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The Silence After the Headline

There’s a moment after your name is everywhere—

after the headlines, the laughing, the viral spins—

when the noise stops.

And no one tells you how loud that silence will be.

People think the worst part is being called names.

“Sex pest.”

“Conman.”

“Scam artist.”

“Offender.”

But that’s not the part that breaks you.

It’s the quiet that comes after—

when the press stops printing,

when no one texts anymore,

when you walk into a room and feel like a ghost in your own skin.

I remember the day it all went quiet.

I checked the news and saw nothing.

No new articles. No new headlines.
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For everyone else, the circus had moved on.

But I was still there—

still standing in the middle of the ruins,

still holding the same name,

still feeling like I’d been hollowed out from the inside.

That silence wasn’t peace.

It was punishment.

Because the noise gave me something to fight.

But silence?

That gave me only myself.

My thoughts. My shame. My guilt. My memories.

The things I said.

The things I did.

The things I couldn’t undo.

I wanted someone to call. Even if it was to scream.

I wanted a message. Even if it was cruel.

Anything to feel like I still existed to someone.

But there was nothing.

Just four walls.

Just my breath.

Just that damn silence.

And here’s the part that hurts the most:

I needed that silence.



Even if it broke me.

Even if it stripped away every mask I had left.

Because silence didn’t lie to me.

It didn’t let me hide.

It made me face who I really was.

What I had really done.

And what was left when everything else fell away.

You don’t rebuild in the noise.

You don’t heal in the chaos.

You do it in the dark,

in the ugly quiet,

where no one is watching and there’s no applause for showing up.

The silence after the headline didn’t kill me.

It remade me.

And some days, it still does.

But now I listen to it.

Because inside that silence,

I finally heard my own voice.

– Billy Coull
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