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Dear Diary,

My name is Ted Porter.  Today is my thirteenth birthday and you are my birthday present from Mom.  I sure was surprised!  Usually, she buys me socks and underwear.  All the kids at school call me Teddy Bear.  That’s because I’m so fat.  Mom just has to buy me Baby Ruths every day.  I keep asking her not to and she keeps right on buying them even though she knows I can’t have just one.  It’s like she wants me to be fat.  I wish I could be like the other kids.  This is the first time I’m writing something that’s not a school assignment or a thank you note.  I think I like doing this.  Maybe I’ll be a writer.

Something happened today that I thought would never happen.  Somebody finally stood up to Dad.

His name’s Ted Porter, too.  That makes me Junior.  He likes to tell everybody he was born in Queens, but his German accent is thicker than apple sauce.  He’s a used car salesman and he’s insane.

My real father flew the coop.  He moved to the West Coast, and he started a new family.  Maybe Mom drove him away.  She’s nuts, too.

All her molehills are mountains.

The other day, the toilet flusher broke and she threatened to kill herself.  Dad hit her and when I started to cry, he hit me, too.

I’m afraid the day’s ahead when he’s going to kill us both.

Why did you marry that man, Mom?

He had one thing going for him over my blood dad.  He was there.  He was a good provider.

Dad’s a tennis fanatic.  He lives, eats and breathes it.  When it’s warm out, we play every Saturday at Rockaway Beach.

He’s under a lot of stress at work.

He hasn’t made a sale in ages.

The rent’s late.

Maybe I’ll wind up in a foster home.  It might be an improvement.

Dad’s usually his best self when he plays tennis.  But this morning?  The day somebody finally stood up to him?  He was at his worst.

‘’No!  How many times have I told you?  Bring your arm back.  Don’t wait until the last second.  You keep doing that!  What’s wrong with you?  Are you sick?  We’ve been playing for ten minutes and you’re sweating like a pig!  Why can’t you control yourself?  You’ll never amount to anything.  I blame your mother.  She spoils you!  Everything she teaches you is wrong!  And now you’re crying!  Well, of course!  Just like a girl!  Everybody’s watching.  You’re embarrassing yourself and you’re embarrassing me.  Come here!”

He snapped his fingers, and I walked up to the net.  Like so many times before, he was going to slap my face.  

Another hand caught his wrist.

“Good morning.  I’m Lee Hacklyn.  Men like you is the reason me like me exist.”

Dad pulled his hand away and he tried to hit him.

Lee ducked and punched his balls in.

Dad fell to the court and curled up.

The other tennis players applauded.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, Dear Diary.  I didn’t know how to feel about it.

I guess I sort of felt happy.

But I was sad, too.

He was still my dad and I was stuck with him.

Lee put a finger under one of my chins.

“What’s your name, kid?”

“Ted.”

He pointed at my dad and said, “Never be like him, Ted.  He’s a loser.  Never try to be anyone other than yourself.”

He gave me his business card.

“If he ever hurts you again?  Call me.  Think of that card as your own personal Bat-Signal.  Okay?”

“Okay.”

A woman who looked like maybe she was his mom stood on her toes and kissed his cheek.

She said, “Most days, dear?  I regret having unleashed you upon this poor world.  You’re a walking endorsement for the pro-choice side of the abortion debate.  Today’s an exception.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO

[image: ]


“That is the worst book ever written!  Anybody caught reading it should be lined up and shot!”

I was in my office, shirtless and the July heat was threatening to transform me into a real-life Human Torch.

Flame on!

I put my latest literary diversion, The Fountainhead by Ayn Rand, facedown on my desk and slid into my official Star Wars t-shirt.

What a movie!

The shrill arbiter of literary taste was a rotund woman in a sable fur coat.  She was beyond her middle-years and her pancaked-with-goop face reminded me of Cesar Romero from Batman...mustache included.  

Every one of her fingers was adorned with a diamond ring.  She wore diamond earrings.

A diamond-studded tiara sat on her Medusa-esque hairdo.

Gosh!

I wonder who her best friends are?

She was bracketed by two men.

I recognized one of them and was struck by a twinge of starstruckedness.

Is that even a word?

It is now.

Mario Costa was in his twenties and a former Mr. Olympia.

After retiring from bodybuilding, he became an actor.  

Currently, he was starring in a new syndicated tv series called The Grey Goliath, based on the Pinnacle Comics Group character.

Dr. Brent Bennett, nuclear scientist, was accidentally exposed to beta radiation.

Now?

Whenever fear strikes him, he becomes the raging man-beast known as the Grey Goliath.

After the Goliath takes the rap for the murder of Brent’s wife, the scientist becomes a fugitive.

Any similarity to The Incredible Hulk, or, for that matter, The Fugitive, was purely coincidental.

Imitation is the sincerest form of shamelessness.
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The other man was in his sixties, svelte and he wore an open-necked, silk shirt.

A gold medallion hung around his neck.

We shook hands, um, “’brother-style.”

Apologies in advance to the hypersensitive.

“Yes and yes!  What an honor it is to meet you, sir!  I’m Dalton Rose!  This is my wife, Janey.  And if you don’t know who THIS man is, then I guess you don’t watch television.  In my book?  That makes you a communist.”

“Lee Hacklyn, sir.  I read about you in Starlog magazine.”

Dalton was a mega-successful writer and television producer.

Mario shook my hand firmly, but gently.

I was grateful.

I had a vision of him squeezing a lump of coal into a diamond a la Superman.

Janey gawked at my hand as though it was teeming with maggots.

“Don’t you TOUCH me!”

A bush beater she wasn’t.

I said, “I’m very sorry about Jackson Jeffries.”

He was Mario’s predecessor, the original Grey Goliath.

He died from an accidental (?) steroid overdose.

No foul play was suspected.

His fans around the world were still grieving.

There are fewer events more soul-crushing than the death of an icon.
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