
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Superdaddyman and More from the Mind of
Jeremy Crow


By Jeremy Fink

Copyright 2011 Jeremy Fink and Jeremy Crow’s
Nest

Published by Jeremy Fink at Smashwords

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.






[image: tmp_883db713e0b6846e3e125d3cc893f7b3_WyV2k1_html_71cf3aa8.png]






Prologue - Who and What

A Legend is Born – The 2005 Campaign

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 1

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 2

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 3

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 4

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 5

Deadly Sins Therapy – Volume 5

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 6

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 7

Superdaddyman Takes on Captain ADHD – Volume
1

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Imtoocutus – Volume
1

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Mommystopholese –
Volume 1

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius Boycrazius – Volume
1

Oh the Wonderful Past Wreckage – Volume 1

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 8

Helllooooo Nurse – Volume 1

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Imtoocutus – Volume
2

Of Things I’ve Lost and Those That Never Leave –
Volume 1

Things You Learn from Your Son’s Best Friend – Volume
1

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 9

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Greektradgedius – Volume
1

Things You Learn From Your Co-Workers – Volume
1

Things You Learn With A Bad Back – Volume
6

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 10

Things You Learn From Your Co-Workers – Volume
2

Things You Learn From Your Co-Workers – Volume
3

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius Boycrazius – Volume
2

Of Things I’ve Lost and Those That Never Leave –
Volume 2

Superdaddyman Takes on the Dump – Volume 1

Things You Learn from Your Daughter’s Best Friend –
Volume 1

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
1

Superdaddyman takes on the Mother of all the Evils’s –
Volume 1

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 11

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
2

Things You Learn With a Bad Back – Volume
7

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
3

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation - Volume
1

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius Boycrazius – Volume
3

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 12

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation - Volume
2

Superdaddyman Takes on Captain ADHD – Volume
2

Oh the Wonderful Past Wreckage – Volume 2

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Imtoocutus – Volume
3

Livin With Evils’s – Volume 13

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
3

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 14

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
4

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
4

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius Boycrazius – Volume
4

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
5

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 15

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Greektradgedius – Volume
2

Things You Learn from Your Ex Wife’s Girlfriend –
Volume 6

Livin With Evils’s – Volume 16

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
6

The Chronicles of Superdaddyman and Polly Pureheart –
Volume 1

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
7

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Greektradgedius – Volume
3

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 17

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown – Number
4

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown - Number
3

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown – Number 2 {Version
1}

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown – Number 2 {Version
2}

And The Merry Go Round Broke Down – Volume
6

Of The Wonderful Past Wreckage – Volume 4

You Ain’t Seen Nothing Yet – The 2006
Campaign

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
8

Things You Learn With a Bad Back – Volume
8

Superdaddyman Takes on Captain ADHD – Volume
4

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
8

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
5

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius Boycrazius – Volume
5

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 18

Sick News & Commentary – Volume 2

Wanderings of the Deranged – Volume 1

Update on the 17th Year – Volume 7

A Day in the Life of a Wounded Crow – Volume
1

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
9

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Greektradgedius – Volume
4

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 19

Things You Learn With a Bad Back – Volume
9

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
10

Mental Notes Myspace Edition – Advertising
101

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
6

A Day in the Life of Jeremy Crow – Volume
2

Superdaddyman Takes on Jeremy Crow – Volume
1

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
11

Things You Learn With a Bad Back – Volume
11

Mental Notes Myspace Edition – Privacy
101

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
7

Mental Notes Yahell 369 Edition – Advertising
201

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
12

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
8

Things You Learn With a Bad Back – Volume
12

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
9

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
13

A ROFLMAO PSA – Volume 1

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
14

Superdaddyman Takes on Jeremy Crow – Volume
2

Superdaddyman takes on the Mother of all the Evils’s –
Volume 2

From The Desk of the Jeremy Crow R&D Department –
Volume 3

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 20

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
15

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Greektradgedius – Volume
5

Superdaddyman Takes on Captain ADHD – Volume
5

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius Boycrazius – Volume
6

From the Desk of the Jeremy Crow R&D Department –
Volume 4

Things You Learn From the President – Volume
1

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius Boycrazius – Volume
7

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
16

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
10

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 21

Superdaddyman takes on the Mother of All the Evils’s –
Volume 3

Lazius Boycrazius takes on the Mother of All the
Evils’s – Volume 1

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 22

Prologue to the Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown –
Part 1

Prologue to the Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown -
Part 2

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2006 – Number
10

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2006 – Number
9

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2006 – Number
4

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2006 – Number
3

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2006 – Number
2

Still Crazy in the Third Year – The 2007
Campaign

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
17

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 23

Superdaddyman Takes on BOTH Captain ADHD’s – Volume
1

MAP TREK .. The Wrath of Taco – Part 1

MAP TREK .. The Wrath of Taco – Part 2

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
18

Livin’ With Evils’s Uncensored – Volume 1

And The Merry Go Round Broke Down – Volume
9

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
19

Superdaddyman Takes on Captain ADHD – Volume
6

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
11

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 24

Superdaddyman Takes on Jeremy Crow – Volume
3

Fairytales from the Mind of a Madman – Volume
3

Superdaddyman Takes on Mophaka Al Queholic – Volume
1

Livin’ With Evils’s Uncensored – Volume 2

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
20

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 25

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
21

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 26

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
22

A Day in the Life of a Wounded Crow – Volume
3

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
23

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 27

Superdaddyman Takes on Jeremy Crow – Volume
4

Superdaddyman Takes on Jeremy Crow – Volume
5

The Trial and Tribulations of an Evils’s – Volume
1

A Day in the Life of a Wounded Crow – Volume
4

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
24

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
25

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 28

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 29

Of Things I’ve Lost and Those That Never Leave –
Volume 4

MAP Trek III – The Search for Shytter – Part
1

A Day in the Life of Imtoocutus – Volume
1

MAP Trek III – The Search for Shytter – Part
2

A Day in the Life of a Wounded Crow – Volume
5

Superdaddyman Takes on Imtoocutus – Volume
4

Superdaddyman Takes on the Iron Triad – Volume
1

Superdaddyman Takes on Jeremy Crow – Volume
6

A Day in the Life of a Wounded Crow – Volume
6

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
26

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
12

A Day in the Life of a Wounded Crow – Volume
7

Wild Animal Training for Dummies – Volume
1

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
13

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2007 – Number
6

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2007 – Number
4

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2007 – Number
3

Are You Still Here? – The 2008 Campaign

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius Boycrazius – Volume
9

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
14

Hole Sweet Hell – Volume 2

A Day in the Life of a Wounded Crow – Volume
7

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
27

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Imtoocutus – Volume
5

From the Desk of the Jeremy Crow R&D Department –
Volume 6

A Day in the Life of a Wounded Crow – Volume
8

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 30

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 31

Superdaddyman Saves Easter – Part 1

Superdaddyman Saves Easter – Part 2

Realities of a Wounded Crow – Volume 2

Superdaddyman Takes on Captain ADHD – Volume
7

Holiday Cheer from a Madman – Volume 1

Things You Learn from Your Ex-Wife’s Ex-Girlfriend –
Volume 1

Musical Methadone & Mental Masturbation – Volume
28

Realities of a Wounded Crow – Volume 3

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Tempspanicans – Volume
1

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil of Megalopolis –
Volume 1

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 32

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
15

The Battle of Megalopolis – Volume 1

And The Merry Go Round Broke Down – Volume
12

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
16

From The Desk of the Jeremy Crow R&D Department
– Volume 10

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2008 – Number
5

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2008 – Number
4

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2008 – Number
3

Short But Sweet – The 2009 Campaign

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 33

Superdaddyman takes on the Mother of all the Evils’s
– Volume 3

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2009 – Number
5

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2009 – Number
4

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2009 – Number
3

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2009 – Number
2

The Jeremy Crow Christmas Countdown 2009 – Number
1

I wouldn’t call it a Comeback – The 2010
Campaign

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
17

Livin’ With Evils’s – Volume 34

Superdaddyman Takes on TOKE – Volume 1

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
18

Some More Reasons I am Jeremy Crow after All –
Volume 14

Some More Reasons I Am Jeremy Crow after All –
Volume 15

Some More Reason’s HE’S the Superdaddyman After All
– Volume 1

The Evolution of Pink Mafia High Command – Volume
1

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
19

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 35

Superdaddyman Takes on Oxycottontail – Part
1

Superdaddyman Takes on Oxycottontail – Part
2

Superdaddyman Takes on Oxycottontail – Part
3

Superdaddyman Takes on Oxycottontail – Part
4

Superdaddyman Takes on Oxycottontail – Part
5

Superdaddyman Takes on Oxycottontail – Part
6

Superdaddyman Takes on Oxycottontail – Part
7

Superdaddyman Takes on Oxycottontail – Part
8

Deadly Sins Therapy – Volume 15

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil Imtoocutus – Volume
6

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 36

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 37

Superdaddyman takes on the Pink Mafia – Volume
20

The Never Ending Battle of Megalopolis – Volume
1

Christmas Countdown 2010 – The Wrath of the Penguins – 4
Days

Christmas Countdown 2010 – The Wrath of the Penguins – 3
Days

Christmas Countdown 2010 – The Wrath of the Penguins – 2
Days

Still Evil after All These Years – Volume
1

Epilogue - Now What and Who






Prologue – Who and What

For those
who don’t know me, I have been floating around the internet for a
long time under the surname Jeremy Crow. It all started July 15,
2005 when Yahoo started 360, which was merely their answer to
Myspace. At the time I was just a chat room junkie, since my
handicapped status that I had acquired from my job {which I still
have} had taken away my ability to be a public person in the main
sense, and my girlfriend at the time dumped me for being “no fun
anymore.” What a sob story huh? Well hang on because it gets
interesting from there.

I had already been a large chat room figure
since my divorce the year prior, and I decide isolation and
escapism would be my new best friends. It was wonderful to go and
show off how funny and charismatic I could be in an environment
where nobody really new me, and being stuck at home with three kids
it almost gave me a way to share the company of adults. My “look at
me” attitude forced me to have to play around with the 360 page
because it had become the new profile whenever someone in a chat
room clicked on you, so in true “look at me” fashion I had to make
sure that it was completely filled out. This included the blog
area, and until that point in my life I had never even had inkling
to “blog” whatsoever. It blew up on me within a day as people were
“angry” at what I blogged and I immediately reverted to what I do
best, being a life-like cartoon character.

I was so popular so fast that it went to my
head. I’ve ridden a roller coaster of popularity, unpopularity,
approval, disapproval the whole way, and in the end it was one
thing that I created in my blogs that has most defined me, and that
is the alter –ego of The Superdaddyman. I have heard it enough that
I needed to take all the Superdaddyman stuff and make a book out of
it, and here is that book. It is in no way complete, and in some
parts it strays from the general Superdaddyman stuff, but I found
it necessary to add some of the background stuff in so that it is
better understood how the Superdaddyman operates and why. In some
cases it was necessary to skip various background and history
entries just to keep a certain level of continuity. The book is
mostly humorous, but will have a shockingly graphic and real part
here and there. It might make you sad in places and it definitely
will make me look sad in places. All I can do is apologize ahead of
time for that.

On that note I have to say that this entire work
is fiction. Especially the parts that are completely true, and
mostly the parts that are mostly true. My ability to take the
mundane and wrap it into a pretty package has to be defended here,
and that means I have to tell you all that I made all of this up.
When someone comes along and realizes that they might be able to
sue me for a portion of the eight or nine dollars I make off of
this I can say, “Hey I made it all up, how can you prove that is
you?” and then write blogs about them. I also realize that people
like George W Bush and Barack Obama probably have a sense of humor
and understand that their names and faces are as public domain as
it gets will be perfectly fine with any of the potentially
defamatory things I write including them in it, but most
celebrities do not. Because of this I need to state right now that
any similarity between a famous person’s name and a name I use in
this book is 100% coincidence and I am talking about someone
completely different who happens to have the same name and they
obviously don’t care.

I hope that anyone reading this book enjoys it
in the same way I enjoyed writing each and every one of these
entries. I also hope that you can forgive me for all of the
spelling and punctuation errors. Initially I and many others that
got a copy of this book to correct it like a school teacher {and
they say I have OCD?} tried to correct these issues, but in the end
I realized that this is the evolution of a writer tha might someday
be famous or something. This is more a part of the last six years
of my life than it is the ramblings of a twisted individual with an
over-active imagination, and because you have taken the time to
read it, I appreciate you more than you could ever understand. Part
of that appreciation is making sure you get it all the way it was
written and not the way it was edited. Enjoy the book.. Jeremy Fink
{aka Jeremy Crow}

A Legend is Born – the 2005
Campaign

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume 1

I heard it once
said in a video I got from the library, that parents are actually
wild animal trainers. We aren't friends. We aren't simply
guardians. We are wild animal trainers. Kids are NOT little adults
with adult feelings and problems. They suffer from an inferiority
complex because they are ... well ... inferior. They are smaller;
they have lived less time and learned less so far. They are also
totally controlled by their instincts. Their instincts are what
tell them that having a screaming fit in the middle of Wal-Mart
might get them what they want, and they full well know that it is
playing on your fear of humiliation. They also display many other
manipulative traits that I am going to outline as I go through the
various phyla of Wild Animals that I have here. I will also give
examples of what they do and how I have learned from it.

I'll just start with yesterday. My 4 year old
Sabrina Lynn {named after the witch on TV and the witch who gave
birth to her ... Code Name "Little Evil" ... phylum "Imtoocutus"}
starts screaming bloody murder downstairs. This child is killing
me. The daddy instincts go into effect, and I am forgetting
completely about my bad back and the doctor’s orders of no lifting
anything over 5 pounds. I do what any crisis like this needs, I
pick her up in one arm ... immediately go upstairs to the freezer
... get a popsicle {cuz a popsicle cures everything} ... take her
up to the bathroom ... clean the foot where she had stepped on a
nail {note to self ... kill the boy} ... put on a Dora band aide
... kiss the Booboo, and put her in bed to watch TV. Crisis number
one solved. "Imtoocutus" has been tamed for the moment.

Now I must go downstairs, so that I can find out
why I am going to kill the boy. There is Darius Franklin {named
after the king of Persia and his lovable father ... Code Name
"Captain ADHD" ... phylum "Ididntdooit"} standing on his head
watching television. Now during the last half hour apparently
Captain ADHD has managed to stand on his head 35 times, change the
channel 40 times, completely rip the stuffing' out of a pillow that
I once loved, and of course ... take apart the coffee table, which
was exposing the nails that Little Evil had stepped on. Now the
problem here is what to do about the boy since he had already
forgotten that he had even taken apart the coffee table and, right
now is concentrating on Karate moves. Most people don't understand
that the school and the camp get the wonderfully assertive Darius
who is tonked out on Adderol during the day, and I have this one
who had already burned it out of his system on the bus ride
home.

So I try to give him the long boring lecture
about destroying things, and I stop every once in a while to make
him repeat what I said, this is still an exercise in futility,
while he is still working on his acrobatics. In the end it usually
boils down to him saying something along the lines of "So you don't
want me to have any fun?" followed by "So you hate me then?" and
the poor hero in this story trying to reassure the boy that I don't
hate him. This is then followed by another long lecture about
owning up to his responsibility, then another "Yeah but" or two.
Does this seem like I am having a little adult conversation ... NO
... wild animal training.

Ok ... I have the angry little soldier in bed
now and I have to go check on little evil, but along the way a new
animal that never seems to be trained Szarah Jaqueline {name origin
unknown ... Code Name "Big Evil" ... phylum "Lazius Boycrazius"} is
still laying around in her clothes from camp knowing full well that
she should have changed by now. Well it's only been 3 hours, but
who's keeping track. She is doing her favoritest hobby in the whole
wide world too ... winding up the 6 and 4 year old ... you see
she's 12. She has to go to bed at the same time as the other two
because she won't put her clothes in the hamper every morning ...
no more no less. I can't get it through to this animal that it
isn't really that hard. This animal might have to be put to sleep
someday, but I will keep trying for now. I'll save the single
father trying to explain menstrual cycles to her for another volume
of Deadly Sins Therapy and move on. The son is kicking the wall ...
kind of sounds like the theme to Dragon Tales ... Little evil has
started screaming again ... off goes Superdaddyman ... Sabrina is
crying so hard ... I ask her what is the matter and she gulps out
"I hu hu hu .... hurt .... daa dees ba ba ba back" .... Oh the
guilt I have some days ... This kid is killin' me, did I tell ya
that? ... ;8o)

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume
2

Now there are
some things in this world that you would think would be a given. I
tell my kids every single day the exact same things and they seem
to try to play the “I dunno” card whenever they feel it is
available to them. The youngest of my children (Imtoocutus) is
going through this phase right now where she has decided that she
doesn’t really care about other people’s feelings. This is a right
that comes to her from A. Being born … B. Being cuter than the
other two kids … and C. Being spoiled rotten by the adults in
disguise that I am forced to also deal with. Now mind you what
further complicates the whole evil incarnate aspect of my life is
the inclusion of my Grandmother {the evils’s great grandmother ...
Code Name "Wicked Big Evil" ... phylum "Greektradgedius Inyiddish"}
who really has helped Imtoocutus to develop into an incredibly
rotten little girl at times.

Now as I try to teach Imtoocutus to jump through
the simple hoop of “common decency,” she has decided to muckle on
to the one thing that truly will get under my skin. The feelings of
a very old woman, who will use anything that hurts her feelings as
the Poetry of yet another Greek Tragedy written in Yiddish, and
performed by a cast of Jewish mothers. A simple observation of
“you’re fat” brought on by little evil, of course erupted into a
good 3 days of “and everything I have done for you and your kids
over the last few years” and choruses of “I should just move on to
the next life after this one” which of course makes that wonderful
torture we call “dinner” around here all that much more enjoyable.
Imtoocutus, of course only has “I don’t care” as her favorite
response to anything that resembles a lecture on tact or
feelings.

Enter Captain ADHD to the rescue. Ididntdooit as
his phylum dictates is the purveyor of all that is good and
righteous in this world (as long as it doesn’t interfere with what
HE wants, or has to do with anything he does) and was dying for the
opportunity to rid the world of Little Evil. He has now taken to
punching the little one whenever she does something that hurts
“his” feelings. These things include such awful acts as, looking at
him, breathing on him, talking to loud, or using the words “pickle”
or “sunshine”. He also has a tendency to use one of his other
wonderful super powers, which to the untrained ear sounds a lot
like screaming. Of course this is usually only used at the dinner
table when he has the rest of us hostage. I never knew I could eat
as fast as I have learned to over the last 3 years. If there was an
Olympic sport for eating, the USA would have it every year thanks
to ME!

Now of course the phylum better known as Lazius
Boycrazius is always at the ready to steer any of these minor
trifles toward total Nuclear Armageddon should they appear to be
trickling out. Her favorite one now is to simply tell Captain ADHD
what evil has been going on behind his back. That usually will
provide many wonderful hours of entertainment for her, and a good
reason to call many of the wonderful young men that she talks to
everyday. You know who they are people, the ones who when you say,
“She can’t come to the phone right now,” want to argue with ME
about it! Most of those arguments turn into “Ask your father - if
you have one - about me,” since being one of the area’s most
volatile characters over the last two decades does have some
advantages. These of course are the guys who weren’t at the last
school dance where “Szarah’s father was the angry looking one in
the muscle shirt!” became a lexicon in the school dictionary.

So now I sit here writing my blog, enjoying that
quiet time before the evil lil’ creeps get home from camp, and
ponder that wonderful day (13 years and 24 days from now, but who’s
keeping count) that I leave that last footprint (followed by a
resentment) on my littlest ones ass, and hop in my Winnebago. I
will be heading out West with nobody behind being able to find me.
They can do what they want with the house, because they don’t know
about the one in Florida, and I am keeping it that way. ;8o)

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume
3

So here is a more
in depth look at what it is like to be the wild animal trainer of a
very over developed, just about to be a, teenager. We have
discussed this phylum before “Boycrazius Lazius” and we have code
named her “Big Evil” for those of you who haven’t been keeping up.
Now, it is not easy being a parent to begin with, much less a
single father with two girls, but it is even harder when the
shocking reality that the mother of your daughter has a
predetermined history behind her. Seven generations long, to be
exact, where as every woman … mother … grandmother … great
grandmother … great great … ad nauseam, have all had their first
child at the age of 15. It’s a sad occurrence that I have to deal
with the time honored tradition of “Virginity Defender”, as this
has been a total failure for … well 8 generations of fathers before
me. Did I fail to mention that all of their first born were women
too?

Now I have looked through the archives of the
many failed “Virginity Defenders” before me and I have noted a
definite pattern, first of all being neglect. Check … I got that
one down, and the second being way too easy. I fortunately do not
fit that mold. As you see I happen to be a very aggressive male.
Let me bring you back about seven years to when my daughter was in
the first grade for an example. It was the school bully (you know
the boy who stays back twice until he is much bigger than the other
kids, as well as neglected and stupid) who brought out a new
strategy in my parenting skills, and this note might help the rest
of you in this endeavor as “Virginity Defender”.

My daughter was terrified to go to school, you
see, and after some loving encouragement from her dear old dad
(threatening, and yelling a lot) she brought it to my attention
that this charming young lad (retard with ADHD and thick skin from
home abuse) was being rather hard to get along with at school (kept
pulling her hair, and pulling her off the swing set), so I was
forced to ask the school principal for a face-to-face. Upon having
this face-to-face conference with the boy’s parents, they were hard
pressed to offer viable solutions to the problem (told me kids will
be kids and my daughter should just get over it) so I offered up a
solution of my own to rectify this unfortunate situation (put my
finger three inches from the father’s nose and told him the next
time my daughter came home crying, I was coming over to his house
and beating HIM half to death) which we both found acceptable. Now
mind you, the principal was in shock, but I was the biggest hit at
the PTA meetings since this holy terror left EVERYONE alone after
that. You see, it’s only necessary to assess the situation and deal
with it accordingly.

So back to my job as “Virginity Defender” it’s
really simple so far. I keep a good fear of GOD and ME in every boy
that ever meets my daughter. I chaperoned a school dance in a
muscle shirt and stared at every boy menacingly, on several
occasions. Being the town psychopath growing up has had its
advantages too you see, as I have often been able to tell these
fine young men to ask their parents about me. They tend not to call
back afterwards, but the few that do always get the favorite
“Virginity Defender” tactic of showing up at the door to have to
sit down at the kitchen table and have a chat with me, when they
come to see my daughter.

It’s all in the way you chat really. I have this
large black sharpening stone and a pile of big nasty looking
African knives that I sharpen really slowly, while I chat with the
lads. Make sure you never break eye contact, and try to drool a
little. Should they actually find it necessary to come back again,
you repeat these steps only with a basket of apples. Use the apples
as props as you explain to the boys how close they are allowed to
sit to your daughter, but don’t forget that when they get to the
point of touching, CRASH THE KNIFE YOU ARE SHARPENING RIGHT THROUGH
THE APPLE THAT MOVED IN! Then of course offer the half of apple to
the young man. Keep in mind that at no point do your eyes leave
his.

For those of you that really know the whole
story, my oldest daughter is not biologically mine. I adopted her
from her real father who was my ex-wife’s first husband. She came
to live with me BEFORE the other two did, because she couldn’t take
living with her mother anymore in Maine. She moved to Ballston Spa
New York with me, and when it was necessary to go get custody of
the other two from her mother she was there with me every step of
the way. As a matter of fact her strength through it all was the
guiding light that made it all possible, as I was taking on her
mother and the entire Communist Government of Maine, but in the
end, her and her daddy won. So I am hoping that the sight of what
she had to go through because of her mother just might be enough to
keep me from having to be too violent with her boyfriends. But she
said I could if I want to, because she loves me. ;8o)
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A very funny song
from my favorite play has lines in it that relate to today’s blog.
“Why did the kids put beans in their ears? How can they hear with
beans in their ears?” And another one that states “Why did the kids
put jam on the cat? Strawberry jam all over the cat?” but this cute
little song from “The Fantasticks” (yet another one of the overused
Romeo and Juliet rip offs that you find on Broadway, but I like it)
gives you the answer at the end of every verse you see when it says
“The minute that you say NO!” The two fathers singing this duet,
walk around with confused looks, as they sing this song, and it is
especially humorous to those that understand how the word “No”
either means nothing, or it means “Oh hell yeah, I got to try
that!“ Please feel free to start reminiscing about the wonderful
times you have had with your children before you read any further,
because it will probably make it all that much easier to relate.
For those of you that don’t have children, and are looking forward
to it someday let me preface today’s “Livin with Evils’s” with a
simple statement … “Are you f***ing nuts?”

Ok so the saga of the evils’s continues with a
little update on a day in the life of Superdaddyman … defender of
the evils’s, and his quest to just make it another 13 years and
disappear, with the knowledge that these evil bastahds are
society’s problem, and I am driving many miles away in my
Winnebago! They can do what they want with the house and the Great
Grandmother, cuz I am not leaving any evidence that I ever existed.
For those of you who don’t believe me on that one, ask any of them,
I have been training them to deal with my disappearance for
years.

My weekends start and end the same just about
any week. I wake up Saturday morning to loud screaming, that is
rife with insults and blame, which require me to referee a debate
of insane people. I end the weekend by placing angry evils’s into
bed, as they try heatedly to come up with every reason on Earth as
to why they should stay up longer, not having a clue that they are
right on the cusp of going to bed earlier the next night. The stuff
that happens in between all of this always changes but has the same
results in every scenario, more anger, frustration, and distrust to
be carried over to the next weekend.

A typical day for Superdaddyman has his many
common duties, such as going to work (so that I can bring home food
that they won’t eat because it interferes with their talking over
each other at the dinner table), cleaning the house (so that the
kids have something to do, following around behind me, messing up
everything I just cleaned), making dinners (so as I said before I
can watch the “show” while I try to eat), and of course refereeing
the many struggles that happen throughout all of this. Every
weekend adds new items to my list of daily chores, when I am
dealing with wild animals and future super villains.

As of this weekend I can now add bathroom
supervisor to the list. This has been an ongoing struggle that is
getting me nowhere, so like most parents I have had to add another
inane task to my day. Captain ADHD you see can no longer be trusted
alone in the bathroom, thanks to his inability to be in there alone
with Talcum Powder. I don’t know if it is a hard fought battle with
some evil creature in the toilet that desperately needs to be
vanquished with his white volcano of doom, or some phobia that he
has come across that full cans of talcum powder in general are
evil, but I have failed in my attempts thus far to stop this
behavior. I don’t see how losing TV, going to bed early, not
getting desert, spankings, and every other conceivable way of
punishing him, is not enough to take care of the absolute seduction
of dumping entire cans of Talc in the damn toilet! This of course
could be solved a lot easier if Greektradgedius Inyiddish would
just assist me a little in say … I don’t know … maybe … putting the
stupid Talc UP??? Any attempts to that route lead to the guilt trip
of how I should understand that 174 year old women can’t be
expected to learn these things, and 6 year old boys should be
taught better. So of course I have to do the path of least
resistance now, and simply stand in the bathroom while “Middle
Evil” takes a poop. How could I possibly be cranky that this
interferes with my chat time?

While we are on that subject, I happen to have a
daughter “Imtoocutus” who will NEVER flush the toilet. She tries to
act as though she didn’t do it (which is easily disproved by what
my son once pointed out as “That was BINA!! Nobody on Earth poops
that big!!”), followed by acting all cute and forgetful, and then
she of course runs off to flush the toilet. Well sorry, I should
add after dumping all of the shampoo in the toilet, and THEN
flushing the toilet. People out there wonder why I have a
fascination with toilet humor, and bathroom talk, well hey, it’s
life to me. Wait until I talk about what happens when the food
doesn’t make it to that end, and then you will have a grievance,
but that will be a different edition of Livin’ with Evils’s. Back
to the topic at hand, while it is still way out of the realm of
possibility that “Whickid Big Evil” will be able to put the Shampoo
… yanno … UP, where the damn Talc should be, I am forced now to
stand in the bathroom and watch the 4 year old take a poop. Keep in
mind loyal readers that ANYTHING a 4 year old is doing takes 14
times longer, especially with an unwilling audience. Before you say
it, it is NOT in the realm of possibility, that I can simply come
home and put these things up myself to save time because,
Greektradgedius Inyiddish will follow me around at every turn
putting things back in the wrong place whining about “This is my
house too”, so I don’t bother anymore.

Now the last one, as you have probably read in
the blogs previous, isn’t going to throw things in the toilet, or
the trash, or anywhere that isn’t going to make me less disgusted
so unfortunately, she gives me other reasons to have to watch her
bathroom behavior, and thankfully the only thing it has to do with
a toilet, is that I think that is where she sits when she is
supposed to be taking a shower. We are going on about a year now,
of someone having to go upstairs and make sure that she has taken a
damn shower. Lazius Boycrazius has her moments I’ll tell ya but the
stubbornness that she obviously loves so much, actually leads to
far more work than actually doing what she is told. Now mind you,
the thought of her Boy Repellant wafting into a room before she
does, actually makes me happy at times, but having to actually go
into the bathroom when she has supposedly taken a shower to find,
dry soap, dry toothbrush, unopened shampoo, dry towel, etc etc etc,
makes me have to wonder, why just sit there with the water running
for 20 minutes? Hell at least when I was her age I used it as an
opportunity to smoke! She uses it as an opportunity to stare at the
shower curtain. I have told her so many times before that she is
gonna have to find something she is good at cuz it ain’t getting
away with things. She gets that from her mom by the way {said with
a grin} and come to think of it their mother might still be around
if she had ever learned to accept or say “No” too. ;8o)

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume
5

So today I sit
here with a profound problem that I am facing, which I am sure that
some of you have faced before, a lot of you have not, and many of
you wouldn’t have seen it coming. Thursday is my youngest
daughter’s birthday, the Saturday after that is my son’s, and a
couple of weeks after that is my oldest daughters. Let us not
forget that my grandmother {Greektradgedius Inyiddish} who also
lives with me is in this mix somewhere too. Her birthday is between
middle evil and big evil’s birthdays. Then in the old days I would
have a couple of months to get as much money as I possibly could
together for Christmas.

Now don’t get me wrong we live ok. Many years
back I started with a trailer, sold it and bought a duplex, sold
that and bought a good sized house, sold that and bought my
grandmother’s house so that she could retire, and I could get a
serious tax break. I then moved out to upstate New York, where I
got a townhouse, and was hoping to spend the rest of my life.
Saratoga Springs … Gods country, where the people are friendly, the
seasons are perfectly desirable, and all of the bullsh** that I
have found the typical New Hampshire day to day was … well back in
New Hampshire … where it belonged. For those of you who don’t truly
know me, know that my whole life’s goals and ambitions are to get
away from this God forsaken state. I would of course go out to
Maine {the only place I hate worse than New Hampshire} to pick up
my kids, and take them back to my house in NH to spend every other
weekend with them like a good daddy. The ex-wife had moved them
into Kennebec County Maine, where nobody works, so she could get
welfare like the rest of them, and simply collect the child
support. I figured 2 hour drive or 5 hour drive, it was finally
time to get on with my life in New York.

The phone call came in from my former
mother-in-law that my son had burned down the apartment complex
that they were living in, and {the mother of all evils’s} wasn’t
going to tell me … but … she {the mother of all evils’s mother that
is} wanted me to come get the kids from her, and preferably never
let her daughter have them back. I packed up the life I had so
desperately wanted and was finally living for the last year and
moved back to NH that very day. I took custody of my kids leaving
the greatest job I ever had, the most beautiful home I had ever
had, and of course the new bride I had behind. The bride did follow
of course, but at least I could dream that she stayed there
{grinning} and avoided the whole future lesbian thing. A year and a
half of nasty custody battles later, and I had my kids, and she had
an hour a week to see them. It started as every other weekend, and
she just kept getting worse and worse til the judges thought she
should see them less. One would think that everything was going
great, but in reality it was going pretty bad. In the reality of
everything I never wanted any of this. I was just doing what was
right for the kids, and I still know that it is the right
thing.

