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To my children, for whom this book was written.


To my grandchildren, who I hope to meet one day.


And to their children, who I will never know,
but who, through this small book, may someday know me.








Introduction


OK. You asked for it and now you got it.


Apparently, some of you were bemused, touched, entertained and – dare I say – even thrilled by my last attempt at humor and enlightenment, Snapshots from my Uneventful Life.


As you may recall, Snapshots didn’t try to confront anyone with deep and divisive political commentary, or challenge anyone’s religious beliefs from the heights of a self-serving pulpit, or shock anyone with vulgarity and explicit exposé. There was no sex, no gore, and no violence of any kind. It wasn’t written for the left-leaning or the right-leaning, or for Christians or Muslims or atheists, or environmentalists, or gay people, or straight people, or disabled people, or for any particular kind of people at all.


It was just written for you, whoever you are.


And, there were no four-letter words.


How it was able to garner your attention for more than a few moments I really cannot explain.


But, rest assured, I won’t make that mistake again.


What I’m trying to say is that all in all I tried to stay away from controversial subjects.


OK, so there was that one story about driving drunk. Yes, there was that brief account of me rolling a joint while driving down the Long Island Expressway. Well, and yes, there was something about a naked woman in a dormitory. But please recall that I wasn’t the one driving drunk. I never smoked that joint while driving down that highway and I never laid a hand on that innocent woman.


But I diverge.


What I’m really trying to say is that I didn’t think it was necessary to write about politics, religion, sex or violence in order to be funny. I didn’t have to insert a vulgar expletive in every other sentence to be thought provoking. And, I didn’t want to offend anyone.


You see, by the time I’d written Snapshots, I had already dedicated no small portion of my life to offending people. I’d become quite skilled at it over the years, and I found that this aptitude improved considerably when I became a lawyer.


Which, I am sure, is a surprise to exactly none of you.


But, for just once, I wanted to avoid doing so. I wanted to write something that most anyone could identify with and I hoped that a lot of people would read it.


These days it just seems so easy to offend people. Just slap a profanity laden dance video with writhing, partially dressed women on the old family DVD player and you’ll see what I mean. So, there was no sex in Snapshots: none at all.


Try to use any of the words Liberal, Muslim, Republican, Democrat, Right-Wing, Left-Wing, Bush, Clinton, Trump, Obamacare, Immigration, Conservative, Abortion, or Taxes in a conversation between three or more people without ultimately offending one of them. You can’t; I’ve tried, believe me. So, there was no talk of religion or politics in Snapshots.


By writing Snapshots I wanted to speak to everyone, no matter what their age, sex, race, religion, politics, persuasion or beliefs might be. I didn’t wish to talk to you about divisive subjects and I didn’t want to point out any of the differences between us.


Sometimes it seems we’ll do just about anything to call attention to our dissimilarities. It’s funny how such distinctions have a way of making one person appear better than someone else.


Funny, isn’t it?


Sometimes, we tend to judge people by accentuating their differences and we do so in millions of ways. We categorize them by virtue of their educational level and economic status, by the neighborhoods they live in and the jobs they have. We seem to love to put names to things, and then assign a relative worth to them. Sometimes we seem so intent on flaunting our differences that we forget how similar we really are.


You see, that’s what Snapshots was really about. That’s what More Snapshots? is about. It’s not a unique idea. It’s not some kind of lofty, heady concept. I just want to speak to you in a language we can all understand and about one thing that unites us all on a fundamental level, and it is this:


We are the final result of many things but, more than anything, we are a reflection of what we experience in this world. These experiences are embodied in our collective memories, the wellsprings of our knowledge and our beliefs, and where the essence of what we truly are may be found.


But what we call our memories are really only small fragments of our experiences because we can recall so little of our lives. We string our moments of recollection together like links on a chain to make the moving pictures in our minds. These are the Snapshots of our lives, the remnants of our living history. Every one of these snapshots is unique, because they come only once, and only from you. But, like leaves on a tree, your snapshots share grand similarities with everyone else’s.


This is our common ground. We are united by our common experiences: by the way we process these experiences through our brains, retaining only the smallest portion, and from that fraction forming beliefs, and acting upon those beliefs, and changing others in the process.


