
September 2005 

Dear Napkin, now crumpled since I’ve held it for too long, 

This is my third interview today and it has been one failure after another. This is my last chance; I 
don’t have another interview lined up until next week. If I don’t get this job, I won’t be able to make 
my rent payment this month, and Mrs. Mullins is already looking for a reason to kick me out.  

I don’t know what’s not working. At my first interview, I’ve waited for an hour as the previous two 
candidates had their turns, and was steeling myself for a thorough interrogation, but when my turn 
came, the interviewer did a once over as soon as I sat down, and then, five minutes later I was 
already being whisked away, with a promise I’ll get a call if they need me. Yeah right! They didn’t 
even look at my credentials... 

It was such a great job too, the pay was amazing, and the benefits were great. This position will do 
though. Certainly, a step-up from my current job, and, if I get it, I could finally leave behind Mrs. 
Mullins and the hideous barking of her old dog. 

This company seems to be getting more positive attention in the media due to the ‘business’ 
expansion in a different sector of the market’, that has ‘created many new jobs across the country’. 
All I know is they are looking for employees and I’m looking for a job, so, here I am. 

Although it’s taking them a while. The lady walked me into this office 15 minutes ago and said ‘Mr. 
Ward will be with you shortly’. They need a new definition of short though, because I’ve been in this 
room long enough to have:  

a. Stolen one of the biscuits from his desk 
b. Examined all the titles in his library (poor taste is you ask me -who reads only non-fiction?) 
c. Written an entire novel on a napkin, with a pen from his desk 

I’ve been here for so long, I’m almost tempted to leave right now, but I’m desperate for this job and 
after waiting for so long, what’s five more minutes? However, if he— 

Wait…I think I can hear voices headed this way. Wish me luck, I’ll keep you updated!                  

June 2008 

Dear online diary, 

It’s been quite some time since I’ve last written anything like this, but I feel like the promised update 
is long over-due. 

Much has changed since the ‘napkin incident’ as I’ve come to call it but allow me to go back and 
explain. 

I didn’t get the job, that day in the Gold Line company office - finally learned the name. 

 ‘Mr. Ward’, as the secretary had called him, walked In - phone in hand, talking to someone- and 
when I stood up to shake hands with him and introduce myself, he signalled for me to be quiet. If 
that wasn’t rude enough, when he finished, he looked at me, and without even as much as an 
apology he dismissed me, saying ‘the position you wanted to apply to has just been filled. My 
secretary will escort you out’.  

I didn’t even get my interview after all the time I’d spent waiting and had to leave as he grinned at 
me expectantly. He had just given me the worst news of that week and he was smiling at me. 
Unbelievable. 



I was so angry afterwards, until I remembered- when he was taking his call, he gave the person over 
the phone the details of his bank account. He didn’t even concern himself that I was within earshot, 
clearly thinking I couldn’t possibly be smart enough to put two and two together – but I remember it 
all. 

I pondered what to do but ultimately decided this was my luck coming back to me, and I would take 
full advantage of it. After all, Mr. Ward is not a nice person, so, why should I care? Clearly, he didn’t.  

So, I took money from his bank account. I started with small sums at first. Just enough to pay my 
rent, just enough to get some groceries. Nothing happened. No one came for me. No cops showed 
up at my door, no angry calls from company lawyers. I had gotten away with it.  

Then, one day, about a year ago, I came home from work tired and angry. I decided I would take 
more money, so I could finally quit and do the things I wanted to. After all, what could really 
happen? 

And so, I did. I took the money, quit my job and moved away. I was as inconspicuous as possible and 
hid for a while in case anyone was looking for me.  

However, all that is finally over now. Last week, I started my new life. I met some new people, and 
they took me to a very fancy restaurant. The food was so expensive, but someone paid for it all, and 
then we went clubbing, and after passing the bouncer some cash we skipped the long line. 
Everywhere we went people looked at us with esteem. No one has looked at me and deemed I don’t 
fit in or scrunched their nose at my clothes – after all they’re more expensive now. I even bought 
one of those new laptops everyone seems to want. 

I never knew this is what the bourgeoise lived like but it’s greater than you could possibly imagine. 

Tonight, I met someone very rich. He’s very careless with his wealth and has many ‘friends’, but he’s 
really rude. I think he needs to be taught a lesson, and I just so happen to have gotten a hold of his 
bank account. One more hit wouldn’t do any harm, would it?  

May 2012 

Dear online diary,  

I thought 4 years ago, when I last wrote, I hit the jackpot. I was surrounded by people who paid 
attention to me, and no one looked down on me anymore. I even thought I had friends for a while. 

Nothing much has changed since then but I’ve quickly learned that the extravagance of the lifestyle 
only worked to cover the lack of sincerity, and I’m fed up with it all. Me and my cat – Kinder – will be 
moving away, somewhere private, where no one knows us.  

Last night I got the details of someone’s bank account. The richest one yet. I’ll get enough money to 
get us by for the rest of our lives, and then we’ll live quietly, like I was always meant to. Just one 
more hit, and I’m done.  

 

 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 


