
My happy place is timeless, one might say. But it relies on the existence of time to run. It is 
almost never empty, but always feels it. The emptiness is crucial to its appeal. It is 
constantly moving, but you are not. It is even more confusing at night. Who knows what you 
might find on the tracks if you look too long. What the announcer is saying in an alien 
language far away. You walk fast, head down, earphones in. Everyone is suspicious at night. 
No one is who you think they are, even you. The piercing horn of the train is not to warn you 
that it is coming, it is to warn something else. You board, find a seat, study the few people 
around you. One is sleeping. You know better. Dreams are weird in this place, if you spend 
too long in them, who knows what will happen to you. The rest of them stare straight ahead 
mindlessly. Their heads bob, swaying from side to side in a crude unison. Uniformity is 
inevitable, though everyone here differs. Do not look out the windows. Keep your eyes 
inside the carriage at all times. You will always hear buzzing. That is okay, it is how you know 
you are safe. When it stops is when you must worry. Do not put both feet on the ground at 
night, always keep at least one rested on your knee or on the chair opposite. The 
anticipation is constant whether leaving or returning. Reality is a mortal concept in this 
place, it is liminality is infinite. It is an ambiguous in-between space, a gateway, an escape. It 
is a dreamlike state, punctured only by thought. The primary-coloured seats have words in 
an alien language, perhaps the one the announcer was speaking at the platform a million 
years ago. The stark lighting highlights the glitter on the floor, but also the foil of a chip 
packet left two seats away. It is modern ethereality, urban illusion. A woman stares down at 
you from an advertisement on the wall. You could have sworn she had brown eyes before, 
but now they are a bright blue. She looks away, embarrassed. You settle into your chair, 
adjusting for the long night ahead. Any wariness about the dangers has long since passed, 
and you succumb to the weight of sleep on your eyelids and your bones. I dare you; you say 
to the unknown. I dare you to take me now.  

 


