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​The Coffee He Doesn't Drink

The train arrives at 3:17 p.m. every Thursday. No whistle. No smoke. No squeal of brakes or creak of steel. The train doesn't stop—it just happens. One blink and the platform is empty. Next, a black locomotive, old as a memory, quiet as a grave, stands in the blazing Texas sun. The locals don't talk about it anymore. They did, once. Long ago. When the train first arrived, the questions were still there. Now, it's part of the city's rhythm. Like the clock in the courthouse tower or the cicadas chirping in the rain. Yes, something strange. However familiar. A shadow no one wants to touch.

At 3:18, the door opens.

A man reclines. The same man always. Shiny shoes, dark brown suit. The angle of the hat was perfect. He never moves, and he doesn't speak to anyone. His steps are slow but steady, as if he's following a script he's walked a hundred times before. Maybe he has. He walks two blocks, opens the door to Grady's Bar, and sits on the second window seat at the far end of the counter. The bartender—whoever he is that day—doesn't ask. They already know. Black coffee. No ice cream. Zero sugar. The man places a folded dollar on the counter, accepts the steaming cup, and rests his hands beside it.

He doesn't drink. Sometimes he looks at the cup as if it holds answers. Sometimes he closes his eyes. But he doesn't touch the cup. He stands, shakes his head once, and leaves exactly eleven minutes later. He goes back to the platform. Then—he's gone.

The train, too.

No way out. No roar. Just empty rails and the Texas heat.

People say he's a ghost. Others say he's a memory. When he passes, the old people, who've seen his face for decades, turn their heads aside and pretend they don't see. But seventeen-year-old Elijah Graves sees.

And he's not content with pretending anymore.

Elijah will follow the man this Thursday. To the train now. To what awaits him in the distance. Even if it means never returning.

​Curiosity and Dust

THE TRAIN ARRIVED AND departed. Elijah Graves sat with his notebook in his lap, cheap binoculars pressed against his face, his legs dangling over the edge of the rusted roof of the old feed store. Below, the empty rails glistened in the Texas heat, as they always did after a train disappeared. There was no sign of its existence—no smoke, no oil, no sound. Nothing but silence, which swept over the city like dust. He had missed the train again. Elijah had waited every Thursday for the past four months. He watched. He counted down to 3:17, when the unbelievable happened and a ghost stepped off a train that wasn't on any map. He opened his notebook with a glance. Thursday. 3:17 p.m. Man departs. Black suit. No bag. No smile. 3:18 p.m. Walking to Grady's. Coffee orders. 3:29 p.m. He departs. Returns to the platform. Disappears. Same thing every time. Like clockwork. Like a ritual. "Elijah!" came a voice from below. "You'll fall off that roof one day, and then I'll have to explain to your mother how her son was crushed like a June bug."

Miss Hattie, the feed store owner, had her hands on her hips, her apron flapping in the wind.

"I'm fine," Elijah replied. "Just watching the birds."

"Birds don't wear suits and ride invisible trains, my boy."

He smiled. Miss Hattie was fully present. Elijah sat at the dinner table with his grandfather, a man with a memory as sharp as a thorn tree but whose hands were trembling with age. "Have you seen him?" Elijah asked. From his plate, his grandfather looked up slowly. "The coffee man?" she asked. "Yes."

The old man chewed his cornbread slowly, his eyes clouded by something Elijah couldn't name. When I was your age, I saw him. At first, they thought he was a preacher. Everything was quiet and orderly. No one spoke to me. Suddenly, he appeared. “Did he always look the same?” There was a long silence. “Elijah, when I saw him, I was seventeen,” his grandfather told him. “Just like you. He had the same face. Not older. Not younger. His suit was the same. Same face. Same sad look. Elijah’s heart raced. So, who exactly is he? His grandfather sighed deeply as he leaned back in his chair. “I don’t know. I don’t want to know.” “Why not?” he explained. “Because some questions are just not answered.” Especially when they travel on silent railways." Elijah lay awake that night, staring at the cracks in the ceiling. The summer heat, the buzzing of insects, and the weight of something he couldn't explain filled his room. He always had the impression that he was a stranger in his skin, that he was destined for something a little beyond this sleepy little life. His mother insisted that he be enrolled in a vocational school. His friends talked about motorcars and girls. And yet, Elijah? He watched the tracks. He counted shadows. He waited for ghosts. He didn't practice magic. Yet he had faith in that train. And the following Thursday, he wouldn't just watch.

He would comply.

​The Silent Journey

THURSDAY CAME HOT AND slow.

