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Preface



      The number three packs one hell of a punch. It’s a very spiritual and mystical number. From the Holy Trinity to the three witches, it is evident

         that three is a magical number. Examples of the number three abound in grammar, literature, legislature and science. Body,

         mind and soul; past, present and future; yin, yang and Tao—the list is endless.

      


      There are three primary colors, three true norths, three types of reasoning, and three phases of the moon; not to mention

         that we are three-dimensional beings inhabiting this earth, and we do things in threes so that they will manifest in our physical

         realm. Three is the first number representing completion, and the first to which the meaning “all” was attributed.

      


      The number three is also essential in comedy, with “the rule of three” used for humorous anecdotes: The first two jokes in

         a list are routine, but the third represents the big punch line. The number three is also prevalent in the rhythm and cadence

         of comedy. For example: a priest, a rabbi and a centaur walk into a bar….

      


      More importantly, there are Three Stooges, three Charlie’s Angels, three good Star Wars movies; the 80s band The Police was

         a trio, and Rush (of course) is known as the Holy Triumvirate.

      


      As a woman of French descent, I can also tell you that the French flag has three colors, the fleur-de-lys three points, and

         the popular French expression: jamais deux sans trois translates to “all things come in threes” (which may also translate into me eventually having a third husband).

      


      And the list goes on. Every man’s fantasy is a three-way, celebrities often die in threes, and ancient wisdom postulates how

         events that come in threes are worth noticing… like orgasms, for instance.

      


      So, either the number three has a kick-ass publicist, or there really is something to this triangular number. Sadly, the only

         time the rule of three doesn’t apply is in the context of body parts. Those tend to come in ones and twos. Maybe that’s what’s

         wrong with us. Who couldn’t use a third eye… or breast?

      


      Well, after noticing the power and omnipresence of the number three in virtually all aspects of life (heaven, man, and earth),

         I decided to throw my own hat-trick into the ring. I have come up with the definitive triad for our times: angels, vampires

         and douche bags. It is my firm belief that every person, place or thing falls into one of these three categories. Since I

         am always immediately on a trend like a bruise on a stripper, I humbly present the latest threesome to bless the written page.

      


      (Note: stories about angels appear throughout this book, even in the DOUCHE BAGS section. That’s just how angels are!)

      


   

      

      
PART I
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      “The reason angels can fly is because they take themselves lightly.”


      —G.K. CHESTERTON


      

      My definition is somewhat more unconventional. I define an angel as someone who loves you unconditionally; someone who inspires

         and moves you; someone who repeatedly saves your ass.

      


      

      I’m hoping to expand your concept of angels. Forget the archetype of the traditional messenger of God who is present in most

         religions—the celestial body sporting massive wings and a shiny, golden halo. I’m not discounting this heavenly creature.

         If you’ve had the good fortune of spotting one and you weren’t high on magic mushrooms at the time, more power to you. My

         focus is on the earthbound variety of angel.

      


      

      An angel can be someone you’ve known all your life, like a relative or a dear friend. There are also angels who travel along

         your path for only a limited time. They may just be seasonal angels, kind of like a Shamrock Shake. They appear in your life

         just when you need them the most, and then seem to drift away.

      


      

      There are also random angels or one-offs as I call them. I’m not suggesting that a one-night stand will necessarily produce

         an angelic figure in your life, but there are many strangers we meet by chance and never see again, who, with a simple and

         kind gesture or a few well-placed bons mots, have a profound impact on us.

      


      

      There appear to be more angels than flavors of Baskin-Robbins ice cream—the guardian angels who don red berets and keep the

         streets and cyberspace safe; the notorious Hell’s Angels who drive Harleys and are often covered in more ink than Obama’s

         health care bill; Angel Perfume; and angel investors. I once knew a former stripper who went by the stage moniker “Angel Cakes,” which brings an entirely new

         meaning to the 90s television show Touched by an Angel.

