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It was a beautiful day indeed, with a bright morning sun, bathing me now in love and acceptance. I was graduating in less than a month, and the overwhelming impatience added to my excitement, because I was young and full of life, believing everything to be true and possible. 

I walked with confidence the narrow alleys of my university campus, while round, white petals fell all around me in slow motion, perfectly animating the mild breeze, the breeze smelling like flowers now, with cheerful little birds all around. ...And I was happy indeed, because I had just found this wonderful letter in my mailbox, my letter of acceptance to Graduate School. What a joy, what a dream come true! ...Yet my life is always a dream, filled with vibrant feelings and bold expectations, and this is exactly what adds to my style and to my creativity in writing, because maybe there are artists working hard for their fortune and fame, while I remain engulfed in expressive consistence and in artistic details, to simply reach them continuously, and mark in my pages. ...While time itself stops in its dense, heavy tracks to allow for their capture, like stopping dreams, one mesmerizing frame after another. ...Since life is like art, like beautiful dreaming, capturing you throughout time, among feelings and perception, if you have the eye to see it, and if you have the love in your heart to match your expectations.

Such a special gift indeed, so what can ever go wrong in my insignificant life, as artistic and as full of love, joy, youth, and vibrancy as it may be? Everything, since bad things happen when you expect them the least, to transform your beautiful dreams and expectations into dreadful, lethal nightmares, or worst, to hijack your entire existence into the dark, inescapable dream of the dead. 

...Yet today it was an extraordinary day indeed, today everything felt conceivable, since today I could tell Tabitha my happy news, we could celebrate at the cafeteria for example, since it was Friday anyway, and then I could simply ask her out! Tabitha was majoring in Artistic Painting and Impressionism, I think, while I was going to continue my graduate studies in World Literature, with a minor in Creative Poetry, hopefully, and we were just meant for each other. 

I went to class eagerly, but Tabitha was not there. Only some of my colleagues were, all chatting in low voice, with caution, as they paused to stare occasionally at the doors and windows. ...And I saw it, and I knew it, because there was something else going on in the world besides my joy and green expectations, something to animate everything in darkness from the background, from the hiding, and I could not trace it, something about my colleagues and my poetry class but not only, something intriguing and present in everything and in everyone around. It has been bothering me for some time now, getting louder and louder, but I had no time to identify it. ...Or maybe I had no intention to identify it. ...Or maybe I only created these random reasons in order to avoid it, to hide it somewhere in the tight corners of my perception, behind dense dreams and bold future intentions, away from my joy, love, life plans, and great expectations.

I sat down silently at my little desk, and the first thing I did was to open my letter of acceptance to the Graduate School. I studied it in full joy, again and again, and time slowed down to let me contemplate it, for as long as possible. ...Before Doctor Robison made her entrance and put an end to the low, consistent chatter, bringing the whole world to a full stop. 

...And then I realized it, because this was exactly what the whole world was all about: its end, its full stop! This was exactly what stood in the background of my feelings and expectations the whole time! ...And it got cold then, and it was scary, the end of everything was, and I saw it clearly. ...And it had simply stopped motionlessly, in front of me, and it stayed there, as a bad, persistent dream, to cover my soul now, in a cold blanket, of panic, and despair. ...And this certainly happened because half of my colleagues were in class and half missing, with Tabitha far, far from me. 

I woke up to reality then and I shivered suddenly. What a sudden feeling and what a cold breeze to manifest all around, and to cause my irrelevant despair! The rest of my colleagues certainly came in late, since it was the first class of the day, and since they always party on Thursday night, all night. I glanced outside to see even fewer students on sidewalks and alleys, and it also felt strange and worrying. ...And since some of my classes had remained canceled that whole week, then there was something going on in the world, indeed! 

