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	A Note to Caroline 
J. R. Cox
 
My Dearest Caroline,
 
This is not a suicide note.  Or, in a roundabout way, maybe it is.  I'd like to tell you that I'm not selfish, or at least that I'm not that selfish, but I'm only typing this because I am.  It's my last, desperate attempt to do right by you.  The first and last, to be fair.
 
I knew from the beginning that my actions would bring about my demise.  Please know that I am willing to make the sacrifice.  I have borne the burden of inaction, and found it too heavy to bear.  Do not blame yourself, or at least blame only that part of you that dies with me.
 
Don Marco was an evil man.  I know this is not the right way to speak of the father who raised you, but I hope you are not too young to realize it is the truth.  He was a destroyer of lives.  He mowed men down like I might mow the grass on a Sunday afternoon.  
 
He killed your mother.
 
I was there.
 
They were both drinking heavily.  Don Marco accused her of sleeping with Ronaldo, the driver.  Your mother told him that she could never betray a real man.  Marco took it as the insult it was meant to be.  He asked for my gun.  God save me, I did not give it to him, but I did not stop him from loosening the curtain sash and strangling her with it.  The memory will haunt me to my death.  I am glad only that it will be sooner than later.
 
The lie you were told about a fiery wreck was a half-truth.  They put the body in that car and set it ablaze.  I almost drank myself dead, but for one thought.  You.
 
You look so much like her.  You have her dark curls and honey-hazel eyes.  
 
Once, when the Don was away on one of his infamous business trips, I took her to the fair.  It was a rare occasion.  Every moment with your mother was.  For a few short hours life was simple again.  I remember she bought a funnel cake and we went dancing.  I even left my gun at home.  It was undoubtedly the happiest night of my life.  We were in love, Caroline.  I am a coward.
 
My plan is two-stage.  First, kill the cancer.  I murdered Don Marco.  By now, you know that to be true.  The second stage must necessarily follow the first: heal the disease.  You will come for me.  You will hold a gun to my head.  You will pull the trigger.  I expect nothing less.  You are the Don's daughter, and he has taught you the art of revenge.  
 
But you are also your father's daughter.  Upon this fact the second stage is hinged.  
 
You have the right to ask how.  How could a father allow his only daughter to be raised by a monster?  I have asked myself the same question many times.  I can only say that I failed all of the most important trials by which a man is defined.  I failed the two people I love the most.  I only pray that you can forgive my failings.
 
I hope, by my final act, that your eyes may be opened.  That you will see a better way.  That I can do in death what I could never do as the Don's cowardly enforcer.  Be free, Caroline!  Do not chain yourself to the sins of your fathers!
 
God deliver me!  I see you, Maria!  Oh, forgive me!  I see yfa9ps8wrv k77777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777
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