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    To those who stayed long enough to feel it... and to those who left before they understood it.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Some stand and watch the burial, never realizing they are both the witness and the cause.
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Human: The Crime Of Feeling

I am already dead when this begins.

Not in the dramatic sense people prefer - no final breath, no gathering of loved ones, no moment worthy of ceremony. My death quieter than that. It happened in ordinary places, during conversations that ended too early, in silence that lasted longer than they should have. It happened while I was still moving, still speaking, still hoping. That is how most death occur, I think - unnoticed by everyone except the one experiencing it.

I am underground now.

The soil presses against me with a patience I have learned to respect. Above, the world continues with its familiar rhythm. Footsteps pass. Voices murmur. Somewhere, laughter breaks open the air. And standing at the edge of this grave are men without faces - not because they lack them, but because I no longer know how to recognize them as individuals. They blur together, identical in posture, as if my presence here confirms something they already suspected.

I watch them the way one watches strangers through glass: aware, detached, no longer expecting rescue. They did not put me here out of cruelty. That would be easier to understand. Gruelty requires intention, and intention implies recognition. No - I was buried through indifference. Through discomfort. Through the quiet consensus that I was too much to carry, to heavy to keep alive in rooms designed for lightness.

My crime was simple.

I felt.

Not loudly. Not performatively. I did not demand attention or dramatize my pain. I felt in the way water feels gravity - naturally, inevitably, without asking permission, I believed that emotions were meant to be held, not managed; that love was something you leaned into, not something you rationed. I assumed honesty was a form of respect. I assumed presence meant commitment.

These assumptions were costly.

There is an unspoken rule among the living: feeling is acceptable only when it is convenient. Passion is admired from a distance. Vulnerability is praised in theory. But sustained emotional depth - the kind that asks people to slow down, to choose carefully, to stay - that is treated as a disruption.

A threat. A inconvenience.

I did not know this at first.

I thought being human was enough. I thought sincerity would be met with sincerity. I thought showing up fully would invite others to do the same. Instead, it made them uneasy. I watched their expressions shift - not in anger, but in calculation. I could see the moment they began to measure me against their capacity, not their values.

That was the beginning of the burial.

They did not push me away all at once. They stepped back gradually, each retreat justified, each absence explained as temporary. I learned to recognize the language of distancing - the softened apologies, the delayed replies, the reassurances that required no action. I learned how people maintain their self - image while withdrawing from responsibility. How they remain kind while becoming unavailable.

I stayed.

That, too, was a mistake.

Staying is dangerous when you are the only one who believes in continuity. When you keep investing in spaces already preparing to empty themselves of you. When you mistake tolerance for care and silence for depth. I stayed because leaving would have required me to admit that what i felt was unreciprocated - not unloved, perhaps, but unsupported. And that admission felt heavier than hope.

Hope, I discovered, is the last thing to die. It clung to me even as I was lowered into this place. Even as conversations ended without resolution. Even as my presence became optional. I carried it like a fragile organ, protecting it from evidence, shielding it from reality. Hope kept me alive long enough to make the death complete.

Above me, the faceless men shift their weight. They are not cruel. They are not malicious. They are simply intact. Untouched by the cost of caring too deeply. They look down not with guilt, but with curiosity - as if studying a cautionary tale. This is what happens, their silence seems to say. This is the consequences of feeling without restraint.

I do not hate them.

Hatred would require energy, and I have learned to conserve what little remains. What I feel instead is clarity. From this depth, things are easier to see. Patterns reveal themselves. Truth loses its decoration.

I see now that my death was not not an accident. It was the predictable outcome of bringing a full heart into a world that values control over connection. I was not punished for wrongdoing. I was corrected for excess. Reduced for intensity. Softened until nothing recognizable remained.

They call this maturity.

They call it emotional intelligence.

They call it survival.

I call it erasure.

The soil settles around me, firm but not suffocating. I am still conscious. Still thinking. Still remembering. That, perhaps, is the cruelest past - that awareness persists after relevance disappears. That you can still feel long after you have been dismissed as someone who feels too much.

If this is death, that it is not an ending.

It is a record.

And I will stay here long enough to tell it. They will say I was too intense, too emotional, too chattered - as if depth were a defect and not a measure of sincerity. They will call my absence peace, my silence growth, my disappearance necessary. And when they finally turn away from this grave, convinced they have learned something, they will return to their lives unchanged - still untouched, still careful, still alive in the way that costs nothing. Let it be known, then: I did not die because I was weak. I died because I was human in a world that survives by pretending it is not.

It was not rehearsal.

It was an act complete in itself.

And if all that remains is the knowledge that I loved sincerity - then that, too, is enough.
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Death Notice: When Something Ends But Still Breathing

No one tells you when something ends.

There is no official language for it, no form to sign, no moment where the air shifts dramatically enough for you to know that you are standing inside of has already collapsed. Endings do not announce themselves the way beginnings do. They do not ask for witnesses. They do not require permission. They occur quietly, somewhere outside your awareness, and by the time you notice the change, the decision has already been made.

I was still breathing when it ended.

That is the part people struggle to understand. They assume that death arrives with finality - that it demands stillness, are afraid of clarity. Temporary gives hope a place to hide. It allows you to interpret absence as patience, distance as reflection, silence as something thoughtful rather than dismissive. I filled the gaps with understanding. I excused the delays I lowered my expectations quietly, convincing myself that this was maturity, that this was what it meant to love without demanding.

In truth, I was learning how to disappear politely.

Still breathing, still present, still invested - but increasingly irrelevant to the future that was being formed elsewhere. I could sense it in the way plans stopped including me, in how my concerns were acknowledge but never addressed. I was no longer someone whose presence altered decisions I had become an afterthought, carried lightly, easily set down. There is a particular cruelty in being alive after you have been emotionally concluded. You continue to feel things that no longer have anywhere to land. You rehearse conversations that will never happen. You measure your words carefully, even though they are no longer being weighed by anyone else. You exist in a state of suspended animation - not abondoned outright, but not claimed either. It is a quiet form or erasure, one that allows the other party to leave without the discomfort of honesty.

I searched for proof that I was imagining it. I went back through memories, examining them for cracks I might have missed. I replayed moments that once felt secure, trying to identify when the warmth began to fade. I asked myself if I had changed too much, asked for too much, felt too openly. I softened my own recollection to protect the possibility that this ending was accidental, that it could still be reversed if handled carefully enough.

But endings like this are never accidental. They are choices made in silence. Decisions reached when someone realizes that staying would require more presence than they are willing to give. Rather than confront that truth, they allow the connection to starve. They wait for the other person to notice. To grow tired. To leave on their own. It is a clean method. No blame. No scene. No guilt that cannot be explained away.

I did not leave.

I stayed longer than I should have. I stayed because absence had not been named, and I believed that naming it myself would make it real. I stayed because I thought endurance counted for something. That loyalty, even when unreciprocated, held a kind of moral weight. I stayed because leaving would have meant accepting that what I felt was no longer being matched - and that acceptance felt heavier than uncertainty.

Still breathing.

Already fading.

It is strange how survival can become humiliating. Each day I continued to exist felt like an error that had not yet been corrected. I was present in spaces where my presence no longer mattered, offering care where it was no longer required. People often talk about being needed as a burden, but they do not talk enough about the loss of necessity - the quiet devastation of realizing that the world will continue unchanged whether you show up or not.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