Back in Nooooooooo Hampshah, and I had a new job
dumping asphalt on fiberglass yippee! Far shade from building Naval
components like I had in NY, but I did what I could to support the
kids. To this day we are actually the poorest family in the richest
town in NH. When the fire department here has their toy drive, they
basically place all of the clothing and donation bins at the end of
our driveway. The best part of all of that was that we rarely had
to worry about such things as paying for school lunches etc, since
nobody really bothered to ask us if we needed it, it was always
just a given. Supporting 5 people on 600$ a week was pretty darn
hard when the ex-wife left, but I endured. Well I endured until I
got hurt at work anyway. I watched 600$ a week turn into 400$ a
week. I could hold on for quite a while because I didn’t have a
mortgage. The Minivan was paid off, and I had a whopping 100$ month
car payment on my Focus, and the bills were at least somewhat
manageable. Weeks turned into months, and I am staring down the
loaded revolver known to me as the gauntlet of birthdays. Credit
cards maxxed, bank account empty.

My oldest daughter {Lazius Boycrazius} has a lot
of friends, she has often commented on how her friends have
everything, and for the love of Christ they do. All filthy rich,
most of them spoiled rotten, many of them have butlers and
chauffeurs for the love of Pete. My son {Captain ADHD}, doesn’t
notice for all of his friend’s parents adore him and pick him up
for play dates in their mansions, and he is only going to be 7 here
pretty soon. The youngest {Imtoocutus} just thinks that she has
everything any soon to be 5 year old is ever going to need. It’s my
issue that I just want to die, because I can’t even get her a
decent birthday present after all right? The confusion that I have
been riddled with, and walking around hoping it would just
disappear, hasn’t worked as it never has anyway.

So this morning, I am trying to write this blog
entry, I have a suicide note in my IM from someone who has some
real honesty issues anyway. I am talking to my ex who is in love
with the guy about perhaps staying single long enough to learn how
to be happy. My actual girlfriend {and yes I am finally using those
words} is asleep and has far more to deal with than I hope to
anytime soon. More confusion going on as people are trying to find
out what is up with “The Mad Suicide Noter” and I am actually
sitting here crying, as I type this stupid blog that has become my
very existence. Yes I do cry at times, because I could care what
others think actually. Who am I left to talk to, God? God helps me
with what I need already, this is obviously something that God
wants me to work through, and has alleviated some of the pain.

It was initially a good thing that “Big Evil”
aka Lazius Boycrazius, has become somewhat human lately. She
thanked me the other day for being as good of a father as I was
capable of. It sort of sounded like this “Thanks for not leaving me
with Mom”, which was I think a slight hint that she has become self
aware that, since she is not my biological daughter, that she
didn’t have to be living here I guess, but it never crossed MY
mind. Some idiot probably told her something along those lines, and
as bad as the intentions probably were it did force us to talk
about it. We both cried (cuz that’s what we do) through a talk
about how, she was what her parents made her, and somehow, God
brought me along to possibly change some of that. She knows that
she is both the poorest and youngest student in the 8th grade here.
She initially moved out to NY with me, before I came back here to
take custody of the other two, which I am sorry that I forgot to
mention that. Biological or not I am her daddy after all. She
expressed gratitude for being in a situation where she can live
amongst the mansions instead of the trailers.

“Little Evil” aka Imtoocutus has a different way
of making me cry you see, it was her idea that her and I sit down
and make her birthday presents together like we do everyone else’s
Christmas presents. She seems to think that since I always tell her
that it makes them more special, that her Birthday presents should
be special too. In all reality she just wants to spend time with
her daddy, and if I don't get her a Barbie or something I'll still
regret it, but put a price tag on that anyway. I guess every once
in a great while you can teach the new dogs the old tricks. I’ll
just sit here until the crying wears off. ;8o)
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So it finally
happened the first actual family gathering that involved my kids,
myself, my immediate family (grandmother, aunt, her fiancé), my ex
wife, and her girlfriend. It was incredibly uneventful really. My
ex and I got along famously, like we had never even gotten
divorced, her present acted like she had been a member of the
family all along, and my family behaved. BORING!!!!! How dare all
of these people not give me good blog material! I swear I am going
to have to pray for all of those bastards. I mean do they not
understand how much everyone out there in blog land depends on
their surreal antics to keep them all laughing? Do they not
understand that perhaps if we had one of those old fashioned family
dinners, then everyone out there would have wonderful visions of
how their family life isn’t that bad? Oh you haven’t heard about
one of my old fashion family get-togethers? Well if the Yeager side
of my family is going to be a boring get-together then let me take
you to the other side of my family … Banjos please …

Now for all of you who were hoping for another
edition of “Things you learn from the Ex Wife’s Girlfriend” or
“Living with Evils’s”, just because it was looking like it could be
a barn burner, well it just wasn‘t. Let me in turn apologize for
the lack of show material and bore you with another volume of
“Deadly Sins Therapy”. Instead of just talking about the
Malice/Anger aspect of the deadly sins that my family brings upon
me {or should I say I brought upon them}, I will also talk about
the kindness I in turn had to use to counteract some, if not all of
my malice, after it was all said and done. Love em or not, they are
family, and sooner or later you always have to admit to being
related to some people. If you haven’t noticed, I don’t mind airing
my dirty laundry. Makes it pretty damn hard to dredge up my secrets
to throw in my face when all is said and done. This might be a
little boring to all of you who come from sick, alcoholic, and
co-dependent families like I have. Perhaps I will be able to make
it up to you in a later blog, but I have to go with what I have, as
Imtoocutus’s party was just bland.

So if I were to go back to the last Fink {yeah
that last name in and of itself could be a blog waiting to happen,
don’t bother telling me} family get together that I had attended
was back in 1988, for those of you who can’t do the math, it would
place us to about 8 months before I came to AA this last time, and
took it seriously, recovered from my hopeless state of mind and
body, and started my path toward recovery. With that said, this was
NOT one of the times I was actually in recovery, although, I had
been not drunk, and a member of AA for about 17 months at this
time, before my inevitable relapse, because that is what sick
people do, when they have untreated alcoholism, but I digress. You
see in my family, especially the potato picking part of my family,
the tree kinda doesn’t branch out much. I often joke that my father
was the black sheep for marrying outside the family, and I was
worse than that for having actual non Maine DNA in me. Our family
get-togethers were nothing more than an opportunity to get drunk,
and cause enough emotional pain to hold us off till the next one,
especially Thanksgiving. As we often liked to call it Thanks
getting, and get out a-hole.

I have joked very often because I was the ONLY
sober {for lack of a better word} person to show up to one of these
things in about 6 generations. This of course didn’t add to the
fuzzy feelings that all of these inbred losers had for me to begin
with, but it did put me in pretty good shape for what was to always
come at Thanksgiving. It’s pretty simple really, we would sooner or
later break off into pairs of two, and start duking it out {ya know
like most normal families do} in a sort of sick and twisted
“Celebrity Boxing Tournament” each of us moving up the chain based
on victory until the two remaining sicko’s would “take it to the
lake” to see who would be that year’s winner. The winner was always
proclaimed by my Grandmother coming out of the back door and waving
a butcher knife yelling …. Yeah you probably guessed it already ….
“THANKS FOR RUINING THANKSGIVING!!!!!” This entitled you to the
greatest prize a family like mine could ever give you … The
wonderful knowledge that you never have to come back.



I was a pretty lean 5’8” 125 lb ball of nothing,
but I had speed, and a killer set of family resentments that I
learned about in rehab at this time, so I was ready for all comers.
When the initial fight broke out, I started off with my cousin
Bryan {This was the one who later on in life was immortalized on
America’s Dumbest Criminals, when he and a bunch of friends broke
into an audio/video store in Georgia, and like most idiots grabbed
the video camera first, recorded all of their mayhem, making sure
that they each held the camera for a bit, so that they ALL could be
in the video, and then sold the camera to a pawn store with the
tape still in it … yeah we all saw it … damn genetics}, and he was
an easy one. Little creep never could hold his liquor, and got
blinded by his own vomit. My grandfather was next, and he wasn’t
going to be easy, even if he was riddled with colon cancer, the
former outlaw bikers do fight really dirty yanno. Fortunately for
me his own knees beat him, so I was off to fight for the grand
prize … off to the lake we go.


Now mind you, my Uncle is a tuff son of a bitch,
he retired from the Marines a Major, and his specialty was
officially killing things. The worst was definitely ahead of me,
and despite my violent temper, this was not to be a very good test
of my incredible dry drunk mentality. For the record, that was the
last day my uncle ever drank, since he found AA meetings while he
was in the hospital first with broken ribs, and then with
withdrawals. He has been sober roughly 7 and a half months longer
than I have been. When my grandmother sounded the final bell with
her rousing rendition of, “THANKS FOR RUINING THANKSGIVING!!!!!” I
had just about drowned him, and I was using some wonderful language
about his mother, and how he had that coming for a very long time.
It pretty much took every, still standing male in the family to
pull me off of him, since the usual butcher knife approach had
gotten old, and had lost it’s teeth. Besides, I was at the very
least the closest thing to sober that had ever been to this farce
before, so I actually knew she would never use it. Congratulations
Master Fink, you have finally accomplished what your father took
another year to do, but had always been trying so hard to do ….
Total banishment to the Maine Potato Unions answer to the
Hatfield’s, and even if you marry your own cousin, you will never
have another Thanksgiving in old Maine again. Little did I know
that a lot of these people never would again?

The updates to this little fiasco are quite
humorous as well. My cousin finally went to jail, not for the whole
Americas Dumbest Criminals caper, but for failure to pay child
support. 7 kids … 5 mothers … 4 states … what a loser! My
grandfather unfortunately died in October the next year, he didn’t
have to face another one of those God forsaken events, but the
first thing I did sober (this time around) was I kidnapped him from
the VA Hospital in Manchester, where they thought he was going to
spend the rest of his life (ha … I showed them) and rode his ass
out to Sturgis {on a Suzuki Intruder ha ha ha ha ha} where he swore
he had the greatest week of his life, and my grandmother never
forgave me for that (and unfortunately, as she lives in my duplex
in Florida, with my father on the other side, she couldn‘t remember
either, her senility disowned me many years ago too), but despite
how much my father hated his father, and my irresponsibility, he
told me afterwards that I made him proud for doing what was right
by his dad. My uncle, well this as I alluded to was the funniest
part of all, every Thanksgiving he calls me to thank me for showing
him the way to Bill, as he always says it, which is why I truly
believe in a good ass kicking getting you sober sometimes. :8o)
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Oh a wonderful
day at the amusement park, with three wild animals that I had to
take, or else I would have been an awful parent. The company
sponsored this little shindig, and I thought that it would be sheer
hell due to the fact that I couldn’t just pick one of the kids up
when they got out of hand and throw them over my shoulder. You see
as a work function, the people who would love nothing more than to
catch me breaking my lifting restrictions happened to be all around
me, at the moment. I originally asked if I could bring a friend
with me to carry Captain ADHD around by his hair if he decided that
he was going to climb up the roller coaster and the answer was no,
but I still figured, free amusement park, free food, no kids would
equal bad daddy for sure. This all was the least of my problems,
and I really should have assessed the situation far better before I
decided to throw on my cape and boots and do a Superdaddyman
special guest appearance, especially in front of all of the people
I work with.

The most notable change between this year and
last year is that Captain ADHD is now exactly 49 inches tall, so
this qualifies him for all of the big people rides. Imtoocutus
unfortunately is only a peanut, at 40 so she and I got to sit down
a lot while Captain ADHD, and Lazius Boycrazius would assault new
things like the roller coaster … well um … Captain ADHD was too
scared for that actually, so they went off to the flying bobs,
which was right up his alley. Unfortunately, that was probably the
ride that Lazius Boycrazius, ended up losing Greektradgedius
Inyiddish’s Cell Phone which Superdaddyman thought would be good
for her to have so that we could …. Well get the hell away from
each other, and still be able to stay in touch. Did I mention that
this was the first ride, and she already lost a 150$ cell phone? I
of course thought I was going to cry my brains out, because
Greektradgedius Inyiddish was going to pout, and whine, and fall to
the floor kicking into the worst rendition of the 2 year old drop
ever known to this earth, when she found out that her cell phone
was gone. For those of you who don’t know who Greektradgedius
Inyiddish is … shame on you … read my damn blog more often.

Now a 76 year old woman, who had actually stolen
that phone from me in the first place, and was still living off of
my 30 or so dollars of prepaid airtime, you would probably think
would probably accept these things, perfectly reasonably. Well this
is what makes you reality disaffiliated and not me. You see I
understand the reverse maturity process because I live it every
day. The moment she had co-opted that phone from me it became a
part of a reality that an old lady could only understand as MINE
MINE MINE, and yes it really does resemble that of a totally
irrational 3 year old. I may own this house, for example, but
everything I bring into it, or already have had on the property,
before during or after her tentative stay here at the Casa De
Evils’s is now officially hers, and yes she does whine a little
when she says it. Kind of reminds me of Yoda, when he stole the
flashlight from Luke in The Empire Strikes Back. So I now had to
deal with three little evils’s all day knowing that I had to come
home to face a really big evil, who is going to pile 8 gazillion
pounds of guilt on me. Ok feels like a Saturday.

I really never had the opportunity to notice how
calm Captain ADHD can be when he is actually under the influence of
his Adderol either. He was rather easy to deal with for a good
chunk of the day. Imtoocutus on the other hand was none to happy
about being excluded from the cool rides, and was going to make
that known. She nagged to go on every single big people ride till
we found one that would take her if she was with Superdaddyman,
defender of the poor innocent little evils’s, so we had to go on
it. You see the problem here is that I didn’t really research this
one to well. It was a new ride called “The Boston Tea Party” and I
was thinking, well how Patriotic, had cute little pictures of
revolutionary war stuff, and a very short line that was moving very
fast. We were all excited, and just gingerly walked through the
roundabouts till we got into the …. Um … boat I guess you would
call it. The ride went up a very steep climb, and then took a long
winding turn until you were at the very top of a super large drop.
At the bottom was an awful lot of water, and when we hit it, the
water flew up about 50 feet in the air and totally covered us, and
all of the people on the bridge leaving the ride. I was soaked to
the bone, and as we passed under the bridge a steady waterfall on
each side, simply coated what little dry parts you have left. This
was at 1pm, and I was drenched with much more fun ahead of me.

Now as the day was wearing on, we were inundated
with cheesy NH style amusement park talent, like the Britney
Spears, and Elvis look a likes. Now mind you, a fat Hispanic woman
who looks about 35, wearing fishnet thigh highs and a bustier
doesn’t really pass as a good Britney Spears clone, to begin with,
but telling me to accept the black man playing Elvis was probably
pushing it too. The classic Szarahism to come out of all of that
was when she looked at me and said “Britney Spears is a much
different type of ho daddy”, and that one really ranked up there
with the comment she made after Janet Jackson’ wardrobe malfunction
at the Super Bowl {I was humiliated because my daughter (at the
time 11) was sitting next to me, and she simply looked around at
everyone there and said “I told you Janet Jackson was so last
decade that she would do anything to be noticed again”} which is
one of the advantages of having her around sometimes. Captain ADHD
was starting to get over his meds and Imtoocutus was obviously
suffering from “lack of nap syndrome” to boot, but Lazius
Boycrazius, wasn’t too happy with not having someone to go on her
rides with her.

I finally put the word out that they each got to
pick one more ride, because at this time we had been here for over
6 hours, and I had had enough of all of the codependent women in
this joint by now. I will never understand how a sick woman can
look at an inept man with 3 kids, who is borderline making a fool
out of himself in public, and being passive aggressive just to get
by, has to stare at him all dreamy like. I mean, I realize that it
is the goal of most women to be a savior to someone, until they get
bored with them, but come on, I truly am the most pitiful looking
thing ever when I am out in public with my kids. Show some self
respect ladies. The second to last ride we went on had a huge line,
and the whole time, the railings had become a more intriguing part
of the ride than the ride. I had no way in hell of keeping any of
these three under control, and it really did look like a 3 stooges
marathon, with little hope. 1 Kicks, 2 Cry, 1 Whines … it was
becoming unbearable, and everywhere I looked staring. Not that
typical staring I get when I am without kids … the “Man is that man
a Crack Head or what?” it was definitely the stereotypical, “Oh my
God, they could ruin my whole life while I try to fix them ….
GOODIE” stare that really gives me the creeps.






So after all of our fun had withered away, I
dragged my incredibly grateful children, kicking and screaming from
the park, as they shouted such wonderfully loving, joyful things
like, “You hate us!” and “You never want us to have any fun!!”, and
“Can you get me a Cell Phone so I don’t have to borrow and lose
other peoples?”, and we crawled into the Yiddle bus to drive away
to that happy place we call hole sweet hell, or the Casa Di Evils’s
;8o)

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume
7

So now the
Terrorist Organization Know as the Evils’s aka. TOKE {for short and
also for what they make me want to do everyday} have finally
released the bio agent that brought Superdaddyman to his knees.
Many days of agonizing fevers, coughing, water eyes, sore throats,
and restless sleeping, have complicated just about everything that
I hold dear. I haven’t been able to hang out in the chat rooms
because the text scrolling about has made me dizzy. Talking on the
phone has been out of the question because everyone’s voices have
been like jackhammers on my poor pounding head, and I can’t talk
very good. My blogs have been THE ONLY thing keeping me going these
last few days. Not just mine but everyone else’s of course.

Three events, are what base this edition of
Livin’ With Evils’s, one of which has already been covered a few
days ago, to a point, as TOKE tried to infiltrate their own brand
of havoc on an unsuspecting amusement park, during one of the
busiest weekends of Nooooo Hampshah’s tourist season, but
unfortunately there was some after math that preceded that even
that must be covered here today. I must of course take you back a
week to truly understand the nature of my ulcer. It was the morning
that my girlfriend was here, so I have to be reasonably honest
about it since there is another witness to the whole thing, but
Greektradgedius Inyiddish, came to us rather concerned about Lazius
Boycrazius’s Brassiere situation as it was becoming apparent that
Superdaddyman’s solution to just give her money, and allowing her
to deal with the embarrassing (especially if Superdaddyman is
involved) chore of buying bra’s for a 12 year old girl.

The total failure in all of this, as
unfortunately happens when you have a teen or nearly teenage
daughter without a mother, is that she had to rely on her friends
to help her buy bra’s, and lets just say “Not all women are created
equal”, as she did what most pre teen girls would do, and bought
the cute little training bra’s {yanno the ones with the pretty
little bow in the front, even though NOBODY BETTER EVER SEE IT!!!}
like her friends do. The fact of the matter is this, as my poor
daughter will be having back problems in the future to put it very
mildly, and it took my Grandmother (Greektradgedius Inyiddish) and
my Aunt (Reality Dysfixiation) to not only point this out to me,
but to try and assist in rectifying this situation. They spent the
day at the mall to only discover that my 12 year old is a 36D and
this new bit of information is going to make Superdaddyman’s other
job as Virginity Defender, all that much more difficult, in the
future. At least that is how it really translated to a man like me,
and it is all about me after all isn’t it?

Let us now go forward a week to “Operation Havoc
at Canobie” where I took the evils’s to the amusement park, with a
hundred of my co-workers, most of which I had never noticed, and
wasn’t exactly looking for either, as I had my hands full enough
realistically. Well apparently a lot of them noticed me from a
distance, and I had really become the talk of work that Monday as
we all returned. It wasn’t until later in the day that one of my
co-workers confronted me with the data that they had all collected
throughout the day that I was about to have one of those Single
Daddy with Daughter Conniption Fits that I wish on EVERYONE!!!

“Hey sorry I didn’t get to say hi, I saw your
two kids, which were pretty cute, but your girlfriend was pretty
hot dude.” was all he said, as I felt all of the shivering ickies
filling my whole body. I knew instantly what he meant. Was I first
going to excoriate him for looking at my daughter that way, or
chastise him for not remembering that I have three kids to begin
with? I very calmly looked at him, and said verbatim “I think that
all three of my kids are pretty cute, and I don’t like the word
‘HOT’ used about any of them,” and the word of my reaction spread
throughout the factory.

I was pretty sick, 102 degree fever, the most
humid day I ever remember, and if that wasn’t enough having
everyone at work come up and tell me that I am going to have a hard
time keeping control of my “HOT” daughter made it all that much
worse. By the end of the day, I had resigned myself to saying
“EeeUwwwwww“ or “She’s 12 you perverts,” and trying to leave it at
that. I am probably going to have to start wearing my ominous
muscle shirts and scowl to work now that I used to have to save for
all of my chaperoning duties at the school dances. This is not a
very good idea as we are supposed to have long sleeves to work with
asphalt, but its part of the job being a Single Father with
daughters isn’t it?

I am sitting at home today {Tuesday} since I try
to write my blogs a day in advance, just in case I get really busy
with my duties of keeping TOKE in line, and talking with my friends
online. I called in sick today, so that perhaps this awful fever
can break, but as I sit here typing this I have a little grin on my
face, knowing that all that interpersonal communication with all of
my coworkers yesterday has probably accomplished one great thing!
The Bio Organism that the Terrorist Organization Known as the
Evils’s has probably had time to infest every single one of those
A-holes and I will probably go back to an empty factory tomorrow.
;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on Captain ADHD
– Volume 1

Darius Franklin - named after the king of Persia
during the bible years and his lovable father’s middle name ...
Code Name "Captain ADHD" aka “Middle Evil” ... phylum "Ididntdooit"
- greatest contributions to the world thus far - Has eliminated any
threats to the household that may enter through the back yard, by
capturing any and all intruders {usually frogs, some salamanders,
various insects, and a particularly slow moving chipmunk} and
storing them in numerous forms of prisons, usually without air
holes - Future great moments should include … The rolling news
footage of him holding the entire Earth hostage with some sort of
giant magnifying glass, for a ransom that will include 1
Meeeelllliiiiooooooonnnn Dollars, only to be thwarted by
Superdaddyman at the last minute, because of some comical mishap
that will probably be during his long drawn out explanation of his
ingenious plot.

It’s only the third day of school, was the
thought going through Superdaddyman’s head as the special red phone
that links directly to the school guidance councilors office, was
pressed firmly to his ear. The Superdaddyman signal was brightly
lit in the sky, signaling great peril in the town of Megalopolis
where the only thing that protects the innocents from Captain ADHD,
and his evil plans to rule the world, is the sleepless dedication
of Superdaddyman. This was a real emergency though, so we are
taking you live to the scene. Superdaddyman immediately puts all of
his almost important things, like FOBW door greeter, and PM
guidance councilor duties on hold, so that he can field the
important alert. Captain ADHD is up to great evil, so the cape and
tights must be appropriately taken from the laundry and donned once
more.

“You called to tell me that Darius is doing
what?” Superdaddyman asked groggily trying to assess the situation
to the best of his ability. The infuriating part of not going
anywhere in life is that you tend to be trapped on a sick cycle
carousel with all the other people who have no worldly expectations
either, and unfortunately Captain ADHD’s guidance councilor is one
of these, people who just so happened to be one of Superdaddyman’s
classmates in school, so he has an annoying habit of personalizing
all of the relative Captain ADHD information. “Well you see Darius
is just like you were when you were that age, apparently he is a
little too advanced for his classes, and it is getting to be a
little out of hand this year,” the guidance councilor stated on the
other end of the Superdaddyman hotline. “I mean, he is in a class
full of kids trying to learn how to add and subtract, and
apparently he knows how to multiply and divide, so the lessons
appear to be a little boring to him”

The shock and dismay that is going through
Superdaddyman’s head as the concept of Captain ADHD’s advanced
mental capacity, is going to be a weekly discussion for another
year, is starting to set off the voices again. While we are on that
subject, why do all the angry voices, always talk louder than the
happy voices? “Kill Kill Kill“, and “You know they are out to get
you!” always seem to be so much louder than the voices saying “Love
them” and “Do something nice” but I guess that is a different blog
offering, so I will get back on point. “The teacher seemed to think
that it was a brilliant idea to let Darius teach the class, while
he was standing on his head in the back of the room?” Superdaddyman
man deduced after much speculation about his personal parenting
habits was weeded through and dismissed offhand {of course} “I
mean, all the times that you call me on the phone to tell me that
he is a control freak, with the attention span of a horny cat,
hasn’t somehow made it into a file that gets handed down from
teacher to teacher?” Superdaddyman belted out with his overwhelming
powers of Passivogressiveness!

“Well the teacher didn’t realize that a 6 year
old would go up to the board and state that ‘addition and
subtraction are for babies’ and start attempting to teach the other
children ‘Base Ten’ calculus, and especially ….” and I had to cut
him off at this point to interject, “ And how long did it take the
teacher to realize that he was going to do this like say … I dunno
… A child with ADHD that happens to be a genius … as you spent all
of the last 2 years explaining to me … weekly??” which was met with
the silence that I so richly desired.

It was quite one thing to explain to me how
Captain ADHD was disruptive in way or another, but to call and talk
to me about one of the teachers poor decisions {that also
apparently went way to far if he had gotten all the way to base
ten, from simple arithmetic by the way}, but it was quite another
to question why I have taught my son to do complicated math, when
it is one of the few things that keeps him occupied on THIS END of
his day to day. Unlike the people at school, I have to deal with
the evil genius that comes home after the Adderol wears off! I made
the analogy that perhaps Captain ADHD does get bored easily at
school because he usually grasps the concept of things pretty
quickly, but the good news is that he seems to take forever on the
simple things like, “stop taking apart the furniture“, or “please
stop dumping things in the toilet” to make up for it.

Superdaddyman is not particularly thrilled with
the schools new concept of having a “play area” set up in the back
of the classroom now so that Captain ADHD can simply go back there
and entertain himself while the rest of the class is catching up to
his levels of abilities. Ok well partly because it doesn’t help him
get past his know it all attitude, and partly because I am jealous
that I didn’t have one when I was in second grade, but mostly
because it will start to create that isolation state that helped to
get his daddy rather messed up. In the end though, it’s a good
thing that Captain ADHD has his father {the artist known as
Superdaddyman} to at the very least try to assist in his education,
and hopefully keep him from going toward the road of total world
domination. ;8o)

{Stay Tuned for tomorrows blog where I try to
explain Captain ADHD’s newest side kick Imtoocutus’s transformation
into budding super villain, and the things that are starting to
scare me about the power struggle for “head of all household
evil“}

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil
Imtoocutus – Volume 1

Sabrina
Lynn - named after the teenage witch on television, and the middle
name of the witch who gave birth to her ... Code Name "Little Evil"
aka “The Evil Binostopholese“ ... phylum "Imtoocutus" - greatest
contributions to the world thus far - Has often been known to put
on the charm to get Superdaddyman dates, and if the need be … out
of them as well - Future great moments should include - The death
and ruination of Captain ADHD should Superdaddyman fail in his
obligations, followed by the headlines “Girl Wonder takes Down The
Lex Luthor of Our Time!”.

So my newest problem is that I have another
future super villain living under the same roof as me. Imtoocutus
has been starting to show signs that she has the brain of Captain
ADHD with the total cunning of Lazius Boycrazius and worse yet the
manipulative skills of Greektradgedius Inyiddish to boot. She is
truly starting to come into her own, as more often than not Captain
ADHD is yelling to me about how Imtoocutus did something to hurt
him now. She also started Kindergarten this week, and just so
happens to have Captain ADHD’s old teacher. This woman I had
promised Imtoocutus would make up for Captain ADHD, and I think
that she is going to make me look foolish already. I just hope she
can make it through an entire class without doing a headstand in
the middle of the room.

This all started when I brought Imtoocutus to
the doctor’s office so that she could get her last 3 boosters to
get into Kindergarten. She is always ready to put on a show, no
matter where we go and this was definitely no different. The
attractive young nurse came in to take all of Binostopholese’s
vitals, and at the same time give her all of the lectures about
diet and nutrition. Bina is a ham and will do anything for
attention, mind you that any woman under the age of 499 just falls
in love with her instantly. This of course is phase one of her
diabolical plot known as “Operation Get Daddy” since it makes it
IMPOSSIBLE to convince anyone that she is the spawn of Satan, and
should be touched only with fire retardant safety equipment. The
nurse told her about vegetables, and said “You can tell Mommy and
Daddy about it later” which is probably the standard line, but the
nurse was totally thrown off pace when Imtoocutus looked at her
with the saddest puppy dog eyes, and said “I don’t have a mommy,
but daddy always makes me eat my vegetables.”

Oh yea, I (being the greatest observer of human
behavior in the history of mankind) noticed everything that
happened after that. The nurse put her hand on my knee and looked
me straight in the eye, as she said “I am so sorry to hear that,
you must be a wonderful man for taking care of three children by
yourself”, and then proceeded to do absolutely everything with her
left hand from that point on to make DAMN sure that Superdaddyman,
could not avoid the lack of ring that she sported. Hell I noticed
it so much that I can tell you that there wasn’t a single marking
from a ring ever having been there. Little Evil, was just grinning
away from that point on, and aside from the fact that I wondered
almost to the point of asking out loud, why an obviously
intelligent woman would become so available to a man who obviously
picks women who can’t even take care of kids, much less turned into
a wino, the fact that Imtoocutus knew all to well what she was
doing, didn‘t escape me either. I am on to her damnit. She even
told the story herself at the dinner table later to her brother and
sister. She went as far as to say the nurse was going to be her new
mommy. I sat there with my head in my hands embarrassed …. By the
story telling abilities of a 5 year old mind you!

The second thing she did {which was the most
amazing thing I have ever seen one of my kids do, and trust me this
is coming from the father of Captain ADHD for Christ’s Sake} is
that she took her nose with her fingers and pushed it to the side
for the doctor, and we heard a very loud crack. I mean it sounded
like bones breaking, and the doctor and I both jumped, really
concerned about what we just saw. She did it again in the other
direction, and the doctor then said “So you can crack your jaw, I
see” and then Little Evils showed how with the slightest movement
she can make the loudest crack I ever heard with her jaw. How she
figured that out, and how she figured out how to make people think
it was her nose absolutely fascinated me. The doctor apparently
figured it out because he has seen it before, but that was
definitely Captain ADHDish and a little scary.

She took her shots like a big girl, and I took
her out for ice cream afterwards (ice cream, like Popsicles cures
everything) and she made sure that she saved just enough to get
home to eat in front of the other two. A child after my own heart
actually. The first thing that she said, when Lazius Boycrazius
gave her a hard time about her shots was “The doctor said you are
getting one next week,” which Big Evil tried to dismiss at first as
a Binatale (fairy tale with less creativity). I had to make her day
by saying, “Yeah the doctor did say to her that the next one she
was going to get would be, at the beginning of Eighth Grade,” which
immediately made Lazius Boycrazius’s face drop and turn green, but
the best part about it was Binostopholese sitting at the table with
the last bit of her ice cream singing “Zara going to Eighth Grade,
Zara getting a Shot Oh Yea” … I better think up her new Super
Villain code name fast, because she is starting to pick up some
serious steam. ;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil
Mommystopholese – Volume 1

My
intrigue of self has grown immeasurably over the last couple of
months, as I am now given free leisure, to blather on and on about
my favoritest topic in the whole word …. ME! The overwhelming
support that I get to continue writing is … well … quite amazing
actually. The last thing on Earth that any of the family God so
humorously placed in my life at conception, would ever want me to
do, is share my thoughts and feelings with anyone. The “No Speak”
rule, as it was so aptly titled by a friend of mine, is such a
powerful force in my family that I often forget that what I am
doing isn’t a bad thing. Despite the fact that it isn’t bad, I
continue to do it anyway, in the hopes that I can finally document
the saga of Superdaddyman in a HUGE E-book someday. I of course
would put pretty little pictures in it to attract attention, and
maybe some candid “in-depth” interviews with some of the cast of
cartoon characters that enter in and out of the drama. A few
testimonials, by the people who are so amazingly riddled with
co-dependency that they think my ramblings might even be considered
charming.

