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TERMINAL


WHAT CAME AFTER


1932January Somewhere in New York


“Welcome to our information brokerage. We sincerely appreciate your visit.”


In a room lit by the dim glow of candlelight, a man dressed like a bank clerk spoke, smiling.


Although those words and that smile seemed ordinary at first glance, something about them felt terribly out of place.


The building was a small one, in an unobtrusive location in a corner of Manhattan. Officially, it was the office of a newspaper, and in fact, it did publish one. It was a small paper, with less than one one-thousandth the circulation of the New York Times, but even so, there was no need for the company to abandon its office.


The newspaper publishing business was conducted only for the sake of convenience: The revenue brought in by the organization’s side business—selling information—was far greater.


Ordinarily, no information brokerage would have based itself in one location. In this business, the atmosphere you see in movies and novels—of people being slipped notes in back alleys and the corners of bars—felt much more appropriate. In the first place, once people knew where an information brokerage was, it could be wiped off the map at any time.


Even so, in addition to being a newspaper, this office displayed an information brokerage sign as well. It had a proper storefront, which, in a way, made it an embarrassment to its trade.


The fact that it didn’t get wiped off the map meant there was reason enough not to do so, but the current visitor didn’t pay the least bit of attention to that. They simply began to talk about the information they were looking for.


The man at the desk nodded slightly in response to the visitor’s words, then showed them to a private room in the basement.


“All right. You’ve requested information regarding the ‘incident’ that occurred the other day… How much do you yourself know of what took place on that train?”


Speaking with what seemed like excessive politeness, the man from the reception desk began to discuss the visitor’s request.


“It began in the dining car of the transcontinental limited express, the Flying Pussyfoot. While the train was in transit, bound for New York, three gangs of robbers found themselves on it together. One was a terrorist group dressed in black, commonly known as the Lemures. Their objective was to take the train’s passengers hostage and demand the release of their leader, Huey Laforet.”


Lightly raising his fingers into empty space, the man began to describe the situation glibly.


“Then there was a group of failed mafiosi in white. Their leader was Ladd Russo, a relative of Placido Russo—boss of the Russo Family, one of Chicago’s many mafia organizations—and a skilled hitman. Their objective was a reckless massacre, conducted for money and pleasure.”


The man from the reception desk kept talking, sounding quite entertained. It wasn’t clear whether he was paying attention to his visitor or not.


“The final group was… Officially, they were simply called ‘passengers,’ but we hear that the presence of a gang of young people who’d planned a freight robbery has been confirmed as well. As an aside, they don’t seem to have touched any of the regular cargo. In any event, these three groups came into conflict with one another…and ultimately, victory went to the gang of young robbers. Are you with me so far?”


The answer to the receptionist’s matter-of-fact tone was a quiet nod from the visitor.


“Well, well. That’s very good indeed. It wouldn’t be at all odd for someone who had been involved to be cognizant of the situation up to this point. In that case, if you’ll permit me to ask, what sort of additional information might you want?”


Responding to the courteous man, the visitor slowly related what it was they were seeking. On hearing this, the man from the reception desk nodded, looking satisfied. It was as if these were the words he’d expected to hear all along.


“I see, I see, yes, I understand. What occurred behind the scenes of that incident: That is the information you seek, correct?”


Getting up from his chair, the receptionist walked slowly toward the visitor.


“It’s true that, ordinarily, someone who was only marginally involved in that incident would want to forget it, but…if you were rather deeply entangled, I expect you wouldn’t feel satisfied until you knew everything.”


Even as the receptionist nodded cheerfully, there was a tinge of sadness in his eyes.


“Well, well. I do pity our president. I really do. The president is the one who most wants to relate the information you’ve requested, but wouldn’t you know it, he’s away just now. Ha-ha. These things never do go as one would like. I only thank God for the fact that I am able to tell you in his place.”


The receptionist quirked a single eyebrow and smiled.


“All right. In that case, let me tell you exactly what it was that happened in the shadows of the incident that night.”


Abruptly turning serious, the man got down to business with his client.


“Now, then: While you are here, you must not, under any circumstances, take notes on the information I am about to relate to you. It isn’t permitted, so you mustn’t do so. We will not let you get away with a single letter. We request that you keep this information in your memory, and nowhere else. Once I have told you everything, you may write down what you remember. At that point, you see, it will have mingled with your subjective view and will have ceased to be accurate information. Just think of it as a ritual that allows us to stay in business. Even if only in the eyes of the public, original information must remain the exclusive possession of information brokers and providers.”


