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4 Stories Down, 4 Stories Up
by Sara Elizabeth
The 4th Story
The first time we ever kissed was on the fourth story of a building. I wish it had been more romantic—like, maybe the eleventh story or maybe the fifty-ninth. But it wasn’t. It, in fact, was my room and it could have probably been better. Several weeks down the line, maybe a month or two later, we practiced what we thought would be great first kisses. It was something cute and funny and I liked it about her. We never took it too seriously, which was the best part, because from the beginning, it was already too serious.
It was over chips with guacamole and margaritas (our second date) that I knew we would be perfect together. After the first round, we were already buzzed, and she was mixing her drink with a straw and a spoon. She pulled the spoon out and the straw was stuck to it. She smiled at me and said, “Look. A party trick!” We both started laughing and then somehow, my new white watch ended up in the salsa bowl. I didn’t care. I didn’t care about the watch or the fact that she and I went to high school together, which should have made things weird. It didn’t. It made things more interesting—somehow more familiar and special. Like maybe it was fate. I didn’t care that she was a stoner even though I hated drugs. I didn’t even care that she was a Republican for all the wrong reasons. I cared about the party trick. And I cared about the way her eyes lit up when she smiled at me. And the way she hid her thumb in between our palms when we held hands because she had “club thumbs” and was always self-conscious about them.
In the Elevator, Going Down
Alone tonight. Every song I listen to reminds me of her. I feel quixotic and I look up at the reflection of myself on the ceiling and smile as I hear the words flowing through my headphones: “The thing about love, is I never saw it coming...”
The 3rd Story
The third story is about Sundays. And the progression. It’s about how Sundays (there have been exactly thirteen) are my new favorite day of the week, and all of the activities that take place with the waking up together and fresh air and sometimes making pancakes. It’s about lying in bed and laughing about things that had happened the night before, about people who we know. It’s about why the people we don’t know are walking down the street with inappropriate dogs, according to her, “unmatching to their demographic and more expensive than their rent.” It’s about why the people who live across the street from me have a dirty balcony. I don’t have the answers, but I do know this: I was there. And I loved every minute of it.
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