      


      

      Angels aren’t just found in the kingdom of Homo sapiens. Nature, animals, music, food, laughter, geographical locations, and

         vibrators can all be imbued with angelic properties. For example, the ocean has always been an angel to me. It’s healing,

         energizing, inspiring, calming and invigorating. The ocean is like a $5 Thai hooker… anything you want it to be.

      


      

      For some, a long hot bath, a deep-tissue massage, and a glass of Pinot Noir are higher on the angelic food chain than a flushed,

         tubby cherub sporting a bow and arrow.

      


      

      My shortlist of angels includes, but is not limited to, a young German writing partner, a psychic colon therapist, a beloved

         hairdresser, a Russian limo driver, a wise Wiccan, a reformed party girl who swears like a seasoned truck driver, a couple

         of nudists, rescue dogs, uncontrollable laughter, and coconut mojitos.

      


      

      Interestingly, if you google the word angels, the first listing you’ll find is the official site of the Anaheim Angels baseball team. Maybe this isn’t that far off the

         mark. Baseball has certainly been an angel to many players and their fans; and has also prevented several men from premature

         ejaculation throughout the years.

      


   

      

      
Chapter 1
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      Spirits in the Maternal World


      

      “It’s not easy being a mother. If it was easy, fathers would do it.”


      —THE GOLDEN GIRLS


      

      If you’re lucky, the first angel you meet and fall in love with is your mother. This was certainly the case for me.

      


      

      In fact, for the longest time I thought my mom Rosemarie was my soul mate. It’s always been tough for the men in my life to

         compete with her. She’s brilliant, beautiful, hilarious, successful, and can out-drink any fella. She’s very nonjudgmental,

         extremely supportive and wise. How could I not have a crush on her? Rosie has always been a bonne vivante, yet still maintains a sweet innocence about her. Not long ago, I remember her telling me that her colleague Bill had just

         completed AA and was now allowed to drink only white wine. Really, mom? Do other alcoholics know about this loophole?

      


      

      I come from a large and matriarchal French-Canadian family. Because my mom has so many sisters, I have always been surrounded

         by wonderful, strong and loving female family members. Growing up was like being a part of some kind of Bizarro World Lilith

         Fair, but with fewer hairy armpits. More accurately, it was like a very special episode of The View with noisy, expressive French-Canadian women talking over each other, and without the annoying, extreme right-wing opinions

         of Elisabeth Hasselbeck.

      


      

      I was raised in Sault Ste. Marie, a small steel town in Northern Ontario, Canada. I like to joke that there is a sign on the way into the city that reads: “Have fun in ‘The Soo.’

         You’ll be the first!” The thing is, I did have fun there. Even though there was snow on the ground ten months of the year,

         it was a warm and nurturing city to grow up in. I had a fabulous childhood (things didn’t start to come undone in my life,

         like a cheap department store bra, until later on). Sure, it was a tad isolated. In fact, the first dude I ever made out with

         was my cousin George. Hey, I know what you’re thinking—Carla, how could you kiss a guy named George? The Great White North

         isn’t all that different from the deep, Deep South. We’re just better at hockey… and less racist.

      


      

      Because my mom was a high school teacher, I spent most of my pre-Kindergarten days with my Auntie Alice, one of my mom’s elder

         sisters. Auntie Alice is an incredible angel with a lovely, soft demeanor and the patience of Job. To be fair, my mother eventually

         became a wonderful cook; but when I was a kid, to say Rosie was domestically-challenged would be an understatement. She’s

         a wonderful mother, but, at that time, she was retarded in the kitchen. Imagine my awe when I first began frequenting Auntie

         Alice’s house and witnessed her making donuts… from scratch! I thought she was a superhero with unearthly powers.

      


      

      We lived with my maternal mémère (grandmother) until I was almost six-years-old. I adored my mémère. Here’s the kicker—she was nearly fifty-years-old when

         she gave birth to her youngest daughter, my mom. That’s right; mémère was born in the nineteenth century, but she was truly

         a renaissance woman who made all her children’s clothes, was a gourmet chef, and she played the piano by ear. Sadly, I didn’t have many years with her because she passed when I was only eight. I was devastated and my mom wasn’t the same for

         a very long time. They were so close that my heart would break whenever I watched my mom dialing mémère’s phone number months

         after she died. The two of them spoke every day, just like mom and I do now.