The reality of all of it is that I have a
serious problem with simply emoting all of my feelings in a blast
of incomprehensible banter, like so many other bloggers out there
do. I am not the greatest of story tellers at all, as a matter of
fact. I shield almost every bit of what comes out of my head with
raging amounts of passive aggressiveness, which also was the only
way to circumvent the “No Speak” rule in my family.

Let’s start dissecting the pathetic roots from
which I come, with the easy ones. My mother is such a phony baloney
that she has been running away from herself to the point that I am
just waiting for her to show up here, demanding a room in the Casa
Di Evils’s. Her horrible need to be the Diva of everything she
encounters is only surpassed by her amazing fear of success. Does
it sound weird? Well welcome to what I deal with. Since this woman
started out as a mother with growing by leaps and bounds art
gallery, that featured many now famous artists, and her own artwork
that was becoming appreciated itself, the saga goes like this. She
quit that {and being a mother for that matter}, ran off to New York
to become an actress. When she was finally getting the Broadway
gigs, and her name in the trade papers she did what will become the
trend here, and quit, to become a television star. Her television
appearances, and Soap Opera notoriety, had just about gotten her to
the brink when … you guessed it … she quit. Her new love of being a
playwright was on the horizon, and she was finally getting
prominent Off Broadway stuff out there when … surprise surprise …
she quit. Mystery writer … big contract … she quit. Comedy writer …
well actually she failed miserably at that one … the new trend is
beginning. I am having to deal with listening to her complain about
her Manhattan Bistro, which was her last wonderful idea. This one
cost her about a hundred thousand dollars {35,000 of which was MINE
that Greektradgedius Inyiddish gave her on my behalf, and WITHOUT
my permission} , and is just evaporating at the end of September.
It was a place where people could come in, hang out, and talk about
… well my semi-famous mother. She now sits in her mid 50’s once
again, totally broke, and pretending to be famous.

I have gotten over the fact a very long time ago
that my mother doesn’t actually love me. As her son, I was at best
a “held hostage” audience for many of the incredibly stupid things
this woman has done. I watched her marry several men, all of whom
she based by their varying degrees of status. I have watched her
totally thumb her nose up at everyone and everything that has to do
with any of the rest of us in the family, or totally look down upon
any decision I have made in my life, based on the criterion of men
she has had sex with. As I have told a few people, there is nothing
worse than knowing a semi-famous failure, the name dropping, and
constant reminding of all of the important things that they have
done is, just mind numbing, to be polite. The knowing that, they
steal from everyone, and enjoy life while you are struggling to do
the right things is definitely infuriating. The fact that I sit
here knowing that someday this woman will be knocking at my door
wanting shelter from the horrible decisions that she has made,
while being an infantile burden to society is scary, but it is what
I in the end will do. I am better than that and for no other reason
than, without her I would not be alive today. The question I still
ask myself, everyday that her ruination gets closer {and yes I try
not to project, but reality is reality} … Will I be strong enough
to not be abusive to the pathetic old lady that becomes my burden,
when I am forced to take care of her someday? Don’t think it is a
simple question of whether I am a good person or not … you are what
your parents make you … it isn’t that easy to change it … but I try
;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius
Boycrazius – Volume 1

Szarah
Jacqueline - named by a 15 year old who desperately wanted her new
toy to be cool, a Z was placed behind the S to create a feeling of
uniqueness {Later on it was discovered that in Turkish Szarah means
“princess” so that is what I tell her} ... Code Name "Big Evil" aka
“The Master Planner“ ... phylum "Lazius Boycrazius" - greatest
contributions to the world thus far - Has tested Superdaddyman’s
serenity with such wonderful contributions as menstruation
discussion, and often maxi pad disposal issues - Future great
moments should include - This will be the person to create the
situation, that will probably end up in the death of Captain ADHD
at the hands of Imtoocutus “Mystery woman on the scene was spotted
giving Imtoocutus noogies, and Captain ADHD has fallen!”.

The complications that arise with Big Evil often
have more to do with what I haven’t witnessed as opposed to what I
have. Unfortunately this poor little lady {strange to say that as
she is a D-Cup at just about turning 13} had a good 5 years with 19
different daddy’s before I came along and bought the cow, that gave
her birth. It was on her 6th birthday that just so happened to come
right after the birth of her brother, that I gave her a card that
said this “As I had told everyone that I didn’t care whether I had
a boy or girl, I just wanted ‘healthy’ … I want you to know, and it
is our little secret, that I was lying to everyone the whole time.
I secretly wanted a boy, because as I was concerned, I already have
a beautiful daughter”, and that pretty much sums up our
relationship. Now mind you, this small piece of honesty that I
share with you, is only meant for educational purposes, and can not
be used as evidence on whether I really like Lazius Boycrazius or
not.

The poor girl really didn’t stand a chance until
I came along and adopted her, and through an amazing twist of fate,
became her total guardian along with the other two children,
because the courts decided {and I agree with them} that I am a far
better parent then the people who actually sired her. This does not
mean that we have had a wonderfully joyful time, that looks like
Disney characters skipping through flowery meadows all the time. On
the contrary, I am her father, and neither of us have really ever
given it half a though otherwise, so we have a lot of those “But
you don’t understand what it is like to be a teenage girl” {before
I say any more let me remember to look up at God and thank him for
not giving me all of that being a teenage girl confusion to add to
all of my other problems}, and all of the utterly humiliating
things that happen to a single father with a teenage girl. Read
through my past entries for some real doozies, but I will explain
another really good one right now.

Her friend Chelsea … now all parents with
daughters have a friend like Chelsea, which tries to help your
daughter fulfill her true calling as a master manipulator. I am
amazed that Big Evil doesn’t call her Sensei, My Master, or
Professor, because of all of the wonderful manipulation techniques
that she is trying to “try out” on her own mother {also single, and
a little less confused about being a teenage girl, but still
confused} I have formed many dialogues with her mother over the
last year, as we both decided that if we talk and get the stories
straight ahead of time that it just saves us the cost of
Pepto-Bismol.

Chelsea’s latest scheme was that they needed to
get to a high school football game. Don’t all 8th grade girls need
to go and hang out with boys who are anywhere from 15 to 18 years
of age? I mean … well … I was a 15 to 18 year old boy, and what is
often said about us is TOTALLY TRUE, so I had to put the kibosh on
that whole idea from the start. Wonderful Chelsea would keep
calling back every 10 or so minutes with the name of another feeble
minded adult (I say feeble minded, because if you are going to get
away with stuff, and you are a 7th degree black belt in
manipulation, you are not coming up with the brilliant ones off
hand) that she could think of to be their “escorts”. I finally had
to tell Big Evil to put Chelsea’s mom on the phone because it was
time to end all of this, which Chelsea, wasn’t to happy about, and
also wasn’t about to do it either. The little light bulb came on
above Superdaddyman’s head which could mean only one thing. Her mom
doesn’t want her going either or worse yet, she had somehow
convinced her mother that I was the chaperone. Little did she know,
thanks to the wonders of Nextel, her mother and I use the same line
that alerts Superdaddyman that Captain ADHD is plotting the
ruination of another small government. All that was lacking was her
{Chelsea} stopping in her tracks and saying “Curses! I would have
gotten away with it too, if it wasn’t for those meddling kids!!!!”
and Superdaddyman has foiled yet another plot to commit evil on
unsuspecting society.

Big Evil for all of her faults has a really big
heart. Her role in “Operation Get Daddy” is a lot simpler than most
of the really evil ones out there. If she had her way, she would
have me married off again (and trust me she tries, with everyone
from her camp councilors, to even school teachers), and I can’t
blame her for that. Fortunately she has been blessed to comprehend
a lot of my moral compass issues, and she really wants a family,
like any other child would. I’m pretty sure that in her own way,
she wants Superdaddyman to be happy as well, but no matter who I am
dating, It stays a secret, because I desperately want “Adult
Issues” to remain amongst the adults, and my children to have the
opportunity to be children.

Because of the children, I have learned to avoid
two kinds of women (unfortunately I fail at times too) the ones who
hate children {BTW - when you fix someone up on a blind date … make
sure that the first hour of conversation isn’t dedicated to how
much they hate kids … that’s MY JOB damnit!!} … and ones who
absolutely demand to be part of their lives ASAP … for the record …
the second IS always far worse than the first. ;8o)

Oh the Wonderful Past Wreckage –
Volume 1

Sometimes the
good things you do, come back to haunt you. I have always
understood this phrase “No good deed goes unpunished” but I still
do the next right thing anyway. About 6 years ago, my aunt was
going through a rather messy divorce with her ego-maniacal,
millionaire, wife beating, adultering, football hating, useless,
scumbag of a husband, and although I wasn’t allowed to kill him, I
had to sit and listen to all of the complaining about how she
missed him. In true co-dependant fashion, I applied a band-aid to
the boo-boo the only way I could think of, and that was to
introduce her to the uncle of my wife (at the time … for those
keeping track it was “The Mother of all Evils’s” and not the
lesbian) who I thought would be perfect for her. They hit it off
famously, and moved in together within a month, because I am not
the only love addict without the ability to be alone in the family.
She unfortunately was stricken with the “Oh my God I’m alones” too.
This was great as far as I was concerned because although he wasn’t
anything like her ex-husband he was after all … well … nothing like
her ex-husband.

My mother was absolutely furious! She did
nothing but a trash and burn campaign towards him for many years,
until we threw her out of Nooooo Hampshah to go back to New York
City, where people like her belong, you see. Now I am not bashing
New York City in the least. I love New York, but let’s face it, if
you are a fame starved elitist snob, then Rye; Nooooo Hampshah
probably isn’t going to make you very happy. Now back to why she
was pissed. You see, she was putting together a slew of
ego-maniacal, millionaire, wife beating, adultering, football
hating, useless, scumbags, to be the next one to date my aunt, and
I totally ruined that, by introducing her to a poor, goofy, kind,
faithful, football loving, piece of white trash, just like me, who
will be perfectly happy spending the rest of his life doing
whatever she wants to do. She wants to go to the movies … he’s
happy with that. She wants to go out yard sale hunting … great
he’ll go start the car. My mother would trash him CONSTANTLY, while
still nagging my aunt about needing to find a man of “her” stature.
Hell it worked for my mother the last 3 husbands, so why would my
aunt want to stray from the company model huh?

My aunt finally got it though, and a lot of
women out there {like my mother} could stand to just be happy, and
secure in that, if not everything else. It has been 6 wonderfully
poor, happy, faithful, totally entrenched in romance years for
them, and I never even thought of what is happening now. You see, I
was very happy to get rid of my former in-laws, and I actually
think he was too, since he became a black sheep in that family and
gave up the whole dysfunctional lot, to take on his role as my kids
surrogate grandfather as his … ok … I’ll just say it …. “Fiancé” …
has taken on the role of grandmother. Oh God the shivers that go
down my spine thinking about actually being related to the inbred
lot of them, by marriage once again. I know you are thinking, “Oh
now who is the elitist snob now?”, but I have an excuse that is
actually rather true in nature … I actually lived that nightmare
already!!

So … the Hatfield’s and the McCoy’s sat down to
create some sort of a peace treaty, which would accommodate, all
the parties involved. The wedding will be at my ex-mother-in-law’s
house {oh God kill me now!!!}, because they have the biggest
property. I can picture it now, here comes the bride, played on 3
banjos. Perhaps a wonderful rendition of Cannon in D Major plated
on a big ol’ jug with someone blowing in it? The only two things
that makes me smile about that is that I do love my
ex-mother-in-law {her husband on the other hand … ack}, as I do her
brother who I will now be calling uncle, and my mother will have to
go to a wedding with chickens running around everywhere. You bet
your ass I am going to have a camera! It did make sense though
seeing as he has about 450 relatives that will be showing up {if
you ever wondered why Maine has a second representative, it’s
because of his family} and there will be roughly 7 of mine, if you
include the bride. My mother wasn’t the only one to escape from
Nooooo Hampshah by the way, and I am pretty sure that the rest of
the family will continue to pretend we don’t exist.

My aunt alerted me that there will probably be
NO alcohol allowed at the wedding, which filled me with shock and
horror. She thought she was doing me a favor, but I had to tell
her, “Please don’t do that. I might be jealous of people who can
drink, and not end up in jail, but I never think it is a bad thing.
Besides, I would absolutely DREAD hanging out with these people if
they couldn’t drink, and thought it was because of me,” which she
gave me that look of ‘but I didn’t want them to drink’ which I
replied to with “Well it’s your day, so if you want me to take the
hit for it I will” and I gave her my usual goofy grin. After all,
they do tend to get a little “rowdy” to say the least when they
have alcohol around. Her fiancé might be one of the two or three
pearls in that field of rotten oysters, but I am actually terrified
about the thought of having to merge families with them again. The
reality of it is, my ex-wife, had her kids taken away from her
because of neglect, and handed over to me. Her own doing in front
of judges, made it so that she has absolutely no parental rights at
all {even to the child that is biologically hers, and not mine} and
she doesn’t lift a finger to see them, or support them to this day.
That is a fact, and here is another fact to go with it … She
learned to be that way from someone, and the apple rarely falls far
from the tree.

It took me many years, two failed suicide
attempts, a mental hospital, and a 12 step program to break free
from the bad habits that I had. A lot of them I was born with, some
I inherited through contagion {of family and friends of family},
and in the end I also managed to create some really bad ones of my
own too. I am a true believer of “You are what your parents make
you, if you choose to stay that way … Blame YOU”, but in reverse …
it gets a little sketchy. When you look up on that tree that the
apple fell from, you often see a lot more apples that are still
clinging on to the tree. ;8o)

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume
8

So I come to you
today on location from the Taco Bell parking lot in Sanford, Maine.
I just finished my extra spicy chicken burrito, and my double
decker taco is waiting the finishing of this blog entry. I am sure
that you are wondering why I am sitting here in my Minivan with a
laptop, typing out this blog, and it is a good question. It will be
answered soon enough. I want everyone to pay attention to this blog
because there will be a quiz after this {I have decided to take
that next evolutionary step to make my blog like Laurie’s or Sol's,
just because I realize that it is all about "grow or go" and I
truly want to get better at this} but of course there will be a
story first, because I love to talk about me.

I received the phone call on Sunday, as I do
every year, which was basically a whiney tirade about how I never
let “The Family" see the kids. “The Family” meaning those people
who are related to my ex-wife and for the time being I am relishing
in saying “Not ME”. The very same people who only really like the
oldest, but will accept the other two if they can see the oldest.
While I am complaining, I shall also point out “The Family” aside
from my aunt’s … oh God … say it … say IT … fiancé, never bothered
to call on their birthdays over the last few weeks. I of course
responded by saying, "You can pick up the kids anytime you wish, I
can always use the break" which was my typical way of "Throwing
down the Gauntlet" so to say, because I actually live with
Greektradgedius Inyiddish, so these amateurs are only going to try,
and fail, to get my sympathy. In reality, what they are saying is
"Jeremy, we would like you to get out of work, waste all of your
gas, bring the kids out here, and then while you are babysitting
your own kids for us, you can watch the 17,000 ADHD victims, that
all of our drunken friends bring" and the saddest part of all of
that is, I don't even think these losers even realized that they
missed two of their grandchildren’s birthdays. I stated "I imagine
that I could bring the kids out SO THAT YOU CAN HAVE A BIRTHDAY
PARTY FOR THEM, but I am NOT sticking around for it." which was
basically because ... A. I don't like these people ... and B. I
especially don't like these people drunk. After the terms were
agreed on and I planned to have the hostage swap, and come back for
them an hour and a half later. Purely based on the fact that the
kids deserve to see their “Other Family”, from time to time, even
if their “Other Family” doesn’t try to see them. It’s what the
“Actual Parent” does. The “Absentee Parent” or “Fun Parent” in kid
speak, need only dirty them up, spoil them rotten and let you deal
with any of the psychological ramifications. I am ok with that
though because in reverse … the kids would be doomed.

Please keep in mind that I have to drive to
another state to do all of this. What I learned on the way there is
that Avril Levine and Kelly Whatsername {you know that one from
Star Search or whatever it is called} both sound like Veruca Salt.
I was forced to listen to Radio Disney, and it almost made the
drive with no “KoRn CDs” tolerable. The chickens and the peacock
kept us company until everyone arrived ... late ... of course. What
I learned when “The Mother of All Evils’s” got there was that the,
the she (if I am to be totally fair), actually brought birthday
presents for the kids that were well thought out. She had a Hermit
Crab and all of the supplies. The tank … the rocks … the sponges …
the food … some decorations, etc etc for Imtoocutus. It was
thoughtful because Imtoocutus is allergic to anything with fur, and
she at least thought it out, and got her a pet that she isn‘t
allergic too. She had Magnetix (Captain ADHD’s most favorite toys}
and a ten dollar bill for Middle Evil to get more if he wanted.
Almost made up for not seeing them in 2 months, but her new
husbands kids need her, while he is in prison, so I guess I should
... oh hell I still understand her, no matter how hard I try to be
fair ... sheesh. It is always hardest for me when I look at the
woman I chose to mate with has absolutely no maternal skills, so I
will leave it at that. She at least appears (this time) to be
teachable, but she fools me often. To also to be fair I will say
that my ex looked better than she has in years. I think it had to
do with seeing the beautiful Miss Lynn in my profile, and checking
out her pictures {for those of you who don't know ... they look
like identical twins, but when she found out that Lynn looked
younger at only about 19 years or so older I had to listen to her
whine for HOURS} she obviously decided to start taking care of
herself. Heck my ex only looks a few years older than her now. My
blunt nature of course used the opportunity to say “Well she likes
herself,” on that day, so she showed up appearing to like herself
today. Once again … maybe teachable.

Upon my escape from there, several members of
"her" family came over and either grabbed my hand or actually
placed their arms around me, which inspired the tremors of "Ewwww
they are touching me .... 10 yard penalty .... personal space
violation" which was echoing loudly through my poor head. I
immediately proceeded to the nearest Wal-Mart for the express
purpose of getting the f*ck out of there, and a power adapter for
my van {because I knew this was going to be a lot of typing}. While
there I was treated to the "Dayum ... I thank we isn’t related but
I'd do ya anyways" treatment from the local flavorings, and managed
to escape there with my charger, and my new found "respect" for
where I live. Truthfully I had to take a pee, and didn’t want to
use their bathroom. I always get that dribble issue, cuz I am in
such a hurry there, and don’t tap properly, and a trickle down the
leg ruins your … Oops Too much info … sorry … Ok ... I‘m going to
eat this taco and go get the kids ... I should save the rest of
this for after the pick up anyway ... brb ....

Ok, I am back at the home base, known as The
Casa Di Evils's and I have a couple more things that I have learned
... one that I knew already, but had to have affirmed as usual, and
a new ones to add to my repertoire ... First … When you hear the
Baha Men on the radio {Radio Disney Rocks}, you can’t help to be
happy … period!! Second … The one that every parent out there
knows, my children’s most favorite place in the whole wide world is
"Anyplace but home!" Usually the kids are screaming bloody murder
when they leave anywhere. In these scenarios it is mostly due to
the fact that the kids know they won't see these people again
{including their mother} until those selfish a-holes are good and
ready. Probably months, but most importantly, it will happen the
next time they decide that I should bend over backwards for it to
happen. After all, I obviously owe them. The saddest reality of it
all is that it is a good thing that their mother brought presents
and a cake, because the other 100 or so drunken losers didn't.
Before this time, their mother wouldn't have either, so I guess I
should be happy about the baby steps. What breaks my heart is the
way Big Evil always says to me "Do I have to go there next time
daddy, I don't like the way they treat us", which is not how any
child should have to feel about their own mother and grandparents.
I always have to ask her to just keep an eye on her brother and
sister for me, and she always does. She has her good points after
all. What really broke my heart, this time, was that the other two
felt the same way. Thank God for the Baha Men ;8o)

Helllooooo Nurse – Volume
1

For those of you
that suck nuggets, the term “Helllooooo Nurse” comes from the
greatest cartoon ever, the Animaniacs, and I can’t even blame my
kids for getting me hooked on that because .. Well I didn’t have
kids when that show was new ... Ok now; I started off my day by
going to the doctors for my bi-monthly medical procedure. For those
who don’t know, I have a ruptured disk in my back from work, and I
am trying to recover from it. I go and get a needle shoved into my
spine, filled with cortisone and methoxadine, so that it can
hopefully heal to good as new. I am a strange case because it
doesn’t bother me as much as most people and it is actually sinking
back into the spine, so the doctor is fascinated by me. I am
starting to find out that the nurses are fascinated by me too.
Usually I go in there, and at least one of the nurses hit’s on me,
which is very good for my ego, but my girlfriend happens to be a
nurse, so I think it is the scent of another nurse or something
like that. Today I was there a whole 20 minutes, and I actually
started to think that I wasn’t going to be tempted by Satan, as the
nurses were simply ignoring me. I actually thought this, and the
second I did, guess what happened. God and that sense of humor
again, and this was the worst I have ever remembered. Keep in mind
that this would NEVER happen if I was single, so I have learned to
laugh it off. My girlfriend in her own rights is a very attractive,
funny, WAY MORE intelligent than me woman, and looking at other
women might be fun, but touching, tasting, leading them on, is NOT
an option, because I like to think I am not stupid today, and she
reads the blog … hi sweetie :D

So of course first off the pretty blonde one has
to come over and try to keep me company, she had been staring at me
around her computer monitor, ever since I thought she wasn‘t going
to, and it was time for her to simply sit with me until my actual
nurse came along with her trainee. I nervously cracked jokes,
because that is what I do, you see. She just ate it all up, no
matter how stupid my wisecracks got. I’m glad she gets paid for
that, because it must have been torture. In the room where I have
to pull down my pants and lie on a bed to get my injection, these
other two nurses were talking like I wasn’t even there, because
that is what they do you see. The one nurse in training was asking
a lot of dumb questions, and I was starting to get nervous, while
the other nurse kept saying things like “No that’s unprofessional”.
They started arguing about dimming or raising the lights, so “The
Ruling King of Passivogressiveland” {me} had to make a crack,
because that is what I do you see. I simply said, “My mother said I
would never amount to anything and look at me now. I am laying on a
table with my pants down and two attractive nurses fighting over
how dim they want the lights,” my humor wasn’t wasted, as they both
giggled. The younger of the two walked over and said “Can I tell
him that he has a cute butt?” I realized immediately that I had
asked for that one, and the other nurse said “No that’s
unprofessional, we’ll talk about it after we leave the room,” and
the two of them left, giggling. That’s NOT what they usually do,
you see.

It was a good visit, I regained one of the two
major nerves in my disk, which is a HUGE improvement, as the doctor
showed me the X-Ray, from where the purple dye {I love purple BTW}
had spread out into the newly formed nerve ending, so I had some
good news. I also got to tell the first nurse about my girlfriend
on the way out, one of those “My girlfriend is a nurse too”
comments, that was a veiled attempt at saying, “I am human, and you
are torturing me!” and away I went.

Now the nurse stories don’t end there … My kids
had to go to their doctors {Lazius Boycrazius & Captain ADHD …
as some of you know Imtoocutus went a couple of weeks ago} and they
had separate doctors to go to. I felt pretty safe, because Lazius
Boycrazius was in the other doctor’s office not the one that
Imtoocutus had gone to the week before. I went with Captain ADHD
because he is only 7 and needs a parent there, and low and behold,
the nurse who desperately wanted me to see her bare ring finger the
last time I was here, wasn‘t in there today. I still have to say,
that watching my pathetic attempt to keep control of my 3 kids,
should NOT be attractive to a normal woman, but that one I guess
was special. I was relieved because Lazius Boycrazius, couldn‘t get
me in trouble, as I was so desperately worried about. She has a
pretty big mouth and very bad timing. Imtoocutus let on that the
nurse was really “friendly” at the dinner table and I told my
grandmother about the “Waving of the ring finger” the whole rest of
the time after Imtoocutus said “I don’t have a mommy” so that I
could see she was available. Lazius Boycrazius, loves to stir the
pot, and because I hide my girlfriend from them {I don’t feel it is
right to introduce your kids to girlfriends until, they are
DEFINITELY going to be a permanent part of your life yanno ... my
thing}, and she is very much so trying to marry her daddy off. So
far, so good. Captain ADHD was still doing his impersonation of a
pinball bouncing around the room, and running into everything,
which is a good thing actually, since the doctor needs to see him
in action. The nurse didn’t appear to be hitting on me, but then
again, maybe this one actually didn’t find my pitiful ability to
parent, all that endearing … she might just be normal.

To Superdaddyman’s absolute horror, the nurse
from Imtoocutus’s visit comes walking in with … oh no … my oldest,
and nosiest, {CRAP SHE WAS WORKING ON THE OTHER SIDE AND THEY WERE
ALONE TOGETHER!!}, but there is no way that Big Evil could have
ever known that … oh no … they both have evil grins on their faces.
Grinning women staring at you {even when they are almost 13} is NOT
a good sign, it usually means collusion, and Big Evil is one of the
founding members of “Operation Get Daddy“ after all. The nurse told
me that I have a lovely daughter, and then leaned over to her and
said “Yes I think your daddy is a very good looking boy, and you
can tell him I am not married sweetie“ … {MY BIG F*CKING MOUTH …
and I think I will just stare at this wall while I turn a much
prettier shade of red than usual} I shall probably survive this
one, the nurse seemed to take it rather well, even if her finger
was less conspicuously place on her clip board, I obviously got the
point, so she needed not to remind me anymore. Lazius Boycrazius,
just stated matter-of-factly “Her name is Donna, and her son Brian
goes to school with me,” and stared at me for the reaction that
didn’t come because I was still pretending to be really interested
in the fruits and vegetables chart on the wall. The doctor told me
that we can put Captain ADHD on the “Anti-Depressant” based ADHD
medication but he wants me to consult the school first, which means
more dealings with the guidance councilor today … time for my
version of the “Serenity Prayer” … God grant me the courage to
change the things I cannot accept … DAMNIT …;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil
Imtoocutus – Volume 2

Thomas
Will - named after my dear old great grandfather ... Code Name
"A-Hole" aka “Tommy Boy“ ... phylum "Scottish Terrier" - greatest
contributions to the world thus far - Has been known to amuse or
disgust guests by walking on his front legs while dragging his
nasty behind on the floor while looking like he is smiling … Future
great moments should include - Faithful and loyal sidekick to
Imtoocutus, will be in on the ruination of Captain ADHD for sure
“And it was man’s best friend who became the ‘other‘ suspect at the
death of Captain ADHD!”.

Ok friends … keep in mind that I am just being
honest {not brutally honest which usually means “abusive” but with
justification}, and what I am about to tell you will shock &
dismay. Well it will be another one of those things that shock
& dismay people without kids anyway. That damn Scotty Dog, is
peeing all over the upstairs! It has been driving me crazy that
every time I go into the girls bedroom, there is a big pool of
urine that I either step in on the floor, or I soak in on the
carpet. Enough is enough already, I was just going mental over this
damn dog. The dog was given the Borg designation 5 of 5, because it
was brought into my life by my grandmother {Greektradgedius
Inyiddish} a few weeks after the evil Binostopholese {Imtoocutus}
was born. It was supposed to be the companion for my lonely old
grandmother and unfortunately when my lonely old grandmother moved
in here {so that she could retire, and I could support her … thus
she baby-sits the kids whilst I am at work} that yappy little creep
moved in with her. Sorry to any of you who think I am the typical
strapping young buck with a dog, because I am actually a cat
person? Specially the big goofy looking ones with the fluffy tails
… they are just so darn … oops … off topic … so needless to say I
have always had no use for dogs, and especially not ones that just
yap all the time, and rub their nasty little rear ends on the
floor, and pee on stuff!

Well it was a little shocking to find out the
truth to this little mystery, but I had to all the same. I was
going upstairs to tuck in the girls after a long day of blogging …
oops I mean … cleaning … yeah that works … to find 4 of 5
{Imtoocutus} with her pull up off, peeing on her own floor. RIGHT
WHERE I ALWAYS STEP, AND GET MAD AT THE DOG!!! It’s pretty
frustrating, when your 5 year old daughter, who mind you gets
roughly 70% of the attention in the whole house {and if you don’t
give it to her outright she will TAKE IT}, doing something THIS
BAD. I realize that she is crying out for more attention and all,
but can’t she just go back to talking over us all … sheesh. After a
short walk downstairs {to my den … the thinking place} to smoke a
cigarette and gather my composure, I walked back upstairs, and sat
down with Imtoocutus, to have a nice talk about her behavior. While
I was trying to explain to her that peeing on the floor for
attention was a bad thing, that nasty little dog came in and peed
on the other side of the floor, which forced me to have to shuttle
his nasty behind outside, and then back upstairs again to use
Superdaddyman’s greatest weapon in the fight against evil!! The
looooooooooong … boooooooring … monotone lecture. I know it is a
little extreme, but times like these call for drastic measures.
About 20 minutes later, she was begging me to just spank her, and
for some unknown reason, really didn’t want any attention from me
at all. Go figure?

There is still the matter of the stupid dog to
deal with, and I could just hear it now “You leave my poor dog
alone, he’s my friend,” usually followed by a steady stream of
crocodile tears. This woman really is the master you know. The
trick to becoming a 7th degree black belt master at guilt is to be
able to pull it off, when everyone darn well knows it is on the
way. I’ve been to Alanon meetings where they should, have her come
in as the guest speaker. I very calmly tried to reason with her …
“We really need to think about housetraining that ….” to which she
cut me off in my tracks “You house trained your daughter and look
how good she is doing.” which of course could not go unanswered, as
I pointed out “In dog years Tommy is actually 25 years old, in
another couple of years it will be the equivalent of me peeing on
the floor,” which in true Guilt Ninja fashion was easily brushed
back at me with “I remember when you would be drunk all the time,
and urinate wherever you felt like it!” … touché

In all reality, I haven’t pissed the bed or
woken up with a hangover in over 16 years, by the grace of God,
well until this morning. My doctor told me to take this Hydrocodone
liquid before I go to bed. He pointed out to me that I am a miracle
{if he only knew} because my disk is actually sinking back into the
spine, and the nerves are reforming. Coughing and sneezing, are
making any progress … I digress, so I have to do what he says. My
sponsor agreed {told ya that prick was out to get me} and told me
that not following doctors orders is self medicating as well, and
you might as well pick up a “white chip“ if you are going to self
medicate. Needless to say I took the teaspoon of gunk {tasted like
Di-Gel … oh the nightmares of Di-Gel … ack}, and this morning I
woke up feeling eerily and distantly familiar. My stomach was
turning, my head hurt, my body just wanted to collapse, my eyes
wouldn’t work … Oh my God … I have a hangover!!! Even though I
hadn’t drunk since I was 19, I pretty much NEVER used any drugs, so
I figure it wasn’t something my body was used to at all. I
rationalized it as, God trying to remind me what it used to be
like, and I remembered that I hated it! Fortunately I remembered to
run to the bathroom before I had a peeing on the floor moment too,
and I also got to worship at the porcelain alter {you know the
place that alkies used to get on their knees, and talk to God all
the time, before they got sober and swore they hated God}, like I
used to as well. Heaven help that little girl, if I walk up stairs
and step in pee. ;8o)

Of Things I’ve Lost and Those That
Never Leave – Volume 1

So I
say good bye to Iris, the last bastion of sanity that I had at
work. In the Pink Mafia {which is our wonderful name for Owens
Corning} there is a hierarchy like any other Mafia family, which
has to be observed. Pope George the Blind {which is the
affectionate name of my boss} who hopefully isn’t reading this
because it is Saturday and all is the Boss. His Under-boss {namely
yours truly, or as they usually call me at work Frootloop, because
I like to moon everyone from the catwalk while I caterwaul} takes
the orders as they are passed down from God to Pope George. When it
reaches me I am to rally my Capo’s {the Mafioso term for “Captain“}
which includes the many poor souls that are led by me. From the
Capo’s it is given to the soldiers, which is basically slang for
the people who are disposable. They are disposable because I never
expect any of them to be here more than a month. It’s tough work,
so the average person gives up on it pretty easily, and quits. How
I became the under-boss? Well it is purely because of my back
injury, and because I spend the most time listening to Pope George
about HIS problems, but we will cover that in a few minutes. I am
pretty sure that I am the only person in the history of my company
to put “I am an Indian, and I will never be a chief” on my resume,
because during any of my past experiences, where I have been placed
in chiefdom, I have failed most miserably. I DO NOT have the
temperament for it {it's probably the honesty}, and I am perfectly
happy to just get my paycheck, and go home, with that stupid job
left at the stupid workplace.

