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Some journeys aren’t on tracks; they’re written in fate.
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“Love never dies. It simply searches for another way to breathe.”
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Chapter One
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The Last Train Before Tomorrow

The loud whistle of the train trembled across Platform 37, rolling beneath the dim yellow station lights like a warning from another life.

Passengers hurried along the platform with bags, laughter, tired faces, and last-minute goodbyes. Somewhere, a child cried. Somewhere else, a vendor shouted the final price of tea no one had time to drink.

Rabat stood near the door of the coach, one hand buried inside his pocket, the other holding his phone to his ear.

“So finally, you are coming?” Sofi’s voice came from the other side.

Rabat forced a smile no one could see.

“Yes,” he said softly. “I am.”

“I thought you forgot me while being busy with your friends. You never care about me properly. Your friends always come first.”

He looked toward the railway line, where the darkness waited beyond the platform.

“Sofi, this is our last university trip after graduation. Nobody knows where life will scatter us after this.”

“I heard you,” she replied coldly. “But how does that become more important than me? Our marriage is almost here, Rabat. I thought I mattered before everything else.”

“You do matter.”

“It doesn’t feel like that.”

Rabat leaned against the train door and closed his eyes for a moment.

“Professor Munira called me herself. She asked for this favour one last time.”

“Your professor?”

“Well... not exactly just a professor.” A faint laugh escaped him. “Our whole batch calls her mother of Batch 1201. She is leaving for the USA next week. She specially asked me, Sam, Roger, and Robin to join this trip. She even said if we didn’t come, we would lose the right to call her mum anymore.”

Sofi did not laugh.

“I don’t understand you sometimes, Rabat. I always feel as if the whole world has a place in your heart before me.”

The words struck him more deeply than he wished to admit.

“Sofi, please. The train is about to leave. I’ll reach tomorrow morning. Don’t let this become a fight over the phone.”

For a few seconds, there was only silence.

Then she said quietly, “Okay then. Stay busy with your mother and your friends.”

Before he could answer, the line disconnected.

Rabat lowered the phone slowly.

Sometimes love did not fail because of betrayal. Sometimes it failed because two people stood in the same room and still saw two different worlds.

A sudden commotion near the station office pulled him back to the platform.

Sam was standing in front of the station master with folded hands, his face arranged into the most tragic expression Rabat had ever seen.

“Please, sir,” Sam begged. “This is a matter of life and death. You don’t understand what will happen if our professor misses this train.”

The station master looked ready to throw him onto the tracks.

“I don’t care. The train leaves on time.”

Rabat frowned and walked closer.

Sam saw him and secretly winked.

Rabat instantly understood.

Something stupid was happening.

“Sir,” Sam continued, lowering his voice, “a very important government official is arriving with our professor. Nobody knows publicly. But if he misses the train... trust me, sir, you will suffer the most.”

The station master narrowed his eyes.

“What government official?”

Sam looked around cautiously, like a criminal in a cheap spy film.

“I cannot reveal that.”

The station master turned toward Rabat.

Rabat, caught between honesty and friendship, gave an awkward expression so suspicious that it somehow made Sam’s lie more believable.

The station master groaned.

“Fine. Ten minutes. Not one second more.”

Before Sam could celebrate, his phone rang.

“Professor!” he answered immediately.

“Where are you boys?” Professor Munira’s voice came through the speaker. “We are already here.”

Sam nearly shouted in relief.

“We are beside the station master, holding the train for you!”

“I can see you,” she laughed from a distance.

Rabat turned toward the entrance of the platform.

And then he froze.

Walking beside Professor Munira was Liza.

For a moment, the station lights, the noise, the passengers, even the train itself seemed to blur around him.

He had not known she was coming.

Professor Munira approached with tired laughter in her eyes.

“You boys created chaos again, didn’t you?”

Sam proudly pointed at the station master.

“We saved the nation tonight, ma’am.”

The station master rolled his eyes and waved the green flag with unnecessary aggression.

“Board the train. Now.”

The whistle screamed again.

The train began to move.

As they climbed inside, Rabat muttered beside Sam, “You are impossible. Professor Munira should officially adopt you.”

Sam grinned.

“You should thank me instead.”

“For what?”

Sam leaned closer.

“Liza is here.”

Rabat looked away.

“Oh God, Sam. Not again.”

Inside the coach, Roger had already stretched himself across the seat like a tired king.

“So,” he asked, “what happened?”

Sam blinked dramatically.

“Well... Rabat’s ex is here.”

Robin burst into laughter.

“Lucky man. We can’t even find one girlfriend, and he is travelling with an ex and going home to a future bride.”

