
3’AM on the train tracks  

The grass is long and almost trips me as I walk toward the train tracks. They are the same 

tracks I used to play on as a kid. I can see the rusty old diesel trains that don’t stand on the 

rails but on the brown grass to the side, the ones I used to play and jump on. I can see the 

metal barrels that lie everywhere for no reason and the old conductor shed that has always 

been unused, with its faded green paint, is in the same place. The sun is nearly down, and I 

am walking to the tracks to die. I have thought about it for a while and I have decided that 

tonight is the night. I have been drinking for several hours and am drunker than I have been 

for months. I feel good. Like I could touch the moon if it would only come into reach. I want 

to remember this feeling, hold onto it as I let everything else go. If I had remembered it 

earlier maybe I wouldn’t be here. But it is too late to turn back, the walk is long, and I feel 

tired.  

The tracks run on either side of the conductors hut and stretch into the trees and grass that 

surround the clearing. I walk over to a section of track just to the right of the hut. The ground 

is made up of brown dirt. As soon as I touch it, it rises eagerly and settles on my clothes and 

face and I cough as it goes in my nose. I lay my head on the tracks and am surprised at how 

comfortable the hard metal is on my neck. It feels good lying here. Like I am in the right 

place. I can see the tall buildings of the city over the treetops in front of me, all bright and 

beautiful in the night. I’m still holding my open bottle of whiskey and it has spilt on the floor 

a bit. I take a deep drink and some splashes down my chin and gathers in a small pool on my 

shirt.  

Close to my left I see an old metal barrel with a large dent on the top and I remember making 

that dent. It was on the last day of school and I had taken my girlfriend Sam here. We ran on 

the trains like we did when we were children and sang for hours, our voices high and weak, 



before I lifted up her skirt and placed her on the metal bin. We didn’t realise how thin the 

metal was and it caved in straight away, and we both fell to the floor. We laughed as we held 

each other and kissed, the songs still on our tongues. We made love in the dirt and it rose and 

fell and covered us as we moved like animals. After we finished I kissed her nose and told 

her that I was moving away in the summer and that we shouldn’t see each other anymore. I 

think it was the first time that I got my nose broken and there is still a curve in it. I touch the 

curve and think about what the train will do to my nose with some interest. What it will do to 

all of me.  

I suppose people will want to know why I am doing this, but I am sure that they will be 

disappointed by the truth. Because the truth is simply that I’m bored. Life doesn’t hold any 

enjoyment for me anymore. There is no excitement for me and I am twenty-six years old. If I 

am this young and life is getting dull then what will the next seventy years be like. To me it 

would be a long and agonizingly dull journey and I want out. The few people who care about 

me won’t be happy with this explanation but by then I won’t care anymore anyway. I don’t 

owe my life to any of them.   

I suddenly feel a rumble on the tracks and I almost jerk my head forward instinctively, but I 

force myself to hold it still. But then I see a large lorry, shaking the roads with its wheels, 

come along the highway just behind the trees and I sigh and almost laugh. “I should have lay 

on the road.” I say out loud and try to take another drink, just to realise that the bottle is 

empty. I have no idea how often the trains run on this line. I used to see them maybe every 

few hours when I was a kid, so it could be any second. I am excited by the thought of this. 

It’s like standing in the middle of a highway. With cars, vans, trucks, motorbikes all 

screaming past you. Too fast for you to fully comprehend, but all you know is that one of 

them could take your soul at any second. It’s a wonderful feeling, especially when your 



drunk, to know this and to know that it is you who put yourself there. You are your own god 

when you choose your death.  

I have a pen and some sheets of paper in my shirt pocket so that I can write my note and I 

have even brought a little sandwich bag to put it in, so it won’t be ruined by the blood. It must 

be around midnight I think as I look around and notice the almost complete darkness. I pull 

out and turn on a small torch that I brought and put it on the side of me, so that I can see as I 

am writing and then take out the paper and the pen. I set the pen to the top of the paper. I start 

to write. 

 

Dear Reader, 

to anyone that may read this. Well, I guess I am dead. If this has hurt you I’m sorry. If it 

hasn’t then I am offended. I don’t want any of you to worry that this is your fault, or that you 

could have done anything to change it. Because none of you could. In all honesty, there has 

never been anyone who meant enough to me to stop me from doing anything. It has been a 

life of acting and amusement at my own absurdity. I have gotten the greatest pleasure from 

watching people fail or care terribly about things that have just never been important to me. I 

guess you could say I am a bad person. But I have never thought so. If you are wondering 

why I am doing this, it is one answer. I am bored. Life is not fun anymore. If it ever was. 

Perhaps it is because I don’t work enough, or maybe because I do nothing most of the time, 

but I am agonisingly bored. To me life is nothing. It is something we endure and waste. So, I 

am cashing in my time. This may not be a satisfactory answer, but then hey. Neither are the 

answers in any religious text.   

If it surprises people that I feel like this, then you are more stupid than I thought you all were. 

