
 

 

 

RED 

Everyone always talks about what we see when we die. Some say that 

there’s a bright light. Some say there’s only darkness. Others say that you 

see a family member. But me?      

 I saw red.       

 Red. As if the epitome of the color was my entire being; every 

concept an artist could imagine the color red could mean and everything 

in between. There was a transparency there, as if my vision was a film 

with a crimson filter. Of course, there was darkness at first, upon my 

initial last breath, but then—      

 “Baby, are you okay?”      

 I saw my younger self, distraught and laying on the sidewalk 

outside my childhood home, my first bike    

 (i don’t want to use the training wheels mommy)   

 was on the ground beside me. I’d fallen, my confidence in my 

bike riding ability had been crushed and I felt tears brimming in my eyes. 

My mother had run over to me and in the red filter of my world I missed 

her face. She’d died before I’d turned thirty, and I didn’t know why this 

memory was replaying in my head. She’d picked me up off the ground 

and examined my arm. Immediately, she pointed out that I was bleeding. 

And there, in my red world, the blood on my younger self was distinctly 

contrasting, the two-inch scratch conjuring red droplets that splattered 

onto the sidewalk.      

 What a weird perception upon death; did everyone see this red 

haze and experience their memories?     

 I turned and examined my house. I had a tire swing in the front 

yard—the personification of childhood—and I could remember when I’d 

fallen from going too high and broke my arm. This was also the location 

where, upon smoking two joints, I’d gazed up at the moon while 



 

 

swinging, hating my life. I could also remember my bedroom on the 

second floor, where I’d decked out my room in posters of model women, 

half naked and I could remember the first time I’d masturbated to a porn 

magazine my dad      

 (daddy where are you where did you go)    

 had in his drawer in his room. That was before he’d left though. 

When I was fourteen, my mother found out he’d been cheating and left 

him. I wanted to go with him so bad but my mother wouldn’t let me. I 

hadn’t heard from him since. It was then that I chased excitement, 

chased pleasure, chased everything that would release me from the prison 

of reality.        

 And then, with the brightest flash, as if I could see my neurons 

firing, my scenery changed once again and before me was an apartment 

I’d had in my mid-twenties.      

 On a bed in front of me lay a woman, obscured by a man on top 

of her. The lightbulbs in this room were emitting a red light and I could 

vaguely remember the naked girl laying beneath my younger self. 

 Just then, a moan escaped the lips of the woman on the bed. 

 Casey.        

 I observed my younger self trace along her jawline with my 

mouth and down to her breasts, nibbling on each before venturing to the 

V-shaped crevice between her thighs. Casey’s face was now in my view, 

and I remembered why I’d fallen for her—the pretty red-head I’d met in 

the park, a spray of freckles all over her face. She’d been wearing one of 

those low-cut shirts that showed everything.   

 Why am I seeing this? Why am I seeing any of this?   

 Casey tightened her legs around my younger self’s back and shut 

her eyes, her fingers grabbing fistfuls of my blond hair.  

 I had been so lustful then, when I was younger. And so angry.

 The red light cast interesting shadows along the walls. Strangely, 

my vision seemed to be centered on the bed, and anything in my 



 

 

peripherals was blurry. Casey was becoming more vocal with her 

reactions and had begun bucking her hips to meet my probing tongue. 

Then I watched as I shot up and straddled her and I felt it in my being, 

that lustful feeling, that red feeling—    

 “I’m going to fuck you hard,” my younger self seethed.  

 I wanted it—to fuck. To let the orgasm take me away from life, to 

have those brief moments of clarity. How strange, to experience these 

desires even in death…      

 I thought about my life. The scene around me seemed to be 

fading around the edges—a reddish, hazy blur. I remembered times I had 

been so drunk when I was a teenager that I’d been unable to unlock the 

door so I just passed out in the backyard until my mother would find me 

the next morning. I remembered the time I’d gotten that tattoo up my 

arm that said amplectimur in abyssum.    

 Why red? Out of all the colors in the spectrum of life, why was 

red so apparent now?       

 Maybe it’s because we associate it with love or anger or lust. 

Perhaps with blood.       

 The Body and Blood of Christ, Amen.    

