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The Flowers

The day was overcast.  Clouds were rolling in from the west as Dean sat there on 
the bench, feeding the pigeons surrounding him.  He tossed out the food, the crumbs, 
effortlessly and with no emotion.  He watched as each bird took its stance, its head 
bobbing back and forth towards the location of the food.  Each bird pecked at the ground 
the food rested on, the cold cement of the park.


The grass was green, as is always the case in May, after the showers of April 
drenched the landscape.  Today, it was more green than usual.  The trees and their leaves 
flutter in the passing winds.  The sky scrapers in the background reflected the dullness of 
the sky surrounding them.  Everything looked pretty, neat, sustained.


Dean looked around and admired the view.  He did a full three sixty, standing up 
and turning around to bare witness to the dynamic view of the city that surrounded the 
park.  Someone, a long time ago, had decided to design the city after its twin sister, New 
York.


New York, the original thriving metropolis.  So long had its destruction been 
complete.  It almost seemed like yesterday to Dean that the sirens blared and the engines 
roared from those trying to escape the tumult.  It seemed only yesterday that the screams 
subsided as rapidly as they had begun.  Yesterday seemed so close, yet was so much 
farther away now.

Dean truly loved that someone had decided to recreate the city he had called home 
once.  This new city, Newall, was not located on an island.  It was in the heartland of 
what was once America.  The land it sat on used to be a prime farming location, before 
the climate changed.  A lot of things were different before the climate shifted.

Dean remembered when the state of New Hampshire was not frozen over by forty 
feet of ice.  He remembered when there was a country known as Canada, an island known 
as the United Kingdom.  Russia was no more; Australia no longer existed.  The ice came 
in what seemed an instant for Dean.  He just could not believe sometimes how long it 
truly had been.


The ice wasn’t stopping there, it was consuming all.  With the change in human 
behavior over the years, the release of new energies and methodologies, the Earth had to 
adapt.  The problem was, the Earth over compensated as humans tried to change their 
habits.  The Earth headed towards a cooling trend to counteract the constant barrage of 
pollution and complacency that poured forth from humanity.  The cooling trend was 
shifted into overdrive when human’s themselves tried to reverse their own procrastination 
rapidly.  Instead of sending the world into a state of runaway global warming, it went 
instead to runaway global cooling.

Dean remembered, in 2005, how much people were concerned with fossil fuel 
emissions, carbon dioxide and methane stores in the Earth.  Violent storms, like Katrina, 
fueled their desire to change things.  But as quickly as the storms came, they began to 
cease.  Things began to change, as the Earth began to change them.  The damage was 
done already, however.


Dean threw out some more bird seed and crumbs as he sat back down on the park 
bench.  He looked over to the sign of the park, which read:  Newall Botanical Park.  
Unlike Central Park in New York, this park was dedicated to the research of life.  Every 
manner of tree, plant, fruit and vegetable was there.  Many caged animals, that remained, 
were present as well.  There were a few lions, some tigers and of course bears.  Most of 
the animals had died off, due to the cold.  The main bears that remained were Polar Bears.  
The lions and tigers were mere cubs, and would not live long without their parents.

The pigeons that were present were the last of their kind as well.  Many birds 
could not survive the harsh conditions of the Earth today.  Soon, they would simply be 
phased out, like designer clothing.


Dean longed for warmer days and milder nights than the bundled up world he had 
to dwell in now.  He longed for a beach where the water was not frozen.  He longed for a 
lake where the surface was not buried under seventy feet of ice.  He longed to run the 
rapids of a river that had not dried up from the lack of flowing water.  Even the great 
Mississippi was gone now.  Humanity was now seeing the fate of its actions.


It was believed that the world would die in a ball of fire.  People firmly believed 
that God would return one day and exact the final edict of judgment upon an irreverent 
and hapless world.  To a certain degree, he had done this.  It was just not done the way 
anyone had ever expected.


