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The
  sound came first.




  
A
  distant metallic rhythm echoed through the darkness, repeating
  over
  and over like a heartbeat made of steel. It grew louder with
  every
  passing second until it was impossible to ignore. Clack. Clack.
  Clack. The sound vibrated through his body before he even opened
  his
  eyes.




  
When
  he finally did, everything was blurry.




  
The
  ceiling above him swayed slightly. Dim yellow lights stretched
  across
  a narrow corridor, their glow trembling with every movement of
  the
  train.




  
The
  train.




  
That
  much he understood immediately.




  
He
  was on a train.




  
For
  several moments he simply stared upward, confused and
  disoriented.
  His head felt unusually heavy, as if someone had filled it with
  wet
  sand. A dull pain pulsed behind his eyes.




  
Slowly,
  he sat up.




  
The
  seat beneath him was worn but comfortable. Dark blue fabric
  covered
  the cushions. Across the aisle sat an elderly woman reading a
  newspaper. A young man farther ahead listened to music through
  large
  headphones.




  
Everything
  looked normal.




  
Yet
  something felt terribly wrong.




  
He
  rubbed his forehead.




  
Who
  am I?




  
The
  question appeared suddenly.




  
Simple.




  
Natural.




  
Terrifying.




  
His
  heartbeat accelerated.




  
He
  searched his memory.




  
Nothing.




  
No
  name.




  
No
  family.




  
No
  home.




  
No
  job.




  
No
  childhood memories.




  
Nothing.




  
It
  was as if someone had opened his mind and erased everything that
  had
  ever existed inside it.




  
Panic
  began creeping into his chest.




  
He
  closed his eyes and concentrated harder.




  
Think.




  
Come
  on.




  
Anything.




  
A
  birthday.




  
A
  friend's face.




  
An
  address.




  
A
  favorite food.




  
Nothing
  came.




  
The
  emptiness remained.




  
His
  breathing became faster.




  
He
  looked around again, hoping something familiar would trigger a
  memory.




  
Nothing
  did.




  
The
  old woman turned a page.




  
The
  young man continued listening to music.




  
Outside
  the window, forests rushed past beneath a gray sky.




  
Everything
  seemed perfectly ordinary.




  
Except
  him.




  
He
  reached into his jacket pocket.




  
A
  wallet.




  
His
  fingers trembled as he opened it.




  
Inside
  were several folded bills.




  
A
  few receipts.




  
A
  train ticket.




  
No
  identification.




  
No
  driver's license.




  
No
  photograph.




  
No
  credit cards.




  
Nothing
  that revealed his identity.




  
He
  checked every compartment twice.




  
Then
  a third time.




  
Still
  nothing.




  
His
  stomach tightened.




  
The
  ticket caught his attention.




  
It
  appeared older than it should have.




  
The
  paper was slightly yellowed.




  
The
  destination printed at the bottom read:




  
Terminal
  47




  
He
  frowned.




  
The
  name meant nothing to him.




  
He
  turned the ticket over.




  
Blank.




  
No
  additional information.




  
No
  explanation.




  
No
  clues.




  
Just
  Terminal 47.




  
A
  strange chill ran down his spine.




  
The
  train suddenly entered a tunnel.




  
Darkness
  swallowed the windows.




  
For
  a brief moment he saw only his reflection staring back at
  him.




  
Dark
  hair.




  
Tired
  eyes.




  
A
  faint scar above his left eyebrow.




  
The
  face belonged to him.




  
Yet
  it felt like the face of a stranger.




  
He
  stared until the train emerged from the tunnel.




  
Light
  returned.




  
His
  reflection vanished.




  
The
  feeling remained.




  
A
  voice interrupted his thoughts.




  
"Are
  you feeling better?"




  
He
  looked up.




  
The
  elderly woman across the aisle was watching him.




  
Her
  newspaper rested in her lap.




  
He
  hesitated.




  
"Better
  than what?"




  
The
  woman seemed surprised.




  
"You
  looked sick earlier."




  
"I
  did?"




  
She
  nodded.