I have never hidden my dissatisfaction. The only time you saw me laughing or smiling was 



before the age of twenty, or recently when I was drunk. That is no way to live, or perhaps I 

am just weak. I see eyes as I walk down the street. Thousands of them. Brown ones, green 

ones, blue ones, grey ones, ones with flecks of amber, flecks of green, flecks of black, 

beautiful eyes, dull eyes, blank eyes and evil eyes. It seems to me that I’ve seen more eyes in 

my life then I have of anything else. And they are all better than mine. Happier than mine. 

Even the ones that are blank seem content and I cannot bring myself to live like this anymore. 

I have put it off for too long. A girl will come along, and I will forget everything for a while 

and I will say I love her for a while, but I get bored or they get bored and it ends just as 

quickly. I make friends that I don’t really like, and they follow me around for months, like lost 

puppies. People always seem to follow those that don’t care about them instead of those that 

love them. I will see some absurd story on the news or in a paper like the story I read about a 

man who died as he walked down the street when a stray brick fell from an old building and 

crushed in his skull. Or the one about the schoolgirl who ran away to Paris to meet a man 

she met on the internet only to find a ninety-year-old woman waiting for her there, and the 

stories makes me deliriously happy. I could go on like this for a while but what I am trying to 

explain to you is that life always tries to trick me. It fools me into thinking that I am a normal 

person for a while and it pushes the plan to the back of my mind. But it was always lingering! 

Understand I beg you. If you ever could. Imagine an actor trapped in one role for his life, 

unable to even want to switch roles, but knowing that he is trapped and is getting less and 

less invested in the film.  

I have just read back over this. I paused because I thought a train was coming and I was 

trying to get this paper in its sandwich bag. My words are terrible. Nonsense, and I am 

starting to think that I can’t really explain why I’m doing this. It's ridiculous. The thing that I 

think about more than anything, is the thing that I can never really talk about. There have 

been nights when I have tried to verbalise it. I even tried to explain to Sam that last night I 



was on these tracks. I tried to explain the feeling of ending to her. Of everything ending and 

the relief that I would feel. But the moments that I try to explain it, are always in the moments 

when the feeling is not on me. When it doesn’t control everything, I do. So, it never makes 

sense. It should do now though, following that logic. I hope it does. 

I think about sometimes what you will say about me when I’m gone. Will you scream and cry, 

or will you quietly cheer. I don’t care, but it is an odd train of thought. I will not go down in 

history, or even live on as a cherished memory. I will just be gone. My name will only be 

remembered from the small obituary that will appear in some newspapers. To be just gone is 

something, isn’t it? That is a glory in its self. The saints of this world argue that being good, 

will get you too heaven, or that being good is the best way to live. The criminals and the 

nihilists argue that it doesn’t matter one way or another. They cry and search for meaning in 

the most depraved ways and it’s all okay, isn’t it? Because nothing matters. Well, I don’t 

believe that. I believe that life is okay. That it means something anyway. And that it is 

something to be endured if you have the stomach for it or ended if you don’t. Something 

beautiful and terrible all at the same time. It is absurd is what it is. And that is why I have 

resisted ending things until now. There have always been absurd and wonderful things 

happening to somebody out there. Even if it was never to me. What difference does that 

make? They were happening, but the last few months have meant nothing really. The absurd 

doesn’t seem that absurd and the wonderful has never been so. Not for me.  

This is the last paragraph I think. I am not sure. I am comfortable on this train track. Drunk, 

with my head literally on the line. The writing is coming naturally. Smooth and with the 

semblance of flow and that is making me carry on. But the train could come at any moment. It 

has been several hours since I have got here, and I haven’t seen any. But they always seemed 

to arrive at a random moment when I was young. One second we would be playing and the 

next, this great rush of wind hit, and it felt like there was this unnameable force drawing us to 



the moving wheels. That is what brought me back here really I think. Knowing that I would 

never know when it would hit. I considered wearing headphones so that I couldn’t even hear 

it, but then I remembered I would feel the rumble of its wheels on the track, so I left them off. 

I don’t want to you to feel sorry for me and any of that shit, but I feel a bit scared, and that is 

making me happy. It is already working. I hope these feelings, these strong ones, like fear, 

will overwhelm me in the last few minutes.  

I guess it wasn’t the last. But I do only have a few sheets of paper left and I pause every few 

minutes to look around and remember things and it knocks me of a tangent. Life is the most 

absurd thing that there is, and I am throwing it away, not because it is absurd, but because I 

am finding it more and more difficult to appreciate its absurdness. An old friend of mine died 

about a year ago. His name was Max. Max something or other. He was one of the kids I used 

to play with here and he killed himself. Whiskey and pills for him. The easy way out, all the 

others said. But I suppose he just didn’t want the attention, not that I am not obliged to it. His 

note was extraordinary. Some newspapers even printed reviews and articles about it. It was 

funny, sweeping and gripping. I think it was then that I really decided to kill myself. His letter 

was beautiful. But it was boring. It meant less to me than his life. I read it as he described 

how the trees touched him and I wanted to laugh out loud. It was the note that decided it, I 

think, more than anything, because after reading it I was never the same. I would like to think 

that it was my old friend's death that finally pushed me, but really it wasn’t. His beautiful, 

boring note was the final nail on a coffin I had been building my whole life. There was 

nothing about the note that made me feel any different than I already felt. But it was his 

words that did it. Or at least the way he used those words. He was a master of language. A 

master of emotions and a master of women as well if his note is to be believed and everyone 

does. Believe, that is. But he will be remembered for a while and forgotten soon enough. I 

suppose I can’t really explain why the note made me feel that way. You would have to read it. 