The fire and brimstone of the past was replaced by the stony nature of ice and the 
fires of the Earth within beginning to cool.  No one could have predicted that when the 
Earth’s methane stores were used up, it would essentially begin the depletion of the 
mantel next.  The Earth’s core simply began to lose its energy.  Over time, as the fuel of 
the Earth began to run out, the planet seemed to sputter and grind to a halt.  The axis 
continued to spin, but the mantel began to harden.  This cooled the Earth from the inside 
out.

Once everything seemed to be slowing down, another process that was 
unexpected took place.  Aging, the great and untamable feat that mankind had to suffer 
from, seemed to stop.  People ceased growing old, remaining as they were the day the 
Earth slowed down.  The Sun, the other planets, the galaxy, the universe as a whole 
seemed to go on, but it was as if the Earth were no longer part of that realm.  It was as if 
something were separating it from everything else.


To most, this seemed a blessing, at first.  Later, as the years began to pass more 
rapidly, people thought of the ageless wonder as nothing but a curse.  Not only did people 
no longer age, they no longer died, they no longer birthed, they no longer lived.  People 
lost their motivation for existence, feeling that life was no longer fleeting.  There was no 
purpose in taking care of something that would last forever in their minds.  There was no 
point working for anything anymore, because there was nothing to work for.  There was 
nothing to pass on to anyone younger, for generations.  They simply stopped, yet kept 
moving on.


Dean tried not to stop.  He tried to keep going everyday.  He always believed 
there was something more, something other than permanent existence.  He longed for the 
heavenly body he had been told would come, but never had.  He longed for the day his 
life would reach fulfillment, but never would.  He hoped and prayed to have someone to 
teach, to guide, to help to learn, but alas they would never be.  But, this did not stop 
Dean’s hope that he would never stop like the rest.

Dean threw out some more crumbs; as he saw one of the birds simply stop what it 
was doing.  Dean took notice immediately, having never actually seen it happen.  He had 
always runaway from those that stopped.  He never understood stopping and he never 
wanted too.  To Dean, it was a fate worse than death.


The bird continued to breathe in oxygen.  It continued to blink its eyes and twitch 
its wings.  The food was right there for it to peck and place in its mouth, but the bird 
would not move.  It stood there, as if staring off.  Motionless, unable to do anything, the 
bird had simply stopped.


Dean looked up from what he had just seen, a sense of dread filling his entire 
being.  It was a feeling he hadn’t had in a long time.  He felt like dying, but knew he 
couldn’t, wouldn’t be able too.  He looked off repeatedly saying to himself one phrase.


“It isn’t in me to stop.”


Stopping was recreancy to Dean.  He would not betray the memory of all those 
who had been with him on the Earth by stopping.  He looked off as tears filled his eyes.  
The emotions were unbelievable.  His mind was telling him it would be all right to stop.  
His heart denied it every step of the way.  He had to be strong, at least for today.


Today was different somehow.  Dean knew this and pulled out his palm pilot.  He 
took out the stylist and turned on the device.  He punched up the schedule and 
appointment list to reveal an all important day.  Today was the date he had been waiting 
for, for some time now.  He read it to himself, aloud.

“Today is my birthday.”


Dean smiled as tears ran down his face.  This was a very special day for him.  It 
marked the two hundred thirty-seven thousand three hundred sixty-fifth year of his 
existence on Earth.  His original birth date had been the fifth of May, 1997.  He was the 
age of forty-seven when everything on the Earth changed for good.  From that day on, he 
never aged beyond his forty-seventh birthday again.


That was a major part of why most people stopped.  When they stopped aging, 
they stopped paying attention to the years and their true age.  Why would anyone want to 
pay attention to their age, when they no longer aged?  This was a common theme with 


most people, but not with Dean.


Aging had been a constant that grounded people.  Once it was gone, everything 
was gone.  Keeping track of his own age was the only reason Dean had stayed constant 
and had been able to resist stopping.  Stopping was also a large part for why the Earth’s 
climate changed so radically.

Human beings emit carbon dioxide into the air readily.  When someone stopped, 
the carbon dioxide did as well.  Although they appeared to still be breathing, no gas 
exchange was being committed.  There was no lack of oxygen or carbon dioxide build up.  
The person, animal or creature just simply stopped.  This further cooled the planet and 
did not allow it to gain momentum in a direction that would procure a restart of society as 
it had been at one time.