  
"Very
  pale. I thought you might faint."




  
His
  confusion deepened.




  
"How
  long have I been asleep?"




  
The
  woman considered the question.




  
"Several
  hours."




  
Several
  hours.




  
What
  had happened before that?




  
Again
  he searched his memory.




  
Again
  he found nothing.




  
"Do
  you know me?" he asked.




  
The
  woman smiled politely.




  
"No."




  
Disappointment
  washed over him.




  
"But
  you boarded at Blackridge Station."




  
His
  eyes widened.




  
"You
  saw me?"




  
"Of
  course."




  
"Was
  I alone?"




  
The
  woman hesitated.




  
"I
  think so."




  
Think
  so.




  
Not
  certainty.




  
Just
  possibility.




  
He
  leaned forward.




  
"Did
  I speak to anyone?"




  
The
  woman shook her head.




  
"No.
  You seemed distracted."




  
Distracted.




  
Not
  frightened.




  
Not
  confused.




  
Not
  lost.




  
Apparently
  whatever had happened had occurred after boarding the
  train.




  
Or
  perhaps before.




  
He
  couldn't know.




  
The
  old woman folded her newspaper.




  
"You
  should rest."




  
He
  forced a smile.




  
"Thank
  you."




  
She
  returned to reading.




  
The
  conversation left him with more questions than answers.




  
He
  stood up carefully.




  
The
  train rocked gently beneath his feet.




  
Passengers
  occupied most seats.




  
Some
  read books.




  
Others
  stared out windows.




  
A
  few slept.




  
None
  appeared unusual.




  
Yet
  he couldn't shake the feeling that someone was watching
  him.




  
The
  sensation lingered like an invisible hand resting on his
  shoulder.




  
He
  turned quickly.




  
Nobody
  was looking.




  
Or
  so it seemed.




  
At
  the far end of the carriage sat a man dressed entirely in
  black.




  
His
  face remained hidden behind a newspaper.




  
The
  man did not move.




  
Did
  not lower the paper.




  
Did
  not reveal himself.




  
The
  sight unsettled him.




  
Maybe
  it meant nothing.




  
Maybe
  it meant everything.




  
He
  walked toward the connecting door between carriages.




  
A
  small restroom occupied the corner.




  
Inside,
  fluorescent lights buzzed softly.




  
He
  locked the door and faced the mirror.




  
The
  stranger stared back.




  
He
  studied every detail.




  
The
  scar.




  
The
  tired eyes.




  
The
  sharp jawline.




  
Nothing
  sparked recognition.




  
Nothing
  awakened memory.




  
He
  splashed cold water onto his face.




  
For
  a second he closed his eyes.




  
When
  he opened them again, something unexpected happened.




  
A
  flash.




  
A
  brief image.




  
So
  quick it almost vanished immediately.




  
A
  station platform.




  
Rain.




  
A
  woman wearing a red coat.




  
Then
  darkness.




  
Gone.




  
He
  grabbed the sink.




  
His
  pulse raced.




  
It
  was the first memory.




  
Or
  at least a fragment of one.




  
The
  woman.




  
Who
  was she?




  
Why
  did she matter?




  
He
  tried focusing harder.




  
Nothing
  else appeared.




  
The
  image dissolved like smoke.




  
Still,
  it offered hope.




  
His
  memories weren't gone completely.




  
Somewhere
  inside his mind they still existed.




  
Hidden.




  
Waiting.




  
The
  train horn sounded loudly.




  
He
  left the restroom and returned to the carriage.




  
As
  he passed the man in black, something strange happened.




  
The
  newspaper lowered slightly.




  
Just
  enough.




  
Their
  eyes met.




  
Only
  for a second.




  
But
  it felt important.




  
The
  man's expression changed.




  
Recognition.




  
The
  man recognized him.




  
He
  was certain of it.




  
Before
  he could speak, the newspaper rose again.




  
The
  face disappeared.




  
His
  heart pounded.




  
He
  took one step closer.




  
Then
  another.




  
The
  train suddenly lurched.




  
Several
  passengers shifted in their seats.




