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I  wasn’t  dead before they began laying flowers on 
me.  No,  I  fe lt  myself  s l ipping away s lowly,  bur ied 
under the weight  of  flowers brought by those who 
had once stood beside me,  back when…

I  was strong,
when I  was loud.

They had cheered my voice then ,  proud of  i ts 
boldness ,  but  now they surrounded me in  s i lence, 
a l ready certain  I  was gone.  I  lay st i l l ,  without  a 
word ,  without  a  movement ,  as  they accepted my 
passing without  cal l ing my name—

not even once.

The flowers began to cover me,  each petal  l ike  a 
smal l  memory,  recal l ing moments when they were 
there but  had never tru ly seen me.  Now I  was 
done—caught between wor lds ,  somewhere halfway 
here.

I  t r ied to  cal l  out  for help.  But  my voice was 
smothered beneath their loud sympathies .



They kept fil l ing the gaps with more flowers and 
condolences. .

A fami l iar  f ragrance dr ifted over me,  a  scent  that 
st i r red memories  of  t imes when my every word had 
been cher ished.  Yet  their  s i lence now was so deep,  i t 
became its  own noise—a quiet  so th ick i t  hur t  my 
ears .  I  remembered when this  same space had been 
fil led with laughter and conversat ion ,  a  l ivel iness that 
had once embraced me.

Now,  they stood here quiet ly,  a  s i lence loud enough to 
hurt  my ears .

I  wanted to shout ,  “Can’t  you hear me?” 

but their  attent ion was fixed elsewhere,  drawn only to 
the ceremony they had gathered to fu lfi l l .

subt le  faces everywhere ,  conflict ing expressions that 
h inted at  the pul ls  and turns of  the paths that  had 
taken them away from me. 

The steady t icking of  watches s ignaled that  they 
wouldn’t  be here long .  Soon enough,  they would rush 
back to their  rout ines ,  leaving me behind ,  wrapped in 
the heavy sol i tude of  my own reflections .

And yet ,  fresh sympathies  arr ived… 



more flowers ,  la id  upon me,  and st i l l  more.

But something shifted .

This  t ime,  I  fe lt  warmth radiat ing from the flowers they 
had placed on me,  and suddenly they were l ight ,  a lmost 
weight less .

No,  Absolutely weightless!

Could I  have been wrong about these blooms and the 
heaviness I  had felt?  Somehow,  these flowers were 
l i ft ing something deep inside me.  They weren’t  here to 
bury me.  They were reaching out ,  with  a  warmth that 
began to heal .

Everything e lse faded away.

I  wanted more flowers .

I  found myself  longing for more roses and dais ies ,  for 
l i l ies  and yel lows,  for  any bloom they could br ing .

“Cover me,” 
I  thought , 
“cover me in  every flower you can find.”

And then… just  leave me,  let  me l ie  a lone,  to  be healed 
by this  quiet  magic,  to  be bui l t  anew. 



There are moments when the weight  of  s i lence 
becomes heavier  than words ,  when the wor ld 

seems to move on whi le  you remain frozen in  a 
st i l lness that  feels  suffocating .  I t 's  a  space 

where emotions drown beneath layers  of 
expectat ion and where the voice,  once loud and 

clear,  now struggles to break through.  I t  is  in 
these moments that  one can feel  c losest  to  the 

edge,  as  i f  ex ist ing without  tru ly being seen . 
This  feel ing—the quiet  suffocation of  one's  own 

existence—is a  place where many find 
themselves , 

navigating through shadows 
and echoes, 

searching for l ight 
that  seems just  beyond reach.

“Flowers ,  a  sanctuary for the soul  welcoming 
a l l  emotions that  take their  to l l .  They dr ink 

deep from the wel l  of  our ache,  growing 
heavier st i l l ,  for  our hearts '  own sake. .

We are the ones who let  roses bloom in  joy on 
wedding arches ,  yet  the same roses mourn 

with us  on funerals .”
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