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Chapter Two


The brothers-in-law decided to amble to Gretzky’s, a pub near the baseball stadium, for another beer or two before calling it a night. On the way, they discussed the interaction at the nightclub.

Syl said, “When you said it must run in the family, I nearly bust a gut, but it wasn’t exactly calculated to endear.”

“Yeah, I was going overboard all night,” said Tyler. “You trotted out my most embarrassing moment as you never tire of doing, but little did you know it now ranks second. Before you arrived I made a move on that delightful-looking creature you sat next to.”

“You made a move? Wow.”

“It took a while to get up the gumption, but I’m so sick of my hand, I used it to punch out of my shell and crept to her to insinuate myself. She moved over to make a space, so I told myself, You still have it, boy! Well, it turns out that walking dick got there at the same time, and she told me the seat was for him.”

“Maybe they were meeting there.”

“No, they introduced themselves. She had a choice to make and didn’t hesitate to choose him. I stood there humiliated as he sat. The whole group was watching. My ears must’ve been glowing red. I wanted to run away with my thumb in my mouth and never speak to another woman.”

“Not likely to reduce your humiliation,” said Syl, as the cold evening air prompted him to zip his jacket.

“No. Anyway, Eva shifted over and invited me to sit, so I sat while I died inside.”

“Eva’s a good woman,” said Syl with a chuckle. This was Heidi’s constant refrain to Tyler; she’d been trying to match them for months.

“Yes, Heidi. Eva’s a nice doctor, but she’s homely and chubby and three years older than me, and Lindsey doesn’t like her.”

The two looked both ways and jaywalked across the avenue.

“Well, Willie Stroker will be done with Jaime tonight. Maybe next time she’ll choose better.”

“Not interested in his sloppy seconds,” said Tyler as they entered Gretzky’s. They sat at the bar.

“She doesn’t seem like the one-night-stand kind. She seems much closer to one of those ultra-high-maintenance types. Still, I can’t believe she chose him to humiliate you. She made the same choice most women would’ve made.”

“Thanks for the pep talk.”

“Stop feeling sorry for yourself; you know damn well I know you’re a thousand times the person he is. But put yourself in her place. She knows nothing about either of you other than what you look like. Would you choose a handsome man dressed impeccably or a less handsome guy dressed in a crude t-shirt?”

“Yes, thank you for that.”

They ordered two draft beers, which the bartender poured right away.

After taking a long sip, Syl said, “She was laughing at pretty much everything you said; maybe you shouldn’t give up on her. And I overheard Stacy warning her about Willie when he went to the washroom. If she’s as classy as she seems, she’ll dump him tonight.”

“I burned that bridge. After she chose him I got childish and tried to insult her.”

“Crap, I missed that? What’d you say to her?”

“I don’t remember most of it; I’m blocking it out, but I do remember calling her frumpy.”

Syl laughed and said, “She’s the polar opposite of frumpy.”

“I know. She exudes high class. I was so embarrassed and disappointed, I had to get her back. She put me in my place after I said it, and I deserved it.”

“Still, she might be worth a second try.”

“Christ, I could never even look her in the eyes again after tonight, which is a shame. Maybe the most gorgeous eyes I’ve ever seen.”

“Isn’t that what you said about Rachel?”

“Don’t remind me.” Tyler downed half the glass.

“You know, your sisters are convinced that, after what Rachel and that evil-bitch-whose-name-shall-not-be-uttered did to you, you’ve built a wall around yourself to protect yourself from women.”

Tyler nodded.

“I think it’s more complicated,” said Syl. “Yes, you’ve built an impenetrable wall, but you regularly march out of your fort on forays to preemptively attack any worthy female before she can hurt you. You’ve become the personification of the American empire!”

“Take that back or I’ll drone you.” As Syl chortled, Tyler continued, “Or I’ll sue you and get your wife to represent me.”

“As long as you pay her this time, we’ll get most of the judgment back anyway. In general, if you don’t mind a bit of criticism, you go overboard when you’ve been slighted.”

“Yeah, well, I’ve been a victim too often; I’ve learned the hard way I have to make it clear I won’t accept any abuse. The first trace of it, I shut it down. And if you don’t mind a bit of criticism, you, sir, are a dastard, a cringeling, a wallydrag, a nazzard, a pants-shitting dweeb.”

