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 “This is the way the world ends, not with a bang but a whimper.”
–T.S. Eliot, The Hollow Men
In a world ablaze with artificial light and flickering screens, a new species has emerged — not of flesh and spirit, but of algorithm and appetite. The human being, once defined by soul, struggle, laughter, and love, is now becoming something else — something eerily hollow. A stuffed man.
We are no longer who we were. We are avatars of ourselves, curated profiles with filters of happiness, emojis of laughter, and hashtags of solidarity — but without the deep ache of real sorrow, the warmth of a sincere hug, the grace of shared silence. In the digitised bazaar of “monetised social media,” the human connection has been stripped of its sacred texture. Friendship has become transactional, likes have replaced love, and followers have eclipsed family.
The tragic death of Humaira Asghar, a young TikTok sensation from Pakistan, underscores this silent epidemic. With over 700,000 followers, her digital life was a glittering river of glamour, dance, smiles, and admiration. But when she passed away — quietly, heartbreakingly — her funeral was not attended by a sea of fans, nor did her screens cry back. The pixels remained indifferent. A digital idol vanished, and beyond her screen, the echoes were thin. What were 700,000 connections worth if not one of them could offer her breath in her final moment?
This is not a critique of technology per se, but a lament for what we are becoming. We have perverted intimacy — preferring simulated relationships with AI-generated avatars over complex, flawed, glorious human beings. We converse more with chatbots than with our own parents. We cherish virtual praise from usernames we’ll never meet, while we ignore the ageing grandmother who waits for our call.
Digital friendships are the new opium — addictive, instant, and hollow. We are chasing dopamine hits, not genuine bonds. The notion of a sincere friend, someone who holds your hand without needing to post it, is slipping into extinction. Love has become content. Grief has become aesthetic. Anger is algorithmically monetised. And we — humans — are being reduced to stuffed toys in a digital showcase. Smiling on the outside, but with no real beating heart inside.
T.S. Eliot’s stuffed men were metaphors of spiritual emptiness in the post-war age. But in the digital age, his vision has taken a darker form. We are not only emotionally hollow but algorithmically manipulated. We are data points masquerading as people. The lines between the real and the unreal have blurred so completely that some now prefer artificial companionship to the emotional labour of human relationships.
There was a time when empathy could be felt through a glance, a voice, a touch. Now, it’s replaced with automated replies, scheduled posts, and performative grief. A friend’s loss becomes an Instagram story. A personal tragedy becomes an opportunity to go viral. The algorithm doesn’t mourn. It only calculates.
It’s time to ask: What is the cost of this progress? At what point did we let go of the real for the virtual? When did the kitchen table conversation lose to the group chat? When did humans — with all their glorious contradictions—become less desirable than the clean, coded perfection of an AI companion?
If we are to escape the fate of becoming nothing more than digitally operated, emotionally vacated stuffed men, we must return to the raw, beautiful messiness of real life. We must learn to sit with a friend without checking our phone. To weep without documenting. To love without broadcasting. To grieve without hashtags.
The death of Humaira Asghar should not just be mourned — it should be understood. Her story is not hers alone. It is a mirror to a generation seduced by screens, suffocated by likes, and starved for real love.
We are not machines. We are not avatars. We are not trending topics.
We are human. Let us reclaim that.
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