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In loving memory of ‘Rolph Silverado,’ the best call-in guest in the history of radio. He had an infectious laugh and impeccable wit. All of us are now worse off in life having been deprived of his beauty in this world, even those of us who didn’t know him. We felt as if we did. And not once were our faces absent a smile when he appeared, awaiting his thoughts with bated breath. 

He will always be with us. 
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DISCLAIMER:

This is Patricia’s account of the events herein. Some details have been changed to protect the innocent. And the guilty. 

As you will see, Patricia has gone to great lengths to disguise the actual identities of the people involved. Any resemblance to any person, alive or dead, is entirely coincidental. Most of the time. Okay, some of the time. You figure it out, smart ass.

It is important to remember that this book is a roman à clef, so readers should take everything with a grain of sand. However, just because this is technically a fiction book, it does not mean that the representations within are inaccurate portrayals of the obstacles and adventures Patricia has faced in her life.

Do not read this book if you are offended easily, your name is ‘Karen,’ or you have a big fat puckered asshole on your face.
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Parental discretion. Trigger warnings. Safe Spaces. 

All that shit.
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*Only three lemurs were killed in the writing of this piece. And possibly one goat. But barely.
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CHAPTER ONE: WELL DONE
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Fuck Covid, I need a tan. That’s my number one priority. My tits come second. Scratch that, my tits are great. It would be my nails second, then my eyelashes. Then my hair. And of course, my kids.
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It was the tannest of times, it was the palest of times...
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I want to make sure this chapter is up front because I deserve to be able to tell my side of the story regarding whether I put my daughter in a tanning booth at the age of five. God only knows, I have been maligned by everyone who wanted to take a shot. Anyone who needed to kill airtime has made a joke at my expense—newspapers, sitcoms, the Evening Fricken News, podcasts, ‘Saturday Night Fever,’ and even ‘Larry Springer.’

I don’t mind all the attention. I’m tough as shit. I enjoy the spotlight. I often think of the sun as a giant spotlight in the sky. Many people say it’s God’s spotlight. In which case, I’m His brightest star. By brightest, I mean tannest. So, technically, I mean darkest, I guess. So, darkest star. But that doesn’t make as much sense because I guess that makes me more like a black hole, which I’m totally not. Maybe I’ll stick with brightest star. I’m so confused. Jiminy Cricket!

I think people need to realize that most of what they see and hear from me is a persona. Let me explain that fully for those of you who have tiny pea brains and are not smart enough to understand what a persona is:

I am not the way I am portrayed by the media in real life. I get extremely frazzled when I am on camera or on mic, as many people do, leading to some pretty iconic moments. And I may or may not have been slightly inebriated at times, which will straight rattle anyone on camera.

Imagine yourself the last time you were really drunk...

Take a second...

I mean really hammered...

Like, where you can barely stand up without leaning on a wall...

Got it?

Good.

Now, imagine you’re sitting across from ‘Todd Coppleson’ and he’s asking you all kinds of questions like, “Why do you rebuse your kids?”

“Why do you drink so heavily?” 

“Who watches your kids when you go tanning?”

Give me a break. As if I can’t afford a babysitter like some kind of filthy hobo.

It’s nerve racking as hell to go on live television or radio. You wouldn’t do as well as you think either. (Especially if you had three plates in your head!) 

Have you ever seen the typical evening news interviewee who just witnessed a shooting or a plant explosion or a long line for Black Friday? They are pretty far from being John S. Kennedy too, but under much less duress! 

I should not have to preface the following by saying this, and I realize it will come as a shock to many people, but I am addicted to tanning. Most of you probably already know it, and you may have even known it before me, but I really feel I have a disease. It’s like withdrawal. It’s very complicated, and I’ll get into it in later chapters, but I have to be tan. I need tan on my skin.

Admittedly, before my days as a homemaker, prior to the whole “Tan Mom” saga, I had done a lot of effed up shit in my life. I have cheated on one boyfriend while being on the phone with his brother. I have drunkenly stumbled through so many events I can barely remember any of them unless they were recorded on ‘The Harold Sternz Show.’ I have had so many love triangles that they created a new term for mine: love quadrilaterals. Whatever quadrilaterals are. 

I have done more molly than ‘Wiz Khalifer.’ I drank more than ‘Winstead Churchill’ and ‘Ben Franklinson’ combined. And I’ve even been accused of wearing ‘blackface’ because I take in more sunlight than a solarium in Phoenix.