“Please leave me alone,” Rabat muttered.

Roger smirked.

“Our poet needs silence tonight.”

The boys laughed together.

“Roger that.”

Rabat ignored them and moved toward the window seat.

Outside, the city lights slowly disappeared. Darkness gathered beside the train. Trees passed like forgotten thoughts. Cold wind slipped through the tiny gaps near the glass.

The sound of the railway filled the silence.

Zig zig... zig zig...

Like a lullaby made of iron and distance.

Across the coach, Professor Munira sat among the girls, speaking warmly. Liza sat beside her, laughing at something, her face half-hidden by the yellow light.

Rabat did not look at her for long.

He could not.

Instead, he closed his eyes.

The train continued through the night.

Zig zig... zig zig...

At some hour past midnight, Rabat opened his eyes without knowing why.

Sometimes sleep breaks without reason. Sometimes a dream shatters before it begins. Life, too, moves like a train in the dark—toward a destination no passenger fully understands.

The coach had fallen silent.

Roger was snoring softly. Robin’s head leaned awkwardly against the window. Even Sam, the enemy of peace, had surrendered to sleep.

Rabat stood carefully and walked toward the end of the coach.

Near the open train door, the cold wind rushed violently through the darkness. He leaned beside the metal railing and lit a cigarette.

The moon floated beside the speeding train.

Strange.

No matter how fast the train moved, the moon still followed.

Like a memory.

Like a shadow.

“Mind if I smoke too?”

Rabat turned.

The voice was familiar enough to wound him.

Liza stood there, holding a cigarette between her fingers.

“Hi, Liza,” he said.

His voice sounded calm, but inside him something had already begun to move. A nervousness. A warning. A strange collision between two people who had once almost belonged to each other.

She smiled faintly.

“At least you still remember me.”

Rabat looked embarrassed.

“After that day, I should have called you.”

Liza gently raised her hand.

“Don’t.”

He stopped.

She stepped beside him and lit her cigarette. For a while, they stood together in silence, watching the darkness run past the open door.

Then she said, “I honestly never thought you were serious about your prophecy.”

Rabat gave a small smile.

“What prophecy?”

“The one you made about me.”

“That was not prophecy,” he said. “That was trust.”

Liza raised an eyebrow.

“Oh, really?”

“I wanted to see how much you trusted me.”

She exhaled smoke slowly into the cold air.

“I still can’t believe Professor Munira missed class that day. You told me not to attend, and somehow you were right.”

Rabat laughed quietly.

“I just wanted you to stay with me that day.”

The wind brushed through her hair.

“Sometimes,” he continued, “we need to forget routine for one moment and choose what we truly love.”

Liza smiled, but there was sadness behind it.

“Cloudy weather always made you dramatic.”

“Not dramatic.”

“Then what?”

Rabat looked toward the moon.

“Sometimes nature whispers things to me.”

She laughed softly.

“Yes. The prophecy master.”

She threw her cigarette into the darkness. The tiny spark vanished beneath the wheels of the night.

Then, after a pause, she asked, “Do you have someone now?”

Rabat did not answer.

Liza looked at him directly.

“Rabat... can we try again?”

The train continued cutting through the darkness.

Zig zig... zig zig...

“I realized later,” she whispered, “maybe I should have listened to you that day.”

Rabat remained silent.

Sometimes silence protected people better than truth.

Liza lowered her eyes.

“I’m sorry.”

The cold wind moved between them.

Then she forced a small smile.

“It’s okay. I understand. You need time.”

She looked away, but her voice trembled slightly.

“Sorry. I became selfish suddenly. The moment I saw you on this trip, everything came back. I became nostalgic. Emotional. I started remembering our past.”

Rabat looked at her.

“What did you remember?”

Liza’s eyes softened.

“That day in the forest.”

He became still.

She continued quietly, “You held me by the waist and tried to kiss me under that long tree. I stopped you. I told you not to do it.”

Her voice broke into a small, regretful smile.

“But later, I realized I should have let you kiss me that day. I was foolish. Sometimes I miss the greatest moments of life because I think too much.”

Rabat looked into the dark.

“Yes,” he said softly. “You did think too much.”

She gave a sad little laugh.

He turned toward her.

“But life does not have a rewind button, Liza. You and I were in the same boat once. Both broken. Both trying to recover from people who cheated us. Maybe that is why I came toward you. I thought we would understand each other better than anyone else.”

He paused.

“I was trying to begin again. But you were still standing in your old story.”

Liza did not defend herself.

For once, she simply listened.

“Maybe,” she said after a while, “women think too much and men make things simple.”

Rabat almost smiled.

