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Kiss Me






  From a cold and plank bed, the gaunt man watched the water drops slide down the window glass as rain poured down outside and, far away, winds slashed trees and bended their crowns. The city should be in convulsion at this time of the afternoon; he thought as the hours passed endlessly. There he lingered as death was snatching away his life, and he was still thirsty to learning of what life would reveal. But, this was a wedge that he seemed to lose and not any financial transaction in which at higher risk a great profit.




  “Any better?” asked the blonde nurse, coming in.




  “So-so,” the pale man said.




  In what had he failed? He wondered as his body lay among the shadows of a hospital room. Perhaps he’d focused too much of his life on the stock market and forgetting other aspects of life. He knew that reasoning wouldn’t draw anyone to his side now.




  “Take it!” After the nurse administrated the dose, she walked out of the room, leaving him lost with an empty feeling that torn apart his heart. But he couldn’t set the clock backwards, and had to look ahead. Unexpectedly he would find the meaning and value of a real thing, even he awaiting his final hour.




  In the broad area of the waiting room, the gaunt man watched the young woman, whose gracious smile was fading away over her lips, and her beautiful countenance no longer scintillated gladness. This pretty creature put up with her cruel fate, though. She’d wondered a thousand times before the reason she had to go through all it without the spiritual experience of real love.
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