Ok, so that isn’t how it worked, and I have been
forced into the role of under-boss, and I have to make due, with
what I do, and that is lead the hopeless. It is how I got injured
by the way, as I was carrying way to much of the workload so that
the place would produce, despite, the accumulative IQ of about 86,
and the initiative of a tired pack of lions. You wouldn’t have
heard me say things like this before I got hurt of course, but my
eyes have been opened through my {probably} permanent injury.
Although I am making huge progress, it is still the norm, so I have
to always accept that. 2 months ago, I was able to hire my own
Capo’s as I was getting sick of the trash that I had to endure from
the mountain of Human Resources, and the very first person that
came in on interview day was an attractive, little Puerto Rican
girl named Iris. She was too small, too pretty, and too opinionated
for this job, and everyone within 5 miles knew that, so I hired her
on the spot. The old model of big dumb male {all back no brains}
was failing miserably, and I needed at least one person who
appeared willing to do what I told them intelligently, even if it
might be difficult. I figured that I needed someone to do the crap
work, like folding boxes, and picking cores, etc etc etc, and she
had that type of experience. She also had moxie, and I just don’t
see that very often.

Well in two months she had very easily become my
Sergeant at Arms, and there wasn’t a thing she couldn’t do. Most
importantly, she was the absolute fire in my workforce. The other
day we had a temp that just showed up for a paycheck, and she
wouldn’t do a darn thing. Iris walked up to me after this girl had
been loafing all day, and went out for her 35 cigarette {did I
mention that this was hour 2 of a 12 hour day}, and said “I’m sorry
Jeremy … I am going outside to kill that girl,” as calm as
anything, and this was what she did for me. I never had to ask her
to put someone in their place, she just took it upon herself, and
she struck fear in EVERYONE … all 5’5” .. 115 lbs at best of her.
She was always too good for this place, and unfortunately today she
realized it. It was 7am, which is an hour after start time, when I
got a phone text from her “I’m sorry Jeremy … I am going to a new
job” which was going to be a very bad day for me, but I can’t blame
her and I know I am going to miss her.

So I go to Pope George with my new found
information, which is usually the ruination of me, as I will have
to sit through another round of marriage counseling. I am NOT the
one being counseled by the way, I am the counselor. Talk about the
blind leading the hopeless, I mean, I think next to Elizabeth
Taylor or my Mother, I might look like a virgin and all, but Pope
George has been married to his wife 20 years! That is roughly {and
this is the Gods honest truth} 1 year MORE than all 3 of my, all 2
of my father’s, and all 4 of my mother’s marriages COMBINED!
Although I realize that this is now going to be public company info
… IT IS ALREADY!!!! … So I might as well spread it to the whole
world. It is like revenge for what Cassius talked me into doing to
Caesar in a past life. “Well you see … she was always a good woman
… took me years to tame that woman … 18 great years of marriage and
then … “ … my mind is racing, it’s like a screaming flash going
through my head, as I know the ultimate TMI moment is upon us, as
it always is .. “That damn menopause” … now please keep in mind
that I am about to save all of you innocent people from all of the
absolutely disgusting sexual details I have to endure, which pretty
damn soon is going to make me give up sex forever. He goes on and
on about how nothing helps, she’s just angry all the time … more
disgusting, vile, putrid sexual details …”I don’t know if I am
going to make it you know, I just want my old wife back,”

As I always do I try to defend the poor woman in
this case, because I don’t know her, but I know this guy, and since
I am about to tell him the exact same thing I have told him for the
last 6 months EVERY DAMN DAY, I can simply assume that he has
reality, and listening issues at home too, but I still try “First
of all let me remind you that you have been married a really long
time, and you have gotten more out of your wife than many people
get out of several. You should be grateful for that and appreciate
the fact that she has put up with your crap all of this time,” I
look him over to see if he is actually paying attention or not, or
if he is concentrating on something else … why waste the breath …
he is still looking at me so I continue “Your wife is going through
hell right now, and you need to be somewhat sympathetic … If
someone took your balls away, and made it so that you could no
longer produce the hormones necessary for you to be normal, then
you too would be angry, frightened, and probably confused,” he was
just about to throw out a YA BUT, when I started speaking louder to
drown him out “and with the confusion, comes the belief that you
are unloved, and perhaps you are NOT doing anything to change
that!” which is when I made up the lame ass excuse to get out of
there. I love the guy like a very demented father sometimes, but
even a Pisces, like me has to give up on the hopeless, I plan to
try that someday anyway. Iris, a very co-dependent Virgo finally
did. ;8o)

Things You Learn from Your Son’s
Best Friend – Volume 1

A brief
history to catch you all up before I proceed here would be in
order. I am NOT happy to be a father. It is honesty that forces me
to remind everyone of this often. In all reality I was comfortable,
to be married, and have children despite the fact that no man in
his right mind would have chosen to breed with the woman I did, and
in the end, she did exactly what everyone said she was going to.
She up and left me while I was in the hospital as a result of
Zoster Pneumonia. Facts are facts, and I for a while was very angry
about the fact that, in my mind, she stole my 1 chance at being a
happy father married to the mother of my children. The fact in the
first place being that I created the children with her, due to my
own irresponsibility, and it isn’t their fault. Facts are also that
when I tried to get comfortable with being a single father, paying
his child support, and seeing my children every other weekend, she
ended up stealing that from me as well, by being a neglectful
mother, and leaving my children in a position where two of them
could have died. Fact is that as unhappy as I was to do it, I took
custody of the children the minute I found out they were homeless,
and after a lengthy custody battle that totally ruined me
financially {because the Peoples Republic of Maine was terrified to
lose another welfare recipient}, I am a single father of 3, and I
do my best. End of that.

I am NOT a very good father, and I tell EVERYONE
that. I can barely tolerate having three children alone, much less
dealing with that HUGE age gap between the oldest GIRL {13}, the
second oldest BOY {7}, and the baby GIRL {5}, which makes it all
the worse. I can NOT keep them all entertained, and if there is a
worse combination than what I have, then I have yet to see it. The
only thing they actually like to do together is fight, argue,
bicker, taunt, scream, and all of them try to monopolize my
attention, while none of them are willing to share it. This is
where the whole “Operation Get Daddy” mentality comes into play, as
I also have to deal with all 3 birthdays within a month of each
other, and none of them want to share that either. It absolutely
ruins me financially, just in time for Christmas. Last year Lazius
Boycrazius got the fancy party {Roller-skating with a bunch of
giggling girls … yea!} and this year Captain ADHD has his {Bowling
with a bunch of ADHD inflicted 7 year olds} and next year … oh hell
.. Let’s get through this year. I do everything I can mentally, to
hide all of this from the kids

I had to pick up Captain ADHD’s best friend
“Evil Side Kick” or “ESK” for short, and the other 4 boys were
being brought and dropped off by their parents. ESK is one of those
really filthy stinking rich kids on the “other” side of town.
Usually one of his parents picks Captain ADHD up and they go play
at his house, so this was actually the first time, I had to go get
him. I have lived in this area, on and off, for most of my life,
and I actually got lost in that part of town, because I never
belonged there. I do thank all of these people for paying all my
property taxes for me, since their ½ percent of 10 million makes my
½ percent of 300,000 seem like nothing.. I had to pull up to a gate
with an armed guard to pick him up, where he was brought out to me,
by someone who looked like a nurse, but I found out was his Au Pair
{fancy name for indentured servant, or slave who watches rich
peoples children, while the parent’s do other things like work,
vacation, or hang out in the other part of the mansion}, and that
was who usually took care of Middle Evil, when he went over too. I
got him, and his arms full of presents packed away in the Minivan,
we were off.

Let the usual comedy of errors begin. I am
surrounded by the entire Second Grade Cell of “Operation Get Daddy”
after all of the parents drop their kids off, and the manager of
the bowling alley tells me “We don’t have a reservation for you,
would you like to get on this hour long waiting list?” and I
controlled my temper despite the fact that I not only had a
reservation, I had left a damn deposit! The deposit got rectified,
but the wait did not. Parents know all about waiting an hour with
ANY kids … much less 6 - 7 year olds raging with ADHD, and their
fearless leader Captain ADHD at the helm with “Operation Get Daddy”
business that needs to be taken care of. After an hour of sheer
HELL keeping these vicious animals at bay, with a whip and a chair,
we finally got our lane. I ordered the Pizza, and was told “The Bar
is closed today for a wedding, so you can’t have food,” … again I
held my composure, but had to say “There are people getting married
in the bar of a Bowling Alley? I promise you this, on the next 4 or
5 marriages that I have, the Bowling Alley Bar Wedding, will NOT be
ONE OF THEM!” … and I grabbed the 6 - 50 pound Mexican jumping
beans and walked them outside, and over to the Sub Shop. 30 minutes
later, 6 broken bottles, 1 overturned table, 4 exploding sodas
{because you can’t give them to Mexican jumping beans}, 3 soda
puddles I cleaned up, and 40 extra $$ out of my pocket we came back
with the food. Go on, guess, cuz you know what happens next, as the
manager comes over and says “You can’t bring outside food in here,”
which got the response … “I can’t get inside food in here, and you
might want us to eat this because I bet you gave OUR lane
away!”

We sat behind our lane that he gave away, and
ate our subs, since he obviously could tell, just by looking into
my eyes, that I am a man at wits end. I did my best to clean up
after the food fight, and a few of the mothers who were going
through the same issues today, were graciously helping me out. Yes
I am once again going to make the statement, that I always do at
this point of any “Superdaddyman looking like an idiot in public”
story … “Women need to stop thinking that a man who looks out of
his element with children is something worth hitting on”, and
perhaps I should carry around some cards that say that, for when
they wonder if I have a phone. I should say what I am thinking
“Sorry I don’t, they took it away when they found out I was that
“heavy breathing” that was terrifying women all across the nation,”
but knowing the way these things go, that might change me from the
“oh lookie” type to the “marrying” type faster than money.

I finally made it out of that bowling alley, and
I loaded up the van, I dropped all of the foot soldiers of
“Operation Get Daddy” just as fast as I could with ESK being the
last to go. The whole way to his 15 million dollar mansion, with
the horses, and the real looking kids Porsches, and the playground
bigger than the schools, he and Captain ADHD were desperately
trying to get ESK to spend the night, come over for a while, come
back tomorrow, absolutely anything to just keep ESK with us a
little longer. I turned around to say to ESK, when we finally got
to his driveway “Don’t you want to see your daddy?”, and he looked
at me like he was going to cry “I don’t see my daddy, and if I see
him, he doesn’t play with me like you,” was all he said, and his Au
Pair came to the van to get him. I got out of the van, and before I
could stop myself … It really was like a scene out of “How the
Grinch Stole Christmas”, I said to the Au Pair “Can you get one of
ESK’s parents to call me, so we can arrange a sleepover and some
play dates?” this was only because “Operation Get Daddy” once again
was a complete success, as I am sitting here typing this, the whole
time with tears in my eyes for that poor little boy, from the
filthy rich side of town. I guess I do a lot of people’s worth of
“best“ sometimes. ;8o)

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume
9

Ok … I am sitting
here all holed up in my bomb shelter {my den is in the basement}
trying to hold off the enemy combatants of TOKE {The Terrorist
Organization Known as the Evils’s}, are desperately trying to take
down Superdaddyman with another bio-agent that they have set loose
on the town of Megalopolis! Yes it is up to Superdaddyman, to try
to vanquish such evil while they have recruited, the biggest of all
evil to join their plot known as “Operation Get Daddy”! The more
than evil … Greektradgedius Inyiddish, has been a big ticking time
bomb of bio-agent, for this last week, and I am about ready to KILL
MYSELF! If it isn’t bad enough taking care of three sick children
{which realistically all you have to do is put them in bed with the
TV on and feed them Popsicles}, then having to walk around a very
angry old woman, who is just miserable for 4 straight days really
sucks rock. I mean, please keep in mind that it hasn’t stopped her
ability to go out and shop for VERY HEAVY stuff every day, it’s
just stopped her ability to carry any of it. Mind you, I know why
the doctor tells me I can’t lift more than 30 lbs now, and when I
get this stupid bio-agent, I will have a very sore back to go with
it.

The military installation known as The Casa Di
Evils’s is set up in a very demilitarized way. There is the
downstairs … MY TURF … which I defend with every force that I have
at my disposal, this of course involves … the passive aggressive
comment, the time out, the removal of ones “stuff” from their room,
the denial of sustenance (desert), and on occasion in extreme
circumstances, the spanking … In this demilitarized zone of the
house, are the things that I hold most dear {yea yea yea, beside
the kids}, which include, MY bedroom, the movie theatre {and yes it
is AWESOME}, my den (where I am sitting right now, and where my cam
is located) which is the only place in the house I let people
smoke, and MY bathroom … the laundry room is considered neutral
territory, so I do not claim it by military victory, lest I get
stuck doing ALL of the laundry.

There is the upstairs … HER TURF … which she
defends with every force at her disposal, this of course involves …
the guilt trip, the time out, the rearranging of ones “stuff” from
just about any room, did I mention the guilt trip? … and in extreme
circumstances, the wooden spoon to the fanny … In this
demilitarized zone of the house, are the things that she holds most
dear, piles of crap that she forgot about, my old furniture that
she claimed as her own, and lots of stuff that is NEVER to be
moved, or touched in any way, punishable by guilt trip. She is NOT
to be screwed with, as she carry’s several black belts in emotional
abuse, guilt, and the almighty “I’m old so I can’t change” lecture.
The kitchen is considered neutral territory, and she still tries to
claim it by military victory, but I have a defensive perimeter I
call … ignorance.

The scary thing about this whole ordeal is that
each of us are responsible for defending our own territory against
the evils’s at all times, based on a treaty that we signed many
years ago. This usually keeps us from killing each other in a
“friendly fire” incident, and hopefully we will each make it
another year toward “Evil Extraction Day” {August 25, 2018} which
we will both celebrate, by sacrificing Imtoocutus to the cold cruel
world, once and for all with a footprint upon her posterior.
Unfortunately I am also bound by a clause in this treaty {the
“You’re their f***ing father” clause}, to defend her territory, in
case of bio agents, that are released into the atmosphere that take
down Queen Elizabeth the Guilty, and it has been a very rough few
days. On top of being an ambassador of good will in her territory,
I am also duty bound, by fear of the guilt trip, to enforce all of
her ever changing rules. Her rules are like the Democrats version
of the Constitution, in that it can be misinterpreted at any time,
for any reason.

So during my hostage situation yesterday at the
bowling alley, with the Second Grade members of TOKE, I came home
to find out that Imtoocutus, had inadvertently forgotten to place
her Hermit Crab back in it’s tank. She also managed to forget where
she had it, or if she even had it to begin with. Her normal excuse
of blaming Captain ADHD for the mis-step was thwarted by the fact
that Captain ADHD was at the Bowling Alley {and in my photo gallery
I have pictures to prove it}, and she was sticking to her story,
and refusing to help search for it. This of course inspired me to
assume that one of the Vice Presidents of “Operation Get Daddy” aka
…. “The Mother of All the Evils’s”, knew that this would happen
when she got Imtoocutus the Hermit crab. So I was forced to spend a
good chunk of last night looking in and under absolutely
EVERYTHING, but to no avail {RIP … Hermie the crab … I’ll find you
when I smell ya}, and the world goes on as I am used to it
otherwise. Greektradgedius Inyiddish managed to follow me around
the whole house {coughing all over me}, as I busted my aching back
to look under everything, reminding me over and over again that I
should have never let that thing in the house to begin with. I held
my composure rather than saying something like “Well perhaps you
could have paid attention to her when she had it“, but I chose not
to because of the “You made those f***ing kids clause“ that I
didn‘t want thrown back at me in the stupid treaty. ;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil
Greektradgedius – Volume 1

Florence
Ellen - named after her mother, and her grandmother ... Code Name
"Really Big Evil" aka “The Enabler“ ... phylum "Greektradgedius
Inyiddish" - greatest contributions to the world thus far - Has
been able to almost single handedly keep Superdaddyman in
Megalopolis Nooooo Hampshah, despite his greatest wish to be
ELSEWHERE … Future great moments should include - The patent on the
only known 11th degree black belt in the martial art of “GUILT“ …
“And on a solemn note … Superdaddyman has fallen pray to the
Superdeeduper Guilt ray of death! …. Captain ADHD is running
Megalopolis now!”

Ok … after a whopping 9 days of waiting on this
woman, hand and foot, I have decided to get even with her …
Immortality {fiendish laughter … followed by the most sinister
thunder … ECHOES!!! Rumbling …. Muahahahahahahahahahahaha}, and
perhaps a new found strategy should follow. It has been the intent
of “The Terrorist Organization Known as the Evils’s” {TOKE}, to
interfere with anything that makes Superdaddyman happy! This is all
a part of the big picture for any of the minor, and major outlying
factions of “Operation Get Daddy” {OGD}, and its sister cell’s
known as “Mophaka Al-Queholic” {MAQ}, and “Operation Get Jeremy”
{OGJ}. To date it hasn’t had such incredible terrorist lingering,
as it has of late. You see MAQ, has gone to great expense to send
its greatest agent in “Really Big Evil” {RBG}, to give aid and
comfort to the enemy TOKE, as it appears that there is a new plan
going madhouse in the streets of Megalopolis. They even called out
the big guns, as they brought in the secret weapon of OGJ as well
…. Superdaddyman’s alter ego “Jeremy’s” …. GIRLFRIEND!

Although their organizational skills are about
as diabolical, as any “pure evil” organization since the wicked bad
people in the X-Men, Superdaddyman is always vigilant with his
super power of “Passivogressiveness” and the foresight skills of
“Hyper Paranoia!”, and with these skills he can see straight
through anything that these evil organizations throw at him. Let me
explain some of the situations that led up to the incident we will
be calling “Operation Get Daddy’s Love Life” {OGDLL} shall we, and
you will see how wonderfully Superdaddyman handles all of these
scenarios!

About 3 weeks ago Superdaddyman’s alter ego
“Jeremy” had scheduled a little meeting of sorts with his
girlfriend {Polly Pureheart … yeah that works}, in which they would
have some good clean fun … probably some Ice Cream, a soda, and
perhaps a clean wholesome slumber party. Note how announcers like
me can say things like that with a straight face, and a deep voice.
The first problem to face Jeremy, and Polly was an all out assault
using the “poverty” excuse, which went something like this, “Why
don’t you bring Polly over for Pizza, instead of taking her out to
dinner, since you are broke with all the birthdays?”, caught off
guard, as Superdaddyman is sometimes when faced with such blinding
evil, he agreed to the small peace conference, and warned Polly
about the great evil that she was about to encounter! Little did
Superdaddyman know at the time, that Polly was truly an OGJ
operative, because the “Foamy Flying Elvis Head Incident” had yet
to occur? Now of course Jeremy was unsuspecting of what was to
occur next, since he had so expertly covered up the “girlfriend”
from the family for many weeks now, and had them all masterfully
convinced that when she stayed over, she slept in the “Guest
Room”.

Upon arriving at the Casa Di Evils’s it had
become apparent almost instantly, that something was brewing, as
she had worn a nice dress, and was prepared to kiss the ring of the
“Grandmother of all the Evils’s” while she was perched on her
throne in the corner. She then had the absolute audacity to sit by
her, and start … omg … ok … TALKING TO HER! The evil plan should
have been recognized instantly but Superdaddyman was totally
weakened by one of OGJ secret weapons! I think it’s called HORNY …
and he was powerless to do anything as they talked in secret codes
right in front of him … OH THE HUMANITY!!! The evil process looked
a lot like one of Greektradgedius Inyiddish’s old plays from the
days of old when she actually had daughters of her own, and
Superdaddyman actually thought it was a weaponry miscue on the part
of “Really Big Evil” that she would use the oldest trick in the
book to ruin the potential sleep-over … “Operation Like The Date”
{OLTD} will never work on such a Superhero as Superdaddyman!
{Besides the fact that he is a boy, and that trick only makes GIRLS
hate the BOYS that they bring home … it rarely works in reverse!}
The only problems that were recorded during the rest of the peace
conference were the illegible code talk about … cute baby …
adorable boy … great father … and the other things that
Superdaddyman could not decipher, and of course the fact that it
seemed to take many different “I think we can GO now‘s“ to pry the
two terrorist cell leaders apart. The next day, when
Greektradgedius Inyiddish proclaimed to Jeremy, “I really like that
Polly, I hope you keep her”, Superdaddyman was able to see it as a
trap! The next remark of “But please stop treating me like I am
stupid. If you two are going to pretend that you aren’t sleeping
together, can you at least mess up the guest bed a little?”, which
immediately made Superdaddyman set the mental note “Hide the
‘Passivogressive Bombs’ better, she is infiltrating your weapons
stash!”

Then, of course, there was the “Foamy Flying
Elvis Head” incident which made me conclude that she was definitely
an OGJ operative. Since then I have been waiting for an evil plot
like this to unfold. It was going to happen at yet another time of
weakness like this! First MAQ and TOKE conspire to spread
biological agents all throughout the house, thus forcing
Superdaddyman to have to wait on them hand and foot, until he was
too exhausted to even think straight. Next they would wait until he
made plans to {GTFOOD} … Saturday night our usual date … out by her
house … until … “I rescheduled my birthday party for Saturday
Night.” came out of the evil evil woman’s mouth. Superdaddyman knew
that this meant he was doomed … chauffeuring evils’s and their
terrorist allies to hell and back instead of seeing his sweetie! In
a fit of rage like a 2 year old with a dirty diaper, and a spoon in
his highchair {another unique Superdaddyman power … just for the
record} … Superdaddyman exclaimed as even tempered as possible “I
was hoping to go to Polly’s on Saturday night like I always do, I
even arranged a sitter.”

The look on her face was just horrifying, and
Superdaddyman was about to cower in fear, for the first time in his
heroic existence, as the “Grandmother of all the Evils’s” looked at
him across the room and replied “Oh I’m sorry, I forgot, well you
go on your date, and I will reschedule it for Sunday, I like her,
she’s good for you.” … Superdaddyman was just shocked, and
dismayed, the fear of it all, this evil plot that shows ONCE AND
FOR ALL that it IS an evil CONSPIRACY, was only made 10 times
scarier when she then added “I’ll make sure it get’s over before
the Patriots game at 4.” … how ever will Superdaddyman get out of
this great peril. ;8o)

Things You Learn From Your
Co-Workers – Volume 1

I got home
from work Friday in a pretty good mood to begin with, it was one of
the amazingly up cycles of my bi-polar nature, so everyone at work
had been commenting on how they loved “this Jeremy” that was
walking around like a crack addict who had just gotten his fix. I
was approaching everyone and holding out my bag saying “Cheeto?”,
and anyone who didn’t take one was subject to “the routine” of me
walking around behind them reading off the ingredients, “You see it
does have Phenylanine in it, a known carcinogenic … that means they
are extra yummy!”, followed by comments of “Look every 21 of these
has 6% of a full days supply of vitamin E!” … upon a weird look or
two, “Where else are you going to get Vitamin E, are you having
eggplant for dinner? Elephant?” and the day would get loonier as I
go. I suppose that it comes with the territory, I often get pretty
honest with the Bosnians I work with, when they comment, “Sorry to
break it to you, but there is no “this Jeremy” without that “other
Jeremy”, it’s the nature of the beast.”

Most of the people that work at Pink Mafia
headquarters are either Bosnian, or they are Latin American. The
English speaking people are far outnumbered by the Spanish speaking
people, and the Servo- Croatians, are starting to get there. It’s
very hard work, and the average American, isn’t willing to do it
after all. The Anglos come in and quit, the Latinos & Bosnians
come in and stay … I am fine with that. I even learned almost
completely how to speak Spanish and the Servo-Croatian is coming
along nicely. The Bosnians though in particular (all 9 of them)
have particularly taken an interest in me, as I am very happy to
learn their words. “Why not” I say, they learn mine, and I do know
the difference, they live here and all, but the absolute joy in
their faces when I learn to say words like “Falla” {thank you} and
“Itsvini” {excuse me} or the fact that I greet them every morning
with “dobro jutro” {good morning} is like seeing the smiles on my
own children sometimes. They are spelled exactly how they sound by
the way.

Speaking of children I had to come home, and
immediately don the cape of Superdaddyman, as I had a call from my
youngest daughter’s teacher waiting for me on the machine. It
appears that she is spitting on other kids, forcibly taking things
from them, and she punched one boy so hard in the nose that it bled
for an hour. Despite the encouragement of {new code name} “The
Yummy Mummy”, to not kill her, I had to deal with this swiftly. I
will not have any bullies in my house. “What happened to the sweet
little girl who used to be Imtoocutus,” I said to myself as I was
plotting everything that it would take to make her the right level
of miserable. I figured out what happened, she turned into a girl,
right before my very eyes, and I am NOT to be trifled with. I went
through this before, everyone note that she has a 13 year old
sister for God’s sake.

Off the bus she came, in the house she went,
onto the couch she sat, and I started pacing. It is after all one
of the things that Superdaddyman does during his interrogation
practices. I could see the fear in the eyes of Imtoocutus, she knew
she was in for it now, I made the first statement that came to my
mind {an age old Fink family technique that my father taught him,
and was then handed down to me} … “What do you have to say for
yourself Mister … oops I mean Missy” noting that the shakeup was
based on not actually having to talk to anything that wasn’t a
spastic boy getting off the bus in a long time. She is cunning
though, she went straight to the most dreaded weapon in the
Imtoocutus arsenal … she started bawling her little eyes out.

“They are all mean to me … I told them to stop …
the teacher is supposed to protect me … I’m just a yiddle girl … I
don’t want to go to school” and it was that incredibly high pitched
scream that is kinda like a whisper … yeah that one that just rips
your miserable heart out and drops it on the floor in front of you.
“You’re my daddy … how can you let the boys punch me … I hate boys
…” oh the agony of it all, as I grabbed her, and tried to calm her
down, … what was this all about again .. Oh yeah …

“Listen baby-girl, you can’t just punch and spit
on other kids at school …” and I was drowned out by yet another
octave higher, the dog was starting to stir, and Greektradgedius
Inyiddish was coming.. Oh God no … Superdaddyman cannot face both
of them at the same time. I am so totally screwed; this was not in
the parenting manual that they gave me at the hospital the day she
was born. For the amount of money that whole ordeal cost me it
should have damnit!

I think I did ok, she promises that she will not
hit anyone unless she was hit first, and I only had to buy her
Burger King {I made her wait till she was done eating it all before
she got the toy, I showed her … humph!}, to get all of the
screaming and wailing to stop. I was pretty happy to get off so
cheap, I thought I was going to have to give her the keys to the
Focus, for a while there, and as usual I imagine that you are
wondering how this all ties together? Look up the word’s “jebeti”,
“supak”, and “seljak” sometime … they come in handy, when you don’t
want to corrupt your kids any worse than you already have. Je Te
Volim Misliti To ;8o)

Things You Learn With a Bad Back –
Volume 6

Every
time I write one of these stupid "Bad Back" volumes I just pray
that it is the last one. I realize that they were what pretty much
got my blogging ball rolling, but I just want to get back to
serious life issues like chasing around Captain ADHD, and
Imtoocutus, but I digress, here goes nothing ... I am using this
font to signify the pain I am in, and because it reminds me of
Imtoocutus :D

I got absolutely NO sleep last night. The
combination of terror, over the impending 4 hour therapy marathon,
and the fact that I had been spoiled the last 3 nights made
Superdaddyman, just a little bit cranky, as he showed up for the
appointment. I pretty much already figured out the whole scenario.
I would go in there, some totally hot babe {disguised as a physical
therapist}, would then torture me for 4 hours, forcing me to
embarrass myself due to my slight “pain fetish” that I have managed
to keep from just about everyone besides the poor woman who does my
tattoos, and until I stopped wearing sweats to my old PT, her as
well. Oh yes, many levels of sick, come out of me at times like
these you see. Needless to say, I am also not thrilled that it has
been told to me AHEAD of time by all of the newly recruited members
of Mophaka Al-Queholic {MAQ}, the terrorist organization led by
none other than the evil mastermind Greektradgedius Inyiddish,
which I will be in far more pain after this “hell” test, then
before. As I sit here typing hunched over I must say that it is
nice to have some honesty, but why should it start now … ouch.

I walked into the front for MAQ, which was
disguised as “Access Sports Medicine and Orthopedics”, to see … ah
yes … they did their research on what makes Superdaddyman HOT too …
a gorgeous Auburn Haired Goddess, with legs up to her armpits {and
for you boob perverts … you would have been happy with that feature
too}, and a very tight skirt on like something one of the Williams
sisters would be wearing at the US open! I was instinctively
thinking, I should probably just go over and introduce myself to
her seeing as she was going to make the next 4 hours of my life
hell anyway. I was thinking up what to say … something along the
lines of … “My name is Jeremy, and although I am going to look like
I am trying to pole vault out of here in an hour or so, I just
wanted you to know ahead of time that I am taken, and very happy
with that … How are you??” and flash that little smirk that usually
gets me out of a lot of the things I say.

“Hello, you must be Jeremy, my name is Chad, and
I am going to be conducting your Workplace Evaluation Test,” a very
cheerful little man said from behind me, as I very quickly wiped
the drool … oops I mean … eye boogers out of my eyes with my shirt.
“Ok now before I start I want you to understand that you are
probably going to be leaving here in a lot of pain .. I hope
someone said something to you about it?” as I stood there trying to
glance over his shoulder one last time as Tawny Kittaen’s much
hornier looking sister as she toddled off with some 89 year old
man. My first thought was on how I would ever face my blogging
public without some story about how I got an erection during this
whole ordeal. Well let’s see what we can come up with.

He wasn’t actually a bad guy, but I wasn’t too
thrilled with doing all of the things repeatedly, that the doctor
tells me, I will regret forever, if I do them. I actually made it
almost 3 hours before I finally let out that “OUCH!” that signified
… um … problem! So here I am just hunched over like that wicked old
mechanic at work that actually broke his back twice, and I can’t
even fathom the thought of standing upright. My right leg was
starting to go numb, which is NEVER a good sign, because it always
means temporary paralysis the next day, and I just so happened to
look out toward the front desk to see … “The Mother of all the
Evils’s!!!” … OMFG … kill me now. She’s here on another one of her
insurance scams, to see me bent over like her uncle Sid {the corn
farmer}, which probably will make it all worth while to her, when
she gets denied. Oh man … It’s even worse, I have an erection now …
why me! I thank God that Chad was sympathetic to my plight as he
concealed Superdaddyman, behind the curtain, just in time to avoid
the tragedy, of having to be humiliated by the Ex-Wife, and NOT the
one who kisses other women in front of his Grandmother either! This
is the one who usually humiliates him by what she does when he is
NOT around.

The last of the visit went by pretty easily
since they had stood me upright, and had already accomplished the
task of totally f*cking me up again, as I am still pretty sure they
had intended, all along. As Superdaddyman was leaving the building,
he still had the opportunity to take another look at the Auburn
Haired Goddess to see if she had killed the old man yet, and
perchance to just fanaticize a little about “What could have been”!
Oh but I will have to wait for my next spinal injection, to be
totally tormented, but it gives me something to look forward ..
ahem … I mean … um … be totally afraid of, in a few weeks. I walked
out the door wondering if I should have changed into my jeans from
my sweats, but I just wanted to get home. I made it as far as the
stairs to hear the most annoying voice I had ever heard in my life
{I still wake up screaming in the middle of the night, just
thinking about it} … “Oh my God! What are yeeeeeewwwww doing
heeeeeeaaaaaah?”, and as I stopped and turned toward her to be
polite, she looked down {cuz she is a whore after all}, and then
looked back up at my face with a little smirk of her own, “So are
you happy to see me again, or did that leggy Redhead, just beat on
ya?” … so much for the crap I thought was a secret. ;8o)

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume
10

Ok, it’s war
now! I found out that one of the most feared members of TOKE {the
Terrorist Organization Known as the Evils’s} has infiltrated one of
my war rooms, and has taken one of my most sacred objects! Season 2
of “Buffy The Vampire Slayer” is missing, and upon crossing enemy
lines disguised as an angry father, Superdaddyman {aka “The Wig“ in
honor of the Looney Leftist Lesbian who bought said Sacred object
for Superdaddyman} notes, that there is no way in HELL that he is
going to find it in that bedroom! As a matter of fact he can’t find
a BED in THAT bedroom! On the far wall, there does appear to be
something that looks kind of like a window, but it is hard to see
it through all of the piles of neglected homework! Superdaddyman is
going to have to think up a plan of attack quickly, before the
girls get home from school and use the Confundus Curse on a poor
confused enough already Superdaddyman!