 As a young boy, I’d sit in church and listen to the sermon about 

death and how we’re all cursed with it, how each and every single person 

would one day breathe their last breath. It frightened me then, but here, 

in this otherworld—this redworld—I could still feel. I could still process 

emotions and actions. How? Why?     

 And then the lust was gone, snuffed out with quickness of a 

burning up match. In its place was a void that left me fearful—what was 

coming next?        

 Of course, there was red. In front of me was a dingy and messy 

room. The lights were off, but I could make out a litter of newspapers 

and old furniture. It was small, and as I looked around, I guessed that it 

was an apartment. A small TV in the corner was playing re-runs of some 



 

 

old show I couldn’t remember. In front of the TV, in a small armchair, 

sat a very familiar man.      

 (and I was eight years old with a chipped tooth from falling off the tire swing 

and he got so mad at me and slapped me across the face because we didn’t have money 

to fix it)         

 My father.       

 He was older, age definitely getting to him. His black hair was 

laced with gray and his face was drooping—it looked as if he were 

sleeping. I took a few steps closer to look at him—this human being, my 

father.         

 He was repulsive. He was vile. I wanted nothing to do with him.

 “How dare you!” I screamed, anger rising in me like a swelling 

balloon. Every cell in my body leaked pure hatred, pure abhorrence for 

the person in front of me. He didn’t move at my voice and in a way that 

made vitriol burn my throat.      

 “You look at me you son of a bitch, you fucking LOOK AT ME—” 

 I grabbed the nearest object—an ornate ash tray—and flung it 

against the wall, where it smashed, making a deep thud upon impact. 

Glass shards shot in all directions.     

 “Why did you leave me and ma? All so you could fuck some bitch? Is this 

what you wanted, to live as a lonely scum of a human being?”   

 I grabbed everything I could, throwing it at the walls, pushing 

over the furniture, screaming and screaming. There was no abating this 

anger—it lingered, always there, never dulling in its ferocity.   

 And red, red, red, ran my vision, but it was blurry now because 

tears—real, unbelievable tears were streaming down my face. So, the dead 

still cry…       

 What was death?  Was it real liberation of responsibility? Why 

were we so obsessed with its hold over us?    

 I remembered the fleeting moments of my own life, how I’d been 

driving down the road and how I didn’t see the car turning onto my lane. 



 

 

I remember the squealing of tires and the fact that some terrible country 

song was on the radio and I was just about to change the station and 

then all was red.       

 I proceeded to tear my father’s house up. I ripped all the pictures 

off the walls, smashed all the windows. I pulled all the books off the 

shelf, heaving them over my shoulder and yelling with each thrust. And 

there was no abating how I felt—it kept rising and rising and rising and I 

remembered the time, when my grandmother died and  

 (i hummed a hymn to myself and my dad was so drunk he could barely stand 

and everyone was dressed in black and all I could think was that I was so, so sad and 

I tried SO HARD to be okay but it’s okay to not be okay and I didn’t KNOW 

why people died but I hated hated hated losing people)   

 how that had been my first brush with loss. I didn’t care what 

religion anyone believed in or what anyone said—losing someone you 

love is the hardest thing in the entire world. And I was so mad. 

 And now the red haze was the strongest it had ever been. I 

proceeded towards the kitchen, still knocking anything in my path over, 

smashing everything that I could. I was struck with a concept—an idea 

that seemed to ignite a new desire in me.    

 I went into my dad’s pantry and saw what I was looking for—

two, large gasoline cans. I grabbed one and went back into the living 

room.         

 It had occurred so suddenly, with the rushing of realization. 

There seemed to be divine interference here—perhaps there was a way I 

could purge my feelings, all of the memories that had haunted me. Every 

sorrowful moment of my life, every ounce of anger…   

 “Why does bad shit happen?  Like, to really good people?”  

 My mother turned to me. She was cleaning me up after I’d puked all over 

myself. She’d found me outside after one of my many binge drinking ventures. She’d 

had a rag to my forehead but had paused.     

 “What?” she said, taken aback.     



 

 

 “You know Mrs. Johnson from up the street, Billy’s mother?”  

 She nodded. Billy was a close friend of mine. In fact, he’d been with me hours 

earlier, drinking.        

