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BAD WATER, BUGS, AND GRAVITY
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“Hey, buddy! Watch out!”

“Huh- Jesus!”

“You okay?”

“Yeah. My, God.”

“Fucked up, eh?”

“To say the least.”

“Not everyday you gotta dodge a falling body from the sky.”

“You think he would have killed me?”

“Shit. I don’t know. Maybe. He looks like a heavy one.”

“Where did he come from?”

“Looks like this building here.”

“That’s my building.”

“Why don’t you check to see if he’s alive? I’ll call for an ambulance.”

“You want me to touch him?”

“Yeah. You got a problem with that?”

“He’s dead.”

“No, shit. So?”

“I don’t want to touch a dead man.”

“Well, what if he’s not dead. We should know, right?”

“I don’t believe this.”

“You’ll get over it, kid.”

“Okay. He has no pulse. This guy is dead. Jesus, those fucking eyes are freaking me out.”

“Hold on. Okay. I just told the 911 chick. She sounds cute. Think I should ask her out?”

“I wouldn’t recommend that.”

“Why?”

“She’s only there for emergencies.”

“Hey, man. I’m horny. That’s an emergency.”

“God.”

“I’m just kidding, buddy. Relax. Lighten up. I’m sure this guy wouldn’t want you feeling too bad about him being dead. He’s probably in a better place. We should be happy for him, if that’s what he wants.”

“I think I know this guy.”

“No, shit.”

“Well, not exactly. He lives in my building.”

“Hope it’s not the water.”

“Huh?”

“If the water is laced with drugs or some shit, he could have went nuts and jumped out the window. You know, hoping to kill the bugs in his system. Shit, you could be next.”

“I seriously doubt that.”

“I’m serious, man. Test your water. I saw it on T.V.”

“The news?”

“No some show on the Scy-Fy channel.”

“Uh, huh.”

“Poor sap. You’ve been consumed by the shroud, seeing what they want you to see.”

“Ambulance must be close.”

“Looks like cops, too.”

“Shit.”

“On the run from the law?”

“No. I’m late getting home. Don’t want to worry my wife.”

“Want me to wait here with the body so you can go get her.”

“No. Maybe it wont take long.”

“Ha ha ha.”

“Please, don’t laugh.”

“Sorry, buddy. Ha ha ha ha.”

“Thanks.”
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BAD AIM?
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“Your name?”

“Vincent Flowers.”

“And you said you live in this apartment building here, the same one as the jumper?”

“Yes, officer. I was on my way inside. I’m in apartment 6F.”

“Uh, huh. And you knew the jumper?”

“Not exactly. I don’t know his name. I’ve just seen him around. Mostly in the elevator. I think he lives on one of the floors above me.”

“Did the jumper know you?”

“I don’t think so. Maybe just at the same level as I knew him.”

“You two had no words or bad relations at all?”

“No. Like I said, he’s practically a stranger.”

“Uh, huh. Perhaps your wife knew him?”

“I believe she knew him the same as me. She never mentioned him.”

“We’ll want to talk to her.”

“Why?”

“We need to exhaust all leads. She could be a suspect or somehow related to why the man jumped.”

“What? Wait a second. I heard you talking to the other cops before and you said it was a suicide. I don’t understand.”

“Mr. Flowers, the jumper just missed hitting you from jumping thirteen stores down. Coincidence? Maybe. Or just maybe he was aiming for you.”

“That’s insane.”

“But not impossible”

“So you wanna go now?”

“Please.”
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PAPER AND SLIPPERS
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“Allie?”

“Vincent, where’ve you been?”

“Mmm, hi, sweetie. Um, we got a visitor.”

“Oh. Are you okay?”

“Yeah. I’m fine. A body almost hit me on the way into the building.”

“What?”

“I’m serious. The officer will tell you.”

“It’s true, ma’am.”

“Please don’t call me ma’am. I’m only twenty-six.”

“Yes, Mrs. Flowers.

