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The Departure
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The train station stood alone in the mountains, a quiet place where the wind whispered through the pines and the mist clung to the tracks like a reluctant memory. The platform was empty, save for a few wooden benches and an old lantern flickering against the pale morning light. Snow lay in patches along the edges, melting slowly under the weight of the coming spring. Somewhere in the distance, the low hum of an approaching train trembled through the air. The mountains loomed over the station, ancient and unmoving, their peaks shrouded in mist as if they were keeping secrets from the world below.

Felix Twojour sat on a bench, legs crossed, eyes half-closed, his coat hanging loosely over his shoulders. He carried no luggage. His hands rested idly on his knees, as if he had already let go of everything. A small sparrow landed near his feet, tilting its head curiously, then flitted away before he could acknowledge it. The stationmaster, a stooped old man with a face like carved wood, glanced over at Felix but said nothing. He had seen many travelers come and go, but there was something different about this one—something weightless, as if he were already halfway between here and nowhere.

A man sat down beside him. He was middle-aged, dressed in a dark woolen coat, a suitcase resting between his feet. His face was drawn with a quiet sort of fatigue, the kind that comes not from lack of sleep but from too many years spent chasing things that never quite belonged to him. He shifted slightly on the bench, the wood creaking beneath him, before finally speaking.

“You’re traveling alone?” the man asked after a moment, rubbing his hands together for warmth.

Felix opened his eyes, looking not at the man but past him, at the mist rolling down the slopes. “Aren’t we all?”

The man gave a small chuckle, though there was no amusement in it. “I suppose. But I meant—where are you going?”

Felix turned to face him now, his gaze calm, as if the question itself did not apply to him. “Wherever the train takes me.”

The man frowned slightly. “You don’t have a destination?”

Felix smiled faintly. “Does the wind?”

The man exhaled sharply through his nose, shaking his head. “I envy that.”

Felix studied him for a long moment. “You don’t need to.”

A silence stretched between them, broken only by the distant call of a raven somewhere in the trees. The man tapped his fingers on the handle of his suitcase, the rhythm uncertain, as if he were holding back words that had nowhere to go.

“You speak like someone who doesn’t belong anywhere,” the man said finally.

Felix nodded. “Maybe I don’t.”

The train’s whistle echoed through the valley, a long and lonely sound that seemed to stretch through time. The steel rails shuddered as the engine emerged from the mist, a dark figure against the pale dawn. The man stood up, gripping his suitcase, his knuckles whitening as if holding on to something invisible. The great iron machine rolled forward, steam rising from its sides like breath in the cold morning air.

“Safe travels, then,” he said, almost as an afterthought.

Felix rose as well, sliding his hands into the pockets of his coat. He tilted his head slightly, as if considering something distant and unseen. Then, with the same quiet certainty as the coming of spring, he spoke.

“Well, you know, I have only two days to live.”

The man blinked, startled. The words settled between them like snowflakes, light yet heavy with meaning. He parted his lips, as if about to ask something, but before he could respond, the train doors opened with a sigh, and Felix stepped inside without looking back.

The train lingered for a moment, as if hesitating, before beginning its slow, rhythmic journey forward. The man remained on the platform, watching the carriages disappear into the mist, his breath forming small clouds in the cold air. When he finally turned away, his suitcase felt heavier than before.
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The Beggar’s Wisdom
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The alleyway was narrow, barely wide enough for a cart to pass through. Cracked cobblestones gleamed under the dim glow of an old streetlamp, and the walls on either side were worn with time, their bricks darkened by the touch of rain and soot. The scent of the city lingered here—damp earth, distant spices, and the faint, metallic whisper of rust.

Felix moved through the alleyway as if he had no weight at all, his steps slow, deliberate. A few streets away, the city pulsed with life—cars rumbling over bridges, late-night laughter drifting from tavern doors, the occasional wail of a siren cutting through the quiet. But here, in this forgotten corner of the world, time seemed to stand still.

Against the wall, wrapped in layers of tattered cloth, sat an old beggar. His beard was a tangled forest of silver, his hands curled like roots, weathered by years of exposure. A small tin cup rested beside him, reflecting the flickering light of the streetlamp. He wasn’t calling for coins, wasn’t even looking at passersby. Instead, he was watching the night itself, as though reading a book written in shadows and silence.

Felix stopped a few steps away, tilting his head slightly. The beggar did not acknowledge him at first. Only after a long moment did the man’s eyes flicker toward Felix, deep and dark like wells that had seen the bottom of the world.

“You walk like a man with nowhere to go,” the beggar murmured. His voice was low, hoarse, yet strangely melodic, like a forgotten hymn carried by the wind.

Felix smiled, his hands slipping into the pockets of his coat. “And you sit like a man who has arrived.”

