

[image: front cover]



The Moon Magazine

Volume 7

edited by Ali Noel Vyain


Acknowledgements

I started The Moon as a little magazine in March 2003 while I was living in Tucson. Lots of people have submitted their work over the 13 years I worked on it. I didn't always write anything up for the issues, but I always put them together by myself.

The Moon didn't originally have any ISSN until I got to volume 9 issue 2. I had to apply through the Library of Congress and they gave me one for print and the other for electronic.

I started The Dark Side of the Moon as a spin off fromThe Moon in November 2004. Later it was absorbed by The Moon about two years later starting in volume 5 issues 1. So, I've included all the Dark Side issues within this book series too.

Another note on this book series: I used the old pdf files I still had. I couldn't always update them as the files they were made from are gone now. But this is the best I could do to put all the issues into 14 books for printing. The 14 ebook versions are based on their epub counterparts, which are based on the original pdfs.

Ali Noel Vyain, owner of The Moon Publishing


The information in this book was correct at the time of publication, but the Publisher does not assume any liability for the loss or damage caused by errors or omissions.

Some items are the Authors' memories, from their perspective, and they have tried to represent events as faithfully as possible.

Some items are works of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2023 by Ali Noel Vyain, owner of The Moon Publishing.

No part of this book can be reproduced or used in any manner without written permission of the copyright owner.

The Moon and Dark Side of the Moon are no longer being published. This is a compilation of the back issues.

Elsewhere

eISSN: 2159-310

print ISSN: 2159-3086

eISBN: 9798223479437

alinoelvyain.wordpress.com


Contents

The Moon 701

The Moon 702

The Moon 703

The Moon 704

The Moon 705

The Moon 706

The Moon 707

The Moon 708

The Moon 709

The Moon 710

The Moon 711

The Moon 712



[image: front cover]




    [image: logo]
Copyright © 2009 by The Moon Publishing

Published by The Moon Publishing at Smashwords

No part of this magazine can be reproduced or used without permission.

The Moon only gets one time publication rights, in electronic and print formats, from the contributors.

eISSN: 2159-3108
  
The Moon no longer accepts submissions.
    



front cover picture: Old Truck Front by t. kilgore splake

back cover picture: Old Truck ii by t. kilgore splake

Contents

Dead Tree in the Meadow by Ali Noel Vyain

Boats and Cars Smashed thru Collapsed Homes by Lyn Lifshin

In the Shell of a City by Lyn Lifshin

Two Frail by Lyn Lifshin

Octoberly by Lyn Lifshin

The Receding Flood Waters along the Street in Mid City by Lyn Lifshin

Hearing Robert Wise Died by Lyn Lifshin

White Sands Bride by Gary Every

Horse Totem by Gary Every

Father by T. Kilgore Splake

Father Knows Best by T. Kilgore Splake

On the Road by T. Kilgore Splake

Doing Bardic Contest by T. Kilgore Splake

Coming into Spring by T. Kilgore Splake

Dreamin’ by T. Kilgore Splake

Psalm for Sarah by Raymond K. Avery

Dreams of the Everyday Staff Nurse by Raymond K. Avery

Mini Gazebo by Ali Noel Vyain

The Maze by Nicholas Campanella

Review of Francine Witte’s The Wind Twirls Everything by Charles P. Ries

Review of Mark Sonnefeld’s Typewriter Art by Charles P. Ries

Girl From Nebraska by Jonathan S. Burnworth



[image: dead tree]Dead Tree in the Meadow by Ali Noel Vyain




Boats and Cars Smashed thru Collapsed Homes

Lyn Lifshin

Roofs lie about.

Boats and cars smashed

thru collapsed homes.

Roofs attached to

nothing or broken

to bits. Putrid

muck triggers

gags


In the Shell of a City

Lyn Lifshin

a summer white dress

hangs in a second story

room framed by green

shutters on an open

window as if someone

had planned to wear it,

as if someone soon will

return to restart a new

life suspended. Or

maybe not


Two Frail

Lyn Lifshin

elderly women

who needed

medical attention

would not leave

till her dog

got attention.

On a stretcher

one said “I

don’t go till

Bomba comes,

she’s our

family”


Octoberly

Lyn Lifshin

leaves inside out,

drying and the bedroom

staying black the time

of year I think of fall

on Jackson, taking

the bus to class, cloud-

less sky, a red smell

of burning. I was 23,

24 and I thought what

ever mattered was behind

me. Each week, each

Tuesday I began non

stop work on a paper

for the handsome dandy,

the Harvard professor.

Each weekend my new

husband and I drove

to Café Lena and I

imagined a poet or folk

singer might look my

way. Janis Joplin played

at a bar a two minute

walk from our flat.

No admission, no

minimum. I rode on

Josh White’s lap

over a bumpy road

upstate. He told my ex

when he coughed, “that

sounds like my come

cough,” as he slid his

fingers over my thigh

where no one could see


The Receding Flood Waters along the Street in Mid City

Lyn Lifshin

revealed two bodies

face down, arms out

stretched, at rest

on a park like media

where the grass

drowned and then

turned straw in

the harsh sun


Hearing Robert Wise Died

Lyn Lifshin

almost this time of year,

the aspens crackling

the drive out from Boulder

up into the hills

Octoberly crisp.

Peanut soup in an

out of season restaurant.

The Rockies blue.

We were all at the

Denver Film Festival,

would never meet again

but that warm perfect after

noon, none of us would

have believed that


White Sands Bride

Gary Every

The conquistador wandered confused

searching for lost cities of gold

places of legend, fable, and over active imagination.

He marched while wearing gleaming armor

beneath a baking desert sun

meandering between gleaming white dunes.