Of course, as in Snapshots, everything you will read here is completely true, although I concede I have taken a few liberties here and there in this sequel.


Thus, my prior statement, while accurate, is really not, and you may recall there’s a word to describe doublespeak like this. It’s called dissembling.


But, of course, that’s your word. I call it good lawyering.


Anyway, go ahead; read my stories; make my day. Laugh your butt off, shed a tear or two and scratch your head. I want you to do all of these things.


Oh, and yes: I want you to feel good after you read this. I want you to be reminded of some of the good things in your lives. Don’t worry; it’ll be easy, because most of my stories end in gay and happy fashion, just like those in Snapshots did.


And we all like to feel good, don’t we?


Maybe we’re not so different after all.


Didn’t I suggest that already? Perhaps I did.


And maybe I will again.


See you soon.





Cape Sway



CAPE MAY, as many of you may know, is a pretty little town in New Jersey, a state known for its football stadium, its pristine shoreline, and its plenary amusement parks. Also, for its miles of liquor stores and chemical plants, and quaint little establishments where you may purchase most any type of sex toy your heart may desire. Or that any other part of your body may require.


But Cape May is a pretty little town, really, with its beautiful beach, and its gingerbread houses, and its fine restaurants. And, the classy, oak-paneled bar located at the venerable Congress Hall Hotel just a few blocks from the beach. That’s where my wife and I went to have a quick drink before dinner during one of our weekend getaways.


I am not sure how we selected the restaurant, but I do recall that the fare would cost us more than we could possibly afford and that there were five courses of it to be served. This seemed sufficient qualification at the time. But first we decided to indulge ourselves with a harmless, pre-dinner libation.


We entered the hotel at precisely five p.m. one afternoon. Once there, we made our way down a long hallway lined with a variety of stylish shops, to an elegant, u-shaped hardwood bar. Behind the bar was a good-looking bartender in a white shirt and bow tie. Sitting on stools at the left end of the bar were four, 40-or-so-year-old women.


They were drinking. And, they were hysterical laughing. And they became more hysterical as we approached the bar. It was clear that they were trying to communicate something to each other, but for the life of me, I was unable to divine just what. To them, it didn’t really seem to make a difference, but whatever it was, it was highly amusing.


That they were the only patrons in the bar besides my wife and I served to further rivet my attention. I continued to stare at them as I sat on a stool at the center of the bar. The bartender approached.


“What are they drinking?” I asked.


“Martinis!” the barkeep cheerfully replied.


“Let’s have martinis, then!” I replied just as buoyantly, not bothering to ask my wife’s opinion on the matter. To be fair, this is usually unnecessary, as Andrea routinely accepts my scholarly judgment in such affairs.


Soon, a black slate tablet was presented to me with the ‘martinis of the day’ listed one after the other upon it in chalk. And there were quite a few of them, too, undoubtedly with exotic names I cannot remember, and each almost certainly containing a secret mixture of liquors and whiskeys now prohibited in seventeen states. So, we ordered martinis, and all I noticed about the drinks at the time was that hers was a muddy brown and mine was a turquoise blue.


As our drinks were served, I heard a thud, followed by a high-pitched squeal, followed by a peal of wild laughter. I turned my head and saw that one of the four women to our left had fallen off of her bar stool. Under the circumstances, it was hard to imagine that this had not been anticipated as the natural result of her current endeavors.


One of her drinking buddies sweetly reached down to assist her. But she reached too far, and slid from her stool as if it were coated with duck fat and was unceremoniously introduced to the floor where she joined her companion.


A third woman threw her head back in hysterics at the spectacle, but did so in such a violent manner that she began to teeter backwards on her chair, ultimately grabbing the long hair of the fourth woman to avoid toppling over.


I imagined that would be quite painful, but I didn’t have to wait long for confirmation as the woman’s stinging screams of agonized hilarity left little to the imagination. She resisted the tugging, of course, and quite enthusiastically, grabbing her own hair with both of her hands in an effort to regain full possession of something she obviously did not wish to part with just yet. But, as she exerted a grand final heave, her teetering companion released her hair, and that result was predictable, too: one was permitted to conclude her teeter, and the other was thrown backward, her skull making a dull thump against the bar.


