

The Day After I Died


By Jennifer Noveski
For someone special within my life.



The day after I died, I woke up. I didn’t remember a lot of things, but I remembered my room was very dark even after I opened my eyes. I didn’t know what time it was, and I couldn’t reach my phone to check. Though, the faint light that whispered a hello through the curtains gave me the strength to sit up, which gave me the strength to turn on the light, which gave me the strength to make my bed, but I fell right back under its covers shortly after. I am dead, I thought. Dead people cannot wake up.

The day after I died, I tried to feel alive again, but I didn’t have the strength to even get out of bed. Without looking I could tell my face was pale from blood loss, and I couldn’t care enough, nor could I muster the strength to try and temporarily bring some life back into me through the cover of makeup. I didn’t think I could even if I wanted to. My heavy heart weighed down my body and gave way for a freshly exposed and unfamiliar spirit to wander the crevices and nooks of my home. 

The day after I died, my husband made me breakfast. Two eggs on toast with a home brewed coffee lovingly placed at my bedside. He showed me cards and gifts from loved ones all mourning my loss, and once again reminded me he loved me, just in case I ever forget. That gave me the strength to get out of bed. 

The day after I died, my parents visited. I cried into mum’s shoulder, and she into mine. I didn’t think dead things could cry. I carried dad’s shopping, and he reminded me of how strong I am, though I swore the plastic bags filled to the brim merely fell right through my transparent hands. They’re getting old, though they’re still living life the best they can. I don’t want them to die either. It’s not nice being dead. I don’t like it. They had me when they were my age ...

The day after I died, I baked a cheesecake. Ignoring the recipe because I knew it well enough by now to guess how much of what to put in, just in time for my little nephew’s tummy to grumble after a surprise family lunch. Everyone was so kind and loving and carful with their words, they may have been discrete about it but I saw how they gazed down in the silence, or bit their tongue before speaking. It was hard to watch, but I appreciated It. It’s hard, being a ghost. With a sympathetic gaze always lingering where you’ve been from those who know, or a questioning glance from those who don’t. I thought ghosts were transparent. So how come everyone is comforting me wherever I go. 

The day after I died, I fell in love, again. Even the inconsistent specks of dust building near the window were pretty in the sunlight. I truly felt like I was alive again. But I wasn’t. Dead things aren’t alive. But … even though my stomach got flatter, and my appetite lessened, I fell back in love with food. Though admittedly only after I was remined time and time again to take care of my eating. Dead things don’t eat. But I did. I’m not a very good at being a ghost. Every time I want to float the halls of my house or disappear to nobody knows where; I’m pulled back into the world of the living by those around me. I actually quite like not being a dead thing. I never thought I would find joy again in the little things like the restaurant I dressed up a little too much for, and the burnt lasagne I ate in my pyjamas, but I did, and it warmed my heart just a little more. I remembered to love. 

The day after I died, I was reminded of a lot of things I forgot. I’m loved deeply, and I am not to blame. Life isn’t just beautiful, it still is beautiful. I was reminded that my hands were not transparent, but just weakened by the bags. I was not a ghost, just consumed by my own perception. I am not dead, I am alive. Though, it felt like, and at times still does, feel like I died along with you. I think a part of me did. I think slowly … I’ve managed to grow it back. Though it pains me, and my husband, and everyone else who was expecting to meet you, I have learnt that pain is not what life is about. I love you, and I mourn for you, but being in a ghostly, constant state of pain is not being alive.

The day after I died, I remembered I was alive. My stomach full and my heart refilling. I do actually love a lot of things, I just forgot I did. I love my husband, my family, the little things, and you. My love for you is eternal, however, you are not. Maybe if you never came into my life, I wouldn’t have tried to pass into the next one with you. I never got to meet my baby. My baby never got to meet me. I screamed and cried thinking it was something I did, something I did to manipulate fate against us. Though it’s not. I know that now. I know through love, through my family, and though the joys in this world I’m blessed and cursed and challenged with, and the joys in the next you will face, I know that life moves on. I know you passed, but I am still here. Though that does not and will not ever change you being my little lovely. I will love you eternally.

The day after you died, I lived.





