There was a lot more going on in the world, since the streets of New York were a rally and a carnival at once, this early in the day, not because everyone went suddenly mad, or maybe this was also the case, but because the cops themselves went missing from the world, entirely. I had an idea then: what if the world never ends suddenly, but it ends in well-defined phases? Sudden events for example may remove people systematically from the world, with cops, university professors, and university students going missing at first, and then with clerks, drivers, and construction workers to follow later on, to leave only flowers untouched in the world, along with cheerful little birds and colorful petals, letting them fly gently everywhere in the morning breeze, ever after, ever after, ever and ever, forever and forever...

Forever and forever, my random thoughts echoed through my mind freely now, untamed, tingling my random feelings in a final reverberation, while I still glanced outside, entirely detached from the world. 

Tabitha came in the classroom then. She smiled while she took her seat by mine, touching me in warmth and kindness. My heart ran faster, it stumbled clumsily upon one or two of its beats, and then it continued its persistent march of life normally, yet assuring me with each one of its beats: ‘and then, the end! ...And then, the end! ...And then, the end! ...And then, the end!’ 

“Outstanding! Outstanding,” the Professor exclaimed theatrically from the front of the classroom, startling us all, and so my university day began. “...This is one of my favorite! I am reading this poem first for inspiration, and then you have five minutes to complete your own poems, on the same topic. ...And the theme for today is... ‘The End of the World!’ The poem is called: ‘There Will Come Soft Rains,’ by Sara Teasdale. She wrote it during the war, it was the end of the world then, as it is the end of the world today, in our poetry class, my dear students! Do not get too drowsy with the wonderful life, with the sun and the spring outside! Don’t let these fool you, or you end up with weak, childish rimes, and with sweet and gentle lullabies! Don’t get too comfy in your desks now, since everything is going to change for the worst, you’ll see! ...Very soon, your springs will lack flowers and birds, and your hearts will miss the warmth and love that you can still find today! Your life may end entirely, along with the wind and the rain, so wake up! Get in the theme! Follow the rhythm! Follow the wars, the plagues, the droughts, the calamities, because there is nothing, nothing lovely left in the world now, but only death, only misery, only hate and destruction, only suffering, chaos, and despair! I want it all! I want it all in your poems now, my dear students! I want it all! Find these dreadful feelings! Find these horrifying words and the mischievous rimes, because I want it all! I want it all!”

She kept us in silence then, for a moment, as a wonderful theatrical strategy, to wake us all up, to make us believe, to make us think, but we already knew her tricks, and we were already thinking of the right ideas and the perfect emotions to put in our dark poems. ...Yet that whole theme seemed rather... inappropriate.

“You have five minutes to write your poems,” Dr. Robison continued cheerfully. “As usually, your poems are graded when you finish reading them, so go on now, start writing, do your best, and good luck! There Will Come Soft Rains!”

Something was still not right! I glanced outside at the immensity of life that only spring could bring, I heard the birds and I smelled the flowers through the open windows, and no, it made no sense! ...Because my little soul had to write an entire dark poem now, as dark as the end of the world itself, and this went against all higher laws!  

I complied and I thought hard, I planned my dark poem, while still daydreaming helplessly of happy singing birds, of busy people filling the streets of New York with their happy gestures, colored in happy smiles. I daydreamt of graduate schools and of doctorate degrees, I daydreamt of me and Tabitha, together always, starting with our first date that very evening, I daydreamt of our happy family life, since we could continue our studies, I majored in literature while she majored in paining, we could get married and we could move down south near my family, where we could teach, write, and paint all day long, we could open a gallery, and we could host special events, or we could stay here in Manhattan, we could rent a little apartment, we could be really successful, and then we could...

“There will come soft rains,” the professor started reciting immediately, with her beautiful voice bringing me back down to the world.

“There will come soft rains and the smell of the ground,

And swallows circling with their shimmering sound;

And frogs in the pools, singing at night,

And wild plum trees in tremulous white,

Robins will wear their feathery fire,

Whistling their whims on a low fence-wire;

And not one will know of the war, not one

Will care at last when it is done.

Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree,

If mankind perished utterly;

And Spring herself, when she woke at dawn,

Would scarcely know that we were gone.”

...And I cried in weakness and in helplessness, because nothing, nothing made sense anymore! ...And we all remained silent, probably because my colleagues had already started working on their poems, while I wanted to feel the echoes of those last words as they dissipated slowly in the air, because they were still the class, still around us, the stuff that only poems and dreams are made of. They were in the beautiful world outside, in the sublime substance of my poetry class, in everyone present, and they were now in all ideas to start forming in my mind, to start conceiving in my dark poem, sadly! 

...And all I had to do was to stop time and grab these unique, cold ideas in their still flight. I just reached around me and took them one by one from the cold air, raw and motionless, I placed them in my rimes and they coated my written words in glitter, sadness, and in dreadful sensations. 

...And this is what I did, since this is my gift, my special gift, I stopped that dark dream motionless in midair, and I wrote down as fast as I could feel and remember, I wrote about Mother Earth and about industrialization, I wrote about strong rains, hate, and discrimination, I wrote about waste, pollution, carelessness, misery, and inadmissible starvation, I wrote it all down in pain and I cried, and I hoped in vain for them to stop, to leave me alone, but they never did. ...And my soul died indeed, with each word I reached and marked on my page, and my heart dimmed down in compliance, throughout my impossible determination to gather and match the unique ideas, then to write them all down as accurately as they came, with more and more verses to come, and with more and more rimes to hurt. ...Because the dark dream is already here, the dream of the dead, it has us all within, it lies to us all, it gives us everything we want while we never recognize it, we never make it stop, and so it never goes away!

...And so I gathered my sore rimes, more and more, and so I wrote them all down in pain, more and more, and so I hurt while I filled up my page, in the black ink of my raw feelings, in macabre rimed words while I cried in silence, while I cried in weakness... I wrote it fast, I colored and I strengthened the tone to match my trembling thoughts, I did it fast, I did it against my will, I did it against the world, and it certainly hurt! ...And I was barely finished, when Dr. Robison called the first name:

“Mara!” she said suddenly, bringing us all back to reality.

“She’s not present,” somebody said, and then we all just kept quiet. The Professor shrugged simply, untouched. “Peter... is not here either,” she continued slowly and patiently, “Hmm!”

I looked around the classroom, and Tabitha did the same. A great part of our colleagues were missing! This never happened before, so we just watched each other blankly.

“I will not be here next week either,” Dr. Robison added, “I have a conference to attend to, but come on, dear students! I want vibrancy! I want smoke! I want thunder, horror, cries, and fearful sensations! It’s the end of the world! It’s the end of the world! It’s the end of the world!”

I watched her mesmerized, how she really believed everything she said! What an extraordinary performance! The whole class watched her closely, with pale faces and with wide, frightened eyes, not matching at all her excitement. Only Tabitha and Mark showed some vibrancy and hope. Hope? What hope? ...For what?

“Let the world die!” screamed the Professor now, with reassuring joy, still mesmerizing everybody. “...And then let the world reborn! Let everything reborn from the ashes of this wicked old world, as Phoenix always does! Let Justice weight this world now, in her comprehensive authority! Yes, let Death claim her land now! Hannah!”

Hannah spoke softly then, anemically, almost in panic. 

“I... I am sorry, but I am not ready!”

It all seemed like a plot against the Prof, so we all felt ashamed, adding to the dark slumber. 

“...As you wish! Sandra!”

“I... I... You know what? You listen to me now, because I’m gonna skip this one! ...So let the world die in peace now, without me!” Sandra said it all in full force and in complete victory, smiling triumphantly the whole time, and then she turned fast to watch me and Tabitha closely, for one moment only, and then she picked up her stuff, got up, and left! I think that she still said one last word on her way out, something very faint, it sounded like ‘caste,’ or ‘cattle,’ or something alike, and it made no sense! ...Yet it certainly made her feel good while she said it. 

