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THE QUIET WAY OUT

What would happen if you stopped living the life you’re supposed to love... and started building the one you secretly do?

Table of Contents

The Flicker

Somewhere Else

The Weight of Return

The Conversation

The Fifth Idea

False Starts

The Mirror

Building the Spine

The Weight of Words

The Quiet Resistance

To Finish What He Started

The Quiet Change

Living In Two Worlds

The Leap of Faith

The Quiet Momentum

The New Horizon

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Flicker


[image: ]



Michael’s alarm buzzed at 6:17 a.m., a deliberately odd time he once believed would outsmart his body into thinking it had control. He stared at the ceiling of his apartment — pale gray, like the rest of the walls. Like his shirt. Like the morning sky when he finally shuffled onto the train platform.

It was February, and New York was the color of printer paper left out in the rain.

He sat among a crowd of silent faces — commuters wrapped in identical navy coats, scrolling through phones like they were searching for a better life in the comments section. Michael didn’t bother. He just watched the ads flash by on the subway walls: new phones, time-saving apps, smiling faces selling urgency. He felt like a ghost haunting the living.

He worked in a nondescript office tower in Midtown, floor seventeen, in a cubicle surrounded by six-foot-high beige dividers. His title: Computer Network Support Engineer. His actual job: telling overpaid sales managers to reboot their laptops, tracing network pings through spaghetti code, and quietly fixing things no one knew were broken.

The salary was okay. The benefits, decent. The people, forgettable. The job? Not what he’d dreamed of when he graduated with a degree in computer science and an idea — foolish in hindsight — that he’d build something meaningful.

Now, he spent most of his time waiting for emails, sifting through tickets labeled “URGENT” that never were, and walking across the floor with a company-issued lanyard swinging like a leash around his neck. Sometimes, just to look busy, doing enough to be kept employed.

Each day bled into the next. The coffee tasted like burned cardboard. Lunch was always at his desk, with headphones in and Slack notifications popping like popcorn. No one looked at each other for longer than a second. Eye contact was intimacy. Smiling was rebellion. Every colleague was just trying to look important.

At night, he would go home, order food from the same three restaurants, and lie on his couch watching documentaries he never finished. He hadn’t painted in three years. His sketchpad gathered dust in the closet, buried under boxes labeled "maybe later."

And yet, nothing was wrong. Not really.

Which somehow made it worse.

Because how do you explain to someone — a coworker, a friend, a parent — that your life is quietly killing you, one harmless day at a time?

That morning, as he stared blankly at a frozen screen, waiting for a network reset to complete, the fluorescent light above his desk flickered. Once. Then again.

Michael looked up.

And for no real reason, he whispered to himself, “This can’t be it.”
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Michael hadn’t taken a proper vacation in three years.
Technically, he had — a long weekend in Vermont, one Christmas in Boston with his in-laws — but nothing that counted. Not really.
This time, it was Isla Roca — a small, lesser-known island off the coast of Honduras, where the Wi-Fi was unreliable, the roads were unpaved, and the locals measured time by tides, not clocks.

His wife, Elena, had booked it. She called it a “reset.” Their two kids, Sophie (7) and Dylan (3), were overjoyed at the thought of beaches and monkeys. Michael had agreed halfheartedly, replying to the Airbnb confirmation with the same dull click he used to approve IT system updates. Done and forgotten, the approach to every daily routine task.

But the moment they stepped off the boat and onto the island’s sun-warmed dock, something shifted.
The air was thicker. Slower. The kind that made you exhale without meaning to. And he felt himself slowing down. For some reason, he did not have to rush to anything. No need to look important and occupied. He felt...at ease. 
Their cabana was simple — wooden floors, wide windows, mosquito nets draped like lazy ghosts over the beds. There was no air conditioning, but a constant breeze carried the scent of salt and frangipani through every room.

The first night, after the kids collapsed from the travel and Elena fell asleep reading, Michael sat alone on the porch with a cold beer sweating in his hand. The stars looked impossibly bright. The ocean whispered, not like the city’s white noise, but like an old friend telling stories you’d forgotten you knew.

He felt... still.

In the morning, he woke to the sound of birds he didn’t recognize and the smell of something frying in coconut oil. A barefoot woman named Mireya served them breakfast from a cart with hibiscus painted on its side: plantains, scrambled eggs with chili, and fresh mango that made supermarket fruit taste like plastic.

Michael chewed slowly, watching Sophie chase a crab across the sand while Dylan buried his legs. Elena wore no makeup, her hair a loose mess of curls, and he realized he couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen her laugh the way she did when the crab nipped Sophie’s toe.

The few days they had booked passed without shape. He stopped checking his phone after the second afternoon. There was no signal anyway. They swam in lagoons, drank from coconuts, and walked through humid forests where parrots flapped like flying fruit.

On the fourth night, Michael wandered down the beach alone. He didn’t plan it. He just stood up after dinner and kept walking. He had felt a strange feeling, a longing to something he had experienced, but cold not exactly point what it had been or at what moment in his life it had taken place.

The sky was bleeding orange and indigo when he came across a man sitting in a wooden canoe, pulling in fishing nets by hand. They nodded at each other.

“You from the States?” the man asked.

“Yeah,” Michael said. “New York.”

The man grinned. “You people always look so tired.”

Michael laughed, then stopped.
He suddenly felt very, very tired. But not in the way he did after a 10-hour workday. This was deeper. Bone-tired. Soul-tired.
“What do you do here?” he asked.

“I fish. I build boats. Fix roofs. I help with the school when the power goes out.”

“That sounds... peaceful.”

“It is,” the man said, tossing a fish into a bucket. “You just have to want less.”

Michael walked back with sand in his shoes and a strange lump in his throat.

That night, as the waves tapped the shore like a soft metronome, he lay awake beside Elena and realized something terrifying.

He didn’t want to go home.
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The airport was too cold. The lights were too bright. The security line too loud.

Michael stood in his socks, arms raised, while a TSA scanner spun around him like a judgment. His skin still smelled faintly of ocean, his face a few shades darker, but the island was already beginning to feel like a dream. One of those vivid ones you wake from too soon, desperate to fall back asleep.

Back in the city, the taxi driver honked at no one in particular. The kids fell asleep with their heads leaning in opposite directions. Elena scrolled through photos on her phone, smiling softly at a picture of the four of them covered in sand, holding coconuts like trophies.

Michael just stared out the window, watching the skyline approach like a rising tide. Inevitable reality of corporate life.

By Wednesday, he was back in the office.
By Friday, it was like he’d never left.
Same emails. Same blinking cursor. Same coworker talking too loud about the Knicks over his cubicle wall. He answered tickets with a mechanical rhythm, drank watery coffee, and stared blankly at spreadsheets that looked more like tombstones than tools.

But something had cracked.

The island wasn’t fading from memory the way other vacations had. It was lingering. Growing.
It wasn’t just nostalgia. It was need.
One evening, alone in the apartment while the kids watched a movie and Elena folded laundry, Michael opened his laptop and typed into a search bar:

“Moving to

	Remote IT support (contract)

	Freelance network consulting (US-based clients)

	Start online course in basic cybersecurity

	Teach tech workshops locally?

	Open small coffee/bookshop? (crazy??)
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