Lucky Seven


I’m S.A.D. Positive. I suffer from Seasonal Anxiety Disorder. Maybe you’ve heard of it? In a nutshell, it’s when people become anxious or sad when Fall begins. Some people say it’s because Fall represents a cyclical death by which the once hearty bouquets of autumnal pageantry punnily fall to the ground, back to the earth from whence they came. Rebirth springs perennially. For me, it’s something more innate than botanical. 


I was born with a birth defect. Something in my mind wasn’t quite right and I’m not talking about my personality. In my left ear, a tiny tube called Eustachian that regulates the pressure between the middle ear and the atmosphere was ever so slightly smaller and more horizontal than the right’s. The doctors correctly diagnosed that I would grow out of it but in fact I did not grow out of it, rather, the tube grew to the correct size and orientation inside of me.


I don’t have Perfect Pitch but I do have a “good ear”. I can hear when a TV is on even if it’s on mute. I can hear better than a dog. I can hear dogs bark. But they can’t hear me listening so they’re not sure if they’ve made a sound. Sometimes I get the sensation that one of my ears closes and I hear a steady tone just like the one used during a hearing test. I’m very sensitive to loud talking and often tell people they are yelling. I can hear everything in a twenty foot radius at once and sometimes even further depending on the wind. I can hear insanity in your voice and I can hear bullshit a mile away.


Some people’s bones hurt when it rains. Maybe it has to do with Barometric pressure. Look, I’m no meteorologist but all I know is that when the first unofficial day of Fall would arrive, a little cooler and not as bright, I would be broadsided by a blinding white pain searing my ear from inside. I remember feeling thick headed and I could hear the high pitched wince of a saw tooth blade reaching its zenith while ripping through lumber planks feeding back just three inches from my brain. I would be crouched, curled up and crying on my side while my Grandmother would administer tiny heated droplets she had picked up from the pharmacy. It was a small plastic tube about half the width of a ketchup packet that one would use only as directed. 


Place Tube In Boiling Water For Five Minutes.


Remove From Water.


Cut Tip Off. (See Diagram)


Administer 5-10 Drops In Affected Ear 3 x Daily.


Refills: 5.


The liquid was heated almost to the boiling point itself so it would burn the inside of my ear as it mixed with my tears. The excruciating pain would subside for a short while and would subsequently resurface after twenty minutes. This condition lasted seasonally for five years and always coincided with All Hallows Eve. The Night The Dead Walk The Earth.


I am fearful of Halloween and still do dread the day. It seemed all my early Halloweens left me suffering. Some of the pain became externalized as I got older and took up new Halloween activities such as egging. Have you ever been hit in the face with an egg? I have. I’ve felt the hard shock and stinging scrape of a cracking shell across my cheekbone and the cool afterglue of the viscous clear white immediately followed by the lighter mercurial yolk. The tacky sac hardens quickly and once dry only comes off by repeated rinsing with soap and hot water. 


A couple of weeks before Halloween I would go to CVS and buy several cans of Barbasol Regular Shaving Cream in preparation for the main event. They were usually on sale for sixty-nine cents a can but I’d pay as much as a dollar nineteen. I would take them home and stick a small pin in the nozzle. Then I would take one of my mom’s lighters and melt the nozzle down around the pin. Once it cooled you’d have yourself a high pressure shaving cream shooting machine. Without this modification, upon depressing the dispenser, one would wind up with a puffy blob of runny cream right at the tip of the trigger sliding down the side of the can. But with it, one could shoot a steady stream of fettered cream with a range of six to eight feet all night long. 

On the day, I would head to the Butcher’s Shop and pick up a dozen Extra Large Grade A’s, a double plastic bag made a mobile munitions dump and hit the streets with my cache in tow. The eggs were really better for long distance as you could lob them about a block and what boy doesn’t want to test his pitching arm and see if he’s got the salt. The cream was better for close range can-to-can combat although the eggs weren’t entirely absent from that either. An egg from about four feet kills. 


We would get dressed up in our knock-around clothes saying we were going as ho-bo’s. We could be homeless. We would beg too, sometimes going from house to house pretending we were carolers come early snagging some candy for nutrition to get us through to the next skirmish. Sometimes we would get real food, not just empty calories but hard-boiled eggs. If they only knew. We’d eat one and put the other in the arsenal. In some of our more heated battles, we would get covered with a thick coat of foamy egg crust which added insulation and kept us warm out there in the front trenches on the cold close of October.


Egging is so much better than chucking tomatoes. They last longer. They are a denser volume and have a higher ratio of weight to surface area so even though they are smaller, relatively speaking, they are heavier so you can really get some stank on it. They are enclosed so they pop when you break them. They have an incredibly strong yet delicate ceramic-like shell. Have you ever tried to break one just by squeezing it in the palm of your hand? I recommend the shower with no clothes on. What happens after that is up to you. 


I make it a habit to carry a baker’s half dozen on my person at all times. I dress baggy. I will egg at a moment’s notice. I happen to think it’s one of the only forms of civic justice left. That and the flaming bag of dog poop on the stoop. That’s never passed from favor. TU CANUS! UBI EST IGNIS? O DEIORUM! Sometimes it’s the only way to set things right and it’s nature’s way of saying “You Suck.” When someone gets egged they know, deep in the core of their being that they suck. They even say it to themselves. “Well…looks like I fucking suck.” There’s just no way around it. 


