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On a gray, dreary morning, Alex woke up to the sound of his father yelling in the kitchen. This was part of his daily routine: yelling, orders, and endless criticism. His father was a domineering man who saw Alex as nothing more than an ungrateful failure. His mother, on the other hand, avoided confrontation, content with her role as an indifferent observer, never missing a chance to throw in a cutting remark.  

Alex, a seventeen-year-old boy, lived in a small town where nothing exciting ever seemed to happen. He felt like his life was stuck on repeat, a monotonous cycle of school, home, and fights with his family. Yet, deep inside, Alex held onto something precious: his dreams. He had a deep longing to escape this reality, to live freely, far away from the chains his family had placed on him.  

At school, Alex didn’t have many friends. He was quiet, often sitting in the back row, sketching in his small notebook. His drawings reflected worlds of imagination, places he had never been but could picture in vivid detail: towering mountains, tranquil lakes, and skies filled with endless stars.  

That day, after school ended, Alex walked home slowly, dragging his feet along the cracked pavement. The autumn leaves crunched under his shoes, the golden and red hues contrasting sharply with the dullness he felt inside. Upon arriving home, he was greeted by his father’s accusing glare and a new round of insults about his "lack of ambition." His mother chimed in with a comment about how he’d never amount to anything.  

Alex didn’t respond. He had learned long ago that arguing only made things worse. Instead, he retreated to his room, his sanctuary where he could at least pretend to escape. His room was small, with peeling wallpaper and a single window that faced the night sky.  

Sitting on his bed, Alex pulled out his sketchbook and began to draw. This time, he sketched the stars, connecting them into constellations only he could see. The stars had always been his solace, a reminder that there was a vast world beyond his tiny, suffocating existence.  

As he stared out the window, his mind drifted. He imagined himself far away, standing under a different sky, living a different life. But the weight of reality pulled him back. With a heavy sigh, Alex closed his sketchbook and lay down, staring at the ceiling.  

For a moment, he let himself dream of a life where he wasn’t defined by his family’s anger or his mother’s biting words. A life where he could be free.  

But dreams, Alex thought bitterly, were for people with hope. And hope, he told himself, was something he wasn’t sure he had anymore.  

The chapter ends with Alex staring at the stars through the window, longing for a better life, yet feeling trapped in his present.
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The next day, Alex’s routine unfolded as usual: a quiet breakfast overshadowed by his father’s grumbling and his mother’s cold remarks, a silent walk to school, and hours spent avoiding attention in the back of his classes.  

But that day, something unexpected happened.  

During lunch, Alex wandered into the school library. It was one of the few places where he felt at peace, surrounded by the smell of old books and the quiet hum of whispers. He wasn’t much of a reader, but he liked the stillness of the library. It was a place where no one bothered him, where he could just exist without feeling judged.  

As he walked between the shelves, running his fingers along the spines of the books, he heard a voice.  

“Looking for something specific?”  

Alex turned, startled. Standing a few feet away was a girl he had seen in passing but never spoken to. She had auburn hair that caught the light streaming through the windows and a warm, curious smile.  

“Uh, no,” Alex mumbled, looking down at the floor. “Just... browsing.”  

She tilted her head slightly, studying him. “You’re Alex, right? From Mr. Carter’s history class?”  

He nodded, unsure what to say.  

“I’m Emma.” She extended her hand, her smile never wavering.  

Alex hesitated, then shook her hand briefly. Her grip was firm but gentle.  

“You’re always so quiet,” Emma said, leaning slightly against the nearest bookshelf. “I’ve seen your notebook. You draw, don’t you?”  

Alex’s heart skipped a beat. He never showed his drawings to anyone, and the idea that someone had noticed him sketching made him uneasy. “Yeah, sometimes,” he replied cautiously.  

“Can I see?” she asked, her tone genuine and curious.  

Alex hesitated. Normally, he would have refused outright, but there was something about Emma—her openness, her lack of judgment—that made him feel like he could trust her. Slowly, he pulled his notebook from his bag and handed it to her.  

Emma flipped through the pages, her eyes lighting up as she took in the intricate drawings of landscapes, stars, and imaginary worlds. “These are incredible,” she said, her voice filled with admiration. “You’re really talented, Alex.”  

He felt his face heat up, unused to compliments. “Thanks,” he muttered, avoiding her gaze.  

Emma closed the notebook carefully and handed it back to him. “You should do something with this, you know. Your drawings... they’re amazing. They deserve to be seen.”  

Alex shook his head. “They’re just... something I do. They’re not a big deal.”  

Emma frowned slightly, as if she didn’t agree but decided not to push. Instead, she said, “Well, I think they’re a big deal. And I’m glad I got to see them.”  
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