Dean closed his eyes for a moment, as he thought about the importance of this day 
and what had almost happened to him.  He tilted his head back and took in a deep breath, 
exhaling slowly through his mouth.  He felt the cold deep in his lungs, which was much 
more prevalent than only a few minutes earlier.  This prompted Dean to open his eyes.  
He slowly looked back up and took notice of his surroundings again.


There was no breeze now.  The clouds had stopped moving.  The grass was still 
green, but something looked different.  Dean stood up and did another three hundred 
sixty degree turn, taking in the city of Newall around him.  That’s when Dean looked 
down at his feet.


Below him, all the pigeons had stopped.  Not one of them was moving now.  
Their eyes blinked, their tails twittered, but they had simply stopped.  Dean had never 
seen that many animals all stop at once.  He looked back up across the field before him 
towards the zoo.  There, Dean saw a Polar Bear had stopped.  The bear was staring 
straight at Dean, motionless.  


Dean was terrified now.  His heart was racing.  His pulse was quickening.  The 
breath moving in and out of his lungs was growing colder and colder by the second.  He 
had to reorient himself fast.  He could not succumb to his surroundings.  He could not 
stop.


Dean closed his eyes and held his head down, smacking it with both hands.  He 
was trying to get himself to snap out of it.  He pounded it over and over until he noticed a 
crunch.  The crunch was not from his head, but from underneath his foot.

Dean opened his eyes slowly, his gloved hands next to his head on either side.  He 
removed his foot from the grass to find a perfect imprint of the sole of his shoe on the 
grassy meadow of the field.  The blades of grass had stopped.  Dean looked up to see the 
trees had stopped.  He looked up to the buildings and saw no reflection being cast in the 
mirror like windows.  The buildings, these inanimate man made objects, had stopped.  
How is that even possible?

The fear was consuming every part of Dean’s body.  He smacked himself, he tried 
to forget.  He wasn’t going to stop.  He had to keep going, no matter what.  For the sake 
of not only himself, but everyone that had ever existed, he could not stop.


He started running away from the bench, and into the park.  He dropped the bread 
crumbs and bird seed to the ground.  There was no sound from the bag.  No crunch or 
mashing of food together.  The sound, the sound had stopped.  Even Dean’s on footsteps 
seemed to have no sound on the pavement below.  It too was beginning to stop.


Dean felt his legs getting heavier and heavier with every step.  His own legs were 
beginning to stop.  There was no sound at all now, all sound having stopped.  Dean 
couldn’t even hear his own breath anymore, because that sound had stopped.  Finally, 
Dean’s legs got so heavy; he had to do the unthinkable.  Dean no longer kept running, 
coming to a standing, erect, stop.


Dean looked around frantically.  What am I supposed to do? he said to himself, 
knowing that the sound of his voice had stopped.  I can’t run from it anymore.  I have to 
face it.  Wait!  I still have one thing left!

Dean reached into his jacket pocket, even as heavy as his arms were feeling right 
now.  He pulled out the palm pilot, his hands trembling as he resisted them stopping.  He 
turned on the device again.  He found out the one thing he did not want to know.  The 
palm pilot had stopped.

Dean let go of the device for the last time, allowing it to plummet to the ground.  
There was no clang or crash.  Dean lifted his head from the view of the palm pilot, only a 
slight bit.  As he looked up, he saw a row of beautiful flowers.  The flowers were yellow 
mums, blooming and seemed ceaseless.  They did not appear to have stopped.


Dean focused on them, even as he felt everything in his being stopping.  His mind 
was still going and as long as that were present, he would never stop.  He focused on the 
beauty and radiance of the flowers.  Their green leaves and yellow buds were 
breathtaking.  Dean would have cried at the very sight of them, but his tears had stopped 
as well.


He stood there, totally focused on the flowers.  Every last bit of energy within him 
was being used to keep his mind focused on the majesty of the flowers before him.  He 
would never stop looking at the flowers, for as long as he had too.


“Do you realize why you have stopped?”