Laughing, Syl returned, “Well, I don’t know what half of that meant, but I assume I’ve been roundly criticized.” His phone rang. He answered and said, “Now?... Okay, I’ll get there ASAP.” He hung up and stood, saying, “Heidi thinks her labor started.”

“She’s only at eight months, isn’t she?”

“Closer to eight and a half. Have to go.”

“Good luck. Keep me posted. Don’t worry about your beer; I’ll finish...”

Syl had streaked out before Tyler completed his parting jest. Tyler stayed until the beers were drained, then hopped the subway back to his place.

He paid the babysitter for four hours even though he was only gone for two—she’d given up her Friday evening anticipating a good payday. Leftovers from the pizza he’d bought sat in the box on the couch beside Lindsey, his daughter. He shook his head at that and at what was on their television.

Lindsey was watching an episode of Delicious Blood, a vampire show that happened to star her mother, Tyler’s ex-wife, Rachel Chilikov. The current scene featured her glamorous mother, presumably naked, in bed kissing the male lead. Tyler shook his head. Father and daughter had a running battle over permission to watch this show. She never defied his command, but on this issue, she simply refused to listen. Not only did he consider the subject matter unsuitable for a nine-year-old, the last thing he wanted was for Lindsey to start idolizing her mother. Rachel had abandoned her and him, but he knew Lindsey had little if any recollection of that. She was fascinated that her real mother was on TV and that she could see her every week. What if Lindsey had some of her mother’s blood and abandoned him to go to her mother? He didn’t care that his wife had left him, but were his daughter to do the same—well, that would kill him.

Tyler clutched the remote and turned off the TV. Lindsey turned and said, “Daddy!” She’d let her anger get the better of her. Yelling at daddy was a real no-no. She tried to apologize, but was banished to her room. While stomping there she hollered, “She’s my mother, and I never get to see her except on TV. Why are you so mean to me?” She slammed her door shut.

Oh, the irony of that accusation; the single parent who dearly loved his child and who had raised her on his own because the other parent had abandoned her child, and he was the mean one? Still, he knew it was only natural that a child would want to see her long-absent mother. Maybe he was being unreasonable, and he had to accept that he was fighting a losing battle. There was also the issue of her acting out regularly at school. She was having trouble dealing with all the turmoil she’d faced in her young life, and he was getting worried about her. Maybe a compromise on this would help.

He put the pizza box into the fridge and called Lindsey. She opened the door. “Apologize for yelling at me and we’ll watch your mom’s show together.”

Smiling, she ran out and said a curt, “Sorry.”

He switched the TV on and said, “Any scenes I think are too risqué—I mean, not suitable for a young child—and I’ll turn the station for a couple of minutes.” She nodded and sat next to him.

“Can we watch it every week?”

“Yes, with the same rule.”

She grinned and took his hand. She loved and respected her father and was clearly thrilled that, for the first time, she’d prevailed in a disagreement.

When he tucked her in that evening, she said, “Daddy, tell me a story.”

That surprised and delighted him; she hadn’t wanted a story since before the evil-bitch-whose-name-shall-not-be-uttered had all but ruined their lives. He’d thought Lindsey had outgrown them. For years they’d both enjoyed the stories, which he made up on the fly with her input, but they’d ended when she was temporarily ripped from his life by the state.

Smiling, he responded, “Okay, but you have to come up with the title.”

“Fred the Dung Beetle.”

Laughing, he said, “Where in the name of God did you come up with that?”

“I saw them on the science show you make me watch, and I thought they were funny.”

“Okay. Dung beetles, as you know, spend their workdays finding and rolling huge balls of dung. Someone’s got to do it, right? And since they’re named dung beetles, it fell to them. Now, what do they do with the dung once they’ve rolled it? Smoke it?”

“No!”

“Eat it?”

“Yuck!”

“They use it to woo—that means attract—lady dung beetles. Of course, the lady dung beetles go for the guy dung beetles who have the biggest balls of dung.” Here he paused for a moment to think of where to go next with his story.

He resumed, “If Fred happens to collect more dung than he can use on a particular day, he can store it with the dung beetle bankers. These bankers are allowed to lend the dung to other dung beetles who don’t have enough crap at the moment, but what they do is lend out much more dung than they have. How is this possible, you ask? Well, as unbelievable as it sounds, they make up pretend dung!”