Having spoken that far without pausing, the man from the reception desk narrowed his eyes and looked straight into the eyes of his visitor.


“What I am about to say next is not simply a formality: I recommend that you refrain from investigating our information providers. —You will die.”


Seeing his visitor gulp, then nod, the man smiled brightly and returned to his chair.


“The thugs aboard that train were truly suited to the epithet ‘evildoers.’ Of course, there were ordinary passengers on board as well, but the ratio was far to one side. However, the three groups of which I spoke earlier weren’t the only threatening elements on the Flying Pussyfoot. Among them were individuals too far removed from the realm of human common sense to be called thugs. One was a contract killer nicknamed ‘Vino,’ a monster who has been conflated with a type of urban legend: Claire Stanfield. Another is—”


At this point, the man broke off, then spoke to his visitor as if testing them:


“Are you aware of the existence of beings known as immortals?”


With his lips still warped as if he was enjoying himself, the receptionist resumed his detailed explanation without waiting for an answer.


“Alchemists who strayed from their path and attained immortality… Technically, calling them undying isn’t quite correct. To be accurate, there is one way for them to die, or in other words, one way to kill them. One simply has to put their right hand on another’s head and think, firmly, ‘I want to eat.’ That’s all. Just by performing that simple ritual, one is able to steal all there is of the other immortal: their life, their body, their experiences, their knowledge, and sometimes even their emotions. They are able to take everything into themselves equally, through their right hand… In other words, to ‘eat’ it! —Well, whether you believe it or not is entirely up to you, but…it is the truth.”


Having confirmed that the visitor wasn’t arguing or scoffing, the man from the reception desk warped the corners of his mouth even further.


“And the name of the individual aboard that train was—”












[image: Book Title Page]













PROLOGUE VI


ALCHEMIST


Ye gods. Life is going so well, it’s almost frightening.


I’ve spent over two hundred years sneaking around and hiding, and just when the chance to “eat” them has finally come my way—I find myself simultaneously coming into possession of a large sum of money, one that will keep me living comfortably for quite some time. Incredible.


When I received Maiza’s letter, at first I couldn’t trust it. Szilard, “eaten”? I responded immediately, telling him I’d go to see him that winter. I’d had plans to visit New York in any case, so it worked out nicely.


The item I’d been researching… It was no more than a by-product, really, but it had been decided that I would sell those explosives to a certain organization in New York.


I’d initially considered negotiating with the military, but having my name made public would have been too much of a risk. This country’s military is no longer loose enough to allow one to transact with them without revealing one’s name. Since the “contract” renders me unable to use false names, as far as I was concerned, this was a lethal demerit.


With no help for it, I determined to sell the explosives to an organization in another country and had been conducting negotiations in secret.


Just then, I received two letters. Both were from old friends. Both had been sent from New York.


I panicked a bit, wondering how they’d known about me. According to the letters, both had learned my whereabouts from a New York information brokerage.


What a disaster. If even an information brokerage, in another city entirely, knew where I was, there was no telling when someone might attack and devour me.


I considered leaving that place immediately, but on reading the letters, I thought better of it.


One letter was from Maiza, a fellow alchemist. Apparently, he was acting as the accountant for some organization in New York, but he didn’t write about it in detail. His letter said: Szilard has met his demise, so rest easy and live without fear.


Szilard. The name of the blasted old fool who promptly betrayed us and began eating our comrades when we gained immortality two centuries ago. Thanks to him, we scattered, and most of us live quietly now, for fear of being eaten by one another… Myself included, naturally.


I tell you, what he did was completely uncalled for.


If only Szilard hadn’t been hasty back then—


—I would have eaten them all by now.


At the time, I hadn’t given it the slightest thought. However, the painful days after we scattered and began to live separately greatly altered my thoughts.


I lived with a fellow alchemist who’d fled with me, but that life was a horrible one. Living in poverty wasn’t what made it painful. After all, although immortals grow hungry, there’s no need for us to worry about death by starvation.


The problem lay in the companion who lived with me.


At first, he was kind to me, but gradually, his hideous true nature began to reveal itself.


About the time we had begun to settle into a life of hiding from Szilard…he began to be unfairly violent toward me, regardless of how good or bad his own mood was. In anger, in smiles, and even in sadness: It sank its roots into our everyday life, as an act that was just as natural as breathing or eating.


