Chapter 1.  A little luck never hurt anyone.

Debt is always negative, no matter how positively you try to look at it.  The “minus” sign in front of your personal wealth figure is a dead giveaway, despite what you might think about leveraging, or negative gearing
, or whatnot. It’s even worse when it’s a credit card or a student loan and you can’t remember what you’ve bought or learned with it. Sure, the repayments will eventually cancel it out, but by that time you will most likely have dentures and be pissing anywhere you damn please.

That’s what I usually thought about my student loans and
 extensive collection of
 credit card bills. Yet on that fated, hot May afternoon I was in high spirits, not because I was on depression meds
, but because I had a plan. Squirming in high heels and trying to discreetly pull sweaty polyester out of my butt, I, Isabella Maxwell, was getting ready to meet my destiny. Because, you see, I was certain that I was about to be discovered.

Being discovered was my long-cherished dream. I didn’t care what I would be discovered for, it didn't matter
, as long as it meant a lot of money and at least fifteen minutes of fame. I’ve always imagined it happening in the shopping mall,
 or maybe in a café. There I would be, laughing with my friends, young and carefree, throwing back my blonde locks, when someone from “the industry” would happen to walk by. Preferably a literary agent
, but a casting director or a music producer would do. Something about me would stop them dead in their tracks and, after some small talk, they would offer me a contract for something amazing, definitely involving TV. 
They would say that I’m unique and special right in front of everybody, including Brad.

That dream became even more urgent after
 Brad broke up with me in February. We were high school sweethearts and had been going out for almost four years, so naturally I thought we were going to be together forever. I actually thought he was about to propose
, because he started to act all weird and nervous around me. Once, he went down on his knee in the parking lot and I screamed with excitement. But it turned out that his laces were loose and I had to invent a story about a huge spider. Then a few days later, just before the Valentine’s Day, he texted me “changed Facebook status”. It wasn’t how I imagined a proposal, a bit too modern for me, but a bad proposal is still better than no proposal.

I logged onto Facebook with shaky fingers. 

"Single." Brad 
changed his status to “single”. 

I didn’t understand at first. I tried refreshing the screen a few times, until the tears turned the page into a pattern of blue and white swirls. There had to be an explanation. Still crying, I pushed blindly at the phone buttons until I managed to dial his number.

“Sorry, babe,” Brad said. “I was going to break up with you after we’ve graduated and I got drafted by the NFL. You know that’s my dream.” 

Brad was a football player in the same community college where I was working on a Liberal Arts and Sciences degree. He wasn’t quite the quarterback material, but he was tall and fit, and had amazing cheekbones.

“But, but,” I cried. “It’s my dream too!”

“Look, babe, once I’m in the League, I'll be dating actresses and supermodels. A girl next door just won’t cut it in WAGs. I’m doing you a favour.”

“But, but
, tomorrow’s Valentine’s Day!”

“Well, that’s the thing. Your birthday’s in a couple of weeks too. What’s the point of buying you two presents when we're going to break up anyway?” 

I have to admit now that that's 
the most logical argument he’s ever made, but at the time it didn’t make sense to me.

“How can you do that, after all I’ve done for you! I did all your math homework for years!”

“Yeah,” he said, “and all I got was a C-plus average!”

The breakup cut me hard, so hard that I could barely concentrate on my own schoolwork. All I could think about was that I had to become famous, so Brad would come crawling back to me, begging me to take him back. In my daydreams I tormented him with rejection
, but inevitably
 took him back. What can I say? I was in love.

Unfortunately, time kept passing by and still no agents or directors 
came out of the blue to offer me any contracts. I couldn’t understand why, because I kept going to the mall and the campus, and even the trendiest, artsiest cafes, and I kept on laughing, maybe just a touch hysterical. In hindsight, I should have probably spent that time trying to develop a talent, like acting or singing, but it didn’t occur to me that a talent was a necessary component of being discovered. None of the people from Jersey Shore had any talent, and yet Snooki was on every magazine stand, sporting either a massive engagement ring or a baby, or both. Plus, I was already an awesome writer – every article I wrote a got published in the school paper and my friends and family always loved them. Sure, I was the editor-in-charge of that paper, but back then I had no concept of conflict of interest. I wrote about all kinds of concepts in articles like “IVF: the end of the road for male species?” and “The return of 50s idealism”. I also wrote in a personal journal and planned to turn my notes into a novel one day, kind of like a new Bridget Jones. It was guaranteed to be a huge hit.
Looking back, I was probably depressed. I spent most of my time wallowing and ate very little, sustaining myself mostly with Red Bulls. When I wasn’t dreaming of fame and fortune, I was stalking Brad on Facebook and Twitter and googling every possible combination of his name, nicknames, football team, and hometown. 
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