“Well then, did anyone write anything? ...Any poem? Dickens?” 

She had said my name then so strongly, while I got ready to read my poem, immediately. I had worked on it so hard, that I already had it memorized, with its first verse already forming on the tip of my tongue, just waiting for me to start reciting. ...While I remained motionless, still deciding if I should recite it directly or only read it slowly from the page, as everybody did. ...While nothing was making sense, this whole act was a redundant charade, a forced theatrical performance, since the world was full of life outside, full of youth, of dreams, of love, of eagerness, and of extraordinary expectations. ...So how could the world die? My soul just stood there unmoved, in a corner of my heart, and refused to speak... So I followed it entirely, I remained motionless, waiting, in the little corner of my inner world. 

...And so I produced that entire silence, that spectacular silence to embrace the whole class, for seconds in a row. ...And everyone kept the silence with me, the dark, intact, pristine silence, moment after moment, after moment after moment... It was an entire blank, unspoken paragraph, and in itself, this was the exact poem for Humanity, to recite at the end of the world, the comprehensive epitaph written in the name of this entire warm, loving, colorful, lively, lovely, wonderful world!

Five entire seconds had actually passed this way, when Mark spoke slowly and carefully, offering to read his poem instead. I loved Mark for his perception and originality, and for the strength, precision, and pragmatism of his words. Yes, Mark was sometimes Gothic, sometimes romantic, and you never knew what to expect. Mark even got up, slowly, to read his poem, while dominating the class, and especially while dominating the Professor herself, with his sudden insistence. He looked the Professor straight in her eyes, right before he started reading, in a rather offensive manner, and this added to the expected strength and texture of his poem. Oh, she was going to get her thrill, her smoke, her thunder, her loud screams and her dreadful excitement, just the way she wanted!

“The Culling!” Mark stated the title of his poem then, sharply, and clearly, and Dr. Robison turned pale in response, her whole life drained away, causing her to remain stunned and motionless now, as she leaned weakly on her desk, in a rather confused position. 

“What will you do, when the sh*t hits the fan?

Will you still be able to dance, sing, and scribble?

What will you do, when my children die under your arm?

See no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil?”

...And Mark just stopped there since that was his entire poem, and nothing else! Dr. Robison closed her mouth then, lost her enthusiasm, and just sat down at her desk, thinking intensely. The whole class remained silent, only Kelly turned around to mimic at Tabitha a quick, silent: ‘ouch!’  

Dr. Robison got busy then, and spoke rapidly in her cellphone. She got up suddenly, to announce in a random tone that she was expected in a meeting and she had to leave. She was not going to be there the next week either, she wished us luck with our exams, and then she just left rapidly. Everybody left then, and it felt more like the end of the university year, happening so suddenly! 

Tabitha took my hand, and so we walked silently throughout hallways, and out of the building. She seemed to wait for me to say something, something important, while I just looked at the trees and flowers outside, happy and eager to feel the warmth of the sun again. I had new emails on my smartphone, most of them informing me of further cancellations of classes for the rest of the day and for the rest of the next week. This was good news, more or less, since I had free time today to do my medical exams for the Graduate School. I took out the form from the envelope to study it carefully. It was signed Dr. Martina, and she was at the University of New York School of Medicine campus, only a few kilometers north. ...Yet in Manhattan, a few kilometers means an hour of heavy traffic, and it is faster if you walk. I thought this way silently, while Tabitha followed me all the way to my bike.

“I have to do my medicals now, Tabitha and I have to go to the School of Medicine.” I said absently.

“You don’t have to go to the School of Medicine, Dickens! All medical exams are done here at the clinic! Come, I’ll walk you there! You do your medicals now, and then we can have lunch together at the cafeteria!”

