
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Healing

Ben sat alone in his apartment, drinking a bottle of Wild Turkey. The pain in his head was overwhelming, and all the friends who had tried to reach out to him had given up. As he sat there in anguish, only one thought crossed his mind: “This is it.” 

Ben then reached for a full bottle of antidepressants, ready to swallow them whole. Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. He got up to see who it was, planning to tell them to go away. When he opened the door, it was Isabelle, the bartender he had met the night before, who had listened to him.

“Isabelle, what are you doing here?” he asked, surprised.

Without waiting for a response, Isabelle let herself in, much to Ben’s confusion. “Look,” she said, “I can see that you’re busy right now.”Isabelle replied. “That’s why I’m here. You can’t give up, Ben. I know things are dark now, but dark times don’t last forever.”

“What do you care? You barely know me. Just because we talked last night doesn’t make us friends.”

“I care because I know that no one wants to lose you. Many people want you back. It doesn’t matter if I barely know you; whether you like it or not, I’m going to help you.”
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