The wind would glide across the sand

dancing over the dunes

grinding grain against grain

until they made a sweet sound like sirens singing.

Convinced he had found his lost cities of gold

the conquistador trudged onward

never realizing that in the desert

true wealth is water.

When the conquistador expired

the blowing sands slowly covered

his body, his armor,

white sand dune serving as a tombstone.

His Native American bride

had been left behind in El Paso,

abandoning her people, her culture

hoping she and her future children

would ride the tide of inevitable history

into waves of prosperity

but what were such dreams

without a conquistador husband?

She set out to find her man

wandering the deserts of the white sands.

They say that love is eternal

and perhaps that is why the bride never died.

She walks in her white wedding gown

round and round the sand dunes

and when the wind wails

it sounds like the bride sobbing through her veil

She moves inside the dust devils

a whirling dervish of white sands, white dress,

love and devotion

searching for her dead husband

who is every bit as lost as the cities of gold.


Horse Totem

Gary Every

On a full moon night

I was walking along the canyon rim,

creek glistening far far below,

ancient Anasazi ruins shining

as if they are made of gold,

giant blocks of sandstone

reflecting glorious moonlight.

When suddenly I was joined

by an unexpected companion

a Navajo painted pony,

a beautiful palomino

strolling beside me.

We walk together for miles

When I return home

I tell a beautiful friend

about my adventures

and she says in disbelief

“You haven’t looked up animal totems

to see what sort of message

this heavenly horse was bringing you?”

I replied,

“Just that life is beautiful I suppose.”

Still I couldn’t help but wonder

if back at the corral

all the horses were gathered around

a bale of hay discussing events

and the pretty pinto was telling her friends

“A red headed gringo

was walking along beside me.”

The other horses all stomping their hooves,

shaking their tails and manes

demanding that it must be an omen.

Then the wisest mare whinnies

“It is not the color of his hair

that was important

but the way that he smelled.”

“Awful!” the pinto snorts.

The other horses all neigh

A terrible omen indeed.


Father

t. kilgore splake

telling his kids

only bad guys like

rock and roll

ride motorcycles have tattoos

teen son and daughter

with clinical depression

something ending in syndrome


Father Knows Best

t. kilgore splake

distant breadwinner

mother home with kids

life good getting better

no anger meanness failure

solutions in 22 minutes


On the Road

t. kilgore splake

brando and lee marvin

“the wild ones” motorcyclists

t-shirts blue jeans

shit-kicking boots

leather jackets with attitude

rebelling against

“we always do it this way”

sunday morning cookies

glass of milk


Doing Bardic Contest

t. kilgore splake

writing block panic

black magnum coffee morning

elusive damn dame lady muse

waiting at writing table

well lighted corner

smiling


Coming into Spring

t. kilgore splake

pretty young girl

espresso laptop computer

conglomerate café morning

window table voyeur

while bears still sleeping

somewhere under snow


Dreamin’

t. kilgore splake

distant woman’s voice

calling from hell

asking me to save her

remembering out blood

sweat tears semen

morning glass of jack


Psalm for Sarah

Raymond K. Avery

A woman of sorrowful spirit

You spent your mornings

Writing love letters to Hitler

And every evening calling me Jew

Calling me saint

Ten o’clock every Sunday

To a soundtrack of holiness

I lit candles for you

They illuminated the shape

Of your perfect breasts

Every night after making love

To a soundtrack of Wagner

You kissed the number

Carved into my flesh

Before demanding

At the point of a Luger

I leave the hinterland

Of our ravaged bed

To sleep in the ghetto

Beyond the door

Calling me Jew

Calling me saint…


Dreams of the Everyday Staff Nurse

Raymond K. Avery

She was not long from the gutter

Terminally ill, on the critical list

But the best French kisser I knew

Every night after the last drug round

Her wolf kin, prowling the nurse’s station

Would howl at the arrest trolley

Escorting it to another cardiac arrest

Then later, all blood lust sated

They would surround her sick bed

Willing vulpine voyeurs at a scene

Not covered by the nursing code of conduct.
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The Maze

Nicholas Campanella

“Mmmm. This is so good.”

Candice flipped the noodles with acrobatic ease into her mouth and savored the taste. Next she mixed some fried rice with her noodles on the fork and again, savored some more. Even though eating Chinese the use of chopsticks will remain a ways on down the road for her. Every time Candice attempted to use chopsticks the two slender pieces of wood engaged in battle. Performing every maneuver except the maneuver they were intended for.

“I love this place, Glen.”

“Glen, Yoohoo.”

Glen’s attention was caught in a staring contest with something across the room. Candice turn in
her seat half expecting to see a blonde woman with huge bosoms. Candice’s eyes followed Glen’s gaze. No stunning redhead. No sexy brunette. Just your typical lunch crowd munching on noodles and rice and teriyaki.

“What are you staring at, Glen?”

“Those mirrors along the wall. There’s a dining room reflected in them. Though I don’t see how.”

Opposite the mirrored wall, which was one side of the hallway that led to the restrooms was an area whose width could make it nothing more than a fairly large storeroom. But a dining room? No way. The storeroom or whatever it was ended in a wall. Outside that wall was the patio outside the glass entrance to the restaurant. The cashier stand was perched right in front of the door.

“And?”

“Well, there’s not enough room, honey. Look.”

Candice glanced around. Saw a wall in a hallway with mirrors that led to a restroom. In the mirrors Candice saw a green wall with a door in it. A door which, more than likely, opened up into a storeroom.

“Honey, you really need a hobby,” Candice said as she poked her fork into a sliver of beef broccoli.