As the days passed, these actions only escalated. No matter how badly it was injured, my body would regenerate, and he continued to torment me physically, toying with me, occasionally experimenting on me.


Even though becoming immortal doesn’t deaden your sense of pain.


Even though he had to have known that, too.


He gave various reasons to justify his actions. At the time, I was easily fooled by his words… Or perhaps I wasn’t but simply figured that if I refused him, something even worse would happen. Back then, even if I’d tried to escape from that pain, I had neither the knowledge nor the courage to live on my own.


In the midst of those warped days, we received a piece of news.


It was a notice that a fellow alchemist with whom my companion had been secretly corresponding had been “eaten” by Szilard.


From that day on, his abuse of me grew worse. Initially, he’d tormented me with experimental tools, but from then on, beatings and other simple violence came to the fore. The cruelty of abuse conducted with tools grew until it was beyond comparison with what it had been before.


When I cast questioning glances at him, he grew more frightened than was necessary and strung together several times more excuses than he had in the past. I remember it felt as though he was trying to curry favor with me and that it was terribly ugly. When he registered my gaze, his face twisted even further, and he struck me.


One night, he tried to eat me.


It may have been luck that I was awake, or possibly I’d known that this was bound to happen soon. I shoved his right hand away with all my might, and a fierce struggle began.


Was it the result of my summoning up all the misgivings and hatred I’d accumulated? I was a moment faster, and my right hand caught his forehead. The next instant, my palm had absorbed everything he was. His body, his memories, and even his heart.


That was when my hell began. All I saw in his knowledge were his completely warped feelings for me and the terror that I might “eat” him someday. In other words, in the end, I’d been no more than an outlet for his twisted desires, and there hadn’t been a shred of trust between us.


The things I least wanted to see, visions that made me physically sick, ate into my mind as my own memories. I found myself forced to live with that sinister knowledge, as if it was a part of me.


The notion of having been betrayed, while holding the memories of the person I’d betrayed myself—to this very day, I’ve lived in the agony of holding these two incompatible things at once.


In accordance with the principles of immortality, my mind alone continued to grow.


As it did, I was shown just how cowardly, filthy, and stunted all those who live in this world are.


At some point, I even felt a sort of adoration for Szilard, who lived true to his own desires, but I’m sure the blasted old fool would have considered me nothing more than prey.


That was fine. I, too, decided to think of everything in this world besides myself as prey. In any case, if there was no one in the world I could trust, all I had to do was use the whole of it in order to live. I even began to dream of giving everyone in the world the same sort of body I had, then devouring them all.


In order for that to happen, I would have to eat all the companions who’d been on the ship with me.


I’d assumed Szilard would probably get killed by one of his intended victims someday. However, no doubt I’d be able to pick up where he left off; in fact, I was confident that I could.


My shipmates had been kind to me, and it was likely that they thought I was still the same person I’d been before. On top of that, unlike with Szilard, by the time they realized my intentions, I would already be devouring them. My intent could never be communicated to any other alchemist.


The idea of having someone else attack me was terrifying, but when it came to my attacking them, I was confident.


I responded to Maiza’s letter. All I wrote was that I wanted to see him.


I’d settled on the date and time for our meeting. Another letter finalized it.


The other letter was also from an old acquaintance of mine in New York. I’d thought he and Maiza had been in touch, but apparently, this was an entirely different matter. It was a letter requesting the explosives that were a by-product of my research.


This other alchemist seemed to be concealing himself in the Runorata Family, whatever that was.


It was a windfall. Not only would I obtain a large sum of money, I’d be able to eat him right along with Maiza. Not only that, but if I ate Maiza, I’d acquire all the knowledge Szilard had accumulated as well.


I imagined my wish coming true, and before I knew it, I was smiling.


I’d settled on a train to transport the explosives.


The Flying Pussyfoot. It was a unique train, operated by a corporation that was independent from the railway companies. A convenient train that smuggled liquor on the sly.


I scraped together what money I had at the house and succeeded in having a large quantity of explosives loaded onto the train.


The time had finally come to board. At the door, a conductor was checking the passenger list.


I tried to slip by him, but the sharp-eyed conductor stopped me.


“You’re riding by yourself? Would you tell me your name, please?”


Having people pay attention to me for a variety of reasons is both an advantage and a disadvantage of my appearance. Consequently, I tried to behave in ways that maximized the advantages.


