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Intro Essay

The Station: Where Memory Pauses

A train station is more than just a place of departure and arrival.
To some, it marks the beginning of a journey,

to others, it holds the final scene of a farewell.

But to me,

it is a space that stands still yet quietly breathes

a moment suspended in motion,

a feeling gently held in time.

Namchang Station.

A small rural station that few notice,

but within it, | encountered countless stories.

On one day, an elderly man sat silently in sunlight.

On another, laughter from children danced across the platform.

People come and go,

but something in those fleeting moments stays.

The world was a miracle.

And that miracle lived in the quiet accumulation of small, ordinary moments.

These photographs are not just documentation.
They are fragments of memory

soft traces that linger,

and perhaps,

they will awaken something within the viewer too.

Behind the camera,

| often found myself quietly watching,

and perhaps, unknowingly,

meeting a version of myself | had left behind.

This book is not just a story about train stations—

it is about the tender, universal stories that bloom in stillness.

| hope one of these scenes finds its way into your memory,
as something quietly familiar—
a piece of your own story.

IHyun



CHAPTER 1 S°lA+= A|7L

: The Moment of Arrival
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No path ahead, no path behind...
just walking.
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The sound came from over there,
but time was flowing right here.
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Behind every departure,
there is an unseen preparation.



arach 712 ohgo] g gtk

In that single piece of paper,
a heart heavier than words was folded.
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Here, even hearts must be loaded
along with the weight of bags.
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The time before anything begins.
All possibilities rest quietly on the tracks.
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Even without touching,
the heart had already said goodbye.




Amid the flowing world,
a gaze that stays still.
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Life rarely arrives on time,
but we still run with laughter.
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Though the train had paused,
love continued quietly.
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: People Walking Through Stillness
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In a single held arm,
every word finds its place.
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A place of waiting
can sometimes become the freest playground.
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The quietest moments
often hold the deepest stories.
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Even in waiting,
joy can appear at any moment.
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The train approaches from afar.
Each person waits, for their own reason.
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This was not a place to pass by,
but one to pause and rest your heart.
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Waiting turns into conversation,
conversation becomes laughter,
and strangers gently become one.
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Even with a bent back,
the path still leads forward.
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Though the light is near,
too much time has passed to lift the head.



We may be different,
but in this moment, we are headed the same way.
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: What Fades Away, and the Heart That Remains
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The train passes,
but behind it remain the quiet traces of unseen hands.
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Though heading to different destinations,
in this moment, we are all here together.
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In the midst of waiting,

only the child’s eyes pierced through the present moment.
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It wasn't a person who arrived at the station,
it was the weight of a life.




No words exchanged,

no gazes met...
yet still, they remain together.
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On a quiet platform,
what flowed from his hands

wasn't life...
but rubber bands.
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Beneath the shadow of the city,

we pause...
without anyone noticing.
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A world on small shoulders.
In holding you,
the world was a miracle.
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Between departure and arrival,
time paused for a moment.
But the heart had already
boarded the train.
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From a distance, | saw them

and somewhere among them,

| saw myself.

Waiting always led me back to me.




Epilogue

Still, the Station Remains
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Epilogue

Still, the Station Remains

The platform is empty now.
All the trains have come and gone.
And | too, have passed through every moment.

Those who waited,
those who departed

they're no longer here.
Yet the station remains,
just as it was.

Even if the light fades,

even if shadows and footsteps vanish,
the feeling

somewhere, somehow

still lingers, quietly alive.

So I no longer ask

why | photographed,

or what | hoped to leave behind.
| simply say this:

“l was there.”
And,
“So were you.”
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