I motioned to the bartender.


“I was expecting a jazz guitarist,” I offered. “But this is fine.”


He smiled knowingly. I gulped my blue martini. He watched me drink, closed his eyes, pursed his lips, and nodded his head. I didn’t know what the hotel was paying this guy, but it was clear that his working conditions were quite good.


We finished our drinks and we left.


We had one drink each; did I mention that?


OK.


We backtracked our way down the hall and walked by the shops we had passed on our way in. But two things bothered me. It was something about the way the bartender had looked at me. And, it was something about that drink he had served me, but I couldn’t quite figure out what it was.


Then, something hanging in a window of one of the little boutiques caught my wife’s eye. With an uncharacteristic screech of delight, she propelled herself into the store. I propelled myself after her and this was strange, as well.


Neither Andrea nor I are shoppers. I think we’re both uncomfortable with the activity and conduct it only when necessary. Then, we seek to get it over as quickly as possible.


And when I have to go shopping, I don’t wish my wife to accompany me. I don’t want to feel like a little kid being dragged around a store by his mother. I don’t want my dear bride to tell me to try things on, or to turn this way or that way, or comment on how I look. I really don’t want to hear my love say, “You’re going to buy that.” This is a sentence she sometimes employs with a period and at other times with a question mark, but both uses indicate that it is she who will be deciding what I’ll be purchasing.


And I will certainly not escort my wife into a woman’s clothing store, mainly because I don’t know what do to with myself once I get there. I prefer to stand outside, let my wife peruse the current offerings of the establishment and merely advise me whether my money will be required.


But that day, I not only found my wife in such a store – actually enjoying herself – but I found myself there as well, gleefully searching the racks, suggesting how hot she might look in this or in that. I was quite vocal about my opinions as I remember, and I also recall not caring what anyone might think of my remarks, which is not as unusual as you may think.


For her part, Andrea appeared delighted by my comments. Her giggling seemed to replay itself as if it were on some kind of continuous loop.


All of a sudden, I realized I’d seized a dress on a rack to maintain my stability. I really didn’t think anything of it, at first: meaning that I noted the event without giving it much consideration.


As I walked out of the store, I lost my balance and careened with some force into the entrance door and I noted this, too. The zigzags I proceeded to make down the hallway were also quite discernible.


Andrea thought all this quite hysterical and I agreed, even if we weren’t quite sure at the time what all this was, exactly.


But, making a long story short, we soon arrived at the restaurant – it was only two blocks away – and a distance we were able to traverse in a mere three-quarters of an hour. I only remember that there was something really hilarious about those two blocks.


We sat down at an elegant table, in this truly beautiful place, with our oh-so-proper waiter, who described the unbelievably sumptuous fare we would delight in that evening.


Which we found oh-so-friggin’-funny.


How else can I put it? He announced the specials and we laughed our asses off.


As you may imagine, this was not the response our server had anticipated and it was far from well received. He left in a huff. He soon returned with our salad, and then our appetizers, practically flinging them in front of us and departing in a second and third huff. Clearly, there would be no pleasant banter with our waiter this evening.


We subsequently consumed our first and second courses, which was more food than either of us could tolerate. Then I discovered the room was spinning around me.


I described my state of mind and body to my wife. I didn’t really need to, as I had ordered a martini for her as well, and by now she was completely familiar with this state. In short, we were inebriated.


I told her that I “needed to take a walk.” This is code in my household and a phrase that is seldom employed. It means, I’m going to take a walk around the block and try to clear my head in the hope I can get through this meal.


I returned after my four-block walk, my head no clearer, and the entire restaurant in the same revolving state it had been when I left it.


The waiter returned with our third course: two pork chops so huge that the end of each chop hung over the side of our plates by two inches. We stared, knowing that at least two animals had to die to make this presentation. We also knew that if we proceeded to dine, other casualties would follow quite naturally.


