
 

  

 



The Eternity Train 

Chapter 1 

 

Riyul jerked awake. The wooden boards creaked and groaned under his now shifting 

weight as he righted himself, legs still dangling over the edge of the moving carriage. 

The unmistakable clangs of metal on metal could be heard from all around. A blur of 

dark green trees and countryside streaked before his still tired, narrowing eyes whilst he 

tried to get his bearings. How long had he been asleep? His eyelids still felt heavy as he 

rubbed them with his calloused, bruised and cut hands. It must still be around 

midnight: his eyes narrowed, taking in the smears of earthy brown, woodland green and 

dark purple sky as the countryside whizzed by, the crescent moon shining down upon it 

all. He couldn’t have been sleeping that long, for twilight still bathed the evermoving 

night-forest with a magnificent pearlescent light; a gentle glimmer, as though covered 

by a wafer-thin layer of shining silky gossamer, painted the tops of the impossibly-fast 

trees with a silver sheen.  

Chuka-chuka-chuka-chuka-chuka. The sound of the train: metal on metal. The 

perpetual cacophony of clangs and groans and heaves—this sound was something Riyul 

once despised. But as time had gone by, the sound had become something more akin to 

a moderately irritating lullaby. It was a metallic pounding that seemed to 

simultaneously come from underneath him, above him, and around him. Whistles and 

sirens (barely audible over the ceaseless clangs of the train) could be heard blaring from 

some distant part of the train—a part of the train that unfortunately did not concern 

him, for Riyul was alone. Complete solitude. Bliss, some might consider it, in his 

compartment, secluded from the other side. Riyul didn’t find it to be bliss. For Riyul, he 

was in prison. 

The wooden boards that he was sat on groaned in protest as he heaved himself 

up, abruptly lolling his legs back over the edge of the carriage, into the compartment, 

standing up to full stature. All around him were the telltale signs of a man who had 

quickly made home out of near-nothingness. Wooden crates were scattered around the 
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box-shaped carriage; clothes that were caked in grime and clearly had not been washed 

in weeks were strewn around the compartment, covering the wooden boxes as though 

creating children's play tables. A makeshift bed carefully constructed out of 

miscellaneous clothes and hay took up a third of the living space; on a rusted nail hung a 

solitary lantern, bathing the compartment with a sickly yellow light—jerking and 

twisting with the slightest turn and sway of the train.  

As he glanced to his bed, contemplating whether he should give up on the watch 

and lie down, Riyul heard the scurry of tiny feet. He edged forward carefully, and out of 

his pillow (once a pair of his finest trousers) poked a miniscule nose, followed by 

snow-white whiskers and fur.  

'Eli!' cried Riyul, rushing over to the mouse before he could escape. 'I was 

wondering where you were!' Eli twitched his nose affectionately as Riyul reached down 

and picked up the rodent, who began nibbling the inside of his palm, apparently 

searching for something to eat.  

'I haven’t got any food for you I’m afraid, Eli,' Riyul said. Gazing down at the 

innocent creature in his hand scurrying around seemed to reawaken a gnawing feeling 

inside of him—a feeling he knew he did not want to resurface. He watched the lone 

creature and a powerful ache began to well up from the pit of his stomach and flood his 

body. Eli was the only other living being Riyul had in the world now. The sensation 

stuffed his lungs and throat, and suddenly swallowing seemed quite difficult—for Eli 

was now his sole companion; and as for his real friends and family—he did not know 

where they were. The ache reached inside his chest and twisted.  

It was difficult to be certain how long he had spent on the train trapped with a 

mouse. Had it been a month? Two? The passing of days, much like the passing of the 

world outside, seemed to become one endless blur. Days became weeks, weeks became 

months, and for the life of him, Riyul could not ascertain exactly how long he had been 

on the moving carriage. In this strange place, time did not seem to follow the rules. The 

wooden wall panels adjacent to his makeshift bed were of course littered with carvings, 

with around fifty deep scratches indicating what Riyul hoped were days passed. The only 
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thing was, everytime Riyul woke up, it was night. The lines he carved every so often were 

his best guess at what may have been twenty-four hours. But were there hours in the 

train? He had been riding the train night after night, week after week, without a single 

ray of sunshine peeking over the moving forest outline. And yet he felt sure that there 

were days. He just seemed to never catch them. Riyul always somehow fell asleep, no 

matter how hard he tried, before daybreak. And he always reawoke in the depth of night.  

It was extremely disheartening: staying up night after night, waiting for daylight 

to finally make an appearance just to understand another piece of the puzzle. It felt as 

though it was just yesterday that he was running to Moor Street Station, praying that he 

was not too late for departure. As though, just yesterday he had snatched the ticket from 

the machine, unceremoniously waved it in front of the reader and proceeded to sprint 

helter-skelter to Platform 2. As though it was only yesterday he was in the world he 

knew and understood, outside of this nightmarish, disconcerting misery—and yet his 

normal world felt as though a lifetime ago.  

Riyul was deep in thought when he realised something was wrong. The playful 

nature of Eli seemed to come to a halt: Whereas he was but a minute ago scampering 

around Riyul’s splayed hand, playfully hiding behind box and blanket, he had now 

stopped moving. Instead, Eli appeared to be staring at something far off in the distance. 

Riyul turned around to look at the fourth wall of his carriage, which was not in fact a 

wall at all but which had always been an opening. There, standing in front of the rushing 

trees and night sky, on the very spot Riyul had been sitting half-asleep just minutes ago, 

stood a shadowed figure. 

'Who are you?'  
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