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Lee Hacklyn, Private Investigator and Urban Tiger Team-Up in Student Body Dictator

New York City. 1981.

CHAPTER ONE

FROM THE DIARY OF MARK DIXON

“Will you please help me?”

She didn’t look old enough to have a driver’s license.  Her head was barely level with the steering wheel of the orange Chevy Nova, that she was sitting in.

Whenever I saw a Nova, it reminded me of my friend, Pike.  My partner-in-comics, taken far too soon at twenty.

In 1976, Marvel introduced a new comic-book called Nova.  Pike and I, sixteen at that time, each bought a copy of the first issue.

While we read them in his bedroom, his old man drank beer and pissed himself in the living room, while watching Bewitched with the volume cranked all the way up.  I even remember which (No pun intended!) episode he was watching.

It was the one where Endora turned Darren into a leprechaun.

Pike asked me, “Hey, Dixon-her, how come they named this guy after a car?”

I rolled my eyes, took a bite out of my Butterblaster and said, “They didn’t.  A nova is when a star explodes.”

“Yeah, I know that.  I was just testing you.  Shut up.”

In retrospect, maybe he was.  Pike affected this Rocky-esque persona, but the more I got to know him, the more I realized how smart he really was.

We created a comic-book together called Skyland. He wrote it and I drew it.  My boss, Editor-in-Chief of Pinnacle Comics, Lou Sands, who hated Pike and thought he was a big-mouthed jerk, agreed to publish all five issues, even though the first one sold like a flat tire.

I don’t know where you are right now, Pike.  Your soul, I mean.  I know where your body is.  It’s in the earth.  But your soul, if there is such a thing, well, I sure hope it’s in a better place.  You deserve that.  Because you left something behind.  Something creative.  Something that not everybody can do.

The girl said, “I’m in big trouble.”

CHAPTER TWO

FROM THE DIARY OF MARK DIXON

(Continuing...)

Her face was peppered with acne.

Oh!  My proposal to Molly.  She said, “I’ll think about it.  In the meantime?  Fuck off.”

I think she was really pissed that it was me, the fat doofus, who saved her life and not the other way around, which was par for the course.

Well, as far my relationship with her goes, let’s just say, to be continued, for now, Dear Diary.  Soon.

But other than her acne?  She was an angelic beauty, almost in the same league as Molly.  Speaking of which, she and Tommy were with me, wearing their masks.  Team Tiger, united as one in the fight against Times Square street crime.  In 1981, it was off the charts.

The Nova was parked across the street from a liquor store, Never Fear, Beer Is Here.  Catchy.  I had to give the owner points for creativity.

The girl in the driver’s seat was gripping the wheel, as if it were keeping her from falling.

Her lower lip trembled.  She wore a goose-down jacket and pink earmuffs.

I really didn’t know what was going on between me and Molly at that point in our relationship.  We were in one of our flux stages.  We shared a bed, yeah, we were still living at Mrs. Franz’s house, but sex?  For a month now, it was “Not tonight, Mark Dixon.”

Tommy smiled at the girl and said, “Hi, I’m Tommy Ryder.  You might know me better as the Urban Tiger.  This is my sister, Molly.”  

The girl nodded and said, “I know.  You guys are on the news, all the time.  The Urban Tiger and....and....”

Molly stiffened.  Suddenly, I was afraid for the girl’s well-being.

“Tigress.”

“Oh, sorry.  I was about to say Urban Catwoman.  That’s from Batman, right?  I’m really scared right now.  My name’s Kelsey.  I guess I’m the lookout girl.”

CHAPTER THREE

FROM THE DIARY OF MARK DIXON

(Continuing...)

“I thought I was going to my girlfriend’s, older sister’s, roomate’s, second-cousin’s birthday party.  I think I got hoodwinked.  Is that a word?  I was told to stay here and honk the horn three times if I saw a police car.  I think my friends are doing something illegal.”

Molly rolled her eyes.  

The girl, whom I was falling in love with, maybe we really are done, Molly, if that’s what you want, said, “I have to pee.  Poo, too.  Oh, God.  Here they come.”

Four figures, from what I could tell, two females and two males, wearing nylon-stockings over their heads, were running towards us, from the liquor store.

One of the males, I’m writing it that way because I couldn’t tell how old they were, I assumed they were around Kelsey’s age, maybe eighteen, at least I hoped, was carrying a big, green garbage bag.  There was a hole in the bottom and money was falling out.  Cash and change.

The male running next to him yelled, “I told you to bring a fresh bag, Derry!”

“It is fresh!  It’s unbreakable!  It said so on the package!  Talk about false advertising!”

His body spasmed as blood exploded out of his chest.  Kelsey screamed. 

CHAPTER FOUR

FROM THE DIARY OF MARK DIXON

(Continuing...)

She started to honk the horn.

A middle-aged man was standing in front of the liquor store.  He was futzing with his shotgun.  I didn’t know anything about guns, other than what I’d seen in movies.  Jammed, I guess.

The robber who’d yelled at the apparently dead guy with the garbage bag, spun towards him and pulled a handgun out of his waistband.

Tommy and Molly rushed into action.  Molly yelled her battle-cry, “Urban-Tigress!”  Her version of, “It’s clobberin’ time!”