As a matter of fact, the man I bumped into a moment ago didn’t make the slightest complaint. They were all so very easy.


Being unable to register a false name, however, is inconvenient. Making my expression and tone as childlike as possible, I politely gave my real name:


“—Czeslaw. My name is Czeslaw Meyer. Please call me Czes!”
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PROLOGUE VII



THE WOMAN IN COVERALLS


That day, Rachel had put on her coveralls and gotten ready for a long-distance trip.


This time, the target was a special, privately managed train, the Flying Pussyfoot. It was traveling directly to New York’s Penn Station, so once she was aboard, there would be no danger of a check along the way. After that, it would just be a question of how to stay hidden from the conductor.


In a word, she was a habitual ride-stealer. By now, she’d boarded more than a thousand trains without a ticket, and she’d gotten away with it every time.


She didn’t feel a shred of guilt about this. After all, it was for work, and it was also revenge.


She worked as a gofer for an information broker, and she made her living by collecting information from all over America and selling it to him.


The president of the brokerage, who was located in New York City, paid his highest prices for “live information”—information that was communicated directly from the various cities. In addition, he preferred hearing tips in person rather than over the telephone. Apparently, this was because he could watch the other person’s eyes, which made it easier to determine whether they were lying. He was an odd fellow, but she didn’t dislike him. The offensively obsequious man at the reception desk was irritating, but she’d built friendships with everyone else. In the first place, it was weird that the brokerage was structured like an organization in spite of being an info dealer. It was probably only natural for its president to be a bit eccentric. That was what Rachel thought, and she’d continued to stay on good terms and do business with the company.


The president of the brokerage routinely asked Rachel all sorts of questions. He’d make her answer unrelated questions about a particular city one after another; he said he was analyzing information that couldn’t be seen, as a rule. She didn’t really get it, but as long as he paid for the news, she didn’t care what he did.


Rachel was constantly shuttling between various cities. No ordinary information brokerage would have gone that far. In fact, it was rare for one to want information from other cities at all.


In the first place, under normal conditions, the train fare would be ridiculously expensive. If, on top of that, they didn’t get any good information, not only would they not make a profit, they’d go out of business immediately.


However, at least with Rachel, this wasn’t a concern: All the trains she used to get around, she rode for free.


“This is revenge.”


That was what she’d once told the president of the information brokerage.


Rachel’s father had worked as a maintenance technician for a certain railway company.


It was an extremely common story. One day, a damaged component had caused an accident, and the company had pushed all the blame for the error onto Rachel’s father…even though the actual fault lay with the board of directors, who’d ignored the voices from the field that had requested new parts.


Her father, who had told them that not changing the component would be dangerous, had been blamed for the mistake. How utterly ridiculous. Even if he’d wanted to take them to court, he hadn’t had proof, and his fellow technicians had kept their mouths shut, afraid of losing their jobs.


It was a laughably common story in any era. Rachel had grown up seeing her father burdened with that agony.


Loathing for one railway company had grown to include the railways themselves.


However, it was also true that her father had loved trains more than anyone. She vacillated between the idea of someday getting revenge on the railway and respecting her father’s passion—and in the end, she’d chosen ride-stealing as her method of revenge. That way, she could damage the railway companies without harming the trains or the passengers. That said, she couldn’t do any substantial damage, and it was nothing more than an act of simple self-satisfaction. In fact, if you considered the risk she ran in breaking the law, it wasn’t self-satisfaction, it was sheer self-harm.


Even so, in order to keep her own anger in check, she kept right on stealing rides. She might even have been trying to find a reason for living in ride-stealing.


On hearing this, the president of the brokerage had smiled quietly and said, “That’s a good thing. Well then, once you’ve found it, you can begin buying tickets. Buy enough tickets to cover the rides you’ve stolen so far as well. Just imagine you’ve paid the money to your father instead of the railway companies.”


Buy tickets for her father. Would that day ever come for her? As she swayed back and forth on trains, the thought was always on her mind.


Today, all sorts of information had flown around Chicago. Stories of the trouble surrounding the Russo Family and the explosion at the factory outside town swept through the underbelly of society with the momentum of surging waves.


When she’d reported these stories by telephone, the information broker had said he absolutely wanted to meet with her and hear the stories in person.


The Flying Pussyfoot was scheduled to depart for New York that evening. It was a pleasure train built by some rich man. The type of train Rachel hated most.


