
Horizon

The bright phone display lit up again - and again - and again.

While contemplating if I should pick up, my �nger already

moved to the green, circular interplay of pixels, regretting it

the moment the tinny voice �lled the car. “...have this done by

tomorrow, this project is big, don’t mess up! - - -”.

Sighing, my hands grabbed the wheel tighter, knuckles

turning white. One more thing I have to worry about, my

boss doesn’t like me anyway, so I’ll be forced to put even more

e�ort into my work.

i don't want to. i really don’t want to.

do i really have to? they said i have to. but i don’t want to!?

While my thoughts started to circle around in my head, my

stomach growled, reminding me that I didn't eat anything

today.

In that exact moment a diner appeared on the side of the

road. Already hearing my boss screaming at me the next day,



for not ful�lling her expectations, for going to a diner and

relaxing instead of working on the project, I pulled over.

I wasn’t relaxed.

At all.

I felt the pressure almost physically as a weight on my

shoulders and while trying to ignore it, it got heavier and

heavier until I felt like I was su�ocating.

The booth I chose was far away from all the chattering and

laughter that took place in a diner at around 8pm on a

thursday. Some highschool students, seated at a table near the

counter, were chatting and apparently playing some kind of

funny game.

they look so carefree. as if they had nothing to worry about.



Suddenly, one of them stood up and con�dently walked to

the counter. “...ow, could you play this song please?”

Two seconds later a melody, a beat �lled the diner.

I turned my head back towards the window.

i really should start to work.

But somehow I couldn't bring myself to leave this booth, to

move.

i don’t know where i should  go.

i don’t know where i want to go.

“It's Been A Long Road So Far”

it was. at least that’s what it feels like. i don’t remember how it

started. i don’t remember how i ended up in a life i don't want

to live.

“Life Is A Long Marathon

The Di�erence Now Is That I



Set The Course”

do i? what is my course? where do i want to end up? how can

one set a course without having a destination?

“No Matter What I'm Going My May

It's What I've Dreamed Every Night

Don't Worry We're Just Going Our Way

Don't Forget, We Can Do Everything”

we can do everything? of course we can’t… right?

Do i have a dream?

i did.

but they didn’t like it.

why did i listen?

why did i give up?

“This Is My Way.”

is it my way? my decision?



is it?

“This Is My Way.”

this is my way?

it’s always been their way. always.

but... it never should have been.

“This Is My Way.”

it is. it’s mine. only mine.

“Don't Be Afraid”

i’m not. am I?

“Dreams Are Everywhere”

even here?

“Just Go Where

“You're Going, My Way”

my way.

Let's Go Without Hesitation.



i want to leave. i’ve always wanted to leave. i don’t know why i

didn’t. people do weird things. things that don’t make them

happy. i don’t want to be one of those people. and i won’t.

Suddenly it was much easier to stand up, to move. Shortly

before leaving the diner, I took a glance at the table in front of

the counter. The students were laughing and dancing.

carefree. free.

Once standing in front of the road, I started to realize what I

had decided. It wasn’t too late to go back. To go back into the

golden cage, I just decided to break out of.

To go back to the normal life.

but I don’t want to.

that’s what matters.

that’s what should have always mattered.

And I turned my back to the blinding lights, going my way.




