	Everything I ever had and everything that I ever loved was gone.  I was no longer interested in the things I did nor the things I had yet to do.  The only thing that interested me was the end.  Not like the end of a book or the end of a movie where everything great falls together and you're left with a warm fuzzy feeling or a feeling of anticipation.  No, I longed for THE end.  The end that would be me, my end, the end of me.  I became intent, full of anticipation, whether the arrival of the end was my own doing or if it meant the end of the world.


	Needless to say, the world is still spinning, still crawling with worthless toadies just like me, but not me; because my existence is gone.  MY end came.


I was no longer living in the delusional world of superficial fronts and beautiful imperfections.  I found myself blanketed in the darkness and solitude of death, the very comfort and peace so many before me had already found.


	I had thought long and hard about how I would do it.  (Yes, I took myself out.  Death was running a little behind that day.)  I couldn't chance living through a sorry and unorganized attempt, so I plotted and schemed.  I planned it as though it would be someone else's undoing, not willing to chance even the slightest imperfection.


	I decided on an overdose of some sort of overly toxic drug.  I would take them and immediately go to sleep.  Anything that was to happen to me, would happen while I was lost in deep slumber, a slumber so deep that I would never awake.  If I should vomit, I'd have more pills on hand, this plan WOULD work.


	This plan DID work.  Death was more peaceful than a quiet stream on a perfect spring afternoon.  Falling asleep that night was the toughest part.  I felt as though I was five years old on Christmas Eve so full of excitement for the morning to come that my eyes just wouldn't stay shut.


	I don't know why I feared dying for so long.  I guess if I would have known it would be so easy, I could have spent a lot more days stress free.  I guess that's all part of living though, you haven't lived until you've had a nervous breakdown.  


	Maybe I should have talked to someone about my problems before I took matters into my own hands.  It wasn't like I was depressed, of course I wasn't exactly happy either.  I was just sick of living.


