
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Donkey Day



Prologue:

Have you ever had just one of those days where it didn’t pay to get out of bed? Where, no matter how bad you have to go to the bathroom, it’s not worth even trying? When the world around you was crashing down, and you had to sink or swim? Well, those are donkey days. I’m Kathleen Kaminsky, and this was my donkey day. 
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    Dedicated to my little brother, Charlie. We've had some adventures together, but there's no one else I'd rather go through them with than you, my best friend, and the actual owner of Wilbur.

      

    



  	
        
            
            All events are real (and yes Kathleen survived!) But the names have been changed to avoid more donkey days.
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Chapter One
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I ordered pizza for my lunch on payday. It was now 7:15 pm, and my check just deposited. I liked my job. It was the easiest job I’d ever had, plus! I got to work from home! I was truly blessed, thank the heavenly stars! I tried to get my brother Robert to pick up the pizza for me, but his foot was injured, and he couldn’t get his shoe on. (I know life sucks, but I get it.) I had forty-five minutes left on my lunch, so I decided to pick it up. Plus! I could save on delivery and tip. I’m cheap, so be it. If I could save $10? Uh yeah! I needed the money. So, I went out to my car. (It’s as old as I am, and let’s say I was on the Ark.) 

Anyway, it was cold. (Mother Nature is as bipolar as I am, and today we’re in a down spell called freezing! But I digress.) I was only going up the street to Papa John’s BECAUSE I can’t get the Pizza Hut app to work, and I refused to call anyone. (I talk on the phone all day! Call someone? That’s so 20th century.)  

Anyway, I digress. Since I worked from home, clothes were the least of my worries. I looked around and only found a pair of shorts, YAY ME! I slipped on my flip-flops because why wear tennis shoes...again I was only going to Papa John’s (what I do for mushrooms and banana peppers) and not New York’s fashion week—or is it Paris?—point is I’m no supermodel, but that’s ok. 

(Anyway, I’m babbling, I do it when I get nervous, which after today’s events, I was on the verge of a breakdown—overdramatic? absolutely! But unfortunately, that’s life. So... where was I? Oh yeah.) 

I went out to my car in my beautiful ensemble and put the key in. The car was dead. “You have got to be kidding me!!! Are you serious?” I tried a couple times, and it wasn’t Jesus, so it didn’t resurrect, no matter how many times I turned the key. “UGG!” I yelled behind chattering teeth. So, I went back into the house and called Papa John’s. Thankfully, they didn’t have to cancel my order and redo it—bonus points, el papa!—they could just charge the delivery fee, and I added a $3 tip. Like I said, I was po! 

Ok, so now it was 8 pm, and I went back to work and told my tummy to relax, girlfriend. Those banana peppers would be here soon! So here I was waiting on a call when there was a knock on the door. My brother, with his hurt foot, answered the door and almost tripped and dropped my pizza. Thankfully, he learned from a lifetime of having clumsy cats how to land. So, I got my pizza. I was happy. I scheduled a technician to come out tomorrow at 1:30 to jump my car. No worries. 

So, it was now midnight, and I was off work. Winner, winner, chicken dinner! I could finish my pizza. I relaxed and read my little mystery book about a cat and his owner who solved crimes. I got lost in Hampton Cove with Max and Dooley. (I wish they were my cats, but alas.) 

It was now 4 am—my favorite time of day—and I remembered I had to get up early to deal with Wilbur. That was a good name for an old car, I think. Good ole Wilbur. So, I set my alarm for 11 am. I put down Max and Dooley and turned on Alexis, Jason, and Sam on General Hospital. It was Sam’s funeral, so tears, of course, while I tried to drown myself in sleep. 

Norman Bates, (yes, I have a cat named Norman Bates. He’s black tom and a great mouser), and my Shih Tzu, Meeko Starr, made their presence known, so we had a cuddle puddle and I got toasty. Before I knew it, the sweet but obnoxious melody of my alarm invaded my ears. I came back to the land of the living. I checked for messages about the tow and found nothing. Every time my phone beeped, I checked only to realize I almost sent the insurance company a funny meme from Facebook. (What can I say? I’m talented.) 

