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Happy Mother’s Day!

For those of you who were worried that modern pharmaceuticals
have ruined the unpredictable dynamic of my family, you can rest
assured. Not even mood stabilizers could have prevented the
emotional meltdown that occurred when the Internet stopped
working earlier this afternoon at Tara Knoll (that’s the name of our
house, for reals).

The day started out well. My father’s mother came over for lunch.
My mother’s mother did not come over, because she is angry at us,
as my father explained, “for apparently no f–ing reason.” We had
Mexican food from a deli newly discovered by our patriarch, who
talks about it like he’s the first non-Mexican person to eat a taco. In
the entirety of history. “Have you ever had a quesa-dill-A?” he asked
his mother. “Here, try it with some of this green stuff, I think it’s a
lime sauce.” (It was salsa). 

At around 3pm, everyone left for a regimented exercise routine-
running, hiking in a small enclosed space, building barricades so
cars can’t come down the driveway, ruining the landscaping, etc.
When we re-convened, I opened up my computer to start doing
some work, but I couldn’t connect to the Internet. Annoyed already
that the only thing I could find to eat was raw almonds and a few
frozen sugar cookies, I started to get a little testy.

For whatever reason, it has been determined that my 14 year old
brother, Stupredan, is the only person in the family who knows who
to fix anything related to technology. This often leads to broken
computers, missing wires and the cable being disconnected. (Or
perhaps the cable thing is my mother trying to prevent us from
further access to popular culture. mwa ha ha). 

“The Internet is broken.” I announced.

“[Stuprendan] will fix it,” my dad said.

“No, I can fix it, just show me where the modem is.”

My dad turned red in the face. “JUST LET HIM FIX IT OR HE IS
GOING TO HAVE A MELTDOWN!” he barked at me. I guess
Stuprendan wasn’t the only one on the verge of a meltdown.

My brother appeared. 

“[Stuprendan] where’s the modem?” I asked.

“You can’t touch it,” he said, his voice cracking (puberty is a bitch).
“It’s a complicated network and you’re going to break it.”

“I’m pretty sure that it’s just a regular router,” I responded. Earlier in
the week, our handyman had allegedly installed a more powerful
router, which enables the wireless Internet to work in the carriage
house. My parents have no f-king idea what that means, so
Stuprendan had convinced them our house is now equipped with a
super system capable of hacking into email accounts and taking
over the country.

“Just let [Stuprendan] fix it,” my mother chimed in.

“Can someone just show me where the modem is, please? I fix the
Internet all of the time by myself in my apartment.” This was not
true. Earlier in the day, I had been unable to connect to the Internet
in my apartment. Or figure out how to connect my laptop to an
Ethernet cable. But the argument was getting competitive, and I was
going to win it.

“You’re an idiot!” My brother screamed.

“Show me where the goddamn modem is!” I screamed back.

My mother started chopping up a carrot with a gigantic Japanese
knife. “Let’s let Brendan try to fix it for 5 minutes, and then we’ll call
David (the handyman).”

“All we have to do is unplug the modem and the router,” I said,
lowering my voice. It was mother’s day after all, so I wanted to
behave. And I knew that if I continued to fight with my little brother
my mother would “fail” to serve me dinner.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, the entire system will
erase!” My brother croaked.

“It’s a goddamn Internet router not a spy system!”

This caused my brother to fly off the handle, a tiny bit. He started
pacing back and forth between the entrance hallway and the
kitchen. He clenched his fists to his chest. His face turned red. I
briefly thought of beating the shit out of him (in a sibling kind of
way), but then remembered that he is now my height and takes
boxing lessons every day. “Go back to your disgusting apartment in
Brooklyn!” He screamed.

“Go get the manual.” I said, trying to control myself.

“Stuprendan,” my mother said softly. The softer her voice gets, the
more angry you know she’s getting. Once you can’t hear her
anymore, you know that she is going to take you into a corner and
dig her nails into your forearm. “You have five minutes.”

Thus ensued 30 minutes of running up and down the basement
stairs, slamming doors and general mayhem. Blara got involved, and
joined ranks with Stuprendan. Together, they are almost infallible.
But my baby sisters took my side and crawled on my lap. That’s
until one of them looked up at me and said “you smell bed.” Then
they left me alone on the couch. The handyman was called, five
times. He spoke to each one of us separately, in a voice weary with
the patience of someone who is overcharging for their services. “Did
you try selecting the wireless network on your mac computer?” he
asked me.

Suddenly, miraculously, the Internet started working. At this point,
my father had had to remove himself from the house, I had to snap
in the air next to my ear to reassure myself I wasn’t deaf while my
mother talked to me, and Stuprendan had grown 3 more facial hairs.

Things have mostly gone back to normal now. My mother is sitting in
the kitchen, loudly speaking to her gardener in broken english about
the rhododendrons. Blara and Stuprendan are filming each other
taunt the dog by placing pretzels on a hook and dangling them over
her head, and my father just gave me the finger. The girls are asleep,
all is quiet and warm. The Internet is up, and I’ve just wasted
another hour of my life writing on this f-ing blog.

To all of you mothers out there, I hope that you had as lovely of a
day as we had here, that you consumed as many delicious salads as
my mother did, that you also received clipped flowers from the
flowering bushes in your yard. Happy Mother’s Day, and to all good
night (wrong holiday?)
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