INT. BASEMENT « EVENING

A WAKED LIGHTBULB SPARKS TO
LIFS. It dangles from the ceie=
ling of

a basement.

LIGHT, QUICK FOOTSTEPS AS ANYA
CROWE moves down the stairse.

Anna is the rare combination of
beauty and innocence. She stands
in the chj i
elegant s
nes

WE HEAR HER HIT THR LIGHT
SWITCH.

T
BLA

Two place settings are arranged
on the living room coffee table.

Take=out Chinese food sits half
eaten on good china. An empty

bottle of red wine sits between
boxes of Chinese food.

Anna arrives with the backup

MALCOLM
That's one fine frame. A fine
frame it ise

Malcolm points to the HIGR
FRAMRD CERTIFICATER propped up on
a

dining room chair. It's printed
on aged parchmentetype paper.

The frame is a polished mahoe

gany.

over

Three? We should hock it.

1y a
CeDe rack for the bedroome.

ANTTA
Do you know how important this
18?
This is big time.
(beat)
I'm going to read it for you,
doctor.

MALCOLM
Do I really sound like Dr.
Seuss?

Anna ignores Malcolm and clears
her throat. ©She leans forward
her seat and reads the certifie
cate out loud as Malcolm tries to
tickle here.

AITA

In recognition for his outse
tanding

achievement in the field of

to

efforts to

improve the quality of life
for

countless children and their

families, the City of Phila=
delphia

proudly bestows upon its son
Dr.

Malcolm Croweeee That's
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In honoring this month’s themes, I’d like to share a brief poem:

Reflection
Refraction
Tomato
Tomoto
A Russian accent drones in the background
“The incident ray is refracted at the boundary”
My eyes float towards the back
Eyebrows raised were met with eyes rolled
Few seconds later, a message appears: ““You think it’ll be today?”
“She’s talking way too much,” T reply
“You’re right, let's play skribbl.io"
A snowflake, pumpkin, and volcano later
A yard stick taps on the lab bench
And a paper is slipped under my nose
“No laptops for ze pop quiz, da?”

The mystery of the physics lab pop quizzes is no less than any Halloween

nightmare — at least for me. Read this month’s issue for a good night’s fright!

Mystery awaits. ..

Sincerely,
Rida Ahmed
Chief Editor
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The air is unseasonably warm. It sits heavy in the train car,
pressing tight around me. Summer’s officially gone, so there is no
air conditioning turned on to banish the heat.

I'm in the same car I’'m always in, third from the front. I’'m in
the same seat I was in last time, second row from dead center.

There are other people in the car too, not so many that we’re
crammed shoulder to shoulder but enough that most rows have at least
one person sitting in them, though there’s no one in the row across
the aisle from me.

The recorded voice announces the stops over the speakers: Lakesi-
de, Hedgebrook, Home.

I stop listening but I know there are ten stops after mine.

I slide closer to the window and cross my ankles. There’s a stic-
kiness trailing over my skin and when I touch the tips of my fingers
to my hairline they come away damp with perspiration. The warmth is
making me twitchy, itchy all over, so I pull my book out of my bag.
I’'ve dogeared the page I was reading- a bad habit that’s horrified
every English professor I’ve ever had- and try to ground myself in
the inky words.

The train doors slide shut and we roll out of the station.

This train is late enough that my strides walking up the street
home are always brisk. By the time we emerge from the tunnel the sun
is only indirectly visible, throwing a blanket of copper over the
Llowermost clouds in the sky. I know in minutes it will be fully dark.

I look out the window at the world whooshing past. Something
aside from the heat is making me uncomfortable, but I’m not sure
what. The neighborhoods look the same as always and so does
everything in the train car itself. For some reason the familiarity
isn’t its usual comforting.

I close my eyes and just breathe for a second, listening for the
meditative rumble of the train.

It’s not there.

I sit up and look around the car again with fresh eyes and newly
attuned ears. I drink in the silence, probing for some rattling
against the tracks or whir of the train’s mechanisms. There is no-
thing, not even the gentle lilt of conversation or the taps of ano-
ther passenger typing out a text. It is as still as the unbroken
dawn.

I wonder if this is a new train, designed for smoother rides and
equipped with the latest technological advances. I’ve never ridden in
a train like that, but I decide it would be cool.

Nothing else in the train looks different though. The seats are




the same blue and green fabric and the window is still streaked with
a layer of grime. If anything, I think, the lights look older.
They’'re dimmer than normal and a tawny color that reminds me of old
sepia photographs.

Suddenly the train picks up speed and the trees outside the
window start to blur together. I sit up fully and turn around to Llook
for the other passengers, seeking out eyes filled with equal amounts
of confusion, but everyone I can glimpse is looking down.

The train jolts and the lights flicker once, twice, and then go
out. I startle back into my seat and tug my book to my chest.

The lights come on mere moments later, but they’'re even dimmer
than before and crackle in and out. I force myself to relax against
the seat and reopen my book. I reread the same sentence three times
before I admit that I just can’t focus on Moby Dick.

The lights go out again. This time it takes longer for them to
come back on and when they do it’s only the one in the very center of
the car.

The silence is even more disquieting in the dark.

I look at the back of the seat in front of me and tell myself I'm
just overtired and I’ll be home soon.

Click-click.

