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Tap tap tap

Constant, unrelenting, life-affirming, and crazy-making.

Tap tap tap

More leaking from who-cares-where echoes off the walls and marks time like the ticking of a clock. It’s almost as noisy and unwelcome as my companion. God, how he prattles on. I shouldn’t have brought him down here, he’s endless.

“Did you see that thing in the south corridor?” he says, to illustrate my point.

“Don’t worry about it,” I tell him this many times each day partly out of kindness to alleviate his stress, but mostly to try and shut him up. 

I stand up and walk around a few times to wake up my legs. I’ve been squatting against the concrete wall for a couple of hours; if I’ve been counting the water drops right; and my toes are numb. 

“Don’t worry about it.” he parrots as he rocks back and forth to avoid me when I shuffle by him on my rounds. He starts making that noise–the one I can’t tell whether it’s sobbing or snickering. 

“Dammit, Durbin, it’s safe enough down here, so you don’t have to analyze every noise and shadow. It’s just shoppers. Relax.” I say.

“How much longer?” he asks. 

I know that he’s asking about morning, when we can go up and hunt–but his voice has a hollowness to it that suggests a darker question: How much longer? 

“Two more hours, give or take.” I answer.

Milky light from the cloudy sky outside gradually illuminates our space. The chain link fence is obscured by some old fabric, and the padlock is now visible enough to go and unlock it so we can exit. I am careful not to make much noise with the keys, always assuming something is waiting on the other side of the fence or down the corridors which are only barely illuminated with the weak morning light. The fence creaks a bit as it opens, so Durbin and I wait for a while before making a move in case we’ve attracted any unwanted attention. 

“Let’s go.” I say. 

Leaving the tunnels is always a stressful event. Durbin makes it worse, since he narrates the ordeal, pointing out what’s moved in the night. 

“That section got a new blockade.” he whispers, and inspects a makeshift wall made of wet plywood and a sturdy sheet of corrugated metal.

“We’ll come back for that later.” I answer, referring to the metal. That could have all kinds of uses. 

“But I wonder what’s back there.” Durbin says. 

I shake my head and shrug. I don’t want to know just now, but we should monitor the exit today to see what surfaces.

The west hallway slopes up toward the main atrium. The flooring is still pretty sound in this part of the mall, and there aren’t many corridors that intersect it, meaning fewer blind corners to worry about. It’s not ideal to encounter one of the shoppers in this enclosed space. There are cracks in the ceiling that worry me, though. If this part gets blocked off by some crumbling at night, we’d be down to just one other exit. 

The corridor ends and we’re standing in the old food court, with weak sunshine streaming through the broken skylights. Debris from the collapse is all around us, and we have to move carefully to avoid the spears of glass and the shafts of twisted rebar that jut from the floor like stalagmites in a cave. My cave. Our steamy breath clouds my vision as I scan the area for movement in the shadows.  

The sinkhole landed the entire north part of the mall about 30 feet lower into the ground. This section had been subterranean already, and housed restaurants and the lower level of a few department stores. The skylights ensure some light during the day will illuminate the atrium, and there’s a creepy solemnity that reminds me of being in a cathedral. 

I was just outside of the worst part of the subduction zone at the time, but most of the buildings and houses in my part of town were flattened during the quake anyway. Parts of earth all over the city were unstable, and things that hadn’t been flattened were swallowed up by the sinkholes, like this place. 

The big quake happened at night. Many people woke up to the earth rocking violently. The lucky ones never woke up at all. Heading downtown seemed like a reasonable idea, to wait for help that never came. The city center is a mess. If the roaming mutants don’t kill you, falling parts from the facades of the few remaining buildings might. 

The streets were filled with danger, sure. But I didn’t really believe that the world was falling apart until the seasons stopped changing. I’ve never experienced cold so bitter or a winter so endless. 

“It’s pretty bad today,” Durbin said. 

