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    Dedication


    
    “For those who are still here.

    Without quite knowing why.”
    


     

     


    Author’s Note

    
    
    Rei is nobody.

    Not you. Not me.

    But perhaps once

    standing beside us.

    In the same line.

    On the same train.

    On the same day.
    

    
     

    
    
    This book has no

    lessons at its end.

    Nothing you need to find.
    

    
     

    
    
    Just sit.

    And let it happen.
    

 
    

    PART I — ARRIVAL

    
     

    Rei and the city that did not know he existed.
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01. Coin





Rei inserts a coin.



Presses the black coffee button.



The machine hums.



Green tea comes out.





Rei looks at the can.



Nothing wrong with the machine.

No error messages.

No blinking lights.



The machine works perfectly.



Only the output is wrong.





Rei picks up the can.

Opens it.

Drinks.



Doesn't like green tea.

Never did.



But it's paid for.

Throwing it away

feels like

a decision too big

for 7 a.m.





Around him —

people pass.

All at their own speed.

All heading somewhere.



No one notices Rei.

Rei doesn't notice them either.





The can is empty.



Rei puts it in the trash.

Neatly.

In the middle of the hole.

Not on the edge.



Then walks on.





A hundred meters away —

another vending machine.



Rei glances from afar.

Doesn't stop.

Keeps walking.



The day begins.



✧ ✧ ✧






    
   
02. Map





Rei follows Maps.



Turn left at the third intersection.

Go straight for 400 meters.

Turn right after the convenience store.



Rei follows all of it.





Until the destination —



A wall.



Not a building.

Not an office.

Not the place in the company website photo.



Just a wall.

Peeling white paint.

And ivy

that Maps didn't show.





Rei checks his phone.



The blue pin is here.

Right here.





Rei looks at the wall.

Looks at the phone.

Looks at the wall again.





Types in the search box:

company name.

Same result.

Same address.

Same pin.



At the same place.



In front of this wall.





Rei looks left.

Looks right.



There's a small shop at the end of the street.

A woman sits inside.



Rei walks over.



"Excuse me, sorry.

This is the right address, isn't it?"



She looks at Rei's phone.

Looks at the address.



"Oh. It used to be here.

They moved a year ago."



"Do you know where to?"



"I don't know."





Rei says thank you.



Returns to the wall.



Stands for a moment.





Opens the interview confirmation email.

Checks again.



Same address.

Same time.

Same name, Rei.



Everything correct.



Only the place

is gone.





Rei types a message to the HR number

at the bottom of the email.



"Sorry. I'm at the location

but it seems the address

has changed.

Could you confirm where it is?"



Sends.



Waits.





The sun is high.



Rei stands in front of the wall

that doesn't exist in the company photo.



The phone doesn't buzz.



No reply.





Rei stays there

until sure

no one will reply.



Then walks home.





On the way home —

Maps offers the fastest route.



Rei follows it.



✧ ✧ ✧






    
    
03. Number





Rei got number 34.



A small slip of paper.

Thermal print.

Already a little faded

when it came out of the machine.



Rei held it neatly.

With both hands.

Like it was something important.





Third row of plastic chairs.

Rei sat up straight.



In front —

the queue display screen.



Now serving: 07.





Rei looked at the clock.

08:14.



Counted in his head.

Still 27 numbers to go.

If average 10 minutes per person —



Rei stopped counting.

Too long.

It's okay.

He could wait.





09:00 —

screen: 14.



10:30 —

screen: 21.



12:00 —

people coming and going.

Some get served. Some don't.

Some mutter angrily

near the counter.

Some call someone

while walking out.



Rei still seated.

Number 34 still in hand.





13:47 —



Receptionist stood up.

Said something to the colleague beside them.

Then toward the waiting area:



"Attention please.

For today,

we have reached full capacity.

Numbers above 30

please return tomorrow."





Rei looked at his number.



34.





Looked at the display.



Now serving: 29.





Rei looked at the receptionist.



They had already returned to their desk.

Typing something on the computer.

No glance at the waiting area again.





People around Rei

began to stand.

Grabbed bags. Jackets.

Murmuring softly.



A man said loudly:

"I've been sitting here since morning."



No one responded.





Rei folded his number.

Slowly.

Put it in his pocket.



Stood up.



Grabbed his bag.



Walked to the door.





At the door —

Rei passed by the receptionist

just coming out from behind the desk.

Going in another direction.



They looked at each other

for half a second.



The receptionist said nothing.



Rei neither.





Went outside.



The sun still up.

Still noon.



Rei stood in front of the door

for a moment.



Then walked on.





In his pocket —

number 34 still folded neatly.



Rei did not throw it away.



Did not know why.



✧ ✧ ✧






    
   
04. Shadow





Photo studio in a small shophouse.

Between a photocopy shop

and a convenience store.



Sign outside:

CV / ID / Passport Photos

¥800 — ready immediately





Rei went in.



A middle-aged man

sat behind the camera.

Did not look up

when Rei entered.



"Sit there."



Rei sat on the plastic chair.

In front of the white backdrop.



"Straight. No smiling."



Rei straightened.

No smile.



Flash.

Flash.

Flash.



"Done. Five minutes."





Rei paid ¥800.

Waited outside.



Five minutes later —

small envelope.

Four photos.

Size 3x4 cm.



Rei looked at the photos.



Face straight.

No smile.

White background.



Looked like someone

ready to work hard.



Rei put the envelope in his bag.





At home that night —

Rei attached the photo

to the top right corner of the CV.



Printed 20 sheets.

¥2,500 at the nearby print shop.



Checked each one.

Neat. Clean.



Stored in a clear plastic folder.

Arranged neatly.





Monday morning —

first CV delivered to the HR desk

of the distribution company

7th floor of the building

where Rei had taken the wrong elevator.
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