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I’m always imagine 25 years old birthday. I don’t know why. It also feels like visiting tremendous fortune, happening catastrophe, it might die too soon. I only know 25 years old birthday. Only the date that has been prophesied in the mind. That kind of thing which exist in life is a special thing. Life in that day on the border, even in a good state or even changing more to the bad. But it cannot be added by itself. And then, I don’t want to enter by myself. That’s why I’ve dreamed of the day as one of the opportunities for life.

That day, whatever happened, I become the greater of myself than before. I decide to be like that. No matter how hard, I wanted to climb over until that day. That kind of thought can be said as a faith. At night, the dream that I see when I sleep is from time to time gives me an indication of something that happens in the 25 years old birthday. But, I wake up and can’t remember any of the details of the dream. Instead, that day, only the incredebly happy thoughts awake and always remain. 

Once it altered upon me, eventually, nothing happens to 25 years old birthday, just a dream of that kind of happiness and sometimes doubt my own premonition.  I don’t talk to anyone about that such a thing, if I talk to anyone, it would be known quickly as a stupid thing. I’m sure, being able to speak about future in this world, whether abuses an excellent scholars or whether such people like a cold blooded fortune teller fooling anyone or just a pure kid.  

So I just keep quiet. In my 25 years old of age, there is something very important hiding in people.   Even if there is confidence, until the future is actually come for unrelated people, they can’t know. 

From before three months of my own 25 years old birthday and I asked permission to leave the company. And the day before, I was also applied for a vacation the following day. Even though a 25 years old birthday, it starts from the time of midnight, it may not end at the time of midnight of the next day. Just in case, it’s necessary to put a precaution. Until then, it doesn’t mean have to take such a vacation as this, the work that must be in the company has been scheduled and adjusted to be avoided carefully for three days. So, there is no problem.

The night before three days vacation, I poured champagne to the glass that just been bought, celebrating the beginning of the birthday night. The time is pointing 22 o'clock 36 minutes. Today because I sleep, in the morning, I wake up, the countdown that was moving from long ago, actually become a reality. And then, it was me on the day before the special day, I think I would take it back once again. But, I would fall asleep while thinking like that.  

Dream is always be more clearly illustrated. Looking for one woman to change in the subway. I thought I saw her from behind, she was going down to the home station, got into the opposite direction of the vehicle. I was chasing her. While ran into a wave of a bunch of people, I shouldn’t have lost sight of her back. I predicted her next move. As a result, it can be seen that she wanted to see the sea. In a dream, words without feelings are transmitted. We both were unaware in the seaside. In the cold of winter sea breeze, her hair was blown up. At that moment, closing the eyelids to sleep. I still didn’t want to know her face. I thought of it in the dream. 

Alternatively, deep in the woods, she was leaning against the trees. Winter trees, snow piled up, snow of beautiful flowers were blooming. I could tell that she was feeling so cold. She was blindfolded. Then the blindfold was taken. As a result, the view of one side around was changed. But after all, it would close the eyes on its own. Even though in a dream, until the moment that thing actually happens, I don’t want to see anything.

I opened the door, opened the door, opened the door. Room that called a room, no matter how far I followed, bed, living room, sofa or something surely looked like somebody has lived in, blended into daily life. But there were no one. I was around and opened the room, looking for her appearance. No matter how many doors I’ve opened, the bedroom was the innermost. There was a very large size bed, she was lying there. It sounded like a beautiful music. In the music, I couldn’t hear her zizzing sound. But, with her like that, I was waiting for her to wake up.  

And then, I woke up. Then unlike the past, dream, it knows that I will meet with a woman. I will meet someone. It’s surely not a mistake. 

Open the eyes and laptop to check how many emails. Not particularly big business.  As usual, picking up news articles just like that. Setting the pan on the toaster on the table, adding some coffee. And then playing favorite playlist. Music is being shuffled, the next one, I don’t know what song I should pick. Although I remember the phrase, while listening to the song that I don’t know the title, I keep bitting the bread, continuing the news checking. 

Then, I take a shower. Since I always sleep at night, in order to fix the sleeping habit, in the morning, it’s convenient to take a shower. And then dry my hair with a dryer. Put some wax. Wear my favorite long T-shirt. Wear jeans. Put a coat with hood attached in it. And then put the earphones. Listen to the continuation of the earlier playlist on the smartphone.

First of all, I think heading straight to the town. There’s no special things to do. Just heading to the same way once before. 

On the way to the station. The sky is clear. But the wind is cold, there aren’t so much things to say until my body is freezing to the bones. Although it’s not the perfect sky, it’s warm in winter. While Imagining telephone poles are no longer in town, I walk to the station. It may takes about one hundred years until the town turns into such a code. Even though the other radio waves connects the various things.
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I think the railroad is the product of the old world. If the new world begins, the railroad is no longer a leading part. While going up the old stairs of the station, I think of the black steam locomotive that ran in England in nineteen century. The old people who dressed like Victorian era people holding umbrella, dreaming about riding the lump of iron. Lining up in boring commuter train queue to ride on a crowded train, I’m familiar with that thing.  Remembering the morning rush, becomes unpleasant feelings. What the heck was that, for how many years, do I have to do this kind of thought? The subway that terrorists aim, surely bored with the old world and also with our product of unconsciousness. From the world in the ancient times, I’m sure it wants to end, that’s why I hate something that falls old. 

But the music blows off the unpleasant thoughts related to the train. For the intertwined rhythm and beautiful melody, scenery outside the window is changed into beautiful thing. On the way street to the town. The light that shines the field. Small ponds and forests. Boys walk on the footpath. And tunnel. Long time ago, the transitory view of the outside window of the train that tried to daze. I’m now in the moving art gallery again. 
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