized trees and an old couch just before the fence. He rolled the couch over and positioned it under the trees. The gate was locked, and someone had recently just thrown the couch off and left. He was asleep before he knew he had laid down.

"Are you buying that?" the cashier said.

"Oh, sorry, umm, yeah," he said.

"Just when are you going to get a card like everybody else?" she said as he handed her the money.

"Soon, soon," he said. "Just when are you going to tell me you won't take cash?"

"Soon, soon," she replied, and they both chuckled.

Joe walked home. He didn't own a car or even a driver's license. He couldn't. He really didn't have a name or a home. He took the name Joe Smith in an effort to be discreet. He didn't want to stand out or be noticeably different until he found out what his past was like. That's been over three years now. As far as home goes, well, he lives in an office in the building he rents. He rents the space to run a small computer repair business. The owner of the building is not very friendly but doesn't really care what goes on as long as he's paid, on time and in cash. So, he works, eats, and sleeps in a little town called Hope, always working on learning who he is and where he's from.

Tum, tump, thump, "Not now!" Diane said out loud. Tum, tump, thump, the car answered as she drove to work. Quietly, she turned around and headed to the local garage. Tum, tump, THUMP! As she turned in, she thought, they must have heard that!

While waiting in line, the mechanic that had looked at the car before came up and asked, "Is it making that noise again?"

"Yes," she said.

"Well, let's go for a ride," he said as he smiled at her.

He liked her and she knew it, but how could someone always be so dirty, she thought? She drove around the block thinking; the smell of the oil and grease won't wash off easy either.

He listened as she drove and politely said, "Do you hear the noise?"

"NO!" she said sternly. "It's a loud noise! You will hear it very clearly and loud!"

"Okay," he said, "but I don't hear a noise."

Diane went around again, faster this time. She jammed on the brakes then sped up. She swerved and swore, but nothing would make the car make the noise.

"It's hopeless," she said. "It just won't make the damn noise anytime you are in the car!"

"Maybe it fixed itself," the mechanic told her. "Sometimes," he explained, "things just seem to fix themselves. I had a TV that wouldn't turn on once. When the repairman came, it turned right on. Cost me fifty bucks, but I know the darn thing just fixed itself. You're lucky, I'm not going to charge you anything," he finished. "The darn thing just fixed itself."

She couldn't get that out of her head as she drove quietly back towards work. Hmm, she thought, he was kind of cute and nice too, but the odor of gasoline was lingering in her car.

"So, you fixed yourself, can you do something about this smell?" she mumbled to the car.

Honk! Honk! The horn woke him off the couch with a start!

"You can't sleep there!" a man in a convertible yelled.

The gates rumbled open and he drove in. Pleased that there was no penalty or inquisition, Joe grabbed a hold of the couch and dragged it into the facility.

"If you're gonna drag that in here, put it over there by the furniture," said the man in the car while pointing.

Joe picked the whole couch up into the air and carried it over to the other furniture.

"You're strong, and you need a place to sleep. I'll bet you need a job, too! I'm Jim Thompson. Call me Jimbo, everybody does. This is my place here, my junk, my stuff. People drop it off, discard it, or sell it really cheap, and if it has any value, I resell it; if it doesn't, we break it down to recycle the copper and aluminum and, well, you know the drill, right?"

When Jimbo finished his speech, Joe nodded and said, "Right, and I, uh, I need that job, too."

"Then it's settled," Jimbo shrieked. "There's a cot in the back room you can sleep on until you get on your feet. There is a hotplate back there, a coffee pot too."

"Thank you very much," Joe replied. "Thank you, thank you, you won't regret this." So now with a job and a place to sleep, Joe's lucky streak continued.

