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 Hunting Oscillation 

1. 

     JOURNEY never ends. Even after our death. To go ahead, to find meaning of one’s own life 

or death, more specifically afterlife, everyone waits in a station to catch the train. The train 

which takes them to a new level where people can make themselves busy, convince themselves 

to go far away from the frustrated philosophy of nothingness. Train takes them from one trapping 

area to another. And I also try to find my own next level to make busy myself, to take away 

myself from this creepy shadow darkness and from my own inner pain. This afterlife is like a 

puzzle to me. I had tried to find a way to go back to my home where I would feel comfort and 

secure. Homesickness makes me more sick and melancholy than my own occurring death. But I 

also know it is not possible. That is why I try to find own way here, try to find the station to 

catch the train which will take me to a new level, may be like a game. In fact, life and death, 

equally, are just a game, where people choose whether they will take the next level or not. 

Sometimes fate takes them like whether they want it or not. Here, obviously has several rules. If 

you breaks them, you will face tremendous punishments. Here has so many symbols which 

appears like bad omen before you. 

I think someone is coming…. 
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 2.  

“So you want to find the station! Interesting. What will you give me if I will give you the 

direction?” 

“I have nothing as you can see. Please, help me to find the station. I can’t stuck here anymore. 

Please.” 

“You have to offer me something valuable than.” 

“But..” 

“Uhhaa. I am gonna tell you what you can give me. Give me your energy moron. This is the only 

thing which I treasure. Come here, give your hand and head to me. Come”, he shouts. 

     He brought a round crystal-like-ball and took my hands into his own. He told me to close my 

eyes and hold my hands before my head with holding the ball. I felt pain more than during my 

falling down on the rock in the sea when I had been thrown hard-heartedly by my own husband 

whom I loved more than anyone in this world. 

      “This one is in a forest. You have to walk about one and half hours from here. You may call 

it as a hollow walk. Because when you think you are entering into the dark forest, you will find 

yourself in a puzzle. So, just listen to me if you want to get out from here.” 

      Puzzle! As I expected!” 

      “Listen to me, you dumb-head. This journey is alive. Not like you, a dead moron. You have 

to just find out the well-trodden path and then go straight into the forest to reach to the Purgatory 

Station. Trust me, this hollow walk will make you do a lot of crazy things which I have 
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encountered already. Now they give me the job to do here, in this limbo, to give directions to 

morons like you.” 

    HURRY UP! HURRY UP! 

    ITS TIME. 
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3. 

          This hollow walking did not go smooth. That forest was full of those Chimeras. I used to 

think they are just mythological creature. But here, they are real. Here is my question. How did 

Homer imagine such afterlife creature in his lifetime? Was he able to find any clue about them 

during his writing Iliad? So absurd.  

Beside Chimeras, the trees are also weird. They move, eat flesh like any other carnivorous 

animals and most of those cover with some kind of sticky gross chemicals which can effect on 

our skin and make it more infectious than our own melting flesh process has taken. 

“That psychopomp told me it’s just one and half hours. Now it’s crossed 144 hours. I think time 

is not count like we count in our lifetime. I must buy the ticket today, otherwise another hundred 

and fifty-three years, I will have to wait or have to find another train station to get out from here. 

How much it will take than who knows! This limbo sucks. I can’t bear it anymore.” 

Now after walking more 2 hours, at last she has reached at the station. 

Deads are shouting, talking, walking and pushing each other. Some of them look like zombies, 

some are still looking like alive; some are dancing weirdly, some are turn into just skeleton. 

Their flesh melting and gross and stink. Some looks beautiful with their pale faces and black lips. 

Their blue bodies are more comfortable than the melting flesh. If I will stuck here for more I will 

turn pale and blue, and then melting-flesh body like them.  

“Hey! Hey, you! Crow header. Come here and take my luggage. Carry on your filthy head.”  
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4. 

   In the station… 

     “Blood turns into brown, bones become ashes, flesh melts and putrefaction covers the whole 

cabin. This is the second class passenger accommodation. If you have enough energy to buy the 

first class, you can sit with the Rigor mortises. They are more like alive people. Their death has 

occurred not more than six hours. As your death has occurred not more than that I think you can 

book a sit there for you with your enough energy.” 

    “I want to go home.” 

      “Oh, dear. Here is nothing which can be called home. In earth, there was nothing which you 

could call home. It is just an imaginary concept. This journey is compulsory for you. You have to 

buy a ticket with your energy. Here, energy is money. It is the currency here. Do you 

understand? Save your energy buddy.” 
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5.   

         The train goes on. Zhik zhik zhik. The sound and swaying motion remind her the train of 

the earth, remind her how her father and she had enjoyed those journeys. Baba always told 

stories, tried to give information about various subjects. Some were interesting, some were 

tedious. His most favorite topic was literature. He always inspired her to learn about famous 

writers, their powerful words, and their works on various materials, characters and psychological 

conditions, emotions and playfulness, reality and hyper-reality, myth and legends, states and the 

world, epic and history, evolution and revolution, geography and cartography. All these are now 

just fantasy to her. Still these would be fantastic moments for her to reminiscence the life period 

in the earth, if she only could forget her dying moment. Death is boring. And life was mere 

fantasy world. 

She still does not understand, why she is here. “Why am I here? Did I do something very 

terrible? Or committed crimes which I have never considered as sins?” 

Life sucked. Death seems more sucked. Dying in a first class cabin of an expensive train may 

contain the luxurious feelings. But dying is dying. She dies like a dying leaf which is torn apart 

from the tree. She dies like a fading star whom every single one forgets. She has been murdered 

brutally in that cabin by her husband. First, wrapped her face with plastic bag, and strangled her 

to death. Then threw her from the train. 

She smiles. What a death I have tasted! Dying without understand what life is!  

HURRY UP! ITS TIME! 

HURRY UP! ITS TIME! 


