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I dedicate this book to those who stayed long enough to love me, and left pieces of me behind when they could no longer hold my memory the same way.  
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IT BEGAN, STRANGELY enough, with order.

The house did not collapse into chaos as I might have expected in life. Instead, it arranged itself. The floor was cleaned where I had fallen. The bucket was moved back to its corner. Someone folded a cloth that did not belong to them. It was as if the room preferred neatness to truth.

I watched from what I have come to call my soul balcony, a place that is neither above nor outside, but present. From there, I could see everything without being required to participate. It is a convenient position. One observes more when one is no longer expected to respond.

My husband moved through the house with a seriousness that looked almost rehearsed. He opened cupboards, closed them again, then stood still as if waiting for instructions that refused to arrive. I admired the effort. It is not easy to maintain routine when reality has withdrawn its cooperation.

Visitors began to arrive before the meaning had settled. They came in pairs, sometimes alone, sometimes with urgency that seemed slightly misplaced. One woman adjusted her headscarf three times before entering, as if grief required proper alignment. Another greeted the room before greeting the people inside it. 

No one said I was dead immediately. Language circled the fact with admirable discipline. Phrases like “what happened” and “is she alright” floated carefully, each one avoiding finality with surprising skill. 

As the room filled, something else formed alongside the people. Faces adjusted themselves depending on who was watching. Voices lowered or lifted with subtle calculation. Hands found positions that suggested both control and feeling. This was my first clear encounter with what I now call funeral faces. And yet, behind these faces, I could see something quieter. A hesitation. A checking of reactions. A brief glance to confirm whether one’s sadness was sufficient, or perhaps excessive. Grief, I realised, does not arrive alone. It brings with it awareness.

Meanwhile, my name began its slow adjustment. It was spoken carefully at first, then less directly, then occasionally replaced with softer references. “She” became easier than saying me. It was a small shift, almost polite. This, I would later understand, was the beginning of identity erosion. Not a disappearance, but a gentle repositioning. A movement from presence into reference.

From my soul balcony, I had expected panic, perhaps even protest. Instead, there was a steady unfolding. Events did not rush. They arranged themselves, much like the room had done earlier. It occurred to me, with a calm I might once have mistaken for indifference, that death does not interrupt life as dramatically as we imagine. 

And so I began to watch. Not as a participant, which I no longer qualified to be, but as an observer of patterns that had always existed, waiting for the right silence to become visible.
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Chapter 1: My Last Moment Before Death
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I, AGNES ALOETI, DIED on the first of January 2026 in my bathroom.

The bathroom light was too white for the evening. It made everything look precise, almost accountable, as if even the air had to justify itself before being allowed to exist. I stood there for a moment with my hand on the shower tap, watching water gather itself before falling. The sound was steady and obedient, the kind of certainty life rarely offers without conditions.

It happened in a simple movement: a slide, then silence.

The shower had just opened. Steam began to rise slowly, cautious at first, as though it was unsure whether it had clearance to fill the space. My hair was still covered from the salon I had visited in the afternoon, neatly arranged, holding that temporary order that comes when someone else has recently handled your life with care and routine. I remember noticing that everything was in its place. Even in that moment, my mind did what it had always done. It looked for classification. Not fear first. Meaning first. I had worked for years as a risk and compliance manager in a bank, and that habit never fully left me. Even life itself, at times, passed through internal review before I allowed myself to fully feel it.

There was no warning in the way people expect warnings to appear. Nothing loud or dramatic. Only the sudden absence of continuity. It was the kind of failure I had documented many times in reports, when systems stopped responding without triggering alarms. No escalation. No visible damage. Just a clean interruption in something that was assumed to keep running.

My body moved in a way that did not feel entirely like decision. It felt more like a sentence losing its final word before it reaches completion. A simple slide, as if gravity had corrected a quiet misunderstanding about stability.

I remember the sound as I fell. It was not violent. It was familiar in a way that unsettled me later. Like my office door when the wind caught it at the wrong angle and closed it with calm finality. 

Between the movement and the stillness, my thoughts did not scatter. They organised themselves. That, perhaps, was the strangest part. Even in collapse, my mind searched for structure. There was a brief professional instinct to assess what was happening. A question formed without urgency. Is this reversible? Is this temporary? Is this something that belongs in a report or something that ends the report altogether? These were familiar categories to me. The kind used when systems fail and someone still has to explain them later.

