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Dedication







For those who have faced the quiet edges of life
who have felt the gentle untethering, the soft ache of memory,
and the fierce, unexpected grace of love that stays.

May this be a companion for your journey,
a witness to your own truth,
and a reminder that endings are also beginnings.








Foreword









There is a silence that arrives not with thunder, but like a slow, deep breath—a quiet that unfolds around the edges of a life, so gentle it almost goes unnoticed. Witness to My Own Death was born from such a silence: the space where I faced my own fragility and the profound, unspoken moments that come when life begins to loosen its hold.

This collection is not a story of grand drama or finality, but of subtle shifts, of memories that linger like fading light, and of love’s unexpected endurance. It is my attempt to capture the raw, tender reality of nearly leaving everything behind—without fear, without judgment, but with honesty.

What you hold here is a reflection of a journey inward, a testimony of living fully even as I stood on the threshold. It is not only my story, but an invitation to all who read it: to witness, to remember, and to find peace in the quiet moments that shape us.

Thank you for walking this road with me.


Story 1: The First Quiet

 
 



It didn’t arrive with trumpets or storms.

No bursting light.

No sudden darkness.
 
 



It was just a quiet that curled itself around the edges of my life, so softly I almost didn’t notice.
 
 



At first, it was the spaces between footsteps—longer, slower, dragging with the kind of hush usually reserved for libraries and hospital rooms.

Then it was the way my hands paused longer than usual over small tasks: tying shoes that no longer seemed to fit, turning pages I’d already read, folding laundry that smelled faintly of my childhood.
 
 



I told myself it was tiredness.

Maybe it was winter settling deeper into my bones.

But somewhere behind the soft static of ordinary life, I felt it: a thinning.

A loosening of the world’s grip on me.
 
 



Not a pulling away.

Not violently.

More like a gentle untethering, like the way a balloon slips from a wrist when the knot is tied too loose.
 
 



And I understood, in a way too instinctual for words, that something was beginning to end.
 
 



And that endings, sometimes, are just beginnings living under a different name.








Story 2: A Flicker in the Mirrors


 
 

The first time I saw it, I thought I was dreaming.
 
 



It was morning —the kind of morning with pale, washed-out light that makes everything a little blurred.

I leaned into the mirror to brush my teeth, half-asleep, and saw myself as I was... and as I had been.
 
 



A flash of my own childhood: ten years old, mud on my knees, a wild snapshot caught mid-laugh.

A scrape blooming dark across one elbow, sneakers untied, hair messy and dirty as if I had wrestled the earth itself.
 
 



The reflection blinked back at me.

Not mocking.

Not haunting.

Just watching.
 
 



There was no fear.

Only the strange soft ache of being seen — really seen — by all the versions of myself that I had forgotten.
 
 



I stood there a long time, toothbrush idle in my hand, staring at that old, bright ghost.

When I finally blinked again, the mirror was empty of anything but my own tired face.
 
 



But something stayed with me.








Story 3: The Smell of Summer Dust


 
 

It wasn’t the big memories that came first.

Not the birthdays or the heartbreaks or the final goodbyes.
 
 



It was the smell of summer dust.
 
 



Sharp and earthy, warmed by the hard-baked asphalt under endless skies.

The smell of scraped palms and breathless laughter and skinned knees that didn’t matter because there was always something more exciting waiting.
 
 



I sat on the back steps of my house, the air humming with the late afternoon heat, and let the scent fill my lungs until my chest ached.
 
 



Somewhere down the street, a sprinkler sputtered into life, spitting arcs of water across yellowing grass.

I could almost see myself there — a flash of legs and elbows, racing the streams, shouting nonsense into the summer afternoon.
 
 



The memory wasn’t sharp.

It was more like watercolors bleeding into each other — joy, pain, hunger, awe — all merging into a single sensation that said “I was here.”
 
 



I didn’t weep.

I didn’t smile.

I just sat, breathing the dust, feeling the slow rotation of the earth beneath my feet.








Story 4: Ghosts I Built Myself


 
 

It’s strange, the kind of ghosts that gather when you’re not looking.
 
 



Not the ones from old horror stories.

Not the ones that rattle chains or slam doors.
 
 



These ghosts are quieter.

Softer.

Made mostly of small regrets stacked together like old letters you never sent.
 
 



I found them standing at the corners of rooms I used to love.

They were the friends I lost because I didn’t know how to stay soft.

The promises I broke because fear disguised itself as freedom.
 
 



They didn’t accuse me.

They didn’t need to.

They just stood there, hands tucked into pockets, watching me with something like patient sadness.
 
 



I thought, for a long time, that if I ignored them long enough, they would dissolve.

But now, standing halfway between life and the beyond, I understood:

they were never here to punish me.


 
 

Only to be witnessed.

Only to be named.

Only to be gently folded into the story of who I had been, and who I was still becoming, even now, even at the end.
 
 



And so I looked at them.

Each one.

I said their names under my breath — the names of the selves I had abandoned along the way.
 
 



And for the first time, they smiled. Then disappeared.
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