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Little by little I wake up.

When breathing, I notice the smell of dust. I end up coughing, my back hurts, and then my whole body seems to complain. My eyes are heavy. And when I open them I feel dust fall into them and make them burn. It's still dark.

I'm not in my bedroom. Where am I?

My last memory was getting on the Ruby Line train on the way back from another difficult day at work. I woke up that morning ready to put my cards on the table with my overbearing boss. Confronting it, because I couldn't stand so much oppression anymore, and if necessary I would resign. But I didn't have the courage. And I hate myself for it. He spoke louder, humiliated me and I lowered my head as I always do. Selfless. Coward. That's how I remembered getting on that train. Defeated.
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