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      The back door of the bar was a double door, twelve feet high, and made of an ancient wood that looked like it would give you splinters if you touched it. Adam touched it once. Placed the palm of his hand against it, pressed it against the surprisingly cold and the not so surprisingly hard wood. It had felt gritty and dusty, and he felt sharp pricks on his skin. He thought he had gotten splinters and when he removed his hand and inspected every finger and the palm, he found nothing. No dust, no grit, and no splinters. Yet his hand tingled, needles and pins fading, fading a moment later.

      Those double doors had large iron rings to pull the doors open. Adam had never tried to touch the rings, let alone pull on them. If he opened the door, even accidentally, he'd have to walk though and go to the other side. Whatever was there on the other side, life after death.

      Instead, he waited for Margaret.

      For ninety years he waited for her.

      Adam watched the Korean couple go out the double doors with longing and a healthy kick of envy because Jae-Lee, a hotel owner from Seoul, South Korea, died in an airplane crash and had waited in this place for twenty years for Soon-Bok to show up.

      They held hands (of course) and stepped into the gray looming like fog outside. They turned to shadows, their shadows turning into liquid and the fog soaked them up like a sponge soaks up water. As the double doors closed, he caught the sight of their shadows streaming into rivulets, branching out, spreading out to somewhere. Then the doors closed and he was in the dark again.

      Because of waiting.

      "You have that look on your face again." The bartender said.

      Fafa was her name, whatever kind of name that was--she always said it was a name older than time. She'd been watching him and now she rested her forearms on the bar, her sleeves rolled up past the elbows. Her hair was silver and shoulder length. There was an elegance to her and Adam thought she seemed too classy even for a joint so close to what many other people called the perpetual light. She reminded him of Lauren Bacall in her senior years, like the way she looked in the movie Misery he'd seen a few years before his death.

      She smelled like cloves whenever she was near and Adam should have known she was there. He would have spun around on the stool and stagger away so that he wouldn't have to hear the same old thing he was destined to hear for eternity if he'd never step through those double doors. Whenever he made eye contact with her and was besieged by those deep green eyes, he froze into place, riveted under her consideration.

      "You have options," she said and the corner of her lips turned up in a smile. She winked as if they shared a secret, which in fact it was a simple eternal script. "You can leave here. Right through those same doors."

      It wasn't uncomfortable looking into her eyes, and her eyes looking into his. He thought he had a physical heart again and not just an illusion of one. She perked him right up like he was alive again. On Earth. With Margaret and the two of them rolling around on the bed together in their old Victorian house in San Francisco.

      He wondered, if he felt alive whenever he looked into Fafa's eyes why did he feel like stepping into that fog he saw the Korean couple walk into? That didn't look like life--it definitely looked like death. Life was through the front door, the same door everyone entered. The senses, flesh and blood. The back door, those double doors? He didn't know what was out there. The front door, now there he knew what he'd left behind.

      "Where is she?" he asked Fafa. "It's been ninety years. She's one hundred and twenty years old now."

      "You have the other option," Fafa said.

      On the top shelf behind her, the black bottles glittered. Those bottles held nightmares, horrid memories, and pain. Things of war, disease, human suffering perpetrated by human evil. Among those bottles, there was one drink, Fafa had told him, that would allow him to go back to the living. The transformation upon drinking it would send him back as a ghost. He'd be something that moved through walls. Fafa assured him he'd be able to communicate with Margaret upon moving his ghostly hand through her living flesh. He was tethered to her. She was the reason why he waited.

      Fafa also emphasized the change. He wouldn't be the same when he returned, whether with her or without her.

      "What's the harm in the wait? Wait for as long as you have to," Fafa said. "You've waited this long."

      A switch was flicked inside his mind and she could see it. Fafa was a good therapist, Adam thought. Or the ultimate bartender--isn't that why drinkers poured their souls out to one? She presented him with his options in that calming, unassuming way of hers. With observation, she played off his moods and changed direction, like now, with the reminder of the black bottle and the silent question: or are you ready for that drink?

