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I am not a doctor. I have no badge. What I have is

a habit: when something about the way people live

stops making sense, I write it down.

This century taught us to be present everywhere and

nowhere. We know a stranger's opinion about

everything and our neighbors' names about nothing.

The old word for that withdrawal was schizoid:

detached, watchful, alone on purpose. I think the

word now describes the whole era, not a few people

in it.

This Journal is where I keep the cases that explain

how we got here. Every entry is real. Every claim

has a source. The names of private people stay

blacked out.

One case will not close. I have not told you about

it yet. It begins with a number I keep finding in

the margins.

Read the next entry.
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