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    To everyone who has ever stood on a platformwatching life move forward without them.
To the silent battles people fightwhen the world believes they should already be winning.
And to those who discovered—sometimes painfully—that the train may not wait…
but the journey is never truly over.

      

    



  	
        
            
            With every tick of the clock,my life keeps leaking away.
Time reshapes everything. Even iron eventually yields to rust.
But I'm the only one standing still, stuck in place.Some chose roads that worked.Others chose roads that failed.
It's a brutal feelingwhen people look at you like you're a failure.
Your dad, your mom, your brothers, your friends—all of them see you as unemployed, useless.
"Get up, son. Go hustle. Try again."
I tried.
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Chapter 1: The Last Year of Being Young
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HIGH SCHOOL SMELLED like chalk dust, cheap perfume, and old concrete.

Every morning the rusted blue gate of the schoolyard groaned when someone pushed it open. The hinges groaned like tired metal resisting another day.

Inside the courtyard, cracked basketball lines faded into the pavement while a crooked flagpole leaned slightly to one side.

It had probably stopped trying to stand straight years ago.

Teenagers gathered in loud circles.

Some leaned against the walls pretending their parents didn’t know about the cigarettes.

Others laughed at jokes that weren’t very funny. A few stared at their phones as if tiny glowing worlds lived inside them.

I usually stood somewhere in the middle of all that noise.

Another quiet face drifting through the crowd.

Back then I believed something simple:

One day life would start making sense.

I just didn’t know when.



The classrooms were narrow rectangles painted a tired shade of yellow. The color had once been bright but now looked like paper forgotten in the sun.

Wooden desks filled the room in tight rows, scratched with hundreds of carved names.

Hearts, dates, and careless curses carved into wood.

Tiny declarations of love written by students who had graduated years before we arrived.

Proof that we weren’t the first people sitting there dreaming about leaving.

Teachers wrote words across the blackboard like they were drawing maps to the future.

Success.

Career.

Opportunity.

Responsibility.

They spoke about life as if it were a straight road.

Study hard, graduate, go to university, find a good job.

Simple.

But simple explanations often hide complicated truths.



My favorite place in the entire school building wasn’t a classroom.

It was the stairwell.

Concrete steps climbed upward beside tall narrow windows where thin strips of sunlight cut across the gray walls. When winter rain leaked through the ceiling, the place smelled faintly of wet cement.

During lunch breaks I sometimes sat there alone.

Voices echoed through the stairwell from distant hallways.

Life sounded far away from that spot.

Almost peaceful.

Through the window I could see the street outside the school. Cars passed slowly while adults walked with purpose, carrying bags and responsibilities.

Back then adulthood looked like a distant country.

I assumed I would arrive there naturally.

Like everyone else.



One afternoon our literature teacher stood at the front of the class holding a piece of chalk like a microphone.

“Tell me,” she said, scanning the room. “What do you want to become?”

Hands shot up immediately.

“Doctor.”

“Engineer.”

“Lawyer.”

“Architect.”

Each answer came quickly, as if their futures had already been negotiated.

Then her eyes stopped on me.

“You,” she said.

“What do you want to be?”

Thirty heads turned in my direction.

The classroom fell silent.

I stared down at my desk.

The wood was scratched and scarred from years of restless hands. Near the corner someone had carved a small drawing of a train.

A train carved by someone who believed in destinations.

I opened my mouth.

Nothing came out.

Not even a lie.

After a few seconds the teacher nodded and moved on.

But I could still feel thirty silent pairs of eyes watching me.

That was the first time I realized something uncomfortable.

Maybe everyone else already knew where they were going.

And I didn’t.



That night my father sat across from me at the kitchen table.

His hands were rough from years of construction work. Dust from cement lived permanently inside the folds of his jacket.

“You’re lucky,” he said quietly.

“Education gives you choices.”

He lifted his hand slightly.

“These hands never had that.”

I nodded.

But inside my chest something uneasy moved.

Because choices are only useful when you know which one to make.

And I didn’t.



Outside our house a train passed somewhere in the darkness.

Its distant rumble rolled through the night like thunder fading across mountains.

I stood at the window listening to the sound.

The train moved fast.

Purposefully.

Heading somewhere important.

And for the first time in my life a strange thought crossed my mind.

What if everyone else had already boarded their train...

and I was still standing on the platform?
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Chapter 2: The First Year
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THE UNIVERSITY GATES rose tall and black, the arch above them carved with a name older than any student passing beneath. Students moved through them like a constant river.

Some walked quickly with purpose, backpacks bouncing against their shoulders. Others moved slowly, staring down at their phones while sipping coffee from paper cups. The air smelled like roasted beans, printer ink, and the faint sweetness of bakery bread drifting from the small café across the courtyard.

I stood outside those gates for a long moment before entering.

For years teachers had talked about university like it was the door to the future.

Standing there, I expected to feel something powerful.

Excitement.

Confidence.

A sense of beginning.

Instead, what I felt was something quieter.

Uncertainty.



The campus was enormous.

Wide walkways stretched between buildings made of glass and pale stone. The windows reflected the sky so clearly that sometimes the buildings looked like giant mirrors floating in the sunlight.

Students filled every corner.

Thousands of faces and conversations moved past without noticing me.

The sound of laughter, footsteps, and distant music blended together like the noise of a busy train station.

For the first time in my life, I felt something strange.

In high school I had known everyone.

Here...

I knew no one.

And no one knew me.

I wasn't a student with a history.

I was just another anonymous figure in a crowd.



The lecture halls were enormous compared to the classrooms I had grown up in.

Rows of
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