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         “Your friends are all so high-maintenance,” says Jonathan when I emerge into the living room.

         It’s Sunday evening, and I’ve been on the phone with Sandra for almost an hour. I’ve missed the first half of the movie Jonathan and I were planning to watch together, and my dinner is cold.

         “Isn’t that what friends are for?” I reply. “Someone to lend a sympathetic ear when you’re feeling down or have a problem.”

         “But Sandra isn’t even a close friend. And she sucks up all your energy!”

         Jonathan’s right. Sandra doesn’t need me. She needs a therapist.

         “So what’s the matter now?” Jonathan continues.

         “The usual. Her latest dream man forgot to tell her he’s married with two kids. You don’t want to hear the rest. I said I’d meet her for lunch tomorrow.”

         “But you and I were supposed to be meeting up then,” protests Jonathan.

         “Oh, I completely forgot. Sorry! Couldn’t we have lunch together on Tuesday instead?”

         The next day, Sandra and I meet at Urban Deli on Nytorget. We each order a salad and find a vacant table in the farthest corner. The previous guest had spilled soy sauce, but moving tables isn’t an option. Several hungry speculators are hovering, ready to descend on the first available table. I try to wipe away the sauce with a napkin but succeed only in smearing it all over the white plastic tabletop, turning it faintly light brown. I giggle at my own joke about the color, but Sandra just thinks I’m being juvenile and fidgets with embarrassment.
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