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INTRODUCTION







Creativity; it makes the world go around, and though there
are some who don't find much merit in creative endeavors, there are
those of us who could simply not survive without them.

As the
digital age continues to alter the way we share our creative
pursuits with the world, more creators than ever are offered the
opportunity to shine. Putting your work out there for all to see
comes with a greater sense of personal effort and responsibility
than ever. Many of us creative types have found a sense of solace
and retreat within each other's company, finally realizing the
world and the odds aren't as stacked against us as we
think.

The idea for From the Dark
Side was born when contributor Patrick
Pillars and I started chatting about collaboration. With so many
creative people in our personal, online networks, we both
understood how important it was to band together and showcase the
amazing talent embodied in that group.

We
brainstormed a loose theme, came up with a title and I emailed all
the creative types I knew, asking if they would be interested in
donating a story to a charity anthology. If the response was great
enough, I would be able to piece together a collection of poetry
and short fiction to sell electronically on Amazon and Smashwords,
and all proceeds earned would be donated to a creative
charity.

The
charity I chose was The Organization of Letters and Light. Some of
you may recognize their affiliation with the NaNoWriMo endeavor,
but for those not familiar with them, their mission is to promote
creativity for young people and adults alike.

Most
creative people have stories about that one special person from
their youth who encouraged and inspired them to pursue their
dreams. For me, it was my ninth grade English teacher, Mrs. Eleanor
Hallabuk, who despite often locking horns with me over my
incredibly bad attitude, was not afraid to draw me aside and
acknowledge the fact that I had dreams more worthy of my energy
than causing trouble in class.

Many of
us seek out publication opportunities for payment, but the only
payment offered to the contributors of this anthology was a chance
for a little extra exposure and recognition. If you're reading the
work in this compilation, I hope you'll also take time to check out
the online site for each contributor. A lot of them have volumes of
audio and written fiction and poetry they offer absolutely free to
their audience.

Thank you
to all the authors and poets who donated their work to the
anthology, to Drew Beatty for lending his eyes and proofreading
skills and to all the readers who picked up a copy.

I hope you enjoy From the Dark
Side.






Jennifer
Hudock
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A LETTER
FROM A POSSIBLE CORPSE

Drew
Beatty

If you
are reading this, either I’m dead, or I've made it through to the
other side. If I'm dead, well, you probably already found my
rotting corpse in the bathroom. Sorry about the smell. If my body
isn't there, I thought somebody might want to know what happened. I
don't know who would really care, but here's my story.

You know
those aptitude tests they give you in high school, the ones that
are supposed to tell you what job you would be good at so you can
get your life all planned? The problem with those tests is my
answers didn't really fit their parameters, so it took me some time
before I realized what I was good at, really good at, was conning
people.

I
discovered my particular talent in high school. The technical term
for it is social engineering, but most people know it as good,
old-fashioned conning. I conned my way out of essays, exams and
projects, changing my pitch for each teacher. I could talk the
lunch ladies out of paying for my food, the bigger guys out of
beating me up, and the girls into giving it up for me.

Yeah, it
might not have said so on that aptitude test, but I was a born con
man.

But that
was a long time ago, almost twenty years now. My turf, not to sound
all gangy, but that's what it's called, is the downtown waterfront.
Lots and lots of tourists pour through the Harbourfront center, new
faces every week, lots from small towns, honest folk with a wad of
cash in their wallets. All that cash, just waiting for me. Three
card monte, shell games, even some old school bait-and-switch
games. I make enough to keep me in smokes, drinks and pay the rent
on my apartment. Not much of a life, but it was working all right
for me.

I was
walking around the boardwalk when I first noticed the new tent. The
Toronto Harbourfront has a few different areas, from the upscale
art galleries and concert stages of the Harbourfront Centre, to the
more pedestrian boardwalk area. The boardwalk is like a
mini-carnival, all aged and sagging rides, paint peeling from the
merry go round, a two story high rusted Ferris wheel. It attracts a
different clientele. I didn't hang out there a lot, not that I am
classist in any way, but in my line of work it's better to go where
the money is. The Harbourfront rubes think they are pretty smart,
so they are easier to sucker than the people down here who actually
know the value of a dollar.

But I
digress. I was telling you about the tent. It was a funhouse, the
outside lined with bent and twisted mirrors. Some kids were playing
there, looking at themselves stretched out and skinny, or short and
fat, laughing at their distended reflections. I walked over and
took a look myself.

"Fancy a
turn?" asked the owner, a shabby looking man dressed all in faded
browns. His hair curled over his ears, and a few days' growth
covered his pointy chin.

"No
thanks," I replied, moving on.

"Afraid
of what you will see looking back at you?"

