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Dedicated to Stan and Dallas


Introduction

 

Welcome back to Shallow Waters—the fourth volume in Crystal Lake’s series of flash fiction anthologies. Feels like home, doesn’t it?

For those not familiar with the series, Crystal Lake Publishing has an amazing (and exclusive) behind the scenes community on Patreon, where we host a flash fiction writing challenge every month. 

We’ll post the Shallow Waters flash fiction challenge on social media and in our newsletter, and give authors a few days to write and submit the story within the parameters of the challenge (word count, theme, or perhaps a prompt). I’ll personally choose the best stories and post them on our Patreon page for our patrons to enjoy. I post one story a day, and at the end of the challenge, patrons vote for a winner. The winner gets a cash prize, an author spotlight in our newsletter (and on our Patreon page), and publication in a future Shallow Waters anthology. The great part is that the best of the rest—stories that got a lot of votes but didn’t win—are also invited to join our series of flash fiction anthologies. So you’ll always be reading the very best of the best.

The winners in this specific volume were “VII,” “A Table Set for One,” “Starlight and Fairy Dust,” “Meme,” and “Thelma Takes the Devil.”

The challenges included themes of death, Halloween, twisted love, karma, and travel horror.

It’s a great way to reward our patrons with even more great perks, but it constantly proves to be a great source of inspiration and motivation for authors who rise to the challenge. It also brings a lot of new traffic to our Patreon page, which is constantly improving to offer readers and/or writers great perks.

So if you’re an author or reader, or just a fan of the genre and independent publishing, be sure to check out our tiers on Patreon. It’s a great place to go behind the scenes of the company while supporting authors, the small press, and this genre we all love so much. 

For those not familiar with Patreon, it’s a monthly subscription-based site where you can follow creators in exchange for behind the scenes access, sneak peeks, and perks associated with the tier you pay for. There are a lot of amazing creators there. Just be sure to look for a tier that best fits your needs and wallet.

So welcome once again to Shallow Waters. 

Welcome to Crystal Lake Publishing—Tales from the Darkest Depths.

 

Joe Mynhardt

16 November, 2019

 


Turkish Delight on the Blue Line

 

Shoshana Edwards

 

 

He gets on the train every day, at the third stop out from the eastbound departure hub. His shoulders are stooped, and he walks with the bent-legged hobble of old men. But his eyes are bright, and his smile lights up the world.

Every day, the third stop, with his basket full of candies. They are wrapped individually, to protect the precious covering of icing sugar or copra. Today he has lemon and bergamot orange gel flavors, with pistachios and dates inside.

Every day he stops first at the seat next to the door, where the two young women in burkas sit waiting for the junior college stop. He averts his eyes as they choose a sweet, knowing it will embarrass them and himself to look at their lovely young faces. He has risked a swift look from time to time and finds them enchanting. It is a brave new world that such young women should travel in public and go to school.

Next, he goes to the family, sitting in the upper level of the train. They will be traveling to the eastern end of the line and then back. He knows this, because he does too, every day. He doesn’t ask why, though he suspects they have no home since the little ones often sleep for most of the trip. The father has only one arm. Once, he told the old man he lost it in a drone attack. It has, he said, left a hole in his heart. The old man knows of the night demons that live in such a hole. For them he has falafel and flatbread and hummus, in little containers, all tucked into a bag, along with two Turkish delights for each of the four children. They will have enough time at the end of the line to purchase coffee, eat their lunch, and get back on the train.

On Tuesday, he sat in his usual seat. He is old, and he sits on the seats reserved for seniors and handicapped. It embarrasses him, but one must accept age. It is a requirement of grace.

No one saw the young punks get on. Noisy young men and women were a common occurrence on the Blue Line. It was best not to look them in the eye or challenge their vulgar laughter. It was best to look at the floor or out the window, pretending they were not there and hoping they would not see you.

But they saw him, saw his white taqiyya, made so long ago by his late wife. He wore it every day. He would be naked without it. Too late he noticed the tattoos on their forearms, the swastikas. They saw him. And he saw them.

He looked into their eyes, looked into their souls and found them lacking. He opened his basket and pulled out the Turkish delight. He handed them to the five young men, kept one for himself, and closed the lid. Silently, he opened his, tearing the plastic covering, and popped the entire delight into his mouth. He let it sit on his tongue, the gel melting and filling his mouth and nose with the taste and scent of lemon. Then he chewed on the pistachios and dates that had been encased in their shrouds of gel, and swallowed. All the time he ate, he looked into the eyes of the boys, who looked alternately at him and at the candies he had given them.

Finally, one of the young toughs tore his open and popped it in his mouth. With surprise he blurted out, “This is really good!” The others laughed at him, calling him names, and sneering at the old man. But one of the others also tore open his little package and sucked on the candy. His eyes opened wide. The three others tore theirs open and ate them. All five stood transfixed, tasting something so foreign and yet so gloriously delicious. It was as if they had never tasted candy.

It would be nice to think that Turkish Delight on the Blue Line changed those boys. To learn that tasting something new and different from someone they so thoroughly hated would have changed them. Hope for such transformation is part of the human experience. People of good will commit acts of kindness and compassion in the belief that change comes about on a personal level. And it should. I would love to tell you that the old man in the handmade taqiyya, with his basket of Turkish delights, made new friends that day. I long to tell you that the family found the courage to come down the train car to his rescue. I would like to tell you that the young women in the burkas did not bolt from the train at the next stop or at least pushed the red emergency button. In a perfect world, all the other people on the train, all the ones who had tasted his Turkish delight, bathed in the sunshine of his smile, known the pleasure of his greeting and seen his all-encompassing enjoyment of the ride on the Blue Line, that all of them came to his aid. But alas I cannot.

Even in the age of cell phones, no one called, no one took pictures, no one stayed. Fear gripped them and shoved them out the door, as the young men kicked him and punched him, throwing his basket away after taking all the remaining candies, and then they too left the car. Left him bleeding and dying, alone with his taqiyya, and one piece of candy they missed, a single piece of Turkish Delight on the Blue Line.

 

 

Shoshana Edwards is a retired teacher and researcher currently residing just outside Portland, Oregon. She writes novels, short stories, and flash fiction. Her favorite topics are mythology, murder mystery, and fantasy. She also likes to explore social norms and expectations.


VII

 

Mark Allan Gunnells

 

 

I take great pride in what I do.

I always aim to be the best

In every task, in every test.

It’s not bragging when you rule.

 

I must admit I’ve become quite greedy.

I want to take what I feel is mine

Whether by force or by design.

In some ways you could call me needy.

 

I lust after almost everyone I meet.

It is not sex that drives my desire,

But the impulse to control a mighty empire

Of slaves to grovel at my feet.

 

I sometimes envy those who lead normal lives.

Work and school and love and play,
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