...And she just smiled, as happy as she could be. I loved Tabitha! Yes, we could just rent a small apartment or a larger room, then we could marry and move down south, or just stay here in New York, but I did not know how to say it! We had to go on a date first, obviously, and take it from there, obviously, and if life was more like a poem, then I could have colored and detailed it minutely, in all beautiful feelings that I had for her, for my dear Tabitha! ...And what a great idea! I could just write a poem, something nice and simple, just for her, just for my dear Tabitha, to ask her in a date that evening! Yes! 

...And I did exactly that! I wrote an entire poem in my mind then, for her alone, for my dear Tabitha, while the whole world just stopped and allowed me to compose and finish it all, in silence. 

I came back from my reveries, while Tabitha had just finished telling me something important, about lunch and where to meet. She kissed me fast on my cheeks because she had to run to her next class right away, so she just left me there all alone, waiting in line at the clinic, still watching blankly at the empty space by my side, where she once stood... 

“No,” the nurse told me definitely, waking me up. “It is written Dr. Martina on your form, so you have to see Dr. Martina! ...At the School of Medicine! You have to go now! Look, they are expecting you! Your appointment is... right now, so you better jump in the first cab and go!”

I studied the exact time and date on my form as I was shown, yet I still had the courage to insist. 

“Could it still be possible, if I could only do my medical exams here? I have a date very soon!” 

“Certainly not! Most of our doctors are not here, and it is getting very, very busy! You have to go to the School of Medicine, now!” 

I left in a hurry. I was still full of life, thinking of Tabitha the whole time. This gave me extraordinary strength, and I felt like everything was possible. I ran to my bike since I could get to the School of Medicine campus in one minute or less, if I rode very fast and if I dodged all traffic, and so I did. I could be back in half an hour or less since my appointment was... right now, and I still had plenty of time to meet Tabitha, for lunch! Joy! What a beautiful day it was indeed, and it was only morning!
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“I have an appointment with Doctor Martina!” I informed the nurse at the front desk, barely able to talk because I was breathing so heavily. “I am a little late, but I am in a hurry anyway, and I had just biked here like crazy, only to get on time!”

I really did, I biked like crazy, yet I think that the entire New York was in a hurry, so we all profited from the rush.

“Doctor who?” the nurse asked immediately, she stopped and smiled a little embarrassed, while I found the whole scene funny. “There is no Doctor Martina,” she said calmly, as for herself... “Wait! Let me put you in the system anyway... Just wait there please!” she said while typing fast, pointing absently to her left in general, and there I went, fast, to wait there, because I was in a hurry. I had a date! 

I found myself a nice little spot, away from everybody else, and that was a task in itself, because the place was packed! What if the entire city had just decided suddenly to enroll in colleges, universities, and graduate schools, and now they all took their medical exams, together, with Doctor Martina, right when I had a date, with Tabitha, for lunch? Well, it was not exactly a date, but I could...

“...For university registration?” asked the girl sitting near me, while she ate her crunchy chips from a small shiny bag, pointing at my bicycle helmet the whole time. She was still wearing her school uniform, and probably she had come directly from her high school. 

“Yes, I biked here, but it went very fast! The traffic lights...” 

“Oh, Doctor Martina!” she exclaimed pointing not at my helmet, but at the medical form that I held in my hand near my helmet. “I think she’s not here, is she?”

I only shrugged while watching her in panic, and she did the same. She was certainly still in high school, our perspective university student for the next academic year. Only four years earlier, I also came here for my medicals, when...

“Hello, I am Doctor Martina!” a woman in white said appearing from nowhere, startling us both. “You must be Angela and Dickens? ...If you follow me please, let’s do this fast and be finished before lunch, shall we?”

“Yes!” we both answered happily, smiling like kittens. In fact, I loved Doctor Martina then, and she was pretty too!

