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Waking in the Rain

It started like any other morning. Not a dramatic one - no thunderclaps or cosmic omens. Just a damp gray sky and the familiar buzz of an alarm clock that felt like it had been invented solely to punish people with dreams. Sam rolled over and groaned. The kind of groan that doesn’t ask for help. It just acknowledges that, yes, we’re doing this again.

Outside, it was drizzling. Not hard enough to make you stay in bed, but just enough to make you question why we ever invented mornings. His socks didn’t match, the phone had 3% battery left, and the toast burned just slightly enough to taste like regret. It wasn’t a bad day. It was a meh day. The kind that gets filed away in your memory like a blurry receipt from a store you don’t remember walking into.

Sam trudged through the motions: brushing his teeth, scrolling through half-baked thoughts on social media, sipping lukewarm coffee while trying to pretend this wasn’t déjà vu. There wasn’t a crisis - no heartbreak, no pink slip, no tragedy. Just a quiet, dull ache of existence. That’s the funny thing about low days. They rarely shout. They just whisper: “What’s the point?”

At the bus stop, the rain picked up, misting the air like a sad perfume. Sam stood there with a dozen other people, all staring into the middle distance like statues of mild despair. A teenager was arguing with someone over the phone. A man sneezed aggressively. A woman tapped away at her phone with the fury usually reserved for war.

Sam watched it all and felt... invisible. Not ignored. Just transparent. As if he had become background noise in the world’s never-ending sitcom. The sound of raindrops landing on the shelter’s plastic roof provided the only rhythm to the otherwise hollow moment.

But then something odd happened.

A little girl - couldn’t be more than five - pointed at Sam’s shoes and giggled. “Your shoes are talking!” she squealed. Sam looked down and realized the front of one shoe had flapped open, the sole barely holding on, as if the shoe was mid-conversation with the pavement.

Sam smiled. Not a big one. Just enough to remember he had lips. The absurdity was beautiful. For the first time in what felt like weeks, maybe months, he laughed - really laughed, from the chest. The girl’s mother apologized, embarrassed. But Sam shook his head and chuckled, “It is kind of funny.”

That moment stuck.

It wasn’t the kind of moment you write songs about. It wouldn’t trend. But it reminded Sam of something small and profoundly important: the world still noticed him. And sometimes, when you’re lost in your head, what you really need is a child to point out your busted shoe.

Sam took the long way home after work that day, phone in pocket for once, actually looking at the world. A dog barked from behind a gate. A mural he’d never noticed before danced with color across a side street wall. Even the traffic seemed to hum rather than scream. Something was shifting. It wasn’t a full-blown awakening. But it was enough.

Later that night, Sam sat on his bed staring at the ceiling fan. The silence was comforting. Not empty - just calm. Like the day had given him a wink instead of a slap.

He thought about the girl. About the smile. About the absurdity of being a grown adult with a talking shoe. And for the first time in a long time, Sam didn’t dread tomorrow.

He didn’t exactly look forward to it either. But he was okay with it. And sometimes, that’s the beginning.

Because not every journey starts with a grand revelation. Sometimes, it begins in the rain - with shoes that talk, children that giggle, and a stranger realizing that maybe, just maybe, being alive isn’t so bad after all.

And so the loop begins - not with fireworks, but with a drip, a giggle, and a smile.
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Mirror, Mirror
Sam hadn’t intended to stop in front of the mirror that morning. It just happened.
He was on his way to the kitchen, toothbrush hanging from one corner of his mouth like a white flag of surrender, when something about the hallway mirror caught his eye - not the crack in the corner, not the lopsided frame, but the expression looking back at him.

He paused. Slowly straightened. And stared.

There he was.

Not the version of himself he presented to coworkers or casual acquaintances. Not the filtered smile from last summer’s hiking trip, preserved online like a fossil of a good mood. This was the unedited Sam - the one that showed up when no one else was watching. The one he rarely paused to acknowledge.

The mirror hadn’t changed. But something in the reflection had.

It wasn’t just the tired eyes or the slight slump in his shoulders. It was the quiet question pressing against the glass from the other side:

“Who are you when no one needs you to perform?”

He didn’t answer. Not yet.

He leaned closer. Not out of vanity, but with a kind of gentle scrutiny usually reserved for strangers. His hair was in that awkward state between messy and intentionally tousled. There was stubble, sure, but also softness. Lines beneath his eyes, yes - but they looked more like stories than flaws today.

Funny how that works. Some days you see damage. Other days, you see evidence of survival.

