Prologue

This is a confession, but a brief one.

I didn't want to have to do it to her. | would have infinitely preferred some other solution. Still, there we are. It
makes sense, really, given the rules of life on earth; and she asked for it. | just wish there was another way,
something more self-contained, economical, and shapely. But there isn't. That's life, as | say, and my most sacred
duty is to make it lifelike. Oh, hell. Let's get it over with.