“I don’t think it is that simple.”

“No,” she admitted. “It isn’t. And I am not here to justify myself. I only know that in life we make mistakes, and we rarely get the chance to repair them.”

The train gave another long whistle.

Somewhere ahead, a station light appeared like a lonely star.

Liza looked toward it.

“I’ll get off at Camden station.”

Rabat turned to her.

She looked directly into his eyes.

“I will wait for you there.”

The words remained between them like a promise and a punishment.

“If I see you there,” she said, “I’ll understand your answer.”

“And if I don’t?”

She smiled, but this time her sadness was bare.

“Then I’ll understand that too.”

She stepped back toward the coach entrance.

For one moment, Rabat thought she would say something more.

She did not.

She disappeared inside.

Rabat remained standing alone beside the open train door.

Just like that day long ago, when he had begged her not to leave and watched her walk away without turning back.

Exactly like tonight.

The moon still floated beside the train beyond the rushing darkness.

Like a memory.

Like a shadow.

Rabat slowly closed his eyes.

Maybe the moon would whisper another prophecy tonight.

Maybe not.

Somewhere ahead, Camden station was waiting.

And beneath the soft, endless rhythm—

zig zig... zig zig...

Rabat remained suspended between the past he could not forget and the future already waiting for him.
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Seven Months Earlier

The rooftop canteen of the university was unusually quiet that afternoon.

A cold wind drifted lazily through the open garden corner, carrying with it the smell of cigarettes, coffee, and distant rain. Beyond the rooftop fence, the city moved in its usual chaos, unaware that somewhere above it five young men sat trying to understand love like philosophers with no answers.

Their table stood in the same corner it always had since first year—beside the rooftop garden where vines climbed along rusted iron rails.

That corner belonged to them.

Rabat.
Sam.
Roger.
Robin.
Raffayel.
Five names that had somehow survived four years of assignments, failed attendance, midnight tea, borrowed money, broken dreams, and growing adulthood.

Their circle had never changed.

And perhaps that was why silence felt so strange among them now.

Sam leaned closer toward Raffayel and lowered his voice dramatically.

“So, it’s true. Rabat and Sanaya officially broke up.”

Raffayel slowly exhaled cigarette smoke into the grey afternoon sky.

“That hurts, man.”

Robin stirred his untouched coffee.

“Well... honestly, I saw it coming. No love is perfect in this world.”

Roger instantly shook his head.

“That’s exactly why my plan is simple. Arranged marriage only. No love. No expectations. No heartbreak.”

Sam pointed at him.

“This man fears emotions more than final exams.”

Roger took a sip of coffee proudly.

“Because emotions fail more people than exams.”

Raffayel laughed faintly.

Before the conversation could continue, Sam suddenly whispered,

“Shhh. Rabat’s coming.”

The boys immediately straightened themselves, pretending to become interested in the weather, the sky, and literally anything else.

Rabat approached slowly toward the table.

His face looked thinner than before. His eyes carried the exhaustion of someone who had not slept properly for weeks. Even his smile now arrived a little too late, as if happiness needed extra effort to reach him.

He looked at all of them suspiciously.

“Well... why do you all look like someone died?”

Nobody answered immediately.

The wind moved softly through the rooftop garden.

Finally, Roger cleared his throat.

“We heard about the breakup.”

A brief silence followed.

Then softly:

“I’m sorry, brother.”

Rabat looked away toward the cloudy sky.

“That’s alright.”

He sat down quietly.

“Honestly... maybe I became too dependent on her.”

Nobody interrupted him.

“But I loved her for real.” He smiled faintly to himself. “And she still left.”

The words landed heavily on the table.

Rabat lit a cigarette slowly before continuing.

“She helped me during the hardest years of my life. That’s the problem. Even when I try to forget her... I can’t.”

Silence returned again.

None of them truly knew how to respond.

None of them—except Raffayel—had ever experienced heartbreak closely enough to explain it.

Raffayel leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms.

“For me, it was different with Nova.”

The others immediately looked toward him.

Raffayel had always been different from the rest of them.

Girls naturally gravitated toward him. He flirted effortlessly, disappeared from relationships casually, and treated romance with dangerous confidence. The boys jokingly called him “the playboy of the department,” though beneath the charm there was always something strangely detached about him.

Raffayel smiled faintly.

“We broke up... but honestly, even now I don’t fully understand why.”

Robin frowned.

“That makes no sense.”

“Exactly,” Raffayel replied. “That’s love.”

The boys laughed quietly.

Raffayel continued:

“I still miss her sometimes. But not in a painful way. We meet occasionally by coincidence. She even tried several times to fix things between us.”

