


At the end, everything becomes clear.

What didn’t matter falls away.

What remains is this.

Seven truths, from the last hour.

You already know them. You’d just lost them for a while.

Read them slowly, the way you watch a horizon.
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The clock has no word for later.

You do.

Everything you postpone

rests on one quiet assumption:

that there would always be more time.

At the end, later was never a day.

It was a place where things waited

until they no longer could.

What’s been waiting in your later the longest?
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A thousand identical days.

At the end, they count as one.

At the end, a question is already written:

what you gave your time to, day after day.

Routine is sleep mode:

everything keeps running,

nothing quite reaches you.

None of it was wrong.

It was safe, and that’s okay.

Except the clock counted every one of them.

How many of your days

are the same day?
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You won’t miss the highlights.

You’ll miss a Tuesday.

Asked at the end for the moments that mattered,

people rarely name a highlight.

Usually it’s something small.

A table. A voice saying your name.

An afternoon when nothing happened,

except everything you were used to.

Moments like that don’t announce themselves.

You’ve probably had one today.

Which ordinary moment of today

will you ask to have back, at the end?
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Unspoken words don’t go anywhere.

They wait.

At the end, people write letters.

To a name they’ve known for years,

with words that were there all along.

Sometimes it’s someone who didn’t leave,

but drifted.

You had the address.

You had the time.

It was the silence that felt safer.

What stays unsaid stays with you.

It waits,

somewhere deeper than thought.

Who comes to mind first,

right now, as you read this?
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Taking someone for granted is the quietest

goodbye.

The people closest to you

often get the fewest words.

Not out of indifference.

Out of trust that they’ll be there tomorrow.

Presence is easier to get used to than absence.

The people who are there every day

slowly become invisible.

At the end, ‘for granted’ was something you took,

never something they were.

Who gets your fewest words,

because they’re the very ones you trust the most?
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Regret is not your enemy.

Forgetting is.

At the end, regret is precise.

It doesn’t name the big mistakes.

It names the times you didn’t go,

didn’t say, didn’t ask.

It always knew what mattered to you.

That makes it the most honest adviser you have.

Regret costs an hour.

Forgetting costs every year after.

Those who listen earlier hear the same things,

while the clock is still running.

If your regret were allowed to speak today,

what would it name first?
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In the last hour, almost everything falls

away.

Almost.

What others think of you: gone.

What you still had to prove: gone.

What you owned, what you became, how you seemed: gone.

What remains is small

and outweighs everything.

Usually it fits in one sentence.

Usually there’s a name in it.

No one can tell you what remains for you.

There is only one place to find out:

at the end, looking back.

What remains of your life,

if you were given one hour to discover it?
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You knew these words all along.

At the end, they simply become inescapable.

There is an hour in which you don’t read them,

but live them.

Once, from start to zero.

Your words are already there.

They’re waiting for a moment of your own choosing.

Your life asks for a witness.

Only you can be that witness.

When you’re ready:
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Everything passes. What it stirred in you remains.

W H A T  M A T T E R S  R E M A I N S

Know someone who still has time?

Pass it on.
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