


cricket’s corner...

“To smell”, verb, defined as
“Percetving an odor through
the nose by means of the
olfactory nerves, as in ‘I smell
something burning.” ” This
verb can also be used to
describe when the nasal

organs are heightened by
materials, such as, to smell a rose or to smell a
pleasant perfume. Smells are everywhere around
us from everything yummy like a warm oven
baking chocolate chip cookies to everything
really yucky, like, much to my chagrin, me in a
public restroom!

Over the years, I have learned to manage the
malodorous smells of my ileostomy by taking
tablets filled with green plant chlorophyll, a
magic herbal supplement which minimizes
bowel smell. But unfortunately, there are days
when I just forget to take my tablets or I plain
run out of my supply. Other days, I sprinkle
peppermint oil in the toilet or wastebasket. But
sometimes | forget that as well. And then, it’s
on those days I feel deep sympathy for those
who have to use the public restroom after me.

Throughout 17 years of having an ileostomy, I
have had countless public restroom emptying
experiences, many where I was embarrassed
by the smell I left behind. I always love it when
I enter a public potty and no one is around.
Peace, quiet and no worries about smell. But
then there are those times when, upon walking
in the bathroom, there is a line ten years long,

and every woman is a little fidgety.
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A few Christmases ago, my husband and I went
on a little trip. While dining at a semi-swanky
Italian restaurant, I decided to do a quick
emptying before getting back in the car. Walk-
ing to the ladies’ lounge, my mind raced about,
thinking of all the excitement of the holiday.
Upon entering the restroom, I took my place in
line, behind three other waiting women. Flush.

One down. Flush. Two down. Flush. My turn.

The wooden door opened and in I went to a
private, all enclosed compartment to do my
business. As I emptied, I was happy to take a
little sniff, pleased that my output didn’t seem
as stinky as in times past when I have emptied
in public. I flushed, got myself back together
and walked out of the water closet to see a
little boy with his mother standing there, wait-
ing to use the stall. With a go ahead motion
from his mother, the young boy obediently
sauntered into the stall only to come rushing
out, loudly screaming, “It’s really, really
stinky in there!!”” Out of the mouths of babes!

All eyes glared at me. Having been the one who
just exited the accused offensive stall, I was most
certainly the culprit of the terrible smell. Shrug-
ging my shoulders with a flippant glance towards
the toddler, I raised my hands and announced,
“It wasn’t me! Something must be wrong with
the ventilation.” With that, I threw a fake smile
to the mom and her kid while braying like a
hyena in the direction of all the other women.

“Crazy kid!” 1 declared as I quickly exited the
ladies’ lounge, wondering if I had gotten so
used to my unpleasant odors that they weren’t
even unpleasant anymore! I guess I have suc-
cessfully learned to live with them. And that,
my friends, smells good!
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