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In the heart of Thailand’s pristine wilderness, where the green of the jungle melds with the blue of the sea, Ao Nang sprawls like a living canvas before my eyes. I, Max, with a backpack that feels like an extension of myself, step into this coastal town. 

The warm breeze, the salty scent of the sea, the sound of waves crashing against the rocks—it’s as if it’s washing my mind clean, whispering, “Forget, just be.” But how do you forget? The past trails me like a shadow, those grey days in Perth, hunched over a desk under fluorescent lights, thoughts spinning endlessly. 

Here, though, it’s different. Time moves differently here. My feet carry me toward Ao Nang’s beach, unbidden. The cliffs, tall and unyielding, seem to speak to me. Maybe they’re saying, “Max, you didn’t come all this way to drown in thoughts again.” But thoughts don’t let go. 

I think of that last trip with my friends, up north, those nights by the sea, talking till dawn. Where are they now? One got married, one left the country, one... I don’t know, lost to the grind. Am I lost too? Or am I finding myself? 

The beach is alive, buzzing with people, laughter, kids shouting. For a moment, I feel like an outsider in all this joy. But my feet keep moving, toward a narrow path that climbs to a lookout point, they say, where you can see all of Ao Nang. Sweat drips from my brow, the backpack grows heavier, but I can’t stop. Something pulls me upward. 

The sound of waves hums in my ears, like an old lullaby, like my mother’s voice when I was a kid. My mother... how long since I heard her? I should call, but not now. Now, it’s just this climb, this view. I reach the top. My breath catches, not from exhaustion, but from what I see. 

The sea, blue and green, breathing alive. Tiny islands, like scattered dots in a painting, shimmer under the sun. My heart pounds, syncing with the sea. There’s no past here, no future, just this moment. Just me and this world, talking to me. It says, “Max, who are you? What do you want?” 

I don’t know. Maybe I never will. But here, I feel alive. Laughter drifts from afar. A group of young travellers, with cameras and selfie sticks, snapping photos. For a second, I’m jealous. They seem carefree. Wasn’t I like that once? Back when I thought life was just laughter, just friendship. Now what? Now it’s a tangle of questions, of whys. 

Why did I abandon that project? Why didn’t I speak up? Why...? No, Max, stop. This isn’t the place for that. I walk toward them. Don’t know why, maybe I just don’t want to be alone. I ask a guy to take a picture. He grins, grabs the camera, and we all gather together. In that moment, I’m not a stranger. I’m part of this moment, these laughs, this sea. 

I look at the photo. A simple image, but it holds everything. A moment that’s real, that’s mine. My mind drifts to Krabi, the next town I’ll visit. What’s waiting there? More of this feeling? Or more unanswered questions? 
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