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I do not remember the moment because the moment refuses me. It stands behind a door



that opens only when I turn away.

I hear it breathing sometimes—

a patient animal,

a clock without numbers,

a mouth that knows my name

but will not speak it aloud.

They tell me I am alive.

I nod like a good witness.

I drink water.

I answer emails.

I stand in rooms with other standing people.

But something in me has already been

laid flat,

tagged,

covered with a thin white sheet

that does not reach the feet.

I carry my death the way others carry wallets— unthinking, habitual,

checking for it only when afraid.

It has weight.

It leaves an imprint

on the chairs I sit in too long.

When I sleep, it sleeps with me,

facing the wall,

dreaming my dreams first

and handing them back altered.

No one told me the day.

No doctor leaned close

and said, this is when it happened.
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No headline arrived




like a slammed door.




Instead, it came like dust—




slow, polite, invisible




until everything was coated.




I remember a morning




that might have been the one.




Light entered the room




as if it had something to confess.




The air felt borrowed.




My breath arrived late to my body,




apologizing.




I stood at the sink




and did not recognize the hands




doing the work of living.




They looked competent.




They looked trained.




They looked like hands




that had survived something already.




If this is death,




why does it keep moving?




Why does it eat breakfast




and wait for traffic lights?




Why does it feel nostalgia




for things that are still happening?




Perhaps I died




in a sentence that was never finished.




Perhaps in a room




where everyone agreed not to say it out loud.




Perhaps I stepped out of myself




for just a second




and the door closed behind me




without sound.




There are photographs




where I am present
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but not participating.

My smile is borrowed.

My eyes are elsewhere,

watching something fall

that no one else can see.

In those pictures

I look like a man

already being remembered.

I have tried to investigate.

I laid out timelines

like evidence on a table.

I interviewed my own reflection,

but it kept changing its story.

I asked my past

where it lost me.

It shrugged and said,

you were always difficult to keep.

The mystery is not the dying.

Everyone does that.

The mystery is the afterward—

this long hallway

with no doors labeled end.

This existence that behaves

like a footnote to itself.

Sometimes I feel embalmed by routine.

Preserved by habit.

I move carefully

so I do not crack.

I laugh at the right moments,

which is to say,

a moment too late.

People talk about their futures

as if they have already met them.

I talk about mine

like a witness who was distracted
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when the crime occurred.




I know something happened.




I know it involved me.




I just cannot swear to the details.




There are nights




when my body feels like a house




after the funeral—




quiet in a way that feels earned.




The mirrors are covered.




The clocks are wrong on purpose.




Every object waits




for permission to resume meaning.




I lie in bed




and listen for footsteps




that sound like mine




but heavier.




I imagine my death




sitting at the edge of the room,




patient,




reading an old version of me




like a manual.




It does not hate me.




That is the strange part.




It looks almost tender,




as if I were something it misplaced




rather than destroyed.




If I died,




who signed the papers?




Who nodded solemnly




and said, yes, that’s him




while pointing at the wrong body?




Maybe I drowned in thought.




Maybe I starved inside abundance.




Maybe I was murdered




by the version of myself
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that learned how to survive

without living.

I remember loving something

so hard it rearranged my organs.

I remember loss

that did not ask permission.

Perhaps my death was quiet,

consensual,

a gradual agreement

between hope and exhaustion.

There are days

when I feel freshly dead—

raw, startled,

unsure where to place my hands.

Other days I feel ancient,

like I’ve been gone so long

no one expects me back.

The world continues

in ways that feel disrespectful.

Weather arrives on schedule.

Children grow.

Music is released.

As if nothing significant happened.

I want to stand up in the middle of it

and say,

excuse me,

something is unresolved.

But language fails

at the border of this state.

The words come back stamped

insufficient proof.

I search my chest

for a toe tag.

I search my pulse

for a disclaimer.
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All I find




is the steady insistence




of continuation.




Is that the trick?




That death is not an event




but a condition?




That some people cross it




without ever leaving the room?




I think of myself




as a suspect




who cannot remember the crime




but feels guilty anyway.




Every joy feels like stolen property.




Every calm moment




feels provisional.




I imagine an autopsy of the soul.




They open me carefully,




catalog the damage:




—hope thinned to transparency —belief fractured along old stress lines —heart showing signs of repeated use with no scheduled rest. Cause of death:




undetermined.




Time of death:




ongoing.




And still,




I wake up.




Still,




coffee tastes like something.




Still,




a song can reach into me




and touch whatever is left unburied.




Maybe the mystery is not




that I died,
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but that I didn’t stay that way.

That something kept walking

after the ending

out of pure momentum.

If I ever find the moment—

the exact second it happened—

I don’t know what I’ll do with it.

I don’t know if knowing

would return anything

or simply confirm

what I already carry.

For now,

I live like a man

haunting his own life.

Careful not to disturb it too much.

Careful not to ask

for what cannot be proven.

I move forward

with the humility of the unresolved.

I love

like someone who knows

how fragile presence is.

I speak

like someone already being quoted.

And if one day

the mystery
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