      


      

      Even though I only had a brief time on this earth with my grandmother, she had a greater impact on my life than anyone else

         to this day. I like to think that she is still with me, watching over me like a guardian angel with white hair and dentures.

      


      

      Mémère and I frequently slept together in the same room, and we talked all night. She said I was like a little old lady, and

         spoke to me like I was an adult. I’d watch mémère prepare Christmas food baskets for underprivileged families. She never officially

         had a “professional job,” but she made a career out of doing non-stop charity work. She also taught me that all good deeds

         should be done anonymously, without glory but with a great deal of pride. Mémère was also very political and campaigned tirelessly

         for the Canadian Liberal Party.

      


      

      For decades, mémère (then later my mom’s elder sisters) ran the Joan of Arc Bingo, a charitable organization responsible for

         the funding of the French Catholic church in Sault Ste. Marie. Over the years, these women raised a great deal of money and

         donated it to community charities, but I always questioned naming a game of chance after someone who was burned at the stake.

         What does that say about your odds of winning? Or even getting out of the Bingo parlor alive?

      


      

      A while ago, I tried my hand at bingo back in The Soo and immediately came to the conclusion that I must have been adopted because I have no skills at all at this sport. I just

         remember suffering from extreme anxiety and smoke inhalation trying to manage my solo card while my aunts wielded what looked

         like Swiss Army dabbers—effortlessly playing thirty cards each.

      


      

      The bingo talisman was also a source of confusion to me. Most charms are rooted in folklore or mythology. In Ireland and abroad,

         a four-leaf clover signals good fortune, with the traditional three leaves representing the Holy Trinity and the rare fourth

         symbolizing God’s grace. The yin yang is, of course, the ancient Chinese metaphysical concept of two opposites. But how the

         hell did the furry troll doll become the patron saint of Bingo parlors? Almost every hardcore dabber in the place was surrounded

         by a rainbow army of tacky, three-inch-high smiling rodent monsters with Don King’s lid. How does a disheveled troll equal

         luck? If you really think an unkempt, filthy creature who spends most of his time in a ditch under a bridge will increase

         your odds of winning at bingo, why not just bring my Uncle Louis into the hall. Maybe get him to play a couple of cards for

         ya?

      


      

      My point is, no matter what the circumstances, whoever your early childhood education angels were, embrace them and be thankful

         for them. No, they weren’t perfect or divine; they were human and flawed. As my comedian friend Amy Anderson says, “No matter

         what your relationship was with your mother, be grateful for her because that woman held up your big, fat, floppy head for

         the first six months of your life.”

      


      

      
Under the B, beloved grandmother

      


      “The phrase ‘working mother’ is redundant.”


         —JANE SELLMAN


      

      One evening my mother and I were discussing the pros and cons of organized religion. I was mostly discussing the cons. I like

         to think that I am a highly-evolved and spiritual individual, but to me organized religion is a lot like George Dubya’s foreign

         policy and the Ford Explorer: Nice attempts, but man-made and ultimately extremely damaging. If it’s something that helps

         you, that’s cool. It’s just not my bag.

      


      

      I’ve always questioned the Catholic Church and its doctrine. Even as a teenager, I felt that the hypocrisy was evident on

         many levels. For starters, I went to a Catholic school where we were taught from a very early age not to have sex before marriage.

         That’s all fine and dandy, but why preach abstinence to all the adolescent Catholic schoolboys and then insist that the Catholic

         schoolgirls come to class every day dressed as strippers in knee-high socks and plaid mini-kilts with less material than Carrot

         Top’s act? But I digress. During the aforementioned philosophical conversation with my mom, she told me a story about my French

         grandmother that epitomizes my mémère’s goodness, open-mindedness, and her complete lack of patience for any bias or intolerance.

