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Sine Wave


Jenny needed to be outside. Her black winter coat lay on the floor in a heap under the shelf behind her chair, next to the trash can. She unzipped the coat’s front right pocket and stuck her hand in there and felt the wool gloves, opting to leave her hand in there until she was outside and it was time to take the gloves out. She felt like a samurai.

Her suite was a big one with many empty cubicles, even in the areas actually populated with employees. There was a route to the door that entailed passing by only empty offices and empty cubes because their occupants, if they had any (and most did not), were higher-ups and were away in another state. Jenny took this route. No one saw her leave. No one was even up out of their seats to get a cup of water. It was just dozens of empty cubes like a planet with nothing but wind.

Jenny had just read a blog about what it meant to be human. She had done this instead of working. The man who wrote the blog looked about thirty, maybe a little older. To Jenny, that seemed very old. The blogger had a face like an eagle, handsome scruff, and gold eyes. On a page of his website he had written out a list of one hundred fifty-one goals for his life. These included places all over the world to which he wanted to travel, conditions he wanted to meet, and languages and disciplines he wanted to learn. So far he had completed forty-two of the goals.

Suddenly, Jenny didn’t think thirty was very old. She was good at math and she quickly surmised that her total tallies for both goals declared and goals achieved would be much lower than one hundred fifty-one and forty-two respectively. She had done a decent amount of traveling within the United States but had never been anywhere that required a passport. She had seen bridges and beaches and statues and shows and felt that they were very impressive and fun but that they were not life-changing, and now that they were merely memories, she was confident that they were no different from anything she could conjure with her imagination. A fantasy was just a memory with an asterisk.

Unless, she thought, she had just been traveling wrong, and there was something else she was supposed to be doing. A small mischievous part of her had indeed wondered, especially since the man with the blog was unmarried, if the real reason that young, single people traveled the world was to have sex with exotic people, and it was a huge blunder in the great game of maintaining status to ever just admit that this was the case. This did not appeal to Jenny in the slightest. She did not want to be, in turn, anyone’s exotic conquest. Plus, her foray into online dating was teaching her that all men were basically the same, no matter what city, state, or country they were from. If that were not so, then how else could “Nice tits” be so many men’s idea of an acceptable greeting? The first instance has been exhausting enough on its own. She had replied, “Thanks, you too.” The gentleman had responded, “LOL, I am a guy.” Jenny then blocked him and all others to mention her anatomy, categorically. The truth was that she showed off no cleavage in any of the pictures she had uploaded and whatever she possibly could bear would be modest at best. She did not like men who wished so openly to project the truth onto her, or anything else.

The man with the blog seemed to be telling truths. In many long, literate posts, he talked about things like consumerism. He wrote about how the common citizen was shaped by the slimy hands of consumerism to be a hard-working, thoughtless, vaguely dissatisfied zombie, to unsure about what exactly was wrong to do anything other than sit tiredly in front of the TV and watch advertisements for things to buy with the money just earned from the hard work. She had liked that article so much that she had filed it away in her brain as, indeed, something that qualified as an “article,” not a “blog post.” She had like it so much that she had swaggered up to the printer and swiped her keycard to print it out so that the printers’ output manager platform would make the evidence of the article’s printing available to every employee on its network. She had thumbtacked both pages to the beige walls of her cubicle. After twenty minutes, she took them down from the beige walls of her cubicle and put them in her middle desk drawer, on top of an article about how a popular fast food sandwich had its constituent meat conglomerate molded to look like a rack of ribs, even though it didn’t contain any bones and barely contained any meat.

Once the blog man began to talk about how unfair it was that most people had to waste the daylight hours making money for a person who would only give them a small fraction of it, Jenny began to have an out-of-body experience. She did not levitate above herself, and her incorporeal skin did not shimmer like stars, but she simply stood by her own side, watching herself read with wide eyes, watching herself exist in a frozen sea of beige and off-gray and off-blue.

The blog man was going on and on about how many valuable activities cost no money, only time, and how time was the primary sacrifice of the shambling corporate-consumer zombie. Jenny’s eyes darted to the lower right corner of her computer screen. Her computer’s clock said it was three thirty-two p.m., but her desk telephone’s clock said it was three thirty-one p.m. She always went by the computer’s clock so she could get out of work earlier. She went back to reading.

The blog man listed some of the soulful activities that the typical time-constrained shambler had had to phase out of its life or not even consider in the first place. The first was meditation. Jenny thought that she understood meditation, but also that she was not very good at it. She could get her legs into the lotus position, but found it deeply uncomfortable and feared she would tear an ACL, which was a fear she had about most movements unusual to her regardless of the level of involvement of the knees. She could sense her thoughts flowing in, like cars approaching and pulling over in front of her, and she could turn them over in her head like sea stones in the tide, but she could not let them go again. It was like a parking lot filling. She did not think it was possible to let a thought go any more than it was possible to not think of a flaming unicorn once it was mentioned. She thought of a flaming unicorn, its iridescent wings cloaked in tongues of flame, its chest radiating furnace heat, its horn wrapped in a pillar of fire. Technically, if it had both wings and a horn it had to be a hybrid of a unicorn and a pegasus, Jenny thought. Even more technically, it would just be a winged horse, Pegasus was just the name of one fine specimen thereof— the Secretariat of winged horses. She looked at the clock again and it was three thirty-four or three thirty-three, depending on what she asked.

The next activity on the list was reading. Jenny owned an e-reader. She did not have it with her in the office because she was afraid if getting in trouble, but she appreciated what it could offer. Electronic books were mega-cheap and giga-portable. Their ratio of content per dollar was very high. Jenny liked the big ideas of science fiction and nonfiction about personal and professional development, but she also liked the campy indulgence of trashy romances where the woman “surrounded” the man vaginally, etc. She vowed that when she got home, many hours from now, she would lie down on the couch with her e-reader and try to read something if she was not too tired. Sometimes, the bareness of the office suite and the ticking of some malfunctioning, incomprehensible machine in the ceiling near Jenny’s cubicle reminded her of a space station, and for these five-minute bursts, she would pretend to be a space engineer doing very important work on the warp drive or whatever.

Then Jenny contemplated exercise. Her body always felt very strange being seated for ten hours a day like some kind of statue in repose. Her true form
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