The beggar gave a dry chuckle, shifting slightly on his pile of cloth. “Arrived? No, no. I’ve simply stopped moving.”

Felix nodded as if this answer made perfect sense. “Perhaps that is the greatest journey of all.”

The beggar studied him for a long moment, as though weighing his soul in the balance. “You have the scent of someone who isn’t bound by much,” he said at last.

Felix breathed in the cold night air. “Perhaps I am bound by nothing at all.”

The beggar’s lips curled into the faintest smile. “Ah, then you are the poorest man I have ever met.”

Felix raised an eyebrow, but said nothing.

The beggar picked up his tin cup and shook it gently, the coins inside rattling like tiny echoes of time. “Do you know the value of nothingness, traveler?”

Felix sat down on the cobblestones, his coat pooling around him. He looked up at the night sky, where stars hung like scattered embers. “Tell me.”

The beggar leaned forward slightly, the shadows deepening around his face. “Most men are afraid of nothingness. They fill their pockets, their houses, their minds with things. They hoard, they collect, they chase. But in the end, they are only burying themselves under weight they cannot carry beyond the grave.” He tapped the side of his tin cup. “And yet, nothingness is the only thing that is truly free.”

Felix let the words settle between them like dust. “So to own nothing... is to own everything?”

The beggar chuckled. “Something like that.”

Felix reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a single coin. He turned it over between his fingers, watching the way the dim light caught its edges. Then, without hesitation, he placed it into the beggar’s cup.

The beggar gave him a curious look. “A donation to the poor?”

Felix shook his head. “A tribute to the rich.”

The beggar laughed then, a deep, rolling laugh that filled the alleyway, warm and full of something ancient.

Felix smiled, waiting.

The beggar tapped his tin cup once more, the sound echoing softly against the stone walls of the alleyway. His smile faded into something quieter, almost reverent. He turned the cup over, letting the single coin fall onto the cobblestones with a dull chime.

And then the beggar spoke again—this time, of time itself.

“Time,” he said, watching the coin spin, “is the richest man’s greatest treasure and the poorest man’s only possession.”

Felix followed the motion of the coin, its erratic dance across the uneven ground. “And yet, neither can truly hold on to it.”

The beggar nodded. “The rich man counts time in numbers, locks it in schedules, spends it on things he does not need. The poor man simply lets it pass through his fingers, knowing that it was never his to begin with.” He exhaled, long and slow. “But tell me, traveler—how do you measure time?”

Felix leaned back against the wall, his gaze drifting upward toward the moon, which hung low and golden between the rooftops. “I don’t.”

The beggar’s eyes flickered with interest. “Ah. A man who does not measure time is a man who has none left to waste.”

Felix let the silence between them stretch before answering. “Well, you know... I have only two days to live.”

The beggar’s hands, curled with age and cold, went still. He did not react with shock or pity, nor did he ask questions. Instead, he studied Felix as if seeing him for the first time.

“Two days,” he murmured. “And you are here, sitting in an alleyway with an old man, talking about nothing?”

Felix’s lips twitched into the faintest smile. “Perhaps ‘nothing’ is the only thing worth talking about.”

The beggar let out a soft chuckle, shaking his head. “Ah... then you understand more than most.” He stretched out his legs, his boots worn through at the soles. “If I had only two days, I think I would sit just as I am now. Perhaps under a different sky, beside a different streetlamp. But I would not run.” He tapped his chest lightly. “It is the heart that makes time, not the hours.”

Felix considered this for a moment before speaking. “So even if you were given a hundred more years, you wouldn’t move from this spot?”

The beggar smiled, his eyes twinkling like the stars above. “And where would I go? Every road leads back to the same place.”

Felix nodded, watching the beggar’s coin settle at last onto the stones. Heads.

The city beyond the alley hummed with distant life. The world continued, unaware of their conversation, indifferent to the wisdom exchanged between two nameless souls beneath the stars.

Felix rose to his feet, stretching his arms as if shaking off an invisible weight. He looked down at the beggar, his expression unreadable. “You are a rich man.”

The beggar laughed, the sound low and knowing. “And you, my friend, are poorer than you realize.”

Felix gave a small bow, as if accepting the truth of those words. Then, with the ease of a drifting cloud, he stepped away, his silhouette dissolving into the night.

The beggar watched him go, his old hands wrapping around the empty tin cup. After a moment, he reached down, picked up the single coin, and slipped it into his pocket.

A tribute to the rich.

A whisper of wind rustled through the alleyway, and the beggar closed his eyes, listening to the song of the city.
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The Politician’s Doubt
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The grand hall was cavernous, its marble pillars stretching toward a domed ceiling painted with gods and heroes frozen in eternal motion. The air carried the scent of polished wood and the distant trace of old tobacco smoke. Chandeliers hung overhead like gilded constellations, their flickering candlelight casting restless shadows across the polished floor. The room, built to command awe, now felt strangely empty.

