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      I’m tired. Tired and beaten. Beaten by the
heat of the day, beaten by my life. Tired of not having done the
things I wish I’d done in the past. People don’t understand me, my
life is long since gone. Perhaps I’m the walking dead. A man who
was executed years ago by a jury of my peers and yet still manages
to breath. Time. It is only a matter of time. All that I have ever
loved is lost to me. Gone forever and buried now in a cemetery not
two miles down the road. The loss of those I loved, was in the end
the loss of me.

       I don’t like to talk about it with
anyone, yet here I am, putting it all down on paper as if someone
will someday care. Is this a suicide note? Maybe it is, more likely
it’s not. I don’t believe I have the courage for that. No, not
that. While I’m no saint, and have never claimed to be anything
more than I am when it comes to religion, I do believe I would burn
in Hell for such a cowardly act. But then again, maybe just sitting
here is enough to put me in a category of that nature. Caffeine and
Nicotine. My own slow brand of suicide. After the things that I’ve
done, maybe I deserve to eternally burn.

       I remember things that I wish I could
forget. I remember the screams and the smoke, but mostly just the
screams. I remember thinking I had enough time to make it to the
pay phone down the street. I remember slipping and falling on the
dark muddy ice on the way and the way the roughness of it scraped
my palms and made them bleed. The wetness of it dripping down my
fingers as I stumbled the rest of the way to cross the
road. 

       I’ve heard people tell me it wasn’t my
fault time and time again, but I know where the blame lies. I’m not
in denial. It was me. All me. I’m reminded of that everyday. Every
hour, every second. The ones I’ve loved, the ones I’ve lost, they
will not let me forget. They know just what to say, and just when
to say it. Have I lost my mind? Probably. Only time will tell. I
sit here day after day and cigarette after cigarette looking out my
window at the house across the street. Well, what’s left of it
anyway. The only thing remaining of the ruins now is a filled in
hole where the basement used to be and the front porch. The garage
is still there. One side coated black with soot. It was a terrible
fire.

       I’ve never seen them. They always stay
on the outskirts of my vision. I remember the first time. The first
time was the worst. It began with the banging. It was late at night
and I thought I would try to sleep. It would have been the first
time I had since the funerals the previous Tuesday. As I was about
to get into the bed, a bed that seemed far to large for just one
person, I began to hear a banging so loud that I thought I would
surely fall on the floor dead from a heart attack.  

It was coming from the kitchen. It was as if someone were beating
on the door. A desperate attempt to escape. I had heard that sound
before. In a house across the street from the run down apartment
building I now call my home; on the night my family burned to death
in a fire that was caused by me.

       I ran toward the door and threw it open,
almost as if I’d been shot backwards through time to the night I
fell asleep with a cigarette in my hand. Only back then I didn’t
run for the blocked bedroom door. Back then I though I had enough
time to get to a phone and call the fire department and everything
would be fine. Except that wasn’t really true. What was true was
that I was a coward beyond reason. I didn’t heroically run out the
front door of our house, I bolted like a scared rabbit. Needless to
say, when I opened the door to my current kitchen, there was
nothing there.

Thinking that perhaps the sound had actually come from outside, I
made my way to the window. The one that overlooks the remains of my
past life. Pressing my head against the glass did nothing. There
were no vandals, no kids carrying toilet paper about. No dogs
getting into trash cans. Nothing.

It was then that I began to feel very warm. Not the warmth of the
old style radiator that clung to the wall of my bedroom, but the
warmth of a fireplace. A dry warmth. And with this warmth came a
smell. Almost pleasant at first. The smell of burning wood. As it
got stronger, it also became mixed with something else. Something
more akin to burning meat.

       The heat in the room also seemed to go
up dramatically. Sweat began oozing from every poor, the wet sticky
stink of it mixing with the smell of charred flesh. The taste salty
on my lips. I began to hear breathing behind me. Not so much
breathing as it was a gasping sound. As if an asthmatic were in the
room with me having an attack of epic proportions. Then it was
joined by a lighter higher pitch wheeze, and then another slightly
deeper one. The smell of burning bodies was permeating the air so
badly that I wanted to vomit. And I heard the voice, full of char
and rot. Oh God I heard the voice behind me and I could not turn to
face it. If I did, I knew it would be my end.



       “You know what you did,” the hoarse
broken voice of my wife called to me.

       “I thought you were going to quit
smoking, daddy,” Said the tiny voice of my little girl.

       “You belong with us,” rasped my son,
coughing afterward.



       This repeated over and over for what
seemed like an eternity. At the time I thought I had died and this
was my hell. All I could do was cry. I dropped to my knees and
sobbed. I sobbed until finally from exhaustion, I passed out on the
floor. That night I relived the nightmare that had consumed me and
has every since. Banging doors, burned flesh and the accusing
voices of my wife and children from beyond the grave. The next day
I remember sweeping the kitchen floor. It was covered in dark sooty
ash.



       And that is how my life is. I don’t
really sleep anymore. I barely eat. I sit at the small kitchen
table in my apartment and look across the street at the ruins that
my life had once been. I wish, and pray for the guilt to go away,
but I know it won’t, not ever. I’m not sure I really want it to.
Sometimes, perhaps most of the time I long for it. A reminder that
I was the one responsible, that I was the one who destroyed
everything. Is this a suicide note? I don’t know. What I do know is
that I keep a book of matches at the table with me at all times. I
light them and throw them into the ash tray. How easy it would be
to just drop the match. Drop it and let the fire consume me as much
as my guilt has. Yes, how easy that would be.
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