“So what if there is another dining room. A lot of places have a small dining room they rent out for banquets,” Candice went on.

“It’s not a small dining room, Candice. It’s huge. With dim yellow lighting and it’s very antique.”

Glen looked at his wife. Candice smiled back at him. Candice again turned in her chair to look at the mirrors. She saw a green wall reflected in them.

“Eat your lunch, honey,” Candice said.

Glen took a sip of his coffee.

“It reminds me of that place we stayed at in New Jersey.”

“There are a lot of places in New Jersey, darling. You need to be a bit more specific.”

“We came up on it when we were extremely tired and driving along the coastal towns in Jersey. Don’t you remember? What was the name of that place. Yes. The Irvington.”

Candice dropped her fork on her plate.

“That place. The round gray crazy hotel that time forgot. That place gave me the creeps, Glen.”

“I liked it,” Glen said. “It was just the right amount of weird.”

“It was weird personified, dear. But then again you’ve always been one for weird.”

“That’s why I married you, sweetheart.”

“Oh!” Candice said, throwing back her hair in mock vanity. “The flattery will get you everywhere.”

“Remember when we walked into the lobby. Those old guys with the Panama hats playing cards on those green tables. We didn’t even think the place was open.”

“But lucky for us, Glen, it was. Or we may have missed our chance for a night in sicko land.”

“Come on, honey. You do tend to exaggerate.”

“You’re right, Glen. What could be better than being out in the middle of nowhere with a bunch of ghostly bald headed guys playing an eternal game of cards perched somewhere between the deranged and the maligned? We had to convince them to let us stay. Personally, I think the place is some mob tax shelter.”

“The price was good. Fifteen dollars. We had to sleep that night. I was falling asleep at the wheel.”

“Still, Glen. Remember the other guests? That pot smoking couple next door and that old woman. And that was it. An empty eerie hotel out there in the middle of nowhere.”

“Remember the next day. After a good night’s sleep. We went sneaking around that place. Remember those dining rooms?”

“Honestly, Glen. That was one of the scariest things I’ve ever encountered in my life. I was afraid we would literally get lost in those dining rooms. They just went on and on. Every time we crossed one dining room and opened the door on the opposite wall it opened up into another huge dining room. They went on in a never ending circle around the creepy round hotel.”

“You really were afraid of getting lost in there, honey.”

“It frightened me at a deeper level than that, Glenn. There was no way it was mathematically possible for all those dining rooms to exist. It was a large hotel. But not that large. It was like a kaleidoscope of dining rooms. Like a maze. It scared the living hell out of me.”

“Immaculately set. So formal. With the cloth napkins, expensive silverware, the beautiful antique wooden high back dining room chairs. The luxurious table clothes. Like they were lost in time. Waiting for a party to show up.”

They reflected on this for a moment. It was a long time ago when they stayed at the Irvington. The final straw for the both of them was when the entered the fourth dining room. When they peered across the dining room they saw a door to another identical dining wide open. Instead of curving around the circular building now the next dining room they gazed into had a door wide open on the far wall. And this too opened up into another identical dining room. And another. And another. And another. It had the effect you get when you stand between two mirrors that face each other and see yourself endlessly reflected into eternity. This was to much even for Glen. The silence of the place seem to draw them in. Like a spell. The both of them quickly hurried out of there. After their second night they quietly made their way downstairs to the dining rooms to verify what they had witnessed the previous day was not a dream. It hadn’t been a dream. Only that day all of the dining rooms were in different colors. Yet there was no smell of fresh paint.

“Let’s get the hell out of here. Please, Glen.”

The two of them immediately pack their clothes and left. They had seen enough of the Irvington.

“I still remember how gray and haunted it look when we came upon it. I half expected to see lightning flashing all about it and thunder booming with Dr. Frankenstein’s laughter echoing in the twilight.”

“I know. With that high gray wall all around. All it needed now was a moat,” Glen said.

Glen turned his eyes back to gaze at the mirrors. Wiping his mouth with his napkin Glen rose from the table.

“Need to use the restroom, honey?” Candice asked.

“No. I have to have a look at that dining room.”

“Have fun darling.” Candice rose to grab herself a bit more beef and broccoli.

When Glen arrived at the mirrors he saw they covered about two thirds of the hallway. When Glen entered the hallway opposite the mirrors he saw only a green wall with a door in it. The ladies’ room was directly in front of him at the end of the hall. And the men’s room was in the wall with the mirrors on it just up a little from the ladies’ room. The mirrors ended just before the men’s room door. Glen glanced around and tried the door to the storeroom. It was locked.

Glen walked out of the hallway, stepped around the cashier and studied the width of the area behind the locked door. It wasn’t very large at all. Probably just a storeroom.

“Well?” Candice asked when Glen returned to his seat.

“Well, what?”

“Well, what? Well, the dining room, Glen.”

“There isn’t a dining room. There is a wall with a door in it.” Glen poked at his orange chicken.

“Do you see the dining room now, Glen?”

Glen looked back at the mirrors.

“It’s full of people now.”

Candice turned in her chair and saw a green wall in the mirrors. Her husband had a strange look in his eyes which frightened Candice.

“Honey!” Candice said, concern in her voice.

“Honey, snap out of it. Your eyes are playing tricks on you.”

Glen couldn’t take his eyes off the mirror. The people in the dining room fascinated him to no end.

“Glen!” Candice rose from her seat and came up behind her husband. “What?”

“Let’s go. Right now. Come on.”

Reluctantly Glen rose from his seat and they left the restaurant.

“What are you doing honey?” Candice asked brushing her long auburn hair as she looked over Glen’s shoulder.

Glen was on the computer.

