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IT WAS BAND PRACTICE.  Spirits were for the most part high, but then again, that was the idea.  The band was a trio now, and consisted of Anna, Binni and Toggi.  

Anna believed herself to be a singer.  She was a medium height, black haired girl of about eighteen years of age.  People liked to say she had strong features, meaning that she was marginally more delicate than Rosie the riveter.  She had long, straight hair that she liked to have fall down to her back.  She usually wore black, with as much lace as she could manage, which caused her to look like an extra from a funeral scene in a mafia movie, much to the amusement of the other band members.  They always dressed way more casually, usually in jeans or jogging pants and simple sweaters.  

Binni, who played keyboards, was also eighteen years old, about medium height, but very slim.  His build made everything he wore look baggy, no matter what it was.  Toggi, the other band member, had suggested they might just tape his clothes into place to fix that.  He had deep set eyes and a large, thin nose and his hair was cut fairly short.  

Toggi played guitar.  He was seventeen years old, slightly shorter than Binni, but taller than Anna and a notch heavier than she was.  He had a somewhat round face, and looked generally harmless.  The band used to have a drummer, but he had caught the plague the week before.  

As a singer, Anna was much more of a presence than a competent performer, although nobody told her this.  She made up with her lack of competence with confidence; again, to the amusement of her band mates.  She knew the words to all of what she considered to be the golden oldies, and could meow her way through them with great feeling, although audiences were usually scarce, or quickly became scarce.  She believed this was because the town's population was just very unmusically inclined.  She firmly believed that attendance would improve once she got to stage in any of the larger towns, or even the city.  She could definitely see herself performing in a hotel lounge somewhere.

Binni played keyboards, and was technically the best musician in the group.  He knew more than a hundred tunes, including the before mentioned golden oldies, and could perform them more or less without skipping too many parts.  Said skipping didn't go unnoticed by the audience, but most of them were thankful for it, as it shortened the songs, and Binni knew this.  He suspected it was all down to practice, which he rarely had time for.  His favorite instrument was a rather impressive keyboard he'd gotten second hand for a steal.  Apart from sounding like a piano, it could emit a variety of odd noises that could even be made to sound suspiciously like music.

Toggi was a self taught guitarist, and played an old guitar that he'd found in a garage somewhere.  He had to tune it between songs, as one of the strings kept getting loose.  He had another guitar, but all the strings were loose on that one.  He mainly used it in his attempts to play Nirvana songs.  He didn't know many tunes, but could follow whatever Binni hammered out just fine, which worked out okay in his mind, and sounded perfectly in keeping with Anna's singing.

The band had access to a small concrete storage shed in a field some way out of town.  Well within walking distance, but considering the size of town still relatively far away.  Most people joked it was so people didn't have to hear the band play.  The band mostly agreed.  It was just an old garage where a near by farm used to keep tractors, and thus rather spacious and had a fascinating echo.  The farm had long since been abandoned and all the tractors had been sold off.  The garage was old and cracked, and the roof leaked.  But it was shelter from the weather and it was all they had.  Not that the weather was that much of an issue, it was almost always calm in the valley, except for a few times during winter when the wind blew in specific directions.  They had it furnished with a couple of chairs and a sofa and a coffee table, all of which they had either found or been given.

Anna stood ready in front of the microphone, looking very serious as usual.  She took a couple of deep breaths to prepare herself.  To set herself in the mood.  She was confidence itself.  She closed her eyes, imagined that she must look like a regular diva as she stood there, her long black hair falling evenly over each shoulder, face turned slightly upward.  She was ready to sing.  Binni hammered the first notes of Linkin Park's In the end on the piano.  

Her mood was completely shattered. She opened her eyes, frowned as she turned around and almost shouted: “NO!”

“What?”

“No Linkin Park!”

“But we're doing golden oldies!” said Binni innocently.  

“Yeah, Linkin Park is a very old band,” said Toggi.

“OLDER!  Older oldies!  Much older!  And nothing foreign!”

Toggi looked up from his guitar, which he hadn't quite finished tuning yet, and told her: “you realize these beloved domestic golden oldies you mean are just old Italian songs?” He put an emphasis on the word “domestic.”

