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Prologue
This content is not available in the sample book. The book can be purchased on Leanpub at http://leanpub.com/train16thewhisperofthewheels

Chapter 1


I sat on the edge of my bed, hands trembling as I tried to fit everything into my tiny suitcase. The clock on the wall ticked loudly, counting down the last few hours before my departure. My heart felt heavy with each passing minute, weighed down by memories and regrets that threatened to consume me whole.




As I looked around the small apartment in Budapest, I couldn’t help but feel a rush of nostalgia wash over me. This place had been more than just a roof over my head; it was a sanctuary where I’d found solace amidst the chaos of my life. Each corner held its own memories – from the first time I explored this charming city to the quiet moments spent reading or writing in solitude.




But now, as I prepared to leave behind this city and everything it represented, I couldn’t help but feel an overwhelming sense of loss. The thought of saying goodbye to the people I’d met here, the places I’d grown to love, and the experiences that had shaped me was almost unbearable.




Packing up my few belongings felt like saying goodbye to a part of myself that I wasn’t sure if I could ever get back. Each item held its own weight in the narrative of my past – friends who’d become family, keepsakes from loved ones, mementos from my profession, farewells written with tears streaming down my face, and separation that left me feeling empty inside.




My fingers lingered over a photograph album as I debated whether or not it was worth taking with me on this journey. On one hand, these images served as tangible reminders of the memories we create and hold dear. On the other hand, they also represented a past that I knew I could never return to.




After what felt like an eternity, I made my decision. As I finally zipped up my suitcase, I realized that there were some things I simply couldn’t leave behind - like the diary that lay tucked away in my backpack. It chronicled every thought and feeling from these past few tumultuous years; a testament to who I had been and where I came from.




As I took one last look around my apartment, I knew that this wasn’t truly goodbye. For as long as I carried these memories within me, Budapest would always be a part of my story – a chapter that shaped me into the person I am today.









As Egon Etairos sat on the edge of his bed, surrounded by an assortment of clothes, books, and other personal items strewn about the small apartment in Budapest, he couldn’t help but reminisce about his last year spent in this city. He had arrived here with high hopes of starting over after leaving everything behind - his old life, friends, family, profession; even farewells seemed trivial compared to the weight of what he was running from.




In Budapest, Egon found solace in the familiarity of the streets and buildings that now felt like home. He visited the same cafes where he used to sit for hours lost in thought or imagined conversations with old friends who had long since drifted apart. The smell of goulash from street vendors brought back memories of laughter-filled evenings spent around crowded tables, sharing stories and dreams over steaming bowls of Hungarian comfort food.




Despite the cold winters that often chilled him to his bones as he walked through the snow-covered streets towards one of Budapest’s famous thermal baths, Egon couldn’t help but appreciate this city for giving him a chance at starting over again. But now it was time for him to leave all these behind and face whatever lay ahead.




Egon sighed deeply as he zipped up his suitcase and pushed it aside. Despite feeling a pang of sadness at leaving Budapest behind, he knew it was time for him to move on. The city had been more than accommodating during the past year, providing him with everything he needed to start anew – a fresh identity. But lately, something had changed; the allure of the unknown began calling out to him like a siren’s song, urging him to continue his journey and leave behind the familiar comforts of Budapest.




He stood up from the edge of his bed and looked around the small apartment one last time before heading out into the hallway. As he locked the door behind him and walked towards the elevator, Egon couldn’t help but feel a sense of anticipation mixed with fear about what lay ahead. He knew that every step he took would lead him further away from this life and closer to whoever or whatever it was that had been driving him all these years.




As Egon Etairos stepped out of the main entrance of the house and into the bustling city streets, he couldn’t shake off the feeling of restlessness that had been plaguing him for weeks. The wanderlust within him burned brighter than ever before, urging him to continue his journey and explore new places, meet new people, and experience life in all its vibrant colors. He couldn’t explain why this unquenchable thirst for adventure persisted despite having traveled extensively over the past year; perhaps it was simply because he didn’t want to live a mundane life.