We went along the hallway to a tiny medical room, Doctor Martina produced a tray with several thin, long syringes, picked up two of them and just pocked us both right there, fast and precise, one after another, then she did it again on the other arm, very fast, just the way she had promised. She wrote just as fast on two of her medical forms, before she handed them to us, and then she took us back to the waiting room. ...And that was it!

“You both passed your exams! Just wait here now, and if I do not return in ten minutes, go to the front desk and they will give you your results there!” ...And so she left.

We waited for less than two minutes, in silence, and then I got dizzy first, then drowsy, and then I started feeling kind of numb, and happy. Angela just yawned by my side the whole time, while she tried to search for something on her tablet, but she never found it.

“I think that we should go ask for our results now...”

“Before we both fall asleep,” Angela said yawning. 

We went straight for the front desk, while I held on Angela strongly the whole time, feeling drunk, and she couldn’t stop laughing.

“We are here to pick up our results, from Doctor Martina!” Angela said loudly for both of us, and I think that the entire waiting room found out what we were there for.

“Doctor who?” the young nurse asked again, clumsily, she smiled and got embarrassed, again, while I did not find it funny at all this time, but I felt a little sick! The whole world made me sick then, since the whole world was packed right there, at the hospital, and it was certainly not enough room for all of us...

“Can I have your forms again, please?”

We gave her our forms, the new ones from Doctor Martina. The nurse typed fast on her keyboard, and then she made a call. ...While I felt sicker and sicker. People danced around me, they all span out of control, along with the walls and the floor, along with Angela and the nurse, while I held tighter and tighter on Angela. Angela spoke very fast, made sharp comments, and just found everything irrelevant. 

Another nurse came then, she took us to another room, somewhere upstairs, for our medical exams, all over again. I was too sick to say anything, but Angela was stronger and she complained the whole time, for both of us. ...While they all excused themselves for the whole blunder, and now they tried to make things right and get everything done, as fast as they could. ...While I was already considering the idea of taking a cab on my way back home, have a fast lunch with Tabitha, and then just call it the day and sleep until morning. Oh yes, sleep...

...And then all action started, because I felt very sick and everybody got very interested in me, for no particular reason, and also in Angela, while she fought back as hard as she could. The doctors made more tests, asked more questions and took more samples, they made us change into hospital gowns and poked us as much as they needed, everywhere, while Angela and I were already weak, silent, and obedient, like two little birds at the mercy of about a dozen medical beasts, creatures in white that spoke in indecipherable words and moved fast all around. Angela was feeling sick too, and dizzy, and then we were half-asleep when they took us to our room and helped us get into our beds, and there I passed out...

When I awoke, it was already getting dark, or it could have been early in the morning, the next day. I looked around then, to see Angela asleep, always by my side. She had moved her bed close to mine, and she had fallen asleep while still holding my hand. I watched her closely as she slept, and I almost cried.

“What are you here for?” Angela asked me suddenly, while she slept.

“Are you brother and sister?” a deeper voice asked immediately, and I realized that it was not Angela talking, but we were not alone! There were others with us, since we were not in a room, but in a larger hospital ward.

There were at least four more people with us, laying in their beds very close to us, with other beds left empty on the other side of the ward. There was another taller bed in the back corner, a very large one, or it was an operation table, now filled with heavy medical machines and devices, all hooked up and strapped to a very large man, a very large body, or a very large dummy, since I could not see it well from where I was. The giant just laid there, probably asleep or in a coma, and that entire man-machine-operation medical device looked frightening indeed, since that could happen to me too, very soon, because I still felt sick! 

“Medical exams...” I answered wondering. 

“And you?” asked Angela, since she was awake.

“Appendicitis,” “Hepatitis,” “Arthritis,” they all said simultaneously, two guys about my own age, and a woman a few years older. 

