Twenty 

By Grant Jones

…Regardless, I remembered everything she said. Beautiful girl with short dark hair. It was Tina’s birthday party and everyone gathered to celebrate. Outside snow and ice poured from the sky, inside I sat with Stano who was having problems focusing. It was loud with the noise of chatter banter laughter the table littered with wine bottles the all-purpose birthday gift. Lying back on the couch thinking about something silly remembering a laugh talking to Stano about bowling and we should go sometime, across the table she chatted away with a smile I wanted to share. I picked up a cork from the table and tossed it at her—miss—try again—long arcing course meant to connect with the top of her head—success! And with that unprovoked act of silliness she shared her smile—satisfied, I looked away—but she—grabbing the cork from her lap, took aim—dead aim—and unlike my calculated arc hers flew from her fingertips like a bullet—straight into my right eye! Head jerking, body twisting, my eye teared up—what a sting! And a smile greater than I had anticipated crept across my lips raised my cheeks crinkled my one good eye, the other still crying—And it dawned on me why I remembered everything she said…

…Riding home I felt the pride of twenty. Pretend it will never end. The pride of peacocks settles in. Tried to ride my bicycle for ten seconds without opening my eyes. And at three I chickened out.  Then at five they opened again. It was at eight that that I slammed into a pile of railroad ties. Over the handlebars I flew into the bushes—covered in ice they sounded like chandeliers crashing to the floor. I thought of her rolled around laughing and fell asleep right there…

…And the next night I told her she has beautiful eyes. She said her boyfriend said like Sunflowers. Sunflowers. Boyfriend. No, I told her, sunflowers are yellow, your eyes are green, like Rose Stems. She said rose stems have thorns and can prick you. Thorns, boyfriends. Beautiful young girl with short dark hair, stolen by a prick. Known him since she was twelve and now he’s only a friend but it was love four years ago and she knows his family so well. It’s not right to break up when he comes to visit for just a week then send him home half-dead of broken-heart across the continent and I agreed she’s a very sweet girl and though I am a bastard, I’m not an asshole. And I gave up. When you are twenty, getting the breath knocked out of you only gives you life…

…Riding home I stopped at the window of a tobacco store and took down a poster of a cigar, lit and prime for ashing. I stuck it to the ceiling of my flat. It makes me feel like I live in an ashtray.

