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A Simple Twist of Fate
but it WOUIdn’t ok :
bbed the doorknob, o 8
r? tcl)ef gzaning howl but resisted the urge e .,
g tty. The men’s door was ajar, and she sucke i
.2 in. Her eyes watered from the smell, thounha
as she raced to get her belt unbu Ck%ed
and her pants down before she soiled herself. At least she hadn’t

the heavy velvet skirts she’d origir}ally planned to wear, opt
worn -~ le black jeans and a t-shirt so she could move fr};el?yg

under her cloak—the real centerpiece of the outfit she’d spent months
embroidering. She’d wear the velvets in daylight later in the fair,
“Might be a touch of IBS,” the doctor had said, but apparently
he knew no remedy for it. Justine would just have to carry on Shittingy,
her guts out. She should have had a colonoscopy before she quit her
job, but she hadn’t thought that far ahead. She hated to admit it, but
her mother had been right with her doom and gloom prognostication
about how Justine would regret leaving a good job with health
insurance. Working freelance had proven to be a double-edged sword.

She’d stopped being embarrassed about her frequent, explosive trips
asional “accident” that required a change of

to the toilet, and the occ
clothes had become much easier to deal with, but she’d lost her health
fford to track down the underlying cause.

insurance, and couldn’t a
She’d grown complacent working from home, otherwise, she’d have
taken precautions and not found herself in this dreadful situation ina

porta potty at the Renaissance Faire’s After Hours Féte.
She and her friend Sheila had been planning this evening for
months. Sheila, because it was a great party populated by handsome,
unattached men, and Justine, to show off her beautiful costumes.
Romance was the farthest thing from Justine’s mind, but she had

slaved over Sheila’s dress—a historically accurate French court dress

with elaborate gold brocade panels in a rich blue satin. Sheila Was the
h she’d worke

only friend Justine had made at her old job, even thoug

there for five years. She’d never been “one of the girls,” and when the
IBS started, the gossips in accounting she had to waddle paft on Z‘?Lflyp
single trip to and from the toilet had gotten ugly. First, L ; mi they
a name tag and stuck it on the furthest stall door—indicating e ay
didn’t want to share the same shitty seat with her Potpourr! a1 g
deodorizer had materialized next to the toilet OVer the course:
weeks with cutesy little PSAs taped to the inside of the ?(Or_
importance of handwashing, and that whole group © gee
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to-speak-to-the-m i
e particm:rnlager haircuts stopped
5 tcularly messy day when sh,
: nized about quitting that job, thoy o
gn work freglance on the side for’a wh'%h e
ad bonded over the Ren Faire when JL:t"
‘work one ‘day and explained that she fegle d
a, a,Prash blond beauty who worked in cel
he d_ﬁnally invited her to go to the IS
n 'F_aue-later that year. Sheila had drgym
5 ¢ ooled
gym but wasn’t much into getting sweaty
sing up and turning heads. The Renaissance
1al event for the two of them with the pair
-ough the six weeks the fair was open. The
ys a big deal. ‘
) oved everything about the Renaissance
ime machine, she’d be first in line to go
she’d fenced two or three times a week,

cused on the clothes. She’d spent

sleeve or engineering some unique but

t fastener. And as with all art, her handiwork
ad an audience. So, the annual Ren Faire

astric distress signals as she buckled her
didn't I take anything for it? she wondered.
over the toilet roll, and THERE
Vhat was she supposed to do in this
vith no running water? There
th a foot pump to allow minimal
-r behind, she’d have to waddle
knees and wash herself forallto
) anitary. This has o be some
‘ be a minimal

that hung from

ing purse
string p dly,withO ne

the floor as her

e “ )
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Her brand-new

phone flipped oyt
of the porta potty, Of her pociet into the fetigy,
. The people in .line outside the porta nav: lu W
crime had been committed when they hearq ¢, S thougyy g
men’s door. That j il Justi € oWl frop, 1 beq
2 S, until Justine emerged, wild.eyeq °M behng i
dropped my phone in the blue water!” Yed, ang Waileg “I’e
The first guy in line w i’

merchant with a long gray be

« 5 . A gold rin v,
one ear. "M-huh-lady,” he spluttered and guffawed, bo ‘%’I;F’garkled in
Justine scowled at the man and said, « |

is in the porta potty!”

“Ah, love. I think you’ll be needing a new phone.”

The guy behind him pushed past and into the open door
muttering, “Some of us still have to take a leak.”

Justine whipped around as the door snicked closed. “No! Don’t
pee on my phone!”

At that, the brown man, well in his cups, doubled over. He was
holding himself now so he wouldn’t wet his pants. “You-hou-hou are
killing me-he-he-he! Don # pee on her phone!”