However, I did not—nor would I ever—cook my daughter. What the Press always “forgets” to comment on is the fact that I was acquitted by a Grand Jury. A Grand Jury is said to be capable of indicting a ham sandwich. Well, they could not touch my golden hams because I am totally and one-hundred-percent innocent. They didn’t even bother to get my side of the story at first. They just arrested me and separated me from my children. I will go into what a nightmare scenario that was in the chapters to come, but needless to say, I never did anything close to what I was accused of.

My daughter was out a little too long in the sun one day and got a bit pink—as all children do at some point. She was outside with my eldest daughter wearing a tank top while I made a sandwich. Someone nosed her nosey nose into everything and blew it out of proporshus. She only did that after seeing that I was super tan. She jumped to conclusions because she thought she knew me based on my appearance alone.

Any time I have tried to get this story out, it has been twisted. Granted, sometimes because, as I have stated before, I get frantic on camera. A couple times because I was drunk. And I also have three plates in my head, people. Please stop expecting me to be Alfred E. Einstein. 

So, yeah, this lady almost destroyed my entire life. I got banned from an entire chain of tanning salons, for Pete’s sake! Can you even believe that?! Me?!  They had my picture up like I was Butch Cassadine the Sunset Kid! 

I made their owner a billionaire, probably! And they banned me?! In over 50 fucking locations! I was their poster girl, for crying out loud. I literally went every single day. I tried to sneak into one dressed as a man after they banned me, and they still recognized me. I even cut my hair really short.

Fuck them. I’ll take the billions I spend every year on tanning elsewhere. 

Eventually, even the salon owner said I never did it, but that didn’t seem to matter. To anyone.

And it didn’t end there.

Next thing I know, I have newsmen and women stalking me and scaling the walls of my house, trying to take pictures in my windows because I refused to go outside. Then I’m being parodied by ‘Kirsten Fey’ on ‘Saturday Night Fever.’ Literally everyone knew about the insane lady who put her daughter in a tanning bed. (Allgerly!)

I would get in my car with my daughter to go to get coffee and get ambushed. It was even impossible to go tanning! You try to not be frantic all the time when people are leaping out of your bushes and screaming, “Tan Mom!” or “You lit your daughter on fire!” or “Hey, Magda, is Puffy okay?!” And you can’t even tan?! Give me a break. No one can withstand that kind of downpour. Not even ‘The Duane Rock.’

Or they’re sticking microphones in your face right after a Botox session and wanting you to comment on whether you let your seven-year-old child “smoke cigarettes too.” You’d think I torched her with a flamethrower, for Pete’s sake! It’s like, I don’t judge you for looking like a rotting corpse with your pale-ass vanilla-pudding skin, so why would you judge me for my tan?!

No way you would pull it off gracefully either. And, no! My seven-year-old daughter did not have Botox! To my knowledge. (Kidding. She barely ever had Botox as a child. Jiminy Cricket!)

My life devolved into anarchy in a moment. It was the rapture descending upon me faster than I could change my hair extensions... 

It was only what I can imagine the zombie apocalypse would be like. And I would have been Michonne AF. 

(I’m totally kidding. Have you ever seen my nails?! I’d be dead within seconds.)

I did not have security guards. All I had was my house. And a few pallets in the garage full of bronzer. 

I felt like a member of al Kaiser. I now know what ‘Obama bin Laden’ went through in that cave he lived in before ‘George W. Washington’ straight-up killed him in a hole. 

I tried disguising myself as a small boy to escape but was unable to slip past the mobs of media assholes who were there to get the scoop on the “lady who tried to murder her child with a suntan.” They were relentless. They called my phone at all hours. (I don’t really know how to shut that thing off either!)

I stayed home from then on out, getting all pale and shit. 

They robbed me of due progress. They found me guilty and applied my punishment based on some loose allegations flung about by a trashy ho-bag.

On top of all this, what was done to me was a grave injustice. Justice is supposed to be silent unless it is being served. I love law enforcement, but they had no business convicting me in the Press. They should have allowed due progress to take its course, rather than tainting my reputation darker than my skin. I rotted in jail forever because of this.

Courts of Law... Remember those things? They are supposed to be the houses of Ruth built. Yet, everyone believes whatever they want, without even hearing the other side of the story. This is partially my fault, as I have yet to have an opportunity to tell my side of the story. While sober. But you are reading it now. And I am kind of sober. Sometimes. I may have a wine or three every now and then, but what is this, Russia now?! Fuck off.

It is never too late to set the record straight. 

Not that many people give a shit about the subtleties of the law, but if you’re not indicted, you’re totally innocent. In fact, even if you are indicted, you are still innocent until proven guilty. It’s in the Declination of Independents, for Pete’s sake! 