At the far end of the hall, a man sat slumped in an ornate chair carved from dark mahogany. His suit, though tailored perfectly to his frame, seemed to weigh upon him as if the fabric itself bore the weight of invisible burdens. A crystal glass, half-filled with amber liquid, rested in his hand. He swirled it absently, watching the light refract through the liquor, though his thoughts were clearly elsewhere.

Felix entered the hall quietly, his boots making soft echoes against the stone floor. He walked without hesitation, though his steps carried the air of someone who had no true destination. The man in the chair lifted his gaze, his tired eyes narrowing slightly at the unexpected visitor.

“You’re not supposed to be here,” the politician said, his voice hoarse with exhaustion.

Felix tilted his head, considering the statement. “And yet, here I am.”

The politician sighed, rubbing his temple. “Security must be failing me, then.”

Felix lowered himself into a chair across from the man, folding one leg over the other. “Perhaps you are failing security.”

A dry chuckle escaped the politician’s lips, though there was little humor in it. He took a sip of his drink before setting the glass down with deliberate care. “Who are you?”

Felix did not answer immediately. Instead, he looked around the vast room, at the paintings of rulers and warriors, the statues of men who had shaped the world through force, words, or sheer ambition.

“This hall,” Felix mused, “was built for permanence. And yet, the men who have walked it never seem to stay.”

The politician exhaled sharply, shaking his head. “That’s the way of things. Power is borrowed, not owned.” He gestured vaguely toward the empty hall. “One day, someone else will sit in this chair, drink from this glass, make the same mistakes.” He leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. “Tell me, do you believe power means anything?”

Felix traced the grain of the wooden table between them with a single finger, as if feeling the remnants of centuries. “Power is like the wind,” he said softly. “It rushes through, shakes the trees, bends the river’s course—but it never stays.”

The politician studied him for a long moment. “That’s a poet’s answer.”

Felix’s lips twitched slightly. “It’s an honest one.”

The man sighed, rubbing his hand over his face. “If that’s true... then what are we doing? What is the point of all of this?”

Felix glanced at the heavy golden rings on the man’s fingers, the insignia on his lapel. Symbols of power, of station—yet they weighed him down like shackles.

“Perhaps,” Felix said, “the real question is—if you were free of it, would you still be you?”

A long silence followed. The candlelight wavered as if holding its breath.

The politician stared at Felix, his fingers tightening around the glass before he let out a slow, measured breath. “Free of it?” He repeated the words as if tasting something foreign on his tongue. “I don’t know who I was before all of this. Or if I was anyone at all.”

Felix tilted his head, his gaze distant. “Power has a way of making people forget.”

The man chuckled dryly. “Forget what?”

Felix’s fingers traced an invisible shape on the polished table. “That the sky still exists beyond the ceiling. That hands were not made only to sign decrees. That before people knew your name, you were simply a boy looking at the world with wonder.”

The politician leaned back in his chair, staring up at the painted figures on the ceiling. “And what if that boy is gone?”

Felix’s expression remained unreadable. “Then you were never truly powerful.”

The man let out a bitter laugh. “And what does that make me, then?”

Felix leaned forward slightly, the candlelight catching in his dark eyes. “A man wearing a crown of dust.”

Silence filled the grand hall, heavy and absolute. The politician’s grip on his glass loosened. Somewhere outside, a clock struck the hour, its chimes dissolving into the stillness.

Felix stood. He did not bow, nor offer any parting words of comfort. He simply looked at the man before him, at the weight draped over his shoulders like an invisible shroud.

The politician swallowed, watching him. “You speak as if you have nothing to lose.”

Felix’s lips curled into something that was neither a smile nor a frown, a mere flicker of expression before vanishing. He turned toward the great doors, his steps light and unburdened.

And just before he disappeared into the corridor beyond, his voice echoed back, soft but certain.

“Well, you know... I have only two days to live.”

The politician exhaled sharply, staring at the empty space where Felix had stood. He reached for his drink but hesitated, his reflection shimmering in the golden liquid. The words lingered in the vast hall, reverberating in his mind like a distant whisper.

For the first time in years, he felt the weight of his own existence pressing against him—not as a burden of power, but as something fragile, something fleeting.

And he did not know whether to feel relieved or afraid.
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The café was alive with voices—sharp, youthful, restless. The scent of roasted coffee beans and old books hung in the air, mingling with the crisp evening breeze that slipped through the open windows. Students filled the dimly lit space, leaning over textbooks and notebooks, their laughter and arguments rising like waves against the soft jazz humming from the old gramophone in the corner.

Felix sat by the window, his hands wrapped around a small porcelain cup. Outside, the city lights flickered, stretching into the distance like reflections of distant stars. The café was a haven, a place where dreams were spoken of as certainties and futures were shaped over cups of bitter espresso.

