
  

 

An Off Night  

By Raquel Rivera 

 

From behind the drums, Dayle counts in the next tune. Tonight the crowd is rowdy, jumping and 

dancing. There is an extra spark in the air—a twitchy feeling. It feels different from the usual 

Off-Night excitement. 

 

Off-Night is when we put aside the Work Details, Learning Pods and Brainstorm Battles that 

keep our small community alive. Off-Night is totally magic. 

 

Tonight, some of us arrived dragging our feet. We are tired from a week of digging  on Pit 

Detail. Others bounced into the dance hall freshly scrubbed—thrilled to be finished Latrine 

Detail for another rotation. Everyone must take a turn. It’s all in the Details, ha-ha.  

 

Also the Learning Pods and the Brainstorm Battles, which keep our community sustainable 

through chaotic times. Something the adults couldn’t do. 

 

But for Dayle, drumming is not just another Detail. It’s her true love. According to her, we are 

all marking time, one way or another. Drummers do it with style, Dayle says. 

 

Tonight, the band stirs the crowd. On stage left, Orlov is pounding the upright piano. His temper 

seeps into the melody he’s inventing on the spot. Dayle’s steady groove contains him.  

 

Meanwhile, clever Pilk—winner of Brainstorm Battles—plays a motley collection of pipes, 

whistles and tarnished horns: Here a cowbell; there a trumpet howl. 

 

It's all sounding quite beautiful, actually. Except Dayle isn’t feeling so good. Is it getting hot in 

here? Have the lights grown dim?  

 



  

Looking out past her friends on stage, Dayle sees a red glow hovering over the dancers. Is it her 

fevered imagination? The audience looks hungry tonight … 


