The Last Words of Tim Dawson

It’s the fifth of June in case someone finds me after I die. I hope it isn’t too gross, my body that is. I feel sorry for whoever has to clean me up. I don’t know how long it will actually take for me to die. If no one finds me, which they won’t, I hope its tomorrow. I can’t take this. Please give my dog to a nice family. His name is Mixer, he’s a great dog. He has been my only company these past two days. Unfortunately he has been no help with my condition. Sorry for the mess I have made. I tried to get the phone from the counter. It didn’t work. I listened for what seemed like forever to the beep beep beep of the phone off the hook. Then the recording telling me if I want to make a call to hang up. Then nothing. If someone can get a hold of my sister please give her everything I own. Her address should be in the top drawer of the computer desk. I have a blue address book in there. Well, I am getting tired. Maybe this will be it for me. Thanks to whoever finds this for everything.




Tim Dawson

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


I’m still alive. Its 12:18am as the microwave has been telling me since 12:17am. I haven’t eaten anything since June third in the morning. I have nothing to eat within my reach. I’m sure you’re going to say I could survive on my body fat for a month. It sure doesn’t feel like it. The pain in my body from the accident has stopped bothering me so much. It’s the hunger that is starting on me. I never thought I would go like this. I bet everyone says that though. If you have time to think about dying that is. I’ve been here two and a half days now, it sucks. Writing this down isn’t helping, it just makes me think about it more. I’m going to try and go back to sleep, maybe if I’m lucky I’ll die.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Didn’t work. I can’t sleep, I’m going crazy. It’s 3:04am. I just want it to end. When ever I struggle, it hurts for an hour or more. I must have broken my back, maybe even crushed my pelvis. I’m sure you’ll find out from the coroner. My body must be mangled under there. I’ve been crying, but it hurts too. I have to force myself to stop, it does nothing to cry but hurt. Writing is hurting me now too. Please let me die, who ever might be watching me. God, Jesus, Buddha, whoever, just please take me away from this.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Still alive. The dog has been tearing apart the house. He must be getting hungry. Poor boy. I feel worst for Mixer because it’s not his fault. I am supposed to take care of him and I can’t. I hope he can find something until you find me. Can I give you a name? I need to talk to someone other than Mixer. I need a name to talk to, to write to when I don’t feel in so much pain. I’m going to assume that you are a man who finds me. I’ll call you Jack. I knew a Jack once. I liked him. I like you, because I need some company. I liked Jack. Jack.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Jack? I’m still here. I hope this is not boring you. I thought you might want to know how this happened to me. How, or why might be the better question. I should get another piece of linoleum. 

There, that piece was getting full. This piece was loose too, thank goodness for that. My gluttony got me into this position I guess. If there was ever a real reason for this, that would be it. I haven’t been able to control myself for years. I remember people used to try and tell me maybe I better work out, start eating right. I never listened. I always want the a…
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


It’s 11:00am on the dot. Sorry about the last bit, I faded out for a bit. All this lack of sleep, and no food I have little energy. I was trying to tell you about this mess I’m in. It’s obvious what happened. But how, how could I have let this happen? I was trying to get some Twinkies. I had the stool, but they were way back there. When the stool slipped I grabbed on to the door. I shouldn’t have done that. Then kablam! And here I am, dying on my kitchen floor. I knew that my eating would get me someday. I never cared. You only live once you know. Ha! This is not living!
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


If you read this first, look over under the yellow shelves. There is more writing under it. I got upset and threw the last piece across the room. I should have marked these. Who knew I would still be here. It’s June 6th, it’s hot today. I’m so sorry about this. I really want to tell my sister I love her. I miss her so much. Please tell her I’m sorry for being such an ass for so long. I wasn’t nice to her. I was just jealous of her. I love you Sharon. Jack? Don’t hate anyone Jack. When you’re close to death you think about them all. Don’t hate them. I feel death coming. I can’t feel my lower half anymore. The hunger has gotten worse. I’m seeing things now. All I think about is people I hurt with my anger and hate Jack. Don’t hate them Jack, it all ends so difficult when you do that. Don’t hate me Jack, I love you.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


4:47pm Jack. Still alive. Is this living? Still dying Jack.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


You can’t throw up Jack. When you’re body is crushed and you haven’t eaten this long, nothing comes. My throat wants to heave, but it only creates pain. Jack, don’t let your weakness kill you. Don’t end up like me. I don’t mean literally. I don’t expect you to die trapped under a fridge. But I don’t expect anyone will be looking in on me for quite a while. You know most people would have someone checking in on them when they didn’t show up at work, or somewhere. No one will be by to check me Jack. I haven’t made any friends in years. I pushed them all away. Even my sister won’t be calling. She hates me. I ruined her wedding you know. What a jerk I was. Was. Already spoken in the past tense. I have too much time to think Jack.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


My mind is going Jack. The dog is dead I think. He locked himself in the bathroom down the hall. I don’t know how that happened. I heard him in there. I think he knocked the fish tank over. There was some fish in there. I don’t know what the dog did, but he hasn’t been making any noise for two hours or so. I hate the microwave. It makes it worse. Its been getting slower. It wants me to die slowly. Its mad at me. It hates the abuse I have put it through for years now. Sounds crazy huh Jack? I wish I could stop looking at the damn clock.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Still dying Jack. 2:02am
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


I have been down on the floor for over three days now Jack. My breathe is short now. This has taken me ten minutes to finish. Still dying Jack. Thank you for the listening.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Still dying Jack.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
I have been chief of the Alexandria Police Department for thirteen years. I found this memoir along with the body of Tim Dawson on July 3rd of this year. He was crushed by his refrigerator in June, and made use of a pen and some linoleum tiles that he uprooted to write down his last words. I am printing this with permission of the family. Tim Dawson was four hundred and eighty pounds, 39 years old, and he died of starvation. The dog mentioned died choking on an exotic fish.
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