“Really?”

“Yup. They take a pebble, a useless pebble, and say, ‘This is dung,’ and everyone just accepts it, even though it’s an obvious lie. So while Fred has to work his butt off finding and rolling dung balls all day to take back to his ungrateful wife who says, ‘Judy’s husband rolled her a crap ball twice as big, so I guess you don’t love me as much,’ the darn banker dung beetles just make it up! It’s hard to find dung, but they make it up, which makes them rich and the rest of the dung beetles poorer because crap isn’t as valuable if you can just make it up.

“Naturally, the bankers get all the best women dung beetles because they have so much crap, even though they did nothing to earn it; they merely cheated. President Merde, the leader of the dung beetles, not only allows this, because the banker dung beetles keep him in as much crap as anyone could ever want, he also takes half of Fred’s crap. And if Fred doesn’t give it up willingly, the president’s hoodlum dung beetles come to take it, then throw Fred into jail where conditions are awful. It’s so clean there’s not one lick of poo anywhere! But in the end Fred got over it because he killed himself.”

“Daddy! That was a... crappy story.”

“That’s my girl.”

Grinning, she said, “Do dung beetle doorbells go dung dung?”

Hugging her, he said, “That’s my girl.”


Chapter Four


Several students lined up to talk to Tyler, and Jaime joined them. A group of four women were talking to one another. One said to her neighbor, “What are you going to ask him today?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, you better decide fast; we’re almost to him.”

Seeing Jaime observing them, another woman said, “Uh oh, more competition.” That caused some chuckles among the four.

“Competition?” said Jaime.

“For him,” said the woman, gesturing to Tyler.

“Why? Does he date his students?” said Jaime.

“Are you kidding?” answered one as the other three shook their heads. “I wouldn’t be surprised if half the women in this class have flirted with him. A few have even pushed for a date, but he makes it clear he will under no circumstances date a student. Julie kept trying, so he eventually insisted she transfer to the other general chem class, poor girl.”

Jaime asked, “Do you think he’ll get in trouble for dealing so harshly with the students who walked out?”

One said, “They’ll probably complain to the dean or someone, but if they tried firing Dr. Mac they’d have a riot on their hands. They know how popular he is.”

“Because he’s such a good teacher,” said another to laughter from her cohorts. “Probably a quarter of this class transferred in from Murphy’s class after a few weeks, and I know there are lots of others still officially in that class, but they come here to actually learn chemistry. Dr. Mac is so much better at teaching. He somehow makes chemistry interesting.”

“And understandable,” said her friend.

“And sexy,” said another to more chuckles.

The four co-eds reached Tyler and asked their questions, which he must have known were concocted just so they had an excuse to talk to him. Finally, it was Jaime’s turn, but as she opened her mouth to speak, he said, “Can you wait a minute till I deal with my students?”

She nodded and stepped aside for two men who were in line behind her. They had been among the petitioners who’d walked out of the class. One, whom she recognized as Steve, who’d been dragged out against his will by an assertive female, said, “Dr. Mac, I’m sorry for leaving, but—”

“But your hormones overcame your common sense?” said Tyler.

“Uh, I guess. I really like this class and I need it because I want to major in chem and be a doctor. I hope you don’t hold this against me.”

“There’s another chemistry class; maybe Murphy will sign your petition.”

“He did, but, uh, he’s a crappy teacher,” said Steven with a nervous snortle. “I need to actually learn something.”

“Here’s the first thing you need to learn: think for yourself.” Steven nodded. “If that costs you your relationship, good riddance to her. You’ll get the grade you earn in this class, same as everyone else.”

“But... the pop quiz?”

“Same as all pop quizzes; you’re not here without a medical excuse, you get zero.” Steven sighed. “Poor decisions have consequences in the real world. Learn it now.”

The young man nodded and left. His friend, apparently on the same quest, nodded at his teacher and left as well.

Tyler turned his attention to Jaime and said, “Can’t wait to hear why you’re here,” with a tone that suggested otherwise. “Walk with me to my office.”

“I’m curious, Mr. or rather Doctor MacDonald. Why would you omit your PhD from your application at the hospital?”

