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I should have been at work by now. I had hoped to be at my office earlier than usual that morning as I had a crucial meeting to attend. But I had two children to care for and needed to drive them to school. It was my wife’s turn to have the children. She was supposed to come over to pick them up from my place. However, Shealeigh, my wife, called very early that Monday. I was still asleep, yawning, and felt tired already when I picked up the phone.

“Hello,” I answered through a bout of yawning while stretching off my sleep.

“It’s me, Shealeigh,” Shealeigh allowed without any ‘Good morning’ or ‘How are you?’ “Listen, I won’t be able to get the children this morning,” she said in the same breath.

“Not again, Shealeigh. And what’s your excuse this time?”

“I have plenty of things to do at the company today—”

“And so do I, Shealeigh,” I countered. “I thought we talked about—” This time, Shealeigh interrupted me.

“I know what we talked about last Friday, Ruairí.” Shealeigh, by habit, was used to calling me Rory. Hmmm, something isn’t right. Lack of communication, I suppose, I thought with annoyance. “As I said, I won’t be able to get the kids,” she repeated. I detected some crankiness and nervousness in her voice.

“Oh! Is that what it is?”

“Yes, I need to be at work very early today—”

“And so do I. Shealeigh. I’m busy, okay, just like you.”

“Do you mind taking them to school today, Ruairí?” I don’t know why Shealeigh sounded remote and strange, but I could tell she was somehow avoiding me.

“Yes, I do mind. What’s the matter with you? But, I guess there isn’t much else I can say, right, let alone a ‘no.’” A brief pause. “Tell me, Shealeigh. You’re not giving me many choices. Am I right?”

“You can say that if you want, Rory.”

“Okay, okay, just this once, Shealeigh.” That was a favor I must render from my heart, not just to Shealeigh but also to my children.

“Say hello to the kids for me.” And that was it. Without saying anything else, Shealeigh hung up. And what is she nervous about? I thought as I put my phone off. She didn’t even ask about talking to the children. How strange.
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“Let’s go, kids. We’re running late to school,” I hollered across the house. We just finished eating our breakfast. The children went to get their stuff from their bedroom, and I tried to remain patient while waiting for them by the front door. “Hurry up, please,” I hollered again.

“We’re coming, Dad,” I heard Andrés yelling back.

Andrés and Anaïs, my children, came chasing after each other. I opened the entry door, and we all stepped outside. I was about to shut the door when:

“Where’s Mommy, Dad?” Anaïs asked. 

“Mummy called earlier saying she can’t make it today,” I informed the children as I locked the front door. We all marched toward the car then.

“Why, Dad?” Andrés and Anaïs wanted to know as I drove off heading to their school.

“Well, Mom said she has plenty of things to do today at work and had to start early.” 

“Okay, Dad. Will she pick us up after school?” Andrés and Anaïs probed.

“I hope so.” I hope so; I kept on thinking. But something started to worry me. I couldn’t tell what it was. Shealeigh didn’t sound herself this morning.

It felt awful knowing that the children were late for their school. Damn you, Shealeigh, it’s all your fault. I drove faster than usual while my mind cursed Shealeigh. When we arrived at the school, its grounds looked vacant. All the children were in their classrooms. I parked the car hurriedly and took the children to the headmistress’s office. I had to explain why Andrés and Anaïs were late that morning. She asked her assistant to escort them to their class. Meanwhile, the headmistress praised Andrés’s and Anaïs’s grades and other accomplishments.  

Without further ado, I excused myself and left. I jogged across the parking lot to my car, still irate because of Shealeigh’s negligence and irresponsibility that morning.

The traffic was jammed horribly on my drive toward the train station’s parking lot. Cars were bumper to bumper, and it got worse when I arrived. I couldn’t find any space available to park my car. One had to be wholly sane to make it this far that morning.

“Shit, shit, shit,” I shouted and slammed my hands hard on the dashboard. “Damn this fucking traffic.” I only had Shealeigh in mind then. She just stuck there, and I could only blame her for my frustrations. “Why does she always call at the last minute to-to—?” I had plenty to say but swear words were on my tongue. I slammed the dashboard again and harder, hoping to make me feel better.

But that day didn’t mean to be my day.

It didn’t take me long before I noticed the presence of so many police cars and an ambulance. They were all on the opposite side of the bridge I had to cross over to get to the subway train. All were everywhere and parked in odd positions. Their red and blue roof lights were on, oscillating, which gave that place an eerie and ghoulish feeling. I wished I could’ve walked faster; my curiosity was killing me. But again, a crowd of commuters blocked all the station’s entranceways. I had to squeeze through that crowd.

“What’s going on,” I mumbled to myself. “It’s never been like this.”

I was about to enter the train station’s main entrance when I realized something awful must have happened.

Let’s hope it isn’t a bomb. I thought of all those bombs planted recently in many public places worldwide. Bombs in London. Bombs in Madrid. Bombs in Paris, Bombs in Buenos Aires. Bombs in Bali, Moscow, in... Bombs, bombs, bombs. I smelled nothing, which could’ve indicated a bomb had recently detonated, though. I relaxed and felt grateful.

The many groups of people crowded inside that train station were scattered everywhere. Even the stairs to the waiting platform downstairs were packed solid with humanity. A little step after little step, I, at last, reached the platform below. But once there, the crowd got worse.

I must have gotten there on time as a passageway cleared. Quickly, a team of paramedics carrying a gurney happened to pass by: a black cadaver bag was on top of it. I smelled death. I shuddered at that moment, and spasmodic tremors followed. Goosebumps sprouted all over my body.

People were chattering amongst themselves. I overheard bits and pieces of different conversations. Somebody jumped in front of the train as it entered the station’s tunnel. And whoever that somebody was got torn into smithereens. Worse was for those people who searched for whomever that somebody was. A team of paramedics had to look for that somebody’s body parts to collect. Amongst that crowd, I kept on listening to their chatters.

“...the train kept moving back and forth, and....” “...the paramedics were down there in that trench. They were picking and placing body pieces in a bag....” “I had to watch all....” “It was sickening.” Such discussions kept going on all over the subway station. And to many witnesses, such an accident would be the main topic of that day’s discussions.

It took a while before the train finally opened its doors. People flooded in and packed themselves like sardines. A little later, it resumed its trip. But people continued with their versions of their chattering. There was no end to it.

“And they picked up most body pieces from the tail end of the train,” said some guy.

“Yeah,” replied another passenger, “the train had to move further so body parts could be searched and collected.”

“In pieces, of course,” another guy joined in.

“I sure hope those people found all of her,” someone else put on.

“I guess nobody is sure of that, right,” a lady beside me said, “You know what I mean, buddy?” She gave me a slight elbow nudge and giggled at that. “It’ll be no surprise if parts of hers are still there, hiding in that trench... rotting.”

“I don’t know. I wasn’t here when that happened,” I proclaimed. “But it sure sounds gory, though,” I hope you’re wrong, woman; I thought of saying to her.

“It sure was, buddy. It sure was,” A brief pause. “Perhaps you should be glad you haven’t seen any of this.” Another pause. “It saved you a nightmare tonight, that’s for sure.”
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