




lost

Pressing through the darkness, looking, looking, searching for the light of the train. Then very abruptly a bright wavering light shone up ahead, guiding the small, red, BMW towards the darkly lit train station. As the cars trundled along the road, the rain thickened and came down faster causing the little man driving the car to slow even more. Yet his excitement for leaving the country for the first time ever was too overwhelming, so he pushed through the rain until he came upon what seemed to be a parking lot, so he pulled into what seemed t be a space, but for all he knew it could have been anything. Luckily enough he was correct in his assumption and had not just parked his car in the middle of the road. 
Preparing to be soaked through to the bone, he opened his car door as fast as he could, ran around the back of his car, popped the trunk, grabbed his small misshapen bag and trotted through the big puddles; obviously causing his short stumpy legs to be drenched and muddy.
As he entered the small dingy train station he came upon a tall stout looking woman with a tight bun perched atop her abnormally bulbous head, and in a voice that matched her appearance, “what       can      I      do     for     you       today?” she said each word with a harsh cold voice that intimidated this odd little man quite a bit.”Eh em… well I’d like one ticket to New Zealand please.” He said in a confident yet scared voice.

“Well if you insist. I’ll put that through for you”

“Eh em well why thank you, when will this train be leaving?” he said in a very intimidated voice.

“I
was
 getting

to
that…  ‘Sir’” she said without any patience at all.

“I apologize ma’am”

“Don’t bother I get treated without any respect all day and there is nothing you can do about it ‘sir’ I just thought that someone who seems to have some dignity would treat a superior with a little more respect.”

   “I am very sorry ma’am; I didn’t mean to upset you.” 

“You don’t care about me. No one does. I have such a terrible life. No one likes me. Oh how my dumb life sucks. Oooooooooo no one respects me. Why? Why? Why? Why? Why? Why? Oooo.” she blubbered as she burst into tears.

“Here  just take the ticket and go, just take it I don’t want your money.”

“Thank you miss. I am very sorry though”

“Whatever just go get on your train it leaves in 20 minutes.” She said in between sobs.

“Thank you very much, I’m sorry for your trouble ma’am.”

 
After this odd ordeal the little man passed through the dark musty waiting room and down to the platform where the rain seemed to come down harder and harder in the 20 minutes that he was waiting for the train to come along.


So when the little man’s train finally came along he was even wetter than before. When the train came steaming down the tracks at full speed, the man had a sharp pang of terror that the train might not stop, but sure enough the train came to a screeching stop just in front of the small cramped platform.


An odd looking conductor hopped of the step and called out in a wavery voice that clearly indicated he was very tired, “all aboard. All aboard. All aboard. All aboard.”

So with weary feet he clambered aboard the large deep red, train, lightly puffing smoke into the dark sky. When he entered the compartment he came upon a man that he found hard to describe, he was dressed in a big red button up coat, with big blue buttons that seemed to shine in the dingy lighting of the train. He was wearing a pair of shoes that the man found to be quite odd, they were black and came up past his ankles and seemed to have an odd crown symbol, he figured this was the logo for these shoes. His head was lightly covered in a black and grey stripy beanie, with a big pin on the top that had the same crown logo as the shoes, so the little man assumed that this man was either obsessed with these shoes, or was a traveling salesman. 

“Hello sir, good day.”

“Hey man, sup, where you going on this fine day?”

“Well I’m planning on going over to New Zealand, how about you?”

“I’m just riding this train till I find somewhere I want to be. Hi my name’s Isaiah.” He said in a hospitable tone, as if he owned the train and the man was just a visitor in his big moving house.

“Sounds like a pretty um… interesting life story.”
“Why thank you, so why are you headed to New Zealand?”

“Well I have recently discovered that hobbits live very well in New Zealand, and are accepted into society with welcome arms.”

“Well I don’t know whose story is more interesting, mine or yours, you seem to be going to a new country to be a hobbit, and I’m headed to somewhere I can live and be free from the world.”


After this conversation the conductor abruptly came along to check tickets, and to show them to their compartments, and sleeping quarters.

“The train will be departing now and we should be there by around noon tomorrow will you be staying with us Mr. Stewart?”

“No I think I can find a life to live there in New Zealand. Thank you”

“Alright then follow me, you sir are in compartment 1 and Mr. Stewart, you’re in compartment number 2 I believe”

“Thank you.” they said together.

So after settling down for the night the 2 men woke up to a bright sunny day, with the bulging red sun poking its rays under the window shade, this created a sense of pride in the man because of his usually shy demeanor, this also created a sense of terror of entering a new world, a world in which he wasn’t alone but in the same way, he was alone. The sense of fear made him want to run, hide, and just be a part of a world that he doesn’t belong in, instead of an unknown world.

With this sense of fear nestling deep inside the man he stepped out of his small sleeping compartment and passed through to the dining cart, where he came upon Mr. Stewart sitting at a table telling having an interesting discussion about the music playing quietly from the record player.

“No this is clearly the best artist ever to walk the earth.” Mr. Stewart said with a sense of pride.

“I respect your decision sir but I think that I’m not such a big fan of his style.”

“well there is no denying that scott is so much better than anyone else that has ever walked the earth, as I said before.”

“alright sir well I must be going we’ll be arriving shortly.”

“good bye.” He said exasperatedly

A little while later the train ever so slowly came to a screeching stop in front of a small cramped platform. So stepping off the train the little man stepped into a whole new world, a world teeming with people going this way and that in the afternoon sun, little children waiting and waiting for a long lost train that wasn’t expected to come along for another hour, families hugging and saying their last goodbyes, he stepped into this world and saw a rabbit.
He like Alice found this rabbit to be very curious. This odd little rabbit seemed to see the man and proceeded to promptly hop away. The man finding this even more curious, followed the rabbit towards the exit, he paid no attention to the bright new world of the sunny New Zealand, but just the little grey rabbit hopping along the road now. Just as foretold the rabbit came to a largish hole next to a tree which of course the rabbit tumbled down into, so the man followed because he knew Lewis Carol’s story quite well. What he didn’t expect was what seemed to be a cross between a vulture and a kangaroo waiting for what seemed to be him. “hello.” The vulture said in a deep gruff voice, and before the little man had tome to respond the kanga-volt, he was gobbled up, and there went his dream of being a hobbit.     