It wasn’t that she had no money. She simply refused to pay to ride. Today, in order to live out that warped conviction, she made for the station again.


She checked the cars of the Flying Pussyfoot carefully, particularly the areas around the freight room. When Rachel was stealing rides, these were the cars she used most.


However, at that point, she heard something unpleasant.


An orchestra from somewhere or other was going to put a guard in the freight car. As she thought of ways to cope with that, she checked the connecting platforms: In a pinch, she could climb up onto the roof or down under the cars from there. The undersides of the cars on this train were built to be slightly more spacious than those on an ordinary one. Thinking, If it’s like this, I should be able to get underneath with no problem—something no normal person would think—Rachel gave a small sigh of relief.


Just then, she encountered a strange man and woman in black. They were dressed like orchestra members, but they had extremely sharp eyes, and no matter how you looked at them, they didn’t seem like respectable people. For the moment, Rachel opted to make herself scarce, but she felt the woman’s eyes boring into her back for a while afterward.


I think I’ll steer clear of them.


As she thought this, she waited for the departure bell. Once she’d seen the conductor board, she crept up to the train, staying in the station employees’ blind spot. Then, in a truly splendid motion, she leaped on board and crawled down under a connecting platform.


And then the departure bell rang out.
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PROLOGUE VIII


THE RAIL TRACER


Late that night, in the conductors’ room, the young conductor and the older conductor were idly shooting the breeze.


“Oh, you don’t know that one? The story about the Rail Tracer, the ‘one who follows the shadow of the rails’?”


Of all ghost stories, this one was a particular favorite of the young conductor’s. This was because, although he was apparently no good at telling ghost stories, it managed to leave a terror with an unpleasant aftertaste, no matter who told it.


When he’d tried it on Jon the bartender the other day, Jon had just said “Hogwash” and left it at that. What sort of reaction would he get out of the older man?


“Well, it’s a real simple story, you see? It’s about this monster that chases trains under the cover of moonless nights.”


“A monster?”


“Right. It merges with the darkness and takes lots of different shapes, and little by little, it closes in on the train. It might be a wolf, or mist, or a train exactly like the one you’re on, or a big man with no eyes, or tens of thousands of eyeballs… Anyway, it looks like all sorts of things, and it chases after you on the rails.”


“What happens if it catches up?”


“That’s the thing: At first, nobody notices it’s caught up. Gradually, though, everybody realizes that something strange is going on.”


“Why?”


“People. They disappear. It starts at the back of the train, little by little, one by one… And finally, everybody’s gone, and then it’s like the train itself never existed.”


When he’d heard that much, the old conductor asked a perfectly natural question:


“Then how does the story get passed on?”


The young conductor had been expecting this question, and he answered it without turning a hair:


“Well, obviously, it’s because some trains have survived.”


“How?”


“Wait for it. I’m coming to that. See, there’s more to the story.”


Looking as if he was having fun, he began to tell the crux of the story:


“If you tell this story on a train, it comes. The Rail Tracer heads straight for that train!”


The moment he said that, the other conductor’s expression shifted into disgust.


Whoops. I might’ve sounded a little too cheerful there, he thought, but he couldn’t stop now.


“But there’s a way to keep it from coming. Just one!”


“Wait a second. It’s time.”


Saying this, the older conductor lit the lamps that sent a signal to the engine room.


And I was just getting to the good part, too…


Fidgeting because he wanted to hurry and get on with the story, the young conductor watched the other man work with sharp, intense eyes.


They spent enough money on this train. You’d think they could’ve set up a wireless between here and the engine room, the young conductor thought, but on seeing the lights that shone on either side of the car, he changed his mind. This train had been built with an emphasis on form and atmosphere, rather than function. To a bystander, even this practical signal probably served to illuminate the sculptured sides of the train. It was just the sort of gimmick you’d expect a nouveau riche company to come up with. And, since he was being employed by that nouveau riche company, there was no point in complaining. The young conductor smiled wryly, sighing over his position.


Just then, the older conductor finished his task, and, beaming, the young conductor began to tell the rest of his story.


“Uh, sorry. So, to be saved, you[image: image]”


“Oh, wait, hold on. Hearing the answer first would be boring, wouldn’t it? I know a similar story; why don’t I tell that one first?”


That sounded intriguing. The young conductor was nuts about stories like these, so he was raring to hear the other man’s tale.