“Do you know how many lab tech jobs I didn’t get when I included my PhD?”

“Because you were overqualified.” He nodded as he led her downstairs. “Why would you even want a lab tech job?”

“The lab permitted me to do some of my own research along with my normal duties.” He led her into a small, windowless office that seemed like a repurposed broom closet. It was even more depressing than her cubicle, with room only for a small metal desk and two substandard chairs. In one of those chairs sat a young girl, maybe eight or nine years old, guessed Jaime.

“Lindsey,” said Tyler, “wait outside the office for a few minutes. Don’t go anywhere.”

Without saying anything or looking at him—she was focused on her Smartphone—the young lady stood and left the office.

“Very pretty,” said Jaime. “Your daughter?”

“Yes—leave it open,” he said, stopping Jaime from closing the office door. “Why are you here?”

“Well, there’ve been some fireworks at the hospital since you left. Elizabeth practically had a heart attack when I told her you quit; demanded I get you to come back. I told her we didn’t exactly have the most cordial relationship and that she should appeal to you.”

“She has; I said no.”

“Yes, I know. Then Dr. Peries started screaming bloody murder because Amena apparently messed up one of his experiments.”

“I’m shocked,” he said with a sardonic smirk.

“I knew you would be. Then two more lab techs quit because they refused to work for Amena. I know; you’re shocked. Then my boss, George Norley, tried to lay the blame at my feet, but I told him as professionally as I could to... um—”

“Proceed to Hades?” said Tyler.

“Couldn’t have put it better myself.”

“You accept none of the responsibility?”

“Some, not all.”

“You were in charge.”

“I was given my marching orders, Dr. MacDonald. It wasn’t as direct as give the job to Amena, it was, ‘We have to ensure we have more women and minorities in management’ wink, wink, nudge, nudge. Elizabeth knew it, too. You did, too.”

“Yet all you could do was disparage me when I came to you.”

“You barged into my office and started hollering at me. You must know that’s inappropriate.”

“You’re making a mole hill a mountain. I spoke ardently for a few seconds.”

“So ardently, I was apprehensive for my safety.”

“I have never and will never hit a woman.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“If you’re here to get me to come back, you’re wasting your time.”

“We’re willing to make you co-supervisor and raise your salary.”

“I won’t work with Amena.”

“You’ll have functional control; everyone will come to you.”

“And she gets paid for nothing. I won’t work for an organization that places politics above science. You might understand that if you were a scientist instead of a bureaucrat.”

“Please, Dr. MacDonald, stop insulting me. You know nothing about me. I took the job in HR barely two weeks before I met you, and I took it out of desperation. I’m no bureaucrat; I hate it there. I’m a clinical psychologist.”

“Then why aren’t you working as one?”

“Same reason you took a lecturer’s job, I suppose. Times are tough, and the previous generation won’t or can’t retire, so there are no openings.”

“Don’t clinical psychologists typically work in private practice counselling people?”

“That’s the main idea, yes, but I can’t just snap my fingers and conjure up a caseload. I only graduated last year. Before that I worked in a mentorship as a clinical psychologist and my mentor even gave me direct responsibility over the children on her caseload, and—I hope this doesn’t sound too vain—my mentor said I was a natural, and my patients loved me.”

“And you couldn’t steal them to start your own practice? That’s what most people would do.”

“I’m not most people. It would be immoral to do that to anyone, especially someone who helped me.” For the first time today he looked into her eyes; he seemed impressed. “Besides, I signed an agreement stating I wouldn’t do that.”

“So you took a job you hate because you like to eat.” She nodded. He continued, “Yet you told your brand new boss to go to hell, in so many words.”

“He was fixing to blame the entire muddle on me. I start a career with a black mark like that, I might as well quit anyway. I’ll leave as soon as I can regardless. Kristine, my mentor, let me have five of her patients, whom I seemed to have better luck getting through to, and I’ve managed to find several more through word of mouth. I now have fourteen clients, although only nine can pay me. If I can get a few more, I think I can start full-time.”

“Small caseload, a third pro bono. I don’t know whether to pity or admire you.”

“How about you help me?”

“By returning to the lab?”

“If I can get you to come back, I might be able to overcome the problems with my boss, and you can do some of your research.”