But there was no system left to respond. The silence that followed was not empty. It had weight and order. It felt like a file that had been opened and left without assignment. 

My body remained on the floor, but I did not remain with it in the same way. Something had already shifted out of position, quietly, like a role in a system being unassigned while the organisation continues as if nothing has changed. And in that suspended clarity, I realised something I had not been prepared for. The most serious failures do not announce themselves. They simply stop including you in the process.

How Grimes discovered my Body

Grimes Bunyonyi was stuck in traffic when I stopped breathing. The city had him paused in its usual way, engines breathing, horns negotiating for space that did not exist. His right leg kept switching between brake and clutch, performing a kind of exhausted coordination, while the left leg simply observed as if it had no formal role in the matter. Later, he would describe the journey as ordinary. That is how most beginnings of grief are remembered. Ordinary until they are not.

An hour later, he arrived. He was still in his gym clothes, slightly disordered, as though the day had started with discipline and lost interest halfway through. He entered the house quickly at first, then slowed. The kind of slowing that happens when the body notices something before the mind is ready to agree.

He called my name once, then again. The repetition carried expectation, as if language alone could insist on response. I observed that expectation from my soul balcony, a place I had not chosen so much as discovered. My body, meanwhile, had already settled into its last gravity, no longer participating in the chaotic world shaped by job threats at my former workplace, unrealistic society demands and my aging crisis.

Grimes entered our bathroom and called again, softer this time. “Wake up darling.” The phrase almost sounded reasonable in any other context. In this one, it felt like a negotiation with a system that had already stopped accepting input. I noticed, even then, how humans repeat language when systems do not respond. It is not just emotion. It is procedure. When one attempt fails, another is issued with reduced intensity, as if volume might compensate for missing acknowledgment. He avoided the words you are gone. Not out of cruelty, but out of design. Those words require confirmation, and confirmation had not yet arrived in his internal process. 

I watched him move between belief and refusal. He stepped closer, then hesitated, as if proximity itself needed permission. His voice changed shape with each attempt. Not because the situation changed, but because language was adjusting itself in real time to avoid collapse.

I had seen this pattern before. In meetings, back when I was still Risk and Compliance Manager at the bank, silence had never been neutral. It was always interpreted. If a system did not respond, we did not assume absence. We assumed delay, blockage, or hidden state. We built explanations before we had evidence. That was considered responsible behaviour. Here, in this room, I saw the same instinct without its formal language. When reality becomes unacceptable, language adjusts before acceptance does.

Grimes tried again, this time with a kind of restrained insistence, as if increasing emotional accuracy might restore function. But nothing in the room returned to him. Not even hesitation. And I realised something precise in that moment. Human beings speak to replace the silent systems with something that feels like control.

Quiet Crossing

From my soul balcony, I entered breath fall fully. It did not arrive like drama. It arrived like a system reaching its final state without triggering an alarm. One moment there was continuity, the next there was a disconnection, as if a file had stopped syncing and no one was left on the other side to notice the delay. In my work as a risk manager, I had seen this kind of failure in reports. Systems that do not crash loudly, but simply stop updating while everything around them continues.

There was no escalation pathway. That thought surprised me more than the fall itself. In banking, even silence has procedures. There is always a route to escalate, a button to press, a supervisor to inform. Here, there was none. No approval layer remained to receive the signal that something had changed. I remember thinking, with a calm that felt almost inappropriate, that life had finally removed its own compliance structure. 

From that stillness, observation became cleaner. I did not move away from the scene. The scene moved away from me, and in that separation, I recognised something I had never written in any report. Some systems do not fail. They simply continue without you, as if your input was never required for continuity.

Silence Structure

The room became what I later understood as heavy quiet. Not absence of sound, but refusal of interpretation. It was the kind of silence that does not rest. It works. It absorbs every action and turns it into something uncertain, something still being processed.

Tears came in uneven intervals, as though they were responding to instructions Grimes had not consciously issued. One moment he was still, the next he was wiping his face with the back of his hand. He stared at the same space again as if repetition might produce a different outcome. His phone never left his hand for long. He typed while breathing unevenly, sending messages into WhatsApp groups with the urgency of someone reporting an emergency that still refused to be fully real. Words like “urgent” and “please call” appeared more than my name. Then calls started returning almost immediately, overlapping with each other, voices spilling through speaker mode without structure.