“So we’ll trade ways to be saved at the end, right? Sure, that sounds like fun.”


At those words, the older conductor looked at him, and his eyes were strange. Those eyes almost seemed to hold a mixture of scorn and pity. It did concern the younger conductor a bit, but hearing the new ghost story took priority.


“Well, it’s a real common, simple story. It’s a story about Lemures… Ghosts who were so terrified of death that they became ghosts while they were still alive.”


“Wha—? …Uh-huh…”


“But the ghosts had a great leader. The leader tried to dye the things they feared with their own color, in order to bring them back to life. However, the United States of America was afraid of the dead coming back to life! And, would you believe it, the fools tried to shut the ghosts’ leader up inside a grave!”


The content of the conversation didn’t really make sense to the less-experienced railman, but anger had gradually begun to fill the face and tone of the speaker. The young conductor felt something race down his spine.


“Uh, um, mister?”


“And so. The remaining ghosts had an idea. They thought they’d take more than a hundred people hostage—including a senator’s family—and demand the release of their leader. If the incident were made public, the country would never accept the terrorists’ demands. For that reason, the negotiations would be carried out in utter secrecy by a detached force. They wouldn’t be given time to make a calm decision. They’d only have until the train reached New York!”


“A senator… You don’t mean Senator Beriam, do you? Wait, no, you can’t— Do you mean this train? Hey, what’s going on? Explain yourself!”


Realizing that the bad feeling he’d gotten had been right on the mark, the young conductor slowly backed away from the older man.


“Explain? But I am explaining, right now. To be honest, I never thought my cover of ‘conductor’ would prove useful at a time like this. In any case, when this train reaches New York, it will be transformed into a moving fortress for the Lemures! Afterward, using the hostages as a shield, we’ll take our leave somewhere along the transcontinental railroad. The police can’t possibly watch all the routes at once.”


“Wh-who’s the leader?”


Asking an awfully coolheaded question, the young conductor took another step backward. However, the train wasn’t very big, and at that point, his back bumped into the wall.


“Our great Master Huey will be interviewed by the New York Department of Justice tomorrow. For that very reason, this train was chosen to become a sacrifice for our leader!”


On hearing this, the young conductor asked his senior colleague a question. He was still oddly calm.
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The circumstances surrounding that train were bizarre to begin wi
existed in a vacuum, isolated from the rest of the world.

And the monster seemed to be even more isolated, as if it were some sort of demon. One that
stood outside the world, looking in.

The monster was pure terror. Its very Zﬂtence was filled with death. It was a fear you couldn’t

escape, like being trapped in a nightmare

However, in the end, the monster didn’t kill me.
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Running around the train with Mary. | had
alot of fun then.

| don’t remember why it was fun, but Mary
and her mother were smiling.

didn’t even try to notice.

Now, though, | think | understand. But even if
I don't, 'm at least trying.
It feels as if that train was filled with all the

that monster changed my destiny... But it
was scary, and remembering it is scary, too!
Even just recalling that creature is enough to
make me feel as if my head's going to go all
strange...

You're imagining things. Yep, it was definitely
your imagination. See? Ah-ha-ha.
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Well, let's see...

“What's fun about being a conductor?

“The part where | get to meet people.
Some passengers | see only once, and others
| see once a week. The Flying Pussyfoot
gets a wide range of passengers, you know,
from rich people to paupers.

“The differences don’t stop at wealth,
either; people with all sorts of pasts ride this

train. | try to do my job so that it'll be a train
where all those people can smile. | just like
watching people, plain and simple. Before I
became a conductor, my old job was what it
was, so now I'm happiest when | see people
smiling and having fun.”

..He was the sort of guy who could say
stuff like that with zero shame.

When the train pulled out, he was..more
enthusiastic than usual. Hmm? Why was
that?

Ah. See, before departure, he'd spotted a
real gorgeous girl by the freight car.

bl S|
a sort of mysterious atmosphere about her.
It felttllke of all thﬂ\e I've seen up till
now, she had the d shadow. | thought.
maybe she’d never smiled, not once in her
entire life. As a conductor, | decided | was
going to make that girl smile during this
trip, for sure. | think she’d be prettier if she
smiled, personally... So today, | plan to work
even harder than usual.”

Yeah. He was the type of guy who said

Hmm? Me? My name’s—let’s see...
Rail Tracer. For now, call me that.
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