I started taking pictures.  Even though, I was now a professional comic-book artist, I still liked to do this.  I was still part of Team Tiger.  We’d been doing this once a month since 1976 and none of us wanted to stop.  We were kind of famous.  

I said to Kelsey, who was beside herself, “There’s a pay phone across the street.  Call the cops.”

She replied, defensively, “It’s not like I have their number memorized.”

“What?  It’s 911.”

She actually said, “There’s no such thing as a phone number with only three digits.  What are you, a retard?”

Oh, boy.

Tommy leapt into the air like he was Bruce Lee.  His knee connected with the back of the robber’s head.  He dropped his gun.  It went off.  One of the liquor stores windows shattered.  The man who was presumably the owner was still mucking around with his shotgun.

“Somebody’s paying for that and it ain’t gonna be me!”

Then, he rushed into the fray.  While holding his shotgun with one hand, he started to pick up his money with the other and stuff it into his pockets.  He flinched, dropped a bill and yelled, “Ah!  Paper cut!”

I winced.  Those were the worst.

Molly whipped out her baton and began to play Whack-a-Mole with the remaining two robbers, whom I presumed to be female, Dear Diary, based on their boobs.

She had them prone and broken in no time flat.  I’m sure Tommy was relieved.  

He hated the very idea of hitting a girl, even one who’d robbed a liquor store.

Kelsey, calmed down some, asked me, “Do you have a girlfriend?”

I yelled, “Hey, Mol!  Kelsey here just asked me if I have a girlfriend.  Well?”

The air was pierced with a sound I was now all too familiar with.  Police sirens.

Molly stuck her baton in her leg holster and flipped me the bird.  Tommy laughed.  I shrugged and said, “Guess not.  I’m Mark.  Believe it or not, I’m a comic-book artist.”

“No way.  That’s so cool.”

I blushed, sucked in my considerable gut, yeah, I was fat again, and said, “You’re a senior, right?”

“Yeah, I go to Kennedy.  Oh, this is so embarrassing.  I just got accepted into the police academy.”

CHAPTER FIVE

“Clint, you have exactly one minute to shit or get off the pot.  Otherwise, I’m kicking the door in and you can finish in the kitchen sink.”

“I think I’m constipated, Lee.”

I closed my eyes.  Although I was a confirmed agnostic, at that point, in my life, I prayed for patience.  This was Day Thirty of America’s Latest Runaway Hit Sit-Com, The Private-Eye Odd Couple, starring Lee Hacklyn and Clint Courage, as themselves.  God, I felt like a kid again, and not in a good way.  This wasn’t working.  Maybe if I had my own toilet.  

I pitied Clint’s hypothetical future wife.  He was a sweet guy, and he always meant well, and for fuck sakes, I’ve lost count of the number of times he’s saved my life.  Sometimes, accidentally, but so what?  And he was deadly, and unwavering, with a gun.  One of a kind, that Clint Courage.  Hell, aren’t we all?  Yet, some people are types and others are in a league of their own. 

When you live with someone, it’s not long before you begin to realize that people, by and large, when it comes to their imperfections, their less-than-attractive habits, are all pretty much the same.

We snore.  We burp.  We fart.  We pick our noses.

Not all of us wash our hands after doing our business.  

Many-a-time, I’ve had to resist the temptation to shoot a man leaving a restroom stall, not only without flushing, but without washing his hands.  Maybe that’s why Rome fell.

Now, I don’t mean to paint Clint any particular color.

If some of his habits, like, for example, hogging the toilet, for fuck sakes, he seems unable to shit like a normal person, he’s either bunged up, like now, or he’s got the runs like Niagara Falls.

I know for a fact that he feels the same way about my habits.

When I lived alone, I used to peel off my socks, after coming home, from a hard day of saving the world, leave them on the floor, then wash them in my bathroom sink before bed.

I still do that.  Habit.  Clint doesn’t say anything, but I know that it drives him crazy.

One time, he picked them up, washed them himself, and hung them on the shower rod.  What a guy.  But his resentment was palpable.

The toilet-seat.  I leave it up.  Who the hell want to touch a toilet-seat?

CHAPTER SIX

Sometimes, when I’m in the living room, cleaning my guns and/or watching tv, I’ll hear a loud THUNK!  Not quite the onomatopoeia I’m groping for, but it’s the best I can come up with, right now.

He liked the toilet seat in what stewardesses (What are now known as Flight Attendants, kids.) referred to as the “down position.”

No sexist I, but I’m sure the future Mrs. Courage will appreciate that.

The phone rang.  I had to pee like a dam about to burst.

I said, “After I take this call, Clint, I want you out of there.”

He started to cry and said, “I’m pushing as hard as I can, Lee.  It’s hurting my colon.”

That was Clint.  The color commentator of pooping.

I picked up.

“Hello?”

A woman’s voice asked, “Clint?”

“No, I’m his tenant, sort of.  My name’s Lee.  Can I take a message?”

“Oh, sure.  My name’s Laurette.  I’m a nurse at the Queens Resort for Mature Men and Women.  I’m afraid that we’ve given Clint’s mother, Beatrix, thirty days-notice.  After that, she’ll have to find another place to stay.  This morning, she threw a fork at our cook.  Then, she
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