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For Mel & Andrena.

For being there every step of the way.
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Geez life sucks! It’s sooo unfair!

I came home from school after a totally awesome day. I broke Jared’s record for landing the most dead blow-flies on Crabby Abbey’s head during math class—which, by the way, is now twenty-three—using our awesome, one-of-a-kind, fantasmagorical invention, the “single shot bug flinger.” But before I could even throw my schoolbag on the floor and grab a snack from the kitchen, Mom came stomping out of the bathroom and scared the absolute crap out of me!

She looked like some weird zombie, wearing one of those “germ protection oxygen suits” like the ones they wear in lame, old horror movies. You know, those really dumb ones where some dimwit goes to the jungle to help save the monkeys. Dimwit gets scratched by a monkey. The monkey turns out to be sick. The sick monkey dies. The dimwit gets sick, so he hops on a plane and flies back home. He coughs all over everyone in the plane. The plane lands and the passengers sneeze all over everyone at the airport. The people at the airport jump on more planes and cough over more people, who cough over everyone at home, who sneeze over everyone at work, who spit-up all over their customers, and ta dah, the whole world is suddenly bleeding from the eyes with brains exploding all over the place and blah blah blah blah blah.

Ok, so what was I writing about … oh yeah, I know.

So Mom came out of the bathroom looking like someone had smooshed together Darth Vader and a surgeon from outer space. Her head was completely covered with a black shower cap, and messy, wiry bits of hair poked out all over the place. Another black mask covered the bottom half of her face, leaving just her eyes peeping out over the top.

She was wearing long, pink rubber gloves that reached her elbows and the kitchen apron that I got her for Christmas—the one with a picture of a zombie on it that said “Eat More Brains!” And to complete the “escaped mental patient” look she was obviously going for, underneath the apron, Mom was wearing oversized, black sweatpants and an old black top that was at least four sizes too big.
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So “Doctor Darth Weirdo”—my Mom—started slowly stomping towards me, and all I could see was her unblinking, bloodshot eyes. The sound of her deep, slow breathing was escaping from underneath her mask. Hhhhh hhhhh hhhhh. It was freaky. Staring straight ahead with her arms outstretched towards me, I was looking for a monkey bite on her body and waiting for her to say “braaaiiins.” I kicked my schoolbag against the wall and steeled myself as she was obviously about to give me the hug from hell.

Usually after school, Mom greeted me by yelling, “Have you got any homework? You’re doing your homework before Jared comes over! Don’t tell me you haven’t got any homework! Everyone else gets homework!” But now she was only two steps away with her arms still stretched out and there was no yelling. Something very weird was obviously going on.

I took a few short, sharp breaths preparing myself for her incoming humongous hug. Then, as Mom zeroed in on me, I took one final enormous breath before I was completely smothered by her boobs. I knew I couldn’t win. Even if I did escape her suffocating hug, there was a worse fate awaiting me—the “sweaty hairy-pit hug.” I definitely did not want to breathe in any of Mom’s soggy armpit sweat! It was absolutely deadly!

I learned my lesson when I nearly died last Christmas from Grandma’s sweaty hairy-pit hug. The memory was terrifying. Just like Mom, Grandma targeted me for the deadly “crusher cuddle”—her special one that she liked to give without her teeth in! Ewwwww! Why couldn’t she just kiss me on the cheek like normal people do? At least I could use the cheese grater afterwards to rip my cheek off and grow a new one. But nooooo I was just standing against the wall, minding my own business, when Grandma comes towards me ready for a hug. With her arms reaching forward it looked as if she had a massive bed sheet hanging from each arm, flapping about in the breeze. The skin-colored “sheets” were actually years and years of stretched, flabby skin. They swayed rhythmically from side to side, almost sending me into a trance. With all that dangly skin I thought Grandma could jump out of a plane, hold her hands above her head, and pop, she’d have her own built-in parachute. She could be stranded on a desert island, build a raft, and travel back home using her arm flab as a sail.

So there I was, trapped with Grandma moving towards me as if she was herding cows and using her arms to create two brick walls. There was no way to escape. No way to make a run for it. No way to survive the hug of doom! Grandma took a final step toward me and then, like some mechanical terminator, her arms began to clamp around my shoulders and squeeze together to smother me!

Her face was moving towards mine—lips puckering and spit flying everywhere, because she had no teeth to keep the saliva in her mouth. Her arm flab was flapping, and without thinking I took a deep breath, bent my knees, and ducked to try and slip beneath the flab and her arm-lock. But obviously, all Grandmas know this escape move and won’t give up their “hugs and kisses” that easily! She quickly turned her body to the side and shoved her leg across to block off my escape path and slipped her arms over my shoulders until they were locked on tightly around the very top of my head. With her arm flab acting as iron curtains, blinding and suffocating me all at the same time, my head was being squeezed like a giant upside-down pimple until it suddenly popped out from beneath Grandma’s clenched arms. I desperately sucked in another breath of air as I was buried face-first under Grandma’s sweaty, soggy, warm armpit! Grandma got her hug all right. But now I have nightmares and totally freak out whenever a hair touches my face. Eeewwwww!

Now where was I? That’s right. My Darth Vader look-a-like Mom came racing towards me with her arms outstretched. There was about seven seconds till “death by hug.” I started taking deep, quick breaths. Six, five, four, three, two, one … here it comes. I froze waiting for Mom’s hands to clamp me. But then she stopped dead, right in front of me, and instead of her arms clutching around my shoulders, she raised them like a human forklift and stuck both hands straight into my hair! Then she started digging about with her fingers, as if she was searching for long-lost buried treasure. And in her deep, raspy, mask-covered voice she shouted, “Ok Mister, straight into the bathroom. I have to treat you for nits!”

Nooooooooooooo!
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