“I am Mike, she is Julia, he is Sam, and he is Hans,” Mike said fast, pointing at everybody and at the giant strapped on the surgery-machine table. The strapped man even made a noise, he only gargled loudly since he could not speak, because a multitude of tubes entered his mouth, nostrils, and veins, from all machines. It was that frightening, yet nobody seemed to care. They all probably took turns to lay on that table, so they were used to it by now...

“Do you have a cellphone? ...Because they took ours downstairs, with our clothes.” Angela asked.

“There are no cellphones allowed! You have to wait until morning to make a call, downstairs. Yet they may release you until then, who knows?”

“I have to call my parents, let them know where I am!”

“You can...” Julia started to say something, but the guys stopped her. “What is the phone number?” Julia insisted, then she got up and came fast to Angela’s interphone above her head, keyed in something followed by the phone number, the little interphone speaker started ringing just like a regular phone, and then a man answered in a stronger voice:

“Yes, Doctor Stanislaw here!”

“Daddy!” Angela exclaimed screaming fast, in a childish reflex. “I’m in a hospital, Daddy!” 

“What? I told you not to go do your medicals, Angela!” her father barked back with a Slavic accent, and then he continued talking fast in his harsh tone, saying the same thing over and over. Angela finally stopped him:

“You didn’t tell me, Daddy! You told me not to go this week, but the next one!”

“Because we are going to the cabin this weekend, Angela! It is this weekend, not next weekend! This weekend! You hear me? ...And you had to go do your darn medicals right now!”

“Oh, I thought... The cabin? ...Now? Daddy! ...This weekend? Oh...” 

She could not continue and started crying. I took her hand into mine, and she pulled me closer, and she wrapped her arms around me, held me tightly, very tightly, and so she calmed down.

“Where are you, darling?” The voice of a woman asked then, trembling with concern. “...Because we can come see you, and take you home!”

“I am still at the School of Medicine, Mom! I came here directly from school!”

“We’ll be right there, Angela,” her father assured her. “I make some phone calls now, and you’ll be waiting downstairs by the door before we arrive, so pack up your bags, because you’re coming home!” 

“Oh, Daddy!” Angela had the time to say, before she started crying again, and the call ended.

I thought about it, and it was the end of the world indeed, if Angela left me! ...If she left me all alone there, in the cold hospital ward, among complete strangers! 

The door opened only a few minutes later, and two men and a woman came in, followed by the nurse. The nurse helped them to their beds, wrote something fast on their notepads, and then she left. 

We started talking then, about everything, about sick people and about hospitals in general, about politics, about university life and about high school classes, about songs, physical exercise, and about common health problems, and it was very fun, because we had a party going on, it was getting late, and it was pleasant indeed! The door opened again, the nurses brought in more sick people, and then they brought in even more. We ran out of beds, they brought in more beds, and when we ran out of space we had to double up in our own beds, and Angela came to share my bed. ...And we were so close together then, and I think that I started to love her, and I felt it in my heart, and I felt very, very good, being with her, being so close to her! ...And none of us mentioned anything about her parents coming to take her away, and I just wished that they broke down somewhere far away, or that they got stuck in traffic, until next Tuesday for example, because I wanted me and Angela there now, together, in that packed hospital ward, only the two of us, alone in one bed, close, very close together, only talking, only looking at each other, with our bodies touching tightly, tightly beneath covers, and with us being together, breathing together, touching together, and talking, and talking, forever! ...And Angela told me about her dreams then, to become a doctor herself, just like her father, to work all day and all night treating patients, and this was how she played throughout her childhood, doctor, with all her little friends, colleagues, and neighbors. ...And now, being here, in a hospital ward, wearing a hospital gown only, with me at her side, it was just like playing doctor the whole time, and she loved it! ...And I felt good, very good, because I was just another one of her friends, a very good friend indeed, while I never really had a good friend or a girlfriend my whole life, to be so close together, in one bed, all night long, talking and talking. We had a party and a date at once, Angela and I, and I was happy, very, very happy!
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