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An Elbow
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From across the room, he noticed her elbow. Such an exquisite elbow. What fine lines. As he traced the curve of her elbow with his eyes, he noticed something stenciled there. 

At this distance he should not have been able to tell that that something was a flower. But he could, so he gave up reasoning for reality.

His eye started tracing the lines of the flower. He was only vaguely aware that the flower was drawn on a woman’s elbow some 20 yards away. 

Suddenly, his laptop got heavier, almost dragging him down. He thought that must have been due to all the data he had recently downloaded. Strange thought.

The lines of the flower slowly, but surely, turned into a descending, spiraling staircase. “What an interesting twist”, he thought. 

And then his mind swirled out of control. His last thought was that he was falling.
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A Stairwell
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Hours later, according to his watch, he woke up at the bottom of a stairwell. This staircase, however, was not a spiral staircase. Rather it was a fairly plain set of concrete steps, probably those of some old office building. He appeared not to have suffered from the fall. 

His laptop had landed just a few feet away. He quickly got up and checked out his laptop to make sure it was still ok.
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The Wait
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It was amazing, how short the life of his laptop battery was. Sure, it was a four-hour battery, but he’d never used it without it being hooked to an electric cord, for more than a couple of hours at a time. 

He had lost all track of time, mesmerized by the new files he had just downloaded to his laptop. There was really nothing of importance in them, but that seemed to be the way things were – the less interesting, the more mesmerizing they were. 

Not even three hours had passed, before he’d received the 15 second warning to do a quick save and shut down his laptop, or risk losing all his work.

Here he was in a foreign stairwell and all he could do was stare at bits of meaningless data on his laptop. And now, it seemed all he could do, was stare at the blank screen. He must be in shock, not able to face this unknown situation. 

Or he was a dork, who’d been hoodwinked by all the sellers of laptops. A dork who believed all their propaganda and all their lies. He had really not seen anything of value or interest in the last 3, now 3.5 hours.

Well, he must face his surroundings, so face them he did.

He was in a stairwell. Somebody must have slipped him a new drug and dumped him here. Why they hadn’t taken his laptop was beyond him. And, his wallet and its contents were still intact. 

His clothes were a little ruffled, and his leg hurt – looked like a bad scrape and bruise. Other than that, he was fine – a little stiff from having sat in the same position for 3.5 hours.

There was a vending machine nearby. Well, he was hungry and thirsty. And he did have money, he’d save the credit cards for emergencies. He bought himself a soda and some chips, and sat down on the steps to enjoy them.

Well, that was thrilling! Not!

Now, what to do? He thought about exploring his surroundings. Then he thought about it again; and again; and again. What if he found something dangerous; or worse, something he couldn’t explain. 

There it was again, his worst fear – fear of the unknown. He shied away from the unknown. But face it, he must.

So, he went exploring. He was at the bottom of the stairwell, with a vending machine, a sofa, and his laptop (sans-power) to keep him company. There was a door on this level. But it was locked, so no way out from here.

He walked up the stairs to the next level. That’s all there was. Two levels. There was a door at the second level also. But, like the door on the first floor, it too was locked. 

There were also restrooms on the upper floor, which he made use of. Finding no way out, he returned to the first floor.

He checked his watch, it was 2am – must have been some party to keep him out past 9pm. But, then again, he wasn’t sure how long he’d been unconscious. 

Anyway, the doors might be locked only for the evening. He’d try again in the morning. There was not much chance anybody else (other than maybe a security guard) would come through this locked stairwell. So he went to sleep on the sofa.
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Day 2
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Day 2 – Pretty much the same. Both doors are still locked! Ate from Vending machine – some cookies and water for breakfast. The day got better from there. 

Slept a lot on the sofa. Not really anything to do, since there’s no power for my laptop.

Day 3 – Same old same old. Wondering if anybody will ever come unlock these doors, perhaps it’s the weekend. 

Ate from Vending machine again. Last of small cash. Vending machine doesn’t take larger bills. Will have to use credit card tomorrow. 

Started exercising by running up and down the steps.

Day 4 – The vending machine doesn’t take credit cards! How can it be that it took me this long to notice that? What could I have been distracted by, that I completely missed this fact? 

No food or drink today. Guess I can drink from the faucet in the bathroom. Completely bummed out! Sleeping lots.

Day 5 – Still stuck in this stairwell! Hunger pains are starting. Wonder how much longer I can survive without food. Moses made it 40 days. I ain’t no Moses. 

Wish I had another personality to take over for a while, perhaps one that wasn’t bored so easily. Wish I had an imaginary friend to talk to.

Day 6 – I just noticed the sofa is orange. Yesterday’s hunger pains weren’t hunger pains. Today I’m having hunger pains! Tempted to rip open the cushions on the sofa and see if the stuffing is edible; but only tempted for a moment. 

Going crazy from boredom. Starting to write a story in my head about this guy who sees a woman’s elbow with an exquisite flower drawn on it. Wait a minute, that’s me! That’s what happened to me! Oh boy! I’m losing it!

Day 7 – In anger, frustration, and disgust, slammed the laptop into the vending machine. Food, glorious food! I might just make it, if it’s not too much longer and the vending machine doesn’t run out of food. 

My hunger pains are gone! But, now I have stomach cramps. Ate too much too fast. I wonder if my laptop still works. It would be a shame to lose all that new data I downloaded.

Day 8 – I’ll be rescued soon! I’m just sure of it. Now that I’m not starving, I’m able to think a little more clearly. 

I thought I’d never tire of Vending Machine delicacies. But it’s happening. 

Now, taking the steps three at a time. Also doing pushups and sit ups. Never thought I’d be this bored.

Day 9 – If I had to do it all over again, I would have never looked at that woman’s elbow. But who would have known? Still, writing memo to self, “Never look at a woman’s elbow again – at least not hers.” 

Haven’t picked up the laptop since I slammed it into the vending machine. It just lies there on the floor, making an obstacle for
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