The lights flicker and I jump at the clicking sound. I'm so on
edge that it takes me a second to realize that it must be the conduc-
tor coming around to collect everyone’s tickets.

Click-click.

The lights flicker again. I can’t tell if he’s coming from behind
or in front of me. I swivel around to peer down the aisle but the
shadows slip into darkness. I can’t see past the rows closest to me
or tell where the car ends.

Click-click.. click-click. There’s a pause. Click-click..
click-click.. click-click.

The lights go out. I squint and I think I can make out the outli-
ne of a passenger in the aisle seat a few rows behind me and the
shape of the conductor’s hat.

The light comes back on but there’s no one in the aisle seat.

We roll to a stop and when I hear the doors open I can’t tell if
anyone leaves. We’re moving for a while before I can hear the conduc-
tor again.

Click-click.. click-click.. click-click.. click-click.

The lights won’t stop flickering. I realize I’m holding my
breath.

Click-click.. click-click.click-click.




I'm fairly certain the conductor is coming from behind me now. I
can hear him getting closer but I still can’t see him.

Click-click.. click-click.

I look behind me through a slot in the seats and can finally see
the conductor, though his back is to me. I can see what I think is a
woman’s shoulder in the row in front of him.

Click-click. The lights flicker for a moment and when they come
back on I don’t see the woman. The conductor is two rows ahead.

I must have imagined her, I’m just being stupid. I turn around
and rest my head against the window. It’ll be good to see the conduc-
tor, I tell myself. He's always friendly and a familiar face will
make me feel more at ease.

I let out a sigh of relief when the train stops at Hedgebrook.
I'm the next stop.

Scanning the train car, I listen to the conductor punching tic-
kets. It sounds like he’s coming from the other direction now, but
that can’t be right because he didn’t walk past me.

Click-click... click-click.. click-click.

He’s definitely coming from the other side of the train.

I know I'm being ridiculous, but I can’t stop my knee from sha-
king. I promise myself that when I'm safely home I'm figuring out
what I watched or read that made me so anxious.

I’'m not home yet though, and sitting here waiting is freaking me
out. I straighten up and look out over the seats in front of me. I
can clearly see two women and three men. There’s a man in a blue
jacket sitting in the center seats. I decide I’ll stop looking around
and just watch him, he won’t vanish and it’ll prove everything is
fine.

Click-click.click-click.. click-click.

I don’t take my eyes off the man even when the lights flicker.

Click-click.

The man is gone.

I know he was there, I saw him. I'm blinking rapidly as if it’1ll
either bring the man back or snap me out of whatever psychotic break
I'm having. I squeeze my book tighter, and try to look out the

window but it's too dark to see anything.

The lights go out again.

When they turn on I'm still staring at the window but now I can
see the reflection of the conductor, standing at my seat.

“My ticket..” I stammer, rushing to get it out of my bag. I go to
hand it to him, but startle.

He’s not the conductor. At least, not the usual conductor.







His eyes are pale and glossy, not unfocused, just seeing beyond
me. He’s smiling but it’s too broad, detached from the rest of his
face.

He plucks the ticket from my hand and punches it. He hands it
back and smiles even wider.

“I’ll be seeing you,” he says. The lights flicker and he’s gone.

Click-click.. click-click.

Although the sounds get further and further away each minute, I
can't stop trembling.

The car is plunged into darkness again. Suddenly there are hands
on my shoulders, my chest; cold fingers edging across my collarbone.

Someone’s screaming.

I'm screaming.

I'm on the train, the lights are on. The conductor is shaking me.

“I came to collect your ticket but you were asleep,” he says.
“This is your stop.”

It was just a dream, I realize. The train is stopped and I can
see home through the window.

I grab my bag and go to thank the conductor but then I freeze.
It's the same conductor: the same unsettling eyes and predatory grin.

“I’ll be seeing you,” he smiles.

I hurry down the aisle and past row after row of empty seats. All
the people are gone.

I feel ill.

Even after the train pulls away I don’t look back, don’t stop
rushing into the darkness. I can still see his face staring at me,
still hear the click of the ticket puncher.

Heading Home
written by Maya Demchak-Gottlieb
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Mr. Regret spoke

Shivering, clothes soaked

It was an overcast afternoon
He said, “"You wish you knew”
His hands grabbed my heart
And teared it apart

Leaving my heart in shreds.
The thoughts in my head
Form a twisting storm

Stuck inside, an earworm.
Listening to the song

I stop. He's too strong.

What if  had chose-

I guess- | suppose-

I can barely stand

Now they’'re holding hands

I should have done this-

Too late, you're Helpless



I spoke to Mr. Regret

Shivering, clothes soaked, still wet
It was a splash in the puddles afternoon
1 told him “l1 wish | knew"”

My heart, once covered in cuts
Was beginning to close up.

My thoughts, once cloudy skies
Clear, letting the sun shine.
Listening to the song

I smile and sing along.

What if | had chose-

I guess- | suppose-

But even if | knew

1 can’t escape Issues.

No choice is perfect

1 looked at the gap and leapt

It might be wrong, it might be right
I raise up my sword, ready to fight
He's strong, but I'm stronger

I'll fight along with her

The lady who at last

Stopped dwelling on her past

Now unchained

She steps forward, unafraid

Now a new shade of green
Emerges and overcomes Envy

Oh Mr. Regrets

No longer has power over me
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