“The weather or your leg?” I ask. The cold is biting and the shock of wind is causing me to convulse. Durbin took a fall about a week ago, and got a pretty deep gash above the knee on his left thigh. We did our best to clean it, but the wound is infected. It’s weeping through the bandage we’d wrapped it with, and he’s feverish. 

“Ah, the cold. My leg’s okay,” he said. “I keep thinking one of these days that Hamburger Hut is going to be open.” a smile flitted across his face.

Between the cold and the talk of food, I was ready to move. 

“First thing’s first. Can you climb out of the pit on that leg?” I ask.

“Yeah, like I said, it’s fine,” Durbin responded, his irritation showing.

“Should we camp out and see if anyone from behind that blockade emerges?” I was still thinking about the things I could do with the sheet of metal. For one thing, it would strengthen the chain link fence. Even though the shoppers didn’t bother us most of the time, it would be good to have a better shield during the night.

“You want to meet the new neighbors, then?” Durbin raised his eyebrows. “Shall we bring a casserole to welcome them?”

“I’d rather get rid of them, but we don’t know what they are yet,” I say, and start coughing aggressively. 

The virus that spread among the earthquake survivors causes chromosomal mutation. I assume it’s viral, anyway, because the antibiotics that I was able to liberate from the rubble of a nearby pharmacy had no effect when I started to get sick. The virus affects people differently, but I experienced a lot of wheezing and vomiting at the onset. Then, the abnormalities started to become noticeable. 

When I found the underground oasis of the mall, I raided what was edible and was happy to find sturdy boots, warm clothes, and a radio at one of the stores. At night, huddled under a pile of coats, I listened to that radio, feeling terrified and alone–yet connected to the world far away from the ruins where I found myself. One night, I heard an interview with a scientist on the news. He was talking about chromosomal inversion, resulting from this virus, and, just as it sounds, the chromosome becomes inverted– its segments are reversed from end to end. A piece of the chromosome is removed and then reattached but opposite from the direction of origin. The upshot is that I’m shrinking and losing a great deal of muscle definition. I’m a full foot shorter than I was last year. It doesn’t hurt, and there are some advantages to being smaller when much of the day is spent crawling around a jungle of debris, trying to stay hidden. But I do wonder when it’s going to stop. How small can I get before I disappear? The scientist didn’t offer much in the way of answers and kept stressing that they were running tests on some of the afflicted. Not long after, the radios stopped picking up any signals at all.  

“You think the new neighbors aren’t shoppers?” Durbin asks. 

“Shoppers never stay put, and they don’t build shelter,” I reply.

“What do you think about my going up and trying to find some food and some more medicine for your leg? And you wait here out of sight and see if you can spot anyone or anything coming out.” I say. 

Durbin chews on his bottom lip and regards me thoughtfully. 

“Okay. But I don’t like splitting up, do you?” he asks. 

“On the contrary–having a break from you will be the best part of my whole week.” I snap. Then, relenting, I add, “I’ll be fine, and I won’t stay up long.”

Durbin loosens a piece of rebar from a nearby pile of rubble and hands it to me to use as a weapon. 

“Watch your back, Carlyle,” he says and positions himself behind the counter of an old Orange Julius Cafe. “God, I can still smell the orange cream frothiness.” I hear him say. 

I walk quickly and quietly up the defunct escalator and grab hold of the knotted rope we use to climb in and out of the underground mall. The dirt is hard and slippery, covered with permafrost. I lose my grip a couple times, and drag myself out of the pit and onto the cold hard ground. I examine my hands to see how bad the rope burn is, and look around for any sign of life.

Buildings have been leveled or burned, and the asphalt is either cracked or sunken. An icy wind terrorizes me as I uncover the old bicycle that I’ve been using lately and start riding north along the river. In the absence of civilization, wild animals have started to retake the area, and I see a mother black bear and two cubs lumbering along on the other side of the water. I’m startled by sudden movement, and see a pack of coyotes dart across the vacant street ahead of me. Seeing nature reclaiming this urban death zone gives me flickers of optimism. But as the wind rustles the bare branches of the trees, it sounds like the clattering of bones and I wonder if they’ll ever blossom again, or if anything will ever grow in this long winter. Fragrant memories of fresh fruit and vegetables tease me as I continue along. 