      


      

      When my mother was ten-years-old, she and her best friend Nola were inseparable. At that time, my mom was a student at St.

         Ignatius, a French first-language school in The Soo. Both the church and the school had been founded by Jesuits. Back then,

         the parish priest was Father Isabelle, S.J. In both Canada’s official languages these initials stand for Société de Jésus or Society of Jesus. During Lent, the Jesuits often dispatched their best orator-priests to various parishes to present sermons

         during Holy Week. So it was that my mother and her little classmates were marched single file next door to the church where

         a visiting Jesuit priest gave new meaning to the expression “Hellfire and brimstone.” During his heated sermon, the priest

         issued the unequivocal statement that only Catholics would go to heaven when they died; all others would burn in the everlasting

         fires of hell. This had such a dramatic and visceral impact on my mother that she became physically ill, and her young mind

         and active imagination pictured her best friend Nola surrounded by flames while Satan laughed maniacally in the background.

         Mom knew Nola and her family attended the Lutheran Church, and that Lutherans were something other than Catholics.

      


      

      When my mother arrived home to the welcoming aroma of mémère’s freshly-baked oatmeal cookies, she raced upstairs and slammed

         shut her bedroom door. Even in the secure and loving atmosphere of her home, she could not erase the vision of Nola burning

         to death. Mémère, thinking my mother was ill since it was the first time in ten years her daughter had ever passed up a cookie,

         went upstairs and found her youngest child crying uncontrollably and screaming, “Nola’s going to hell! Nola’s going to hell!”

         Once mémère finally discovered the reason for her daughter’s hysterical outburst, she told her to wash her face, took her

         by the hand and marched her at breakneck speed to the church rectory. There, she banged on the door and demanded to speak

         to the visiting priest.

      


      

      When the priest presented himself, mémère let fly a litany of one-sided arguments about the priest’s ill-founded philosophy,

         crushing the little man with her logic and quotations from Scripture. She then demanded that he retract what she considered

         to be old-wives’ tales from the Middle Ages. When the stunned priest tried to interrupt, she pointed her finger at him and

         ended her monologue with a brilliant closer: “You are a close-minded priest drowning in prejudice who does not deserve to

         have the letters S.J. after his name.” And with that, she took my mother’s hand, turned on her heel and left.

      


      

      Mémère did not utter a single word on the way home, but with every step they took, her daughter silently admired her mother’s

         strength and determination. Later as she ate her cookies, mémère’s youngest child also knew that her normally gentle and unassuming

         mother had just taught her a lesson she would never forget. Once my mom had shared this story with me, I never forgot it either.

      


      

      

      Friends in high places


         “Realism is a bad word. In a sense everything is realistic. I see no line between the imaginary and the real.”


         —FEDERICO FELLINI


      

      My brother Rick had Bobby Arrow. My father had Torty. One of my girlfriends had Mimi and Mr. Gibbles. Most children have an imaginary friend, I had seventy-two. That’s right, seventy-two imaginary friends! Well, some were just imaginary acquaintances;

         I mean, who has the time or energy.

      


      

      My pretend gang was like a United Colors of Benetton commercial that included every race, age, color and creed. My best imaginary friend was a young girl called Finney, an adorable

         little blonde nymph who always sported braids. Also lucky enough to be in the inner imaginary circle was Pillie, a redhead

         with a pixie cut and countless freckles who often grappled with her jealousy over my close relationship with Finney. Pillie

         could be a real bitch sometimes; she was more of an imaginary frenemy.

      


      

      My imaginary posse also included Spootz: a dreamy teenage boy who had a penchant for dressing up like a musketeer, and Pan

         and Panned: seventy-eight-year-old identical Quaker twins. When I think back on the latter now, it’s a tad creepy. WTF? Why

         did I have near-octogenarian twins as imaginary friends? (“OK now Carla, show me on the dolly where the bad Amish man touched

         you?”) Jesus, it just seems like an odd entourage for a three-year-old. Not to worry, the twins were always quite sweet and

         grandfatherly.
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