He rinsed his mouth, wiped a drip from his chin, and stood upright. Still staring.

This wasn’t self-obsession. It wasn’t even self-reflection in the traditional sense. It was... reacquaintance. Like meeting someone you once knew deeply but had stopped calling somewhere along the way.

He thought about how many versions of himself had passed this very mirror.

The boy with sticky hands and dirt-smudged cheeks who used to make superhero poses. The teenager who studied his acne like it was a riddle to be solved. The college kid who whispered affirmations before big interviews. The adult who had stood here, exhausted and defeated, after being laid off, wondering what came next.

This mirror wasn’t just glass. It was a witness.

And Sam had been avoiding it. Not because he feared what he might see - but because he feared what he might not see anymore. Potential. Light. Joy.

He exhaled slowly, fogging up a small patch of glass. The blur softened his reflection. Made it harder to distinguish the lines. And for a fleeting second, that felt comforting.

But clarity was the point. Not escape.

He wiped the fog away.

His mind wandered back to the day before. The little girl at the bus stop. The unexpected laughter. That innocent moment of connection had started something, even if he hadn’t fully understood it at the time.

That moment reminded him he was still visible to the world.

But this - this moment with the mirror - reminded him he had to be visible to himself too.

It was easy to lose track. Life moves fast. Responsibilities pile up. Days blur. You learn to perform. Smile at the right times. Say “I’m good, thanks” even when you're not. Mirrors become background noise, like coat racks or kitchen tiles. But now and then, you look. And when you do - you really look - it can be unsettling.

Because maybe you don’t look like the version of yourself you imagined at 22. Maybe the career didn't climb in a straight line. Maybe the friendships scattered. Maybe your dreams shape-shifted so gradually that you hardly noticed until they no longer fit.

But maybe - just maybe - what’s staring back isn’t a failure or a shadow.

Maybe it’s someone who kept going.

Maybe survival, however inelegant, is its own kind of grace.

Sam walked to the kitchen and returned with a yellow sticky note. He wrote two words:

“Still here.”

He pressed it to the mirror. Right in the corner, under the crack. It wasn’t profound. It wasn’t poetry. But it was honest. And sometimes that’s enough.

He stood there a moment longer, as if to let the statement settle - not just in the mirror, but in himself.

Still here.

Still trying.

Still becoming.

That phrase stuck with him throughout the day. It looped in the background while he waited in line for coffee, while he replied to emails with exaggerated enthusiasm, while he microwaved leftovers for lunch. It played like a low hum behind every small task, grounding him.

There was a time when Sam thought growth had to be dramatic. Life-changing trips. Bold career moves. Sudden revelations in the middle of the night.

But lately, it was the subtle shifts that felt most real. Like noticing the tone of his inner voice. Or realizing when he was spiraling. Or taking a longer breath before replying to a text.

The mirror hadn’t changed him. But it had paused him. Long enough to remind him that he was a person in progress - not a product to be finished.

That evening, after work, he walked past the mirror again. This time, he smiled at it - not because he looked better, but because he felt kinder.

He whispered quietly, just in case the walls were listening: “Thanks.”

Then he turned and walked away, a little taller.

Not because he had everything figured out.

But because he had stopped long enough to see himself.

And in that stillness, he found the beginning of something honest. Something fragile. Something true.

Because sometimes, the person you’ve been waiting for to show up and change your life - is already in the room.

Just waiting for you to look.
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The Coffee Shop Window

Sam had passed by the place a hundred times before. A little corner café wedged between a dry cleaner and a dentist’s office, with a fogged-up window that always looked like it was exhaling. He never went in. Not because he didn’t like coffee - he did. It was more that he didn’t see the point of sitting alone in public, pretending to be busy. It made him feel like an actor playing a role he hadn't rehearsed.

But today was different.

There was no dramatic reason - just a vague pull, like a tug on the sleeve from someone you haven’t met yet. It wasn’t even a particularly bad day. In fact, it had been as ordinary as they came. But something inside him - some tiny, persistent voice - whispered, "Go in."

So he did.

The air inside was thick with warmth and the smell of burnt espresso and cinnamon. Not the polished scent of a high-end café, but something earthier, homier. The kind of aroma that spoke in memories rather than marketing slogans. The walls were unevenly painted, the art on them crooked, but it felt... intentional, like this place wasn’t trying to impress anyone. Just exist.

The barista wore a beanie too big for his head and greeted Sam with a smile that looked as though it had survived a lot of tired mornings and still made it through intact.

"One drip coffee. Medium. No frills
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