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​The Beginning

​You can buy tickets for several trains. Trains that rumble through stations, wheeze as their doors open, and transport you to a measurable location. Then there's the train that doesn't appear until you've stopped running—and you start hiding.

No one remembers boarding it.

Don't pack for it.

Don't ask where it's going.

Don't even wonder how you got there—not at first.

You simply sit. And you wait. And try not to look out the window beside you, because the things you see there aren't fleeting landscapes—they're memories.

The train has brass lanterns that never flicker, and it's old but clean. The walls breathe. The air smells faintly like the pages of a closed book. The passengers are quiet, but they're not asleep. Some cry. Some smile at things that aren't there. Most just stare at the ground.

Then comes the voice over the loudspeaker, soft as velvet and older than sin. You're on the 12:01 train to Station Zero. This train stops at every truth you've tried to forget. If you accept what you're running from, you can get off at any station. Otherwise, your seat is reserved... indefinitely.

No one ever shouts. They all know the rules. Somehow.

On this train, you can't reverse. The doors between cars close the moment you try.

Unless you want to plunge into darkness and never get up again, you can't jump out. A child sits in the third row. She's drawn a picture of a burning house. Red crayons form the flames. Her family is still inside. A man sits two seats behind her, holding a wedding ring he never deserved.

A woman is holding a newspaper clipping soaked with something other than water. Not exactly, but they're all there because they couldn't face something. And like a bloodhound, the train sniffs out this kind of sadness. The driver sits in the first car, tall, thin, and wearing round glasses that don't reflect light. He doesn't talk much, but when he does, the walls listen. "Acceptance is the fastest journey," he says. "And no slower than denial."

Outside the windows: shadows, no stars.

The tracks are straight. Unless someone finally speaks the truth, the train will move on. The night's journey continues until then.

​The Woman with the Ring 

SHE CARRIED HER GRIEF like a perfume—invisible, overwhelming.

The window seat in the sixth row. A woman in her forties, her fingers trembling, her faded red coat no longer fitting her figure. Her wedding ring hung on her finger, as if it belonged to someone else.

She spoke to no one. She didn't cry.

She just stood there, staring at her hand as she turned the ring until her skin blanched beneath it. A garden party, excessive laughter, a whitewashed hospital corridor, and a slamming door in a lightless kitchen all marred the view from her window. It wasn't a blur of trees or towns. The loudspeaker boomed overhead.

"Approaching: St. Bellamy's Station." The woman hesitated. Her eyes widened. The name was familiar to her. No one else on the train answered. No one else heard it—because no one needed to hear it.

The train stopped hissing. The doors opened. Like a long-exposed photograph, a yellow haze covered the outside of the station. She remained silent. Not yet.

The conductor appeared beside her, silent until she noticed him.

He didn't ask her any questions. He just said,

"You can leave. If you're ready to stop acting like this." She turned her head. The conductor didn't delay. He disappeared as quietly as he'd arrived.

The woman stood up. Her legs barely held her. She stepped outside. St. Bellamy's was... her wedding.

But it wasn't just her wedding.

Beautiful and untrue, it was a distorted version built on memory and denial. The guests clapped loudly.

The sky was very blue.

The smile on her husband's face looked painted on. She continued walking alone down the aisle. Mark, her husband, the altar boy, reached out to her. But she didn't stop. "You knew," she whispered. Mark's fake eye blinked. "You knew, darling?" You were sick, and you knew. Before the wedding. "You married me anyway."

The illusion was shattered. Like puppets on strings, some of the guests turned their heads unnaturally. "You made me think it was sudden," she said, her voice cracking. "You let me carry the burden. The hospital bills. The nursing home... the lies."

The same empty smile crossed his face. "I should have left you," she said. The sky above the station shattered like glass.

"But I didn't. Because I loved you."

The visitors froze. The altar burned. Mark opened his mouth, but no word came out. All that remained was ashes.

The woman removed the ring. She stared at it—not with hatred, not with love—but with understanding.

Then she placed it on the floor with her steady hands. The train door behind her opened again with a crack. The conductor stood. She didn't turn around. Now she felt lighter as she boarded the train. The scene outside her window changed for the first time as she sat down again, no longer in memory but in movement. The adventure had begun.

​The Boy in the Red Hood

AS IF THE TRAIN COULDN'T see him, he sat with his head up, headphones in, and his eyes fixed on the ground. Sixteen, maybe fifteen. His lip was busted, his shoelace was missing, and there was a dark spot under his fingernails. He held his backpack like a shield in his lap. He tapped his thigh the same way every few minutes—tap, tap, stop, tap—in a nervous, musicless rhythm. He hadn't spoken to anyone since he'd boarded.

