 The Elevator

It was a typical Monday morning of September, just after ten o’clock. The leaves were slowly falling from the trees as an autumn breeze blew across the street. The sleepy sunlight shone on a middle sized building. It was some kind of block for offices with all sorts of tenants – doctors, psychiatrists, cosmeticians, hairdressers, and so on. A building like this is a very busy place; its car park is always full right after sunrise.

A black land rover bent to the car park, but its driver regretted it almost immediately seeing the dozens of cars and no free places. After all he stopped the car to let a woman jump out of it. She was wearing a scarlet costume with high heels. She stepped to the sidewalk and waited to the driver of the land rover. He arrived ten minutes later, it was almost impossible to find a free place in this part of town. He was wearing a suite, evidently an I-don’t-have-any-time-to-anything-business man. And of course he had his inevitable suitcase with him. They went straight to the heavy door, side by side, but a half metre between them. They came to a marriage guidance counsellor for the first time; the high heels were tapping as the couple went to the lift across the marble-floored hall.

The bus-stop was very close to the offices, just some metres away across the street. The bus number 32 came always in time, right at ten o’clock. Now wasn’t different, it stopped and the doors opened to let floods of people out of its metal body. The old lady was a bit angry because she wasn’t able to sit down in the mass and now nobody came to help her to get out of the bus. She came to see a doctor because of her never-ending migraine. Thinking of nowadays rude and impolite youth she slowly walked to the building and went inside. She crossed the hall passing by the great shiny marble staircase towards to the elevator and waited next to a silent couple.
A door opened and a woman in her twenties stepped to the corridor with one hand still holding the handle and speaking to someone behind the door. It was the door of a therapy circle for people who had a phobia. It was a nice band, they were speaking and trying to solve the problems together. It was the end of the ‘lesson’ for today, and she just thanked everything for the keeper of the gathering, a kind and intelligent man in his late thirties. She liked him, almost fancied him but she could never confess it, not even for herself. They were trying to get rid of phobias here of course, and some of them said that the best way to bear fears down is to face them. She had claustrophobia. So now for the first time, the young woman chose the lift instead of the stairs. She walked with trembling legs to its opened doors and stepped inside. The doors closed behind her. And in the same time two workmen ran in that direction, shouting and waving.

The couple, the old lady, and the woman with phobia. Together in the same place, the same time. But there was somebody else in the lift - a teenage boy. He was different, he had no target, he didn’t want to go downstairs or upstairs. He was just there enjoying the crowds of people rushing from ‘A’ place to ‘B’. Not that he was here for fun; he had an important meeting with his psychiatrist, but before that hour he had plenty of time to think and watch the guests of the lift.
It had happened two months ago, the reason why he had to come here every Mondays. They’d got homework to write a poem about their feelings. At first he hadn’t known how to start it, but in the end it had turned to a three-pages-long beautiful ballad about life and death. It had made almost the whole class weep, but the teacher had not like it, he said that the poem was too miserable to be written with a healthy mind – so he sent him to the headmaster, and the headmaster sent him to a psychiatrist - the psychiatrist found the ballad beautiful and normal anyway.
The elevator started to move upwards taking the people’s silence in it. Not just silence, there was impatience from the old lady, fear from the woman, worrying from the wife, the same from the husband, and a bit of curiosity from the boy. Then came the thing that changed all of their lives – a sudden hitch, shake, and then stillness. The lift stopped and didn’t move on. A moment of confusion and surprise, and next was the storm of panic.
- Calm down, you’re on an endless field, the sun’s shining, flowers everywhere….Oh, my God, we’ll die! – muttered ‘phobia woman’.
- For God’s sake, there must be an alarm-bell here; just a moment and we’ll be rescued. – the businessman seemed to be the most sober.
- Then do that instead of argufying. – answered his wife.

During this, ‘phobia woman’ sat down in one corner and started to mumble hysterically. The old lady was muttering too, but she spoke something about her weak heart and aching head. The boy stared them knowing that soon or late someone will come and get them out of the lift so he was the only calm person.

- Hello! Can anybody hear me? We gut stuck in a lift! WE GOT STUCK! IS ANYBODY THERE? – The alarm-bell had been pressed but seemingly it was out of order too. The business man was now bushed, and they started quarrelling with his wife.
- Can you see, Rose? Can you see what you’ve done? You said to come today, you wanted to come here at all, and now we got stuck in this damned elevator!

