So…You Wanted Supplies?

The after Christmas clearance specials were running, and my boss wanted me to take advantage of the savings for new office supplies before the end of the week. He had a list; he was checking it twice. A regular Santa Claus in a Ralph Lauren tie, this guy.

 Mr. Jason Morgan Tightwad Nolan wanted it all. He wanted for me to get his W-2 forms out for all the other employees, pronto. He wanted all of the year-end reports on his desk by Friday; the financial ledgers, the expense reports, the sales reports, the customer satisfaction surveys, by the very same Friday. All that and answering the phones, helping customers and whatever else came up. Oh, and did I mention that I was still supposed to shop around for extra supplies? He wanted pens, scissors, software stuff, toner, a box cutter, tape. You name it.

To make matters worse there was a storm moving into the area. Here I am, cute little thing at the ripe young age of 27, in my skirt and boots supposed to go out in this bad weather and pick up as much fax machine toner as I could get my beautifully manicured hands on. Not that he cared; his manicurist came to the office to see him. So he could stay on the phone supposedly and help generate business. It seemed to me though, that the gorgeous brunette with the see-through blouses stayed longer than necessary. I know how long a manicure takes. For crying out loud, I get them myself. If she dyed his hair too, I’d give him the benefit of the doubt. Oh, come on, you didn’t think…oh, all right, no I am NOT a natural blonde.  But thanks for asking.

Friday morning I get everything to him. I worked as hard as I could. I stayed late. I ate pizza for practically every meal. I gained three pounds. Thank Heavens I am not a chocolate freak or it would have been really bad for me to get through the holidays, with all the junk food that comes by. Anyway, all I have to do is leave early before lunch and get a nice sensible salad; low-fat dressing on the side, and go look at the Supply Warehouse and the Equipment Depot. 

All week long, everyone talked about the snow, the snow and ice that was coming to Chicago. I meant to get new snow tires, but Mr. Tightwad didn’t believe in bonuses.  I was going to get some with my paycheck that was in my hot little hand. But then I thought, Shoot! It’ll be Saturday. Why not just stay in and have hot chocolate (or something stronger) and ask that cute (and I mean cuuuute) guy two doors down in my apartment complex over to watch a video. He was hinting around that he wanted to go out. He talked about not having a girl friend to buy a Christmas present for. Then he asked about my hair. (I thanked him too.)   

So, anyway, here I am, beauteous trojan warrier maiden out tromping in the snow that is falling down. I asked my boss before I left at 11:00am, I said, “You realize it’s dangerous out there?”

He said, “Do you realize that it’s dangerous for you to show up empty-handed without an impressive sales receipt?”

I said, “Okay, but if I get into an accident, you are going to be sorry. If I die I will haunt you.”

He laughed and said, “You aren’t going to die.” Then he reached down and grabbed my breast and kissed me, passionately on the mouth. Okay, all right, that didn’t really happen. But, when I was leaving, I felt his hand barely brush my well-sculpted behind. And I am not so sure THAT was an accident. Which really pissed me off, because I used to have a crush on him. He kinda looks like Tom Selleck, except a little skinnier.

The crush ended when I saw how self absorbed with himself he is. All the time looking in the mirror. All the time taking every bit of credit for everything good that ever came to Madison-Connelly Financial Services. To tell you the truth, I have no idea what he does. Or, for that matter, what the company does either.

So I’m not a rocket scientist, or a financier. I’m a damn good secretary and this company would regret losing me. I mean, who else are they going to find who can type 126 words per minute? Who is so anal and organized that she could look adorable and still get all those reports done in time? Plus, taking care of the day to day stuff?  Of course the pizza I ordered was light on the cheese. I think there’s still the one slice left in the office dorm fridge. I hope the cleaning lady got it. I mean, she’s so sweet.

Well, let me tell you. When I left the store, and I got in the car, my pretty little sapphire blue hatchback that matches my eyes (That’s what my boss said when he was still sweet.) I got through the first couple of intersections okay. Then I hit the bridge. The ice just made my car slide and slide. The next thing you know, I am surrounded by white. White sheets, white hospital bed, nurses in white. I did think the one lady with the brown hair and pale skin needed to use a little color, but I could not tell her as I was not up to being my usual helpful self. It’s amazing how much a car accident takes out of you! I didn’t hurt much, but I apparently was on painkillers.

Anyway, I decided to quit my job. I called my boss. I was so furious. I said to him, “So you want supplies, huh? At what price?” It must have really made him feel bad too. Because the next thing you know I see him near my bed. He had his mouth taped shut. I couldn’t figure it out. Maybe he was making some type of symbolic gesture to show his grief at my getting so seriously injured. Furthermore, it seemed like the Scotch Brand Tape that I found at the Supply Warehouse. It was very weird.

I felt kind of bad as my hospital stay continued. I thought to myself, gee, I really laid a guilt trip on him. So I called him again. I said, “Well, I’m glad you got your supplies. But I’m sure you can see the writing on the wall. I can’t be your secretary anymore. I’m sure you can find someone else. Maybe not as fast a typist, but someone else who will care like I did.” That conversation wore me out. I went back to sleep immediately. I looked up and saw that someone had come to my room and wrote on my wall where I was staying. 

Supplies, supplies you wanted.Supplies for me supplies for you supplies supplies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies lies….
I screamed and screamed and a nurse came in and looked sternly at me. I tried to tell her I didn’t do it. She left and a paint crew came back in and painted over it. I sobbed there the whole time, though I hoped I looked cute and not all red and puffy-faced because one of the guys kind of looked back and smiled and me and I liked the spark in his dark eyes. 

So I lay there and I thought, and I guess I got bored. I saw relatives and friends. Plenty of them came by and looked at me and spoke. They all seemed so faraway. I could not say much as I was so tired. I understand my whole car went off the bridge and landed on a big truck below. I hope the truck driver didn’t get hurt.

Finally my boss came in and he looked so sad I think he must’ve really missed me. When he got to the bed again, he looked down and I realized that he looked somehow more “near” than the others that I had been looking at. I thought, he somehow understands my pain, he realizes that we have something in common. That’s why I feel for him right now. Geez, he must really feel awful for causing my accident and all. My mother came up and she kept crying and crying. I wanted to comfort her and I just couldn’t. Somehow she just didn’t seem real. But he did. 

Suddenly my boss leaned over and ripped open his shirt and I saw the scissors sticking out of his throat. Finally I was able to speak. “What happened? You didn’t have to kill yourself just because this was your fault!”

Everything else faded away. I was standing over his bed as I taped his mouth and thrust the scissors into his Calvin Klein scented throat. As he lay there dying and screaming through the Scotch tape (just $.99 per roll!) I wrote on his wall, (using the new Bic pens, $.49 apiece, $.99 for a pack of three) angry about the manicurist slut he’d been with and for all the lying excuses he had used to not give me or any of the others a raise. How do I know, honey? I DID THE $#%@ W-2’s remember? I know how much or shall I say HOW LITTLE everyone else made. 

I suddenly realized I was dead. But there was satisfaction. So was he. 

With a small smile I watched my perfectly manicured hands write, “Supplies Supplies so you wanted supplies…”

The End

