
Despite the scheduled delay, the subway car rumbled through the tunnel, lighting up the
station at exactly 3:16am, right on time. I flinched as the light hit my eyes. My headache was
sufficient to signal that I did not need any more late-night work outings.

The platform was very crowded for a Friday night–technically Saturday morning–at 3 am,
but in this city, no one batted an eye. The riders clambered onto the train, rubbing their
shoulders against each other in padded winter coats.

A robotic voice from the ceiling intoned, “Mind the gap.”
The train doors closed with a hiss, and the car lurched, throwing everyone slightly off

balance before resuming its ceaseless route.
I took a seat next to an old woman who was trying to knit, but her hands were shaking. I

smiled tiredly at her, but she didn’t make eye contact. Looking around, I saw you across the
aisle, in a stylish long, brown coat with a leather journal tucked under your arm. I must have
admired the aged paper in it for a bit too long because you saw me and smiled hesitantly.

I immediately flushed with embarrassment, though I didn’t know why. It was perfectly
normal to admire a cool keepsake–even if I also happened to be admiring the man who held it. I
decided to pop my headphones in to avoid a further interaction. Needless to say, I’m not a
romantic.

The car jostled suddenly, upsetting new passengers slightly and spilling someone’s
decaf, but the seasoned riders thought nothing of it.

I heard a high pitched whistle and took out an earbud, rubbing my ear, sure I was just
tired, but instead of feeling relief, the noise grew louder. Then, light flashed outside the car
windows, which was unusual, given that we were underground and between stations. I turned
over my shoulder to see sparks, and the steady, high-pitched whistle instantly transformed into a
screech.

Chaos.
People started yelling and crying, but the car didn’t slow down. In fact, it seemed to

steadily speed up. Flames erupted up the side of the car and smoke started to fill the cramped
space faster than should have been possible. I saw a greasy, middle-aged Italian man clutching
desperately at the emergency stop. I will never forget the despair in his eyes as it suddenly
snapped off and fell into his hand.

I crumpled to the floor and held my hands over my ears, rocking back and forth. This is
happening, oh God, this is happening. Never once did I think it was a dream. The smoke filled
my mind, and everything grew hazy. I could taste ash and the salt of my tears. I might have
thrown up, but my world was spinning so fast there was no way to tell. The lights and sounds of
the subway faded as my heart raced, and all I could hear was my breathing.

Then, silence.
I gradually regained consciousness, and the first thing I noticed was how silent it was.

Slowly, the smell of mildew entered my nose and forced my eyes open. The darkness was
complete. The blue safety lights along the aisles were the only light source. And the car was
empty. I was alone.

I cried out--nothing intelligible, just a blabber of sounds. A scuffle in the corner
immediately silenced me. I caught a glimpse of brown fabric and breathed a sigh of relief. It was
you.

You called out: “Hello?”



“Oh, thank God. I thought I was alone. Where is everyone?”
“I don’t know. They- they’re gone.”
“What do you mean?” The heavy breathing returned. “I’m so sorry; I think I passed out? I

just, I don’t know what’s going on.” I stared into my lap and started peeling away my cuticles. I
needed to stop, and why was I thinking about that right now?

You didn’t respond.
“What do you mean!?” I was hyperventilating now, but I forced myself to make eye

contact. You weren’t looking at me but rather… above me. Your eyes were filled with horror. I
watched as the blood drained out of your face.

The window exploded.
Glass shattered all over me, and there was a whirlwind of screaming, both of us, three of

us? And an oozing blackness seeped in, forming a giant limb, grabbing ahold of your waist and
entering any pore it could find.

The air was blurry through my tears, and the last I saw of you was a raised humanoid
figure dressed in a stylish long, brown coat, covered and inhabited by a thick, black, pus.

The tentacle retracted back through the window silently and as fast as a whip. You were
gone.

I don’t remember anything after that. All I know is that suddenly the car arrived at the
station. I saw a leather-bound book on the floor of the car. In a daze, I picked it up. I thumbed
through the aged paper. It was blank.

I stepped out of the car onto a station that was almost deserted. The voice out of the
loudspeaker implored, “Mind the gap.”