“Sorry, I can’t. After I didn’t get the job in the lab I took on a graduate seminar and a biology class in return for access to the lab here, and I hear through the grapevine that they’re fixing to dump the other general chem class on me. Murphy’s body is retiring in May, but I think his mind retired maybe a decade ago. There’ve been so many students requesting transfers to my class, they had to stop granting them, and they’re getting lots of complaints. How better to handle that bit of bother than handing the class to a pitifully-paid lecturer?”

“I don’t know whether to pity or admire you,” she said with a smile. He smiled. She was slowly defrosting his cold demeanor.

“Maybe we can help each other—and no, that is not a come on.”

“I didn’t think it was. May I ask, have you had problems in that vein before?”

“Problems beyond belief.” He leaned forward to check whether his daughter was close and resumed, “If you have a minute, I can summarize them because it leads to how we may be able to help each other.” She nodded.

Again looking in her eyes, this time with a sad visage, he said, “I think my daughter needs help.”

“Why do you think that?”

“Lindsey’s been acting out at school, getting in trouble regularly, and getting poor marks, which is odd with her obvious intelligence, and she’s been getting worse lately. I took her to a physician, who diagnosed her with ADHD and prescribed some powerful drugs. I rejected that diagnosis as ludicrous and cast about for other solutions. I thought maybe a psychologist could help, but had no idea how to get someone good, and here a natural is dropped right on my lap... uh, no harassment intended.”

“Tell me about your daughter,” said Jaime.

“Have you heard of Rachel Chilikov?” She shook her head. “Have you ever seen Delicious Blood?”

“That’s a TV show, right?” said Jaime.

“Yes. Rachel’s the star, and she’s my ex-wife.” Using his iPhone he found a picture of her on the Internet and showed it to Jaime.

“Pretty. I see where Lindsey got her looks... oh! I didn’t mean to imply... I simply mean she looks more like her mother.”

“It’s okay; you’re wondering how I could get a woman like that.”

“Not at all.” Tyler, who had brown, wavy hair and captivating eyes, was appealing, but he couldn’t compare to Justin in Jaime’s eyes; no one could.

Tyler said, “Before she was a TV vampire she was a real-life blood sucker from Ottawa. She somehow got into Cornell, where I had just started grad school. This is September 2004. I noticed her, of course, because she’s gorgeous and just my type.” Here he glanced at Jaime, who also had long, glossy ebony hair and striking dark brown eyes. “She smiled at me and drew me in fast. Before I knew it she had moved in with me; later I learned she had no money and was about to lose her apartment. So she lived off me for the next four and a half years, which was fine at first. Did I mention she’s gorgeous?”

“Yes, twice,” said Jaime.

“At the start of the third year with her, I was getting set to move down to the Philippines for a couple of months to learn the ins and outs of field testing rice crops for my dissertation. She had two years left in her performing arts program, and I made it clear I was leaving and when I returned I wouldn’t be moving back in with her. But she had gotten attached my apartment and my food and my help with her studies and decided to prevent the loss of all three by getting pregnant on purpose.”

“You’re sure it was on purpose?” said Jaime. He nodded. “How?”

“Because that’s her through and through; people exist only to serve her. Anyway, she eventually admitted it to me.”

“Even so, you married her?” said Jaime.

“That was my child. What choice did I have? So we went to a justice of the peace and got married, and I set off for the Philippines, then returned to her and supported her while she had the baby and finished her education. My scholarships and my research and teaching assistanceships supported us until I graduated, then I took a post-doc at Cornell. I had just got a professorship at Cornell when she gets a job acting for some trashy CBC show, so she up and leaves our baby and me. She never came back. The CBC gig led to the Hollywood gig; not that she’s much of an actor, but she’s gorgeous.”

“You’ve said,” said Jaime. “Must be weird to see your wife on TV.”

“Yeah, especially when she’s having sex with another man. Part of me would scream, ‘Hey, that’s my wife. Get out of her,’ but I never did love her and she abandoned us, so I wasn’t that upset. I sued for divorce three years ago. She agreed as long as I didn’t get anything from her. She’s a multi-millionaire and wouldn’t give her own daughter one red cent.”

“Yet you agreed?” said Jaime.