I pull the bike around the side of a big block of warehouses in the industrial district. I’m pretty sure we haven’t raided some of the crates near the railroad, so that’s my destination. I haven’t seen anyone yet, and my good fortune continues as I come across an open train car with about a thousand cans of assorted foodstuff. This has to be someone’s stash, so I act quickly and fill my backpack. 

My next stop is the ruins of Good Samaritan Hospital to see if I can score some topical antibiotics for Durbin. This is dangerous. There will be shoppers and maybe worse. I curse out loud at Durbin. I’m furious at him for his carelessness. Damn idiot. He was swinging on our rope ladder like he was Tarzan, and he slipped. He could have broken his neck, and part of me wishes he would have. But instead he landed on some broken bits of concrete and now he has an infection, and it has to be my problem.

He’d been my problem ever since I met him. I was lying low as usual, observing a gang of mutants from the safety of an empty dumpster. Durbin was sitting in a tree with a bag of bricks, heaving them down at the mutants, trying to kill them. He had pretty good aim, and when the gang was lying bleeding and writhing, he jumped down and stole whatever supplies they were carrying. He’s the most inelegant hunter I’ve ever seen. I followed him, though, I guess I was lonely, and he had a tough, intriguing handsomeness to him. He thought he was safer up high, but I knew that underground was a better bet. Warmer too. Durbin tried to peg me with a brick once I made my presence known, but as he says, he couldn’t ruin a pretty face, so we’ve been companions ever since. What an idiot. 

The hospital’s glass doors are yawning open as I creep up. I can hear the echoes of some rustling in the halls. I move silently into the old ER and start going through the cabinets, hoping to find some kind of ointment that would help Durbin’s infection, or maybe oral medication would be okay. I start to panic when I feel the urge to have another coughing fit, which would alert anyone here to my intrusion. If only there was any medication here that could help me. But no. 

I give in, unable to help it, and start hacking and throwing up on the hospital floor. I look up and see that I’m surrounded. 

These mutants are farther along in their affliction than I am. They stand about three feet tall, and their pale skin sags grotesquely around their jowls, as though they have beards made of flesh-colored orange peels. Despite their fearsome appearance, I know that they aren’t strong, but they are armed. One has a scalpel, and another one has a metal curtain rod that he’s holding like a staff, tapping one end of it on the floor. The smallest one of the gang makes a guttural snarling sound and starts to creep forward towards me. 

I jump up and stand at my full height–an imposing 4 foot 5 inches, and shove one of them to the side as I run through the open door back to the street. It was an unsettling meeting, but the only consequence was that I didn’t find Durbin’s medicine. There are shrieks and howls coming from the hospital, and I decide that it’s best to try again another day. 

As quickly as I can, I return to the mall-hole, and carefully navigate the rope down as the sun is setting. Night means that the cold temperatures will go from agonizing to deadly. I tiptoe down the escalator and check behind the counter at Orange Julius. There’s no sign of Durbin, which worries me. I walk around the atrium urgently trying to find him. Once the light is gone, it is difficult to get safely to our enclosure for the night, and the darkness is gathering quickly. 

Almost obscured by the lengthening shadows is a pile of something across the atrium, so I make my way there to investigate. There’s a tingling sensation on the back of my scalp. Yes. It’s Durbin. Or it was Durbin. His body was little more than a pile of stained rags. It’s unusually violent behavior for shoppers. Maybe the new neighbors have a new kind of mutation. I look away in disgust, and realize I’m alone again. Again.

I’m able to navigate the darkening halls and notice that the new barricade seems untouched. It would be too risky to abscond with the corrugated metal sheet at this hour. I lock myself back into my cage for the night and wait for the morning.

