Beneath the Station Lighte

Felicity (i always hated the train ctation at midnight. The bright lights made everyone look tired and ghostly, and the
cold wind always made it worse. Yet every Friday night, che ctill waited there after work, hoping che might cee Mark

agoin.

A year earlier, theyd met on the came ctation during a thunderstorm. Her bus had broken down, and his train had been
delayed for hours. They cpent the entire night talking about books, music, dreams, and every place they wanted to vieit
one day. By cunrice, Felicity felt ac though che had known him forever.

After that night, they became inseparable.

Mark brought her tea whenever che worked late at her chop. Felicity listened while he complained about university ctrecs
and family expectations. Slowly, friendship turned into comething deeper, more beauvtiful than either of them expected.

Then everything changed.
Three months earlier, Mark abruptly ctopped ancwering her messages.

At first, Felicity believed he was cimply busy. Dayr became weeks, weeks became months, coon the cilence clowly chattered
her heart. Every unanswered call felt like another crack cpreading through her heart.

So when che caw Mark ctanding acrose the station platform that one rainy Friday night, her heart ctopped.
He losked thin, exhavsted.
A minute passed, neither of them moved.
Then Mark tentatively walked toward her.
‘Felicity...”
Hie voice counded weak, almost nervove.
She hugged her arms. “You disappeared.”
T know.”
“That'e all you have to say?”
Mark looked down. “T didn't know how to explain.”
Rain hammered against the ctation roof while passengere chuffled around them. Still, Felicity felt trapped.

Finally, Mark looked up again. Hic eyes were red with exhavstion.



My mother got cancer,” he admitted quietly. ‘T had to leave univercity and work full-time to help pay for her treatment.”
Felicity’c anger weakened immediately, even still the hurt remained. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
Becavse I felt achamed,” Mark whispered. “I didnt want you ceeing me fall apart.”
Che ctared at him cilently.

For months, che'd imagined terrible reasons for hic dicappearance. Maybe he ctopped loving her. Maybe he found
comebody else. Yet the truth was cadder than che expected.

“You chould've trusted me,” che caid coftly.
“T know.”
A train thundered pm‘f the ctation, making the p/affarm rumble.

Then Mark reached into his coat pocket, pulling out a cmall photograph. It depicted them, together, during the cummer
festival, both cmifing beneath glowing lanterns.

‘T carried this every day,” he admitted quietly. ‘Even when I thought you hated me.”
Felicity’c gaze wavered.
She ctepped closer to him.
‘T never hated you,” che whispered.
For the first time in months, Mark emiled warmly.
Then, another train roared into the ctation. A frightened child clipped near the platform edge, ccreaming in panic.
Withovt hesitation, Mark lunged forward and pulled the child cafely back.
But he lost his balance.
Felicity'e ccream echoed through the station as Mark disappeared beneath the rushing lights.

The photograph clipped from her chaking hande and landed beside the tracks below.
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