“She warned me she’d take my daughter if I tried to get anything from her. I think she was bluffing, but since courts almost always grant the child to the mother, and this mother has the money to hire the best lawyers, I couldn’t take the chance. I agreed as long as she agreed to leave Lindsey to me.”

“It would be unusual for such a young child under the care of a loving parent to develop abandonment issues,” said Jaime, “so there must be something else.”

“Perceptive, Ms. Cox... Dr. Cox?”

“Yes, I have my PhD.”

“From where?” said Tyler.

“Here.”

Tyler nodded and went on, “There was an unfortunate incident at Cornell. Another pretty student started flirting with me. Now an employee of the university, I wasn’t permitted to date a student, and she gave off a bad vibe, so I told her nicely to get lost, which displeased her enough to charge me with rape.”

“You mean she lied about you raping her?” said Jaime, now suddenly uncomfortable near him.

He must’ve noticed her change in demeanor, and he posted a disingenuous smile. “There’s that look. You’re accused of rape, you’re therefore a rapist, right?” He dug out his phone, found what he wanted, and handed the phone to Jaime.


___________________________




MacDonald Cleared of Rape Charge

After an intensive two-month investigation, Ithaca Police have exonerated Cornell University Professor Robin MacDonald.

___________________________




She looked up at him and said, “Robin?”

“Tyler’s my middle name; I’ve always gone by it, but out of respect for my father, whom I was named after, I go by Robin Tyler for anything official, like government ID, work, and publications, though I go strictly by Tyler now in hope of precluding any re-ignition of the firestorm Lindsey and I suffered through.”

She resumed reading the article.


___________________________




He had been charged with sexual assault by Nina Jacobs, a nineteen-year-old student at Cornell.

Ms. Jacobs has now been charged with filing a false police report.

Detective Harold Moretz stated, “The evidence was overwhelming that Mr. MacDonald was innocent of the charge. Ms. Jacobs continually changed her story as we disproved one statement after another. She refused to submit to a rape kit. There were no witnesses to the alleged crime. We confirmed that Mr. MacDonald was at a movie with his daughter at the time Ms. Jacobs alleged she was raped. And in the end Ms. Jacobs admitted she lied about being raped.”

Ms. Jacobs refused our requests for an interview. Mr. MacDonald also refused an interview. He has filed a defamation lawsuit against the Ithaca Journal.

___________________________




Jaime handed the phone back to him and said, “That’s awful.”

“Yes, but you’re still thinking I’m some sort of creep who somehow was guilty of misleading or perverting this helpless young being, right?”

“No,” Jaime said, but she had to admit to herself, she remained ill at ease with him. Wondering at her attitude when the evidence seemed to point to his innocence, Jaime said, “So this episode took its toll on your daughter?”

“Yes, but I don’t think anyone who hasn’t gone through this episode, as you so dispassionately classified it, can truly understand the profound anguish. Among the many unbelievable consequences was Child Protective Services taking Lindsey from me, goddamn devil’s accomplices,” he said so bitterly his eyes began to water. It was clear how much he loved his daughter. “Did you know that CPS in the States gets a bonus for every child they nab from parents if they manage to get them adopted? So, of course, they automatically nab children. Frigging Gestapo. Incredible system, isn’t it?”

Jaime nodded with a sad smile.

“When I finally got her back after twenty-seven days with these awful hillbilly foster parents, she had changed.” A tear escaped his eye, but he swiped it away. At this, Jaime’s unease evaporated, and she felt a great desire to comfort him; she placed her hand on his. “I want her to have a normal, happy childhood. No child should have to deal with a parent abandoning her and a state ripping her from her father’s arms, let alone an abusive foster parent... She won’t tell me what he did to her. My sister’s convinced it’s because she thinks I’ll kill the bastard and the police will take me away from her forever.” He looked at her sadly and said, “Will you help?”

“Of course.”

“How much do you charge?”

“If you can’t afford—”

“I pay my way. I’m not destitute; I won small settlements from Jacobs, Cornell, and the media company that raked me over the coals.”

“My standard rate is eighty dollars an hour.”

“Fine. If you can see her once or twice a week, that would be great.”

They agreed and went out into the hall to introduce the ladies, but there was no sign of Lindsey.

“Dammit! I told her to wait here. She would’ve never disobeyed me before all this,” he said as he proceeded down the hall. As they approached a female bathroom, Lindsey exited with a look of fear. “What’s the matter?” asked her father.