Another result of the mutation is that I don’t sleep anymore–maybe for a half hour or so. I allow myself the brief doze, and dream of Durbin. He’s in the cage with me–I think it’s a memory of our first night together. 

“Why do you call them shoppers?” he asks.

“Because it’s the mall, and they’re constantly shuffling around–always looking for something,” I answer. 

“But they don’t pay for what they take.” Durbin teases me.

“The things they’re looking for aren’t for sale,” I say. 

“Is that them knocking?” Durbin says, glancing around in agitation.

Tap, tap, tap

I wake up and realize my face is streaked by rivers of tears that fall on the mall’s linoleum floor.

Tap, tap, tap. 
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Katie Mae was nervous, and she hated that about herself. She also hated that her nervousness was an axis of which to further her own self-discontent. She had fumbled and tripped her way through her young twenties, existing on the fringes, always on top, always getting the grades, always making sure to wake up early. She had no need for alcohol because she got a hangover once and didn’t like it. She had no need to drugs because they were illegal, and they held a mirror up to her that she never consented to. Every guy she ever dated never went past the restaurant or the park outing, and Katie had consigned herself to believing eventually, when they grow up and want to settle down, they would find Katie’s low temperament and contentment to be a safe refuge after their own understanding of their mortality has hit them full swing. And now, descending the germ-utopia of the subway steps, Katie cursed herself for not leaving an additional forty minutes sooner, just in case. Katie Mae had learned a while ago, perhaps at the age of 13 when the other girls were noticing boys and she felt herself able to swipe away any potential formative memories that might sway her from getting out of the evil boundaries beyond her comfort zone, that she was a burgeoning and nigh friendless 33 year old, and had been so through every Saturday night, even against the bulwark of the nightlife utopia that was New York City.

Or, she was until the Singularity Girls arrived, blitzing from literally another dimension into Lima, Ohio, of all places. Katie Mae remembered hearing about this ten years ago, back when she was in college, and as she was pushed this way and that by the mass of coming and goers on the platform, she transported herself through time as she pulled out her phone, put her earphones in, and went down what was now the seventh album from her favorite band, armoring herself against the madness of New York City. This was worse than New Years Eve, she figured, tucking herself away into a corner, careful not to be seen or spoken to or approached. She only had enough social energy for the event tonight, the All the Singularity Girls watch party at a bar uptown, the location being grounds for rejecting the invitation on any other day. But the meetup group she found online, of which was a safari she was most comfortable, nay, exclusively comfortable, was a pull enough. Sitting in her pajamas on a Saturday night, wearing an oversized ASG t-shirt, drinking chamomile from an ASG mug, debating with people (never strangers, anyone on the message boards that loves ASG as much as Katie Mae could never be a stranger), over whether Garnet’s recently aggressive sounding synth was the result of some paramour gone wrong, of which the speculation, given the alien nature of their show, made for much engaging and important discourse. Or what about the outfit that Esmeralda wore, with the cape that looked like it had galaxies on the inside? They all look good, obviously, but Esmeralda slays that in that department. But what about the merits of The Herald, which was the third track on their second album, comparing against Reckoning, the fifth track on their sixth, for no reasons other than a reason to continue talking about them? ASG had instruments that were beyond human comprehension, sort of like seeing a new color, so while the musically inclined did have their own pocket dimension of discussion, it was really just a feedback loop of adoration of which Katie Mae, virulent ASG (All the Singularity Groupie, not to be confused), found a much needed and foundational hit of her daily dopamine. 

But anyway, Katie remembered hearing about them in the fall, right after being told that a boy she liked didn’t like her back. People thought it was a hoax, to see a localized aurorae borealis in the middle of the road. When three figures materialized via a series of shapeshifting and appearing Lego-like cubes, people thought they were aliens (jury is still out on that one), or perhaps time travelers (long since debunked). This actually begged the question on if aliens were simply living organisms outside of Earth’s terrestrial sphere, or if those from another dimension fit into this category. What ultimately mattered most to the world at large, and specifically the residents of Lima, Ohio, was that the randomly manifested visitors had begun to play a wonderful setlist, of what would later feature their first single Neurolink. Then, as they took their bow, they disappeared as if folding into themselves, stage and all, back into the fabric of space/time from which they came, leaving the residents befuddled to say the least. What an opening act, Katie Mae remembered thinking, like a flashmob but less annoying.

