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As you lie burning 

 

I stood in front of the house and watched my wife move from room to room. I had three 

things in my hands. An empty can of petrol, a lighter and a box of cigarettes. I’d never 

smoked before. I found the smell unbearable. But when I was buying the petrol I had saw a 

man across the street smoking and I decided to try it. I could see her as she got undressed. 

The light from our bathroom highlighting the shadow of her naked body. I stared at it in 

fascination. There is something about shadows that changes things. I had seen her body 

countless times before and yet it looked new tonight. Firmer and younger. Thinner. The 

shadow turned back time. I wondered how she didn’t smell the petrol I had coated the outside 

of the house with. It wouldn’t matter if she did, I had sealed everything except the dog door, 

which her fat ass couldn’t squeeze out of. I hoped the dog got out. With a sigh I watched her 

shadow slowly move from the bathroom to our bedroom and pull on a nightdress. I thought 

of how she would look after and how that body would change. How the skin would crinkle 

and crack and blacken. How the eyes would pop after a while. The thick hair would go up 

first, I thought. Spark like a candle. The thin nightdress that covered the pale body would 

burn, taking away her modesty as it took her beauty and life. But I suppose the smoke would 

get her first, long before the fire ever did. 

I opened the pack of cigarettes and took one out. I lit it carefully and stepped back from the 

puddle of gas by my feet. I took the smoke in and breathed out. I felt ooze its way down my 

throat and I coughed. My head span from the mixture of petrol and nicotine. I took a deep 

breath and took another drag. I didn’t cough. I was moving my way up in the world. I 

crouched and held the cigarette next to the petrol. I stuck it in and saw the puddle ignite. The 

flames streaking down the line of gas and touching the house. It went up like hay. The old 
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wood of the porch cracking and splitting instantly. Inside I heard the dog start barking and I 

heard a high-pitched scream as she noticed, through the window, the wall of fire and smoke. 

Through the windows I saw her run from room to room. Her body growing more and more 

agitated as the fire spread around the house. I chuckled. I imagined her trying the different 

doors. The panic that would rise like acid in her throat when she saw they were locked. I hope 

she knows it was me. But I will never be sure. I doubt she can see me through the flames now 

and her figure is getting dimmer as the black smoke rises. I start walking around the house 

and light another cigarette. The burn in my throat was less this time and I sucked it in with 

pride.  

I wanted a better view and I walked to the left side of the house. It hadn’t caught as much as 

the rest and the fire barely covered the bottom windows. Through those I could see the inside 

of the house, but she wasn’t visible. I could see the dog though. It was lying in the kitchen. Its 

chest was still, and its barking had stopped. The smoke must have gotten to it. It lay three 

metres away from the dog door.  I felt a pang of regret at this. I had never wanted the dog to 

die. Another scream for help hit my ears and a smile sprung back onto my face. She came 

back into view as she ran into the kitchen. Reaching for the phone on the wall. I touched the 

scissors in my pocket and looked at the phone pole that lay about a mile from the house. Its 

wire nestled in the tall grass at the length I had cut it. I had hated this house when we brought 

it. But I had grown quite fond of it in the last ten minutes. It was its seclusion that annoyed 

me at first. It lay fifteen miles away from the nearest town. Standing where I was I took in the 

wonderful view of field after field after field. They were like patchwork in various shades of 

green. Even in the night they were bright. The moisture of their blades capturing the light 

from the stars, the moon and the flames. Yes, I had come to appreciate the emptiness of our 

land now. No sirens lit the air, no neighbours to run from house to house screaming for water. 

No, she was alone.  
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I reached down and scratched my leg. Even from where I was standing I couldn’t see inside 

the house now. But I could hear her still. Over the crack of wood and the hiss of flame. I 

could hear her frantic manoeuvring as again she ran into doors and threw objects at windows. 

It was no use. I had thought of everything. I was waiting for the resignation that would come 

when she realised that she would not escape the tomb I had brought for her. I knew that 

eventually the town would see the smoke blooming from our house and come. In all their 

glory the fire service would speed towards us, following close behind the police. I will be 

waiting. Cigarette in hand and attempting not to cough. They will see me as evil. They will 

see me as someone ill. It doesn’t matter. She will be gone by then. They will not take this 

away from me.  

I thought about her. As I waited now for the final noise of life. Her cries were getting weaker. 

It was like a symphony. I wished she had seen me through the windows though. She would 

die wondering why and who. I had wanted to spare her from that. I wanted her to know it was 

me. Ever since we had met I had wanted her to notice to me. Even when I was happy with her 

she never had. It was like being on a merry go round. One that would never end. I thought 

about her body. I thought about fucking her the night before. She had grabbed onto my arms 

and cried out into the still bedroom air. “At least your good for something,” She had said as 

she rolled back on top of me. I loved her when we were fucking. I would have run through 

the flames for one more. I lit another cigarette and held the burning end close to my hand to 

stop myself.  

Suddenly I realised that the noises had stopped. Not a scream nor a bark was heard. Even the 

sound of the fire seemed diminished. The silence overwhelmed me. I ground the burnt-out 

nub from my fingers under my shoe. I walked towards the fire and sat on a dry piece of grass 

by the porch. I fingered my pockets and felt for something to mess with but came out with 

nothing. Even the flames seemed less dangerous now. Burnt pieces of wood fell around me 
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and ashes moved like snow in the air. It was almost pretty. In the far distance I could see the 

blue lights of sirens and I realised the town had finally noticed the smoke. I wondered if she 

had thought about me in the last moments. Had she loved me. Tears come to my eyes when I 

think of the dog. I should have taken him with me from the house. I should have done more. 

But it was too late now. With a loud crash some window broke inwards and I felt the surge of 

heat as curtains caught. I laughed past the tears. It was over now. I should have brought some 

beers to celebrate. I doubt I will get the chance now. It would have been like a painting. A 

man sitting in the smouldering ruins of his home with a beer in his confident hand. With a 

cough my laughter stopped, and I sighed again. I turned and looked back at the house. In 

there my girl and my dog lay burning. My life was burning. Ahead of me the world was 

bright. Sirens filled the air, covering the sounds of fire and wood. I could see everything. The 

sky seemed new. The grass. My view. I took another cigarette out and threw the almost full 

box behind me into the fire. I light it and breathed it in like air. I was ready for them. I smiled 

at the first car that pulled up and laughed. Life was fucking delightful. 

 

END 
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