The “Confundus Curse” is an old trick that the
two super evils’s {Lazius Boycrazius & Imtoocutus} had learned
by reading Harry Potter {that’s what you get for teaching them to
read Dumbass}, which involves great mental strength and superior
intellect, but “The Faction” {as these two are known if “The Boy”
isn’t involved}, have mastered it to a tee.

“I didn’t do it, she did!” ah yes, I was
prepared for this one. Note the way they both said it in perfect
unison, like a satanic version of En Vogue, with the two part
harmony, neither of them breaking eye contact with Superdaddyman,
not even for an instance. Their solidarity in the way they use the
Confundus Charm is alarming! The trick is to stand your ground, and
get these two to simply pick up the room, despite their objections
to the obvious plan of attack.

“I don’t care who did this, you are both going
to have to clean this mess up, it’s you girls’ room,” said a
dumbfounded Superdaddyman trying to maintain, his good grace, while
not giving in to the temptation to yell. He knows that yelling, and
erratic behavior, is exactly what they want. They break you that
way you see, as strong as they are to hold the ground of laziness,
ever harder must Superdaddyman hold his ground to NOT reduce
himself to their infantile level. No way … No How!

After a very loud crash the alarms start
sounding “Daddy, she’s NOT HELPING!!”, and we are off again, the
trick is to make a slight pounding in your steps when you go up the
stairs to have a chat with Imtoocutus, she is a primal beast, and
responds much better to certain stimuli, like sound, and bright
lights. You have to make sure that you are using the level one foot
pounding, and the mild arguing with yourself. Anything more and you
have nothing left in the guns for future visits to the enemy camp.
“Daddy, I was helping!” was the first thing that the littlest, yet
evilest of the two said before the door was even half way open.

“Look … I don’t care who thinks who did what,
please clean this mess up, you two made it and I have important
things to do!” as you will note there is one exclamation point
added to signify that the tone of voice has elevated slightly. I
then went downstairs to the Superdaddycave {aka … the smoking area
with the computer} to get back to my all important blogging.

A faint voice came from the top of the stairs,
several minutes later “Um .. Daddy?” was the voice of Imtoocutus,
and although Superdaddyman can see through this evil plot he plays
along by saying “What?!” again noting the one exclamation point.
The answer came down just as sweet and soft “I love you”, which is
a common tactic of the “Little Evil” to beguile Superdaddyman with
the treachery of good intentions, when in reality, it is an excuse
to roam around the house hoping that the other evil, will get a big
chunk of the cleaned done, while she is getting reamed. It is a
small price to pay, in the interest of not doing anything, but
Superdaddyman knows all, as he yells back, “I love you too, now get
back to cleaning!!” uh oh, is that two exclamation points we
see?

“GET OUT OF HERE!!!!” and a lot of things being
thrown around … absolute chaos! Pounding much harder, speaking to
himself a lot clearer our brave defender of the evils’s, storms up
the stairs, and opens the door with a pronounced thud. Sprawled out
in the middle of the floor making “Snow Angels” in the mess is
Captain ADHD, and the girls each laying on each of their beds.
Lazius Boycrazius on one bed with her headphones on reading the new
Harry Potter book {most definitely looking for new magical sh*t to
use on Superdaddyman}, on the other one Imtoocutus, playing with
her box full of Barbie dolls. The only one in here that seems to be
expending any energy is Captain ADHD, but he ISN’T cleaning exactly
EITHER! “I am giving you girls until 7 o’clock to have this room
cleaned, or else you are both going to bed at 7:30!! Have I made
myself CLEAR!!!” whoa, a third exclamation point has been added,
Superdaddyman must be pissed. The Confundus Charm is working.

“That’s MINE … YOU GAVE IT TO ME!” followed by a
high pitched “WAAAAAAAHHHIIIIEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAA” which usually means
there is in-fighting amongst the natives … AGAIN! BANG - BANG -
BANG, "&^%**&^ … $@*&^% … &*^%$#" there were no
louder footsteps left in Superdaddyman’s arsenal of fear tactics
now, and the language was downright loud, and possibly could
qualify as child abuse in many southern states. The door is now
banged open! The mess is still all around, except for perhaps all
of the FOOD that was added to it, and slopped all over EVERYTHING!
… “WHO THE HELL GAVE YOU KIDS FOOD!!!!?” the fourth exclamation
point is now added, anything more involves a lot of beer, and a bar
with rednecks to fight with. “WHO!!!!?” as Captain ADHD came into
the room holding an ice cream that was dripping all over his
pajamas. “Bummy gave it to us, cuz Tabrina was upset that she
didn’t get desert,” and I knew it all along! Greektradgedius
Inyiddish and those Mophaka Al-Queholic {MAQ} goons were in on this
from the start too. Just wait until Superdaddyman gets home from
work tomorrow; he’s going to hide the damn dog, on her again.
;8o)

Things You Learn From Your
Co-Workers – Volume 2

So I start
my day at Pink Mafia headquarters, after a long day previous of
excruciating back pain that had spread to my right butt cheek
{usually feels like a knife jammed in the side of your ass
actually}, and I am not really recovering from the wonderful crap,
that had happened to me at the therapists. When you have a blown
out disk, it kind of goes with the territory {I suppose}, but I
will whine about it, if I want to, because it is MY blog damnit! I
am pretty much overworked by the Pink Mafia, as is everyone else
here, and I also haven’t gotten over my huge demotion, and pay cut
that followed my injury. I endure, because I need to feed the 4
evil bastards that I come home to every day, and in turn it also
gets me away from those 4 evil bastards that I come home to every
day, as well.

Well for lack of a better expression, “The crap
really few” while I was off yesterday, and a LOT of things had
changed. Although in my opinion, it was a take it or leave it on
whether it was better or not. Pope George … oops … damnit … “King
George”, came to me first thing as I entered the door, in my mind
it sounded something like this “My most trusted Under boss, I need
you to go down there, and rectify the entire, ‘Night Shift, didn’t
do a damn thing last night’ problem. Try to have it done in about a
third of the time the average human could do it, because I have
several other impossible jobs for you to do afterwards!”, which
probably meant parting the Red Sea, and walking on water, or many
other biblical tasks that I have come to call commonplace around
here. Life is usually 50/50 around here, the two who usually work,
have already started their tasks, the two who rarely do .. haven’t.
It is my job as the “Under boss” to motivate them in the best way
possible.

“Jose! Tu es BAGO! Muy importante!”, as I
ushered the lazy Dominican, who usually at the very least, starts
moving when you call him on it. “Paul, come on man, you know you
need to be setting up boxes, dude!”, I then say to the lazy ass
product of American DNA. He starts moping around like Droopy the
Dog, from the Woody Woodpecker cartoons, until I walk over and do
the usual, “What the hell is the matter with you and your
girlfriend now Paul?”, to which he replies like he always does, “I
think she’s cheating on me again?”

“Jesus Christ, will you two just stop f*cking
other people, or at least for the love of God, stop f*cking each
other then?”, you have to know this person, to understand why I
talk to him this way. Always does the wrong things in his damn
life, never listens, always depressed. Most people try to talk him
into a happier place, while I have decided that the very hard stick
method, will probably work better, “I have told you a hundred
times, and just think of it as older brother style advice, if you
can’t be faithful to her, then you will always assume she is
unfaithful to you! Just clean up your own emotional garbage, and
then maybe, you can have a healthy relationship, where the two of
you aren’t paranoid all the time.” to which he looked at me like I
was still speaking Spanish. “I never think about cheating on my
girlfriend, so I never assume that she is either, dude. I have been
burned by it, but it beats being paranoid, trust me, ok?”, and with
that he was at least working.

“I need you to go around to all of the guys and
find out what they want for subs, go out to Supreme, and have them
deliver them, on us. Oh and make sure you get the price!”, I simply
nodded, as I heard “Go ask 84 people, who all will want fancy ass
sh*t, the second they find out it is free, what you will
torturously write down 97 separate instructions, for each order.
Drive over to Supreme, where you will now be ‘the enemy’ for
bringing in this huge list, and then ask the person there to
itemize it, while you stand there, hating you!” … oh goodie, I
can’t wait. 90 minutes later I am at Supreme with the list, the
second they open the door for business, knowing full well that I am
going to be despised! It went almost exactly as I saw it going
except for a few wrinkles. The very young woman, who took my order
from me, and started, talking in a language that I think was
Portuguese, was absolutely stunning to look at. I couldn’t really
decipher what she was saying to her father {the owner} but I am
pretty sure it involved my mother and inbreeding. As she made one
smart remark after another, and talked down to me, all the while
looking at me with such hatred. I had an eerie feeling that was
almost comfortable in it’s familiarity as this was going on. I
couldn’t place my finger on it until I had the overwhelming urge to
say “Yes Dear”, and then it totally hit me like a bolt of
lightning, as I realized that I FEEL LIKE I AM MARRIED TO THIS
WOMAN! ….. ACK!

Back to Pink Mafia HQ, and I had to distribute
all of these subs, when they arrived. {the trick is to stand there,
until they open them, so that you can simply take all of the
bitching and whining about ‘how they are f*cked up’ on the spot …
saves you from having to be hunted down later you see} I then
realized that I had not gotten one sub, out of all 84, and it just
so happened to be for one of the really nice, goofy Bosnians {my
other children} at work. This one is the REALLY big one with the
heart of a Teddy bear too. He looked like he was going to cry, and
my heart was breaking … until … I looked down in my hand and
realized that the sub with the name Jeremy on it was also a Large
Toasted Italian, and I handed it over to him. He argued with me
about it for a few minutes, but since I was the only one who wasn’t
here yesterday when they thought up these plans, I had brought a
lunch anyway. Warm Ham & Cheese on Wonder bread, who could ask
for anything more!

The group congregated to get the report from the
Vice President, about the new pay scales, and that we would all be
getting a raise, that everyone except ME already knew about. The
scales would be based on your job title, and I decided to wait
until after he was through to go talk to him. Everyone else got
told what their new salaries would be yesterday, and they were all
rather large. I had yet to be told, but I wanted to talk to him
about it anyway, “I just wanted to know what is going on with my
‘Job Title’ as I am technically the lowest here, because I was
demoted, but I still do all of my old supervisor jobs, I was hoping
that, it could be amended to something else, perhaps?” which he
said he would get on right away. He got on it by having the HR
director come down and tell me that {and this is the truth guys}
“If you are cleared of light duty, you will be going from $12.23,
to $12.25 an hour, as far as your job description goes, you are
going to have to stay where you are until the Insurance company
decides whether you are going to stay here or be sent to a
different place of employment.” and with that I stood there
dumbfounded.

I then walked up to King George's Office, where
HIS boss was sitting there in a meeting with him, and slammed the
door behind me ……… To Be Continued! ;8o)

Things You Learn From Your
Co-Workers – Volume 3

Ok, to be
fair, I must first tell you about some of the cast of characters
that will be entering, my little blog story right now. You all have
already met King George {said with approval, as his Catholic
background didn’t appreciate the Pope comments … sheesh}, and now I
shall introduce the other 2 participants. There is the General
Manager of the plant, who usually, means well, but isn’t always in
the loop on a lot of things, and then there is the Vice President,
of operations. I will say a few things to let him off the hook
immediately, as King George got him to read my blog this morning,
which prompted him to comment … lol … You see he WAS NOT the VP
when I had my injury, and as a matter of fact he didn’t come into
the picture, until several weeks later. The VP spends an UNUSUAL
amount of time talking to me about EVERYTHING, in the plant, and I
had started {apparently} to become one of his favorite people in
the plant. He didn’t actually know how this story was going to end
despite his actual part that he played, as he was sitting in the
room. He did mention that King George had told him that I would be
honest, so he trusts me. And away we go ….

I did exactly what all of you pretty much
assumed I was going to do, I totally lost it. I flipped my lid on
the other side of that door, and I used the type of language that I
often try not to use {Oh My God King George just direct connected
me to ask me to go get something from one of the coater operators,
because he forgot I left … roflmao … sorry story break}, and it was
LOUD and FOUL, and I was just bug eyed and FURIOUS! When I was done
with my complete temper tantrum, I eyed all three of them, with a
look of “Oh yeah … I told you” when he finally decided to speak up.
Mind you now, he let me go through my little fit without so much as
an interruption, or a dirty look.

“Ok, I completely understand where you are
coming from, and I would have done the exact same thing you did, if
I were in your position. I know that you understand that the HR is
simply doing what she feels is her job, and it actually is, but she
could have done it with a little more tact. I assure you that we
were sitting here discussing your future with the company, and I am
VERY sorry that I didn’t put an end to all of the foolishness, that
followed your injury. I was trying to adjust to the new position,
and you actually were a priority as soon as it could be addressed.
I am sorry on behalf of the company, and I am sorry that I was not
taking care of this sooner. This WOULD NOT have gotten this far had
I known any of it.”, and with that I started feeling about 14
inches tall, because after all I am horribly co-dependant, and
everything is always my fault. “As it was explained to me, the
problem was that YOUR shift was moved from days to nights, and you
stayed on days after your injuries, because of family commitments,
and a few anger management problems you were having with your other
shift, anyway. I still brought it to the GM and HR’s attention that
I felt regardless of how your position had technically changed, you
are still doing your old job, and I have a proposal for you.”

The proposal boiled down to this. He asked me
very kindly if I would mind going to the night shift, and taking
over some operations that they just can’t get ANYONE to do, and I
happen to be the company pro at. There is going to be a substantial
pay increase and a 15% shift differential, which would all total
out to almost 4$ an hour, but if I chose to stay on days instead, I
would be given 1$ an hour immediately anyway, but unfortunately
there was no higher positions available on the shift. He of course
again apologized, and said specifically, “I really appreciate your
help with my entering the company, and I promise that things are
going to change. I also understand that you are probably still
angry at a lot of the people you will be going to work with again,
since it was their neglect that played a very large part in your
injury, but I assure you, YOUR place in the company is a lot more
secure than theirs are, since I have judged who is a worker and who
isn’t. You will have full supervisory privileges to dal with anyone
as you see fit” and although I heard what he was saying, I still
hated that word “supervisor”, as it totally is NOT ME to be one,
and it never has, his amazing ability to sense these things in
people came out, as he added “I know you don’t like actually being
a supervisor, and you think you failed at it before, but I watch
you every day, and YOU HAVE what it takes, and I wish I had several
more like you. Unfortunately I don’t so I really need you to help
me out here …. Please?”, and with that I responded with the only
word I had … “Yes”.

He asked me if I had any questions, but to be
totally honest with you I didn’t, he answered absolutely everything
I could have asked, while he was talking, and with the “Yes” he had
been looking for he left. I was left alone with the other two, and
they started talking about football almost the second he left, but
I had to ask the question, “What was that all about?”, which was
quickly replied to by King George as “He like you because you
explain everything, and do whatever it takes to get the job done.
You even learn other languages, just to communicate better without
bitching about how others should just learn English. I think he
thinks you are just like him at his age, and I really started to
think he was going to fire us.” which both of them started laughing
about, but then the GM threw in his two cents finally and said “I
thought the same thing. I was happy to see him happy.”

I actually was rather shocked about what
happened as I truly feel that nobody ever learns sh*t from me, and
all I ever do, most of the time is repeat myself. I spent today,
trying to train my newest Capo in the Pink Mafia, who I replaced
Iris with a couple of weeks ago {I picked a 60 year old man this
time … lol … but I loved his spunk}, and as I was taking him around
showing him this and that, I said to him, “You’ll do fine as King
George’s right arm, he isn’t that hard to deal with really, it’s
all these other idiots you have to look out for. Just stand your
ground, and give it right back to them”, which made him laugh, as
he looked at me, and said “Or I could do what you do, and treat
this place like a circus even when I am following the elephant with
a shovel!” which I told him, I owed him a quarter for that.
;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius
Boycrazius – Volume 2

Well what
do I know I am just a simple Crime Fighter, the Guardian of the
Evils’s, Virginity Defender, The Man With NO Plan, I just go to
work every day, give 99.9% of my paycheck over to two separate
Terrorist Organizations {The Terrorist Organization Known as the
Evils’s “TOKE” & Mophaka Al Queholic “MAQ”}, and the other .1%
I get to enjoy buying an Ice Cawfeeee for the fair Miss Polly
Pureheart. I realize that I don’t suffer in all of this because,
heaven knows, that three evil lil’ bastards with age differences
that almost span an actual generation, are nothing but good times
and roses all the time. Watch as I do the ceremonial “Lucky Me”
dance, and toss daisies to the crowd. I am hampered with a serious
problem that MANY of you face, and I have chosen to deal with it
the wrong way. Ask my Aunt “The Special Ed Teacher”, and you will
understand how bad I truly am. The amazing thing is, that she MIGHT
have actually been right, but I failed to see the point as her plan
of attack, as an obvious henchman of MAQ was revealed to
Superdaddyman last night. Behold the power of the things I say, and
the things I DO NOT say.

I finally got the “Lazius Boycrazius is failing
in school” call yesterday. I say finally as in … well … it happens
every year you see. Usually about 4 or 5 times a year, and it is
the most insane crap, next to the phone calls about Captain ADHD
disrupting class. I AM to the point where I say, “Well of course
she is, don’t you people ever read transcripts?” like I do when I
get the Captain ADHD calls. There is actually a good reason for all
of this. I am a VERY concerned father. I did two tours of duty in
PTA, held THE WORST posts none the less {Secretary & Treasurer
… if you have never done PTA, these are the two that work, the rest
of them come in and whine, get a cookie, and vote on more jobs for
THE SECRETARY & THE TREASURER! Makes me wonder who the children
are usually.}, and I always take school issues with my children
seriously, or at least I used to. My father was a school teacher,
and he went insane, and moved to Florida, where he and his almost
as crazy {but she has Alzheimer’s at least} mother, live in a
duplex I put the money down on. Oh yeah did I ever mention I am
co-dependant? It is the same thing every year, she’s failing, I’m
spending many hours breaking my balls baby sitting her during her
homework {because if you don’t sit and stare at her, and check it
all when she is done, it won’t get done}, so that right up until
the last day of school the teachers will question if I am doing
enough. She then brings home her report card full of B’s and
C’s!

I get INFURIATED that they don’t even have the
courage to ACTUALLY flunk her, like she deserves. I do my part,
they send her along, and she doesn’t learn anything! I washed my
hands of it this time. I told the teacher that she needs to flunk …
period. I have always believed that a good failure can motivate,
and if it doesn’t then you AT LEAST have something to work with.
“You failed. Do you want to stay back?” or something along those
lines. Instead it is the same routine. She lies, I find out, she
cries, tells me she is stupid, and she quits. That’s what her
mother does, and it’s who she learned it from, and after my Aunt
decided to talk to her about all of this, she gave her the
crocodile routine, turned on the water works, and said she was
stupid, and she quits. I’ve been getting this for three years. I
said what I felt I should have said, but hadn’t {because I have
been told it is wrong, and didn’t care anymore} “That is exactly
the same act your mother does, and I am sorry that you learned it
from her. You always say you want nothing to do with her, if you
keep quitting without trying, and lying about it, than you know
what will happen.”

Big Evil just stared at me, and my Aunt went
mental … she started yelling at me in front of her {yanno about not
doing things like … um … THAT?} and I stood there and lashed back
{instinct sorry}, as I said, “No, we have been doing it that way
long enough, and it isn’t working she just gets worse” I was very
fortunate that my Aunt {the Sped teacher remember} totally emoted
EVERYTHING that my daughter should be feeling over that comment,
and Big Evil grabbed the ball and started running with it. First
she placed her face down on the table, and started bawling. {Keep
in mind that Superdaddyman knows this trick, as with the face down
on the table, you can cover up any of the accidental laughter} The
Aunt of course is just continuing the discussion. She is going to
want to be more like her mother, she is going to hate you, etc etc
etc {Superdaddyman trick number two, you should always note, that
the bawling always quiets to silence when advice on how to react is
being given}, and I finally say “This is going OUTSIDE!” where
Greektradgedius Inyiddish refereed the whole thing {silently I
might add, very peculiar}

Other than the 3 things I said previous the only
other thing I said was, “I have been living this Pat, I took her to
a psychiatrist at your urging on this 2 years ago, and HE SAID, and
I quote ‘She is NOT depressed, she is just really lazy, and she is
an abuse survivor, which makes her far more stubborn than you will
ever be, so you need to make sure that she knows what is right and
wrong’ and he even told me that it was a waste of TIME for her to
see him because she is perfectly FINE otherwise!”, and then I
simply stood there staring at her in silence, as I listened to her
spout about it all. I had to, because I know some stuff. I know
about her daughter who tries to starve herself 4 times a year
{another family disease} and does it no matter what. She uses it to
torture her mother, as she moves in with her at least 3 times a
year and holds her hostage with the knowledge of “If you don’t do
what I want, I will die here in your house”. I know about her son
who festered away $180,000 of her money {and about $14,000 of mine
with it during one of those Greektradgedius moments, like my
mother}, at an Ivy League University so he can become a fisherman,
all the time threatening to disown her if she didn’t. I know what
her parenting skills brought, and I also know that she would have
been on the brink of suicide herself if I had brought it up. After
she left Greektradgedius even told me that she was proud of me for
not going in for the kill, I actually was too, which is what really
matters.

I realize that in a lot of ways, what I did
could be construed as wrong, but I have to do some things my way.
Taking advice from most of my family is like trying to skydive
without a parachute. Actually, no … that is too obviously stupid. I
know this, when I got a call from Captain ADHD’s Guidance councilor
a few days ago, and he told me that he was doing SO MUCH better,
and he wanted to know what had changed {as I had had a discussion
with him a couple of weeks before, since they thought he WASN’T
even on medication, he was being SO BAD}, and I told him the truth.
“I told him if I heard that he was falling off of his chair and
pretending to have convulsions in school, whenever the teacher told
him to do something again, I was going to spank him until he
couldn’t walk” and I sat there while I heard the crickets in the
background, knowing that he was absolutely mortified by what I just
said, and then added “The trick is to make him repeat it 3 times to
you, so that you know he understood it.” don’t think that Lazius
Boycrazius, is the only one who thinks they can get away with
anything because the adults told them they had issues. ;8o)

Of Things I’ve Lost and Those That
Never Leave – Volume 2


Well
it was a road trip for me last night, as I drove out to Plainville
Massachusetts, which is my usual Saturday ritual. My girlfriend
lives a town over from there, and we go to a meeting together, and
I have become quite used to driving the 90 minutes every Saturday
night. Of course if you have never driven through Massachusetts,
then you probably don’t understand what a life altering move this
can be every Saturday, as I am going just about all of the way to
the Rhode Island border, my middle finger on my left hand is
usually killing me by the time I get there, and I have to do a lean
over with the right one the whole way back. Last night I also had
to run all the way back to Maine to see my Looney Leftist Lesbian
best friend so that is going to add to the road dementia.

I am scared to tell you all bout this, as I have
always promised to be honest, and I think that after I tell you
this story about how the past comes back to haunt you, and of the
horrible relapse that I had last night, know that I did wake up
this morning and hit my knees immediately. On my way back from
Plainville {by the way this is not one of my Superdaddyman made up
cities like Megalopolis, Plainville is really the name … lol}, I
was in a very unfortunate quandary, as my beloved AM radio {shup,
I’m not old} doesn’t work well this time of the year, sunspots and
stuff. I couldn’t listen to my sports guys rip apart those Damn Red
Sox, or listen to some Right Wing Whacko rip apart the liberals
trying to interfere with the judicial process {I’m sure I’ll have
many more years to get used to that one anyway}, so I was forced to
switch over to FM {it’s true … I am sooooooo truly SORRY!}, and I
found out the hard way what Saturday nights in the rock radio world
is all about.

The first song was playing quite innocently, “I
wasn’t looking’, when you pulled me iiiiinnnnnn, whoaooooo oh ,
here I come again!” and I started be-bopping a little bit .. Damn
Yankees, mighty fine band indeed. I am after all a child of the
80’s so I every once in a while have to accept my past, of being a
totally tripped out hairspray victim with way too much make-up on.
{Thank God the A-Hole in El Lay, no longer reads my blogs, cuz he
would owe me for that admission} Most of the people my age have
this skeleton in the closet, and fortunately Damn Yankees still
have that air of being “Cool” thanks to Ted Nugent yanno. One song
wouldn’t hurt me, I can handle it. I started noting that I still
had it too, as I was singing along with it. Tommy Page … eat your
heart out! When McCauley - Shenker came on next, I was unaware of a
trend that was forming, “Anytime, anytime, you want me, anytime,
anytime, you’re lonely, you just have to call and you know I’ll be
there … yeahahahaha”, as I was singing along with all of those
words, and I noticed my body inadvertently turning the radio up
with each song.

I was also {ok hold me}, chair dancing, skinny
little white boy style, as I was driving along now too. Oh the
agony, I am a junkie. I had “chair danced” my way through a
Cinderella song, a Motley Crue song, a Poison song {ain’t gonna go
there Poison still sucks, the station almost lost me on this one},
but they drew me right back in with a Ronnie James Dio Song, well a
Rainbow song to be accurate “I’m a man on the Siiiiilverrrr
Mountain yeahahaaaaaa” which inspired me to start talking to myself
for a little while, as it is hard to argue that Mr. Dio, was
probably one of the greatest song writers in the history of the
world, whether you like him or not … OMG … I am now in denial, and
I am justifying this sickness. It was becoming quite apparent that
I have a problem coming on here pretty hard, and … HOLY AQUANET
BATMAN! … I was finally bebopping, chair dancing, and scream
singing at the top of my lungs to the ultimate in totally gay 80’s,
made for 14 year old girls pap … “It’s the final … Countdown …
dadeedaaadum dadeedumdumdum dadeedaaaadum dadeedumdumdumdumdum!”,
and admit it, it is absolutely impossible to sing that song without
mimicking the synthesizers. I was now dancing and enjoying Europe,
and if they played Carrie, I might have been able to break free,
but the Gay Glam Gang had me totally hooked, and they weren’t
letting go. Upon pulling up to a stop light, I finally had that
moment of clarity, as I was car dancing, hopping up and down,
waving my head around, singing {with big time emotion mind you},
and I happened to look over at the car full of teenagers next to
me.

I imagine that this is a right of passage for
all of us mid-thirty something males, as I see they are obviously,
staring, pointing, and laughing at me. I really had one of two
choices here. I had to reclaim my coolness, manhood, and reason for
attracting women all in one feld swoop! My mind was just about
ready to start yelling out “Yeah so I like FINAL COUNT DOWN …
everybody does damnit, I am just comfortable enough in my
HETEROSEXUALITY to admit it damnit!” and I was probably going to
follow it up with “It’s like YOU GIVE LOVE A BAD NAME … WE HAVE ALL
DANCED TO IT DAMNIT!!!”, and then I realized that I was better
suited to plan two. Take your red assed face and duck down so they
can’t see you anymore. Upon peering over the door I could see that
this plan had worked brilliantly, for they had already driven
off.

I need to change the damn station; I am being
sucked back into old behavior after all. I need to simply reach
down, ….. And ….. “life is just a fantasy, will you be my fantasy
tonight … dooooo deeeee doooooo dooooooo” … Aldo Nova stopped that
before it could even happen. So as I sit here listening to good
clean music like KoRn, and Seether, I am reminded of a time way
beck when. My little Imtoocutus, was still growing inside her mommy
{who at the time was already displaying post partum depression},
and I was awoken by the LOUDEST, most vile crap I had ever heard in
my life! I immediately jumped out of bed and was storming down the
hallway to “KILL THE KIDS” as my mind had already locked in on it’s
target! I was going to yell at them good and hard for waking me up
with the stereo, and tell them “When I was a boy, we had GOOD music
… yanno stuff with WORDS YOU COULD UNDERSTAND!! Stuff like
Megadeth, and Metallica, and Anthrax .. And … um … Oh boy, it was
starting to sound stupid as I was explaining it to myself. I had
calmed down enough to see the funniest thing when I had gotten to
the end of the hall. An 8 year old Lazius Boycrazius, flopping her
hair back and forth slamming her head in the chair, and a 2 year
old Captain ADHD spinning around in circles making himself dizzy.
It was actually quite adorable, and I also had calmed down enough
to realize that they were doing it to my old Testament Cds. I sat
and enjoyed the show for a few minutes until The Mother of all the
Evils’s came stomping down the hallway. Sorry kids you are on your
own here, you were saved by a reminiscing daddy, but mommy listens
to only two types of music “Country aaaaannnddd Western” ;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on the Dump –
Volume 1

Ode to the
perfect day … I am just a bit happier as I write this entry, I just
came back from the dump, which is the last place I want to be every
Saturday, but with 5 people under one roof, I am not at liberty to
skip a week. The nasty smell of trash usually just goes away from
the inside of my Minivan, by the time I am back to taking the trash
to the dump, and actually I think it is when I am driving down the
street admiring the non-rotten smell in the van, I am reminded to
re-odorize the van again. The vicious cycle of trash, just
revolving around me, and not getting any better. I have tried
Fabreeze, Lysol, Carpet shampoos, you name it, God has seen fit
that it is a 6 day half life on all van odors, and I don’t even get
to rest on the 7th day. I should just stop feeding the kids.

The town dump, should be renamed the town
carnival, since it is a place that just about everyone is hanging
out on a Saturday morning. Almost 99% of Rye is VERY rich people,
so they really only go to the dump for show. Then there is us of
the 1% that go there for necessity. My stinky little Kia Minivan is
usually surrounded by Mercedes, Lincoln, Cadillac, and Lexus Sport
Utility Vehicles, which always makes me look around wondering, if
you don’t actually want a Ford Explorer, a Chevy Trailblazer, or a
Dodge Durango, why pay the extra 20 to 30 thousand dollars more for
one with a “Status Logo” on it, but what do I know, I drive this
smelly minivan around.

The “Swap Shop” is always full of stuff, that I
never wanted in the first place, but I have to stand in front of
each thing in there for several minutes each debating, why I
actually need it, and how I will justify taking up space for it in
the home after I find that wonderful reason to take it. Yes it is a
two step process, but like a good virus scanner it really is a
protection measure that was put in place to protect me from me.
After leaving the Swap Shop, that I probably shouldn’t have gone
into anyway {arms loaded with everything I can carry}, I replace
all of the space I made, getting rid of the trash with junk. Over
to the recycling area to take care of the 17 milk jugs, 84 tin
cans, and 103 Dunkin Donuts cups {I should get Imtoocutus to cut
back on the coffee}, and catch up on all the really good gossip.
The angry housewives, and ridiculously gay ex actors {oh and those
of us who have to listen to Earth day lectures, by our children all
the time … don‘t blow your “likes the gossip” cover after all
Jeremy … I think we have them fooled} are the only people who
recycle.

