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IN THE COMPARTMENT

EPILOGUE


In the  Compartment

CHAPTER 1 — The House Where No One Spoke

Nik grew up in a house where words were as rare as winter sun. Not because his parents were cruel, but because they believed silence was the safest way to live.

In that house, no one spoke about what hurt. Nor about what confused you. Nor about what happened in a body when it began to grow, awaken, change.

You were allowed to speak only about what was right: when to get up, when to pray, when to go to church, when to bow your head.

Nik learned early that questions were not welcome. That curiosity was not a virtue. That feelings were not something he was allowed to express.

Sometimes he sat in the kitchen and watched his mother slice bread. The knife moved across the crust with a precision that was almost ritual. Nik wanted to ask why his heart sometimes hurt when no one looked at him. Why his hands trembled when someone touched him. Why his body awakened in ways he didn’t understand.

But his mother cut bread as if the world were simple. As if answers were unnecessary. As if silence were better than truth.

His father was different. Quiet, but not absent. His silence was hard, not soft. When he sat at the table, he looked like a man carrying something heavy, yet never speaking of it.

Nik sometimes thought he could trust him. Tell him he was afraid. That he didn’t understand his body. That he didn’t understand the world. 

But his father only lifted his gaze when it was time to pray.

When Nik was twelve, he felt for the first time that something was wrong with him. Not because he was different — but because no one had told him it was normal for a body to awaken. Normal to be curious. Normal to be afraid.

Sometimes at night he listened to the house. How it settled. How the walls cooled. How silence spread through the hallways like fog.

That was when he first felt that soft, unspoken curiosity that followed him all his life. Something that wasn’t a sin, yet was forbidden. Something that wasn’t dangerous, yet was hidden. Something that would one day lead him into that train compartment. Into that evening. Into that moment he would never forget

CHAPTER 2 — The Boarding School

When Nik first stepped into the boarding school, he felt as if he had entered a world too big for him. The hallways were long, filled with voices bouncing off the walls like echoes of something he couldn’t yet understand. Boys laughed, shoved each other, called out names that sounded familiar, as if they had known one another for years.

Nik stood there with his bag that felt too light and his heart that felt too heavy. He didn’t know where to go. He didn’t know whom to approach. He didn’t know how to begin.

The boarding school had a simple rule: whoever is quiet disappears. Whoever is too soft becomes a target. Whoever doesn’t know how to play the game ends up alone.

Nik was all three.

He spent the first weeks watching others. How they talked. How they joked. How they touched each other without hesitation — friendly, relaxed, as if the body were something allowed.

That confused him the most. Bodies. Ease. Directness.

At home, the body was something no one spoke about. In the boarding school, it was everywhere: in the locker rooms, under the showers, in the rooms where boys walked around in their underwear, laughing, comparing, teasing.

For the first time in his life, Nik was exposed to a world where he couldn’t hide.

The First Attempt at Conversation

One afternoon, while he was sitting on a bench outside the gym, a group of boys walked by. One of them — tall, confident, with shoulders that seemed to open into another world — stopped.

“Are you the new one?” he asked.

Nik nodded. Too quickly. Too visibly.

The boy smiled. Not cruelly. Not kindly. But with the ease of someone used to being noticed.

“Why are you sitting alone?”

Nik didn’t know how to answer. Not because he lacked words, but because he wasn’t used to anyone asking him anything.

The boy sat down next to him as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Nik felt his body tense — not from fear, but from something else. Something he couldn’t name.

“I’m Marko,” the boy said. “And you are...?”

“Nik.”

Marko nodded, as if he had memorized the name. As if it mattered.

“You know, here you have to be a bit loud,” he said. “If you’re quiet, they overlook you. If they overlook you, you’re alone. And if you’re alone...”

He paused for a moment.

“... it’s hard.”

Nik looked down. He didn’t know whether to nod or smile. He didn’t know what was right.

Marko noticed. And he didn’t laugh. He didn’t turn away. He didn’t leave him there.

“Come with us to the field,” he said. “Just sit nearby. You don’t have to play.”

Nik hesitated. But he stood up.

And that moment was the beginning of something Nik couldn’t yet name.

The First Friend

Marko became his first real friend. Not a friend of secrets, not a friend of trust — Nik didn’t know how to do that. He was a friend in the sense of presence.

When the boys played football, Nik sat at the edge of the field. Marko would occasionally toss him the ball — not to include him, but to acknowledge him.

When the boys walked to the dining hall, Marko waited for him. Not because he needed him, but because Nik, for the first time in his life, had someone who saw him.

When the boys sat in the common room at night, Marko sat close to him. Not too close. Not too much. Just enough so Nik wasn’t alone.

Beside him, Nik felt — for the first time — that he was normal. That it wasn’t wrong to be curious. That it wasn’t a sin to look. That the world might be a little less frightening if you had someone walking next to you.

When He Left

But Marko was older. And when he left the boarding school, Nik was alone again. More alone than before.

Because now he knew what it meant to be seen — and how it hurts when no one sees you anymore.

It was the first blow. The first proof that Nik didn’t know how to protect himself from the world. The first step toward that train compartment.

CHAPTER 3 — Saturday Afternoon

The boarding school was almost empty that Saturday. The boys had gone home, to their girlfriends, to training, to the cities where they knew how to be loud and alive. Nik stayed behind. Not because he had to, but because he had nowhere to go.