Justine went down the three steps to ground level where her
boot crunched in the gravel that lined the entire-tent complex. She
looked around for an attendant or anyone else who worked there.
She wondered how long it would take the nasty blue chemicals to
entirely consume her phone. She couldn’t afford a new one. Can it
even be repaired if they get it out of there? she wondered. Nirvana’s
“Smells like Teen Spirit” whined from speakers on the t@ntpoles. f?t
steady stream of revelers flowed through the tents stopping at bu eel_
tables along the way and taking turns blocking the flow of the gra\i]ddle
crunching crowd periodically as conversations sprung up in the{nhard
of the path. Pulsating purple, blue, and pink strobe.llghts made é :
to recognize the waiters, especially with everyone in Renalssatrllﬂl e
garb. People in voluminous costumes were rocking out alongrS b
and four geometric shapes suspended from chain at the.corI}Cd S
dancefloor in the twenty-foot-high main tent held scantily clad ny

ing seductively. 5
i Satyit(iﬁgslnri%ment, howZver, the festive air was lost on JLllSt;ln;
as she focused on getting to somebody, anybody who could lllle II))ar st
get her phone out of the porta potty. At length, sEe reaghed tde ial, .
as Kurt Cobain reached a crescendo, screaming “a denial, a ht':rl ]o(’)sely
denial.” Justine spotted a wench with breasts bulging out of herheld
cinched blouse, recognizable as staff only by the dr}nk tray she an’s'
Justine pressed as close as she was able and yelled into Fhe wom

It’s not funny! My phope
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» Of course, that’s right when the
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_«Ruthie! Clean up in
Justine. “There’s a guy with a
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ensive party. She’d been
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d a bright
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he = 113 %
“Tp>g I;EI‘SSeIs:;‘d, lI have. Whgt S€ems to be the trouble?”
“That's ai righf?hgnh?’,e taken Something before I Jef; ilome 2
drugs R ) » XOU sound sober, Yoy haven’t taken any
Justine shook her head o,
“T have to be carefy] what I administ

nd games around here. I have some
you keel over, it’s on you.”

er to drunks. All part of
papers you have to sign. If

Next, Justine checked in with the bartender to see if her phone
had been retrieved yet, but when her stomach began to gurgle, she
turned toward the nearest bank of porta potties—two tents away. As
she whirled around to face that direction, the same flame-haired juggler
from earlier, leapt backward collecting his brightly colored balls as

from the air around her. I o
L5 fe““I:./Iilady. I crave thy forgivenegs. He bovyed and hlsfk]lelétl ti:lz;rred

around him. His long ginger hair was “el((jj back] 1v;;lltsh :ﬁ Setrr;ﬁ :v | ;
: h that Justine could smell his have.
and he vg‘s/e?etire esl;goel;i ers, Dave Grohl belted out, What if I say I'm

2” y . h

; e others . . . : _lipped smile, thoug
poilike i the juggler a faint, close-l1pp oot )

Instineizayelie insistent enough that 1t m | emotion

: was : irrationa

peiinyest o Che:te to poop- She r ?,ned th,-? -]er;?ers employed by
overshadowed herhlijs gsort before——mwn% c]?(;lwiig her——makin% fursn Iﬁ:f
aside. She’d seen '« ouy had been 10 f other passersby:
the Faire. Appageﬂlt(' };Otrhtlﬁeggg,neral am Useé’;znts?]e saw a courtier duck
i ac d her had.
her behind her
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Justi
you, Gerald'l’?e fac

She thou
ght ab ;
other way to get home Os‘;;fepsrgitgsylr\llg, but she didn’t since sp
: “Wonderful!” ( ,“No, I'd lik e
A heelref::l. Gerald clapped his hanedts0 f;eoyow act.”
and set off toward fhteba‘:lf into character. He grz;bbedqucng he’lpl!: i
main sta ine g
crowd around the stage, he saidg e“iEI:l:rOt. s they appioei gl
row back on the left side.” He p,ointed ° your way o e
Justine gulped. :
“Your pardon, lady.”
: , lady.” He bowed i
leaving her to make her way into positioind trotied oL
The show was part juggli . i
_ juggling, part fire-eatin and part sleight-
S g, and part sleight
s :515 magic. About haz’fway through, Gerald pulled Justine from
5 13nqe at random. She el_bowed her way up to the stage where
she stqo like a dee{ in the headlights, but Gerald was a pro and gave
clear, if humorous directions that required little thought from Justine.
She was as surprised as everyone else when the white bunny appeare
from the hood of her cloak. While there was a collective “AWWWW

from the audience at the rabbit’s appearance, the real laugh came 8
Gerald grimaced and turned the cloak’s voluminous hood inside-out
dumping a handful of what appeared to be rabbit pellets on the floor.

The audience Was delighted.
Justine thought back to Gerald guarding her cloak.

The sly

audience. All was
erald to blow

d. Justine he
red and

devil!

ter of the
h caused G
f the crow

nt as he roa

Gerald winked at her.
Justine grinned, enjoying
well until Justine tripp

fire onto a parbarian in be

her hand to her eyes

charged the stage with 8 b

the laugh
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