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From the Chicago Tribune, pg. 6, Section 2, April 30, 2001.

Jamie Forthe

CHICAGO, IL.—Jamie (Jim) Forthe, 25, Chicago, was found dead in his home Tuesday, April 27, 1993.

He was found in his living room, lying face down in a puddle of water.  Where the water came from is unknown, but his lungs proved to have been filled with water also, and coroner's reports stated cause of death as drowning.

. . .

* * *
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WALKING OUTSIDE AFTER the show, the first thing Frank noticed was the sky.  It stretched over him like a great, barren landscape.  The air felt unusually warm for this time of year in Copley, and the sky shone a bright, clear blue.

Fly a faraway voice whispered in Frank's ear or his head, he couldn't tell which.

After a few moments of staring up, he walked to the corner pay phone and called home.  Janice answered.

"It's just me," Frank said.  "I'm going to the store before I come home.  Is there anything you'd like tonight?"

"Nothing special.  Whatever you want.  How was the show?  Anything good happen?"

"Besides me being in the show?"

"Really?  You got to be hypnotized and all that?"

"Yep.  I almost didn't do it," Frank said.  "I couldn't stand the thought of someone besides me controlling my body.  Just the thought gives me a chill.  But then I thought, 'Go ahead.'"

"So, what did he do?  Did you have to act like a dog or get undressed, or what?"

"No," Frank said.  "I don't remember all that much, but I don't think he did anything spectacular.  I think there was something about being a stupid git, whatever a git is."

"It's English.  It’s not a compliment."

"Great," Frank chuckled.

"Don't worry," Janice said.  "I'll make it all better when you get home."

"Deal," Frank said.  "So, I'll just get anything, right?"

"Yeah, whatever looks good."

"Okay.  I was thinking maybe lasagna.  I'll be home in about an hour.  Oh!  Has anyone called about my car, yet?"

"Not yet.  But I'll have a cab meet you at the store, okay?"

"Good.  I'll see you in a bit."

Frank walked the six blocks to the store.  When he got there, he grabbed a cart and began casing the aisles for the things he'd come for: a frozen lasagna for tonight's dinner, toothpaste, bread, and an onion because he was thinking of making tacos tomorrow.
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