I usually start getting into that whole, I wish
I could just afford to have them pick up my trash, like all of my
neighbors do, but way back, when I was married to EX3, we had a
truck, which she of course took with her as it was her problem ...
damn ford. Taking trash to the dump then was much easier, and it
didn’t stink up the “Yiddle Bus” causing fake fainting spells, and
other forms of cheap theatrics that little children can come up
with. Captain ADHD even got in a good shot across daddies bow, by
explaining how a fart would make the van smell better. Well it was
actually part of an open monologue to his “verbal blog” that
managed to last the rest of the way home, no matter how loud I
turned up the stupid Radio Disney. ;8o)

Things You Learn from Your
Daughter’s Best Friend – Volume 1

Let me
take you back about 6 months ago, when I was at my daughter’s band
performance at the school. Background is good you know. Lazius
Boycrazius would be an aspiring flute player, if she practiced,
liked playing, or actually had any talent. The fact of the matter
is she fits in quite nicely with the Junior High school band, as it
appears that these are the credentials that all of these kids
share. This is always an experiment in torture, and I don’t mean
the type that makes Superdaddyman happy in a dark place. We are
talking about mind numbing boredom, with a smattering of audio
chaos to wash it down. I have always envied the parents {who
actually lie like bastards about this in my mind, but it is ok, I
shall take them at their words}, who enjoy going to these things. I
do not. There are a few funny moments, I will admit, like this day
in particular.

I am a townie, which means I have lived here all
of my life for the most part, and the other townies and I all hate
each other, yet we all sit together in the same clump in the back,
on the bleachers. We rarely look at each other as we make smart ass
comments toward each other, but we all have nicknames, and barely
respond to each other by our real names, if possible. There is
Julie {The Bitch}, Brian {The Druggie}, Pam {The Slut}, Chris {The
Brain}, Matt {Well everyone likes Matt so he is just Matt}, Tina
{Giggles}, and yours truly Jeremy {not Superdaddyman silly … I am
The Drunk in this crowd as they have known me a long time} For the
most part we just don’t want to sit with all the rich A-holes that
joined this community lately so we simply sit together despite the
hatred that still remains. When we get shooshed by one of the other
parents it is either my job or Brian’s job to give them “that
look“, as we are without a doubt the most physically intimidating
people in the room. Brian is married to Pam {her 5th I think}, and
Julie and I are the single parents.

Pam {The Slut} also happens to be the mother of
my daughter’s best friend Cassandra, and it was this year that
Cassandra unbeknownst to her parents changed into a set of fishnet
thigh highs, with garter belts that were showing beneath her skirt,
before the performance and when she came out, Pam was obviously
mortified, and I had to say {looking straight forward mind you}, “I
guess she borrowed that from you Pam, I thought I remembered that
from 8th grade Prom”, this of course made Julie {who always sits
next to me, God knows why}, respond with, “She looks a lot better
in it though”, and caused a retaliation from Pam in the form of
“Why don’t you two f*ck each other, if you haven’t all ready”, and
while everyone turned around to look Brian fielded the menacing
look so Julie and I could look at each other and go “Eeewww!” Later
that evening notable zingers included Matt asking Julie and I why
we never seem to get any older {his bald head often makes him
ponder that}, and Brian speaking up, which is unusual, “Because
Julie is such a bitch, she’ll probably never die, and the drunk
probably pickled himself”, which actually made me chuckle
anyway.

So we transfer to today which is Lazius
Boycrazius’s birthday. The big 13, and surprisingly enough, it is
also Cassandra’s {Well actually it is every year, but I digress},
so Big Evil was to go to her party, and come back to this one. I am
not to fond of her hanging out with Cassandra, as she actually is
as bad as that mental image of her coming out dressed like a whore,
should have dictated. Her last party ended up with a bunch of wanna
be gang members pulling out a knife, and creating a LOT of
problems. This in turn prompted Superdaddyman to get in touch with
the kids, and tell them that they should ask their parents about
me, before they tell me to f*ck myself. It was about as calm as I
could be at the time. For the record, YES I was that bad many years
ago, the kids called me begging for forgiveness, and their parents
called afterwards to make sure that I was ok with their apologies.
I was rather surprised that Big Evil was even invited again this
year, but The Druggie promised me that there was going to be
supervision this year.

The two little ones impress me sometimes as they
decided to make gifts for Cassandra too, and they helped Big Evil
wrap them, and she ended up going to the party with all three
packages. Yes Lazius Boycrazius made her some CD’s from my rather
huge collection on this here computer, while Imtoocutus made her a
beaded necklace, and Captain ADHD made her a little car out of
clay. I was rather worried as Cassandra can be very caustic, that
perhaps they were all in for a let down on this one, but they were
enjoying themselves and I was able to sleep until ¼ of 1 {remember
Superdaddyman sleeps during the day and works at night after all},
and I then took her to the party. Since Cassandra had moved to
Portsmouth over the summer, she actually lived in one of the 3
ghettos, and I was worried that there would be a criminal sort as
there usually is with her to begin with. Her biological father
lives in one of the other two ghettos and she always found that
sort there. Why should it be any different here?

I remanded Big Evil over to the temporary
custody of The Druggie and The Slut, and I made a break for it with
the two little evils’s, because I had to go home and set up for Big
Evil’s party here, which involved finishing up the Ice Cream cake,
and the Lasagna I was making for it. The little evils’s were my
official taste testers of course. The time came to go get the Big
Evil from the place as the 3 hours had passed, and my Patriots
didn’t give me anything to be happy about, but I once again
digress. I appeared there, where Big Evil and Cassandra were
sitting on the stoop. Cassandra was holding the gift that Captain
ADHD had made, and was actually wearing Imtoocutus’s necklace, as
the two of them came running down to the minivan.

Cassandra was wearing it alright and she was
also wearing a big smile. She opened the back of the minivan and
gave Captain ADHD a kiss {yes he was thoroughly disgusted, and I
think it totally ruined his day … goodie!}, and then did the same
to Imtoocutus {who is a 5 year old girl, so her day was made}, and
thanked them both profusely for the gifts. She was actually very
sincere, and I couldn’t avoid the chance to be passive-aggressive,
as I remarked “Who the hell are you and what did you do with
Cassandra?”, she giggled {oh yeah that gets worse every year past
12, and I could tell as she is now 14}, and then said, “I miss all
of you so much, there aren’t any people around here that really
care about me, and I wanted you guys to know that I appreciate
you.”, which left me speechless. Guess you’re never too young to
miss what you had when it is gone, even if you ignored it while it
was there. ;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink
Mafia – Volume 1

It is not
easy for Superdaddyman to infiltrate this faction of the Pink
Mafia. He at one time WAS a part of this faction of the Pink Mafia
after all, and the distaste that many of these people have left me
with is already there. You can say a lot of things about
Superdaddyman, but stupid isn’t one of them, so often it is very
difficult for your friendly local super-hero to relate at all with
THESE people. I often note, that LAZY is not one of my
characteristics either {said by a man who you all know comments
daily on 60 blogs, writes his own rather large one, writes out an entire dream and e-mails it, watches 3
kids and an evil grandmother, and still manages to squeeze in ten
hours with THESE bozo’s}, so while I am trying to sit back this
week, and assess what I am really going to do, I am still drawn to
try to repair the Niagara Falls of leaky faucets. Here’s what I
have concluded after the first few nights in the play pen.

My first and foremost task at hand is to
{apparently} train my old supervisor turned new again. He is the
nicest guy, you’ll ever meet. One of the guys, a real chum,
personable, likes beer, football, and a good bet. In other words,
he should be back running that coater, like most people who are too
easily swayed into “chuminess” The nepotism on this shift is
blinding from the word go. Superdaddyman is NOT here to make
friends, and as a matter of fact, he had already made enemies with
most of these people when he got injured {Lifting too much crap
repeatedly, as the lazy ass bastards around him “disappeared”}, and
you could see by the look of horror on some of these people’s
faces, they still knew his opinions. Although it is important {as
always} for me to claim my first Capo, in the war against the
“other evil” in my damn life, I wasn‘t expecting what I got
realistically. I was fortunate that by the end of the second day
she claimed me. Stick with the evil you know I always say.
Superdaddyman is always ready to don one of his other costumes at a
moment’s notice, and for this task it is important to come dressed
as a “Wig”, or “Chix Dick” as many are starting to refer to him. Of
course I made an alliance with the “Angry Lesbian” on the crew.
Those are always the ones, who flock to my service, some call it a
curse, I have always thought of it as a gift from God. You raise
the dead if you want, I’ll raise the angry estrogen. She also
happens to be a cancer survivor, which makes her even that much
more furious with the lazy element.

She doesn’t quite do things the way Iris or
Pierre did, but it is important to note, that these dogs have been
peeing on the carpet for a lot longer than anything I had had to
deal with on the day shift. When she came up to me, it wasn’t the
“I’m sorry Jeremy, I have to go get that girl!” mentality that Iris
brought, but it sounded more like this “That f*cking, f*cked up,
f*cker! I’m going out there and kick that f*cking assh*les, f*cking
ass, and drag his useless piece of sh*t, f*cking carcass in here!
OK???” to which I replied with a “You go girl,” and thus I can only
imagine what she said to him. I note that he wasn’t exactly any
quicker, but she was riding his sorry ass the rest of the night. If
she doesn’t straighten his ass out, then I am sure that he will at
the very least quit. This is as good as anything else, because I
don’t subscribe to the “Warm Body” theory that my new King prefers
to use. I am going to be a miserable jerk for a few weeks I am
sure.

Let’s throw out another one of those scenarios
that probably makes babysitting my new King a little bit of a
chore. We were a man down, since Corky Pig {named after Corky from
“Life Goes On“, and the fact that he steals everyone’s food
constantly}, has come in and left 2 straight nights after he walked
in with a tummy ache. This is one of those people we all love. On
the table of intelligence, he comes somewhere between “plastic
bracelets” and “head cheese.” Worse yet he is that type of stupid,
that thinks he’s the smartest person in the room. I don’t mind
stupid really as long as they accept it and are ok with it. This
moron gets angry when you prove he is stupid, but I am getting off
topic, sorry. This problem forces the King to relocate his
subjects, me being the Under-Boss will be relocated into one of
these positions to fill the void. Now mind you, I am the best fork
truck driver in the whole plant. I make everything look easy, and
it is just in my nature to do it, and I have been doing it on the
other shift. Hell no, he wants the oldest man in the place to do
it. This poor guy is terrified of driving the truck and spends his
entire night working from so far behind that he usually, just looks
scared. He places me in “his” position, which I am ok at, but I do
not compare to the man on the truck. Do you see a pattern of how
this King operates? Same old bullsh*t I dealt with before. I took
to giving the poor guy a 10 minute break every hour, so he could
walk around with a soda, and I would catch him up. Here I am again
over working. My first official butting of the heads with the
person above me has begun, when he told me that I was to let Frank
do that job, and stick to my own. My exact words “Your ability to
be right all the time, bought you a babysitter, which already can’t
stand the way you operate. I am not going to watch you drive that
guy insane,” and before I left yesterday, I made sure to give him a
20 minute break, as I totally got him caught up, and left him in
good enough shape to hopefully make it the last 2 hours of his day.
I stared up at the office window at the new King, as I was walking
to the time clock. Superdaddyman has spoken, and the Pink Mafia is
in for a rude awakening.

It sucks giving a sh*t, despite my usual apathy
that I have acquired since day one on my new shift. Some noted that
I looked depressed, although the truth of the matter is, I am not,
I am quite cheerful about the whole thing. I may hate the pill I
agreed to swallow, and I knew that going into it. I thank Polly
Pureheart for her phone texts all night, as they seem to keep me
grounded, but the battle plans are simply being drawn right now.
Superdaddyman ain’t playing’ this time around, and there will
either be a new plan of running the Pink Mafia Twilight edition, or
it is going to be a very bumpy ride until one of us gets fired.
Either way, I ain’t getting an ulcer over this sh*t. I am at this
time sitting at my desk at work screwing around on the computer, as
my new King went home for the night, thus making me {the
Under-Boss} the Over-Boss, so I am letting my new Capo, beat some
ass while I catch up on my blogging. Fortunately I always throw my
latest blog that I am working on in my Yahoo Briefcase, just in
case I get abducted by aliens or kidnapped by Amazonians. I hate it
when that happens, but at least I‘ll be able to post my blog when
they assume my inferior intellect can‘t get past their windows
password, or a company firewall as well. ;8o)

Superdaddyman takes on the Mother of
all the Evils’s – Volume 1

Deborah
Lynn - named after her grandmother, and her mother ... Code Name
"The Mother of All The Evils‘s" aka “The Bitch“ ... phylum
"Maternalus Nulus" - greatest contributions to the world thus far -
Has given birth to 3 beautiful babies, and has helped to form them
ever so much into The Terrorist Organization Known as the Evils’s
{TOKE} … Future great moments should include - The day she finally
is placed in the Guinness World Book of Records for having slept
with more men than anyone in the history of the world {should be
soon} … “They said it couldn’t be done, but I’ll be damned that
woman has officially done em all boys and girls!”

It was a glorious day in the life of this Super
Hero, as I had brilliantly executed plans for a hostage swap, with
the Northern Command of OGJ {Operation Get Jeremy}, and I was
transporting the three enemy combatants {Lazius Boycrazius, Captain
ADHD, and Imtoocutus} to an undisclosed location in the metropolis
of North Berwick Maine. A quaint town which was founded on such
respectable norms as, incest, pig farming, and of course super
secret plans to take down Superdaddyman once and for all. Today’s
plans were the usual, and as always they are a real chore to deal
with. The ride there in the “Prisoner Transport” made by Kia, was
one of the worst in the history of boring ass drives into The
Peoples Republic of Maine. Superdaddyman is singing along to Radio
Disney {That woman from American Idol there, the “Hazel Eyes” song
yanno?}, as he knows that his freedom for the next 3 days is
secure. He will be able to … well … BE FREE of the shackles of
Singledaddydom, and that is all that matters. The problems on the
drive are numerous, so I will try to list them out for you …

1. It is “Leaf Peeper Season” in the most
abundant Leaf Peeping Area of the Country

2. With that come tourists, as it is a 3 day
weekend for “Angry White European Day” {When in a communist country
like Maine it is Illegal to call him by his God Given Italian name
you see}

3. All of the tourists are usually retiree’s
from Florida, thus about 114 years old, and terrified of
driving

4. The ones who are not from Florida are Redneck
Locals, who have been drunk since about noon, and unfortunately
they are NOT terrified of driving.

5. Superdaddyman is losing his marbles by kids
trying to scream OVER the Radio, because as I am growing more
terrified by the moment, they don’t want to see what they know is
going to be there.

6. What is going to be there that is making
Superdaddyman and the Evils’s nervous is “The Mother of All the
Evils’s

As promised she is here, and I am terrified, why
you might ask, well consult yesterday’s blog, as I note that she is
wearing something very similar to that. You see when she pulls out
the really tight short skirt, and the very bottoms of the lace on
her stockings are barely showing, she’s up to something. If
anything Superdaddyman’s kryptonite is the erotic nature of how a
woman dresses. Please keep in mind that this one knows ALL THE
TRICKS, despite the distaste that Superdaddyman has for her, she is
… well … kinda hot. {Go to Lynn’s blog … look at her pictures …
picture her dressed in the garb described, with a double D cup, and
a ton of cleavage showing … at least a decade younger … ok … now …
get that mental image, and may any of you guys (even the gay ones I
bet) try to lie to me about being a rock, or an island} The last I
knew, she was married again, to a guy in prison, and I fear that
she is starting to miss him. Oh goodie, she is now running across
mud in those really sexy 4 inch high heels to … oh my f*cking word
… she fell! … Superdaddyman forgot her kryptonite is clutzyness …
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!

Once again Superdaddyman thanks God {God Rocks}
for assisting him in yet another round of Superdaddyman versus
Mommystopholese! Now she is faced with having to try any of her
tricks covered in mud, and with her intended victim laughing at
her. She gives up rather easily actually, and with that the
“Defender of the Evils’s” is off to meet up with his friends at his
meeting. My darting toward freedom is totally mired in a very long
arduous drive that is hampered by blatant stupidity. Every person
making a left turn refuses to get in the suicide lane. Every
knucklehead who is lost sits through a green light or two, as the
usual half hour drive has now been over an hour, and I am still
about 2 miles from the Superdaddyman cave, where I belong. Yet more
idiots wrapped in a douche bag at every corner, are desperately
trying to interfere with the plan.

The Massachusetts drivers have entered the fray,
and no right lane is safe, as they ONLY use those for left turns.
The far left lane is where they sit with their right directional
on. It is suicide, and Superdaddyman is feeling like he could start
crying. His sweet freedom is being totally held hostage by the
people of this world who shouldn’t be driving IF IT IS SO F*CKING
SCARY DAMNIT!!! He meets up with Polly Pureheart, and the Southern
Belle from Southern Maine, at his home group where the fellowship
of AA once again, takes out his ruptured sanity, mends it a little,
puts it back into him, and kisses the booboo, that was left behind.
I think I might actually make it through this weekend after all,
because when all is said and done … I WON’T HAVE KIDS DURING IT …
WOOOOOHOOOOOO! ;8o)

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume
11

Again
Superdaddyman is inundated with the mundane chores of entertaining
two of the key members of The Terrorist Organization Known as the
Evils’s {TOKE} in an attempt at “Operation Keep the Nag Quite”
{OKNQ} They frolic downstairs, expertly taking apart the things
that Superdaddyman has so desperately tried to put back together
again from their last visit to “The Entertainment Room” {TER} which
just so happens to be the headquarters of “Operation Watch the
Patriots” {OWP} Should it be known that one of the last things any
crime fighter wants is to have his secret war rooms completely
ransacked by evil little bastards, the absolute last thing THIS
crime fighter wants is a disgruntled Greektradgedius Inyiddish
stomping down the stairs explaining many tales of woe. The Guilt
Ray, has been targeted at Superdaddyman far to often lately, so he
found it necessary to sacrifice one of his treasured war room to
the cause of being a temporary prison for enemy combatants.

My incredibly hot dreams {which were chronicled
in entry previous out of the fact that as it entered my dream diary
it seemed too good to NOT share} was completely interrupted by
“THAT’S MINE! I HATE YOU!” or as we like to call them here at La
Casa Di Evils’s “War Preparations Maneuvers” {WPM}, and the disdain
of taking Superdaddyman out of his happy place would have been felt
harshly if not for the ability to sit down and log the dreams to
his journal. I like to think of it on mornings like this as a
“Battle Plan Layout” for later encounters {fiendishly evil
laughter} and with that the next maneuver was to go to “Western
Command Central” {Dunkin Donuts} and get a cup of “Maybe I won’t
Kill You”, and came back home to referee another screaming match in
the entertainment room. Life of a Super Hero continues.

The overall basis of psychosis, is that the
evils’s don’t understand a single thing they do {usually, and I
will explain that in a bit} because their whole lives, as I had
said in “Living With Evils’s - Volume 1” is to try to form some
sort of control, in their little insecure lives. They know not what
they do, except they know that they desperately NEED some sort of
say in what happens. As they are inferior beings {smaller, less
experienced, not as intelligent - yet} the only true form of
control that they have is in the creation of chaos. Superdaddyman
has ways of quelling chaos, with his superpowers known as
“Ignorance” … “Indifference” … “The Long Boring Lecture” {go figure
huh?} … and in extreme cases “The Spanking”, and this in and of
itself can often keep TOKE at bay. Travel upstairs to the “Other
Bad Place”, and you will find an old lady with absolutely no
ability to control these situations, and NO ABILITY AT ALL to learn
a damn thing. Superdaddyman has tried every method to get The Evil
Greektradgedius Inyiddish to be more astute to methods of “The
Passivogressive Jedi”, and she will have no part of it. In her day
… yaddita yaddita yaddita, because it always ends up with, at the
very least two members of TOKE standing within ten feet of her
SCREAMING THEIR FOOL HEADS OFF, until she is a crying mess, who
just should have separated the two of them to begin with. This is
NOT an option for the Evil Greektradgedius Inyiddish is plagued by
a few demons of her own. First of them as always will be the case
until she dies at the age of 137, will be her undying need to have
something to bitch about, and the other part of that being her
incessant wants and desires to be smarter than you out of age
{which in and of it self dictates respect … doesn’t it?} Secondly,
which ties into the second part of the first, being the only MAN
who hasn’t run away from this f-ing hell hole of Nooooo Hampshah,
Superdaddyman has ALWAYS got to receive any and all aftershocks of
the PTSD that haunts women in his family. I look to this as the
family disease that rots from the very reaches of Megalopolis.
Women have 40 year old PTSD issues, which cause the men to suffer,
and in turn cause more PTSD issues when they run away screaming.
This is a very long agonizing vicious cycle that Superdaddyman has
been fighting against since he was merely a crime fighter in a
dipee!

Superdaddyman is relentless in his pursuit to
stomp out all of the habits that plague TOKE, and to of course make
his throat hurt from all of the calm explaining he does, which is
starting to sound like nagging. “The kids own you! If you do not
separate them, or send them to me downstairs, I HAVE TO let you
suffer this, as they ARE NOT going to stop running around you in
circles screaming … period. I am NOT coming upstairs to baby-sit
all of them AND you. This is YOUR part of the house, and I just
don’t like sitting up here watching soap operas with you and
directing the traffic up here. I feel it is unfair to expect me to,
when all you need to do is send them away.” which is always going
to be followed by the usual Greektradgedius method of dealing with
anything that involves admitting defeat “The Repeating Ya-But Ray
Of Ignorance”, and then if that doesn’t work, “The Water Works of
Guilt” which stopped working years ago. I hate it when a 76 year
old woman, a 5 year old girl, and a 7 year old boy are ALL using
cheap theatrics to bring down this Super Hero. I am sooooooo better
than that. ;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink
Mafia – Volume 2

Oh so the
dreaded evils that lurk in the twilight hours of Pink Mafia Head
Quarters {PMHQ} can be daunting at best for this brave Superhero,
as he had been forced to fight off the big three Ism’s that plagued
this joint all last week. These being … Nepotism … Cronyism … and a
personal favorite of this crime fighter Skepticism. It seemed like
it was going to be a brutal winter of one Superdaddyman caper after
another as Jeremy {the alter-ego of our favorite evil fighting
daddy} was again thrust into the position of Under-boss to a less
visionary mined Don. Our epic battles lasted a whopping 4 days last
week as I had to endure two days of watching the chaos, followed by
two days of seeing the chaos dissipate far too easily. I knew it
was a trap, some far outreaching treachery from “Operation Get
Jeremy” {OGJ} that allowed the ending of last week to pass with far
less ulcers than Superdaddyman was prepared for. He still has the
Pepto-Bismol hangover from all of the extra doses he had stocked up
on even.

After a brief celebrity guest appearance by
Superdaddyman last night at PMHQ, to straighten out some small
catastrophes that could have easily been avoided with much sought
after Superdaddyman mental techniques as, logic, emotional
stability, tact, and of course charm, Superdaddyman did note that
Dom De Tutti Fruiti, was not present for said chaos, but made
mental note {cause that’s what this evil fighter does}, that it was
easier to rectify without his logic interfering with it. Task
completed, I am on my way home to blog and … well blog. It might
have been a nice IDEA to fill Superdaddyman in on what had actually
happened as apparently the Don De Tutti Fruiti had been whacked the
Friday before after Superdaddyman had left. This of course HAD
secretly been a goal and all, but the fact that it actually
happened, was not only shocking, but … well shocking!

Faced with the great peril of having to
commandeer this mob family, on such short notice was incredibly
daunting, and Superdaddyman {although one of the greatest super
heroes of all time} had to resort to the most desperate of
measures! He very carefully, and with great stealth {catlike in
nature} walked around to everyone, and told them their duties,
checked with such awe inspiring charts and graphs like “The Run
Schedule” and the “Raw Materials List”, and somehow was finally
able to get the whole plan in place, before the whole night was
wasted. With the other 9 hours and 45 minutes of his 10 hour shift,
he simply sat back and watched the absolute nightmare of “Harmony
and Productivity” … OH THE HORROR!!!

About 2 hours into the shift the Superdaddyman
line went off, and he could see the Superdaddyman signal up in the
sky {if you have ever seen it, it looks a lot like a skull and
crossbones, but it is really a screaming baby with a crossed set of
rattles}, and his marching orders were being sent to him from
Commissioner Boredom, stating that he was to seize control of this
faction of the Pink Mafia, until a suitable replacement could be
found. This made Superdaddyman feel better, as the thought of being
in charge of this crew, was making his stomach flip flop for the
last two hours. Not that he wasn’t getting along ok with these
people but because he refuses to BE one of these people. He has
watched far too long to see what the stress of being a Don in the
Pink Mafia can do to a human being, and … well … he’d rather just
remain a human being after all.

For at the very least, two weeks Superdaddyman
will be the Dom De Tutti Frutti, until he has a new one to harass
and whip in to shape. {truthfully I feel more like a chief petty
officer, as I have rank and title, but there are still others above
me to take the blame if need be} I already know who they are
grooming for the position, and too him I say “Ah Mi Hefe!” as it is
another one of those beautiful … “I learned Spanish in the nick of
time” moments in my life, but other than that King Jose, will be a
much easier person to deal with. I am not sure what tomorrow will
bring at the PMHQ, but I do unfortunately have to deal with one
blinding problem, that comes with having a VP and the King of the
other shift reading my damn blogs all of the time, while I am in
charge with my own office, and my own computer at my disposal … THE
RAT BASTARDS CLOSED OFF MY DAMN INTERNET CONNECTION! What the hell
do I look like … an actual working Dom? After they read this,
they’ll know that I can Yahoo from my Cell Phone if need be
;8o)

Things You Learn With a Bad Back –
Volume 7

Jeremy
Franklin - named after the coolest character to ever grace a
children’s novella {Mrs. Frisbee and the Rats of Nihm, by Robert C.
O’Brien, or so he was told later on in life, as the book is
actually 4 years younger than him }, and his grandfather {Albert
Franklin} ... Code Name "Superdaddyman" aka “Jeremy Crow“ ...
phylum "Imaginus Rediculus" - greatest contributions to the world
thus far - Keeping many of the seacoasts finest nurses, and Dunkin
Donuts employees visually stimulated, why his ramblings online have
made many swoon, mentally … Future great moments should include -
The printing of the greatest self diagnostic manual, since Sigmund
Freud {a rank amateur really}… “And the throngs of millions cheer,
as Superdaddyman finally steps out from behind the curtain to face
his ….”

Truthfully, nothing is more infuriating than
going to the Doctors, and I have yet to feel that I have been doing
much more than granting head service {pun intended} to a long
series of Quacks, for the last 4 months. It’s rather hard really to
deal with all of the mundane shit that flies through my head as it
is, without the whole “back back” situation heaped on top of it
all. I have treated it like a funny little nuisance, for quite some
time now. The whole, being hit on by nurses, amusing things I
notice when looking through women’s magazines, or even being
touched by hotties during physical therapy, has been quite true
actually, but my humor hides a rather looming issue that finally
came to fruition today. I have now been labeled officially
physically unable to ever do the type of work, I for the most part
have ever done. I knew it, they knew it, and the insurance company
desperately wanted me labeled as such. The fact that I am now
documented in a way that I will never pass a physical for the types
of jobs to which I have always done, and has fed my family is
really actually quite scary.

Beyond the mind that everyone has become
accustomed to peeking into now and again, I am after all a single
father, who does his best to raise his children, and that includes
working. The job that I have done since last December, was not only
the worst, but it was the most physically, and psychologically
damaging career choice I ever made, and in a round about sort of
way, they own me, and they treat me as such. They have always had
promises, and always have lied, and in all reality, they chewed me
up, spit me out, and damaged the lives of 5 people in one felled
swoop. There’s nothing more really to say about that other than … I
AM OUT FOR REVENGE {Fiendish laughter … echoing … booming
throughout the entire internet … sinister organ music … a voice
like the count from Sesame Street! … MUAHAHAHAHAHA}, and the first
step to all of that was calling into work this evening … status …
Mental Health, and by the way FUCK YOU! I think they already had
the point as I totally refused to do the supervisory tasks after
receiving my paycheck Wednesday {of course after the semi-lucent
nervous breakdown} to be surprised about how it was EXTREMELY light
on the promises, and as usual very heavy on the tuff shit. It’s a
new ballgame kids … The Pink Mafia is GOING DOWN … I watched Donnie
Brasco, I know how these things work.

For all of the pain and confusion of being owned
by really poor medical supervision over the last few months, I am
now unable to do many of the things I used to love. I can no longer
go to the gym, and play with the “big peoples” weights. I can never
go surfing {and trust me, THAT ALONE, is killing me}, and I may
never go bowling again. These are simply other side casualties in
my quest to be whole again, but they were VERY IMPORTANT to me. It
was brought to my attention that the insurance company would just
adore seeing me {or should I say whomever they have with a camera,
spying}, at any of those tasks. I watched my entire yard that I so
treasured and adored turn to a brown mess over this last summer, as
I couldn’t be caught working on it. The psychological damage of a
lot of these things is amazing really, but I still find the ability
to usually get past all of that and assume that the good part about
poor physicians, is that they usually are wrong. I am pretty sure
that I will recover from this crap.

I will go in Monday, and demand reassignment, as
the insurance company threatened to do to me, especially now that I
know, I don’t HAVE to take anything offered, and they must pay for
my education otherwise. The nice lady at the state Department of
Labor told me so. I am NOT going to get a fucking ulcer over this
shit anymore. There is finally a starting point to the actual
closure on all of this area of crap, as I now point out, and note,
the last of my three phases of recovery has ended.

Phase 1. Being at the mercy of a Physical
Therapists schedule ……… done

Phase 2. Being at the mercy of a Surgical Teams
Schedule ……….…. done

Phase 3. Being at the mercy of a Quack’s
schedule, and lack thereof … done

On a lighter note, I just received a package in
the mail from a faithful reader of the Superdaddyman. Inside of
this package there was a lot of bubble wrap, and a Pepi-Le-Pew
Doll, complete with a jacket and tails, from one of the wonderful
people I have met through my blogging escapades. It came as a total
shock to me at first, and made me say, “Cool Groupies!” at first
{part of me was hoping that it was panties with perfume on them,
but hey “Dare to dream” yanno. My spirit guides have always been
skunks, and as I have gotten older and wiser it has been a
privilege to have one of the most powerful creatures taking care of
me every day. I am also blessed to have many people who read and
know me a little better, and as well as weaves in my basket give me
strength, so do the spirit guides I have online as well ;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink
Mafia – Volume 3

There he
stood, the new guard, the man who was to take the Twilight edition
of the Pink Mafia to the next level, and here Superdaddyman stands
with his 400 page booklet, of “Why I am a Cripple” to hand over to
this new King. The first words that left his mouth, were partly a
retaliation toward Superdaddyman’s behavior the week previous, but
mostly a shot across Superdaddyman’s bow, as well, “Ok, I want you
down between the two box makers all night, and I don’t want to see
you out smoking all the time,” a part of me was looking at him with
that vacant stare I often give, while my mind is searching for the
perfect rebuttal to such an open chin, hanging in front of him.
Would it be an uppercut? Perhaps a right cross? … what came out was
the first thing that entered my mind “I hope you have moments of
temporary blindness then, because if you question my work ethic
again, it is going to be a very long, short career for you,” and
with that King George {the old boss} executed “Operation Change the
Subject” most brilliantly, so that I could leave the situation. It
was going to be one of those nights.

As far as work abuse goes, I have always been a
taker … I take all the shit they give me, and I usually smile. Now
that I have these papers saying that I am permanently disabled, or
at the very least, always going to be less than 100%, I have
retooled my efforts to get out of the abject slavery that they
impose on me. In truth I have allowed it, but that was officially
ending last night as I entered the workplace with definite attitude
issues, over my pay, and my hatred for The Pink Mafia in general. I
had no issues parse’ I was actually in a rather wonderful mood, as
Polly and I had spent the whole night before cuddling and watching
Buffy, I just wasn’t allowing any of this crap to change that.
There was a new weapon in the Superdaddyman belt, and I was
prepared to use it at will … NO! I quipped in my Mental Notes, that
I am going to break this guy shortly after, and I am actually
impressed that his tenacity, although ridiculously misplaced, at
best, might actually be up to my caliber. My Capo, saw what was
happening and she took off within the first hour of work, with a
tummy ache to allow me {the master after all} to deal with this
first epic battle on my own. The new Super Villain at Pink Mafia HQ
might be a worthy adversary for now, but 3 marriages, 3 evil lil’
bastards, and Greektradgedius Inyiddish, have trained me well in
the art of “Poisoning Ones Soul” slowly, painfully, and with great
malice. He’s also totally fucked in the fact that I want to be
fired, and that is NOT exactly hard to see.

