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“Oh, fudge!   Here they come!”

I sighed.

Nothing good ever happens after midnight.

I was standing next to the spinner rack at my local 8-12, reading the latest issue of Power Man and Iron Fist.

So cool!

Ah, spinner racks!

I miss thee as much as I miss pinball machines and cigarette vending machines.

My client was the store’s owner.

He was a frail and fearful man who bore the unlikely but there-you-have-it moniker of Orville Redenbacher.

Appropriately, he was eating popcorn out of a bag that was dripping with butter.

Gross, but who am I to judge?
His hands were shaking.
Fear can galvanize, but it can paralyze, too.

Three creeps in their early-twenties, clad in long, multi-pocketed overcoats—where did they get those?  Shoplifters ‘R’ Us? —entered.

I put the awesome Marvel Comic Book back in the spinner rack, stood behind a pillar, drew Mr. Browning and held it behind my back.

The tallest one made a beeline for the candy bars.

I watched with incredulity as he proceeded to stuff his pockets with Snickers and Almond Joy bars.

He was laughing.

His partners-in-assholery drew machete swords and began to swing them around like a couple of Conans.

I raised my gun and shot them.

There was another customer in the store.  He was middle-aged, porcine, fastidiously attired and aghast.

“You just killed those boys!”

I smiled at him and said, “The law might agree with you.  I guess we’ll see.”

“How can you live with yourself?”

“I drink a lot.”

The surviving hoodlum unsheathed his own machete and held it under his chin.

I aimed at his unibrow and separated it.

Hacklyn 3.

Bad Guys 0.

Poor Orville.

He was on the phone with 911, giving the dispatcher a jittery play-by-play report of the incident in progress.

The President of the Lee Hacklyn Fan Club shook his man-sized umbrella at me and exclaimed:

“Violence begets violence.”

“That’s the way you look at it, see.  Some of us see it differently.  Good violence eliminates bad violence.  Are you married, sir?”

“No, divorced.  Why?”

I fished out my wallet and handed him a thumb-sized photo of my mother.

“She’s very attractive.  What of it?”

“Well, sir.  She’s single, too.”

“I didn’t say I was single!!!”

“You’re not, sir?”

He looked glumly at his shiny shoes. 

“I am.”

“I have a feeling that the two of you just might hit it off.”

He blushed.

Nazareth wasn’t kidding.

Love hurts, but it can build bridges, too.
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“There it is, sir.  The scourge of humanity.  Respectfully, sir, don’t say I didn’t warn you.  Hacklyn?  This is the new District Attorney, Owen Money.”

Lt. Sam “Mac” Houston of NYPD was fifty-three and fitter than the average fifty-three-year-old American male.

He glared at me as I he was daring me to laugh.

Owen Money.

Really?

I don’t think his parents thought that one through.  Or maybe they did.  Not to judge—oh, what the hell—some people are just plain nuts and/or dumb.

I was in my office.

My one window, by God’s Merciful Grace was closed.  The blizzard outside was raging and it felt like a prelude to Armageddon.

The latest issue of Starlog magazine was on my desk.  Superman was due for release this Friday.

You will believe that a man can fly.

Oh, boy!

I already had my ticket.  It was sandwiched between my maxed-out American Express card and my Super-Friends membership card.

We really to do something about Aqua—“I can’t stay out of the water for more than an hour or I’ll die!”—man.  Nice guy, and he can talk to dolphins, which is cool, but what a liability.

Sam was standing in-between the aforementioned and ostentatiously dressed Owen Money—ha, ha, ha—and his partner, the very British and very sloppy, Lt. Winston “Winnie” Waring of NYPD.

Imagine a genetic fusion of Churchill and John Cleese.

His suit resembled a Twister map.

A little red here, a little yellow there, a lot of green, everywhere.

Yeah, Twister!

Winnie liked his New York hot dogs, he liked his condiments, but what he didn’t like, evidently, was napkins.

I stood and extended my hand towards Money.  He regarded it the same way I regarded that spider I espied on my toilet this morning, not very happily.

He cleared his throat:

“AHEM!  Let’s get one thing crystal clear, Hacklyn.  I hate your guts.  I hated Frank Finnegan, too, but he was a duly sanctioned officer of the law.  You’re nothing but a wild, rabid animal.  Did you really have to kill those men last night?”

I sat and lit a Blue Buzzard.

“They had swords.  Swords are deadly.  So am I, sir, but in a good way.”

“You’re skating on thin ice.”

“Tell that to my client who was terrorized by those model citizens for a month.  Or is ticketing a priority now for NYPD these days?”

Silence.

Dale Carnegie certainly had no competition from your hero, Dear Reader.
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“What is this, guys?  Fore play?   If you’re gonna bust me, let’s get it over with.  Can I call my Mom first?  I’d like to hear her hang up on me before my indictment.”

Money scowled.

“How I wish!  Sam?”

“Hacklyn, Frank Finnegan was my partner before Winnie.”

“I’m sorry, Sam.”

“Your sympathy has as much value to me as my biological eliminations.  Shut it.  We’re here kicking and screaming.  There’s a cop killer at large and we want you to help us catch him.  Yes or no?”

Working for NYPD was always a charity case.

Pun intended, as ever, Dear Reader.

I had money—ha, ha, in my savings account, for once, enough to last me a few weeks, if I behave myself.

I don’t have to smoke and/or drink so much. 

It wasn’t hard for me to say, “I’ll do what I can, Sam.”

I liked and respected cops, even though their feelings towards me were far from reciprocated, which was something of an understatement.

I smiled at Winnie.

“Nice suit, Win.  Put on a mask and people will think you’re Robin the Boy Wonder.”

Against his will, Sam did something that I’d rarely seen him do:

He smiled.

I felt elated.  

It reminded me of the times when I’d made my father smile, which were few, far between...and precious.
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