  
When
  he regained balance, the man was gone.




  
The
  seat stood empty.




  
The
  newspaper remained folded neatly on the cushion.




  
No
  one else seemed surprised.




  
No
  one seemed to notice.




  
He
  stared at the empty seat.




  
A
  single thought echoed through his mind.




  
Someone
  on this train knows who I am.




  
And
  for reasons he could not yet understand, that terrified him more
  than
  having no memory at all.
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The
  empty seat remained in front of him.




  
For
  several seconds he simply stood there, staring at the folded
  newspaper resting on the cushion. The man dressed in black had
  vanished so quickly that it felt impossible.




  
A
  train offered very few places to hide.




  
Yet
  he was gone.




  
The
  passengers around him continued their conversations and
  activities as
  if nothing unusual had happened.




  
A
  woman scrolled through her phone.




  
A
  businessman typed on a laptop.




  
A
  child laughed somewhere farther down the carriage.




  
Nobody
  appeared concerned.




  
Nobody
  seemed to have noticed.




  
Slowly,
  he reached for the newspaper.




  
His
  fingers hesitated just above it.




  
Then
  he picked it up.




  
The
  paper felt surprisingly warm.




  
As
  though the mysterious passenger had left only moments ago.




  
He
  unfolded the newspaper.




  
Most
  pages contained ordinary articles and advertisements.




  
Politics.




  
Sports.




  
Weather
  forecasts.




  
Nothing
  unusual.




  
Then
  a folded piece of paper slipped from between the pages and landed
  on
  the floor.




  
His
  heart skipped a beat.




  
He
  quickly picked it up.




  
The
  note contained only four words.




  
"Don't
  trust the conductor."




  
That
  was all.




  
No
  signature.




  
No
  explanation.




  
Nothing
  else.




  
He
  read the message again.




  
And
  again.




  
The
  handwriting looked rushed but deliberate.




  
Someone
  wanted him to find it.




  
Someone
  had left it specifically for him.




  
But
  why?




  
And
  why warn him about the conductor?




  
He
  folded the note and placed it inside his jacket pocket.




  
Questions
  were multiplying faster than answers.




  
He
  returned to his seat.




  
The
  elderly woman glanced at him briefly.




  
"You
  look worried."




  
He
  forced a small smile.




  
"Just
  tired."




  
She
  nodded sympathetically.




  
"Long
  journeys can do that."




  
Long
  journeys.




  
The
  words lingered in his mind.




  
How
  long had this journey been?




  
Where
  had it begun?




  
Where
  would it end?




  
His
  gaze drifted toward the train ticket again.




  
Terminal
  47.




  
The
  strange destination felt increasingly important.




  
He
  pulled the ticket from his pocket and examined it more
  carefully.




  
At
  first glance it seemed ordinary.




  
But
  now he noticed something strange.




  
There
  was no departure station listed.




  
No
  date.




  
No
  time.




  
No
  train number.




  
Only
  the destination.




  
Terminal
  47.




  
It
  looked less like a ticket and more like an invitation.




  
A
  cold sensation crawled along his spine.




  
He
  turned it over again.




  
Still
  blank.




  
Or
  so he thought.




  
When
  he tilted the paper toward the window, faint markings appeared
  beneath the surface.




  
Almost
  invisible.




  
Tiny
  letters hidden within the fibers.




  
His
  pulse quickened.




  
He
  moved closer to the light.




  
The
  message became clearer.




  
Carriage
  Seven.




  
Nothing
  more.




  
Just
  two words.




  
Carriage
  Seven.




  
His
  breathing slowed.




  
Finally,
  a clue.




  
A
  real clue.




  
He
  looked around the carriage.




  
A
  small sign above the connecting door indicated they were
  currently in
  Carriage Three.




  
That
  meant four more carriages ahead.




  
The
  question was simple.




  
Did
  he want answers badly enough to follow the clue?




  
The
  answer came immediately.




  
Yes.




  
He
  stood.




  
The
  elderly woman watched him.




  
"Stretching
  your legs?"




  
"Something
  like that."