I started toying with this one, despite my
hatred for spiders, I can see now that the way they deal with their
prey can be fascinating. I immediately started by simply taking his
orders literally. One of the many things that the average
management types will never quite comprehend is that it actually
takes the experience of others to make them look good. While he
made so many wonderful attempts to beat me down to where he felt I
belonged, I simply rolled with it. So you want me to make sure that
the boxes are made? That’s not a problem you see, as it gives me
less walking around to do. Everything else fell by the waste side,
as I simply made my boxes. “I did EXACTLY as you told me to do,”
was so very hard to turn around, when he was unhappy about the
outcomes, as the night passed. He heard the word NO a lot, and it
wasn’t in his “Jeremy Crow Instruction Manual” which clearly
stated, “Treat this guy like your bitch, because history bares that
out”, and you could simply see the rage in his eyes as the night
dragged on. My smoking habits were starting to become the least of
his problems, as he sent me around to give everyone their lunch
breaks. It becomes very apparent, very fast that Superdaddyman is
better at doing everyone else’s jobs than they are, and it is
almost a let down, when the other people come back to take up their
posts. This of course is NOT my problem. I am just a pee-on
{giggling} ... I did at one point say to him "Let's get one thing
straight, just because I am the company f*cking cripple doesn't
mean that you need to fill my every available moment. If you think
I am not working hard enough, then you are an idiot. I will start
treating you that way if you wish, but I already outwork most of
you. Wanna piss me off? Keep reminding me of that because it's how
I got hurt to begin with," and then went outside for a smoke. He
chose not to follow, so either he is plotting, or learning. I could
give to shits either way.

After finishing the breaks, I collected the list
for my nightly coffee run, and I could hear it before it even
happened, but I persisted that I am going to maintain at least one
shred of normalcy in this idiot parade, “I don’t think that you
need to go out and get coffee, we have a coffee machine here”,
which once again, was met by the glazed eyes of Superdaddyman. What
am I to do on this one, as the thought of telling this poor
ineffectual middle management suck up, to simply kiss off, was
actually the first thing to enter the mind. I looked back at him
and said “Your only piece of friendly advice I give you, is to
spend less time worrying about what I do, and more time worrying
about how everyone here perceives you. If you think that everyone
here not getting their Dunkin Donuts, is a stroke of sheer
brilliance, then your bulb is a little dim, spanky,” and yes I said
it exactly like that, as we are also going through the “I am
smarter than you are phase, and the demeaning nicknames phase.
Within 10 minutes I was off to Dunkin Donuts, and calling the
beautiful Miss Polly Pureheart along the way, for strength, well
actually to have a good laugh at this guys expense. In the arena of
counting my own blessings, I am after all the only man on this crew
whose significant other works the same hours I do, so the strength
I draw from her as we play with phone messages all night is
absolutely priceless.

All in all, other than another minor altercation
over my checking my e-mail over my phone as I stood at the time
clock for the last five minutes {this one ended in Superdaddyman
using yet another blast of Passivogressive dust on him, in the form
of “Well I can’t just sit at a computer half the night and check
it”, and another dirty look}, Superdaddyman leapt from the
building, and into The Superdaddyman Mobile {Disguised quite
ingeniously as a Kia Sedona}, and drove the way home, again
laughing it up with the Fair Miss Pureheart, about it all, on the
phone. I actually slept quite well, and I have no fear about what
happens tonight. Apathy is a good friend, and a trusted ally in the
fight to take down the Pink Mafia. I fear not what will happen,
only my own permission to be happy or not. ;8o)

Musical Methadone & Mental
Masturbation - Volume 1

Ok so at this
point in the evening I am at Pink Mafia HQ, it’s around 7:30, and
all is clear. The new King’s bark was much worse than his bite,
because he totally gave up after 1 night of my ruthless cerebral
assassination attempts, and he has resigned himself to sitting in
the office, looking at porn on the computer, as most supervisors
should anyway. I walked into work, and one of the two things that
always happens to me, happens to me. I write the first thing that
comes to my mind, and shoot it out to everyone on my phone texts in
the form of a mental note, and get back to the stupid song that is
stuck in my head. “We're leaving together .. But still it's
farewell .. And maybe we'll come back .. To earth, who can tell ..
I guess there is no one to blame .. We're leaving ground (leaving
ground) .. Will things ever be the same again .. It's the final
countdown .. The final countdown,” and I just walk around singing
it at the top of my lungs. If this job isn’t bad enough, the mental
imagery that it always starts another round of Final Countdown each
and every night is just really sad.

What I needed at this time was some Musical
Methadone {that song that unlocks the key to getting another song
out of your head} and it actually hit me like a bolt of lightning
last night, “I'm layin' awake at night .. I can't get you out of my
mind .. All I can hear is my heart beat .. And a voice in the dark
of some kind .. Where are you now .. The fears are comin' back to
me once again .. Oh, I wish you were here .. Takin' good care of me
.. I want you .. I feel as though I'm out in the cold” and it was
eradicated like Small pox. Ah remind me to send a thank you letter
to Rob Halford and the rest of the Judas Priest boys for that one.
I of course send this tidbit to everyone as a mental note part 2,
and back comes a message from the GM “Or you could us Breaking the
Law?”, which brought up a strange conundrum, because unlike “Out in
the Cold”, “Breaking the Law” is hokey, and commercial, and now …
very much stuck in my head.

“There I was completely wasting, out of work and
down .. all inside it's so frustrating as I drift from town to town
.. feel as though nobody cares if I live or die .. so I might as
well begin to put some action in my life .. Breaking the law,
breaking the law .. Breaking the law, breaking the law” …. arg … so
now the overnight “Scooby gang of sad” {this includes several work
mates, as well as Billy, Terri, Lori in absentia in text messaging
… Lori being useless at this as it appears the only songs she has
ever heard were from Duran Duran, and thus useless} is mulling over
Musical Methadone. My Capo came over furious as she had heard
“Breaking the Law” for the 17th time as I walked by, and barked out
at me “How about some f*cking Mr. Crowley, while you are hopelessly
lost in the gay 80’s asshole?” and yanno what? … “Mr. Crowley, what
went on in your head .. Mr. Crowley, did you talk with the dead
..Your life style to me seemed so tragic .. With the thrill of it
all .. You fooled all the people with magic .. You waited on
Satan's call” … ah ha! … we seem to have found a certain G-Gnome to
this whole madness!

The chain of events from there went from that to
“High Enough” by Damn Yankees … “Time Warp” from Rocky Horror Show
… “Here to Stay” by Korn …”Schism” by Tool … “November Rain” by
Guns & Roses … that stupid “Hazel Eyes” song from that chic
that won American Idol … “Complicated” Avril Lavigne … to OMFW …
“We're leaving together .. But still it's farewell .. And maybe
we'll come back .. To earth, who can tell .. I guess there is no
one to blame .. We're leaving ground (leaving ground) .. Will
things ever be the same again .. It's the final countdown .. The
final countdown,” my issues get so much more complex with every
passing day. I am obviously now a sick and pathetic music
junkie.

It wasn’t actually the Musical Methadone that
pulled me out of this one, it was the Mental Masturbation, that
came from one of those gigantic boxes of rags that came into the
shop. You all must know what those are, they are ripped up T-Shirts
and crap like that, factories use to clean up messes, and then
simply throw them away. One of my co-workers popped open the new
box and pulled out a rag to start wiping down an old asphalt leak,
and then he held the shirt open for all of us to see. The
inscription on it says “It takes 14 inches of White Helmet to get
inside my mouth, otherwise I am dark meat only, baby!”, and after
the initial shock of that, a bunch of us ran over and started
pulling all of the rags out of the box. I don’t have a clue where
this stuff came from, but it wasn’t Wal-Mart. Another shirt said “I
am what I eat! A big fat pussy! F*ck You!” {with a cat flipping the
bird} on it, and another classic “I’m with stupid, but he has a big
cock” {with a picture of Foghorn Leghorn flipping the bird}, and
throughout the whole box, it was T-Shirts like this.

My Capo, came along {the angry lesbian, with the
temper control issues} to start yelling at us, because the lines
went down during our “Naughty Nightie Party” {and yes there were
quite a few of those in there too}, and then she reaches into the
box to pull out a HUGE pair of crotch less panties made for a baby
elephant, and as she held them in front of her the things almost
touched the floor, as she said, “Now that is just F*CKING WRONG”,
and a rather nice shade of red flowed across her face, but it was
her idea to strategically place all of these things around the
plant, so that our HR director {flaming feminist with absolutely NO
sense of humor whatsoever} could do nothing but trip over them all
morning after we were all at home in bed.

The events of last night lead me to believe four
things …

Spending time with my friends in a Cell Phone so
they can get me hooked on singing bad music .. 64.95 a month

Losing my mind over said bad music and in the
process pissing off many of my co-workers … 12.45 an hour

Having our own sadistic yet private “Naughty
Nightie Party” at work to laugh away the time … 32.49 a box

Watching the militant ex-marine, ball busting,
lesbian at work blush over Dumbo’s crotch less panties …
priceless

For everything else there’s blogs {and thanks to
some of us, I am sure you haven‘t yet heard it all} ;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius
Boycrazius – Volume 3

So the
factions of The Terrorist Organization Known as the Evils’s {TOKE}
have taken a new stance in the war, as they are now finding ways to
splinter the household battle field. Greektradgedius Inyiddish of
course the pawn in a very long drawn out chess match that Lazius
Boycrazius has been looking to win for over 3 years now, and if
anything, she did prove that the Psychologist that we took her to
years ago was right. She is just far more stubborn than we can
comprehend and any wars of attrition are NOT being fought on a fair
playing field. We are talking about a larger than the other two,
lil evils’s that has had a lot more hardship crammed into her
little life after all. The effects of such, have made her far
stronger than Master Yoda, could have ever suspected. Let me take
you back for some background on this one.

It was about 4 years ago, that Big Evil came to
Superdaddyman crying about how she needed to have a flute, so that
she could play in the school band. Her arguments were convincing
enough, and it was a 300$ investment that managed to get her the
flute she so desperately wanted. Took her about 2 months to not
want to play flute anymore, and she then wanted a clarinet.
Superdaddyman put his foot down based on the fact that the flute
she was going to totally shrivel up and die without, cost the
family about ¼ of it’s monthly salary, and she was GOING to at
least learn how to play it. Fast forward to the next year where she
in turn decided that the best way to eliminate her flute obligation
was to simply start making the life of her band teacher a living
nightmare. Now to give in at this point creates the whole belief in
such a young skull full of mush that quitting is ok, AND that when
you want something bad enough, you need only become a nuisance,
which of course is a habit you try to break them of at Imtoocutus’s
age. Parole denied, you are now sentenced to another year of hard
labor, listening to the ear shattering noise that YOUR band puts
out.

Needless to say, I have spent 200$ dollars over
the years repairing her broken flute that she has tried to damage,
and also had ended up starting this year with it lost. This of
course was supposed to solve the problem in her mind, as she had no
flute to play. This is no match for the keen manipulative mind of
Superdaddyman! A simple call to the school got her the loan of a
REALLY nasty old flute, that was filled with some other kid’s nasty
snot, drool, and germs to play. Never mind the fact that this flute
was UGLY, and that in and of itself was so disturbing to her, that
her flute miraculously showed up after about 2 days of such
emotional duress. Broken and dejected, Lazius Boycrazius was still
in her plans after 3 years to simply torture the teacher. Far be it
for me to give into such hostage taking situations, and all along,
the teacher had agreed as well. Little did Big Evil understand that
she isn’t the first and she won’t be the last to put a music
teacher through hell?

I look back to when I was younger and I had to
go to the piano lessons twice a week. Whoa boy, that was a real
treat, Mrs. Gursten, and her house that smelled like the 45 cats
she had to replace her children that ran off many moons earlier. I
wouldn’t practice, I wouldn’t accept defeat, and my damn father
wouldn’t accept no! It is my duty as a good Superdaddyman to take
this out on my child, and make her hate music as much as I did.
It’s the way of the Psychologically Confused JedI, my young
Padi-Wahns, and this is an age old tradition in many of the huddled
masses across this great nation. Of course my hatred for music was
all bullshit, just like hers. The reality of it all was I wanted to
be the next bassist of Anthrax, as much as she wants to be the next
lead singer of Destiny’s Child. If you have ever heard her sing,
you’ll know I had a better shot, but she, like me at her age,
doesn’t care. Don’t let reality get in the way of a good life
plan.

The battle plans set forth, as this Evil One,
laid waste to the psyche of the weakest and oldest link in the
household, while I have been working nights. Upon my descent into
the world of the Pink Mafia the other night {disguised as a mild
mannered Jeremy, for those of you who don’t keep track} it was
brought to my attention {last minute of course, so that I didn’t
have time to flip my lid properly} that Greektradgedius had signed
papers to get her out of band the day before. “I don’t want her
torturing that poor teacher anymore?” … can you even IMAGINE the
total mental control it took to not say “So if I start invading
your territory and making YOUR life hell, you might move out?”,
which would have been stupid, seeing how I think that is
Greektradgedius’s plan for ME! Hey the stubborn apple doesn’t fall
far from the tree, I guess, as I come home to this crap every day,
willingly myself.

In the end I must admit, Lazius Boycrazius’s
resolve to simply wait out the whole ordeal paid off this time, but
I am waiting for the next one. She will never know the great joys
that being forced into 6 years of piano lessons have given ME! All
of the next great bassist aspirations led me to nowhere, and
actually drove me a little bonkers along the way, whilst my ability to take a date out to any old place that
has a piano, slipping behind the keys, and belting out a beautiful
rendition of “November Rain” or “Right Here Waiting for You”
{dulcet Tim Curry-esque vocals included}, has gotten me laid so
many times that … hmmmm … Ya know what? … maybe her NOT
playing an instrument isn’t such a bad idea after all ;8o)

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume
12

Oh another
glorious Saturday at the Casa Di Evils’s as I am trying to get all
of the mundane tasks finished that kind of get pushed off during
the week. All in all, I really like my new hours, despite the
morons I am surrounded by at work, but there are some home issues
that tend to need to be rectified on the day some of you might call
“off”. The hardest part of it all is in having to get up at 8am
because Greektradgedius Inyiddish has to go to her Weight Watchers
meeting. This is a 4 hour adjustment in the sleeping schedule for
someone who has been paying Weight Watchers now for 30 years {I’m
not kidding here} to not change a bit, well unless you count
getting older, but Weight Watchers doesn’t promise to fix that
after all. Every Saturday she comes be-bopping back with a little
sticker like a Kindergarten Student telling her how much weight she
has lost, and she will be the first to tell you that she has lost
over 300lbs, thanks to Weight Watchers, but what she never mentions
is all of the weeks in between when she gained at least 400lbs.

Oh well back to the mundane life of
Superdaddyman. I thank God that Polly Pureheart could sleep through
Thermo-Nuclear Annihilation and still wake up tired. Poor thing
just pointed out to me that she only got 8 hours, add it to my 4,
and it almost equals a whole night’s Lazius Boycrazius. While we
are on that subject, I kind of had one of those overprotective
“Virginity Defender” moments at the dump earlier, as she was
becoming the object of many of the dirty old perverts attention
there today. I had to add my own form of “Salt Peter” to the whole
affair by walking over and very loudly pointing out that I am so
proud of my LITTLE GIRL as she JUST TURNED 13, here at the dump
helping her VERY MANIC and HOMICIDAL father deal with all of the
recyclables. Yeah I admit that I embellished a bit as I added how
we were taking care of her convict, lunatic, uncle’s trash as well.
Teach them to ogle a 13 year old … Might I also add “Ewww Ewww
Ewww” to the mix, while I am at it. After a stop at Dunkin Donuts
to get my “Thank God it’s Over” Ice Coffee, and her “Thank You for
Helping Me” Tropicana Coolatta, we were on our way back to the
asylum. Polly is still asleep; Greektradgedius has her running
shoes on to get away from Imtoocutus of Borg, as she hasn’t shut up
all morning. It sounds a lot like “Bababa Ba Ba, Ba Yaddita
Yaddita” after a while and the nervous system is starting to shut
down. DO NOT EVER … think that a 5 year old doesn’t know what they
are doing. The control of another person’s sanity is a very well
known psychological trait of a 5 year old. The inability to ignore
it {especially if it is the advice of a young whipper-snapper}, is
the well known psychological trait, of an old lady. It usually ends
up looking like two 5 year olds screaming at each other over a toy.
I don’t blame her really for wanting to escape, that is my life’s
goal too. Honesty allows me to state that she always has to go eat
a lot of fried food after her day of fasting to go stand on the
scale at Weight Watchers anyway. This probably just added a fried
and sugar drenched desert for afterwards as well. Run granny run,
have a nice lunch out.

Captain ADHD, as pictured above, has now started
his dreadful fetal position of woe, because he is supposed to be
cleaning his room. He has used every excuse from, “You hate me
because I am the only boy,” to “I am a play person, not a work
person, you just don’t understand” {Superdaddyman gives style
points for that one}, to no avail, as I am truly a big meanie. He
got that right at least. I once again am forced to point out to
him, that I have more trash bags, and he is running out of stuff,
for me to throw away. This of course started that whole “Make like
a crocodile, and cry” response I was already expecting, so I walked
him over to the girls room to show him how, his sister just did it
{note that was a weird one actually, she must be up to something,
“just do it“ is for Nike not Big Evil}, when I asked her too. It
was all about, “Well she’s bigger”, and “You probably helped her”,
from that point on, until a dejected Captain ADHD finally just
started cleaning. Needless to say, nothing helps a threat better
than the actually carrying it out. He found out the hard way, last
week, that Superdaddyman WILL clean out his room with a trash bag.
It’s sad because this was the one that used to just clean his room,
and get it over with, in the past. I give credit where credit is
due though, when he finally does it, he does the best job. The ADHD
really brings out that drive to be a perfectionist; it’s just the
motivation to get started that can be a little rocky at best.
Saturdays, for the love of God, sometimes make me miss work … well
ok rarely, but it sounded good.

Polly had escaped by now, and Imtoocutus just
got laid down for her nap. Here I sit writing the blog about it
all. I of course could end it here, but the fact of the matter is,
I want to make sure that Dave NEVER reads one of my blogs {of
course he never reads any of the short poems or anything either but
I am an enabler, so why should I NOT give him a chance to get his
pokes in … he‘ll probably be one of my next 360 clean up victims
anyway … muahahahahaha}, so that would make it way to simple. I am,
after all, anything but simple. ;8o)

Musical Methadone & Mental
Masturbation - Volume 2

Again I am in
the wonderful land of dysfunction. Superdaddyman has been
tirelessly in pursuit of taking down the great Satan of our time in
the form of “The Pink Mafia”, whilst disguised as his mild
mannered, alter ego Jeremy {oh give me a second here that last
comment gave me the giggle really bad … teeheeheeheeheeheehee} The
night could have been easily forgotten had it not been for the
patented “Superdaddyman Entertainment Device” ringing loud and
clear throughout the Pink Mafia Headquarters {PMHQ} in the form of
very loud audible chaos, disguised as Barry Manilow’s classic
“Mandy!” Now mind you I blame one of Superdaddyman’s indulgences
{Angel} for creating the actual knowledge of the words to this
song, as it is probably the greatest Run-On gag in the whole series
“Angel”. Just so you know Barry Manilow just happens to be the only
thing that gets the Lesbian Capo of Superdaddyman in the PMHQ arena
really horny. I discovered this little gem as the night goes on.
Evil lurks everywhere, and Superdaddyman should remain ever
diligent, to the task of defeating EVIL!

It goes like this really, as I have found out
that the ability to control Superdaddyman’s very emotions can be so
linked to music, and the ability of others to manipulate the songs
that get stuck in his head is the Kryptonite to this beloved Super
Hero! Ok women in thigh high stockings with a suggestive look in
their face, is the real Kryptonite, but work with me here ok? Case
in point, upon the swooning over the fact that this tenor really
can belt out “Barry”, with the best of them, my faithful PMHQ
sidekick decided to use her ability as “Musical Methadone Dealer”
to the greatest of her advantages. She immediately suggested that
singing “Let’s Go Crazy” by the little purple man known as Prince,
would be the perfect solution to my Mandy dilemma, and although she
was correct in that assumption, I believe after the fact that it
was done out of less than pure intentions. Her knowledge of the
weaknesses of Superdaddyman was shown to be rather superior to
those of mere underlings, as she was treated to the manic show of
Jeremy {said undercover operative} gyrating as he sung, and
stopping dead in the middle of walkways to do the “Pelvic Thrust”
with every part of the song that got breathy “ Ah Ah … dancin’ on
the floor … Don’t you go and let the elevator … BRING ….. Us …..
Down …… Oh no, let’s go! …… Crrrraaaaaaaaaaazzzzzzzyyyyyyy!” … oh
man, I am chair dancing just reliving this! I am sick, sick, sick!
I was elevated in the mind of my “Capo of discipline“, from “Wig”
or “Chix Dick” status to what she told me I was later in the
evening “Hag’s Fag” which probably fits much better if you ever met
the manic Superdaddyman.

I managed to pull myself out of entertainment
mode after thinking pretty hard that as far as little purple people
songs go “When Doves Cry” was far superior, but it could have used
a few modifications. So while the next half hour my rendition of
“This is what it sounds like when Dogs Fuck” was keeping everyone
in stitches, before I settled back into the evil I know, and
started walking around singing “Sweet Transvestite“, at the top of
my lungs. It of course inspired me to change the picture on my 360
when I got home {smirk}, and this in turn led to this blog entry.
The funny part about all of it is that my mind is like a really
potent PC, most of the time, and I was not only belting out the
tunes for everyone, but I was working on several new blogs, at the
same time. As I sit here I acknowledge, that is more like I used to
be as well. I had several things that were supposed to take TOP
PRIORITY, as I would be sitting here at this very moment, and I
chose to share this little piece of how the brain of Superdaddyman
creates. ;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on Captain ADHD
– Volume 2

It
was NOT to be a good day, for our favorite super hero, as it is the
greatest of all challenges to keep Captain ADHD in line at all
times. It’s kind of like if you were, that Native American Super
Hero guy, who’s super power was saying some Cherokee word and he
got like 70 feet tall {yeah, don’t blink, he managed to make it to
one Politically Correct episode of “Super Friends“ back in the
hopelessly Carter 70‘s. I remember an Asian guy, who turned to wind
with a Chinese word too … eek}, taking on the Flash. His
never-ending power of screaming around like a bumble bee on crack,
is astonishing, and being a lot bigger than him does NOT help. The
tales continue as Superdaddyman was called away on important
business, which interfered with his precious blogging time
yesterday, and ended up kind of like one of those Geneva Summits,
at the same time. Let me take you to it as the events unfolded
shall I.

The Superdaddyman Mobile {cleverly disguised as
a Kia Sedona} pulled up to the front of the Elementary school,
where coincidentally the fiendishly evil Captain ADHD spends most
of his days, conducting his diabolical experiments on human sanity.
The school is just about to let out which means that hoards of
Superdaddyman groupies were crowding the entryway, to where the
summit was to take place. Realistically speaking, it is NOT easy
being THE ONLY man in all of Megalopolis, who has wild hair,
muscles, tattoos, 3 kids, no wife, and just about everything else
it takes to get a frustrated housewives {who by this time in their
life coincidentally has NO actual aspirations of being in love with
their own husband anymore}, to make total asses of themselves.
Throw in the fact that this person is the very embodiment of what
they would love to have their rich, cheating, uncaring, unfeeling,
never there, works too much, never loved me anyways, husband to
actually catch them screwing in the kitchen. {yes I am a boy after
all so those visuals have given me a Superdaddyman sized chubby at
times} This alone makes it very difficult for Superdaddyman to get
to the location of the meet, because blushing, giggling, obnoxious,
small talk is forced upon him every 2 feet. I have the feeling that
these things are always scheduled for THIS time of the day so that
they can film this from some secret camera location, but what do I
know, I can’t keep control of a 7 year old Super Villain.

Inside, Superdaddyman makes his way to the
office to sign in {this is where they keep the viciously HOT
secretary, who loves to show off her panties just under the bottom
of her questionably short skirts, and YES it is the ONLY benefit of
these little trips! It’s kind of like those rare occasions I have
money and can make a trip to the bank to check out THOSE business
skirts … oops … losing train of thought again}, and then proceeds
to the room, where the fate of Captain ADHD will be discussed. The
stage is set now with the “Faction” of youth destruction artists
laying wait, as we attempt to change Captain ADHD into Captain
SpEd. His Psychiatrist, his Therapist, his Guidance Councilor, and
his Teacher are all sitting patiently, waiting for Superdaddyman.
The usual chair at the end of the table for the perfect affect, of
being judged, is empty as usual. The Guidance Councilor, of course
takes the ball first as he explains the situation that is being
placed upon the school, and how it is going to be important for
Captain ADHD to be placed in an environment that “less” disrupts
the classroom, as a whole. He finished the long explanation {which
even the keen abilities of Superdaddyman to ramble on were tested,
and in a way vindicated. Coupled with the barely 4 hours sleep he
had, it was hard to stay awake}, with a question “What would you
like?” which was unfortunately HIS first mistake, as Superdaddyman
CAN NOT avoid ANY opportunity to commit a heinous act of “Random”
on whomever he can. The answer went like this “I would like a
Purple Ferrari, one of those big houses at the beach, and Tawny
Kitaen, dressed like she was in the first Whitesnake video”, which
created a noticeable “gasp” from Captain ADHD’s teacher. I could
see the Psychiatrist furiously start writing in his note book. I
personally think it is a stupid question, that is made to simply
get ME to do all the “self discovery work” and that is what
Superdaddyman has this blog for damnit! Can’t THEY READ …
sheesh.

Superdaddyman now has to sit through a rather
long, overly emotional, description of a typical day in the life of
Captain ADHD’s teacher. Don’t get me wrong, I feel for this woman,
having to put up with Captain ADHD, and not being able to threaten
him with a good spanking {which for some strange reason, usually
gets him to behave, go figure?}, but at the same time, I note that
she NEVER actually takes Superdaddyman’s suggestions anyway, so
often I tend to start nodding off a bit during this part. “What I
do when he gets totally out of control, is I take a picture of him
with my digital camera. He then gets so humiliated that he totally
blows a fuse, but after about 5 more minutes of screaming mindless
temper tantrum, he ALWAYS straightens up and flies right. It’s like
MY version of Adderol burning out his little brain,” and the
teacher, of course, explains how they can’t use shame {yep Oprah
has now f*cked up the schools too}, and the Psychiatrist is
furiously writing again {It is not lost in the mind of this crime
fighter that HE ONLY takes notes when I talk, and I am starting to
get nervous, and pissy}, while the Guidance Councilor is trying to
gain control of the argument portion of the peace talks. The person
to remain totally silent through the whole affair is his Therapist,
and I bet it is because he doesn’t want to have a bunch of notes
written about HIM in the Psychiatrists book as well. He’s good.

Upon finishing the next great “peace summit”,
the answers were, Captain ADHD will be placed in Special Education
{look I really do drive da Yiddle Bus now!}, which will actually
allow them to alter his class schedule {at the request of his
Therapist}, and place him in HARDER classes. It appears that he has
impulse control, perhaps based on the fact that he is very smart,
and outspoken {I haven’t a clue where he gets that from}, and I get
the distinct feeling that his teacher was VERY relieved to deal
with him less, from now on {hey I wasn’t the one who let him teach
a class one day lady, and from what I have heard, all the kids are
STILL using base 10 math … teeheehee}, and all is right with the
world for now. I am sure that there will be another one of these
next month, and until then, Superdaddyman waits with baited breath.
Of course he also can’t wait until Captain ADHD’s Psychiatrist gets
him alone to discuss HIS issues either, but as for now, I have a
paycheck, and some left over cash from last week, so I am off to
the bank {evil grin} to do some attention deficit of my own
;8o)

Oh the Wonderful Past Wreckage –
Volume 2

Ok … first
off it is going to be one of those blogs so get your safety glasses
on. I had a pretty cool blog all ready for posting today, and as
the story goes “That’s what you get for planning ahead Jeremy”, but
the situation at the Casa Di Evils’s, as it appears to be forming
right now, needs to be reported on. If you relate to what I am
about to tell you, let me just say ahead of time, “I’m sorry”
because once I get started I am pretty damn sure I am not going to
have an “off” switch to apologize to you later. Here goes nothing
…

So my morning here starts a little earlier than
I would like it to. I like to get up at about noon, but we are
having some rather loud, obnoxious morning here, so I was pretty
much startled awake at 11am. No biggie, I had gone to be a few
hours early this morning anyway, so I just got up to see which one
of the evils’s I should kill and then maybe, I would go and try to
get some more sleep. Now like most of you have gone through at
least once in your life, I’m sure my Aunt is upstairs in the living
room with a dead cat, and my kids are absolutely losing their
marbles. Sounds familiar right? … Ok so I would have thought this
scene to be pretty fucked up myself if I wasn’t already 35 years
into this science experiment that we call “my family”, and why even
sugar coat it huh?

“Why the hell do you have a dead fucking cat in
my house?’ and yes you could hear the kids stop going mental long
enough to gasp, as daddy never uses those words around them. The
story went sorta like this. She took her cat to the Veterinarian.
After bringing it home it died, because the stress was obviously
too much for it {go figure, a mean cat, that bites and scratches
everyone constantly, that is fat as a full grown pig, can’t handle
stress?}, and she of course figured that after she upset all of my
kids with this little gem, she would bury the thing in MY back
yard. Why the hell not? It can go next to the {asshole dog that
used to bite everyone, and was too fat}, the other asshole dog
{that used to bite everyone and was too fat}, and the 4 other cats
{that scratched everyone and was too fat{, and I hope you are
noticing two trends that need to be broken. First of all, this
woman is NOT to be trusted with the care of animals, and second MY
FUCKING HOUSE IS BECOMING A PET CEMETARY!

The saddest acclaim that I have to add to this
woman is that her fucking kids are just like her fucking pets,
except I denote a few differences. Of course they are spoiled
rotten and lash out at everyone, because it makes them feel better,
but they unlike these “doomed from the second SHE owns them” pets,
are both anorexic! It is their weapon to use against their mother …
“Do as I say, or I’ll starve myself, and you know I will” … I am
not making light of this trust me, as I am inflicted miserably with
the “family disease” of vicious anorexia, and bulimia, but it is
important to point out, as I am forced to stand here looking at a
woman holding a dead cat, and traumatizing my children, that THIS
INSANITY is handed down! Some of the family use it to, abuse
others, many of them cause it, and then you have the ones like
myself that do generally hate ourselves and want to die, and here I
am finally understanding WHY! “I would appreciate it if you would
take your dead cat outside at the very least, and NOT bring it into
my house … thank you,” was about all I could muster, as I shooed
her outside, and was now forced to have the “death talk” with the
kids.

Now the “death talk” went about as well as the
“menstruation talk”, the “yes your penis just gets big sometimes
talk”, the “please stop peeing on the floor in your room talk”, and
all of the other wonderful talks that I have had to endure, but I
have every right in the world to be pissed the fuck off for having
to have one of these talks, first thing in the morning because my
fucking manic Aunt thinks everyone wants to look at her DEAD CAT!
To make it even worse, now that she has inter-fucking-grated all of
us into her funeral plans for this dead cat, Greektradgedius
Inyiddish, has scheduled a fucking Bar-B-Q, as a sort of funeral
for a dead fucking cat that we ALL HATED! Did I mention that I have
been volunteered to run this whole gala affair? In the FUCKING
SNOW! Oh my Lord, if I ever get as totally fucking loony as this
woman please just show up here and kill me, because this is the
same woman who jumped all over me for traumatizing Lazius
Boycrazius, by saying that if she is lazy, she might end up like
her mother? A DEAD FUCKING CAT IN MY LIVINGROOM DOESN’T CREATE
TRAUMA??

