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July 14th is always the day I die.  Today I'd see if my precautions worked.

I parked on a ridge overlooking the desert, turned off the engine and stepped out.  Going around to the back of the Blazer, I felt something skitter over my boots.  The air tasted stale and heavy.  The temperature was teasing toward an even hundred, but wouldn't commit to the three-digit mark.  But the humidity. . . .  It was like breathing mashed potatoes.

I opened the back window and the tailgate and climbed in.  Settling the back-seat into the forward position, I cleared a spot to lay down, my head leaning an inch or two off the back of the tailgate.  The stars were amazing.  The moon dwindled to a slit of white in a black sky.  I lay there for half an hour, thinking I should go to sleep and let this night be over as soon as possible.  I had to know if there would be a tomorrow or not.

A churning stomach put that idea to rest.

Soon I had the portable grill set up with a slab of meat on it.  In my hurry to get out of the city and away from the water, I didn't pay much attention to what I'd grabbed.  While it cooked, I opened the Blazer's doors and turned up the radio.  It was Eric Clapton weekend on the radio and by the time they'd played two from Cream, two from Derek and the Dominoes, and two more from the man himself, I'd cooked and eaten my food.

Afterward, I leaned against a rock, staring up, After Midnight in the background, when a voice said, "You got a light?"

I jumped and looked up, feeling, for some reason, like I'd just been caught trying to decide what to wear from my mother's underwear drawer.  The little man who came around from the front of the Blazer held a cigarette forward, in case I might not know what he meant.  When my heart resumed a slower pace and I was able to breathe again, I said, "Uh, yeah."  I climbed into the Blazer and pushed the lighter.
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