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The decision had already been made. Yamdoot Samundar pushed him in and a clawed hand pulled him into a crowded compartment. He barely caught a glimpse of the towering Yamdoot, Jitender, whose impassive face held only the faintest hint of malice. Souls like him filled every seat, each one silent, faces drawn and hollow with despair. 

The train lurched forward with a shudder, its iron frame groaning as it plunged deeper into a darkness that seemed alive.

“Are we going to Yamlok via Delhi or Chandigarh?” He asked, as the train moved on the track heading to Delhi or Chandigrah. He had travelled frequently to Delhi or Chandigrah. When he didn’t get an answer, he peeked outside the glass window. Other souls were looking out as well: hoping for some miracle. The train shuddered on the known tracks for a moment before it veered sharply, plummeting down a hidden path that led into the depths of the netherworld. 

Now, as he was completely unsure of the route, he searched for his old seat, pushed someone to make some space for him and looked around. Souls were crying, eyes glistening with unshed tears as they lamented the lives cut sort. So many things they were supposed to do, to meet people they had loved, they missed things in life, and they were all crying and sobbing. It seemed that they had been forcibly thrown into the train, just like Jews on the train to Auschwitz or Hindu or Muslims on the train to India or Pakistan, where everyone know their fate. Here no one was talking; no one was comforting others. They were all alone, as they were most of them didn’t learn to be alone, so pain of this loneliness was too much to bear for them. He felt the same: it seemed that he was always busy with his cellphone, never developed real connections, unable to face the reality of life and only living in the delusion that one of his newspaper interview or non-fictions would make him rich and popular. But now, stripped of his fantasies and distractions, he felt raw and alone— loneliness more painful than any he'd known. Craving remained, though. Despair of the surrounding took hold of him and he wanted to change the seat or compartment. He got up to look around. 

Suddenly, a blow struck his ribs, and he stumbled, hands scrambling against the blood-slick floor as he searched for his attacker. This time, it wasn’t angry Jitender or the silent Samundar but a hairless, misshapen creature, with its mouth dripping with blood and skin oozing yellowish-red pus from ruptured sores. One leg ended in a twisted stump, and where there should have been teeth, rows of serrated saw blades gleamed wetly as it growled at him. 

“Sit down. Don’t move until you’re told.” It barked. The tone of the voice was an attack on already fragile soul, worse than any other attacked. He had abhorred the loud voice and he didn’t like to be told. It was unmistakably Jitender’s voice. Jitender’s transformation to this creature shocked his core. He turned around to look for Samundar. No sign of Samundar.

Suffering is the reality now for anyone who had board this train. It dawned upon him. With a sinking realization, he wondered, “Have I been this vulnerable all my life?” He hunched into his seat, squeezing himself into a corner on a bench already packed with twenty other souls, all crammed together in a space barely fit for half that number. Yet the horror below was worse. Layer upon layer of souls covered the filthy floor, stacked like bodies in a mass grave. It was like being in a glass-house, where the mirrors reflected other souls and doubling the numbers. But in truth, there were souls at the floor of the compartment, eager to pull him down, if he’s not cautious.
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