Near him, a group of students were deep in discussion. Their voices wove in and out of one another, an orchestra of ideas clashing and merging.

“...ten years from now, I’ll be in New York, running my own firm. No more exams, no more sleepless nights.”

“You’re too obsessed with security. If you ask me, life should be an adventure. I’ll be traveling, writing—no set plans, no constraints.”

“I just want to make a difference. Maybe politics, maybe activism. The world’s changing, and we can shape it.”

Felix stirred his coffee absentmindedly, his eyes half-lidded as if listening to a distant melody. The students’ voices carried the weight of possibility, but also the shadow of uncertainty.

One of them, a young woman with a tangle of curls and bright, inquisitive eyes, noticed Felix’s quiet presence. She leaned forward slightly.

“You’ve been sitting there, just listening. What do you think?”

Felix looked up, a slow, knowing smile playing at the corner of his lips. “About what?”

The students exchanged glances, intrigued by his presence. “About the future. About what comes next.”

Felix exhaled softly, his fingers tracing the rim of his cup. “The future...” He let the words linger for a moment, as if tasting them. Then, with a gentle shrug, he said, “It does not exist.”

Silence fell over the table. The students blinked, caught between amusement and confusion.

“What do you mean?” one of them asked, tilting his head. “Of course it exists. We’re working for it, planning for it.”

Felix took a sip of his coffee, his gaze thoughtful. “You’re speaking of something you’ve never seen, never touched. A mirage on the horizon. Always moving forward, always just out of reach.”

The curly-haired girl frowned. “But that’s life, isn’t it? Moving forward?”

Felix set his cup down with a quiet clink. “And in chasing forward, how much do you see of where you are?”

The group fell into contemplative silence. The city hummed outside, the café’s warmth wrapping around them like a cocoon.

Felix leaned back, watching the flickering candle on the table. His voice was soft, almost wistful. “The present is a place most people never visit.”

The students, so sure of their dreams just moments ago, now found themselves searching for words they did not yet have.

The café’s jazz tune crackled softly from the gramophone, and the candlelight wavered as if caught between past and future. The students shifted in their seats, their confidence momentarily unsettled. Felix, however, remained as still as a figure in a painting, his presence an anomaly among them.

One of the young men, wearing a worn leather jacket and glasses that reflected the candlelight, leaned forward. “So, you’re saying we should just stop planning? Stop dreaming?” His voice carried an edge, a challenge.

Felix smiled, shaking his head. “No, not at all. But do you see how often you trade this moment for one that hasn’t arrived?” He tapped his finger lightly on the wooden table. “You sit here, in a warm café, your hands wrapped around a drink, laughter in the air. And yet, your minds are elsewhere—running ahead, constructing castles in clouds. Tell me, have you truly tasted your coffee tonight?”

The curly-haired girl looked down at her untouched cup, steam curling from its surface. She lifted it hesitantly, taking a sip, as if tasting something for the first time.

Another student scoffed. “But we have to think of the future! We can’t just sit around, savoring drinks and waiting for life to happen.”

Felix tilted his head. “Why do you believe the present moment is ‘waiting’? Who told you that this—right here—is not already life?”

A hush fell over the group. Outside, the neon lights of the city blinked like distant thoughts, cars passed like fleeting memories. The young woman set her cup down with a quiet nod, as if suddenly aware of its weight.

Felix continued, his voice gentle. “The world is full of people racing toward tomorrows they may never reach. They miss the way light dances on water, the way wind carries the scent of rain, the way a stranger’s voice can sound like music. What if life isn’t a road, but a garden? What if instead of rushing forward, you learned to stay and bloom where you stand?”

The student in the leather jacket exhaled, running a hand through his hair. “That sounds... peaceful. But unrealistic.”

Felix chuckled, a sound like falling leaves. “Ah, peace always seems unrealistic to those who are taught to chase.” He gestured toward the café, toward the books, the conversations, the glow of lamps against the dark windows. “You think your dreams live somewhere ahead of you, but perhaps they are already here, in ways you have not yet noticed.”

The students were silent now, their arguments dissolving like mist in the warm air. The curly-haired girl met Felix’s gaze, something unreadable flickering in her expression.

“You speak like someone who’s already made peace with all this,” she said quietly.

Felix smiled, finishing the last sip of his coffee. “Maybe I have.” He set the cup down gently, as if laying something to rest.

Then he stood, slipping his hands into his coat pockets. The students watched him, waiting, sensing that something more should come.

And then it did.

With that same quiet certainty, that same weightless detachment, Felix spoke.

“Well, you know, I have only two days to live.”

The words settled between them like dust in lamplight, like ripples in a still pond. The students exchanged uncertain glances, but before any of them could speak, Felix turned toward the door, stepping out into the night without another word.
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