A voice came out of nowhere.  With all sound stopped, it was unimaginable to 
hear a sound again.  This sound was pure, it had purpose and it was speaking directly to 
Dean.  From Dean’s perspective, the voice seemed to come from the flowers below.

“Do you realize why you have stopped?”


The voice asked again and Dean replied the only way he could, with his mind.


No, I do not!  I have not stopped yet!

There was nothing but silence after Dean thought this.  The silence seemed to last 
forever.  Dean was totally focused on the flowers now, sure that they were the reason for 
the voice.  Finally, the voice returned.


“I have stopped you.”


But why?

Again, for a while, silence.


“Because sometimes it is necessary to stop in order to start over.”


I don’t understand?

“You don’t understand because you choose to avoid.”


I only avoid that which I feel terrifies me.

“Do not be frightened, there is no need to fear stopping.”


But if I stop, am I no longer alive?

There was no response from the flowers, no response at all.  The emptiness of 
receiving no response seemed to last for hours.  Dean had almost given up hope, when at 
last the response came.


“Whatever made you think you were alive to begin with?”


What? Dean thought.  I am alive!  I have been alive for hundreds of thousands of 
years!  How can I not be alive now?

The flowers moved.


I saw that!  The flowers, they moved!  I saw them move!

The flowers were swaying in a breeze that seemed to go on forever, a light gentle 
breeze.  They looked beautiful in the breeze, if Dean could have felt it.  Suddenly, 
however, the flowers did something Dean had not seen in a long, long time.  They began 
to wilt, to bend, to fall to the ground.  The flowers, so beautiful moments earlier, had 
just…died.


That can’t be!  They can’t have died!  That’s not possible!  Not in this world, not 
now!  How could they have died?

“The same way you did, Dean.  The same way you did so long ago.”


Instantly, everything around Dean changed.  The landscape was gone.  The city 
was gone.  The park and all the trees; the animals and the food; even the dead flowers 
were all gone now.  Darkness was all around Dean as even his body seemed to disappear.  
The last thing he saw, before the darkness consumed all was the now dead flowers that 
represented the life Dean once had.


Dean had died on May 5, 2044, on his forty-seventh birthday.  He was in an 
automobile accident.  The collision was head on, throwing Dean’s body through the 
windshield of his car.  Had he been wearing his seatbelt, it was conceivable that Dean 
might have survived.  However, he had not.


Dean spent the next two hundred thirty-seven days, three hours six minutes and 
five seconds in a coma.  As his life force began to fade away, the people and places 
around him began to stop all around him.  The name of the hospital was Newall 
Memorial Medical Services.  At the moment that Dean last realized anything on Earth, 
when he saw the flowers, his family was deactivating the life support systems that 
maintained his body all that time.

Dean was brain dead, the first thing that went instead of the last.  The rest of his 
body followed until he had died.  The world Dean had created in his mind was a final, 
fleeting fancy of the life he once had.  Although it took until that last second for Dean to 
pass on, he had been long since dead from the moment of the crash.


Dean’s wife was standing over him, looking into his eyes that were still open.  
She spoke to him, hoping he would hear her.


“Do you realize why we have stopped?” she asked.


From that point on, everything that Dean heard transpired from his brain trying to 
continue to process the vocalizations to no avail.  All Dean saw, one last time, was a vase 
of flowers on an adjacent bedside table in the hospital.  The flowers were bright, yellow 
mums.  Dean’s wife leaned in and kissed her husband’s cheek one last time.  She then put 
her fingers over his eyes and pushed his eyelids down, keeping them from sight.


God had never come for Dean.  Instead Dean slipped away to a realm only he 
would know.  In this realm, all things stopped.  Once everything stopped, they were 
simply no more.  Dean dwelled on trying not to stop and if he hadn’t, he might have lived.  
Because once someone tried to keep from stopping, they can never start over again.  As 
the voice from the flowers implied, “Sometimes you have to stop to start over.”  What 
Dean would never know is that when he saw the flowers die, that was his own life 
slipping away.  Had he let himself go and tried to start over again, the next thing in life 
that he would have seen would have been the flowers.
