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This is a true story...

My last name is Kane. Not so bad. One percent of people around the globe have the last name Kane. In fact, one of the most famous movies in history is Citizen Kane, so I have that going for me.

There’s just one problem. I’m forty-two, divorced, with a ten-year-old boy and my first name is Kandy.

Yes, my loving parents named me Kandy Kane. Let that sink in for a moment. Can you imagine growing up with that name? Envision the first day in a new school as I stand up in front of the class and say, “Hello, we just moved to town. My name is Kandy Kane.”

(Insert giggling from the entire room, including the teacher.)

Suddenly my face turns part red, part white...kind of like a candy cane.

Oh, and I’m a virtual bookkeeper.
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When I got married, he liked my last name so much that he legally changed his last name instead of me becoming Kandy Dankworth. (I know. Dankworth isn’t much better.)

Speaking of my dear, loving husband. Well, ex-husband now. He’s a roadie for a rock band called Machine Elves.

(Let’s pause here while you stop laughing.)

On Christmas Eve while he’s travelling around the country with Machine Elves, his best friend stopped by to get his things.

That’s right. After twenty-one years of marriage, his bestie told me that my loving husband wants a divorce and will be permanently touring with Machine Elves.

Of course, I asked why my loving husband wants a divorce and his bestie said that my loving husband is devoted to the Machine Elves, especially now that they were interviewed in Fire Ink Magazine. (No, I’ve never heard of that magazine either.)

So, I told my loving husband’s bestie to wait outside while I would get his things. I went upstairs to the bedroom, opened the window, and tossed his stuff to the front, snow-filled lawn for his bestie to pick up.

Reminder, all this happened last year on Christmas Eve, so I became one of those scrooges during this wonderful, blessed time of year.

Here’s the worst part; my son adores his dad and wants to be in a rock band or become a rock band roadie, whatever the “stars have lined up for him.”

(Deep breath.)

My son, Fender, was named after the Fender guitar by my darling ex-husband. Fender is ten years old and has hair that’s never combed and wears a collection of black T-shirts featuring a variety of classic rock bands.

He wears one pair of jeans, even though I’ve bought him tons of pants and shorts.

Last year, Fender cried all night on Christmas Eve when his dad bravely left our family by sending his bestie to give us the news and collect his things which I proceeded to throw out the window to the snowy lawn.

The next morning on Christmas, we opened presents. I had bought my loving husband two VIP passes to the Judas Priest concert in April. I tore off the nametag on the gift and replaced it with Fender’s name.

Actually, let’s call my darling ex-husband Machine Elf for now on since that’s who he chose over his family.

Machine Elf got me a Christmas present last year. It was a personalized Bobble Head with me wearing an oversized Santa coat, holding a candy cane. He sent me a text to let me know it cost him seventy-nine dollars plus tax and shipping.

I threw it in the garbage exactly seventy-nine seconds after opening the wonderful, blessed gift.

As for Fender, he immediately forgave his dad after opening the present. It was a limited-edition Fender Mark Hoppus Jaguar Bass. (Machine Elf sent me another text, telling me it cost him $1,500.)

Fender played his bass for the rest of Christmas while I made cookies and drank a fantastic red wine, attempting not to be depressed.

Fast-forward to Christmas Eve this year, I’m still about the same. My mother invited me to her cabin, located next to the town of Rose Water, Ohio, which is about forty minutes from where we live.

My mother owns a Christmas tress farm, and the two-story cabin is on the property. It has four bedrooms, and the entire place is about as cozy as a Christmas cabin could be.

I’m sure the invite is out of pity. My mother doesn’t want me home, thinking about the disastrous Christmas last year and having Fender suffer by default.

The only deal was, I didn’t want to see my younger sister, Emma.

By the way, why do I get named Kandy and Emma gets a normal name? Our younger brother Henry has a normal name! What’s going on? 

(Deep breath.)

(Wait...another deep breath.)

Okay, I’m back.

Emma always had to be the best daughter and craved our mother’s attention. When our father died, Emma stayed at the cabin all through December to help with the Christmas tree farm.

It was only when her daughter Belinda was born that Emma stopped helping. Since then, she always bought our mother an expensive gift for Christmas. Last year, while I was dealing with Machine Elf, Emma bought our mother a Tiffany necklace with both their names engraved in a diamond circle.

I’m guessing it cost about five hundred dollars.

Her husband, Oliver, is a psychiatrist in New York where they live. He has three books out, which I refuse to read. Emma told me to buy copies of the book to help their family that lives in a $800,000 condo in the Hudson Yards neighborhood.

She could afford to give me the books for free! (I wouldn’t have read them anyway.)

My brother Henry doesn’t talk to me but won’t tell me why. I’ve asked my mother and Emma on numerous occasions, but they claim that they don’t know, but I bet Emma knows because her and Henry have always been best buds like Machine Elf and his bestie.

Possibly a Christmas miracle is in order. Fender and I will pack up, drive forty minutes to the cabin, enjoy my mother’s company, help with the Christmas farm, visit the town of Rose Water and enjoy all the festivities.

Listen carefully world...I declare this is going to be a Kandy Kane Christmas!

(Stop laughing.)

To be continued...

You’ve completed 9 minutes of this book.
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As I went upstairs to check on Fender and approached his room, I heard two things. First, the sound of the band Kiss blasting so loud, it was rattling the walls. Machine Elf purchased Fender a $2,000 sound system for his birthday.

(Lots of deep breaths.)

Oh, and it sounded like Fender was reconstructing his room. I opened the bedroom door and sure enough, Fender was reconstructing his room.

“What are you doing?” I shouted.

No response. Fender picked up his mattress and tossed it towards the wall.

“Fender!”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
CANDY [CANE






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
Kandy Kane

M ok youlughs
st the meh!





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