But the train knew who he was. Outside the window, the lights flickered faster now. In the darkness, shapes moved. Not people. Not quite. Then the intercom spoke, a low, faint voice. "Granite Crossing Middle School is our next stop." He took out his headphones. "No," he whispered. "No, no, and no." It was late. The train slowed. Behind the doors, lockers were holed, and fluorescent lights buzzed in the school hallway. Tyler Mendez had been named Student of the Month on a banner hung above the gym doors. The boy didn't move. The counselor appeared in the hallway, his voice quiet.

"The truth you refuse to face is waiting for you by your locker."

The boy tightened his grip on his backpack.

"It was an accident," he muttered. "He started it. He never did—" Still, no one was going to dispute him. Not here.

The counselor waited. Then the boy stood slowly. He stepped out onto the cold tile floor.

The hallway looked the same—the stains, the smell, the silence before the bell. He passed classroom doors that were all locked. Inside, no sounds. Finally, he saw it. His locker. Number 318. The bottom slanted slightly. Covered in Sharpie: names, jokes, and threats.

He hesitated.

Then the door creaked open by itself.

Tyler appeared too. Tyler, the real thing, was no longer there. A feeling. A guilt-based copy. Tyler smiled nastily. "What's wrong, freak?"

The boy stumbled. "You pushed me," Tyler claimed. "I waited until someone disappeared. I made sure I hit the corner of the sink."

The boy spat, claiming, "You were choking me." "You pushed me through the wall—" "And now I'm dead," Tyler said simply. "Tell me I deserved it. Come on."

The boy shuddered. He wiped his tears with his sleeve. "I didn't mean to kill you."

"But you did."

He dropped his backpack.

Inside lay a blood-stained inhaler, split in half. A photo of them as kids, before things went wrong. Two boys with grass stains and chocolate ice cream grinned.

He collapsed to his knees.

"I didn't hate you," he whispered. "I just wanted you to stop."

The hallway began to disappear. The sign above the gym was torn in half. Tyler's shadow disappeared completely, then disappeared completely. Silence fell, leaving the boy standing alone. Then he turned and watched the waiting train. This time, he sat in a different spot. Closer to the front. The hood was lowered. His face was expressionless.

The conductor passed him and nodded once.

The boy didn't smile. But he didn't cry, either.

This time, he just stared out the window into the future.

​The War Doctor

HE WASN'T OLD WHEN he used a cane to walk. His back was very straight. His eyes were very sharp. Yet his hands trembled.

Others called him "Doctor." No one knew his real name, and he never revealed it.

He was always staring at his pocket watch, which he never opened, as he sat in the last carriage of the train, farthest from the engine. Some passengers said he was the tallest on the train. Others claimed to have seen him leave and come back. But the train had a different idea today. A voice slid through the loudspeakers like smoke:

"St. Helen's Field Hospital: Approaching." The doctor didn't look up.

"Not again," he just whispered. The doors opened. It wasn't musty, but memory, the smell of disinfectant, smoke, and something metallic entered. The doctor stood. The train sighed.

St. Helen's Field Hospital.

Canvas ceilings. Beds lined up like dead soldiers. The faint whir of generators and the distant hum of war.

The doctor entered as if into a wound that had never healed.

Everything was so quiet.

He walked down the center corridor, past empty beds, until he found the person he wanted—the boy, barely twenty years old, his shirt soaked red, his eyes blazing with terror.

"Doctor Albrecht," the boy gasped.

The doctor froze. That nickname. He hadn't heard it uttered since—

"You promised," the boy said. "You said you wouldn't anesthetize me again. You said—"

"We didn't have a choice." "The others—"

"They died." "But I didn't have to."

The boy unzipped the sheet. His torso was scarred and uneven. Stitched together as a last resort. “You practiced on me,” the boy whispered. The doctor’s eyes welled with tears, but he set his jaw. “Twelve men were dying every day for us. I saved you.” “I saved your reputation,” the boy replied. “You wrote papers about me. You said I made a full recovery. You never mentioned the pain.” A rustle echoed through the ward.

Beds filled with shadows. Former patients. No one spoke. Everyone watched. “You thought the war made it justifiable,” the boy said, standing now. “Yet the medical journal didn’t hide the war. You did it.”

The doctor slumped on a bench.

He flipped open his pocket watch.

Time was absent inside. It was a photograph—the boy before the injury. Smiling. Alive.

“I remember your name now,” the doctor said quietly. “Elias Ford.”

“Say it then.”

"Elias, I've failed you." They took a





​The Mirror Twins






























​The Quiet Car




























​The Abandoned Priest



















​The Driver

























​Arrival/Departure
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