The subway arrived and Katie was ushered on, holding onto her bag that contained everything she might need for an apocalypse and general urban defense; mace, pocket knife, a variety of antibiotics to feel fit and healthy. Not that Katie Mae planned on staying much later at the bar than needed. Face-to-face interaction for AS Groupies was not a comfort zone for any of this obsessed lot. Now, her bespectacled nose pressed again the back of someone who smelled faintly of whisky, Katie watched the subway travel through the underground arteries of the city, looking outside herself, the city opening up in front of her as the train crossed from Brooklyn to Manhattan. Welcome ended and Katie, feeling particularly claustrophobic in this fast-traveling metal coffin, then infused herself with the more rock-oriented anthem We are a we, of which she had just argued that was the best of Amethyst’s drumming on the album, if you could call whatever instrument she played a drum. 

In preparation of the meetup, Katie Mae made sure to refresh her knowledge of ASG history, so she could better posit her opinions and ramped up beliefs. It was a common sin among the AS Groupies message boards and threads to not know even the basic history of their collective idol group, and a surefire way to open yourself up to near permanent mocking if you misspeak. So Katie rattled them off: All the Singularity Girls first appeared in Lima, Ohio, manifesting out of nowhere, disappearing as fast as they came after playing their first flagship album. The second spontaneous performance was in Los Angeles, which really put them on the map. They zipped into existence and played their third album “Eclipse” in London, floating on top of Big Ben, unannounced and to much applause. This was actually during the time when they started to appear on streaming services, although the bigwigs were unsure how they were able to get their music on there, with no returning IP address. Katie Mae was in the camp to argue that the appearing on the streaming services uninvited with no contract or announcement not only served as a meta-celebration of their entire performance M.O., but also a message to fight the capital conglomerate of music streaming companies. Blacklisting the alien-or-time travelling-or inter-dimensional interlopers only served to make them more popular, and The Singularity Girls cared not for the royalties presented to them when the companies finally decided to play ball. Earth money did not seem to work for where they come from. And this only made them cooler. The fourth performance was in Sydney, above that opera house, the fifth album Palms Up, consisted of a sudden light show underneath neon tinted clouds, where Esmeralda materialized first to open with Katie’s favorite track Listen and Weep. That was four years ago. It was difficult, near impossible, really, to determine when the next album was going to drop, but Katie Mae and the rest of the Internet knew it was going to be life changing. The seventh album, if it were to happen, would propel The Singularity Girl’s to absolute dominion of pop culture status, elevated to total deification, of which was much deserved and anticipated. 

Which was precisely why Katie Mae was braving the subterranean lattice work of failed urban design, having now hopped off at one junction to await another ferry at the edge of the platform. The seventh album was as unpredictable as the ASG were geniuses, but the collective hive mind of the AS Groupies had determined, via some incredibly well leaked rumors of both a validated Nasa initiative to investigate the “occurrences” as they say or else the UN’s endeavor to join the nation’s funding to protect against the “invaders”, which frustrated Katie Mae at a fundamental level, had all pointed, to some degree of accuracy, that the mythical seventh album was not going to be fabled at all. It was going to happen, right in New York City, within a set target of coordinates. And people were saying that this was going to be the final album drop, which she took with a grain of salt. Katie had taken off work at the library, had taken her nap, had dressed in her nicest ASG merch. She was going to see them, even if it took all night. What did they say about the Big Apple? It was the city that never sleeps, and Katie Mae had resolved to fuel this mantra.

