Where do I begin (cue music from Love Story)

Where do I begin,

To tell the story of my trip across the state, 

To find out what there is for us,

That could not be send by mail….

OK enough with the Karyoke!

My mom was my trip partner on this guys, and while my mom and I get along most of the time, she is not a good passenger, she trys to step on the invisible non existent brake far far too often (like 2 football fields away from a red light). Also Gasoline (petrol) prices went up 50 cents a gallon here on Friday.  I almost called off the trip for the extra cost in gas.

Get your hankys out kiddies, because it has a real tear jerker ending…

This is from memory gang, if I don't get details exactly right don't shoot me.

~~~{{}}~~~

We arrived at the Starbucks about 5:15 pm (remember they said they would be waiting from 5 until closing time right? It becomes important later…)

There was a guy sitting at one of the outdoor tables wearing a red CompUSA shirt. 

Me: Hi, are you Keith?

Him: No I'm Rubin, Keith is inside.

Me: OK Thanks.

/me enters Starbucks. Keith is standing at the counter placing an order for a drink and a piece of cake. He is talking to another guy dressed in black.

Me: Excuse me, Keith?

Keith: Yes?

Me (holding out hand): Hi, I'm Steffeny, your contact.

Keith (surprised/pleased/shocked shakes offered hand): Oh, hi. Nice to meet you. This is, this is…

Me: Jason?

Keith: Yeah, Jason.

Me (holds out hand to Jason): Hi Jason, I'm Steffeny.

Jason (shakes hand): Hi, how are you?

Keith (collects his drink and snack order): Let's go outside where it is quieter. 

(Keith messes with adding stuff to his drink)

Group goes outside to where Rubin is sitting

Rubin: Why don't we pull two tables together, so we can all sit around them.

Keith: Rubin, this is Steffeny, she's part of the group that is helping. 

Rubin  (offers his hand) Nice to meet you, I'm Keith's manager. I've been following what has been happening.

Rubin (turns to my mom): And are you following along as well?

My mom (laughs): No I just came along for the drive. (mom was cool and didn't say anything else)

Keith: Have you figured anything out?

Me: Well - that is why I am here. We can't go forward until we get some more information from you.

Keith: Keymaker has started getting more… aggressive. Have you figured anything out yet?

Me: We need more information from you. 

Me (asking Jason some questions): Do you know Trent?

Jason: I haven't talked to Trent in years.

Me: But can you think of anything that Trent may know that is important?

Jason (shaking his head): No. No, I'm not good in social situations.

Keith: He doesn't like to talk much. So what have you figured out?

Me: That we need more information from you. Look, we want to help you, but we don't have anything to go on.

Keith: He, Keymaker is starting to get more aggressive, he is messing up my part of the store. We don't want to do anything on the internet.

Me: Which is why I am here. The people I am helping said there were some papers? Some Pirate papers Jason had.

Jason: What? No. No papers.

Keith: Keymaker has started writing things on the price tags in my section of the store. Everything will be fine, and then suddenly, the tags will get written on, even if I am standing right there and nothing was on them a minute ago.

Me: did you bring any with you?

Keith, looks at Rubin: No. When the tags get marked on we have to replace them.

Me: But did you save any of them?

Keith: No we tore them up and threw them away.

Rubin: The Corporate office has told us to replace the tags if they get defaced. (Nice save Rubin! You may have a future in ARGs, you can think on your feet!)

Keith (looks over at Jason): I have to go to the bathroom.

Keith (gets up and leaves)

Me: Are you sure there is nothing you can think of that will help us…

Rubin: Hey that guy just threw a piece of paper at you! 

Me (turns around - Guy in jeans and a t-shirt walking swiftly in the other direction)

Rubin: He threw something, it's there by your foot!

Me (picks up paper and reads) *I'll scan this for you tomorrow, guys, I have to go in to work to use their scanner* Note has very angular letters that are often squeezed close together making the note a bit hard to read: the outside says "to: Magesteff"

[quote]
Hello Magesteff!

If you're interested, I have information to expose about Keymaker 1

Look in the planter closest to the park N-send. In the Bushes. Look for AOL!

Much love, ReVOLUtiON

[/quote]

Me (hands the note around) I can't quite read this.

Jason reads it and shrugs, hasnds it to Rubin

Rubin: Who is Mage…

Me: Magesteff. That is my nickname in the group that is working on this.

Rubin: I can't make out the words either. (hands paper back to me)

Keith returns from inside Starbucks. 

Keith: sorry about that.

Rubin: Some guy just threw a piece of paper at her! He just walked out and threw it and walked away!

Me (trys to read it again, slowly) If you're interested I have… to expose…

Look in the planter …can't make that out… to the park … the planter by the parking lot?

In the bushed, Look for AOL!  …maybe in the bushes over there? (pointing behind Rubin) or the other ones in the parking lot?

Everyone stands up, the guys help look around the short landscaped tufts of long grass

Rubin: Here it is! (brings it over to me)

Me (opens the *ick* AOL high speed mailer case – this is like the second time I have gotten AOL mass mail related to a game… and Inside is…)

TA DA!!!!!!!!

A Comp USA brand disk!

Writen in red pen is 

"Keymaker doesn't want you to have this…"

"A message from the Revolution"

YAY!!!!!!!! Hooray!!!! 

Me: This should be a great help! (shows disk around) Give me your e-mail addresses and I will send you copies of the files on it! (Keith's: hidekir@earthlink.net   … I think I will save Rubin's for the moment, I still don't know that he is in-game, but I will send an e-mail explaining how ARGs work, and pointing him to unFiction, if he wants to find out about other games)

Keith: if you come over to the store I can show you what he has been doing. He's been messing up the TV reception and everything, but only in my part of the store.

Me (looks over at my mom – in my mind the conversation goes: Sorry Keith, I really don't have time to run all over Ft. Myers. I just came here to pick up the drop for some friends) I'm sorry, but we don't have time to stick around. It's a long drive back home.

Rubin: Oh where are you from?

Me: Across the state. We came because the others who are working on this can't be here.

Rubin: Where are they?

Me: Far, far away. I live in West Palm Beach, and I was the closest one. It was a two and a half hour drive, and now we need to go back.

Keith's cell rings: Hello? Yeah, yeah, I'm coming. (hangs up) (To:Jason) That was my mom, I have to go home.

Keith (to me): If you go to the store we can show you…

Me: No. I really have to go. Can you scan the tags that get messed up?

Keith: …(deer in the headlights look)

Rubin (who really should become part of the community, he does think fast on his feet): You have a camera on your cell phone right? You can take a picture of it and e-mail it!

Me: Yeah that will work!

Me (taking out camera) Can I take a picture of you guys? Just so I can show my friends who I talked to?

(They agree, we take a picture and everyone goes to their own cars)

I did not see if there were any files on the disc until I got home. I have no laptop. 

I got home and hurried to put the disc in the computer and scan it for viruses (just to be safe!) and then played the *one* wav file… AAAAAAAAAAAARrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrgggggGGGGgghhhhhhhhhH!

(Explitive, explitive, explitive)

(sorry guys, all that travel for that???)

