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    Thanks for the great story ideas from Sherry Davis and Karin Krige.


And to all our supportive fans - we write these only for you.


(Don't miss your special bonus after the story...)

      

    


When the hamburgers all disappeared, along with the buns I was warming, I thought I was seeing things. 

But when my spatula went through the cast-iron grill top - I had to let it go out of reflex. No way was I going after it - I'd been burned too many times.

It wasn't like I had a choice after that. Because the grill itself dropped out through the bottom of the rolling coach we were cooking out of that summer.

I looked up at Hami, my order-taker, business partner, and lover - only to see her fall through the floor as well. A look of shock and trying to say something, but frozen in time. 

Then the coach disappeared, and I fell with it - but only as far as the pavement it used to be parked on. I could see the asphalt beneath my feet at least. 

Until it turned to some sort of foamy waves lapping on a beach I'd never seen before. Green hard sand. Green water. 

And a long white line that went down this beach like it was some sort of dual-lane highway going nowhere... 
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I SAW CHAZ DROP HIS spatula and watched it go through the top of his grill. Then his grill dropped through the floor of the catering truck. The refrigerator and cabinets were next. 

I yelled his name, but nothing came out. Something to do with the fact that I was next. And the last I saw of Chaz was his shocked face as he tried to reach for my hand, but I slipped beneath the floor of that truck and everything went black.

He was my lover, my everything, and now - like the rest of the catering truck – he was gone.
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I HEARD HAMI YELL SOMETHING, but I couldn't make it out. Because my attention was on the stainless spatula in my hand that was sinking through the cast-iron top of the grill. So I let it go before I got burnt by that grill. Something I didn't want to experience just to save a steel burger flipper. 

There wasn't any hole in that grill surface - it was like the thing just dropped right through it. And next went all the burgers and the buns warming on the back. Of course, I didn't have anything in my hands to stop them. Hot grease wasn't anything else I wanted to feel. But I was too busy watching them sink to save even a single bun. 

Soon the grill top was completely blank and black. Still hot. So I started turning down the flame underneath - until I couldn't reach the knobs, because the entire grill was sinking.

Then I remembered Hami yelling something. Turning to her gave me  just enough time to see her sink through that truck's floor. I tried running to grab her, but just missed her hand, as her face slipped beneath the floor. 

Everything shifted at that, and I had to keep my balance. Because the whole truck then slipped beneath the ground. And I was left standing. 

But it wasn't where we had set up that day. There was no crowd waiting with orders for us, or anyone else. Or any other buildings.

Just a stretch of hard-packed, green pavement, with a long dashed line heading straight down it. And waves. Green waves that smelled of ocean, and lapped at my feet and across the surface of that green highway I was standing on. 

Not too hot a day, especially now I was away from that grill. Or, it was away from me. Hazy light of sorts. Even though it was a deep blue sky overhead. Dark enough that I could see stars shining. 

We'd only been set up for a few hours, and were setting up for a county fair outside a small town in the middle of the desert. So I should have had a pale bleached-blue sky with a blazing sun nearly straight over head. 

Now it was some dusk of a day with no sunset, in a place I knew nothing about and had never been before - with everything I knew and loved gone without any trace.

"Well, this sucks." Out loud. With no one to hear it.

The road went right up the "beach" to what should have been north according to where we parked the truck earlier. But that “beach” just went on and on. No mountains, no hills. Just flat and green. Pavement and water. Even the waves were flat.

When I turned to what should be “south”, I could see some shimmery round thing lit up in the distance.

So I shrugged and started walking toward it. What the hell. Nothing better to do.
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MY BUM HURT FROM LANDING on it. At least I was on the dirt, and not the asphalt. Out in front of our old saloon-turned-restaurant. Same old sign above the metal awning, "Hami & Chaz - Sandwiches, Etc." In that old Western scrolling letters on its north side. Permanent shade. But I was squinting since I was sitting in the sun instead. 

Instant hot again. But not like I wasn't used to it. 

Hearing thumps land around me got me up and running for the building's porch and its screen door. Chaz's spatula was laying between my jean-covered legs, the burgers and buns all in neat lines to my right. 

It was the big thump of the grill arriving that got me moving. Because it landed too close to my hand. I wasn't sticking around to see if my luck would hold for anything coming next.

Once I got to the wood frame that held up the awning, I paused out of breath to see what else had come down. 

The coach itself was rocking on its suspension after arriving. But around it were all the other cabinets and supplies, spread out like some inventory - or like a clock repairman was taking it apart to fix something. Keeping track of every single item.

And it wasn't long before things quit appearing. Even the condiments showed up. All separate from one another, but at least the ketchup and mustard were still in their bottles.  Same for the milk and ice cream.

I almost went out to get those out of the sun, but stopped to pause for a little bit - just to make sure. 

Instead, I turned to peer through the screen door and check out the saloon. Everything was just as normal, the fans rotating on the high ceiling. Lights off, bentwood "caboose" chairs pushed up around the round wood tables, floor swept, everything tidy and in it's place.

So far, so good.

Turning around, I gingerly stepped over to where the refrigerator content had arrived. Along the way, I picked up a large, sturdy cardboard box that used to be under the counter. That box held most of the coldest stuff with ease. 

But I was still spooked, so didn't stick around to double-check for anything else I could pick up for that haul - but just quick-stepped out of there and back onto the porch, through the screen door and into my familiar kitchen at the back of the long front room. 

Inside my kitchen I could relax a bit. Nothing had changed since we left that morning. The big industrial refrigerator-freezers held the food I'd brought in just fine. And reminded me I needed to stock up - once all this weird day was over.

Thinking about that, I touched the gold-streaked turquoise pendant that hung on a leather thong around my neck and thought of Jean. He's always the first one to call if something went weird. And my next thought was why Chaz hadn't used his own pendant to call me. 
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