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Prologue – The Ghost Station

"A dark night, the distant clatter of a train, and a mysterious old man’s warning... your journey begins here, where history and ghostly tales intertwine."
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The train rattled gently as it left Madurai station and rolled into the night. My compartment was almost empty—just a few scattered passengers, a family with sleepy children, and one solitary old man who sat near the window, his face half-hidden under a wrinkled shawl. The ceiling fan groaned, the bulbs flickered, and outside the darkness of Tamil Nadu spread like a vast canvas of silence.

I was on my way to Rameswaram, that narrow spit of land jutting into the Indian Ocean, to see for myself the ghost town everyone whispered about—Dhanushkodi. A place erased from maps by the wrath of a cyclone in 1964. But little did I know that my journey was about to become something far more unsettling.

The train wheels sang a metallic lullaby, and I dozed lightly, until I heard a voice—low, rough, almost conspiratorial.

“You’re going to Rameswaram?”

It was the old man. His eyes, though sunk in deep sockets, were alive with a strange fire. I nodded.

“Yes. And then to Dhanushkodi.”

At the sound of that name, a flicker passed over his face, something between fear and reverence. He leaned closer.

“Have you heard of the last train?” he asked.

His words caught me off guard.

“The last train?” I repeated.

He smiled grimly. “Yes... the last train to Dhanushkodi. Train number 653. December 22, 1964. It left Rameswaram station at night with more than a hundred souls on board. But it never reached its destination. The sea swallowed it whole.”

I knew fragments of this history. Everyone who grows up in Tamil Nadu hears stories of the cyclone that wiped out an entire town in a single night. But the way he said it, in that whisper that trembled between fact and legend, sent a chill crawling up my spine.

“They say,” he continued, his voice softer now, “that sometimes, on dark nights like this, if you stand near the old line to Dhanushkodi, you’ll hear the whistle of a train that should no longer exist. Some even swear they’ve seen it—an engine of light, coaches filled with shadows. A phantom train, still running its last journey... doomed to never arrive.”

The compartment fell silent except for the rhythmic clatter of wheels. His words lingered in the air like smoke.

I wanted to ask more, but he had leaned back into his seat, eyes closing, as if the effort of speaking had drained him. The train swayed, the bulbs dimmed, and the whistle cut through the night.

I looked out of the window. Fields rushed past, villages slept under a blanket of stars, and somewhere far away, the ocean waited.

A strange unease grew in me. Why had I come on this journey? Was it just to see the ruins of a forgotten town, or was something else pulling me there?

The old man stirred once again, just as the train slowed for a small station. He opened his eyes and looked straight at me.

“If you really go to Dhanushkodi,” he said, “remember this—trains may leave, but not all passengers return. Some journeys are not meant to be finished.”

With that, he rose slowly, gathering his shawl around him, and stepped off onto the dimly lit platform.

I watched him disappear into the fog.

And then, as the train began to move again, I realized something that made my skin prickle—there was no station name painted on the signboard. Just a blank board, as though the place itself had been forgotten by time.

The whistle blew, the train lurched forward, and the darkness reclaimed the night.

That was the first time I heard the story of the last train to Dhanushkodi. And it was only the beginning.
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Chapter 1 – Shores of the Forgotten Town

"Sunlit sands, silent ruins, and a town swallowed by the sea—welcome to the edges of a place forgotten by time."
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When I arrived in Rameswaram the next morning, the town was already stirring. Pilgrims thronged the streets, carrying brass pots of holy water, walking barefoot toward the grand corridors of the Ramanathaswamy Temple. The smell of incense, the ringing of temple bells, and the calls of street vendors created a symphony of devotion and commerce.

But beneath all the bustle, I felt an undertow of silence. Every conversation, every gesture seemed to hide a memory, as though the town lived under the shadow of something unspeakable.

I checked into a small lodge near the seashore. The owner, a kindly man with a white beard, handed me the keys. When I told him I had come to see Dhanushkodi, his eyes darkened.

“People still go there,” he said, lowering his voice. “Tourists, photographers, wanderers like you. But remember—Dhanushkodi is not just ruins. It is memory itself. And memory has a way of pulling you in.”

That afternoon, I hired a jeep. The driver, a wiry fellow named Murugan, agreed to take me along the narrow sandbar road toward the abandoned town.

The journey began on a proper tar road, but soon the landscape began to change. On either side stretched endless blue—the Bay of Bengal on the left, the Indian Ocean on the right. The road itself seemed no more than a ribbon of sand balancing between two immensities.

The farther we went, the quieter it grew. The cries of the gulls replaced the honking of horns, the whisper of waves replaced the chatter of men. And then, on the horizon, I saw them: ruins.

Crumbling walls rose out of the sand like broken teeth. Roofless homes, their bricks worn smooth by decades of salt and wind. A church, skeletal and hollow, its pointed arches now framing nothing but sky. A railway station platform, half-buried, leading nowhere.

“This is Dhanushkodi,” Murugan said softly, as if speaking too loudly might disturb the dead.

I stepped out of the jeep. The air was heavy, dense with silence. Even the waves seemed subdued, as though they, too, remembered.

I walked through the ruins, my feet sinking into warm sand. Everywhere I turned, I saw fragments of a life interrupted—a wall with faded paint, a doorway leading into emptiness, a hand pump rusted and useless.

Once, Dhanushkodi had been alive. A thriving town, a busy port where ships sailed to Ceylon, now Sri Lanka. A railway line connected it to the mainland, bringing pilgrims and traders to the very edge of India. Families lived here, children played in the lanes, fishermen returned with nets heavy with catch.

But then came the night of December 22, 1964.

The cyclone formed over the Bay of Bengal and grew monstrous as it moved toward the coast. Winds screamed at 270 kilometers per hour. Waves rose higher than houses. When it struck Dhanushkodi, it struck with fury.

A tidal wave, more than twenty feet tall, swept across the town. Homes shattered, the church roof was ripped away, the post office crumbled. And the railway line—pride of Dhanushkodi—was torn from the earth. Train number 653, carrying more than a hundred passengers, was lifted from the tracks and hurled into the sea. Not a soul survived.

In less than an hour, Dhanushkodi ceased to exist.

The government declared it unfit for living. Survivors left, and the town was abandoned. No rebuilding, no resurrection—just silence.

Now, only fishermen’s huts dot the edges, temporary shelters against the relentless sea. The rest lies in ruins, a ghost town left to the mercy of salt, sand, and memory.

As I stood before the roofless church, I imagined the voices that once filled it—prayers, songs, laughter. Now only the wind sang through its hollow arches.

Murugan pointed toward a half-buried structure. “That was the railway station,” he said. “From there, the train would go to the very end of the land. People said it felt like riding into the sea.”

I walked to the broken platform. The tracks were long gone, swallowed by sand and water. But if I closed my eyes, I could almost hear it: the whistle of an engine, the chatter of passengers, the clinking of ticket punchers.

Then, just as quickly, the sound faded, leaving only the hiss of waves.

A chill ran through me.

I thought of the old man on the train, of his warning: “Some journeys are not meant to be finished.”

And for the first time, I wondered—was I chasing a story, or was the story chasing me?

As the sun dipped lower, painting the ruins in crimson, I knew this much: Dhanushkodi was not dead. It lived on, in stone, in sand, in whispers carried by the wind.

And somewhere, hidden in that silence, was the secret of the last train.

d2d_images/cover.jpg
{LA‘ST TR Al ’ 0 *
DHANUSHKODI

WRITTEN & PUBLISHED BY

SWEET AUDIBLE





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