They didn’t even make it to trial because a Jury of good citizens saw through the bullshit. Everyone gets to talking and they convict people by fiat, convincing the rest of the world that someone is guilty of something before it is ever proven in a Court of Law. Like the guy who came to my house and started choking me in my driveway. He was just some rando who probably thought I did something I didn’t do. He came out of nowhere and started choking me! 

He just came over and tried to make soup with me. (That means bang.) He came up to me, touched my pants, pulled me over and said, “I want you.” 

I go, “I don’t think so,” and it was like a fight. I kicked him in the balls and then ran into my house. I called the police immediately. 

You have no idea how many men want me. I’ve been hit on every day of my life. It’s disgusting.

Justice is also supposed to be blind, like the witches in that cave in ‘Clash of the Titleist,’ but everyone—including the Judge—could totally see! Nobody even had a blindfold on! 

A lot of people heard about all this in the Press, took one good look at me, and they just knew I let my daughter lay in a tanning bed. How could I not be sick, right? I like suntanning a lot. I must be crazy! Brother.

“Of course, the charred lady tried to burn her daughter, your Honest! Just look at her! She’s a different color than us!” And the Juror is like, “GUILTY! Next question!”

All of this bullshit could have tainted the jury pool. Thankfully, in this case, the people upon whom my freedom relied were smart enough to see the truth. They saw through the prostitution’s games.

I judge books by their covers a little too, like everyone does, but I try not to condemn them until I’ve read ‘em. So, maybe stop judging this book by its color. Because I am not a whore.

To this day, they interrogate my daughter at school sometimes. They say things like, “Are you okay at home?” and “Blink three times if you need help.” Like I forget to feed her or something! 

And the other kids are just mean to mine sometimes. 

They yell things like, “Make sure to wear a higher SPF!” 

Or “Do you glow in the dark too?”

Or “Does your mom still look like a Jamaican Janice from Dr. Teeth and the Electric Mayhem?”

Trashy little shits.

I’m a great mother! I may not be Samantha from ‘Saved by The Boss’ or anything, but I clean my house, do my kids’ laundry, and I even taught them to talk with their mouths closed when they eat. My kids are straight-A students. I don’t want to brag or anything, but they are all Honest Roll kids. 

My eldest daughter is beautiful and intelligent. Both of my older sons have good jobs and are productive members of society. My youngest son is a health nut. He really watches his diet because he wants to make sure he only puts good things in his body. And my youngest daughter—the one I supposedly put in a tanning bed—is the sweetest thing you could ever meet. 

I am extremely proud of all my babies.

They all worry about me a little too much because I enjoy being in the spotlight and sometimes like to go out and party, but it’s like, they don’t really understand that I’m a star. And a princess. I’m going to put whatever I feel like in my body, but I do try to eat healthy at least. 

Besides, nobody—and I mean NOBODY—tells me what to do. Even if they’re trying to look out for me, like doctors. I lie to those smart asses all the time. I completely lie to my doctor. Completely.

“All’s great.”

It’s all just a big fat lie. And he’s like, “You look really good, and your blood is all really good. Whatever. Blah, blah, blah.”

If they’re so smart, how come they don’t know I’m lying? 

Idiots.

Just try to eat smart. It doesn’t all have to be organtic. I don’t think the chicken went to some fucking mental hospital to be organtic or anything. They just raised them at the chicken farm the same way they raise the rest of the crops.

You have to forget about life and just have fun. If your organ’s gonna go, it’s gonna go. I don’t get overly into all this health shit. 

“Drink this, don’t drink that. Stay away from alcohol.” 

Give me a break. Every now and then, I have to go out and party. It’s not like I used to be, but everyone needs a release. 

Besides, it’s not like “they” even know what they’re talking about! Milk is bad. No, it’s good! Wait, it’s bad for you again! Don’t eat eggs. Only eat certain parts of the egg! Don’t eat eggs again! Eat eggs because they’re healthy! Don’t wear a Covid mask. Wear a mask! They didn’t help! They super helped! Brother.

It’s like, give me a break! And you think I change my mind a lot?! I can barely keep up!

Like anyone has room to talk.

All this criticism of me as a mother is totally ridiculous anyway. My kids have a roof over their heads, they don’t want for anything, and I’m actually a gourmet chef. You should see all the fancy shit I can cook.

All this drama because I let my daughter get a little pink once?! Pulllleeeease! It’s not even like tanning really gives you cancer or anything. If it did, I would have died a long time ago probably! So stupid!
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TAN THOUGHTS:

	If you go somewhere and they ban you, don’t waste your time trying to sneak back in.

	It’s not like they taught me something, like I couldn’t tan anymore. I still went to other salons.

