
The Eternity Train 

The thunder muttered aggressively. Daffodil gazed up at the impossible sky, the ocean of 

deep ink dotted with stars—and she simply could not believe her eyes. Scanning avidly, 

she searched for some signs of fault, some inconsistency or flaw. Yet there were none. 

How? How could this seem so real? Like it had always been, there was Orion, twinkling 

in the night sky with all the same brightness she had seen before on nights out with Dad 

and his comically large telescope in Devon...  

He always loved taking her out to see the stars, viewing constellations with his little 

girl. He had always loved that.  

Cognizant of her companion, Daffodil swallowed in silence. A powerful ache had 

begun to swell deep in her chest—half sadness, half grief, threatening to come gushing 

out and overwhelm her. 

‘You seem mournful, Daffodil’ said Riyul, face buried in his map, poring over the 

contents. He spoke in voice softer than usual, though still stern-faced, body strict and 

unmoving. 

‘Oh. Do I?’ sniffed Daffodil, blinking profusely. She considered this man facing away 

from her. How could he be so detached and impassive, yet notice her emotions which 

she desperately tried to hide? ‘I guess… I suppose... I just never saw this coming, being 

taken from my family. I don’t understand why.’ 

He glanced up at her and appeared to think for a few moments. 

‘I don’t think anyone did, child.’ He did not rebuke her; he did not belittle her. It was 

not an accusation; it was understanding. ‘But remember,’ he went on slowly. ‘It is not for 

us to know why things happen as they do—it is not for us to understand the why straight 

away. Know that questioning your path consumes happiness, and believe me, no good 

will come out of it. A day will come when things will become better and the path you 

were on makes sense. That I can assure you.’ 

Riyul slowly put away the map and sighed. 

‘Unfortunately however, that day is not today. Today, we must tread the path we are 

given—and eventually we will realise why that path led where it did. Until then, we 

follow the path.’ He gave her a warm smile, an exceptional gesture for the impassive 
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man in black, and turned away again. The thought of smiling back briefly flickered 

across her mind, but she decided not to: it was not the time for smiling. Right now, she 

would not pretend to be something she wasn’t—for now was not the time for facades.  

Riyul began striding towards the castle ahead. Deciding to leave her thoughts at bay 

for the time being, Daffodil ran to keep up, the black behemoth looming over them, 

ahead of them, growing above them, larger and seemingly darker they approached. 

Movements. The almost imperceptible rustling of leaves, dry and crisp as though 

animals scuttling through foliage: there were new sounds here that she had not noticed 

before. Whilst not distinguishable at first, the sounds of the gloomy, barely star-lit forest 

were growing louder. Click. She could hear pincers, barely audible, but altogether 

undeniable. 

‘No matter what happens Daffodil, do not pay heed to the sounds you hear.’  

Her eyes grew wide. All around her she felt them. Animals. Monsters. She could sense 

their hundred stares—creatures of the dark watching her, writhing, waiting to pounce. 

As she scanned the vast darkness for the source of the sound, she noticed something. 

Like a light reflected in a mirror, a glint of white flashed briefly in one of the castle 

windows, almost too quick to notice. Squinting, Daffodil tried to make out where it had 

come from, but it had disappeared altogether as fast as it had come. Resolving that it 

was just a figment of imagination, another trick compounded by the unhuman noises, 

she marched on. 

Whispers approached her now; not metaphorical whispers of the mind or extensions 

of thoughts, but real, audible whispers.  

They scuttled around her as she marched, hissing, peering, probing—growing into 

something substantial. Innumerable voices conjoining together… saying... 

Leave usss.  

Daffodil frantically spun, turning, glancing, swivelling around to the onslaught of … 

nothingness. There was no-one there.  

But the sounds. The sounds must have been there. As though poltergeists come to life, 

awoken by her presence disturbing their slumber.  
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Boom! Whips of lightning forked in the distance, lighting up the world, roaring 

through the land with the accompanying thunder.  

She turned back, the castle did not seem far now, though her estimations may have 

proven inaccurate in the darkness of night.  

And then she felt them.  

In that instance she felt the breath of oh so many souls, the innumerable forgotten 

waifs that were urging her not to enter—oh so many souls, but simultaneously none. 

Where were they? 

‘Do not search for the ghosts, child. If you search for them, you’ll never find them.’ 

said Riyul tenderly, like a father to a child. 

‘But I can... hear them,’ stuttered Daffodil, heartbeat in her ears. She was making a 

concerted effort to not look around or behind. Trying to keep up with Riyul, she 

quickened her pace, wading through the impressions of death that surrounded her, all 

the while searching for the castle stairs. She had come to the slow realisation that there 

was an unnatural cold creeping under her sleeves,  

Leave-usss. 

Her teeth were chattering now: her skin felt ice-cold and the whispers swam around her, 

weaving through the layers of her clothes as though tendrils of ice—searching, trying to 

get in. Her vision began to waver. 

The stone steps were in view now. Three metres away. She could just about perceive 

the five steps leading to a set of hazy, tall wooden doors; her sight was beginning to blur. 

‘Do not listen to the voices. Walk up to the door, and knock.’ 

Daffodil kept her unclear gaze fixed forward as she managed to stumble onto the first 

step.  

Unbalanced, near-delirious, she swayed forward. Second step. The sound of pincers 

and the whispers and feeling of excruciating cold began merging into one. The whispers 

had grown into screeching now; and her insides felt as though they were being wrung, 

rapidly changing between ferocious heat and blistering cold. Third step.  

‘...The door, Daffodil.’  
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He was just a faint voice in another world now. Was that even Riyul? She squinted 

through the pain—sounds and smells and tastes all began to mingle together: she could 

feel the pungent smells sweeping through her brain. Fainting was the only thing she 

wanted to do. Fourth step.  

Screams. Overwhelmed by the shrieks of poltergeists, of people who'd been maimed, 

her vision began failing her now. Pictures flashed. A hundred images burst through her 

mind in a flurry, all piercing through in the space of a moment. A girl crying, mourning. 

Graves. Lightning. A train. 

Fifth step.  

A million voices that were not hers cracked through her thoughts, shrieking, repelling 

her. Nearly collapsing, eyes rolling back, Daffodil floundered, searching with her fingers 

for hope—staggering for something solid. There. Coarseness—wood. She stumbled, 

sliding on the vast doors, pushed with what little energy remained, and fell into 

darkness. 


