Sonja stood on the balcony, vainly watering a plant
the cat had killed three months ago. Jason stared at
her; she didn’t even care. How easy it would be,
just to give agentle shove, to send her and all his
problems hurtling down to nothingness. Hislife
was over; no one even knew he was there. Except
Sonja, of course, but that was hardly important.