	Keep your kids close at all times and make sure they stay out of tanning booths. 

	Don’t judge a book by its color.

	If I learned anything, it was don’t trust the Pavarotti because they’re liars.


***
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CHAPTER TWO: TAN DAUGHTER
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Tanning has always been my sanctuary. If I were Asian, it would be my meditation or whatever.
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When I was little, I was a happy, but pale little girl living in Long Island. 

(I’m totally kidding; like I was ever pale.)

People tell me I shouldn’t talk about this kind of thing but fuck them, I’m Patricia Marie—I’ll say whatever I feel like talking about—I have no filter.

I never believed in having a filter. I have been outspoken my entire life. Or at least until I gave up being spoken when I was a teenager. I don’t even have memories of a time before I was super-duper tan. I was always Tan Daughter before I was Tan Mom. 

I’m originally from Long Island. I grew up in Key West though. I spent a lot of time at Fire Island. We were a wealthy family, so there were always some choice beaches nearby for me to hang out at, whether we were at home or on vacation. 

You may not know this, but I was raised with a lot of culture. I played both the piano and the flute. 

The flute is an instrument you blow into. It’s long and skinny. The piano is the big one with all the white and black keys and usually a lid with a stick that can hold it up or not hold it up, whatever you prefer. You sit on a bench when you play it.

What do you want me to say about them? They’re instruments. I played them. Big whoop. I can still play some songs on the piano. I can’t play the flute as much because who just walks around practicing the flute all day? The Pie Piper? 

All my mother cared about was cleaning. There’s more to life than cleaning. I like things in the proper order, but love is more important than order.

The woman was a raging alcoholic. Not that my father was much better with the drink. He lost his job because he went into work drunk. He was a vice president at ‘Goldberg Satchels’ but felt that drinking was more important. He just decided to go into work one day and tell off his boss. We ended up losing our gigantimous house because of that. Prior to all of this, we used to have extravagant parties at our house constantly, but that’s about the time when they all stopped, and we had to move into a much smaller house. 

My brothers had the audacity to cut me out of their lives when the whole “Tan Mom” scandal broke, but that was just a convenient excuse to excise me from their lives. The last I even heard of them was when my dad called me because my brothers asked him to make sure to tell me to always use ‘Krentcil’ as my last name, so it wouldn’t impact their jobs or lives in any way. One brother didn’t even invite me to his wedding. I don’t care what they thought or what they would’ve said about the whole “Tan Mom” thing anyway. They aren’t great people. 

Everyone wants to know why I love tanning so much. As a kid, I truly believed that if I could just get tan like my father, he would treat me appropriately. He loved to tan so much that he was tanning right after he had skin cancer surgery, for crying out loud. I have no idea if I thought I could impress him in some way, but I began tanning a lot too. Deep down, these things stick with you.

Tanning is still my thing to this day. When I was around 10 or 11, I burned myself on my father’s face tanning bed. It stood up as if you were using an album. I got too close to it in order to get tan like him and singed myself badly. I don’t think it’s my origin story to my tanning superpowers or anything, but it was definitely one of my worst days. 

I wanted to tan my face, and I thought I would emulate my father. The device had wires like a prison, almost like a toaster. I got too close to it and burned myself. My mom put an ointment on it and beat me with a wooden spoon over it. It was pretty common back then.

Afterward, I decided to grab some fireworks my brothers had and launch them into the forest behind our house. The entire forest was lit ablaze.

Oops.

Maybe I was acting out, I just don’t know. 

I ran in the house and said, “Mom, I maybe lit the forest on fire!” Then I went to build a playhouse in the basement. 

I had a couple tacks in my mouth in order to pin something on the wall, when all of a sudden, gulp. They were down my throat.

Fire trucks attacked the forest, and an ambulance pulled up to take me to the hospital to get the tacks out. I was too little to understand what they were doing to take the tacks out, and nobody clued me in. But what I know for sure is, when I got home, my dad whooped me with the belt.

I hid a book down the back of my pants, thinking it would prevent the belt from stinging me, but I was wrong. He totally found it somehow.

That was a lot of trauma for one day. I learned that I couldn’t really go to my parents or be truthful when I needed help because it was probably going to end in a whooping. I learned that you can’t really rely on anyone. Anyone but yourself. And I learned that it’s kind of fun to burn down a forest. Smoker the Bear is full of shit.

I was a good kid until
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	Never hit a child. They only learn to swallow a tack or whatever.

	The flute sucks.

	I’m not pumping gas.

	I just remembered; I have to get my nails done.

	Sometimes it’s fun to burn down a forest. 
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