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At 10 a.m. the Brown Book Store on Providence’s East Side was deserted except for a young girl, willowy and ascetic-looking, thumbing through a thick volume in the philosophy section. The girl's auburn hair was soaking wet and fell down her forehead in stringy clumps. The way she read - noiselessly with only her lips moving and head cocked to one side for dramatic effect - made Marty Humphrey want to throw up on the polyurethane, solid oak floor.

“Strong stuff!” Marty said.

The girl, whose porcelain-pale complexion was offset by a healthy splattering of light freckles on the cheeks and chin, turned the book over in her hands. “Wouldn't know. I only came in here to get out of the rain.” She replaced the book on the shelf and shuffled off.  

“God, am I pathetic!” Marty thought. He browsed through the offerings for a good ten minutes before settling on a collection of essays by Sartre. 

A week earlier, he came home on spring break from his junior year at Boston University and announced that he was not going back. When his father asked why, Marty sobbed, “Nothing makes any sense; I don't know what I want to do with my screwed-up life.” The emotional outburst had a calming effect, temporarily obscuring the more obvious issue: his 'problem', if he  even had the right to describe it as such, was far too ephemeral to elicit any genuine sympathy. 
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