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	The Wait of Atoms
Harry Lime
 
When Michael touched me, it felt like the sun’s energy pulsing through me, though when I awoke thereafter, it was with unspeakable serenity.
 
“I thought you’d gone,” I said, raspy from sleep.
 
“I’ve returned to say goodbye...I won’t be back.”
 
I immediately understood, but caught myself saying “Don’t go.”
 
“You were my dying thought…I wanted you to know what you meant to me.”
 
My eyelids fell heavily closed; I struggled to reopen them and when I did I was alone again. A great and comfortable sadness enveloped me like a warm blanket, my crying fading quietly into the darkness.
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