It is definitely times like this that I thank
God I don’t drink. The actual thought of having to deal with this
crap, if I were drunk, scares the ever loving shit out of me.
Speaking of which, I have to go get the Bar-B-Q going so I can feed
a bunch of drunken adults, can mourn {excuse being a DEAD FUCKING
CAT, that everyone hated}, and share stories about the good ol’
days. I am hard pressed to think of any good ol’ days I can
actually share with any of these people, as the only things
involving them I talk about actually are because I am laughing AT
THEM, not WITH THEM. I find it rather sad, that it has come to the
point where their own over-glorified excuses to drink have to wrap
my family {and when I say MY family I mean the 3 kids I need to get
way from these other retards}, totally fucked up in the process of
said stupidity, but I guess when you are totally sick and pathetic,
the only joy left is the recruitment of others. The fact that these
women that I am related too have driven every man except me AWAY
from here falls on deaf ears, and I am lucky that I could care
less. The fact that they all point their little boney fingers at me
and tell me that I remind them of such and such, or so and so,
falls on deaf ears as well. The insanity stops here. I’ll probably
just bury them all in the back yard with their fucking
pets.;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on the Evil
Imtoocutus – Volume 3

OH …. MY
…. GOD! You see yesterday was one of those days full of those
moments, or maybe I should say the “Happy, Joyous and Free” moments
that Rachel {the hottie from Florida, not the hottie from Texas, if
you are keeping track}, always talks about. I posted my blog
yesterday afternoon, which believe it or not I actually liked. I
didn’t hate it and post it anyway, like I almost always do, so when
I decided that I would just spend some quality time with Sabrina
{Imtoocutus}, it was rather easy and unencumbered. You see one of
the advantages of actually being a single father is that your
daughters absolutely adore you, more than you will ever even
comprehend. The greatest thing in the world to a 5 year old girl is
being able to spend some time just being “Daddies Little Girl”, and
I figured it was a good time to just take her out with me on one of
my downtown coffee runs.

Now this is foreign territory for me, as I now
have one of the enemy combatants with me in the place I become the
mother of all perverts, but it was an interesting aside. It
saddened me somewhat that as it was a little above 50 degrees
outside, all of the women I have admired all summer for their
gorgeous little business skirts have decided to put the legs away
for the winter. I note it was hard not to visually shed a tear, but
there were still a few that were clinging on to Jeremy tradition,
and better yet, they ALL had nylons on now
{meeeeeoooooooooowwwwwwwww}, so it wasn’t a total wash. The
amusement though came in the form of a little girl, who was putting
on a show for every woman who walked by. I often forget that my
girls {who are NOT very enamored of their mother}, are the
“desperately want daddy with girlfriend” type as opposed to the
“desperately doesn’t want daddy with girlfriend” type. So she was
INDEED doing whatever she could to attract attention, and like she
does whenever there is some woman paying attention to her, plays up
the “See how much I love my daddy” angle.

After about the 5th woman who was ready to start
making more babies with me at the encouragement of Daddies Little
Girl she went for the big guns, and trust me she plays this card
very well, as I have said in the past in blog format. The first
woman who said the magic word “Mommy” … got it … The comment was
something along the lines of “Oh I bet your Mommy is just as pretty
as you are,” and with that she was off and running … the eyes
welled up a little {and guys … if you knew how much this little
girl actually does not like her mother, you would see this act},
and she looks at the woman, and says the usual “I don’t have a
mommy” and I am so used to it, I just say “Yes you do, cut it out”
in a waning voice. It was strange this time though, as she started
trying out new tricks. I mean Big Evil pulls this crap too, but she
isn’t really as cute as this one. I started worrying about people
thinking I was baiting a hook even. Finally I just said to her
“Bina … Lori is daddy’s girlfriend” and after I said that I
realized that I haven’t admitted that to any of my kids yet {it is
always best to keep relationships from your kids so that they,
don’t get interchanged into the emotional involvement … the ex had
a new “live in” boyfriend every two weeks before I got custody of
the kids, and I tend to be the polar opposite}, and with that
little statement she gave me a really tight hug, and accepted it.
The show ended … go figure!

Back in the Minivan … we are going back to the
Casa Di Evils’s, and listening to Radio Disney, as we always do, so
it is a flurry of happy music. We start with “Sk8ter Boi” … Avril
Lavigne {take it from a die hard KoRn fan … this girl rocks} and
the two of us are just having a grand ol’ time be-boppin around to
the radio, when my absolute most happy tune in the whole wide world
came on “Who Let The Dogs Out” which always gets the radio turned
up and we usually start singing right along to it, but something
very strange happened to me, and all I have to say is THANK GOD
Sabrina sits directly behind me, because the tears started
streaming down my face. I was crying over the emotion that I was
actually really happy today. Captain Manic, strikes again.
Everything just started flooding over me as my happy tune was
fueling my emotional roller coaster over the brink. Happy … Joyous
… Free … OH … MY … GOD! The facts being that as I start my 3 day
weekend, I am happy enough, but with the wonderful anticipation of
Sunday, where I get to take the kids Trick or Treating {and of
course a few evil things that might just so happen during it …
innocent swear … muahahahahahahahaha}, followed by a visit from my
Lori, where not only are we going to get to snuggle, but watch our
beloved PATRIOTS play da BILLS! …. Woooohoooooooo … oh yeah … the
fact that she is a diehard fan of the same football team as me is
the bag of chips on the “All That” … well … It apparently leads me
to think my life is pretty damn good right now … go figure!
;8o)

Livin with Evils’s – Volume
13

Ah, the joys of
Halloween, and how fitting that it would be the 13th volume of
Livin' With Evils's to boot ... Karma I tell you! This holiday has
everything, a little sweet, a little tricky, a little tease, and
the best part … only good memories. I have integrated my children
to the best of my ability into the traditions that I hold dear.
Getting candy, and showing off the creativity of a good costume,
while often assuring that the best pranks are fulfilled, while
sticking to the “oldies but goodies” too. The only assurances that
I have every year, is that Halloween will be effortless, and NOT
emotionally draining. HA, what the f*ck do I know anyway. As I
always say … This Too Shall Pass …

My neighborhood is NOT the safest place to walk
down the street. The road itself is commonly referred to as “the
race track”, so nobody in their right mind goes Trick or Treating,
out here. I have pretty much always taken my kids to my old
neighborhood to go Trick or Treating, and it works out pretty good,
since most of the elderly people already know me, and I have
already rejected all of the single mommies out there. The task of
being the “cool daddy” usually gets me many tag-a-longs, and I
usually have enough eggs and toilet paper for everyone … oops … I
mean … um … Minivan … Yeah I have a big enough Minivan for everyone
… whew … nice recovery there. This year was wonderful, as it was
warm out, and the whole neighborhood looked like a haunted village
from house to house. This is NOT the neighborhood I grew up in, it
is the neighborhood I lived in with my first wife, in the big
Duplex on the corner {the only one that had a nice yard mind you},
and even though SHE still lives there, my former best friend and
her usually go out drinking on Halloween night. It has always been
safe, as I have had no desire to run into her, and she has never
been too thrilled about the idea either. My aunt {yes the dead cat
lady} lives a block over from my old duplex, so we just park there,
and get the Trick or Treating over with.

First couple of doors you have to remind the
kidlets, that they should say thank you, and only go to the doors
with the lights on etc etc etc … They seem to forget every year
actually, but I am here to remind them after all. This year marked
the first year that Big Evil had no desire to go to the doors with
the other kids, and she just stayed back with daddy the whole time
directing the rest of the gang. I must note though that she is
still the MASTER of throwing a toilet paper roll. The way she
gently clasps the end as she launches that thing a mile is pure NFL
caliber stuff, I’ll tell ya … um … If I actually condoned that
stuff of course {evil grin}, but we were in a bit of a rush, so I
didn’t have any eggs. I am sure that the folks at Shaw’s saw their
profits drop this year, I’ll tell ya. Having Greektradgedius co
author last nights blog was rather time consuming. She had sooooooo
many things to say about that ghost {they never really got along
you see}, but the good news for all of you who care is that she
actually was rattling away on the laptop today, because she wants
to write about all of the goofy “Gifts” that my family had over the
years. This might be a good thing, stay tuned.

The path we take has always been the same.
Imtoocutus is at the age now where, she desperately wants to be the
director of traffic, so badly in fact that she often runs past
houses, just trying to get to the next one. “Let’s go to this
house!” was what you heard from my little faction all night, but
she was absolutely adorable in her little Ghetto Princess costume.
Captain ADHD in his Ninja costume, and while we are at it, please
remind me NOT to let my oldest daughter squeeze into last years
witch costume, ever again. She did happen to go from a B-Cup to a
Double D-Cup in the matter of a year, and she kinda looked like one
of those pictures a lot of you put up! Until I found an old black
wrap, to throw over her, I didn’t think she was going to get to
wear a costume … geeze! Yes I get rather sick of people assuming
that I have a 13 year old girlfriend … don’t ask!

Well we’ve done the loop, and we are back down
my old street to get to the corner that turns over to my Aunts
house, when I hear “Let’s go to this house!” and with that I turn
to see Imtoocutus, and Captain ADHD running over to … oh God … my
old house. That light has NEVER been on for Halloween, and I could
actually feel my heart fall into my shoes, as I saw the meanest
woman who ever lived open the door {she’s still a total knockout by
the way just to be honest}, and start putting candy in the bags.
One for the Ghetto Princess, one for …. I could see it from the
street, as she looked into Captain ADHD’s face, and then she stood
right up to look straight at me. It was the first time we had
looked at each other since the divorce back in 98. You cannot even
imagine the terror that I felt at that moment as she had completely
recognized me in the face of my son. It felt like minutes before
she simply said “They’re beautiful Jeremy,” and shut the door. I
saw PAIN in that woman, and I was rather disturbed by it.

The story goes {as I explained it all to Lori
later, as I am going off of the information of Greektradgedius
again}, that she will never be able to have kids. A rather large
ovarian cyst had taken that away from her shortly after our
divorce, and I wouldn’t know this, if it hadn’t been a severe pipe
dream that I would get back together with her after EX2 left me {in
the mind of Greektradgedius ONLY}, so I was rather sad for a moment
as she looked into the eyes of the children that the man she once
dreamed of having children with. That is about as far as it went,
because she doesn’t have me for a damn good reason thank you very
much, but I still can have compassion at least. Big Evil actually
held my hand back to the Minivan, as she knew exactly what had just
happened, although she barely remembers EX1, she definitely knew
that her daddy was sad. She gave one last TP bomb before we buckled
up the two little ones and went home. She knew that would cheer up
her old man better than anything. Nothing like the continuation of
twisted family traditions after all. ;8o)

Musical Methadone & Mental
Masturbation – Volume 3

Well I was
introduced to my new boss … yeah you heard me right NEW BOSS. The
song that the stupid NFL radio show had completely rammed into my
head was “Bathroom Wall” by Faster Pussycat {and yes the name of
the band kinda had me giggling to}, which didn’t help matters any.
My Capo was standing behind me when King Jose was crowned, and the
first thing out of her mouth was “Guess he finally found the
Crawfish huh?”, which didn’t exactly get the spirits up of the new
king. I can’t believe that Superdaddyman has been undercover now in
the Pink Mafia Twilight Edition for less than a month, and has had
to watch 2 Dons get whacked already. The rumors are abound that I
drove the last one insane, and I think the attitude {kinda timid
really} that the new Don is giving me kinda adds to that
belief.

Well the first problem we now have is the whole
procession that always follows a new Don, as they assume that I
need to be placed into a subservient position. Despite the fact
that I like that sort of stuff, I really prefer it from a woman,
and King Jose, aside from being NOT a woman doesn’t even qualify as
a hot male either, but I have bigger fish to fry as usual. This
freaking song is driving me mental “I saw your number written on
the wall … said baby for a good f*ck call … 555 … 7 … 66 … 8 … Oh
baby I can’t wait … I got your number off the bathroom …… wall” …
Oh God kill me. My Capo’s amusement as usual turned to opportunity,
as she decided that “Don’t You Forget About Me” {Simple Minds},
would be the cure to this song, and she was quite right, but we
found out later on that my rendition of it was going to turn her
straight, if we didn’t find the Methadone to that one, {which
coincidentally ended up being a long involved process which finally
brought us back to the little purple man} so while I was doing
“Let’s get crazy” yet again, complete with the stop in the middle
of the hallway “Pelvic Thrusts” and deep breathing, until I managed
to claw my way into “When Dogs F*ck” {Just for you Deb}, and away
the path that brought me to “High Enough” and free from the bondage
of music. By this time I had a new problem, as my Capo had her
feelings hurt by the new Don.

Ok … you still with me here? After a beautiful
rendition of Mandy {cuz she seriously digs when I do Barry Manilow,
and I was desperate to cheer her up}, we found ourselves in quite a
quandary, as revenge was definitely called for. Nobody and I mean
NOBODY, picks on this Fags Hag, and gets away with it! Of course
the conundrum that we face is that it is Halloween, and to play an
ubra-prank on Halloween at work is rather de’ classe’, and if we
were to break our Vampire oath on that one, what would be next
April Fool’s Day? We plotted for a while, and decided that we would
have to think quick, as his lunch was coming up rather soon. We
knew it would have to involve the portable MIG, because most of our
best pranks involve the portable MIG, when it hit me, like a bolt
of lightning! His chair! That asswipe desperately loves to roll
around in his chair. The sight of the two of us welding the wheels
of his chair together was probably a little shocking to the guy we
named Captain Hockey Helmet {although my Capo, a former marine
prefers Private Hockey Helmet, as he is too stupid to make it to
Captain}, when he barged into the office because he saw the
arc.

“What are you two doing?” he belted out at us as
he came into the room, which my mind of course {I seriously am very
quick when it comes to being a smart ass, especially when dealing
with a dumb ass} threw back at him “I’m playing with my easy bake
oven, you want a brownie Corky Pig?” … Oh yeah he was Corky Pig
{Dumb as a tree stump, and would eat your food if you left it
around} before he was Captain Hockey Helmet {you know ... with a
chain so you can attach it to the back of the seat} … That came
along later when he started driving around Da Yiddle Lello Fork
Bus. He threatened to tell on us, and that of course was when my
Capo did her best work ever, which I will leave out, because it
ISN’T one of THOSE blogs. But I did get to hear the F-Bomb at least
30 times in one sentence and you know how that just makes me
giggle.

Needless to say, King Paco Taco, wasn’t too
thrilled with his chair, but I think we got the point across.
Fortunately we were standing under the office when we heard the
THUD, which was probably him hitting the floor when he tried to
play Speed Racer with his chair. He obviously learns quickly, as he
never even mentioned it for the next two hours I was there.
Probably a good thing, because I still wanted to just tell him off
anyway. There’s always tomorrow. ;8o)

Livin’ with Evils’s – Volume
14

I don’t envy
any single father in this world with a teenage daughter. Fact of
the matter is, I can even figure out how you all deal with yours,
as mine is a real nightmare at times. I’ve had to have the
“menstrual cycle” talk with her, the “boys are evil” talk with her,
the “feminine hygiene” talk with her, and quite frankly I am sure
that I failed at them all. Today as Superdaddyman tries to conquer
many of his mundane duties, the whole role of “Virginity Defender”
ends up being pushed to the next level, as his daughter {Lazius
Boycrazius}, sits next to him in the Superdaddymobile, with a
broken heart. The facts are still being applied to my little brain,
as I am driving all the evils’s to their grandparents house for the
weekend, where they will meet their mother, and hopefully have a
nice visit. Apparently the “offender” aka. “Horny 14 year old boy”,
decided to kiss the Big Evil {mental note … kill the boy} at last
weeks school dance and then, had the audacity to turn into … well …
a 14 year old boy. This of course meant all of the teasing, and
ignoring that comes along with deflowering the poor lips of
Superdaddyman’s first baby girl {mental note … kill him very
slowly}, and then being a boy.

Well the drive was tentative, at best, because I
am a kill kill kill type of … well … man, so I was hoping that
somehow The Mother of All the Evils’s might actually have a shred
of maternal instincts in her after all, and somehow find it in
herself to actually “deal” with this situation for me. I should
have my head examined on that one, as we all managed to get to
“banjo country” so I could drop the kids off. A stumbling, nasty
looking shell of an ex came crawling out of the house with only one
eye open, and it could only mean one thing, hangover. As usual
Superdaddyman held his composure, but as always it is a
Passivogressive Saturday, and she always leads with her chin. “I
don’t feel so great, today, did you feed them on the way here?”
which led me to a normal Jeremyism “Yanno, AA … It’s not just for
losers anymore, but we still take you losers too,” and I realize it
wasn’t the sweetest of sentiments, but I seriously have learned to
loath this woman’s bad habits. “I was kind of hoping that you could
talk to your daughter, as she is suffering from a broken heart. I
mean you’ve experienced this, like every two weeks for the last 20
years yourself,” which fell on deaf ears as she walked around
trying to get the kids to be quiet. If her mother hadn’t have come
out to tell me that the kids will be fine, I might have just put
them back in the van and left.

So at this point, I pulled the van out of the
driveway, and reached into the glove box for that “special CD” that
is reserved for moments like this …. "You think your life's so
grand .. You don't believe a word you say .. Your feet aren't on
the ground .. You let your life just slip away .. Just so uncertain
of your body and your soul .. The promises you make your mind go
blank .. and then you lose control, then you lose control! .. .. I
never was the one, the one to say .. the things you say .. Never
seem to wonder what you say .. You think you've got your life
completely in control .. You've got a lot to learn, the bridge you
burned .. It's gonna take its toll!!! Pay the burnt bridge toll!!!
.. .. So practice what you preach!", and away I went while the
beautiful tones of Chuck Billy and Testament filled the minivan.
The speed of the van was altered slightly to meet the demands of
the driving music, and the blue lights behind me were not what I
was hoping to see … chickenfucker! {mental note … great more blog
fodder coming up}

I recognized Officer Iaintgonnasayhisname, the
second he got out of his car and started towards me, so after
getting the window opened, I reached up under the visor for the
essentials he was coming for, and then held it out the window. He
stood there staring at me for a minute, and then said “Pantera?” as
he looked at the CD on my pinky. “Come on man, I have that CD
already!”

“Well you aren’t getting my Testament CD
jackass, and where the hell is that Seether CD, I gave you last
time?” which he actually trotted back to the patrol car to grab,
and then we entered into the small talk that old friends usually
do. He actually is going to be related to me again, as soon as his
Uncle and my Aunt get married {I know, I hear the Banjos too, but
this is the die that was cast for my existence, as you see this is
EX2’s cousin as well … ack} … When we finally settled on him
borrowing my beloved KoRn CD, he pointed out to me that I am
missing J-Lo on Octane 20, and I thanked him for that little
tid-bit, and then he added “I was invited over there for dinner
tonight, and I wasn’t going, but I will check in on your kids for
you. Make sure you put your seat belt on dude those Southies are
bagging people left and right,” and I thanked him for the advice,
and away I went. By this time the CD was all the way to “The
Ballad”, and I felt the need to restart that song at the very least
… “I'm not one to say .. Where my feelings are going when they
wither away .. I pray to see another day .. My heart's feeling like
a needle lost in the hay .. Restrained to meet again .. My friend
do you think that we ever will .. I know we are free…” for those
who don’t know Testament … you really just got to know
Testament.

Well it wasn‘t all that bad of a morning, aside
from the fact, that I am just finishing this blog up, at the normal
time I wake up, and already I have been up for about 4 hours. I‘m
sure that somewhere out there I will find the time to get banging
at my novel, but until then, I will do some blog hoppin‘, and wait
for Miss Polly to wake up, and see that I got her Ice Coffee for
her. As always, it’s in God‘s Time Not Mine ;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on the Pink
Mafia – Volume 4

It is with
great humility that Superdaddyman must face his newest challenge,
as he was having a very off day yesterday, and his quaky and
distraught demeanor offered an opening through his Superdaddyman
Powers, that the Pink Mafia was able to drive a truck through. They
attacked mercilessly as he had entered the office that evening, and
with the fiendish grin of any Super Villain, that has ever dared
take on Superdaddyman. King Jose had gotten his point across as I
was surrounded by the “Bad People” who run the joint. Apparently,
they did not find the wonderful “gifts” of levities, that
Superdaddyman had offered them over the last year, and were
prepared to deal with the issues at hand with swift and harsh
punishment. Superdaddyman had his pinky ring taken away and was
handed a toilet brush.

As I had noted, I was not in the best of spirits
Monday night when I went to the Pink Mafia HQ, and they decided
that it was a good time to discuss my new “career” while I had no
ability to do anything except stare at the floor, and try not to
lose it. I knew that the evil that lurked in this place was far
wider reaching than even I had comprehended with my excellent
Superdaddy Radar {the one that makes my head hurt when my kids are
up to NO good, in a totally different part of the house, not to be
confused with the pain that is caused by Imtoocutus‘s “Vocal Cords
of Eternal Torment“ weapon} They sat me down and explained to me
what my new title would be, and the tasks that were involved.
Cleaning the offices, washing the floors, cleaning out the
microwaves, dusting, cleaning the toilets ….. Whoa ….. That’s when
the Radar went off …. YOU MEAN JANITOR?

Since Superdaddyman has refused to see Hickory
Dickory the Doc anymore {and by law he doesn’t have to as
Superdaddyman does know how to use the Internet and Read Legal
mumbo jumbo}, and it has eliminated a huge chuck of useless time in
his life, they have struck back with what they called a “permanent
light duty job” I did try to defend my position of not enjoying
seeing a doctor for a ten minute visit that always takes two hours,
while I am supposed to be asleep {as I work overnights remember}
which fell on deaf ears. The fact that they are confused as to the
difference between a “practical joker” and a “humor artist” {which
we all know from our liberalism classes “Art is good” despite who
likes it or not}, and again, I think these people need sensitivity
training, for the love of God. I mean seriously my widdle feelings
were hurt.

To make matters worse tonight they brought in
the man who is going to “train” me to do my new cleaning tasks {ok
if you saw my house, which might actually make sense} who actually
looked like Mr. Miagi, and spoke “Engrish” a lot worse. Pisses me
off that all of the time and effort, I have put into learning all
of these stupid “Eastern Languages” like Serbo-Croatian is useless,
as I am being taught how to scrub a toilet by a man who speaks
“Whickid Eastern Languages” like Mongolian or something, and even I
can’t comprehend. “Rue Ruse Da Schwub Bwush Rike Dis” and then he
would scrub the little toilet, and I would stand there and look
fascinated, and wide eyed. However have I made it this far in life
without knowing how to clean crusty things out of a microwave? But
this man, let me tell you, he brings vacuuming a carpet to an art
form, believe me.

So we were now entrenched in the art of trying
to get many nasty little things off of the bottom of a table. You
couldn’t even picture the absolute horror, that crossed this weird
little man’s face when Superdaddyman had the audacity to pull out a
brass scraper, and think he was going to use that {yeah what the
fuck do I know about cleaning sticky shit, I have only been dealing
with asphalt for the last year}, and I think he was trying to give
me a lecture about the joys of “Goo Gone” when I told him that I
usually just use “Ronsonol”. “Ronshonawl? Ishn’t Shat Righter
Fruid?”, and I nodded at him with that dazed and confused “Hello
Mr. Turnip Truck Driver” expression I like to use on the really
“Realistically Disaffiliated” of our planet. He poo-pooed my little
comment, and I was a little saddened as I was hoping to take a
little “Pink Mafia Discount” on my Zippo fluid habit, but who knows
maybe “Goo Gone” works great in a Zippo too? Thank god working 6 am
to 2 pm will give me more time to write, or I would be plotting
against this guy before his last lesson.

When I was finally able to sneak away from this
evil little man I met up with my Capo, out in the smoke shack, and
she was looking for marching orders, as there was total chaos going
on in there. This place DOES NOT run without me, and I am enjoying
the circus from just outside the door now. I didn’t know what to
tell her, I was still kinda high from the orangey fresh scented
stuff, which I was using to clean all of the places that the pee
streams didn’t quite make the toilet. We also had to start working
on “The Mother Of All Pranks” {MAP} which I can’t really go into
details about, right now, but it will involve an inflatable sheep,
one of her old bra & panty sets, and a lot of band aids. You
didn’t think I was leaving the Twilight Edition of the Pink Mafia,
without a bang did ya? Who the hell you been reading up until now?
;8o)

Musical Methadone & Mental
Masturbation – Volume 4

Oh boy, I slept
through my alarm clock, and have now lost 3 hours out of my day
today. Oh well, last night of work and then 3 days off. Now back to
the story … thanks to one of my newer friends whom I haven’t
thought up a codename for yet, but I am working on it! I found this
cool video site that I can add music videos to my blast. This was
really cool because, while going through all of the KoRn stuff for
yesterday’s blast message, I was totally entranced in KoRn, as I
walked into Pink Mafia HQ, last night. As you all know that it is
really very rare, when “cool songs” are stuck in my head, but it
was after all an interesting night. So here I was … “This time
taking it away I've got a problem .. With me getting in the way, my
violent side .. So I take my face and bash it into a mirror .. I
won't have to see the pain, pain, pain” which of course is a song
about cutting, and … well … I told you all I have many abusive
tendencies. The paradox that had risen out of my fantasy blog, had
me thinking about the ol’ box cutter again, so in my own way I
tattled on myself, and away I was into the singing of KoRn.

I had a purpose tonight, which was to totally
barrage a friend of mine who was having bad times, with funny text
messages on my cell, and I pulled out all of the stops when my
first one brought forth a message that just broke my heart. I
started in on the whole “Sending an Angel” ….then I named the angel
Ernie … then Ernie got lost … then Ernie got Mapquest … then Bert
called looking for Ernie … etc etc etc … you see where this is
going … yep … “Can you tell me how to get, how to get to Sesame
Street?” holy mozes!, I never thought that I would have “C is for
Cookie” stuck in my head after all these years, but it happened, so
I started playing manic roulette, and just opened up my Yahell for
Phone Morons like ME, and started sending out texts that way. While
I was on my third rendition of “I Love Trash”, I remembered to send
out a message to someone who’s blog reminded me of my really good
news of the evening … I WON 65 BUCKS!! … In the football pool! This
is strange for me as I have never won in the football pool before.
I actually went from “Dead Last” to 4th from “Dead Last”, and that
is a monumental step in my psyche {anyone wanting this week’s
picks, I’m setting up a 900 number real soon}, which of course was
ruined as I remembered that the only game I lost that week was the
Patriots game [I am greedy after all, but I would still trade them
all for THAT game … lol} … whew …

So as life goes, I think I now had, my paycheck,
an extra 65 bucks, some phone text messages from said friend that
sounded almost cheerful, and a boss that is absolutely paranoid
that I am going to get him at any moment. What could be better than
that? … well ok, but I can’t have scantily clad cheerleaders from
beer commercials dancing around the plant guys {steel toe shoes and
all}, so I will have to assume that this is as good as it gets and
I have to ask the really stupid question we always do before it
falls apart … What could go wrong? … Ok stupid, you asked for it.
As I was having rather nice banter in “Yahell for Phone Dorks” with
a friend over my Sesame Street fetish, I started getting rather
unnerving IM’s from someone whom I had already cheered up damnit!
Seems that someone else ruined it, and I was FURIOUS, as most of us
seriously over-protective daddy types get. Dealt with that, hoped
that it helped, moved on, and I sincerely hope that the individual
I am furious at just realizes that there will be NO more funny
acceptance of him peeing on my trees anymore. The rather
manipulative blog about me, kinda sealed it. See I can be cryptic
too asshole!

The last wonderful task at hand is MY being Mr
Miagi, tonight and training the person, who is to take my job in a
few weeks. The afore mentioned in blogs, “Corky Pig”, “Captain
Hockey Helmet” or many other wonderful ways to say … stupid, that I
have given him. Now keep in mind, dumb can be really cute, if the
person accepts it willingly, but this character, is the absolute
opposite of endearing idiot. He THINKS he’s smarter than everyone
else, always proves otherwise, and actually in this type of work
environment he is downright dangerous. I mean he sucks a mean dick,
and all, and that is why he is employed much less, getting promoted
every few months. He is like the Anti-Jeremy, in every way {well I
mean we are both know it alls, but at least I am not a know nothing
to boot}, and the thought of this moron doing my job, almost made
me feel the need to not pull the mother of all pranks, as he is
going to be sweet revenge anyway. Don’t get me wrong MAP is still
going as planned, even if Jose is too scared to fall asleep on the
job. We even have the lacy under things we needed now …
muahahahahahahahaha …

Well working alongside the dip-shit, did end the
Sesame street fetish, and I probably would have been bummed if it
wasn’t for the new song that happened to be on the radio. I really
love this one … “Springstein, Madonna .. Way before Nirvana ..
There was U2, and Blondie .. And music still on MTV .. Her two
kids, in high school .. They tell her that she's uncool .. But
she's still preoccupied .. With 19, 19, 1985”, which carried me
through until the end of the shift. I was pretty much mentally
exhausted, but quite content in a night well spent with friends,
for better or for worse through my trusty I-275 ;8o)

Superdaddyman Takes on Lazius
Boycrazius – Volume 4

The hoards
of adoring fans await Superdaddyman as he approaches the Jr. High
School for his daily prisoner swap of Lazius Boycrazius {the
founding member of The Terrorist Organization Known as the Evils’s
aka TOKE}, the hoards of anxious mommies, just dying to be seen
with Superdaddyman, and have it get back to their husbands. The Big
Evil is here for the usual, “no homework passed in“, for like the
last 4 years, etc etc etc … The usual Thursday procedure, which
coincidentally, is going to come in handy today, because it gives
Superdaddyman Friday night off from his “Virginity Defender”
duties! How does this happen you may ask? Well it is simple, you
see as “lil mis thang” here, has decided that she doesn’t want to
do the educational stuff at the fun place {home}, then she will not
do the fun stuff at the educational place {the school dance} …
freed on Friday night.

You see this has been an ongoing battle over the
last few years as my daughter has become rather sociable, and I am
afraid that it interferes with her studies, in so many ways. Now
with that concerned about educational crap daddy out of the way,
let’s get to the important stuff … BOYS! Big Evil unfortunately
{hopefully you read about it in past blogs} has become big in a lot
of places, most notably, the brassiere area, and it is
Superdaddyman’s job as “Protector of the Virginity” to throw on
something that makes him look bigger, wear an expression that makes
him look scarier, and stand by the door looking insane at all of
these school dances. I guess they call it chaperoning, but we here
at Casa Di Evils’s call it “Teaching”, and that is how we deal with
Sex Ed around here, teaching them that “no” is better than … “No
stop, please, that hurts, Oh My GOD, stop hitting me, I’m begging”
and all of the etceteras that follow said “trying of the evil ass
daddy”

So I can actually sit at home tonight, and
listen to the sweet sounds of a 13 year old evil ass daughter
crying about how life is unfair, and how all of her friends are
going to be there, and how she will never be able to show her face
in school again, and LAUGH HIS ASS OFF … um … I mean … um … Try to
calm her poor psyche, and hope that she sees the lesson learned in
all of this. Of course the real fun will be in the way the other
two evils’s in the house, will follow her around driving her nuts
as well. This sort of adds to the lesson that she will not learn,
like she hasn’t so many times in the past. The lesson is simply …
do NOT fuck with daddy. There are other benefits to this sort of
conundrum as well, you see, as today is a day off from school, and
there is a ton of housework that Superdaddyman sure is to lazy to
do, and this in turn leads us to the forced servitude nature of
this Super Hero - Super Villain relationship. I can here her
upstairs as I type, just talking to herself, and I think it is good
for a young lady to get in touch with “self”, I mean I heard all
that crap growing up, and now it is time to just teach her the ways
of her kind. Viva le feminism, I always say.

 




Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/75833
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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Mental Notes and Random Musings

The absolute madness of a very sick man on his journey to find Nirvana aka the various brain droppings of Jeremy Crow.
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