The Foggy Platform's Secret

Aman Kumar




Aman Kumar

Young Rohan shivered, pulling his jacket
tighter as he stepped onto the deserted
Kathgodam Railway Station platform. A thick,

swirling fog, cold and damp, hugged the ancient
stone, making the world feel hushed and
mysterious. Only the distant whisper of the
Himalayan wind broke the silence, carrying an

almost mournful tune.

Generated By www.genstory.app 1



https://www.genstory.app/

Aman Kumar

Through the swirling mist, Rohan spotted a
solitary figure standing perfectly still at the far
end of the platform. It was an old railway guard,
dressed in a faded uniform, his back to Rohan,
gazing intently down the empty tracks. A faint,
melancholic flute melody seemed to drift from

the fog, adding to the strange atmosphere.
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A shiver of unease mixed with a spark of

curiosity tugged at Rohan. He slowly began to

walk towards the silent guard, his footsteps
muffled by the thick fog. The air around the

mysterious figure felt colder, and the usual

station sounds seemed to vanish, replaced by a

soft, rhythmic ambient hum.
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As Rohan drew closer, he could see the
guard's face, etched with a profound, timeless
sadness. His eyes, though unfocused, were fixed
on the tracks, as if waiting for something that
would never arrive. The uniform appeared worn
and almost translucent, blending subtly with the
mist, yet the guard stood with an unwavering

presence.
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Rohan noticed a small, old, and faded
photograph clutched gently in the guard's hand.
It depicted a smiling woman and two cheerful
children, a bittersweet glimpse into a past full of
joy. A subtle, soulful pluck of a sitar seemed to

underscore the unspoken sorrow in the scene.
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Suddenly, a long, mournful train whistle
pierced the silence from deep within the fog-
shrouded valley, growing steadily louder. The
guard's posture stiffened, and a fleeting flicker
of desperate hope, instantly followed by deep
sorrow, crossed his weary face. He took a small,
hesitant step towards the tracks, his gaze

intensified.
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From the swirling, silvery fog, an ethereal,
glowing train began to emerge, its ancient lights
dim and hazy, its form almost transparent. It
glided silently towards the platform, a phantom

vehicle made of mist and memory. Rohan

watched, wide-eyed, as it approached without a

sound.
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With a gentle, loving smile finally gracing
his face, the guard stepped gracefully onto the
phantom train's carriage, as if reuniting with
long-lost loved ones. As the train began to glide
past, the guard's figure became increasingly
transparent, dissolving completely into the

swirling mist, leaving only a lingering warmth.
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Rohan stood alone on the platform, the
phantom train and the mysterious guard now
completely gone. Only the lingering scent of old
memories and the chill of the night remained.
He felt a profound sense of peace and
understanding, not fear, a quiet wisdom settling

In his young heart.
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Nearby, almost hidden by creeping ivy,
Rohan discovered an old, weathered plaque
embedded in the station wall. It commemorated
'‘Guard Arjun Singh, who bravely saved a train
from disaster but tragically lost his family in the
resulting accident, forever watching over these
tracks." Rohan finally understood the guard
wasn't waiting for a train, but for his family's

eternal return.
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