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Rest in Peace 
by Paola Zozaya 

 
Last night I dreamt with my funeral, with that phrase. 

I get the part about resting. I was sincerely tired of dealing with hospitals, with its dry air, 
and of watching the flowers die slowly by my window. 

My name is Maia, and I’m going to die.  

It’s curious what someone can learn when people think you’re not listening; all the secrets 
this  walls hold. Hospitals keep more  prayers than churches.  

A lot of people have come to my room, each one of them with something heart-touching to 
tell. But nothing gets to me, even though they really believe after their confession 
magically I’m going to wake up and smile again. 

I’ve heard, most of all, that the death of a young one is always a tragedy. So many words 
unsaid, so many thing to do… but, who decides the value of a life in front of another? My 
case is a misfortune, but the death of the homeless that takes the trash away is just a hole 
in the everyday. 

- 

Last night my father came to see me. He said he needed to talk, but the sound of the 
artificial breather answered him. 

I felt his hand on mine, how he missed me. He caressed my bruised face and brushed my 
dark hair. He even tried to hug me, but the cables that kept me alive were a wall for him. 

He said a lot of things, all of them in tears. He apologized for not being a good father. Now 
that he was alone, he realized a good dad didn’t only had the obligation of bringing food to 
the table, but it had to be someone a daughter could cry with, somebody that brought light 
and love to a child. He realized I had been alone for too long, and now I didn’t have any 
more time. 

Oh, daddy, please don’t cry. How are you going to be at peace if you don’t forgive 
yourself? 

- 



Every day I feel less. Today I stopped sensing my legs. 

Around midday there was a change in the scent of the room. It smelled to warmth, if that 
makes any sense. It smelled like lotion, like… 

¿Alejandro? 

Dubious steps in front of the door, and then silence. Suddenly, a deep growl of frustration. 
The door closes, but I’m alone again. 

- 

I’ve heard that there’s people that when they die, they stay in this world because they have 
pending things to do, and they can’t leave at peace. 

Peace. That word again. 

What is peace, anyway? No wars? No hunger? Happiness? Nobody gets these are just 
manifestations of a race that’s insecure and scared. Nobody gets the problem has 7 billion 
of roots we feed everyday with our own blood. 

We are the problem. 

There was a kid in my 5th grade class, his name was kevin.  

Kevin wasn’t a nice boy to play with, analyzing this with an 11 year old standard. He was 
always mad, and he would punch you if you wanted to play basketball instead of football. 
But Kevin was just a kid whose parents fought every night. I knew it, I heard the teachers 
whispering. How could you be at peace if the only two persons you can unconditionally 
trust in this world, can’t even trust themselves? All that loneliness, all that fear. You didn’t 
know what to do Kevin, just like all those kids playing to be grown ups. 

Kevin, it wasn’t your fault. 

- 

I dreamt with a bed. His bed. 

The soothing bed sheet caressed my naked skin, and the morning sun filled with warmth 
my face. I raised my hands and examined them. No more IV’s and the spots from holding 
my brush were now at plain sight. An authentic rush of joy engulfed me. I roll in bed, 
laughing, when I see him. 

Supine, talking in his sleep, was Alejandro. His sleepy face had a smirky smile on it, and a 
growing beard gave life to his factions.  

I just lay there, admiring him. His relaxed breathing and soft snore fill me with peace. 



I raise my hand to touch him, to feel his dark messy hair, and he smiles in dreams. 

But I can't feel him 

My hand trespasses him 

I’m not there, I don’t exist. 

I’m dead. 

 

-I come back to consciousness suddenly, and I no longer feel my chest. I didn’t have much 
time left. A hurricane of rage and anguish takes over me. What’s worse than being trapped 
inside yourself?  

 I want to cry, I want to scream. 

But I can’t, and I’m rooting inside. I search for the peace and joy I had felt in dreams but its 
gone, and so is he. 

Like a bucket of freezing water, the fact I’m about to die splashes over me. 

A horrible fear wraps over me. Why am I so afraid? Dying is the only common destiny all 
human beings share. 

Somebody enters the room, and immediately I recognize the scent that fills my dreams 

He walks roughly towards my bed and I want to scream, to tell him to leave, that If he 
didn’t love me with life he can’t come and cry my death. The dead receive more flowers 
than the living. 

-I wasn’t going to be at peace until I saw you- he whispers 

I’m leaving- I answer. Words in the wind. 

-Please don’t go- he begs. 

I wish I could paint before I go- I yearn 

Ethereal, I fly. 

-I’m sorry for not having been there - he weeps 

I love you. – I free myself. I try to touch him 

-Maia! - He tears himself. Shouts for a nurse. 



Don't ruin it I think. I’m eased.  

I hope he forgives himself. I hope my dad amends his life. I hope that with my death, they 
can learn to appreciate life, because as long as there’s a tomorrow, possibilities are 
infinite. 

I hope they find the peace I desired so hard for. 

 

 


