Dear diary, I have had the strangest day ever! I woke up at half past six and I rushed out of my bed because I was already late to work. As I was trying to get to the bathroom to somehow make myself look like a human after a night of heavy drinking, I tripped over my bag and fell on my face. Pain felt familiar. It took me a while to understand where I remembered it from. Jessica - platinum blonde hair; fake breasts bigger then both of forearms put together; irrationally long eyelashes which could bring hurricane Katrina in just one flirty wink of an eye and her trade symbol - 3 inch fake fingernails with which she could use to hunt for squirrels (if she doesn’t already do that). The gold-digging wrench mentioned before was trying to flirt with my husband yesterday. She put her hand on his arm slightly and would punch him after every joke he made. She could not even think of a creative way to get him to go to bed with her. Pathetic. What did she want to accomplish anyway? Yes, he could barely see but her mustache was noticeable from outer-space. At least this time she didn't put on her too-tight dress in which her breasts would always "accidently" fall out. When I noticed that she was trying to hit on Stewart I went up to her and told to her she’d better back off because last time she’d tried it, I won. I might have also mentioned something about her trying to get laid with every rich man (or woman) but my sentence was cut off by her surprisingly strong fist connecting with my jaw! This was how it felt after hitting my face on my bedroom floor. After I was done curling my hair I put on my best dress, kissed Steward Goodbye and ran to the car. 

As I opened the door to the office I heard shouting "You’re a useless failure at life! Don't you dare to show up here again!". It was my boss's voice. I guess it was a bad day to be late. I ran toward the elevator in hope that she wouldn’t see me. Unfortunately high heels weren't helping in being stealthy. Just when I was about to reach the elevator I heard a voice behind me, telling me my boss had left Susan’s desk. With her unusually, sweet voice, she spoke: "Jane, my dear child, why were you running? Were you scared I would fire you because you are late for the second time this month? Don't worry, I already sent you an email about an hour ago." Her smile reminded me of a typical movie-villain after they had told the captured hero of their malicious plan to destroy the world. I stood there shocked. I couldn't even process this thought. The job for which I had been fighting for, for over a year had been lost after 8 weeks. I ran away to my car and sat behind the wheel, distraught and ashamed.
After a while of pathetic sobbing someone knocked on my window. I quickly wiped tears off my face, put on my fake smile and opened the car window. It was Susan. She asked:” Could I join you?”. After about three seconds of silence she added:” I bought liquor.”. It was obvious my response was positive. I needed some alcohol to cure my pain. Someone to talk to wouldn’t hurt either. Susan said:” Don’t worry. I’ve had it worse.” She began to tell her story:
“When I was ten years old I finally got invited to a popular girl’s birthday sleepover. I didn’t have many friends so I was super excited. We had a lot of fun and everyone was super excited about all the food and movies. After a while I needed to use the restroom so I went upstairs to the less trafficked one which was the only one available. I went to pee and proceeded to flush. Toilet began backing up. Panicking I kept trying to flush it, but all it proceeded to do was cause more and more sewage to spill over. I was so scared everyone would make fun of me. I didn’t think anyone would believe me that I didn’t poop that ungodly amount. I should have realized it wasn’t humanly possible, but I still feared everyone would think I blew out the end of my spine and destroyed the toilet. Girls are girls- they would destroy my social life. 
After crying in the bathtub ( the only place safe from sewage) I finally pulled myself together and found determination. I would not go down as the girl who destroyed the bathroom! No one would see this! I searched under the bathroom sink and found a whole army of cleaning supplies within a small bucket for storage. The bathroom I was in was on the second floor and had a window facing the back yard. Painstakingly, bit by bit I drained the toilet and poured it out the second story window onto the weeds and grass in the back yard. Every time I’d remove some sewage more would surface to take its place. It took me about ten minutes of adrenaline filled bucket tossing before I had drained the toilet. I then proceeded to clean the bathroom spotless- mopping and bleaching everything I could. By the time I was done the room that previously looked like someone had back-scattered twenty gallons of poop was clean enough to eat out of it. I quickly made my escape, dashing into the darkness like some Disney villain. I snuck into my backpack and put on my pajamas a little early before going back to watch the movie. After some time I felt asleep thinking no one would ever known what happened in the bathroom. 

We awoke in the morning to the girl’s mother screaming. I guess I forgot though they didn’t use their grungy backyard the mom was still went out there to smoke on the porch. Scared and guilty I wandered back to the deck upset that none of the sewage had drained into the grass like I thought it would. When we got there I realized what she was screaming about. A twenty foot long, two foot wide brown streak mark ran down the second story bathroom window to the grass. Everyone knew it was poo, but no one knew where it came from. The whole bathroom was spotless and the toilet was (surprisingly) working, but painted from the window edge and down, was a slide of fecal matter. Before I could say anything mother said:” Andrew! What did you do?! Did you poop out of the window?! Oh my god! You pooped out of the window!” 

Andrew was the older brother who had went out with friend the night before, so he wouldn’t have to be with a bunch of little girls, got back early in the morning and was already in trouble for having been drinking. His face was whiter than a sheet as he tried to deny it, but the way his eyes traced upwards I could tell he wasn’t too sure himself. His mom lost her mind. “You pooped out a two story window! You pooped all over side of my house!” She said” Oh my god! There is poop all over my house! What did you do?!” The neighbors hearing the commotion peered around to see what the mother was screaming about. They could hear the accusation” Andrew pooped out of the window” and they came around chuckling at the idea, but their smiles faded from the joke the moment they saw full length brown slide that was consistent from ground to window. No one bothered to realize it wasn’t humanly possible to poo that much I guess. Andrew was screaming that he didn’t do it. He had no idea how it got there. His mom was losing her mind. His dad was screaming:” How did you even do this? What did you eat?” Being such a horrible person I slid back to the house. 
My mom came and got me after a while and I finally went home. I ended up crying and confessing the whole thing to her, and she was peeing herself from laughter. She didn’t rat me out, though.

To this day everyone still thinks Andrew pooped out of the window. After he went back home drunk he decided to use the bathroom and just sat on the edge of the windowsill and braced himself.”

“It was so hilarious!” I said.” You will be laughing about this day with Steward” She replied.


After this talk Susan gave me her number and told me to call her if I would need someone to talk to. I drove home avoiding any possible contact with police. Getting a ticket for driving drunk wouldn’t make my day better. I opened the door to my home as quietly as possible to not awake Steward. I took of my high heels, grabbed them and went to the bedroom to lay by his side. Unfortunately it wasn’t possible because he was there with Jessica. “Seems like you won” I said to  her and left. 

I called Susan to ask if I could stay at her apartment and after she agreed I asked for address. I drove there. When I knocked she opened the door in pajamas and smiled. I kissed her.


This day changed my life. I lost money but found the love of my life. Someone I could lean on.