      Her behavior used to irk Adam when he first came here. She'd change her mind and say something opposite that he'd think she was hiding something from him. If he'd learned one thing in this place that never changed in ninety years, it was Fafa wasn't hiding anything. Perhaps she knew everything. About life. About the universe. Free will, to her, was paramount, and she reminded every patron in here.

      "I might need a drink from that bottle soon," he said. Again, he wondered how the hell do you measure days in here.

      She crossed her arms and brought her hand up to touch her chin, considering him. Her green eyes glowed like sunlight though leaves in a tree.

      "Is it now, Adam?"
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      Fafa said this place had no name, so Adam called it The Eternal Bar. He entered through the front door, which wasn't as impressive as the double-door in the back. The front door was a single, also made of wood, but he never touched it because the door swung open to allow him to enter. That's the way everyone entered this place. The door would swing open as if great guest of wind blew the door in.

      He died in a traffic accident in 1994. He'd been a dentist and made good money probing into peoples' mouths. His parents had taught him good dental hygiene was the gateway to health, in that how he treated his own teeth affected other functions of the body, like digestion predominately. So he brushed and flossed every day and had regular check ups. A career in dentistry came naturally.

      Adam didn't believe in a heaven or a hell. He certainly didn't expect to find a bar on the other side. He wasn't much of a drinker. He enjoyed a glass of red wine--a Shiraz, his favorite--from time to time and enjoyed sampling various brewpubs, having one pint of an IPA or an Amber, sure. The point was, he drank only one glass or pint. Alcohol, he could take it or leave it, and didn't miss it when he didn't have it.

      So to find himself inside a bar after death was puzzling. When the front door slammed shut behind him, he just stood there. He realized how much life--no matter what your beliefs or religious affiliation--prepared you to expect a tunnel of light and friends and relatives as the bare minimum. To be thrust into a bar, was not only puzzling, but disappointing.

      Whispers of conversations fluttered around him. A bright orb of light floated above him and they were scattered throughout the place. He couldn't see anything above the orbs that might support them. They were like miniature suns never winking out of existence.

      He stood on a hard wood floor and straight ahead the massive bar made of polished cherry oak and brass foot railings. The stools, polished chrome and leather upholstered, lined the front. Adam had to squint at the light glowing behind the bar. It was like sunlight igniting the colors of the many rows of bottles at the back of the bar. Adam thought of Roy G Biv, and indeed the rows of bottles were organized by the color spectrum. Red on the first bottom row, orange next up, then yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet. There was one more row. The top row, all the bottles were black like portals into the dark night.

      Cigarette smoke lingered in the bar, tendrils rolling across the room. Adam couldn't remember the last time he entered a place that allowed smoking indoors. Usually he choked on the smell. Not here. The smoke didn't give him a physical reaction. He could smell it, however. It was earthy, like wet leaves.  He smelled cloves--although he didn't know yet the smell emanated from Fafa.

      The air in the place was neither hot nor cold. It was the way Goldie Locks liked it. The thermostat was just right.

      There were people inside the bar, he could feel eyes on him from the shadows. There were tables around the room, round with no tablecloths. There were booths along the walls and he saw shadows sitting inside there. It was as if the light orbs suspended above lit areas to walk. Barely any light caressed the people lingering at the tables.

      Looking past the corner of the great bar to the wall at the back, the tall double doors loomed over Adam even as he stood on the other side of the room.

      "Pass through if you like." Fafa stood behind the bar, in front of the rainbow rows of bottles. "Behind those doors is the great beyond. If you're not ready, or if you'd like to wait for someone, this is the place to do it. Have a drink. Wait. Until it's time."

      Her gaze drew him closer to the bar. When he touched the edge of the bar he didn't hesitate to slide onto a stool. The smell of cloves were so much stronger in front of her. He didn't feel disoriented and lost while under her attention. It was then he thought about Margaret

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
      

      

    

  

OEBPS/images/closing-time-ebook.jpg
You
Can’t
Wait
Forever





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Closing Time
      


      		
        About Rob Vagle
      


      		
        Also by Rob Vagle
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About Rob Vagle


      		Also by Rob Vagle


    


  