Put another way, we were not going to survive this. The strange sounds coming from our stomachs were clearly audible – to her, to me, and to many of our fellow diners, I’m sure – and the continual movement of the room that by now had affected us both did nothing to improve matters. We asked for the check, inexplicably requested that the chops be doggie-bagged, and made our exit from the restaurant. We stumbled the block back to our hotel room.


My wife’s final contribution to the affair was projectile vomiting. I was thankful that she spared me the singular experience of witnessing the spectacle, but this was only because she had the presence of mind to close the bathroom door. However, rest assured that when you hear noises resembling the soundtrack of Texas Chainsaw Massacre beyond such a partition, you can safely assume that nothing whatever to do with glee or glad tidings are transpiring within.


“I’m such a skank,” she said with some embarrassment when she emerged.


I considered this for a moment.


Yes. From where I was sitting, she certainly did take on all the appearance of being a skank.


My last contribution to Cape May was to bequeath our leftover pork chops to the hotel we were staying in, leaving them in our room’s mini-refrigerator, mainly because they looked no more appealing in the morning than they had the night before.


For all I know, they’re still there.


It wasn’t until sometime after our vacation that I finally understood what had happened to us. This revelation came to me as I admired our collection of crystal vases, glassware and keepsakes which are stored in a hutch in our dining room. Among these items are martini glasses in two sizes.


Now this was interesting. I peered closer for an inspection. Six elegant crystal glasses comprised the first set, each glass capable of containing only three or four ounces of liquid.


The glasses in the second set were larger – more of the partying kind – and each glass could probably hold six ounces.


I then remembered what had struck me about the drinks at the Congress: it was the martini glasses they used, which were much larger than those partying kind of glasses I had at home.


And then I remembered what a martini is. Traditionally made with gin and vermouth, these days the name is used to describe a variety of drinks that have common characteristics. They may be shaken or stirred with ice, but they are not otherwise diluted by water or soda or anything else. One way or the other, when you order a martini you are ordering pure alcohol and a dizzying combination of spirits to boot.


There were still other facts to consider. One ounce of alcohol is usually considered to be one drink. It logically followed that eight ounces of liquor – or one Congress Hall martini – was the equivalent of eight drinks, an amount that had already been proven sufficient to cause patrons to topple from their bar stools.


I’m not quite sure why so many of my tales seem to concern inebriation. It probably has something to do with the fact that alcohol is so readily available. That, and because getting drunk can be so much fun.


At least, for the first ten minutes.





Date Nut Bread


IT WAS MY WIFE, I suppose, who started it all, when she brought home this brown, sticky, brain-sized food item, removed it from its plastic enclosure and proudly displayed it, inquiring mischievously, “Does this bring back memories?”


I suppose I should explain.


I don’t know how old you have to be to know about date nut bread, whether it is a dim relic of your recorded past, or whether you merely have to be into organic foods, or be a carbohydrate addict, or hopelessly overweight, or a hippy or a Zen Buddhist. Hell, I don’t know who’s supposed to eat date nut bread or how anyone gets to eat it in the first place. I can only tell you that it is a memorable food item for me and one that brings back anything but happy memories.


You see, date nut bread is a food product anomaly. It is not cake and not bread. It’s not even like a cinnamon bun or a coffee cake or a carrot cake or anything like that; it’s in its own unique category. First, it is probably the only “bread” that once came out of cans. OK, we’re going back a few years – to the early seventies, perhaps – but for all I know you might still see a can buried away somewhere, on a forgotten shelf in the A & P where some of the original tins from that ancient time period can no doubt still be found.


Oops. There is no more A & P, is there? No matter. Some of those cans have undoubtedly outlasted the Great Atlantic & Pacific Tea Company itself and will be discovered underneath its ruins sometime in the summer of 2089. With the expiration date still years away.


Anyway …


Even those uninitiated will be able to discern that date nut bread contains dates and nuts. However, also scattered throughout its tempting slices are tiny multi-colored cubes composed of a gel-like substance. I didn’t know what these things were made of in 1970 and my understanding has not improved since then. But I can tell you if your date nut bread does not contain these things then you are eating a poor imitation of the classic treat. Also, that none of the ingredients can be found in nature or will be listed on any periodic table.
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