I thought that is was the end of his life that brought it all on. But I think it was something 

else. He was like me. He didn’t feel what he wrote. I am sure of that and that is why I am 

trying to write exactly how I feel. Even if I’m making it all up. I don’t want someone to read 

this and become like me because they kind of see themselves in it, I want them to kill 

themselves or not kill themselves for whatever reason they want.  

This is the end I think. I saw some lights down the track some ways and I think it could be the 

train. The lights are moving low through the night as they turn the corner around the 

mountain pass and they are leaving just blackness behind them. So, I guess this is goodbye 

reader. The train is still a while away I think but I have nothing left to say. This, like 

everything, is boring me now. Goodbye. Goodbye. Goodbye. 

I sign the letter, put it in its sandwich bag and place the bag back in my shirt pocket before I 

do the button up. The track is not vibrating, and I can’t hear anything yet, but the mountains 

are quite a way away. It could be at least thirty minutes before it comes. I relax my head 

some more on the tracks so that my neck is on one of the railings and my head is more 

towards the wooden planks between each railing. Just so it doesn’t miss. I am comfortable. 

The drink is still making me happy and calm, but the writing has tired me out again now it is 

over. My eyes feel heavy and as I lie here looking up, the night starts to change into different 

shades of black and light. The stars clumping together in places and disappearing in others. I 

am waiting for my death, I think, and I start to laugh. Excitement oozes through my blood in 

what seems like the first time. I feel powerful holding my life in my hands. A master of fate. 

Killer of time. ‘You are not God. You don’t control this! I am God’ I want to scream at the 

sky, but my voice seems to have disappeared, so instead the words ring in my mind. The 

thought echoing round and round my head as my eyes start to fall shut and everything goes 

black. 



When I wake up it is morning and I am alive. I can still feel my life like an ill-fitting pair of 

my trousers, clinging to me. My neck hurts from lying on the rusty railing all night. The sun 

is just starting to come up and the amber light from it is making everything bright and 

beautiful. In the distance, the city hasn’t changed, and I almost start to cry.  

I get up slowly and brush the dirt from my clothes and as I do I feel the folded pieces of paper 

in my shirt pocket and I pull it out. I stare at it for a few seconds without reading before 

tearing it in two and shoving it deep into the pocket. 

The train station looks older in the day. More rust and less magic in its appearance. I put my 

head in my hands and scream at it and myself. I scream at the rusty bins and the old 

conductor's hut with its fading green paint. I scream at the dent in one of the bins and I 

scream at the memory of Sam and me rolling, dusty on the floor. When I am done, I am 

breathless, and I don’t feel alive. I walk over to the hut and lean my head against its wall and 

think about coming back here tonight, but my heart is heavy and sad, and I don’t see the point 

even in doing that. I am about to walk away when I see a white sign inside one of the 

windows of the hut. Pressed against the glass so that it could be read. The window is dusty, 

and you can’t really see inside so I use my sleeve and rub the dirt, managing to get most of it 

off and suddenly I can see some of the words on the sign and I read them quietly. They are 

ridiculous words. Moronic words. Beautiful words. Absurd words. Words that have no 

business being in my mind and I try to push them out, but they stay put. Words that I never 

want to forget. 

“Train lines will stop running on July 12th, 2017.” 

I read it over and over and over again, todays date singing in my head. 14th July 2019 and I 

trace the words in the window with my finger and start giggling. 

“Train lines will stop running on July 12th, 2010.” 



I shout it. 

“Train lines will stop running on July 12th, 2010!” 

I sing it. 

“Train lines will stop running on July 12th, 2010” 

I let it roll off my tongue. 

“Train lines will stop running on July 12th, 2010” 

Energy flows back through me and I start to laugh and laugh and laugh. I fall on the floor and 

roll over and over in the dirt. Covering myself in it. I lick the dirt and I punch it. I jump up on 

the bins and kick them so hard my foot goes through several. I scream “THE TRAIN WAS 

NEVER COMING!” The news is like a needle constantly threading my heart. “No train for 

me world. No death for Bill the god today!” I whisper to myself as if the whole world can 

hear it. I skip around and around. I whip my sore neck up and down, up and down, until it 

cracks and hurts more but I don’t care. I fall to my knees on the spot where me and Sam once 

rolled around, and I pick up some dirt in one hand and put as much as I can in my pocket, 

kissing whatever clings to my skin afterwards. I laugh hysterically. I start to run back to the 

city. Leaving the train lines behind, I throw the torn letter out of my pocket and I laugh and 

sing, fat tears falling from my eyes. The sun is still coming up and is warming me and I am 

alive. 

 

END 