 “Well she got in a real bad wreck. She’s in a coma. They don’t know what’ll 

happen. Can you imagine, he not having his momma?”   

 “Hush.”        

 But I’d dissolved into a blubbering lump, the alcohol not numbing my demons 

enough.         

 “Bad things shouldn’t happen to good people. But they shouldn’t happen to 

bad people, either.”       

 I came back to my senses. I’d felt like I’d become liquid—

transparent in a way. Random thoughts came and went, different images 

from my life kept popping up. And the one thing that I had to accept is 

that I was dead. But even in death, I could finally face what had plagued 

me while alive.        

 No, it wasn’t my father. It wasn’t that I had a drinking problem. 

It wasn’t merely that I was afraid of losing people. It was the culmination 

of everything; life was just one big result of experiences. I had my own 

demons, and for the longest time, I didn’t think that there was ever a way 

for me to vanquish them. But in death there is knowledge.  

 The only thing that had stopped me from living my life was 

myself. All of my vices were band-aid solutions. The need for sex. The 

need for something to take me away from reality. But right here, I could 

choose to change that. Even being dead, I could still find the peace that I 

needed.         

 I took the first can of gasoline and began to make a trail from the 

kitchen back into the living room. I doused everything that I saw. I 

poured it over the books I’d chucked at my father. I poured it over 

pictures of various memories of my life. I emptied the first one around 

my father’s chair—he was still unmoving, unchanging.  

 I started the second can and poured some on the walls. The 



 

 

smell, strangely present, since I was dead, was dominating my nostrils, 

permeating my body and getting into my blood.   

 The Blood and Body of Christ, Amen.    

 And wasn’t this perfect? What a better cleansing could there be, 

then one of fire? I could dissolve all of my demons, eliminate all of the 

toxic things in my life.       

 Perhaps that was why I was seeing the red haze in this afterlife—

a symbolism of fire, of purging all of these things.   

 As I reached for a box of matches I’d found on the stove, the 

thoughts in my head quickened in their strangeness—fragments of 

unremembered conversations, pieces of memory flashing in front of my 

eyes. It was as if they knew their time was running short. I pulled a match 

out of the box and hesitated, relishing what it would feel like afterward. I 

struck it against the box, a small flame erupting the end. Here it was. 

 And as I put the lit match along a trail on the ground, my mind 

exploded. I saw myself as a child, examining a dying bird I’d found in our 

yard. Its wing was twitching violently, the result of having crashed into 

one of our windows. I remembered my father coming out, asking me 

what the hell I was doing, and seeing the poor thing on the ground. 

 “The fuck you doing with that?”     

 “It crashed into the window. I think it’s dying. Do you think we can save 

it?”         

 My father shook his head. “No point. Might as well put the damn thing 

out of its misery.”        

 And with one unexpected move, he stomped hard on the bird. It 

went into a seizure for a moment before becoming completely still. 

 And then a million other things. The first time I’d popped pills, 

stealing them from my mother’s medicine cabinet. The time I’d snuck 

alcohol into church. The time I’d stolen my dad’s car when I was 

fourteen (before he left) to have sex for the first time.   

 The trail of gasoline erupted, and spread quickly towards the 



 

 

kitchen, igniting the scene. Even in death’s surreal atmosphere, the 

realness of the fire was intimidating at first. I took another match from 

the box and lit it, setting one of the books on fire before tossing that one 

into a pile of other gasoline-drenched ones. And now the memories were 

in overtime—relentless, unforgiving, showing me everything I was 

ashamed of and afraid of.      

 I walked over to the caricature of my father. I was certain that he 

was merely a figment of my imagination in this afterlife world. I took yet 

one more match and lit it, setting the ring I’d poured around his chair up 

in flames.       

 The place was pretty well lit and burning at this point.  The red 

haze of my vision was diminishing, being replaced by the yellowish tint of 

the flames. This was it. This was everything I had wanted to do when 

alive but couldn’t.      

 The fire consumed everything. There was nothing that the flames 

didn’t touch. Including myself. I shut my eyes. Nothing was red anymore. 

There was this immense moment of clarity.  I was finally at peace. 

 And then I knew nothing and it was blissful.  


