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Six o'clock in the evening

The rain was falling lightly on the roofs of London, leaving transparent streaks on the windows of King's Cross station. Inside the station, the scene was like a living painting; Multiple faces, jostling suitcases, and the sounds of repeated announcements of train times. In the midst of this commotion, Elliot MacKenzie was standing next to a small newspaper stand.

His eyes moved between the passengers, but in reality he could not see anything. His mind was elsewhere, in a small village on the edge of Ireland, where he had left a part of his heart. In his jacket pocket, he carried an old letter, its letters faded but heavy, as if they were written on his soul.

“Can I leave all this behind?” He asked himself in a low voice, but found no answer.

The other side of the station

On the other side of the sidewalk, Isabel Lawrence was sitting on a wooden bench next to her suitcase. She was holding a small book, but her eyes could not settle on the words.

Isabelle, who had brown hair that seemed to have a story beneath every strand, wasn't really reading. She was thinking about her father, the man who slowly disappeared from her life after her mother died.

"Should I forgive him?" She wondered to herself, unconsciously turning a page from her book.

First meeting

It was a strange moment, the one when Elliot and Isabelle's gazes met. It wasn't a long look, and it wasn't fleeting. It was like a mild electric shock, making the heart stop for a moment before beating again.

They both looked away quickly, as if they were afraid of discovering something they were not prepared to face.

But something began to move inside them, an unexplained feeling, as if a reminder that they had been walking on two parallel lines for many years, and only now had they intersected.

Small details, but important

At that moment, the train to Edinburgh announced its imminent arrival. Elliot stood up, carrying his leather bag, and walked past the coffee stand to grab a large cup. On the other side, Isabel closed her book, took her small bag, and headed towards the same sidewalk.

She walked past Elliot, and could feel the strong smell of his coffee. There was something strange about this fleeting scene; It is as if life is whispering in their ears: “Be careful... something is coming.”

The journey begins

The two boarded the train without realizing that they were sitting in the same carriage, on seats next to each other. Elliot had headphones in, trying to escape his thoughts, while Isabelle took out her notebook and started scribbling random drawings.

The relative quiet inside the train was highlighted by small details: the sound of papers turning, the bumping of train wheels on the tracks, and the heavy sighs of passengers searching for a moment of respite.

In an unexpected moment, Isabelle turns to Elliot, noticing something familiar in his features, but she cannot place it. As for Elliot, he feels her presence before he turns to her.
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Seat on the train

A moment of silence before the dialogue

As the train departed, the bustle of the station faded behind the glass windows, and passengers began to settle into their seats. The dim lighting inside the train gave a strange calm, as if inviting everyone to meditate or sleep.

Elliot Mackenzie sat in his window seat, watching the rain falling lightly on the glass. In his hand was a cup of coffee that was starting to get cold, and his eyes were looking at his reflection in the window. His face looked pale, as if it bore years of restlessness and searching.

Next to him, Isabel Lawrence placed her notebook on the small table in front of her. She was drawing blurry lines, as if her hand was moving without thinking. Despite her outward calm, she felt uneasy inside.

Break the ice

After minutes of silence mixed with the sound of train wheels on the tracks, Elliot decided to break this silence. He turned to Isabelle and asked in a friendly tone:

"Do you like drawing?"
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She slowly raised her head, looked at him with slight surprise, then smiled lightly.

"Oh, not always. I draw when I need to get my thoughts in order."

"Arranging ideas? Interesting. Drawing as a way of thinking, right?"
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The conversation started simple, but quickly took a deeper turn. Elliot told her he was trying to write a new essay but couldn't focus. As for her, she admitted that she had not held a drawing pen in months, and that she was trying to regain her passion.

Fleeting stories

As time passed, the conversation began to take on more personal dimensions. Elliot talked about his childhood in the countryside, and how he always felt like he was running after dreams bigger than he could handle.