“Not all of them!”

Binni nodded: “most of them are.”

“Name one!”

“How about this one...”

Binni hammered a few keys of Non ho l'eta.

Toggi tilted his head: “I know this one, this is...”

“The 1964 Eurovision song contest winner,” said Binni, “I have another,” and he played enough notes to be recognized as Gente di mare.

“Ooh!  I know that one!  That Christmas song!”

“It's called Gente di mare.  It has nothing to do with Christmas at all.  I think.  What about this one?” said Biggi, and concentrated as he played some notes from Toto Cutugno's Innamorati.  Toggi whistled along with.

“Wait... that's Italian?” asked Toggi, surprised.

“Yeah.  By some Toto guy, can't remember his full name.”

Anna looked at Toggi, Toggi nodded.  She fumed.

“I've had it with you!”

Anna stormed out.  She was so angry that she forgot to slam the door, which she usually did when she stormed out in anger.  She also forgot all of her stuff, including her jacket.  But that was fine, she needed to cool down a little.  She could hear the guys do a very overly dramatic rendition of Linkin Park's Crawling as she speedily walked away.  

Relatively speaking she was way out in the countryside.  It would be a fifteen minute walk to town in the cold breeze, but the stroll would do her good and the scenery was nice.  

The shed was high in the hill, overlooking the fjord; out to the sea to one side, where the small fjord opened into the much larger fjord, and into the valley on the other side, where the town was.  One could see the old road lead up the mountain and along the side until it disappeared, and the new road lead below it into the tunnel.  Calling the new road “the new road” was also relative, since the thing was more than twenty years old.

The coastguard ship was still there, ominously blocking the harbor.  It was the most prominent, visible part of the quarantine.  

The outsiders, that is, medical and security staff stayed indoors this late, and they mostly kept to themselves when they ventured outside, so she didn't see any of them.  That was good, they creeped her out, all wearing those full body biohazard suits everywhere they went.  It made them look like some spacemen coming to invade the earth.  That's what it felt like having them already.  

The roadblock behind her was on the other side of the tunnel.  There were two others, but she paid them no mind.  They were deep in the valley, beyond the lake, also out of sight.

She had gone to band practice hoping to get her mind off the quarantine, and it had sort of worked.  She was too angry to mind it now.  And too angry to sleep.  That was worse, as being in the quarantine made her unable to sleep, made her mind wander while she lay on her back staring at the ceiling.  

Her mind wandered about death, and funerals.  She already had to attend the funerals of some of her friends.  In some distant future.  When they finally released the bodies from autopsy or storage or whatever those guys were doing with the bodies.  And now she was angry at her band members, and thinking about them instead, which was in many ways better.

She took a long walk around the town before she went home to sleep.  Or at least pretend to sleep.  She had a doctor's appointment right before noon.  It was to see if she was infected.
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EARLY IN THE MORNING Jon climbed into the government owned but unmarked Land-Cruiser.  The weather was still and overcast, but warm.  

Jon was about thirty, average height, and beginning to gain weight.  He was wearing his full bio-hazard outfit.  It made him look like an astronaut, and it was a pain to drive wearing that getup, but there was a deadly plague raging.  Don't want to get the deadly plague, do we?  

Jon had selected the Land-Cruiser for purchase, as an official vehicle, and this was the only time when the car actually made sense.  It was one of the few vehicles with doors large enough for him to comfortably get into and out of without much trouble while wearing the bio-hazard suit.  It was way better in that regard than the Subaru they had wanted to give him.  But he had demanded the Land-Cruiser.  He said he needed the extra ground clearance.  That extra half a centimeter of ground clearance.  He said he needed the off-road capability.  And they just shrugged and bought a Land-Cruiser instead of a Subaru Forester.  It wasn't their money after all.  And finally his choice had any sort of added benefit.  The keyless start was also a must have, with the spacesuit.  Another otherwise useless luxury item that finally made sense.  Every other car has it these days.  

He drove out of the town and headed into the tunnel.  The radio went dead once he was in.  The tunnel was an ugly, industrial affair
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