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Your feet feel numb in their target brand shoes, leaden and claustrophobic. Your 
hands are even stiffer, thanks to the weather. It’s the middle of July and the rain has 
burst forth from the sky like a volley of arrows. It causes the hair on your neck to curl 
up into little roundabout circles. Rivulets of polluted water trickle down your rain 
jacket, and coalesce at your watch. It’s ten minutes to eight o’clock on Monday 
morning and your lecture begins before you’ll even make it to university. You stifle a 
sigh and beep your way into the station, rushing through those godforsaken bars 
before they stop you from going where you need to go. You pass security with your 
head down and then swiftly make for the escalators. You wonder who turns them on 
in the morning. How many rotations to do they make in any given day? You wonder 
if they ever get bored of just turning and turning and turning and turning. Going 
nowhere…  
 
You arrive at the platform and walk down that dirtied yellow line that marks the 
barrier between life and death, now and then. Sometimes you concoct strange 
images in your head when you stand here waiting, wondering what will happen if 
you stepped down into that gravel ditch. Today to pass the time, you pull out your 
mobile phone and start scrolling, wondering if anyone else is doing anything 
interesting. You’ve got Jennifer Hills who’s just secured a talent agent and is moving 
to LA next month. You’ve got Christine Murphy, who proposed to her boyfriend last 
leap day. Her wedding’s this Saturday, in Dublin. You’ve got Brody McDougall who’s 
won a sports scholarship - he’ll be travelling to Canada in September. And then 
you’ve got you. Your profile is ordinary. Your life, mundane. The most interesting 
thing that’s happened to you all year is that you’ve changed up your diet. Instead of 
being vegan, you are now raw vegan. You don’t cook your food because Dr Robert 
Morse says so.  
 
Look, the train is coming. Its two lurid eyes stare you down, judging you, wondering 
where you want to go. When it comes to a wailing stop, you cross that horrid yellow 
line and push the button for the doors. Then you wait. The doors open and some 
commuters get off. Nobody makes eye contact because they are all lost on the same 
little journey you are; that journey where everyone is moving forwards and 
backwards and everywhere and nowhere. They are ants heading blindly to the hills, 
following that illusionary line of life; allowing themselves to be carried along with the 
current, hastening to their end. You have no choice but to follow them. Because 
mum says you need a house. Because dad says you need a car. That’s why you’re 
going to university isn’t it? To pay for those things. Then you won’t have to take the 
Mandurah line, you see. 