Finally! I finally got a call. The lovely dumpling tow truck driver was on his way!! I was overjoyed; Wilbur would run again soon! Good ole Wilbur. So, I put on last night’s winning ensemble with my Albert Einstein alpaca hairstyle—but hey, I wasn’t looking for a date (or was I?) I stepped outside. UGH, it was snowing! Alright, I was a tough chick, so I could handle a few flakies. 

I went over to Wilbur and opened the door. I should have taken this as a sign to forget about it, but I was a Capricorn. I was determined to get this done! Hell, hath no fury like a pissed-off goat!  

I opened the door, and down the hatch she went. I almost fell off the side of the driveway, down an embankment into my neighbor’s house. I pulled myself up because I didn’t want Mr. Tow Man to bill me for pulling me out! (Plus, he was gorgeous. Think Chris Hemsworth gorgeous!) 

So, of course, I looked like something that had just come out of Helheim! (Norse mythology for the win!) So just great, Kathleen, I told myself as I tightened my blonde ponytail and saved face. “Can you open your hood for me?”  

Why yes, Thor, I’ll open anything you want! Let me find it here. I looked around at all the buttons. I bent over and had to hold on to the steering wheel to keep from falling again! Ah ha! I found it and pulled with all of my heart.  

Of course, it didn’t open!

Why would Wilbur cooperate? So, Thor—which ironically I have a Mjolnir keychain on my keys and trust me, it hurt to be hit with it, but that’s another donkey day story—had to come over and pull like the mighty Norse God he was. And let me tell you, he smelled divine! Manly and sexy, fresh from the shower! While I wondered when I last took a shower, then remembered it was last night, so I was good.  

Anyway, he got the hood open. He hooked up the cables, and I turned the key. Come on now. Be a good Wilbur! After a couple of groans, we had liftoff! Thor told me to let it run for a few minutes. Hey, I was down with it. “Is it safe to take to the bank?” 

“Oh yeah, by the time you get to the bank and back, it should be good.” He said in a sexy, manly Australian accent, of all things. (Oh, how I love Aussies!) He took a picture of my battery while I ogled him. He dropped the hood, and we were all set to take on the world one Capricorn moment at a time!  

“You have a good day, ma’am!” (Normally, I cringe and despise being called ma’am, but Thor here could call me elephant toes, and I wouldn’t mind.) So, we were ready to roll.  

Good ole Wilbur ran for a few minutes while handsome Thor summoned the Bifrost. (I swear I heard him say Heimdall, are you ready?) 

If I knew then what I know now, I’d beg to be taken to Asgard. (Hey, I could fight Hela!) But alas, our darling tow truck driver loaded up his gear and drove off down the road. “Ok, Wilbur, let’s do this, buddy old buddy old pal!” I backed out of the driveway—front wheels still on the driveway!!—used all my Hulk strength to turn the wheel because Wilbur didn’t like power steering, but I was used to it. Then it happened!  
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DEATH BECOMES WILBUR!!
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Here, Wilbur and I blocked the road. “YOU HAVE GOT TO BE KIDDING ME!!” — my famous motto. So, I put the car in park and marched all the way back in to get Robert. “We gotta push! Wilbur’s giving birth to a dead battery.”  

So out we marched—hurt foot and all, and by now there was traffic. Not only did Thor see me looking this dead sexy, but the whole town of Cranberry Hill did, too! But I couldn’t be vain. I had a mission to accomplish! (By God, I’m a Capricorn, and I’m going to do it!!!)  

So Robert got behind Wilbur and he pushed, but we were going uphill, so it was not going well. The car kept going backwards, and Robert, with his hurt paw, had to keep running away. The Tardis landed behind us and The Doctor himself, David Tennant, got out and asked if we had any cables. (You’d think, being children of a mechanic, we’d be wise enough to have jumper cables, but here, Mario and Luigi don’t. Not even a sonic screwdriver, sadly.) Instead, he helped Robert decide that the best thing to do was to parallel park.  
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