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The Reply of Cooperactive

 

Can you believe I'm always unappreciated? Even in my own house?! Just because my wife 
supports me and the kids and I'm currently unemployed does not mean my wife and kids get to  
treat me like crap! I used to work as an editor at PubliShare co., until this new guy stole my job 
and I got demoted. Naturally, I filed a complaint to my boss. I showed him that Carl Cooperactive 
isn't a pushover who gave the last 15 years of his life to this company just to be demoted by a 
newcomer!  I  told him that unless  he gives  me my job back,  he could kiss  my productive ass 
goodbye. Now, I spend my time on a coach watching TV and drinking Soda cans.

Goodbye productive days, hello consuming days! I know I sound cheerful, but its like they 
say: at times like these, you either laugh or you cry! The truth is I'm depressed. Ever since I got  
sacked I've been a useless couch potato. I tried looking for other jobs, but my hope ran out faster 
than I had anticipated. My own children don't respect me anymore .. well, not that they did when 
I had a job – but still, now they disrespect me even more!

Hearing the door open, I dropped my ears to listen to the footsteps. There are three things 
you should know about me at this point; I was facing the TV which, means the door was at my  
back; I am very lazy, which means I won't move; and thirdly, I am very curious to know who has  
returned home from work or school.  Since I have so much free time on my hands, I've been 
investing it into something useful. Now, I can honestly say that I've mastered the technique of 
identifying people living in my house by the sound of their  footsteps!  Hearing the pattern in 
which that person walked, I knew that it was Cathryn, your everyday 17 year old daughter.

“Hey D."

“D? What happened to daddy?” I reacted exaggeratively, “You used to call me daddy all 
the time! But since you started high school, it's been Dad, and now I'm just D.? Have a heart,  
Cathy!”

“Ryn, D., it's Ryn now!” Just like that, she changed her name! “I hate that everyone in this 
lame family has a name that starts with a C! And I'm not gonna call you anything other than that  
until you get your lazy ass off the coach and get a job!”

“Hey! We don't say ass in this house, young lady!”

“Whatever!” She replied, rolling her eyes.

“And Cathy, I do have a job! I'm a freelance writer! I'm working on a good novel right 
now!” I told her about my yet-to-be-written rip-off of Star Wars, “And unless you're nice to me, I'll  
make you the villain!”

“Bite me, D.!” She said with a cheesy smile.

I'd ground her if I was still an authoritative figure in her eyes. Then, as she started heading 
up the stairway to her room, Coby entered through the door. He's my second child – younger 
than the first by 4 years, and less obnoxious .. but then again, he's technically still a preteen ..

“Hey dude.” Coby said hi as he grabbed an apple from the counter.
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“Hey Cobes!” I acted cool while I was excited that he still somewhat respected me, “... at 
least Coby thinks I'm cool!” I yelled up the stairway, though I doubted she heard me through her  
looked door, loud music, and her disinterest in competing for my affection.

“Coby's a loser, he calls everyone dude!”

Oddly enough, she heard and responded.

“Shut up, sis!” Coby muttered in irritation and disapproval of what she said, then took a bite 
from the apple in his hand and said: “So, found a job yet?”

“.. Ah, not yet!” I said with a hope-giving, fake smile.

“.. Later dude.” He replied, munching on his apple as he headed upstairs himself.

Then, my wife stepped in.

“Carl, oh, still on the coach watching TV .. what a surprise!" She said sarcastically as she 
placed the groceries bag on the counter.

“Oh Carrigan, oh good, my savior!” I replied while my eyes were still fixated on whatever  
was on TV, “Honey, can you bring me a soda on your way!”

Carrigan walked up to me in those loud clinging high heels of hers and said in my face: 
“Get it yourself, honey!" She added a cheesy smile at the end. 

Now I  know from where Cathryn got  her  obnoxious attitude.  You see what  I  mean? 
Everyone in my family  sees me as a joke!  Well,  I  decided to play a little joke on them. I  tried  
threatening to leave the family and start a new one, and they dared me to do so. Apparently,  
threatening isn't my thing at work or at home. I also tried acting tough and ruthless, like a typical 
sexist pig to my wife, and a brutal dictator to my kids, but they disrespected me even more! My 
wife hit me and my kids laughed at me, each ignoring my comments and rules. I had no choice 
but to play the ultimate trick on them! 

One afternoon, I went to ElectroVise electronic store and bought a couple of state-of-the-
art cameras – the small easy to hide type. My next stop was at the butcher's, where I purchased a 
bag of cow blood. I got home before the wife and kids did and set up the cams in hidden places 
so that no one would be able to spot them. I placed one in the living room and the other in the  
dining room. With the stage set, I moved to make the final preparation. I took the bag of blood to  
my car and placed it in the driver's seat. After that, I shifted the gear into Neutral and pushed it off  
the nearby cliff. I stood excited as I watched gravity plunge my eleven thousand Toyota Sequoia 
into the shore's sharp boulders. Needless to say, the car was totaled, and the blood was splattered 
everywhere. If this wasn't enough to scare them, I don't know what will!

I know what you're thinking, I lost my marbles for destroying the family car just to spook 
the mrs. and kids, but if this trick works, and I hope it does, then it will definitely be worth it! They  
arrived like usual and, naturally,  I  was excited.  I  had established a camouflaged camp outside 
while having a monitor linked via the Internet, which is provided by the house's hot spot, to the 
cams inside the house. As the kids walked into the house, each tended to their own business 
without wondering why I wasn't on the couch. They didn't even peak! That hurts. Then, I saw 
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Carrigan arrive in her car. She parked it in my spot. The nerves! I told her a million times to never  
park it in my spot!