The narrow, winding streets of Budapest seemed to echo his inner turmoil as they twisted and turned around ancient buildings and hidden courtyards. There was something new to discover at every corner - an intriguing shop window display or a street performer captivating a crowd with their skills. Despite the cold winter air nipping at his cheeks, Egon couldn’t help but feel alive amidst all this chaos and uncertainty.




A few blocks away from his apartment, Egon spotted the small café tucked away in an alleyway - one of his favorite haunts during his time in Budapest. The warm glow spilling out onto the cobblestone pavement beckoned him inside, and without thinking twice, he ducked into the cozy establishment. As he took a seat at the window, he couldn’t help but reflect on all that had brought him to this point in life: selfishness and self-centeredness were once guiding principles that shaped his actions, but now presented Egon with a dilemma - how could he continue living like this when there was so much more waiting out there?




“Good evening, sir,” said the barista, breaking into his thoughts. “What can I get for you today?”




Egon hesitated for a moment before ordering his usual espresso shot. As he sipped on the cup of coffee, he couldn’t help but reflect on all that had brought him to this point in life: selfishness and self-centeredness were once guiding principles that shaped his actions but now presented Egon with a dilemma - how could he continue living like this when there was so much more waiting out there?









As Egon pushed open the heavy wooden door of the quaint café, warmth enveloped him like a soft blanket, offering respite from the biting winter air outside. The scent of freshly baked pastries and strong coffee filled his senses, momentarily distracting him from the thoughts that had been plaguing him for days.




He had spent the last 30 minutes in deep contemplation, sipping on his favorite blend of espresso and watching the snowflakes dance gracefully to the ground. But now, it was time to face reality and embark on a journey that would change his life forever.




Egon pulled his scarf up over his nose and mouth, taking one last look at the bustling city outside before stepping into the swirling blanket of white. Snowflakes clung to his eyelashes and hair as he made his way down the cobblestone street towards the train station, each step heavier than the last.




Despite the beauty surrounding him, an overwhelming sense of dread gnawed at him. He tried to focus on the time ahead – the new city, the fresh start – but something kept holding him back. A nagging feeling that he was making a mistake refused to leave his side, no matter how hard he tried to shake it off.




As he approached the train station, Egon quickened his pace, anxious to get through security and onto the train. The bustling building was abuzz with activity as he made his way towards the checkpoint. He presented his ticket and ID without a second thought, feeling the cold metal of the security officer’s handcuffs as he passed through the scanner.




Egon breathed a sigh of relief as he cleared security and made his way onto Train #16, settling into a seat in one of the second-class cars. His mind began to drift towards the future that awaited him in Zurich, but the doubts and uncertainty continued to plague him.




Was he really doing the right thing? Was there no other way out? These thoughts circled around and around in Egon’s mind as the train pulled away from the station, leaving behind everything he had ever known.









As the locomotive rumbled to life with a low hum, Egon Etairos sat comfortably in his seat, taking in the sights and sounds of Budapest Train Station. The air was filled with the hustle and bustle of travelers rushing about, their voices echoing through the cavernous space. Porters wheeled suitcases across the polished marble floor, while businessmen hurried to catch their trains.




The train station itself was a testament to old-world elegance, with its soaring ceilings and intricately painted murals depicting scenes from Hungary’s glorious past. Marble pillars supported arched walkways that connected the various platforms, their soft golden glow bathing everything in warm light.




Egon watched as people boarded the train, some with eager smiles on their faces, others with tired resignation. He couldn’t help but feel a twinge of nostalgia for the life he was leaving behind. Yet, there was also a sense of excitement brewing within him, fueled by the prospect of starting anew in the West.




As a voice rang out through the speakers, announcing the imminent departure, Egon took one last look around. He noticed several passengers rushing towards their carriage, their faces flushed with anxiety as they scrambled to board the train before it pulled away from the station. One man tripped on his suitcase, sending it tumbling across the platform in his haste. Another woman dashed past him, nearly knocking him over in her rush to make it on time.




Egon couldn’t help but chuckle at their predicament. He remembered a time when he too would have been caught up in the frenzy of last-minute preparations before boarding a train. But now, things were different. His mind was focused on the future, on the new life that awaited him in the West.




With a contented sigh, Egon settled back into his seat and closed his eyes, allowing himself to drift off into quiet contemplation once more.
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