I work on 58th street on Manhattan Island. Not that far away from Madison Avenue, The Fashion District, Fancy Pants Midtown, there’s even a sign that says “Designer’s Way”. It’s where the Bloombergs meet the Giuliani’s. Even the janitors have their own motorized street scrubbers.


Recently, actually not yet, a “The Container Store” is going to open a store across the street from where I work. They are having their grand opening on Saturday. By the time you read this, it will be open. I’ve watched the progress of their construction, the addition of their signage, the completion of their fixtures and I was awaiting their opening but I wasn’t prepared for what I saw when I got out of work and headed past their store front.


In the window, they had arranged a Spartan mock-up of some lady’s dressing room/closet, fairly basic, some shelving, some hangers and some plastic bins. That’s what they sell. It wasn’t the best display by far that I’ve seen, (Did I mention they are down the block from Bloomie’s? Now there’s some shit windows!) in fact, it was quite mediocre. As if to say, “Look what you can do with your apartment!” there was a small vanity table with two stools put in next to a dog bowl. On the way into work that’s what I saw, on the way out was a different story. 


I guess William-Sonoma’s idea of successful “Buzz” marketing is getting some C-list non-celebrity to sit in their window with last year’s winner of “Project Runway” and have these mental giants’ meaningless utterances mic’ed up and amplified out on to the street for every passerby to hear. My evening planning was disturbed by the sound of this lady sucking on french fries. I don’t need to hear this. What!? Is this really happening!? Why are you invading my privacy on a public street!? Do I need to let everyone know my every thought!? 


I instinctively reached for the six.


The fucking gall. 


There’s only one recourse. 


I’m gonna have to egg the shit out of ‘em.


I pull from the six.

They didn’t notice me at first because they were too caught up in their own bullshit. 


Boof! 


By the time they even notice there’s yolk reflecting off their gelled floods I’m cocking back the second shiner. 


Boof! 

There’s only a fine line between them and the crusty albumen of vengeance. The sound of the eggs smashing on the window gets amplified from the inside back out onto the street mixing with the original source and it just sounds like a thunderous mountain slide. 


BOOOOOOFF! 

The glass is shaking. Over the speakers I and everyone on Lexington Avenue hear “Hey! Look out! What’s that guy doing?” Panic sets in over the airwaves as I ready the Fourth Flyer. People start shuffling out of the window knocking over several innovative and neatly stacked clear plastic containers of shoes. I start screaming, “Who are you? Who the fuck are you? You’re not anyone! You’re not celebrities! I could fucking give a shit! Fucking Tupperware! This is Tupperware, what you’re selling! What are you fucking….”


BOOOOOOFF!


I haul off. The “doorman” walky-talkies someone and people start running outside towards the heated, covered, red carpet tent set up along side for the party. I’m completely calm as I reach for my next baby. Her and her little fucking dog. The crowd of onlookers clears a perimeter. I’m on and I pop and lock top rock body rock into my fifth rocket and flee flicker it right down the plate towards that ladies face.


BOOOOOOFF!


A screech of clumsy driving behind me let’s me know that the police have arrived. “Put down the egg! Sir! Drop Your Egg!” There’s no where to go but down from here. I launch the sixth one away and over head to draw their fire. A shot rings out and smashes through a second story glass window diagonally across the street, just as Regis Philbin is escorted into the tent. I notice it’s my window and the bullet lodges into the wall by the Zig Zag Sconce right behind my desk. It would have killed me if I had been there but now I’m here. It’s getting darker and the temperature is dropping and it feels like…. It’s colder then it ought to be in March. 


I’ll try reason. 

“Don’t you see? These fucking assholes?” I look over and see Tom Arnold in a tuxedo with a tear running down his intermittently sirened red face. (Megaphoned) “Sir, we understand……chuuuck…..They’re not real celebrities……chuuuck…..We are outraged too!…..chuuuck…..There’s no reason to go on an egging rampage.”  An FDNY engine truck pulls up and three heavily dressed heroes eagerly head towards the plate glass windows with axes before being turned away by security.

“I don’t think so. Don’t you want to try? Don’t you think they dead, deserve it?” I’m welling up now and starting to stutter. I start unzipping Lucky Seven. Seven’s the win. “Sir, Put Down The Egg!” Oh no. I’m winding up. Just then I see Williams and Sonoma. That’s right. They are standing outside by the front door in white shirts, ties and khakis. With the right angle I could bank it off William’s shoulder and nail Sonoma, covering them both. 

(Slow motion) I crouch down and go to underhand it. A dog barks over the amplifier. Suddenly, I’m spun around. I feel a pain just behind my left ear and a hot droplet rolls down. A tea kettle whistle and I can’t see clearly anymore. I can’t tell if I got it off. My hand has yolk and bits of shells and my own blood mixing with what’s left of Lucky Seven. I didn’t get it off. Williams smiles to Sonoma. I fall like a leaf to the curb. My shoulder hurts and my arm is asleep as I’m lying on top of it. The curb is digging into my ribs since I’m at an awkward angle but I can’t seem to move. The sideways shoes slowly approach as night rushes in. The last thing I see is dark and green. My bones ache and I smell rain.


“Tupp-ah…” I gurgle. 


The early morning sidewalk scrubbers clean up the last of me along with the left over ice cubes from last night’s party. 

That’s Right, Bitches! Come and Get Me!