“Checking a little history.”

“Greeks? Romans? Egyptians?”

“Local history honey. I want to see if anything of significance occurred where that Chinese buffet is located.”

“All this because you thought you saw something in the mirror.”

“Not thought, honey. Saw. I saw a dining room with people in it. It was no trick of the eyes.”

“And has your search fostered any results?’ Candice asked, kissing him tenderly on the cheek.

“No luck dear. It was just a brown patch of dirt in the Tucson desert until the restaurant was built.”

“Don’t let this obsess you, honey. It isn’t healthy.”

“Something is going on here, honey. I don’t know. But something is going on. Don’t you ever think there is more to life than what meets the eye?”

“All because you thought you saw a dining room in a mirror.”

“Not just the mirror, honey. That Irvington hotel. I never completely forgot it. Every now and then I wonder about. Those empty dining rooms going on and on. Remember the feeling we got when we first arrived there? You were the first to comment on it.”

“I know,” Candice said. “ I said it looks like a dream. I don’t know what me think that. It just popped into my head.”

They had been driving thirty six hours straight and were so completely famished they both decided no matter what the next hotel they came upon they would stop and get a room.

“It was like a fortress. So gray and gloomy,” Candice went on. “Surrounded by that gray masonry wall. That witchy looking patch of woods around it. I got the feeling right off it didn’t belong there. The ugly sandy courtyard over grown with weeds.”

“But it was quiet and peaceful,” Glen said. “We did sleep well that night.”

“It was too quiet, honey. Way too quiet. It was the quiet of the dead. I didn’t like it.”

“Something you’re not telling me, Candice?”

Candice hesitated for a moment.

“The next day when you went to the store. Three Air Force jets flew overhead. They were flying very low.”

“Lakehurst is not far from there. They were probably Navy jets.”

“I didn’t think of it right away. Then it hit me like a landslide and I became intensely frightened. I didn’t hear a sound. I thought the boom would come up behind them. But nothing. Then I realized I could hear nothing outside the walls of the Irvington. Nothing. Not a bird or a car. Nothing. And you wouldn’t even pay attention to it. Unless something as significant as three jets flying soundlessly overhead grabbed your attention.”

“That is the sort of thing that fascinates me about that place.” “I don’t ever want to see that place again.”

Candice walked to the kitchen. Took out a pair of glasses from the cabinet. Then a bottle of brandy. She poured drinks for her and Glen.

“You’re worried about me? Aren’t you?” Glen asked taking a glass of brandy from Candice.

“Yes, honey. You’re getting a look in your eyes that bothers me.”

“Don’t worry, honey. Cheers.”

“Cheers.”

They clinked their glasses together and went to bed. It was a little while before they fell asleep. Their bodies had some talking to do. Sometime in the wee of the morn Candice began tossing and turning. Moaning in her sleep she woke with a mild scream. Glen sat up and turned on the lamp on the night stand.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“I had a nightmare.”

Glen put his arm around her naked shoulders.

“Want to tell me about it?”

“I dreamed you were on the other side of a mirror. I kept calling to you. Banging on my side of the mirror. You wandered off and disappeared into the darkness. That’s when I screamed.”

“I’m right here, honey. Now go back to sleep and don’t worry about anymore nightmares.”

“Okay.”

She gave him a long goodnight kiss.

“One for the buffet?” The young Chinese woman asked Glen.

“Can I have that table over there?” Glen asked.

“What would you like to drink?”

“Coffee please.”

“I’ll have someone bring it to you. Enjoy your lunch.”

“I always do.”

Glen had little interest in lunch. It was the mirrors he was interested in. He shoveled some noodles and rice absentmindedly onto his plate. A bit of orange chicken and hurried to his chair. As he poured sugar into his coffee he glanced across the room at the mirrors. The dining room was reflected there. With the dim yellow light. A large group of well dressed people were in the elegant dining room. Eating, drinking, talking and laughing. Glen strained his eyes trying to see into the happenings going on in that elegant dining room.

“More coffee, sir?” The young Chinese woman dressed in black slacks and white shirt asked. A clear coffee pot in her right hand. She glanced in the direction Glen was looking.

“Everything all right, sir?”

“Everything is fine. Delicious. Yes, a little more coffee please and thank you.”

Glen’s eyes returned to the dining room in the mirrors. Glen rose and walked to the mirrors. They were like a window now. A window into an old elegant dining room. A lovely blonde woman dressed in a black evening gown looked up from her table and noticed Glen. She was slender with a lovely face and shoulder length sandy blonde hair. A sad forlorn smile came over her pretty face as she looked at Glen from another time. She smiled a wistful smile his way and beckoned him to come sit with her at her table. Glen turned to the green wall behind him. The storeroom door was slightly ajar. Checking to make sure no one would notice Glen opened the door and entered.

Glen found himself in a phantom dining room. In unison everyone stopped eating and looked up at Glen. The people faded and vanished from sight.

Glen was now alone in the perfectly set empty elegant dining room. The antique furniture appeared to be brand new. Blue cloth napkins were set between expensive silverware. Crystal water and wine glasses sat in front of the silverware. The dining room lacked windows. The door behind him had closed. Glen, wishing to return to the Chinese restaurant opened the door and was horrified to find himself in another antique elegant dining room set perfectly for dinner. Panic began to rise in him. Shit, he thought to himself. I should have listened to Candice. Glen crossed the new dining room and opened the door on the far side of the room and was really not to surprised when he found himself in yet another antique elegantly set dining room. There were three doors in this dining room plus the one he came through. There was one door per wall. Glen opened all three doors and now, in a state of terror, he was faced with three more huge antique perfectly set dining rooms. Glen returned to the first dining room where the people had been being careful not to get lost in this labyrinth of a maze. He tried the other door in the dining room.

