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         I was furious! My legs carried me to the bus stop. I wanted to get as far away from here as possible. And I would! Nothing was holding me here anymore. I could continue my studies from anywhere. It didn’t matter now.

         Blaise turned out to be such a jerk! He was five years older than me. At the beginning of our relationship, he seemed responsible enough that I wanted to build a relationship with him, and then a family. We moved into a studio apartment five months ago. The ugly, uncomfortable rental which I had put so much work into became a cosy nest for us. All this time, I had been trying to save every penny so that we could buy our own apartment or make our own financial contribution towards one. If we got married as planned, we could take out a loan. Until recently, I had over fifty thousand in my account. Now there were only five left! I still couldn’t believe he would do this to us!

         A few weeks ago, he quit his job overnight. After classes, I went straight to work. It was nothing special – the hotline of an energy concern was the most accessible job in this region. As a construction worker, Blaise was making good money. His salary was sufficient for all fees and purchases. We could save my earnings for our future. Then suddenly everything changed.

         For the past several weeks, I found my future husband spending every evening in the company of friends. Alcohol, cigarettes, and God knows what else had settled for good in our modest apartment. I watched in despair as the place I had put so much effort into slowly became a slum. For a long time, unaware of anything, I hadn’t looked at my savings account. Until today – and when I checked, something broke inside me. Up to that moment, I had been under the illusion that Blaise would change. He would find a new job, stop drinking and wasting time on libations over cards and games. When I asked him what happened to the money, he ignored my question and mocked me loudly in front of his friends.

         I had to get out of there immediately. This wasn’t the man I had fallen in love with and planned my future with. This was not the life I wanted! In no time, I packed a small, carry-on suitcase with a few essentials and left. When I slammed the door behind me, I felt disappointed that he didn’t run after me and didn’t try to assure me of his feelings. He didn’t even try to explain or save anything. My disappointment immediately turned into boiling rage.

         I don’t even remember how I got to the bus and then to the train station. I went to the ticket office quite spontaneously and bought a ticket to Warsaw, in a trance. I felt like screaming in rage. The recent events seemed like a nightmare to me.

         Completely lost in thought and dazed by my emotions, I only took a cursory glance at the ticket before I got onto the train and located my compartment. I was pleasantly surprised to find the compartment looking neat and somehow more comfortable than I remembered from previous journeys. First of all, there was only one passenger in it, and I didn’t even look at him. Instead, I sat on the other side of the compartment by the window. I parked my small suitcase against the wall next to my feet and stared outside, trying to collect my thoughts. I had to come up with a new plan for the future. As the InterCity train took off, I felt tiny sparks of joy piercing my aching heart. I was consoled that in the end, in order to build something new, the old had to collapse.

         “Good evening. Tickets please.” The voice of a young and quite pretty ticket inspector broke me out of my reverie.

         The man sharing the compartment with me gave her his ticket, and I gave her mine right after him.

         “This is a first-class compartment. You’ll have to move to second class or pay the difference.”

         Completely surprised, I reached for my wallet.

         “Sorry, I didn’t notice.” I handed the woman my card with stinging cheeks. At first, I had the impression that she would demand cash, and since I did not have any, I would have to leave my comfortable seat. I didn’t want go and sit with five other people in another compartment. The woman, to my greatest relief, punched out the amount on the card reader without a word, printed the receipt, and handed everything back without even looking at me. Only then did I notice that her blue eyes were transfixed by the man sitting by the window. I admit that I have never seen a woman melt so much at the sight of a man. Amused, I looked at my fellow passenger, who was smiling cheekily at the woman in the uniform. No wonder she delayed leaving. With his snow-white teeth and mesmerising gaze, he seemed to be saying: “Hello, sunshine. I see you. What will you do with me when you catch me?”
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