Just like my kids, my wife walked right in, ignoring the fact that I wasn't there. I think she 
probably thought that I took the car out for a drive or something. In any case, I sat there in the 
bushes looking into the monitor screen for hours! The sun came down and still no one bothered 
to ask about me.  I  could feel  the love.  I  remained watching the boring screen in which the 
insensitive members of my family went about their everyday life. At about dinnertime, the kids 
were doing their homework on the dinning table while Carrigan was preparing supper. Then 
finally, I heard someone speak about me! Took them long enough!

“Cathryn, where's your father?”

“Beats me.”

“Coby?”

“Dunno, mom.”

“Coby, go check outside and see if he's coming down the driveway.”

Finally! The plan is in motion! Coby got out to check if I was returning, but didn't see any  
car heading anywhere. He got back inside and saw Carrigan trying to phone me. That won't 
work because I took out the battery. Although the monitor was small, I could clearly see my wife 
starting to get worried. She hurried outside and looked around. Then, her eyes were drawn and 
fixated onto the tire track which seemed to head towards the cliff. I didn't need a cam to show 
me how she was feeling as she sprinted towards the cliff! As she followed it down the path, I 
could see her peaking down the distant ground. Then, unexpectedly, she collapsed onto her feet  
as she let out a huge cry.

It  was  sort  of  a  HELP!  I'VE  SEEN A MONSTER cry.  I  froze in  confusion.  I  didn't  know 
whether to blow the prank or await it to progress. As she cried out in pain and disbelief, Cathryn 
and Coby ran outside and towards their mother. Once they saw the destructed car, they were 
crushed as well. From their gesture and pose, I could see that they were shedding tears as well.  
Typical! They're crying over a car! How materialistic can a person get!

It took them a while to get their mother back on her feet and inside the house. As they 
passed in front of me I saw their misery and sadness. Something struck me at that point. I'm not  
sure what, but seeing my wife and kids get so emotional and freaked out stirred something inside 
of me. Once they were inside the house,  Carrigan crashed onto the sofa of the living room, 
blasting away in loud annoying cries. Coby comforted his mother tentatively, as if they've had a 
death in the family. Cathryn was calling the police at that time. At that moment, I began to have 
doubts about their cause of grief. All these cries cannot possibly be on the car. The police soon 
arrived and I started to feel that my prank wasn't worth playing after all. They asked my wife what  
had happened and she told them the entire story, focusing on me as the main cause of her 
grievance. My heart ached to hear her cry over me. Nonetheless, I was confused.

“What's .. going on?!” I wondered in confusion, “They're crying .. over me? They shouldn't 
be crying over my death, they should be laughing 'good riddances'! .. They actually care?! .. Is it  
possible?! ..”
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As  soon  as  the  police  left,  which  was  sometime  around  midnight,  I  had  completely 
regretted playing this prank. I wished that I could take it back, but I couldn't. I had to deal with this 
and with the fact that I'm not dead yet .. although that might change after Carrigan knows that  
this was just a joke. I saw in the monitor screen Carrigan, still crying on the sofa. The kids were 
next to her on the ground and just as sad. That's when I got up and decided to end this in-
humorous charade. I opened the door with a shaking hand and a nervous heart, but as I walked 
in I placed a smile on my face.

“Surprise!” I said like an idiot, as if this was their birthday and my prank was their present.

Carrigan, Cathryn, and Coby looked at me with disbelief, unable to comprehend the fact  
that I was alive.

“Hey guys, I'm alright!” I told them with my slowly fading-away smile.

Still  in  a  shock,  they ran towards me and embraced me with  a warm hug I've never  
received before. They hugged me tight for a while while, not wanting to let go .. yet, all I could 
think of was 'wow'. As they backed away from me, their shock and disbelief soon turned into 
confusion, so I explained what had occurred in a few words.

“It was a joke .. I never really fell down the cliff!”

I said it hoping we'd all have a good laugh over it! Some idiot I am! Upon dis-confusing  
the matter,  their shock gave birth to anger.  I  saw my wife angrier than ever as she marched 
towards her room. I started to follow her.

“Hey,” I said in a joyful, optimistic tone, “where are you going?”

“I'm leaving you!” She said in a simple and calm, yet extremely wrathful manner as she 
marched into her room and starting packing away her most valued and essential possessions.

“What?!” My smile was starting to fade away.

“I can't deal with this right now! I can't talk or even look at you!”

She was very pissed, that much was clear. I understood what my prank had done to her, 
so I kept silent to think before I speak. This was a curtail time and a delicate matter. I know that I  
was an asshole to have put her through all of this, but I still loved my wife and didn't want to lose  
my family. As I saw Carrigan pack in anger, I spotted the tears still on her red cheeks, and returned 
to her first reaction.

“Wait ..” I said as she proceeded packing, “.. do you actually care about me?”

Suddenly, she stopped packing. She didn't drop what was in her hand, but she just froze. 
She tilted her head towards me and looked at me with through her watery eyes,  then said:  
“You're my husband, my children's father! You're my family and your kids' family .. of course we 
care, stupid! Of course we care.”
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