The train arrived at Times Square, which would require now the 6to 96th street, where she would be, with any luck, walking the doors of the meeting spot. She checked her watch, found herself late by her standards, and tutted along. She passed the security check point, with the armed guards with eyes trained to catch shimmers in the sky, clutched her peacoat over her ASG shirt to avoid the hateful gaze of the anti-ASG protest groups that sprouted like cauliflower along the crevices of this under deserving city. Katie felt good tutting against them, excited to share this experience over what she had resigned and felt a naughty anticipation for a glass of wine. She seriously disliked how these groups went on, like some X-files con or something, wearing their shirts with unflattering images of Esmeralda, Amythyst, and Garnet, speaking into microphones that the world was under threat of extra-terrestrial invaders. Stick a space invader where it doesn’t shine, Katie Mae mentally summoned from a particularly snappy message board comeback. She could understand at a base level, if pressed, to understand the NIMBYism of their philosophy, but couldn’t they see the obvious? The Singularity Girls were touring musicians, obviously from a plane beyond our realm, sure, but they zipped in as fast as they zipped out. And their music was about empowerment and identity, of overcoming challenge. Did they need to infuse political subterfuge in everything? What was this, McCarthyism all over again? If she had the time and patience she would have implored them to listen any song of theirs and try to find threatening meaning. It actually amused Katie Mae, walking through the subterranean chaos, to imagine offensive and subliminal themes in songs like Becoming from their 3rd album, or even Arrowhead, from their sixth. 

She toyed on this as she traversed, now landing on the platform as a proselytizer, of typical “end of the world” cloth, flexed his groping fingers and spouted nonsense. There was a nervousness in the air that Katie found unflattering of such a wonderful night. She was, frankly, a little frustrated that there was not more hullaballoo surrounding the The Singularity Girl’s seventh album drop in this great city. She had left particularly early because she expected the masses to clog the subways like they do on Comic Con, or New Years. Instead, the underground world of New York City was stuck in transit, full of soothsayers and snake oil salesmen, uncouth Anti-ASGers, armed military men waiting for a strike of lightning that would never come. Katie Mae’s emotions shifted now, manifesting in tapping feet, numerous glances at her watch. She accounted for train delays, moving through the subways, passing the checkpoints. But now her reserve of time was growing thinner. She would be fine, of course. Katie Mae was nothing if not prompt. Biding her time, she decorated her temporal limbo waiting for the train with a shift to the 6th album, fitting for the train label, called Rejoice! Rejoice!. This was the album where Amythyst, the theoretical guitarist (the instrument had strings that lit up when plucked, but it seemed to require extra fingers and had a badass looking wrap-around a-la a tuba) took a real chance, really going into a punk direction, a half-step into a genre shift that told all the haters that they did not care about who did not take them seriously. And Garnet, the theoretical drummer (she produced the heavy beats by touching was appeared to be a floating crystal the color of lavender that looked very much like rock candy, or a salt lamp), followed suit, her beats electric, angry, a sucker punch to the mouth. 

She was halfway through Listen, we are here when she noticed, like someone wearing your university’s initials in a different state, or better apt, a lighthouse in a terrible and god evoking storm, a woman not terribly unlike herself across the platform. Their shared identity was obvious, even for those outside of the know how of the ASG’s peacocking tells (earrings and jeweled boots in the fashion of Esmeralda’s four translucent and crystalline legs were a pretty good tell of fan); she was repping an A Singularity Girl’s t-shirt underneath her jacket, Garnet’s jewel adorned third eye poking from the zip up. At once Katie Mae felt a surge of excitement, like the ascension of a roller coaster, and she nodded in case the other girl noticed her too, which she didn’t. Katie was affirmed; she was not the only All the Singularity Groupie here, not alone. She had a fellow soldier. All of Katie’s anxieties swept away at the mere sight of this comrade, that the message boards and online debates she had participated in had manifested into something physical, something real, something Katie could physically touch, joining into a loving we. Katie had two billion questions threatening to pop out of her noggin like the exploded scouts of kernels before the barrage, a leak in the damn of her fandom and devotion. She wanted to ask her compatriot in passion what her favorite album was, who was her favorite of the three glittering members, and, perhaps even a little raunchy, the weakest songs on her favorite album.

