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“Will you walk into my parlor?” said the Spider to the fly;

“’Tis the prettiest little parlor that you ever did spy.”

-  Mary Howitt 1844

It began on a sunny Saturday afternoon a mile west of the Missouri River, and a quarter of a mile south of Interstate 80 at Omaha’s Henry Doorly Zoo and Aquarium, specifically, at the Hubbard Orangutan Forest. As a twelve-year-old male orangutan named Amoi, violently shook the fence three feet in front of me, thrusting his erect (yet undersized) penis through a square in the chain link, a single observation occurred to me: That’s what they mean by, “It’s like throwing a hotdog down a hallway.”

What a way to make a lasting impression.

Now that I’ve piqued your interest, let me take a step back before I delve into Amoi’s urge to glaze his wired stockade and turn the clock back to three minutes after six this morning.

I’ll begin with a preface... a disclaimer if you will. As with many of you, I’m not a morning person, which in hindsight answers several of the compounding questions accumulating over the course of this fine late Saturday afternoon. Which brings me towards the end of this tale, prematurely I suppose, as I stand here in front of this nice young Omaha Police Officer answering a deluge of intrusive questions. (The nerve of these guys.)

If given the chance, I’d wager a week’s salary that you, too, have quirks; caprices; peculiarities... idiosyncrasies which lay at the foundation of your psychiatric wellbeing. For me, two things make my blood boil — three if you get me started on this current generation’s inherent fixation on thumb-fucking their phones.

But that’s another story for a different day.

This story — today’s story — began at 6:03 a.m., three minutes after I hit the snooze button. Before my alarm went off for the second time, I jumped out of bed, looked at the sun winking at me through my bedroom window, and ran straight for the shower, excited about what I had planned for the day.

The second I walked through the bathroom door my mood made a subtle turn from excitement to... I hate this smell! Each time I walk into this catch-all of bodily waste, I’m overwhelmed by the same horrendous aroma of wet drywall and, oddly enough, soiled diapers. No matter how many times the landlord tells me he’s checked for the eau de toilette aromatic source, he refutes my claim with the same double negative.

“I no find nothing.”

I’m inclined to call him a pathological liar since I’ve never seen him set foot in this apartment.

With a quick turn of the knob to “Hot”, I stepped in, not waiting for the water to warm. Cold showers became a staple in my daily routine that prevented a collection of poor decisions. This was something I started around twelve years ago after sleeping through one too many alarms, resulting in a security-escorted trip out the back door after getting fired from the one job I loved. Stepping into a cold shower did the trick every time. Better than any cup of joe.

I stood in the center of the tub as icy water ran the length of my back. Somewhere in the walls, the pipes groaned as if rebelling against my desire for hot water. Four minutes and thirty-two seconds later, the frigid water warmed enough to warrant the addition of a little cold. Why I know the exact time this takes stems from my anal-retentive tendencies. (Another of many reasons why I resorted to online dating.)

For the next several minutes I washed all the important parts while reciting my favorite line from Orange is the New Black — “Make sure you wash those tits, pits, and naughty bits.” Satisfied, I stepped out of the shower and toweled off, waving the thickened air as if clearing a path to the mirror. If nothing else, it reminded me of the many smoky nights spent at Rum Razors. The only difference was that here I smelled mold and rotten diapers instead of cigarette smoke layered over crusty farts.

I used my right palm and made a giant circle on the steamed mirror. Every morning, I scoured both sides of my face for surprises from the night before. Then it hit me.

Remember how I mentioned there are two things I hate more than anything? Well, number one sucker punched me as if to say, Good morning, sweetie.

It started as a mild gurgle somewhere deep in my digestive tract. Several gurgles later, I blew it off as hunger pangs. The idea made sense. I didn’t eat much the night before. (More than two sliders a week from Rum Razors tends to cause a lot worse than a gurgling stomach.)  I squinted at my blurred reflection in the mirror, and after a moment, I ran my fingers through my wet hair, picked up my brush and smiled. Today was my first date with Jalen at the zoo. We met online and spent two weeks exchanging small talk: the weather, our favorite foods, and how she loved watching Dr. Pimple Popper. I figured a day at the zoo was harmless enough. And whatever might happen later would happen because we wanted it to.

I know, cliché and boring, but welcome to my life.

As the brush reached the back of my head, something roared in my guts. It startled me enough to drop the brush. The plastic handle made a subtle clank as it landed in the sink’s base and stopped, brush end lodged in the open drain. I braced my elbows on the edge of the sink. The towel, once wrapped around my waist, fell to the floor and turned into a green pile of cotton fabric
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