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The Bowling Alley

	It was a crisp fall afternoon in the Ozarks of Arkansas. I was headed to work but dreading the hour-long drive; I had to get in gear, I thought to myself as I drank my green tea, grasping for a small caffeine boost. I was sick for months but was finally starting to feel great again. I straightened my hair that morning, which was unusual, but the humid summer air finally disappeared, and my curls weren’t so frizzy. I wore fake pearl earrings and my new favorite black, white, and silver cat-eyeglasses. I felt great that day. 
	The drive wasn’t too bad, since I always enjoyed putting on music and jamming out while admiring the fall leaves changing color. I hadn’t worked much that month since I was sick, so I was excited to see my work family and socialize. My shift always started at 3 pm and would usually last until 11 pm. When I arrived, the first few hours started slowly. I filled the ice bins, cut fruit for fancy alcoholic beverages, restocked the beer cooler, and had an early dinner when I could sit down after prepping for the night. It was quiet for the first hour or so. I ordered my favorite chicken quesadilla with ranch and hot sauce and enjoyed my meal outside in the beautiful fall air. 

	
As I sat outside, I talked to my best friend on the phone and snapped a selfie because I felt pretty. Life felt positive for the first time in a long time, yet I wasn’t sure why. At 5 pm my favorite co-worker joined me for her shift. She was taller than me, full-figured, with a great smile. She never seemed to have a bad day, even on bad days. We always talked about everything going on in our lives, our past, music, nonstop. Our conversations were never dull. As people trickled in, we got to it. We always worked well together, serving customers as chaos got louder and louder. The bowling balls slammed down the lanes onto the pins, and the noise just drowned out the hustle. 
	Then he came in. I didn’t know his name yet, but I felt like I knew him my whole life. He sat at the bar and ordered drinks. He was friendly and seemed to know many people around town. His hair was dark auburn brown, cut in a side-down mohawk that I thought was cool. He asked me my name and said it was beautiful. At first, I thought he couldn’t be serious, but it made me blush. I could tell the girl next to him fancied him, although they had just met too, and she got jealous of his compliments to me. We talked for hours, every moment I had to spare. He told me about his life, his daughter, and his dreams. He asked for my phone number, but I was busy getting drinks. When I came back from the kitchen, he was gone. I hoped to see him again every day after that day, and that’s where the story unfolds. Love, life, and the bowling alley. 