“Shit!” Yet another dining room. With another three doors. All of which opened into other antique elegantly set dining rooms. The dining rooms gave Glen the impression they were waiting on someone or some party to arrive. He knew these rooms would wait forever for their guests to arrive. With nothing to lose Glen, assuming all was lost, began randomly entering dining rooms. Finally he came to a dining room with a huge mirror on the wall straight in front of him. Reflected in the mirror was the original dining room with the people eating and drinking in it. Glen walked to the mirror and gazed into the room. Which was lit with that yellowish light. The mirror acted like a window into another world. The woman with the sandy blonde hair was sitting at a table facing him. She looked up at Glen. Upon seeing him she smiled. There was deep sadness in her that Glen could fathom. The empathy Glen felt for the woman was immense. He wished there was something he could do for her. Something to alleviate that sadness. Again she made a gesture towards Glen. Signaling him to come and join her at the table. Glen tried to convey to her that there was no doorway in the looking glass. Touching the mirror Glen was surprised to find his hands passed right through it. A reflection without a mirror. Gingerly, Glen stepped into the reflection. In unison everyone in the dining room looked up at Glen. Then they vanished. Leaving only a perfectly set antique dining room.

Once again Glen stood in the same dining room he first entered when the hallucination or delirium or whatever was occurring with him began. The lights slowly began to dim. Glen’s heart began pounding in his chest. He was trapped. The thought of being here, alone in the dark, sent shivers down his spine.

“Candice!” he screamed. “Candice!” Why hadn’t he listened to her. As the lights grew dimmer Glen raced for the other door across the room. As Glen did so he experienced a sudden though brief sense of déjà vu. Upon reaching the door Glen flung it open jumped outside and instinctively squinted his eyes. Even though it was overcast the light was in stark contrast to the darkness of the phantom dining room. It was cold and gloomy outside. Glen smelled salt in the air. He knew he was close to an ocean. He was in a sandy weedy lot by a large gray building. Leafless tree branches clattered in a stiff sudden breeze. Glen huddled against the cold and walked quite a distance until he came to a strip mall. Inside an Italian restaurant Glen warmed up until he quit shivering. Finding a pay phone with a credit card slot Glen inserted his Visa and made a long distance call.

Candice picked up the phone on the second ring.

“Hello.”

“Hi, honey.”

“Glen?”

“Honey, you need to get me a plane ticket.

“Where are you going, dear?”

“To Tucson.”

“Glen, where are you?”

“I’m in New Jersey. Not far from the Irvington.”

Next Glen found an ATM and pulled out some cash. The was a clothing store in the strip mall. Glen bought himself a warm coat. Calling a cab Glen quickly headed to the nearest Greyhound station where he caught a bus to Newark airport. Glen had a nice meal, ticket now in his hand, and settled back waiting for his flight. He had a lot of explaining to do. He wondered if Candice would even believe him. She’s probably calling a psychiatrist right about now, Glen thought to himself, firmly believing her husband had stepped off the deep end. He had no clue what was going on. Was he indeed losing his mind? Blacking out? This mystery hung over him like a gathering thunderstorm on a sweltering summer night. One of those nights so quiet.

Infinite. Eternal. A night just longing to give up mysteries and secrets. Glen remembered the strange look he received from the woman in the Italian restaurant when he mentioned he just walked in from the Irvington. Where was all this going? Was he going to forever wander through mazes and labyrinths of dining rooms occasionally bouncing through time and space. Something was missing here. Something that would tie all this together.

Newark turned into a splotch of distant lights as the jet lifted into the air.

From the Mississippi east the lights covered the ground everywhere. It was almost frightening to see the population density. Once crossing the Mississippi and heading out west the density of lights was drastically reduced. Soon he saw cars, like tiny ants, crawling slowly along the Tucson streets. Their headlights little pinpoints in front of them. Candice would be waiting for him at the airport.

Glen stepped out into the cool desert air. On the sidewalk he glanced left and then right and saw Candice in her car waiting for him. Glen walked over to the passenger door and tapped on the glass. Candice leaned across the seat and unlocked the door for him. Candice turned on the map light and gave Glen a this better be good look.

“Well?” she asked.

“Well,” Glen answered, “I went to the restaurant. Saw the dining room with people in it. The storeroom was unlocked. I entered and found myself in that dining room. Everybody in the dining room stopped what they were doing. Looked at me and then vanished. Then it turned into that maze of dining rooms at the Irvington.

“I was scared, Candice. It was like your nightmare was really happening. To make a long story short, one door led to the outside. I frantically ran to that door as the lights in the dining room were slowly going out. When I stepped outside the door I was outside the Irvington hotel. I took a long freezing walk to some strip mall and called you.”

“You need help, honey. I’m calling a doctor.”

“I didn’t have time to fly to New Jersey.”

“This is scary, Glen. You really aren’t making this up are you?”

“No, I’m not, Candice. I’m mystified by all of this.”

“And you want answers, I suppose.”

“I suppose.”

Candice drove off the airport ramp and into the Tucson night.

“What’s the connection?” Candice asked, “between that Chinese place and that hideous hotel?”

“I’m not sure there is a connection.”

Candice shot him a confused look.

“I think whatever is happening, is happening right now. We’ve been to that buffet twice before and only now are the visions showing up in those mirrors. Something is going on right now and I haven’t a clue as to what it is, Candice.”

They drove on in the cool Tucson night. The sky black and full of stars.

“They’re waiting on guests to return.”

“Who’s waiting on guests to return?”

