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Cool air circulates, signaling the departure.,

“What're you writing?”

“Nothing.”
Iwant my sister to have my jewelry. My brother can take r&l
What is all this?”
“If you must know, I'm writing my final wishes.”
“Wow. Why?”
"You're sure nosy, aren’t you??”
“You seem like you've got something on your mind. 1 like to listen. So speak.™
“No. It's nothing much.”
“You're suting here, all alone, writing vour final wishes and that’s 'm:lhini -
much™? There’s obviously something serious going on.”
“"Why do vou care so much?”
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“I'm an angel from heaven, sent here to help you out of your misery.”

sides. "Now. what’s wrong? Arc you contemplating death?”

“I might be.”

“Why?"

“Don’t you ever feel like things never go yvour way? Like, what's the point of ]ivin-g;'! You
so hard everyday of my life. I do what 1s expected of me, even when 1 don’t like it. But Enever
appreciated. Nobody cares! It pisses me off so much! When 1 do something, it’s like, ‘Ol you
That™s nice.” But when 1 fail at something, everyone’s at my back. Suddenly, I'm the center thE world.
All my hife. | feel like I've lived someone else’s life. When | was young, I did what my p - nted.
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At school. T was the person my friends made me to be. W Iml I’mstudymg now is what r
me to. At work, I'm the person that the boss thinks | m

rmnever free to be just

c”? It"s like being on a tramr

wondering halfway through the journey if you rain or not.” A soft sigh es

shoots from the other side “How ma 10 you think are waiting for the train,
station? A few hundred? do you think wait for the train in this city’

look at them. Thére ances at the time, passiveness — A few
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