I watched him try to manage grief through coordination. He spoke to people on the phone while still looking at the floor where I was, as though both tasks could exist in parallel without contradiction. At one point he said my name into the phone, paused, then repeated it again as if clarification might improve understanding. It did not. Neighbours arrived about an hour later. They entered in uneven states of readiness. Some were dressed properly. Others looked as if they had left their homes without negotiating with their appearance first. One man smelled faintly of alcohol, not strong enough to be obvious, but present enough to suggest that he had not been called out of routine, but out of interruption.

As neighbours squeezed into my bathroom, others remained in the corridor, hesitant as if the act of seeing the dead might confirm something they were not ready to hold. It pained me, in an unexpected way, that these were my friends, people I had shared ordinary days with, conversations that once felt permanent in their simplicity. Some drifted instead into my bedroom, their attention landing on my dressing mirror, studying it not as memory but as object, as if reflection itself might explain what had happened. Others lingered near the walls where rosaries hung and small images of Virgin Mary stood watching over the room. A few laughed softly, but unsettled in a way that slipped into humour, questioning what protection really meant in moments like this. “These did not save her,” I could almost hear forming inside many of their thoughts, even if unspoken, shaped by discomfort. And yet, I remained safe on my soul balcony, observing without interruption, where pain did not arrive as chaos but as understanding that people reach for meaning in whatever form is closest to their hands.  

Some neighbours did not settle into the house. They immediately began adjusting it. Chairs shifted slightly. Bodies repositioned. People looked at each other more than they looked at me at first, as if consensus needed to be built before attention could be assigned. Some started calling even before they reached close enough to confirm what they had already assumed. One neighbour, a woman who worked in the bank, stood near the doorway and made a call while still half inside.

“Agnes, the risk manager slid into her bathroom. She has passed away?” She said, her voice carrying a mixture of disbelief and confirmation-seeking.

At the other end of the line, the response came through speaker mode. 

“You are deceiving. Can she also die? A risk expert?”

There was a brief silence, not in the room, but in the reaction to it. The kind of silence that happens when contradiction arrives faster than processing speed. I noticed the pattern. Recording before meaning. Documentation before understanding. I had seen it long before this moment. At the bank, we used to call it premature reporting. The instinct to define an event before it has been fully observed. A way of regaining control by naming uncertainty early, even if the name is wrong. The same instinct was alive here, but unstructured. People were not trying to be wrong or right. They were trying not to remain suspended in not knowing.

Grimes, my husband, or call him my former husband if you like, continued moving between messages and presence, between calls and silence, as if both belonged to the same operational space. Neighbours leaned in, then stepped back, then leaned in again. Everyone was adjusting their distance from reality in small, careful measurements. And I observed it all from my soul balcony, where nothing required immediate reaction, only recognition.

––––––––
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Hypocrisy Seeds

Even shock carries structure. It was here that I first recognised what I would later call funeral faces. They were not fixed expressions. They were shifting arrangements of the same emotion, reshaped depending on who stood nearby. A softened brow when sympathy was being witnessed. A controlled stillness when attention moved away. 

Alongside this, I began to notice what I can only describe as borrowed tears. They did not always begin as genuine. They arrived in stages, influenced by proximity. One person would begin to grieve, and another standing too close would slowly adopt the rhythm, as if emotion could be learned through exposure. I had seen early versions of this in my working life, during compliance reviews, when behaviour changed subtly under observation. But here, it was unhidden and immediate. 

I began to understand grief not as a single state, but as performance under shifting observation. A quiet system of adjustment rather than pure feeling. In that system, I also saw the earliest signs of grief performance. Not staged in a deliberate way, but arranged instinctively. Voices softened when others were listening. Silence lengthened when it felt appropriate. Even breathing seemed to adapt to the presence of witnesses. I did not judge it. I recognised it.

In banking, I had lived within similar patterns. Behaviour always changed when evaluation was present. Risk reports rarely captured what people truly felt. They captured what people allowed to be seen. Now, standing outside my own life, I realised I had been observing a larger version of the same truth all along. Human grief has audit behaviour. And from my soul balcony, I watched it unfold with a calm that felt almost ironic. Not because it was false, but because it was structured. Even sorrow, it seems, prefers order when it knows it is being witnessed.
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Chapter 2: Suspended House
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EVENING HAD ALREADY settled into the house before I fully understood what had changed. It was that soft kind of evening that does not announce itself. Light thinning through the curtains, shadows stretching a little too far into corners they usually ignore. The house should have been easing into its usual rhythm of closing doors, lowering voices, preparing for sleep. But it did not.
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