“The dining rooms, honey.” Glen turned in his seat to look at his lovely understanding wife. “The dining rooms are waiting on guests. That’s the feeling I got. The dining rooms are waiting on guests that will never arrive.”

They drove in silence for a few moments.

“There was a woman,” Glen said.

“A woman?”

“Yes, a very attractive sandy blonde woman. In her mid thirties. She’s dressed in a black evening gown. There is such an overwhelming sadness in her eyes. Like her heart is broken. She beckons me to come and sit with her. I think she wants tell me something. When I tried to do that I ended up in that labyrinth of dining rooms and almost ended up getting lost. I literally thought I would die in there. Like it was some sort of a trap.”

“Well, if you think of returning to that place you do need help, honey. Then I will definitely call a doctor. Is there anything else you remember?”

“Yes. Everyone was dressed like it was the forties.”

“You’re going to do it again aren’t you, Glen?”

“Yes, honey,” Glen said. “Are you going to call the doctor.”

“Not yet, dear. But do be careful.”

“You’re so understanding.”

“I wish I weren’t. Right now I wish I could be a roaring bitch.”

They were at a red light.

“That’s not in your makeup, honey.”

She leaned over and kissed him.

“I love you,” Candice said.

“I love you, too.”

“Maybe we should go back to the airport and get your plane ticket in advance.”

“Maybe you should stick by the phone tomorrow.”

“Let’s go home and get some sleep after we… you know,” Candice said with a twinkle in her eyes.

“We need to stop by the buffet.”

“At this hour? What for?”

“To pick up the car.”

“I see.”

The car sat there in the parking lot waiting. The sight of the car sent chills up Candice’s spine.

“Until I saw the car there, Glen, I only half believed in this. Now I’m really scared.”

“Don’t be,” Glen said with more confidence than he actually possessed at the moment. Glen was frightened too.

The very next afternoon Glen took a table at the buffet. Apologized for forgetting, as he explained it, to pay his bill the day before. He left a nice tip and paid in advance. The hostess was very gracious about the affair.

Glen placed some food on his plate while his server went off to bring him coffee.

The dining room was in the mirrors.

That lovely blonde woman was sitting near the front of the room. Their eyes met. She cocked her head to one side. Her eyes misted over. She looked at Glen almost lovingly. He felt the sadness in her heart. Her sadness washed over him. What hurt her so bad? He wanted to walk in there and make everything all right with her. He had no clue what was bringing on that sadness. But it was deep inside her. Deep and powerful.

A young boy, maybe six or seven years old joined her at the table. Judging by the resemblance he must have been her son. She hugged the boy. Kissed him on the cheek and ran her hand through his sandy hair. She whispered something in the child’s ear and then pointed to Glen. Whatever she said to him made him look at Glen in absolute wonder. She turned her eyes to Glen and spoke to him. Glen tried reading her lips as she spoke slowly this time. She was saying thank you. Then she broke down and began crying as Glen’s heart melted. At that moment everyone in the dining room faded away. The dining room faded and Glen was looking at his own reflection in the mirror.

“Still in Tucson,” Candice said with some relief as Glen walked in through the front door.

“Still in Tucson,” Glen said.

“The woman said thank you to me.”

“She spoke to you?”

“Yes, I had to read her lips. She had a young boy with her. I believe he was her son. She said thank you, Candice, and then she broke down and began crying her heart out.”

“Does she remind you of anyone? Maybe you’re having an awake dream or a visionary experience, honey. Anything ring a bell here?”

“No. She is a complete stranger. The only thing I feel for sure is that those dining rooms are waiting for guests to arrive.”

“Maybe it’s done. Just a glimpse of something unknown for a time.”

“I don’t think so, Candice.”

Maybe Candice was right, Glen thought to himself. His visits to the buffet grew less frequent. The old dining room wasn’t haunting him by appearing in the mirrors. Glen finally quit thinking about it.

Then one afternoon an urgency suddenly came over Glen. Telling Candice to stick by the telephone Glen rushed out of the house. Getting in his car, Glen raced to the buffet. He had no idea where this urgency came from. Glen knew he had to follow his gut. Not bothering with a seat Glen immediately went to the mirrors. An overwhelming apprehension overtook Glen. The dining room was there. With its antique furniture and yellow lighting. Everyone in the dining room was eating, drinking and talking amiably. Turning Glen saw the storeroom door to be slightly ajar. Glen opened the door and stepped into the dining room. Everyone stopped what they were doing and looked up at Glen. Then everything happened so fast Glen had no time to think. Only time to act. The young boy stepped out of the restroom to Glen’s right and began making his way to his mother’s table, which was located not too far from where Glen was standing. Without knowing why Glen ran to the boy, scooped him up in his arms, and ran wildly for the exit to the left of him. All the time Glen screamed at the top of his lungs, “Run! Run! Everybody get out! Run! The place is going to blow.”

Glen crashed through the exit clutching the boy tightly against him to protect the child. Glen ran through the courtyard hoping to make it through the exit in the masonry wall. As Glen passed through the exit a massive explosion erupted behind him. The night sky lit up yellow and Glen felt the heat envelope him. Another milder explosion followed and Glen knew with dead certainty no one else had made it out of that dining room alive. The fire roared up through the center of the hotel right up to the fourth floor.

“Mommy! Mommy!” The boy screamed and began crying hysterically. A harrowing sadness filled Glen as he stared at the burning hotel. Flames shooting out the windows in the cold black night.

Fire trucks, their sirens wailing, finally pulled into the parking lot. Firemen jumped from the truck yanking hoses, axes in hand and took on the blazing destruction. Ambulances and police cars rolled in careful to stay out of the way of the brave firemen. Glen handed the boy over to a police officer. Then, just like in the mirrors, the policeman vanished. Along with the blazing hotel.