Joe carried the groceries as he walked to his computer repair shop. Joe's appearance, gait, and aura all pointed to the fact that he was lonely. Sure, the business was going well and his customers came and left all day, giving him brief periods of dialogue, but he didn't have any real friends or relationships other than Jimbo. The shop was not anything at all like working for Jimbo. Over the years of working at the recycling center, or dump as some called it, Joe and Jimbo had become good friends. Jimbo had a gigantic personality and was very outgoing, often bringing stories on Monday of his weekend conquests. Jimbo was popular, very popular. Important people from the town visited the center often, usually buying something from the warehouse that Joe had recovered and repaired. Jimbo was friendly and Joe's best friend, maybe because he too had his quirks. The worst was his constant effort not to touch anything. He wore two pairs of gloves, one on top of the other. If he saw something in the pile, he would have Joe get it and bring it to him; he never went out and rummaged as someone in that business was likely to do. He washed his hands often, and, well, he washed his hands with his gloves still on. He would then take them off, wash his hands and put clean gloves on, two pairs. Joe never mentioned the gloves and stuff, and Jimbo never mentioned the odd behavior of Joe. It worked out to a pretty good friendship.

As he reached the store, he unlocked the door and put the groceries on the counter. He then went back to the door and flipped the open and closed sign to show "open."
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Cash only

Diane pulled her car into the parking garage and parked near an exit. She checked her makeup and reapplied her perfume. A great mixture of gas, oil and Chanel No. 5, she thought. She would walk the two blocks to the van. Click, click, click, her high heels echoed in the ramp. As she turned onto the sidewalk, it was apparent that she was somewhat overdressed for this part of town. It wasn't a bad section of Hope; there were no bad sections in Hope. It just wasn't the downtown area where she would fit in better. She really didn't care. She dressed professionally. She dressed overly professionally. She looked great and she knew it. No more of the jeans and sweatshirts that she was recommended to wear. No, she had been passed up on too many of the recent promotions, simply for blending in too well. I'm done sitting in that stuffy van with Kurt all day, it's time for a change, she thought. She casually looked around as she approached the van, then opened the door, looked over her shoulder and stepped up into the dark space. It was lit only by the many LCD lights on the equipment.

"Late again," Kurt said as she settled into her seat. "Let me guess? The car was making that noise again, right?" Kurt wasn't really upset with her being late. He was right at home in this mess of technology. "I told you to bring it over to my place some weekend and I'd take a look at it," he reminded her. He didn't seem to notice or care that she was ignoring him.

"Geez, Kurt, what are you looking at with my equipment?" she squawked back, changing the subject. "Wait, you were watching me the whole way from the garage? What the hell?"

"Gotta keep an eye on my partner," he offered.

"Just leave my station alone," she demanded. "This will take me all morning to get back straightened out."

"I'll help you," he said.

"No," she quickly replied.

The rest of the morning was spent quietly as Diane reoriented all her equipment while Kurt probably scanned the area for anything of interest. This work was all taking place in a common looking white van that said Hope Restaurant Supplies on the side. The large camera lens was almost undetectable, hidden in the 'o' in Hope.

It was a quiet morning; actually, dead quiet, as not one customer had stopped to either pick up or drop off a computer. Joe finished his hamburger and was just getting ready to put the open sign out again when a burly guy with orange suspenders and a yellow hardhat banged on the door. "Coming," he said, and in one motion both opened the door and flipped the sign.

"I gotta get this fixed real fast," he said. "I need this for work."

"Sure," said Joe, "but I don't fix computers for businesses. I just work on personal computers and everything is paid in cash," he stated as he pointed to a big sign that said CASH ONLY.

"No problem," said the construction worker. "This is mine and I'll pay! I put all my work papers on this laptop and I shouldn't have." He continued, somewhat frantic, "I need this to start! I need to get it working and get back to work. Can you help?"

"I will certainly try," Joe replied, and he took the laptop and disappeared into a back room. The worker paced back and forth, while Joe, amid six or seven laptops and computer towers on the table, made room and set it down.

Joe opened the laptop and pushed the button. Whirr, click, click, beep, the machine came to life. The screen lit brightly and everything seemed to work just fine. Joe checked the mouse and inspected the cover. He wiped it down and restarted it. It started again just fine. He picked up the laptop, still running, and returned to the counter.

"Just a loose wire," Joe lied. "Could be more, but I figured you were in a hurry. See, it's working just fine now."

The man in the bright yellow hard hat was wide-eyed and seemed amazed. "You saved my life, man! You don't know how glad I am! This is great! What do I owe you?"

"Forty dollars," Joe said. "Cash, you know."

"Great, here! Keep the change," he said as he scooped up the laptop and took it back outside. Once outside he
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