A thought occurred to Katie Mae at this moment, looking across the rat and trash littered metal worked landscape underneath the skyscrapers and the most iconic urban landscapes in the world. The girl, her friend, bobbing along no doubt to the The Singularity Girls, was on the other end of the platform, and if anyone knew anything about subway navigation, one path went uptown and the other went downtown. Where was she going? A horn announced the arrival of the train like some great herald, the silver snaking chariot sliding up to the platform, obscuring Katie’s view of her fellow AS Groupie. She watched her coated friend brave a similarly crowded subway, felt a pang of helplessness emboldened by her renewed validation. Then the train was off, and Katie Mae, now listening to the Chorus transition to Beacon off the same album, waved absently. The poor girl was heading in the opposite direction, and would surely be hard pressed to make it to the bar on time. Now the platform was empty again, full of military sentries and ne’er-do-wells, some of them giving a disapproving sideways glance in Katie Mae’s direction. Under normal circumstances she would have tightened the collar on her jacket to hide her ASG merch, but she felt emboldened by her wayward ally, and by her future community. An act of resistance would be a fun story to tell, a good ice breaker, and instead she opened her jacket a little more, revealing Amethyst’s purple afroed head. In hindsight Katie Mae should have done this as an alert to the girl across the platform. 

Beacon ended and she decided to switch albums. In this treacherous intermission of silence, she had created a vacuum for the people’s anxieties to fill. She overheard hurried conversation about finding a place to bunker down, talks of disabling all electronics for the night, streets to avoid and rumors of streets to avoid, regrets about not leaving New York City sooner, the sad acceptance that the ferries and the bridges and the tunnels were closed off, that the Manhattan sky was littered with a platoon of helicopters, that the U.N. building was finishing its touches to become a fortress, people communicating with large hand gestures as they handed out earplugs, and then Palms Up started and Katie was at peace. The train arrived with its announcing gust of wind. She eyed the direction of the train, discovered immediately that the subways were on a different service, unannounced, or that someone perhaps had forgotten to make a clerical change in the direction where it was headed. This train was going downtown, whereas the train on the other platform was going downtown, but that did not make sense, which meant that...

Katie Mae stepped back, a reverse trajectory rock against a landslide of people. She craned her neck, instinctually holding onto the audible umbilical cord of the Singularity Girls into her consciousness to keep herself afloat. With a sharp and heavy insertion like a dropped icicle invading her scalp, she realized with immediate acceptance that it was she who was heading downtown, incorrectly positioned against the urban landscape, sending herself like an incorrect package. But how? Katie Mae was proud of her organization, her ability to plan ahead. Surely the trains were off kilter, or...it did not matter, Katie realized, she needed to take action. She accounted for an entire universe of errors; train delays, military stops, untied shoelaces, but she was so arrogant to think that she was exempt from such follies. Swallowing her pride, Katie Mae plucked herself from the crowd, swerved as Bloom started playing, and with a matched tempo of her steps to Garnet’s bass beat, she crossed the platform, traversed through the crowds, past the military outpost, and stood right where her compatriot was previously standing, correctly, just moments before. 

Tapping her foot both as a release to her anxiety and the beat of Bloom, Katie Mae waited for the train. With luck the ETA of her uptown metal centipede would arrive in 5 minutes, which was an eon in comparison to the circumstances involved. And besides, every minute truly did count. The Singularity Girl’s were mathematically projected to arrive around 8:30, but any fool who followed that to a T was, well, as idiotic as those tin foil wearing goons she had skated past just minutes prior. Every minute lost was a minute she might lose out. 

By now people were beginning to get just as antsy, talking about going underground, handing out fresh ear plugs as an act of trauma-kindness, as if some great storm was approaching. Bloom ended and Katie went to the third album, Tesselate, and played from track one, which began with We are
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