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    To my wife, Melissa, my Mum, Dad, children, and grandchildren.  Thank you for believing that I could do this.  Also, thank you to Christine Jarvis for being a wonderful editor, and helping me with this whole process.

      

    


Racing down I75 just south of Sarasota, Florida, weaving around slower moving traffic, moving from lane to lane erratically, the needle of her speedometer staying steadily around ninety-five.  Her vehicle, an old Durango wasn’t totally mechanically sound, the brakes very soft and, due to a very bad alignment, the steering swayed alarmingly to the right at this excessive speed.  It took all of her attention and concentration to keep the car in its own lane.  It wasn’t really cut out for this sort of trip and right now it was being pushed to the limit, as were her nerves.  “When we get to our destination you can have a good long rest” she kept telling it as she mentally willed it on.  She cursed herself for not getting her car fixed previously, always putting it off.  When you very rarely strayed far from home who really needed a car?   She was a great believer in public transport and could always get wherever she needed to go by bus or taxi.  She also didn’t have the money to cover the repairs that she expected to be pretty expensive, and she was way beyond affording to scrap this old thing and get something a little newer. 

She should have been in Naples, about a hundred miles further south, an hour ago.  She was meeting her boyfriend there but due to unforeseen circumstances she was running way behind schedule.  She thought about calling him to let him know she was running late but didn’t, she didn’t believe in texting or talking on the phone whilst driving.  He would just have to pace around his apartment, chewing on his nails nervously till she got there.
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