“And you refused?” Sam asked.

Raffayel nodded calmly.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

Raffayel stared toward the drifting clouds above the rooftop.

“Because sometimes a relationship survives better as a memory than a reality.”

Nobody spoke after that.

Even Roger looked impressed.

Rabat smiled faintly.

“You always sound complicated.”

Raffayel laughed softly and shook his head.

“No. Love itself is complicated.”

He paused before adding quietly:

“Sometimes your love continues breathing even without the person you loved. Sometimes a relationship survives long after the people inside it are gone.”

Rabat lowered his eyes toward the smoke rising from his cigarette.

“Yes,” he murmured. “Like shadows that continue following the soul.”

For a moment, Sam, Roger, and Robin became silent spectators between two exhausted experts of heartbreak.

Then suddenly Roger’s attention shifted somewhere behind Rabat.

“Oh God.”

Robin turned immediately.

“What?”

Roger lowered his voice dramatically.

“Liza is coming.”

Instantly all four boys looked toward the rooftop corridor.

Liza walked slowly beneath the pale afternoon sunlight, wearing white.

For one strange second, even the cigarette smoke around the table seemed softer.

The wind moved gently through her hair as she laughed at something one of her friends had said. The white dress reflected the fading sunlight so delicately that she almost looked unreal against the grey rooftop sky.

Roger whispered like a man witnessing a miracle.

“She seriously looks like a goddess.”

Sam sighed dramatically.

“Too bad she already belongs to Hague.”

Robin still looked unconvinced.

“I’m honestly not sure Hague is really her boyfriend.”

“Of course he is,” Sam argued immediately. “They come to class together. Sit together. Leave together. How close can a guy and a girl become without being in a relationship?”

Roger shook his head.

“No. I asked Hague directly once.”

Rabat looked up with sudden curiosity.

“What did he say?”

Roger grinned proudly.

“He said he wanted a relationship with her... but she wasn’t interested.”

Robin joined the discussion immediately.

“I heard her real boyfriend lives in Spain.”

Sam rolled his eyes.

“That story changes every semester. First, it was boyfriend. Then fiancé. Then secret engagement. If she was really engaged, wouldn’t she be married by now? We’re already in fourth year.”

Rabat quietly watched Liza from across the rooftop.

“The mystery of women,” he murmured softly, “has never truly been solved.”

The boys laughed lightly.

“Many poets,” Rabat continued with a tired smile, “spent their entire lives trying to understand the heart of a woman... and still died confused.”

“Look at me. Five years together. We were almost ready for marriage. And suddenly she left me to move abroad.”

He took another slow drag from the cigarette.

“Girls are selfish.”

“Not all girls,” Sam replied immediately. “Look at Liza. If Robin’s story is true, then she’s loyal to someone far away.”

Rabat narrowed his eyes slightly.

“But she spends all her time with Hague.”

Raffayel calmly interrupted,

“Hague already admitted they are not together.”

Rabat gave a faint bitter smile.

“That still proves my point.”

“How?”

“If she isn’t in love with him,” Rabat said quietly, “then maybe she’s only using him to protect herself from loneliness.”

Raffayel looked at him carefully.

“Rabat... one bad heartbreak doesn’t mean every woman becomes the same person.”

Robin immediately laughed.

“Look who’s giving relationship advice. The playboy himself.”

Sam pointed dramatically toward Raffayel.

“Please, Rabat. Don’t take emotional guidance from this man. He’ll destroy your good-boy image forever.”

For the first time that afternoon, Rabat laughed properly.

A small one.

But real.

“Maybe,” he said softly, “it’s finally time for me to become like Raffayel.”

Roger looked horrified.

“Oh no.”

“No expectations,” Rabat continued. “No attachments. No heartbreak.”

Roger immediately stood up and raised his cigarette.

“That statement deserves a smoke.”

The boys laughed together.

One by one, cigarettes were lit beneath the cloudy rooftop sky.

Smoke slowly rose into the cold afternoon air.

Yet Rabat barely noticed the conversation anymore.

His eyes had already drifted back toward Liza.

She was still standing near the rooftop railing with her friends, smiling softly while the wind moved through her white dress.

For a strange moment, Rabat felt as if the entire grey afternoon had become brighter around her.

Like purity walking through smoke.

Like calm arriving after destruction.

He watched her quietly.

Then whispered beneath his breath,

“She really does look like a goddess in white.”

Far above the rooftop, dark clouds continued gathering slowly across the sky.

And somewhere between cigarette smoke, fading sunlight, and the exhausted remains of a broken heart—

destiny had already begun walking toward Rabat in white.
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