I was
taken aback slightly; this was not the standard patter that most
carnie types used to draw people in. "Got other places to be," I
replied, hurrying away.

"No you
don't," he shouted after me.

I didn't see him again for a week. I spent most of my time at
Harbourfront. The spring was warmer than usual, bringing more
people down to the lake. Pickings were good, really good, and I
made enough in my first few hours that I had some time to kill. I
don’t like to get greedy, take too much, people might start to
complain, cops come around more often. That is bad for business.

I started
late, so the sun was setting as my boots tromped against the worn
wooden boardwalk. I could see the tent, lights bouncing off the
mirrors that circled it. A young couple came out of the tent,
laughing and holding hands. The owner was watching me.

"You've
come back," he said as I approached.

"Just in
the neighbourhood."

"You
spend a lot of time down here, right?"

I nodded.
"I work down here."

"Nice
work, if you can get it. So, you going in? First time's
free."

"You
sound like a pusher."

"Maybe I
am. Maybe I'm pushing an experience, something like you've never
seen before."


"Maybe?"

"Well,
maybe I'm just an old timer trying to make a living with some
mirrors. You want to go in, you can go in."

I went
in. The tent wasn't very big, but it made use of the space well,
and the mirrors helped to give the illusion of roominess. I walked
through the maze, looking at my reflections, an infinite chain
going off into the distance. I took a few wrong turns and had to
double back. It really did seem bigger than it could possibly be. I
was probably inside for five minutes before I found the
exit.

"Took you
long enough," said the owner as I emerged from the tent. The sun
was fully down now, night had fallen.

"It's a
good maze," I replied. "Tricked me a few times."

"Thanks,
I designed it myself. You feel free to come back anytime, try it
again. It'll cost you, but not too much. My name's Jack, by the
way."

"Take
care, Jack." I didn't introduce myself. Giving out a name, another
thing that’s bad for business. Either you get stuck with a known
alias or you forget what name you are going by.

I started
walking along the boardwalk, heading for home. I didn't have any
plans for the night, which wasn't unusual for me. Living the quiet
life. I decided to pick up supper from the gourmet grocery store I
had to pass on the way home. I deserved it after how well I did
today. I was in the produce section when I first noticed something
weird. The mirrors above the vegetables had a strange film covering
them, dulling the reflection. I never noticed it before, and it
made the otherwise impeccable, high scale grocery store look
shabby.

"You
should clean these mirrors," I said to a stock boy who was busy
replenishing the tomatoes.

"They
look all right to me," he said, his voice conveying the shrug his
shoulders were too lazy to do.


"Whatever," I replied, wandering off. I didn't really want to
get into a huge discussion with him about it. It was just
surprising, you know? I understand slacking at the No Frills, but
when I'm paying five bucks for one tomato, I guess I just expect a
little more.

I cut
through the streets to my somewhat shabby neighbourhood; it hadn't
yet become the victim of the gentrification that resurfaced most of
Toronto.

I pulled
out my keys and entered my building, hoping the elevator was
working. I pushed the button and the doors banged open, but at
least they opened. I stepped in and pushed the button for the 10th
floor. The doors clattered shut.

"Jesus,"
I said. The elevator was never the cleanest of places, but usually
the metal doors were clean enough to check your reflection in. They
had a film over them. In retrospect it looked a lot like the
grocery store mirrors, but I didn’t make the connection then. Who
would have?

I dropped
off my dinner in the kitchen and went to the bedroom to tuck the
rest of my billfold in my little safe. Having a lot of cash on hand
is convenient, but I can't really deposit a bunch of twenties at
the bank every day. The safe under my bed doesn't contain enough to
retire, but it's got enough to get me through the quiet winters of
Toronto, plus a little extra for the future. Conning does not come
with a pension plan.

I stuffed
the majority of the bills in my safe and went to put the rest into
my sock drawer when I noticed my bedroom mirror was non-reflective
as well. I could still see my outline in the mirror, but it looked
different. I wore a black t-shirt and jeans, but the reflection
didn't. I couldn't see details clearly, but it looked like a white
shirt, with a collar, like a dress shirt, something I didn't even
own. I reached out to touch the mirror. As my fingers touched the
surface it suddenly became clear again. The fogginess disappeared,
as though a covering frost had suddenly melted.

The man
in the mirror looked like me, but different, very different. He
wore a dress shirt, sharply pressed, and a neat tie hung from his
neck. I leaned in to get a better look, but he moved away from the
mirror. The room on the other side was not my apartment either, it
looked like a nice condo, well furnished with expensive-looking
furniture. Apparently gentrification had hit the neighbourhood in
whatever world I was looking at.

I blinked
and he was gone. Just me in my shitty apartment again.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18495
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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