- Oh, sorry! I beg your pardon because I wanted to save our marriage! You’re right, we shouldn’t have come here, we shouldn’t have tried! And you’re angry with me, because now you won’t be able to go back to your beloved work. Congratulations, you made it. Go home then and get divorced simply, I don’t care any more.
A short pause came. It was dead silence after the shouting. Or almost – ‘phobia woman’ was constantly muttering. The man seemed hit by the words ‘get divorced’ and said regretfully:

- I’m…sorry…forgive me my dear, I didn’t want…I didn’t want to hurt you. My sweet love, how could we get here? Look, on the way to the marriage guidance counsellor. How happy we were...I spoilt everything with that stupid work...I didn’t want it, believe me, please, believe me Rosie! – And Rose hugged and kissed him gently. 
Suddenly the elevator shook and crunched. The couple squeezed each other tighter, the old lady fell to the lift’s wall, ‘phobia woman’ screamed and started to cry, and the teen boy watched them, his hands unnoticeably bit the handrail a bit harder.
Then everyone turned to ‘phobia woman’. She wasn’t crying any more, suddenly got to her feet and started to batter at the door of the lift.

- I do NOT want to die yet, somebody help us! Anybody...ANYBODY! – she shouted. But for the banging the elevator jerked again, so the husband pulled ‘phobia woman’ from the door and sat her to the ground. Rose sat before her and held her shaking hands.
- It’ll be all right, do you hear me? It’ll be okay, listen to me! Breathe deep and look in my eyes, calm down. We’ll be rescued; it’s just a matter of time. Tell me about yourself, where do you live, what do you do, have you got family? – and ‘phobia woman’ started to speak and they all listened to her. And then they all started to speak, ignoring time and place. Minutes flew quickly, ‘phobia woman’ forgot her phobia – she was just simply Julie then. The old lady forgot her illnesses, the couple forgot their quarrels. And the teen boy was watching them, wondering what would have been with them without this ‘incident’. A marriage would have been destroyed, a fear would have continued to gnaw a soul, fictional illnesses would have killed a life, and a young boy would have lost his belief in human kindness. How interesting what a short pause in life’s tread wheel can do, what it can mean.

After two and a half hours the lift started to move downwards. Everyone seemed to be surprised as if they hadn’t realized they had not been stuck in an elevator for hours. It took a silent minute to arrive to the ground floor. The door slowly opened, fresh air streamed and sunshine blazed to the five of them. A couple of people were already waiting for them, with relief on their faces. Two workmen, a handsome doctor and an angry woman.
- Julie! Are you OK? – the doctor ran to Julie and hugged her gently.
- At first it was terrible, I thought I was going to die. But then the others made me calm down and time flew and now we’re here safe and sound – she smiled at him in a way his cheeks went pink. Then the two of them said goodbye and walked away the doctor putting an arm around her shoulder.
- Mamma! Why didn’t you tell me you’re coming to the doctor? I could have given you a lift, I could have been here! –the angry woman started, but the old lady cut in:

- There is no problem my dear, I’m fine, better than ever. But you can give me a lift to home, I’ll make some cookies for the children while I’ll be telling my adventure – and they went away too.
- There’s something I had been afraid to tell you, but now I’m sure you’ll be happy to hear. I’m...I’m pregnant. – Rose smiled at her husband. He stared for a moment then grabbed her and squeezed her saying:
- I’ll be a father...We’ll have a kid? That’s wonderful, sweetheart! Oh, how proud I am, I’m the luckiest, the happiest ever. Come, tell the good news to your parents. I’ll be a father! – he grabbed her hand and they walked through the door laughing and chatting.


So here it is, it’s life. Is it really so simple? In some cases maybe, and we always wish it so. Sometimes we just don’t realize the easy ways, but hey, we’re humans, it’s our company – to make things more painful, more complicated. We can only trust in happy endings, and if our hope is strong enough, happiness will find us – even through the smallest things such as two hours getting stuck in a lift.

The teen boy pushed a button thinking of such events of living and the door of the elevator closed and life moved on its way.
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