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Dedication

For those who have wondered what comes after the last breath – 

and for those who stayed soft enough to ask without fear.

This is for you.

And for the small, steady mercies waiting in the spaces we leave behind.





Foreword

Death has been given many faces: the villain, the thief, the shadow at the door.

But in all my wondering, I never believed death was cruel.

I imagined him tired but patient. Kind without apology. A quiet companion rather than a conqueror.


My Journey With Death is not a story about endings. It is a story about crossings.

About the way we fold ourselves into the next stage with laughter, with fear, with grace, with trembling hands.

About the ways Death waits – not to punish us, but to carry us when we cannot go alone.

I hope you read these stories the way they were written: with reverence, with wonder, and without the need to fear what waits beyond the threshold.





Meeting Death

I did not expect him to look so tired.


There was no scythe.

No black robes.

No skeletal grin.


Just a man — or something like one — sitting quietly on the stone wall at the edge of my town, swinging his legs like a boy too big for the playground.

His hair was the color of ashes after a fire.

His eyes were tired but steady, like old trees still standing after the storm.

His voice was calm — the kind of calm that made the world seem understandable.

“You’re not dead,” he said, smiling faintly as I approached.

“Not today, anyway.”

I wasn’t afraid.

But I hesitated.

Not from fear, but because there were still things I wasn’t ready to leave behind.

I’d spent too many nights talking to the dark, asking questions it never answered. And this being didn’t feel like an ending.

He felt like a threshold.

A doorway left politely ajar.

He hopped down from the wall, dusting off his hands, though they were clean and uncalloused. And then he began walking, slow and steady.

I followed, though I wasn’t sure why.

Maybe it was the quiet between his steps.

Or the way the world seemed softer where he passed, as if grief itself paused to take a breath.

Death didn’t look back.

I didn’t ask where we were going.

Some part of me already knew this wasn’t about endings.

It was about witnessing.





The Child

The second time I walked with Death, the world felt thinner somehow, like paper left too long in the sun.

He said little as we moved down quiet streets, past windows flickering with evening light, past gardens nodding off into dusk.

This time, there was a weight in him I hadn’t noticed before.

Not sorrow, exactly.

Not regret.

Something softer.

Something almost like reverence.

We stopped at an old house with its door barely open, as if waiting.

Inside, the sound of breathing could be heard — small, ragged, slow.

A woman sat at the bedside, her hand wrapped around the smaller one lying still atop the covers.

On the bed lay a boy no older than six.

His bones were sharp under his pale skin.

His hair damp from fever.

His eyes were half-open, seeing something only he could see.

I wanted to turn away.

I wanted to unsee it, to untangle myself from the tightness coiling in my chest.

But Death did not flinch.

He stepped forward, slow and sure, and knelt beside the bed.

He did not touch the boy.

He only waited.

And when the boy’s chest rose once, twice — then stilled —

Death reached out, very gently, and cupped something in his hands.

At first, I thought he was holding nothing.

Then I saw it:

a shimmer of light, no bigger than a moth, trembling like it wasn’t sure what shape to take.

Death stood slowly, cradling the small light carefully, the way one might carry a bird too fragile for cages.

He looked at me then — not with sadness, but with a quiet kind of awe.

And then he turned, and the light in his hands brightened, unfolding into something vast and soft and blinding.

It lifted from him, rising higher and higher, until it disappeared into a sky already glowing with the first stars of night.

The woman never saw it.

She only held her son’s hand, still whispering old prayers.

We walked away without sound.

When I finally found my voice, I asked, “Is it harder when they’re young?”

Death tilted his head thoughtfully.

“It is not harder,” he said.

“It is simply closer to the beginning. And beginnings are just more tender to leave.”

We did not speak again for a long time.

We simply walked together, two figures folded into the hush of the world, carrying the weight of what we had witnessed the only way it could be carried — with care.





The Old Man

The third time Death came to find me, we passed through a part of town I rarely visited. The streets were narrower here.

The houses leaned a little too close to each other, as if whispering to each other.

Death moved at a slower pace tonight, his hands tucked into his pockets, his gaze lingering on small things —

a cracked window, a rusted mailbox, a vine curling stubbornly around a fencepost. Small things that felt… heavy.

I asked him if he remembered every place he visited.

He smiled without looking at me.

"Not all of them," he said.

"But some stay with me."

We came to a small, crumbling house tucked between taller buildings like a forgotten page in a book. On the porch, an old man sat, rocking gently, his hands folded neatly in his lap.

He was waiting.

His face was a map of every year he had lived, every storm he had weathered. There was no fear in him.

No struggle.

Just a quiet patience, the kind that comes from having said everything that needed to be said.

Death approached, and the old man looked up with tired, clear eyes.

"You're late," he said, a smile pulling at the corner of his mouth.

Death chuckled softly.

"I was admiring your garden," he said, nodding toward a row of battered flowerpots, each one a stubborn green against the colors of dusk.

The old man laughed, a sound like dry leaves rustling.

"Told my Mary I'd keep them alive till the end. Guess I did."

Death knelt beside him, not with urgency but with something closer to respect. For a moment, they simply sat there, two old souls wrapped in the hush of twilight. And then Death offered his hand.

The old man took it without hesitation, his own fingers gnarled but steady.

There was no flash of light.

No sudden collapse.

The body remained, slumping gently into the chair, eyes closing as if for an afternoon nap. But standing beside Death now was the old man's soul, younger somehow, straighter-backed, eyes shining with something I can only call gratitude.

He turned once, looking at the empty chair, the pots of green still stretching toward the fading sun. He pressed his hand briefly over his heart.

Then he followed Death without a word.

I watched them walk away together, two figures fading into the last gold threads of daylight.

When the porch light flickered on behind them, it lit a chair, a sleeping body, and a line of flowers still reaching up stubbornly, as if the world hadn’t ended at all.
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