The room was quiet. That kind of quiet that wasn’t peaceful, but hollow.

Nik sat on his bed and looked out the window, as if waiting for a sign — something that would tell him what to do with himself.

He felt that familiar weight in his chest: not pain, not fear, but something in between. Something that had pressed on him for years, yet he never knew how to name it.

A door closed somewhere down the hallway. The sound echoed as if the building were empty inside.

For a moment, Nik thought about going to someone’s room, knocking on a door, pretending — even for a few minutes — that he belonged to the world.

But he didn’t go. He never went.

The First Impulse to Escape

He had a few coins in his pocket. Enough for a return ticket. Enough to disappear for a few hours. Enough to pretend he was someone else.

He walked to his locker, opened the door, and paused. On the shelf lay his old T-shirt, the one he had worn for years. Too faded, too soft, too much his.

Nik picked it up. Held it. And felt something that surprised him:

a wish to be someone else. Someone who could walk out of the boarding school without fear of being seen by the world.

He put on his jacket, slightly too big for him, and stepped into the hallway. Each step was quiet, careful, as if he feared someone might stop him.

But no one did.

When he walked out of the building, he felt that no one would miss him. And that both freed him — and hurt him.

At the Station

The station was small, almost empty. An older woman sat on a bench reading a newspaper. A boy smoked near the coffee machine.

Nik stood there with his hands in his pockets, like someone unsure whether he was even allowed to be there.

He bought a ticket. Without knowing where he was going.

It wasn’t about the destination. It was about movement. About the feeling that he could go somewhere, that he could leave, that he could disappear from his life for a few hours.

When the train arrived, Nik stepped on too quickly, as if afraid he might change his mind.

In the Compartment

He chose a compartment where he could sit alone. He sat by the window, opened a magazine he didn’t read, and tried to calm his thoughts.

The train pulled out slowly, with a long metallic sigh that sounded like the beginning of something Nik wasn’t yet aware of.

In the next compartment sat two men. Well-dressed, confident. Voices foreign, laughter foreign, a world foreign.

Nik heard them but didn’t understand. He didn’t understand the language, their ease, how someone could exist so calmly inside their own body.

When one of them got off at the first stop, the other stood up, took his suitcase, and moved into Nik’s compartment.

As if it were the most natural thing in the world. As if Nik were someone worth choosing.

Nik froze. He didn’t know what to do. Stand up? Stay? Look away? Look him in the eyes?

He chose what he knew: politeness. Silence. Invisibility.

The Suitcase

The man opened his suitcase. Inside were clothes Nik had never had the chance to wear. Jeans that looked new. Shirts that smelled of something Nik couldn’t describe — of a world that wasn’t his.

Nik tried not to look, but his eyes kept drifting. Like a child seeing something too beautiful to be real.

The man noticed. And smiled. Not kindly. Not cruelly. But the way someone smiles who has seen boys like Nik many times before.

“You like these, don’t you?” he said.

Nik nodded. Too quickly. Too honestly.

And with that, it was decided.

CHAPTER 4 — Dinner

When they stepped off the train, the air was cold, almost fresh, as if it wanted to wash away something that had already begun between them.

Nik walked half a step behind the man — not because he had to, but because he didn’t know how to walk any other way.

Inside him lived the old, familiar things:

obedience, silence, politeness.

The things that always kept him in the background.

The man walked confidently, with the ease of someone who knew cities, people, paths.

Nik walked like someone afraid he might make a mistake just by the way he placed his feet.

The Restaurant

The restaurant was too elegant for Nik. The tables were covered with cloths he had never seen at home. Bright, confident paintings hung on the walls. People sat relaxed, as if the world belonged to them.

Nik sat on the edge of his chair, as if afraid he might leave a mark.

When the waiter brought the menu, Nik barely opened it. The letters were too curled, too foreign. He didn’t know what to order. He didn’t know what was right.

The man noticed.

“I’ll do it,” he said. And ordered for both of them.

Nik nodded. Too quickly. Too gratefully.

Wine

The man ordered wine. Nik didn’t drink often, but that evening, sip by sip, he felt warmth slide through his body, softening the edges, quieting the voice that whispered something was wrong.

“Are you hungry?” the man asked.

Nik nodded. Not because he truly was, but because nodding was easier than thinking.

The food arrived quickly. Nik ate slowly, carefully, like someone afraid of making a mistake.

The man watched him. Not intrusively. Not gently. But with a kind of certainty that both calmed and frightened Nik.

“Those colors suit you,” the man said when Nik glanced toward the suitcase he had brought. “A boy like you deserves good things.”

Nik didn’t know what to say. Something stirred inside him — something between pride and fear. Something meant for him alone, for the first time in his life.

The Short Dialogue Nik Never Forgot

“How old are you?” the man asked.

Nik swallowed. “Sixteen.”

The man nodded, as if he had expected it. As if it were part of a plan.

“Sixteen is nice. Sixteen is soft,” he said.

Nik didn’t understand. But he nodded. Too quickly. Too honestly.

The man smiled. A smile that wasn’t kind, wasn’t cruel — just too familiar.

“Shall we go?” he said.

Nik stood up. Too quickly. Almost awkwardly
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