The sunlight made Glen squint his eyes. It was overcast with some beams of cold autumn sun shining through the clouds. The wind in the weed filled courtyard kicked up and Glen once again caught the scent of salt water in his nostrils. Glen made his way through the weed covered courtyard to the exit and walked the long road to the strip mall where he called Candice.

“New Jersey again?” Candice asked when she heard his voice.

“Get a round trip ticket for yourself and a one way ticket for me and meet me here tonight, honey.”

Glen gave Candice careful directions to his location.

“Glen. What’s going…”

“Just do it, honey. Tomorrow we may get some answers even though we may need to drive around a little. I’ll wait for you here at the tavern.”

“Okay. I’ll get there as fast as I can.”

Glen settled in for the long wait. Candice returned his call. On the pay phone Glen found out what time she would arrive in Newark. She already had a car reserved. Glen bought another jacket at the clothing store in the strip mall.

At ten after eleven p.m. Candice walked into the tavern. Glen ordered a couple of glasses of brandy for the both of them.

“Now what?” Candice asked giving him a kiss.

“Now we grab a motel and get a good night’s rest.”

A couple of miles north of the strip mall they found a ma and pa motel and checked in. Rising early they had breakfast across the street from the motel in a local diner and asked directions for the nearest library. The librarian, a gracious middle aged woman helped them search through the local archives for information on the Irvington hotel.

“A lot of people have asked about that hotel,” the librarian said. “It was almost featured on ‘Amazing Stories.’”

“It’s a weird place,” Candice said.

“Was,” the librarian said.

“Was?” asked Candice.”

“It burned down in the forties.”

Candice grew quite pale in the face.

“There was a huge explosion from a leaking gas line. A family reunion was going on in the dining room. The family had rented the room for the occasion. The entire family was killed. Except for a young boy. The boy’s mother had organized the reunion.”

“How did the boy survive?” Glen asked.

“That’s where the story gets strange,” the woman said. “Some guy came out of nowhere. Just entered the room. The stranger grabbed up the boy and ran for the exit shouting for everyone to get out of the building. He seemed to know the place was going to catch on fire. When the police showed he handed the boy over to an officer.”

“And then?”

“When the policeman looked up the man had vanished. The police officer wanted to question him but he was nowhere to be found. The local paper ran an article for several weeks hoping to locate this man. They wanted to give the guy a medal but no one ever heard from him.”

Candice looked at Glen.

“Here you go. It was front page news.”

Gas Explosion Guts Irvington Hotel. Entire Family Wiped Out.

Candice and Glen read the article in awe. There along with the picture of the blackened hotel was a picture of the young boy who had been saved and his mother.

“Is that her?” Candice asked.

“That’s her,” Glen said. “Now I understand her sadness.”

A chill ran up Candice’s spine.

“We stayed at the Irvington eight years ago,” Candice said.

“That’s impossible,” the librarian said. “It was never rebuilt. The town bought the land and turned it into a memorial for the family. The only thing at that sight now is a large grass lawn with a big marble memorial listing all the people who perished.

Candice looked at Glen. She was extremely pale.

“Do you want a copy of the article?”

“Yes,” said Glen handing the clipping back to the librarian so she could reproduce it.

“Candice,” the librarian said.

“Yes?”

“Several other people have claimed they have seen the Irvington after it burn down. It’s always after they having been driving for a long period of time. They say it’s frightening the way it seems to loom out of nowhere. But no one has ever reported staying there.”

“Thank you for your time,” Glen said cutting the conversation short.

“You’re welcome,” the librarian said. “Are you doing research on the hotel for some sort of an article?” she asked.

“No,” Glen replied. “Just curiosity.”
“Well then, have a nice day.”

After leaving the library Glen and Can dice drove to the memorial. They crossed the mowed lawn and stood before the polished granite slab. It was quite a large and impressive memorial:

IN LOVING MEMORY OF THE CARSON FAMILY

NOVEMBER SECOND NINETEEN FORTY - TWO

Beneath was a list of all who perished.

“We have a plane to catch, honey,” Candice said softly taking Glen’s hand in hers.

Home. In Tucson. Pillow talk.

“I don’t think the Irvington is going to appear in the middle of the night anymore,” Glen said. “All those dining rooms. Waiting for guests who will never show.”

“Waiting for you to come and grab that child.” Candice shook her head slowly.

“The entire family would have been gone if not for that one survivor.”

“I guess that old hotel is at peace now,” Candice said. “Still, Glen, the whole time thing…”

“I wouldn’t even go there,” Glen said.

They kissed. Candice turned on her side and drifted happily off into pleasant dreams. Glen laid on his back for a time thinking. Glen said a silent prayer for the Carson family.

In a small coastal town in New Jersey a man in his sixties, father of two boys, one daughter and seven grandchildren sometimes drove to the beach and took a long walk. He stopped. Looked out over the ocean and thought about yesterday, miracles and a man he never had a chance to say thank you to. A man who came out of nowhere, whisked him out of a hotel before it erupted in flames and handed him over to the safe arms of a police officer.

Then he drove home and called his grandchildren.


Review of Francine Witte’s The Wind Twirls Everything

Charles P. Ries

Muscle Head Press Chapbooks

Boneworld Publishing

3700 County Road 24

Russell, New York 13684

Price: $5 / 40 Pages / 25 Stories

Francine Witte’s book of flash fiction/prose poems gives us two wonderful things. The first is her nimble and effortless use of story, form, and technique. This collection of 25 short form vignettes shows us how quickly a skilled writer can create place, character, conflict, and move a story to a stratifying conclusion. Witte, who is also a poet and a playwright, applies these two forms into interesting, fast moving short stories. Her technique is effortless and invisible, but central to making these stories move forward.