By noon, the streets shimmered in the heat, and the air was thick with the smell of motor oil and dry grass. In case of emergency, Elijah had brought only a small bag containing a notebook, a flashlight, a pocket knife, and the only photograph of his father. He slipped into the alley next to Grady, who arrived at 3:10, and hid behind a pile of battered boxes in a low spot. He had a perfect view of the station platform from this vantage point. His heart pounded like a horse's hooves in the sand. No one else was there. They never had been.

3:16 p.m.

The air changed. It always had, but he couldn't explain it. The world didn't grow any quieter—it just felt... deeper. As if the sound itself were holding his breath.

Then—there came the train. A blink, and the platform was empty.

The next, a black locomotive that was still and gleaming, steam rising softly from its joints like the breath of a sleeping beast. When the door creaked open, Elijah's hands gripped the wood of the box. The man stepped out.

A black suit, black shoes, and a hat cast shadows over his face. Bare fingers on one hand, a leather glove on the other. No luggage. No one to speak to him. Just silence. He walked toward the bar. Elijah waited until he was out the door before proceeding. Now.

He sprinted to the train. A strange chill ran down his legs as soon as he took the first step. Not cold like ice—more like memory. A feeling of returning to something infinitely ancient. He climbed into the carriage. He wasn't prepared for the interior. It smelled of time and polished wood. Gas lamps cast an amber glow, and velvet seats lined the walls. Everything seemed pristine, immaculate—the kind of thing he'd seen in history books, not something that would work in 2025.

Yet, no one else was present. No conductor. No passengers. No sound.

The thick red carpet obscured Elijah's steps as he advanced. He passed compartment after compartment, closing each door and marking each one with a bronze number. Some doors pulsed with a warm, dim light from within. Others were dark. He resisted the urge to open them.

Then—

The train moved.

There was no warning. No lurch. No creak. He could be on solid ground one moment and glide smoothly through a tunnel of light and still shadows the next. The windows shimmered, distorted like heat rising from the platform.

Elijah stumbled, clutching a railing for balance.

The sound that snaked around his spine was followed by a whisper, which wasn't a voice. "You're not a passenger," I said. He turned. There was no one there.

"You're not lost yet."

The lights flickered. Then the movement stopped, as suddenly as it had begun. The train came to rest after a soft hiss. Elijah, his face pressed against the window, was outside, still in his city—but not his time.

Horses instead of cars. Dirt roads instead of asphalt. Wooden signs. Men in suspenders and straw hats. The same clock tower, but it said 3:19 PM, and the following year was engraved on it: 1925.

The train doors opened.

Elijah hesitated at the threshold. The air smelled different—warmer, sweeter, filled with wood smoke and a scent he couldn't identify. The sky remained a Texan blue. He stepped outside.

He felt like he was stepping into a photograph. A living, breathing piece of history.

He descended the stairs and turned to look at the train.

It was already gone. No hiss. No noise.

A faint whisper in the breeze: "Find what he lost."

​Welcome to 1925

THE STREETS WERE QUIETER than he'd expected.

Not empty—just... slower.

A horse-drawn carriage sped down Main Street, pulled by two barefoot, laughing boys who chased after it. A woman in a wide-brimmed hat swept her porch with practiced grace. Faint music drifted from a radio crackling inside the barbershop. Everything was vibrant, lifelike, and realistic—yet every color seemed a little washed out, as if the world had been bathed in sepia.

As Elijah walked, gravel caught on his sneakers. Eyes turned. His shirt, jeans, and backpack attracted more than curious stares.

A man mimed putting on a hat. A girl in a cotton dress whispered to her friend. The sheriff watched him from behind mirrored lenses.

He realized he looked as if he'd fallen from the sky.

And maybe he had, in a way. To gather his thoughts, he ducked into an alley near the store. His fingers trembled as he pulled out his notebook and scribbled:

Arrived: 1925. Same city. Different time. Same train. No way back.

He looked up at the sky for the modern world hidden behind the clouds. It wasn't there.

The clock tower bell rang. Three chimes.

Elijah wandered over to the bar—the same bar August Mercer had entered every week in his day. Except in this case, it wasn't yet known as Grady's. Above the door was a sign that read Clara's Place. Stop. Clara's.

He felt something in the name. He didn't know what it was or why—but it stuck to his skin like damp.

Inside, the bar was













​The Man Without a Past
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​The Beginning of the Fire


















​The Beginning of the Fire


















​The Name in Smoke





















​The Deal






























​Elijah Graves



















​The Boy Who Thought He Was Dreaming
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​The Next Passenger
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