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The child lies on the street after being shot in broad daylight.
He is numb, frightened and alone. People walk past with
exclamations of shock and disapproval, and then walk on to their
own destinations. A man in a suit sees the casualty and goes to
stand over the boy. He speaks soothing words loud enough so that
passers-by can hear him. The man kneels down and whispers in the
boy’s ear;

 “How much d’you have on you?”

The boy’s eyes widen in incomprehension. “What?”

 “How much money do you have on you?” The suited man’s eyes
are small and hard and unmoving. The boy’s brow furrows, unable to
understand the man’s point.

“I don’t know. Why?”

“Well, I need money if I’m to save your life.”

 “W..w..why? I can’t pay you..”

 “Well then I can’t help you. It needs to be worth my
while.”

  With the boy still looking up at the man, a heavy crimson
emerges on the victim’s lips.

 “But I’m bleeding a lot, I..I think I’m in trouble… ”

“I have profit margins to maintain.” The suited man observes the
desperation in the boy’s
eyes.        Heads are still
turning to and from the scene, and distant mutterings continue
filling the cold, clean air.

 “I h..have two pound in my pocket, I think..”

“Well, that won’t cover the cost of saving your life. Are you
sure that’s all you can offer, a measly two pound?”

“My..m..mother might be able to pay y..you, sir.”

The suited man easily hides his smile.

 “Hmm, that could work. How much does your mother earn on a
monthly basis?”

 “I s..s..saw her bank st..state..bank statement the other
day,” the man moves his head closer to the boy, trying to catch his
struggling words, “I think it’s about, two hundred and fif..fif…
fifty pounds.”

 The man abruptly moves his head away again.

“Hmm, well that isn’t much at all. I’m not sure if such a figure
is worthy of my expertise.”

 “C..could you p..please… ..my mother will g..give you all
her m..m..money… ”

 The boy closes his eyes tightly, clenching his brow.

 “I suppose we could draw up a contract of some sort. She
could pay me, say, one fifty every month. That’d just about do.
It’s the least I would accept for saving a child’s life, such
laborious work!”

The boy gasps, his face now full of pain.

 “Okay, I’m p..pleased we’ve m..m..made a de..de… ..deal…
”

 The man glances at his watch and stands up.

 “Okay, good. I’ll have to get the contract written up.
I’ll need it signed by you, your mother, and my Vice Chairman and
Chief Executive.”

The boy looks at the suited figure towering over him, and closes
his eyes again.

“Now you wait here, and I’ll go and get the paperwork
sorted.”

The boy doesn’t bother opening his eyes. He just writhes and
moans on the busy pavement, waiting.
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