“So what do I have to do with this?”

“Mrs. Flowers, did you know Mr. Adam Kimball?”

“Um, wait. Yeah. Isn’t he that guy who thinks he’s Spiderman and climbs the side of high-rises naked?”

“No, miss. Close, but no. He was the jumper that almost hit your husband.”

“Then no, I never heard the name before.”

“He lives on one of the floors above us, sweetie. We’ve seen him on the elevator a few times.”

“Which one was he?”

“You know, the redheaded guy with the lips you said looked like a puckered asshole.”

“Oh! That guy.”

“So you knew Mr. Kimball, Mrs. Flowers?”

“Yeah. I mean I’ve just seen him around.”

“You had no relations with him, Miss?”

“Relations. You mean, was I fucking him?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“You know I’m married, right?”

“Yes, Miss. Marriage has nothing to do with sex.”

“God, no. Eiw! The guy had lips like a puckered asshole. Would you want to kiss a woman with lips like that?”

“I’m not so prejudice, Miss.”

“No. I was not having sex or any other kind of relations with him. What are you getting at? That I was having an affair with him and I wanted to get rid of my husband by dropping Kimball on him? That would be pretty stupid of me, wouldn’t it?”

“Not if you were insane, Miss.”

“Well it goes both ways, ya know”

“What do you mean, Miss?”

“What if he was having an affair with my husband and wanted to kill him for not leaving me?”

“Allie!”

“It could happen.”

“In what world?”

“We’ll keep that in consideration, Miss. Now, can you account for your where abouts between the hours of 5 and 6 PM?”

“I was here.”

“Alone?”

“I wish I was. I was talking to my mother on the phone.”

“We’ll need her number to verify that.”

“Sure. Is that it?”

“Yes. Thanks for your time.”
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“You okay, baby?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. Just...was a bit weirded out today.”

“I bet. Why don’t you sit down? You wanna get take-out tonight?”

“Yeah. I’m not in the mood to cook.”

“’Kay, baby. You wait here, I’ll get the menu.”

“So you said you were talking to your mother earlier?”

“Yeah. Here you go.”

“Thanks. What’s new with her.”

“Usual, I guess. She was bothering me about giving her my old lotions again.”

“For the Girls at Work?”

“Yeah. And that still pisses me off. I gave them for her, hoping she would use them. To treat herself. But instead she gives them to the Girls at Work.”

“You’re such a saint.”

“Oh, please.”

“No, serious. Your mother sits in a room full of smelly old women who can’t afford hand lotion from Victoria’s Secret. I’m sure she loves working in such a pleasant smelling atmosphere and with people with such soft hands. Although, I doubt the wrinkles are going away.”

“Can’t afford it? Ha. I think not. All I hear about is how they go out gambling and losing their money at Atlantic City. Plus, all the new cars they keep buying; let’s not forget those.”

“Do you have any to give them?”

“No. Maybe. I don’t know. I wasn’t really thinking about it. I’ve had something on my mind. And even if I did have any, I doubt I would give them to her knowing they were going to someone besides her.”

“You had a bad day at work?”

“No. Work was fine. Boss came in at her usual time.”

“2 PM.”

“Yeah. She had a toe nail appointment today. She got them trimmed.”

“She got a pedicure?”

“No. She sees a doctor for that, a podiatrist.”

“Get out of here?”

“I’m serious. So, how was your day besides dodging bodies from the sky.”

“Okay. Same.”

“You sound sad.”

“Just...I don’t know. I open and sort mail all day. It’s not exactly the most exciting of jobs. I get so bored. I feel like I could be doing more.”

“Oh, baby. It’s only temporary. You’ll find something you’ll like.”

“I know. But, I feel like I have this shadow over my shoulder. I’m working hard at a job that doesn’t challenge me, a temp job, that for any reason what-so-ever, I could get suddenly reassigned or just taken out to collect unemployment. I don’t want to collect unemployment again. I hate being alone like that.”
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