“There’s a man in the girls’ bathroom.”

“What? A man in there?” said Tyler, pointing at the washroom door.

“Yes, and he told me I’m beautiful.”

“Stay right here,” he said as he charged into the washroom. Jaime followed. There, standing before the mirror, was a man in long a dress. Tyler hollered, “What the hell are you doing in here?”

“Not that it’s any of your business, but I identify as a woman,” said the man... woman... whatever.

“Well, I identify you as a sick pervert,” said Tyler. “Get out.”

“I have the right to be here.”

“There you’re mistaken,” answered Tyler as he grasped the man’s long hair and dragged him out of the washroom, the man shrieking all along. Jaime followed in shock. She didn’t disagree with what Tyler was doing—she hated the thought of this creep in the bathroom both for herself and for Lindsey—but thought it might land Tyler in a great deal of trouble. He released the man, who unleashed a verbal onslaught laced with four-letter words.

“Watch your mouth in front of my daughter,” said Tyler.

“Daddy, let’s go,” suggested Lindsey.

“Shut up, kid,” said the man.

That did it. Tyler seized his collar and shoved him to the wall. Again he screamed.

“Tyler, please be careful,” said Jaime. “This is maybe the most contentious controversy nowadays, and keep in mind that your daughter is watching.”

“Hey, asshole, leave her alone,” said a woman. Tyler looked to see two female students leering at him as if he were Hitler. Seeing his daughter’s panicked eyes, he let go of the man, took Lindsey’s hand, and led her and Jaime away, with two women and a whatever continuing to yell at him.

Tyler said to Jaime, “Now’s probably not a good time to broach the topic of... you know, so, when and where should I take her for the first session?”

“Well, I don’t have an actual office, so I’ve been going to their places.”

“Lindsey goes to school a couple of blocks from here and comes directly here after school every day. How about using my office?”

They made an appointment for the coming Wednesday.


#




The next morning Tyler traipsed into the classroom for his Environmental Biotechnology seminar and was surprised to see perhaps twice as many students as usual. Setting down his briefcase, he said, “Who are our guests today?”

One man spoke up. “We heard you were having a debate on climate change today.”

Uh oh, Tyler told himself. Most of the extra students and some of his students gave the impression they were in no mood for unregimented intellectual discourse. “That’s right. You’re here to participate?”

“Why would we, why would anyone participate in any forum that assumes the existence of climate change is up for debate?”

“You don’t want to debate, then leave.”

“You can’t make us!” said the group of twenty or so in unison. They had clearly anticipated his move to eject them and had prepared their response.

Tyler smiled and said, “I could make you leave by calling the campus police, but you have me curious about what you have planned. So let’s begin.”

The bigmouth spoke up once more. “Aren’t you going to issue any trigger warnings?”

“Good idea. Class, be prepared to witness a travesty orchestrated by a bevy of junior Nazis.”

“You’re actually joking?”

“Are you presuming to tell me I can’t?” said Tyler with raised voice. That shut the man up for the time being. Tyler commenced the same way he had the previous day by introducing the upcoming forum on climate change at U of T and asking, “Who here thinks that global warming is a serious problem?”

All but five of the forty or so students raised their hands.

“Okay, I’ll play devil’s advocate; I say global warming is a hoax.”

“We won’t listen to your lies!” shouted the group of twenty.

“Lies?” said Tyler.

“Truth isn’t a matter of opinion,” said the spokesman. “Your error is mistaking your beliefs for the truth. Just because you want to believe something doesn’t make it true.”

Tyler returned, “Truth trumps opinion. Nothing profound there. The problem comes when truth is conflated with opinion. Who are you to proclaim yourself as the ultimate arbiter of what is truth and what is opinion? You undermine your entire argument.”

“How so?”

“You start by assuming you know the truth without any basis whatsoever. That makes it an opinion.”

“The truth is clear as day; the evidence is all around you, yet you deliberately close your eyes to it.”

“What evidence?”

“The earth gets hotter every year.”

“Wrong. Mean temperature hasn’t budged in almos—”

“We won’t listen to your lies!” hollered the group.

The spokesman said, “Scientists the world over have come to the consensus that climate change is real and that humans cause it. Disputing this is dangerous.”

