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NEW YORK CITY.  1977.

If you gaze long enough into an abyss, the abyss will gaze back into you.

Deep thinker, that Nietzsche.

Not the easiest name to spell.

Some languages are big on stringing their consonants together.

Some people go out of their way to make life harder than it needs to be.

I was starting to think that maybe I was one of them.

Twenty-one days without a case.

Twenty-one days without a client.

My rent was due, and my savings account was a contradiction in terms.

I sat in my office, day after day, reading, looking at my phone, willing it to ring, looking at the elevator down the hall, willing the doors to open:  Wash, rinse, repeat.

All my willing was giving me nothing in return by migraines.

I was worried.

Well, as my soul-crushing father liked to tell me with soul-crushing regularity, “If you fail at everything you ever try, Lee, and so far, you’re batting a thousand, there’s always the French Foreign Legion.  They’ll take anybody!”

Thanks, Dad. 

There was a Pop Tart box in my desk.  It contained exactly zero Pop Tarts.  I fished it out and opened it.

Cash.

Five hundred dollars.

My emergency fund.

Money is the root of all evil.

Horse apples!

Money is money.

It’s there to be saved or spent.

Saved, like manure, it stinks.

Spread it around, like manure, things grow.

Today?

I intended to grow my liver.

Any goal’s better than none at all, according to non-binding, non-dogmatic, non-judgmental Lee Hacklynism.

There was a bar across the street.

Charlie’s.

I looked at my watch.  8:55 am.

The bar opened at nine.  Only in New York.

I put the money in my wallet, locked up and hustled downstairs.
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“Colin, you’re making a scene.”

“You put me in this position, Ella.  Come on, baby.  I said I was sorry.”

“That’s your leitmotif in life.”

“My what the fuck now?”

“Your modus operandi.”

“A year at NYU and she thinks she’s Professor Brainiac.”

“Colin?  You think you can get away with anything you want as long as you apologize after the fact.  That’s how bullies operate.  And the funny part is, a lot of them go their graves smelling like roses.  See my hands, Colin?  They’re free of you.  Now?  You have to go.  Never come back as long as I work here or I’ll filing a restraining order against you.  Before that?  I’ll call the police.”

“Call them!  I don’t give a shit!  Oh, hell, I’m so upset, I completely forgot!  I have something for you.”

It was mid-morning, and I was sitting at the bar in Charlie’s, the aforementioned Fifth Avenue watering hole.  I sipped on my eighth Male Ale and tried to ignore the unfolding drama before me.

These are the days of our lives.

Colin was in his early twenties, tall enough for the NBA and he was built like the Juggernaut.

A hardhat rested on his t-squared head.

His plaid short sleeves were rolled up.

They revealed a tattoo on each arm.

One depicted an image of the male anatomy.  The other, female.

I’ll let you fill in the blanks, Dear Reader.

Some people put the “ass” in “class.”
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