
Sunday Evening, 4:23AM
by XXXX

The rhythm of my breathing
is a litany of regret:
Lend me a gun with which
to shoot myself.

Have you ever wondered
what it is like to kill a man?

We are perfect.

I have always wondered
what it is like to die.

Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/xxxx--7/sunday-evening-423am»
Copyright © 2013 XXXX. All rights reserved.