Tyler chuckled and replied, “You listen to a bunch of chattering ninnies whose careers depend on toeing the line.”

“We won’t listen to your lies!”

Tyler said, “The evidence for climate change is non-existent—”

“We won’t listen to your lies!”

“But that won’t faze you any more than facts would sway a religious zealot. Who needs—”

“We won’t listen to your lies!”

The leader said, “Many of your students in yesterday’s class listened to your toxic lies and had to decompress afterward. You didn’t even issue any trigger warnings before you launched into your personal tirade against climate change. It was so full of triggers, hate speech, micro-insults, and micro-invalidation, two of the safe spaces on campus were practically overflowing.”

“Poor delicate little flower petals. They’ll last about twenty seconds when they try the same infantile twaddle at their first job.”

“Right there. That’s a hurtful micro-aggression!”

“Oh, grow up, you insufferable crybabies.”

This, of course, caused a good deal of hooting and hollering.

He tried to say, “It’s you... who... are aggressively intolerant—” but they kept jeering and drowned him out.

At this point he pulled out his phone and called the campus police. While waiting for the police he took advantage of a lull in the abuse to try, “Today, we’ve witnessed—”

“We won’t listen to your lies!”

“What global warming alarmists—”

“We won’t listen to your lies!”

“Resort to—”

“We won’t listen to your lies!”

“To prevent the truth from being heard.”

The campus police arrived. Tyler pointed out the interlopers, and the police ordered the students to vacate.

“What about freedom of speech?” shouted the leader.

Tyler responded, “It should be obvious that freedom of speech doesn’t include the right to hinder other views from being expressed.”

“All of us know in our heart that we’re right and you’re wrong. You’re spreading lies that are dangerous,” said a woman in the group. “Stop lying! It’s so irresponsible.”

Tyler returned, “Think what you please; it’s not my concern. It only becomes so when you insist I think what you please. Then I put my foot down and tell you to mind your own business and stop pestering everyone else.”

As they exited, the leader said, “As you can see almost half your students support our cause. You can’t just ignore this.”

“A demonstration full of spoiled brats screaming incoherent babble doesn’t constitute any sort of validation. For those of you in my class who are leaving, know that we’ll now have the debate and each student’s input will comprise twenty percent of the final mark. You all get zeroes.”

“You can’t!” several cried.

“I will never let the children take charge of this kindergarten. Get out!” Tyler screamed.

His remaining students, numbering about a dozen, sat silent as he made a statement. They were studiously avoiding upsetting their professor more, lest they also feel his wrath.

Tyler said, “It’s impossible to argue rationally with fundamentally irrational people. What we witnessed today was intolerance disguised as benevolence. Those troublemakers are useful idiots for the elite, agitating under the delusion that they’re helping the planet. They’re gullible fools who get their jollies by imposing their will on others. They want to take away our right to believe whatever we wish and substitute their control and their belief system.

“Those who dare differ must be silenced, shouted down, shunned, and banished. They want to get us all to self-censor so they can establish their agenda without opposition. Whenever people use intimidation to silence opposition, you know they don’t have the facts behind them; if they did, they’d use them and wouldn’t need intimidation.

“The ideal of free speech is under attack in our society. No one dares say what they really believe nowadays unless it conforms to what the state or the social justice warriors dictate. The few who speak their mind risk shame, social banishment, loss of career, or worse. Those who seek to quell free speech are ultimately seeking to quell independent thought, and they are far greater threats to our society than all the terrorists combined.

“If we don’t tell them, if we don’t tell the government to go to hell when they overstep their bounds, then slowly but surely they’ll implement a police state. Free speech can be uncouth, offensive, intolerant, outrageous, and scary, and you might disagree vehemently with what any one person says, but that’s a small price to pay to preserve our liberty.

“I must say I’m disappointed in all of you for not standing up to the tyranny we witnessed today. Not one of you spoke up. I don’t know if you back their tactics or were too intimidated to speak your mind, which would serve to prove my point. You have the right to express your views and you have to assert yourselves, loud-mouthed Nazis be damned. Everyone has the responsibility to stand for free speech. It requires courage, so reach deep down and find it. Otherwise you’ll get the sad future you deserve.

“Enough speechifying. Let’s get to the discussion on














































































































































































































OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





