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He couldn’t see anyone, of course, but he could feel their presence and it annoyed him. A motel room, a single room in a small town shouldn’t be crowded and this one was. 

Although he would be well within his rights to demand another room, one without freeloaders, he wasn’t up to dealing with the surly bitch that checked him in. The idea of telling her he had no intention of paying good money for a room that was crowded made him edgy. A woman like that, someone who thought taking his money was doing him a favor, hell, she’d probably throw a fit and call the cops, tell them to take him to the looney bin for thinking his room was haunted. 

Of course, he didn’t think that at all. Haunting was different and these weren’t sinister spirits at all. No, they were just there, and he wanted some privacy. 

Besides, there was no certainty that the other rooms would be any better.

Although he didn’t get much sleep that night, he put up with it. In the morning he’d say goodbye and be alone in his van on the open road. The thought of it gave him enough peace that he managed to sleep for a time. 

Jason worked on the road — constantly traveling. He traveled his region, servicing office equipment on site for a big company. Mostly it was copiers and lamination machines, although there was still the odd fax machine out there. The company didn’t see the value in setting up offices in every medium-sized town in the west. There wasn’t enough business for that. 

The next best thing to having convenient service centers was providing mobile service. The company set up a van, packing it with test equipment and tools, then stuffed it full of spare parts and order forms... and Jason. He worked out of the van, traveling from place to rural place throughout Idaho, Utah, Nevada, and even parts of Wyoming and Colorado, even down into northern New Mexico. It had surprised him to learn how many copiers and lamination machines were used on The Navajo Reservation.

When he first started the job, the company brought him to the main office in Kansas City for six weeks of intensive training. He learned to disassemble and reassemble all of the company’s machines and troubleshoot any problems. It amazed him to learn that had a knack for it. He really could picture how the various modules interacted. That made it easy. It was almost as if they talked to him.

In his first year on the job, he never found a problem he couldn’t fix, a machine he couldn’t adjust so that it performed the way it did the day it had left the factory.

And he loved the open distances he had to travel. Living on the road suited Jason. Traveling the long distances across the western states he let his mind flow. The company had installed an excellent stereo in the van, but he never turned it on. Being alone with his thoughts on the open road, with the hum of the tires on the asphalt, the gentle purring of the van’s little engine, the whisper of wind coming across the prairie, was a joyful experience. Any other sound would be an intrusion.
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