"I grew up in a small village in Ireland. I always dreamed of traveling, of getting out of that place. Now, as I travel the world, sometimes I wonder if I'm running away more than I'm looking."
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Isabelle smiled and said:

“I understand you very well. Sometimes I think that traveling is nothing but an attempt to find something missing within us. But the problem is that we don’t know what it is.”
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She began to tell him about her childhood in York, and her complicated relationship with her father. The conversation between them was smooth, as if they had known each other for a long time.

A moment of honesty

As the train approached a small station to make a temporary stop, Elliot looked at the clock and said:

"I wonder, what brings you to this train? You look like you're looking for something."
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Isabel hesitated for a moment, then answered in a low voice:

"Maybe I'm searching for myself. I left my job, my engagement, everything I thought was my life. I needed an escape, or maybe a fresh start."
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Her words moved Elliot, who felt like he saw a part of himself in her speech.

A delayed moment

When the train suddenly stopped due to a fault in the tracks, the two looked out the window at the small station where the carriage stopped. The place looked deserted, containing only a small building and some old lamps.

Elliot suggested, with a joking smile:

“How about we take a chance and go down and get some air?”
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Isabel hesitated, but felt something urging her to accept. She picked up her notebook, and the two got off the train onto the platform.

As they walked past the small station building, Elliot spotted an old sign with the words:

“Every journey has a beginning, but the destination is always unknown.”

He read the phrase out loud, then said:

“This statement may be closer to the truth than we imagine.”

Isabelle smiled, but did not comment. She was thinking: Was this meeting just a coincidence, or was there something bigger waiting for her?

––––––––
[image: ]


Abandoned station

When the train stopped at the small station, the place was like time stopped. Old lampposts glow with a dim yellow light, and the wind blows gently, carrying with it the smell of rain and wet leaves. On the sidewalk, Elliot and Isabelle were walking slowly.

“Have you ever thought that life is like a station like this?” Elliot said as he looked at the abandoned building.

"How is that?" Isabelle asked him, drawing small circles with her foot on the wet floor.

"We stand at stations waiting for our trains, but we don't always know where they will take us. And perhaps... we wait for something that never comes."
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Elliot's words seemed to echo Isabel's thoughts. She looked at him carefully, but chose to remain silent, as if she was afraid of revealing too much.

Confessions under a gray sky

The two sat on one of the old wooden benches at the station. The train was still stopped, and the other passengers remained inside the carriages. It was a rare moment of calm, as if the whole world had disappeared and left them alone.

"Why did you leave everything behind?" Elliot asked her suddenly.

Isabelle sighed and began to tell her story:

"I was engaged to a man who seemed perfect. My father always said he was the right man, someone who was stable, smart, and...boring."

––––––––
[image: ]


Elliot laughed lightly and said:

"Boring? That's a strong description."

"Yes, but it's real. I felt like I was living someone else's life, like I was wearing a dress that didn't fit me. I decided to run away, not just from him, but from everything. My work, my relationships, and even myself."
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She was silent for a moment, then continued in a low voice:

"Sometimes, I think I was running away from my fear. My fear of living a very ordinary life."
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Elliot looked at her with his gray eyes that seemed to know this feeling all too well.

"I understand you completely. I was running away too... I might still be running away."
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A memory from the countryside

Elliot began to tell his story. He talked about his childhood in a small village in Ireland, where he worked with his father on the farm.

“My father always told me: A long road tests your resolve. But I didn’t understand what that meant. I just wanted to get out of the village, to see the world.”
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Then he paused, as if remembering something painful.

“I left the village when I was nineteen, and never returned. I thought I could build a different life, but I lost more than I imagined. Sometimes I wonder: Should I have stayed?”
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A moment of harmony

While they were talking, the wind began to calm down, and the sky revealed a narrow strip of light between the clouds.

“The strange thing about life is that it gives you what you never expect.” Isabelle said as she looked at the horizon.

"And maybe what we're looking for isn't as far away as we think." Elliot answered.
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They exchanged a long look, during which they felt as if they were not just two strangers who met by chance, but rather two souls sharing a single journey.

Another serendipitous moment

As they strolled down the platform, Elliot spotted an old, wet sheet of paper stuck to the station wall. He pointed to her and said:

“Look, it looks like an old ad.”

The
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