  
She
  smiled politely and returned to her newspaper.




  
He
  walked toward the next carriage.




  
The
  door hissed open automatically.




  
Carriage
  Four looked nearly identical to the previous one.




  
Rows
  of seats.




  
Passengers.




  
Soft
  lighting.




  
Nothing
  remarkable.




  
He
  continued forward.




  
Then
  Carriage Five.




  
Then
  Six.




  
As
  he moved deeper into the train, the atmosphere began to
  change.




  
The
  number of passengers decreased.




  
Conversations
  became quieter.




  
The
  air felt colder.




  
Almost
  unnaturally cold.




  
A
  strange tension settled over him.




  
By
  the time he reached the door marked Carriage Seven, his heart was
  pounding.




  
The
  metal door stood slightly open.




  
Waiting.




  
He
  stepped inside.




  
The
  difference was immediate.




  
Unlike
  the other carriages, this one was nearly empty.




  
Only
  three passengers occupied the entire compartment.




  
An
  old man asleep near a window.




  
A
  woman reading a thick novel.




  
A
  teenager staring at the floor.




  
None
  of them looked up.




  
None
  acknowledged his presence.




  
The
  silence felt heavy.




  
Uncomfortable.




  
He
  moved slowly down the aisle.




  
Searching.




  
Watching.




  
Expecting
  something.




  
But
  finding nothing.




  
Then
  he noticed a seat near the back.




  
A
  leather bag rested on the cushion.




  
No
  owner in sight.




  
The
  bag appeared old and worn.




  
One
  of the straps had been repaired several times.




  
Something
  about it seemed familiar.




  
Not
  because he remembered it.




  
Because
  he felt connected to it.




  
Drawn
  toward it.




  
He
  approached cautiously.




  
The
  bag sat untouched.




  
Waiting.




  
Just
  like the note.




  
Just
  like the hidden message on the ticket.




  
He
  glanced around.




  
Nobody
  reacted.




  
Nobody
  seemed interested.




  
Slowly,
  he opened the bag.




  
Inside
  were several objects.




  
A
  flashlight.




  
A
  notebook.




  
A
  pocket watch.




  
And
  a photograph.




  
His
  hands trembled as he picked up the photograph.




  
The
  image showed three people standing beside a train station.




  
One
  was an older man.




  
One
  was a woman wearing a red coat.




  
And
  the third person was him.




  
His
  breath caught.




  
Finally.




  
Proof.




  
Proof
  that he existed before waking up.




  
Proof
  that he belonged somewhere.




  
He
  stared at the woman.




  
The
  same woman from the memory fragment in the restroom.




  
The
  same red coat.




  
The
  same face.




  
A
  surge of emotion washed through him.




  
Not
  recognition.




  
Something
  deeper.




  
A
  feeling.




  
A
  connection.




  
She
  mattered.




  
He
  knew that much.




  
But
  why?




  
He
  turned the photograph over.




  
A
  handwritten message appeared on the back.




  
"If
  you forgot, keep going."




  
His
  pulse accelerated.




  
Someone
  knew.




  
Someone
  knew he would lose his memory.




  
The
  realization struck like lightning.




  
This
  wasn't an accident.




  
This
  had been planned.




  
Maybe
  by someone else.




  
Maybe
  by him.




  
The
  possibility was unsettling.




  
He
  opened the notebook next.




  
Most
  pages were empty.




  
But
  several contained handwritten notes.




  
Dates.




  
Train
  schedules.




  
Station
  names.




  
Random
  observations.




  
Then
  one sentence caught his attention.




  
"If
  I wake up without memories, Terminal 47 is the answer."




  
He
  froze.




  
The
  handwriting matched the note.




  
But
  more importantly...




  
It
  matched his own.




  
He
  recognized the style instinctively.




  
The
  notebook belonged to him.




  
Which
  meant he had written those words before losing his memory.




  
His
  throat tightened.




  
Whatever
  awaited at Terminal 47 was important enough for his past self to
  leave instructions.




  
But
  why erase his memories?




  
What





































































                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