The second gift of The Wind Twirls Everything is her reflection on love, clueless good hearted men, place, and family. The men who populate her stories “try” to do the right thing, they are not without heart and soul, but still they do manage to stumble. Into this mix are the women who love, long for, or try to stay away from them. This collision of interests and abilities gives the stories in this collection their strong core. She is quick and nimble as she riffs around a variety of topics: a chair, a love, a city, a time, a man, a woman.

There are many great stories in this collection: “Jake Is A Forgotten Place,” “Someone Keeps Calling,” “My Husband’s Mistress,” “Joe and Sue Get In The Car,” to name a few. The open paragraph of her story, “The Romance Of Sadness,” gives us a taste of how well and how quickly Witte invites us into her world, “One day, she fell in love with the sadness. Unlike the man who had given it to her, the sadness would stay with her long into the night and never leave. If the sadness did leave, there would more sadness. And that was good.” And again her opening paragraph of “Someone Keeps Calling”: “A faraway voice. Like a voice underwater. He says hello. Nothing more. He hangs up. Calls back. His breath is angry, inviting, sexual. He’s distant, but intimate. Saying nothing. Saying everything.”

What a treat to see Witte bob and weave structure, pacing, and story with such alacrity. How wonderful to read stories that run no more than 350 words in length contain so much heart, humor, yearning and meaning.


Review of Mark Sonnefeld’s typewriter art

Charles P. Ries

Marymark Press

45-08 Old Millstone Drive

East Windsor, NJ 08520

Price: $4 / 16 Pages

ISBN: 978-0-9798819-9-2

Mark Sonnenfeld is a unique creature in the small press. His world is one that lives at the intersection of poetry, word, and visual art. Many times his use of language has nothing to do with complete thought or meaning, but rather the splattering of words in a random cascade. We might call his work “experimental,” but for the fact that poetry, as one of writings shortest forms, lends itself to constant variation and experimentation. His new book, typewriter art is no different. Dedicated to small press pioneer and all around good-guy Joseph Verrilli, he takes words, or rather the ink-on-paper-image of words, and collides them with a phrase. On page 8 we find word the word “Mark” in 68 point type face and below it the phrase, “Magazines from the stack”. On page 5 we find the phrase, “I woke to head pressure” in 14 point type laid onto a page that has a series of letters extracted from words in 68 point bold black type face. His work is so conceptual that it is even hard to clearly describe — it must be both seen and read.

So what is one to make of this? Is it poetry or is it visual art? Certainly it is experimental, and in each art form there is a mad scientist who will push the medium’s relevance toward the absurd, toward meaninglessness, through the trap door of context, and perhaps, toward yet new meanings. Will this become the rage? Will thousands of writers try to do what Sonnenfeld has done? I doubt it, but the highest form of flattery isn’t always imitation, sometimes it is our acknowledgement to artists like Sonnenfield that we have experienced their creation and encourage their continued exploration. The great literary unknown will be a richer friendlier planet because we have pioneers like Sonnenfeld orbiting the “word”.



[image: Jonathan S. Burnworth]Mr. Burnworth is like a bad penny, he keeps turning up no matter how far you throw him. Whenever you have a zine like this that has open submissions, you are going to get people like this, and reading through these types of puerile diatribes is one of the most tiresome and regrettable parts of running (and reading) this zine. Rather than continue trying to discourage him from sending further writings to us we have decided upon a strategy of appeasement. We have decided that perhaps by giving him his own column here in the Dark Side he will lose interest and go away. Thus we give you The Jonathan S. Burnworth Memorial Column. We recently tried yet again to suggest that he stop assaulting us with his endlessly annoying writings. His reply was unequivocal: “I’ll stop when I’m dead.”


Girl From Nebraska

Jonathan S. Burnworth


She lived in the condo next door. She was from Nebraska. She worked for one of the airlines at the ticket counter at the town’s airport. We talked briefly from time to time. She was a good person, with a simple, small town girl’s outlook.

One day she invited me over for dinner. While dinner was cooking she and I looked through her albums and listened to them. We looked through her book collection. Then we ate dinner. It was a good tasting dinner. Then she made coffee and we sat on the couch and talked. We talked for a long time and I enjoyed myself. Then I thanked her very much for the dinner and said I’d better go to bed because I had to work tomorrow. She said okay and followed me to the door and we said goodnight. When I got back to my place I realized that she had seemed disappointed when I told her I had to go. Her whole demeanor had changed. She had wanted me to stay. Then it finally hit me. She had wanted me to sleep over. She had wanted me to spend the night with her.

I had given up casual sex years ago. I could do it when I was a teenager but I just couldn’t do it anymore. I haven’t had a lot of sex in my life but I’ve had enough to know what it’s like. I still want it but only if it’s going to mean something and be with someone I feel I have a future with. Otherwise it just feels too empty. This girl and I got along fine and I enjoyed hanging out with her but we didn’t have enough to build a relationship on. Even if we did, it was too early for sex. I’d never been “picked up” this way before, yet the experience somehow wasn’t cheesy or crass at all. It was something different. What struck me was this girl’s sincerity. She had a need and she was trying to fulfill it the only way she knew how. It was just her honest animality, simple and direct, even though I didn’t pick up on it at the time. There was no contriving or scheming or anything. A lot of guys would say that I was crazy. They’d say that a “piece” turned down is a piece lost. I felt bad for letting her down but I don’t know what else I could have done.
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