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This is a book of fiction. The characters are not real. Names, characters and such are products of the author’s imagination. Only the apartment and the tragedy are real

––––––––
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I've been traveling too long friends, rumbling about the cosmos like some meteor or other astral carpetbagger. Over the years the essence of my life has become as disordered as the contents of my suitcase at the end of a trip; the appearance of my life as worn and threadbare as clothes too often packed and too seldom washed..

The problem is that relationships, like moss, don't form easily around a traveler; temporary attachments do, of course, but they offer little sustenance, and I wanted some sustenance now. I wanted to experience firsthand the discontent that comes to those who grow overly familiar with each other after living together too closely, too long. I wanted to argue about who was to wash the dishes and not about my own cosmic identity.  

Of course, all of this is a lie. I chose and executed my life carefully, at least in some respects. And I guard it jealously. For there is nothing to be found while standing still that I couldn't find just as easily while in perpetual motion if I truly wanted to seek it out, looking cautiously under each flat rock and never retracing my steps. My life is really no different in important respects from any other life, except for the motion itself, the constant feeling of falling through endless space. But many people develop motion sickness and fear of falling when they find themselves too close to the edge. They often drop off, falling out of sight. 

I'd always thought that Linda was one of those cautious stand-back-from-the-edgers. In the time I had known her, the only sense of adventure she had shown me lay within the relatively safe bounds of what I considered myths: magic and fantasy. But she translated herself, stepped sideways and metamorphosed into a more dangerous creature. And now she thought more of herself, or perhaps simply less of others. 

She became aggressive from a need to offset the intimidation she felt when confronting the world; now she was both aggressive and contemptuous of the power of the world to contain her. An interesting change, to say the least. 

And there were other interesting changes that came to mind, especially in the current state of my mind. My brain’s fuses had been welded with the horrendous series of overloads that turned everything from boring routine to a fluctuating chaotic swirl. (This was suficiently unsettling that I was actively suppressing an urge to bury my finger in an electrical outlet in search of a sensation that offered relative calmness.) In my precarious state, the staccato blinking of the message light on my answering machine nearly threw me into seizure. I hit the play button just to extinguish the light, banish it from my fiefdom. And, as a result, heard Linda's message. 

"Hey sailor," she said, her voice that teasing, lilting, familiar sound that sent tingles of desire running through me just as it always did. "For a good time call ..." well, there is no need to pass out that particular number, and no advantage in making up a phony one for others to call (in Bahrain, dial 1-800—). But I didn't call right away. Her voice, her flippant tone rising and falling against the background of ubiquitous static, raised too many questions: Where was she calling from? Why had she called me? Where had I hidden the damn telephone? 
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