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TheRoad That NeverSleeps
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The truck hums like a tired animal, steady and stubborn. Its headlights stretch forward, carving two

whitelinesintothedark. Thedriver'snameisn’timportant; the road knows him better thananyone.
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Hedrives through thesilence of midnight towns. Gas stations glow like lonelyislandsinablack sea. A

man at the counter nods without words, and that’s enough.
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Coffeetasteslike metal, strong buttired. Hedrinks it slowly, feeling the warmth crawl back into his

hands. Outside, trucks breathe smokeinto the cold, like beasts waiting for dawn.
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He remembers mornings that began athome — sunlight, toast, a voice calling his name. Now,
mornings begin with diesel and distant hills. Still, he nods to the sun whenit rises — a quiet greeting

betweentwoold travelers.
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Theroadisn’tcruel;itjust neverends. Itlistens but never answers, holds him but never stays.

Sometimes he talks toitanyway, just to hearavoiceinreturn.
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He knows everykind of night. The ones that smell like rain, the ones full of stars, and the ones that

forgetboth. Each nightleaves something behind — asound, aface, asilence that stays.
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Sometimes music fills the cab — asoft song about nowhere and everywhere. It mixes with the hum

of the engine until both sound like memory. He taps the steering wheelinrhythm, adrummer for

miles of empty road.
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Atdawn, fog drifts low like breath from the earth. The truck’s lights cut throughit carefully, like

hands parting a curtain. He sees the first colors of day — pale gold, quiet blue, and a promise of

warmth.
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Hestops by theroad torest. Birds move in the grass; adog trots behind afence. He eats bread, wipes

his hands, and watches the world beginagain.
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Thereis noapplauseand no ending out here. Only the sound of wheels, wind, and aman doing his

part. When night falls again, the road will call — and he will answer.
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