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Tales from a 1970’s Corpse
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From the pen of Thomas Miller
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“The Slow Fade of Charles Nibbit”
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It starts with the beep.

One final note on a machine that never loved him.

Then silence. Not the peaceful kind—but that hollow, haunting hush of realization.

That it’s over.

That he’s gone.

Charles Nibbit—age fifty-nine—flatlined at 2:12 a.m.

No visitors. No family. No priest.

Just a nurse who checked her watch and a janitor who muttered,

“Guess that one didn’t make it.”

But Charles did make it.

Somewhere.

Somewhere cold and slow and very aware.

I see my toes first.

Purple. Swollen. Lifeless.

They wheel me down the hallway, the fluorescent lights above me flickering like dying stars.

And I’m aware.

God, I’m so aware.

I hear the whispers of the living.

“Sheesh, he stank of gin.”

“Heart exploded like a firecracker.”

“No emergency contact.”

I want to scream.

Tell them I was more than that.

I was fun. I was free. I made people laugh.

I held the record for most tequila shots at Donny’s Bar & Billiards.

I had a woman in every corner of Flagler County and a prayer on my lips most Sundays.

I was complicated.

Doesn’t that count for something?

They unzip the bag.

And I feel cold for the first time.

Not weather cold.

Not morgue cold.
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Soul cold.

[image: ]




You see, I believed in God.

But I never feared Him.

Not really.

I figured He’d understand.
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