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and

Urban Tiger

Team-Up

in

The Arrow-Bics Killer

by John Leister

New York City. Times Square.  Midnight.

1980.

CHAPTER ONE

“Hey, fuck-face.  It’s like this:  you give us your wallet and the keys to your sweet ride over there.  You sit next to that dumpster and watch, while Snake and me make a woman out of your other sweet ride.”

I cleared my throat.  They turned towards me.  The Fearsome Four.  Or so they thought.

The spokesman was tall, wide and maybe twenty.  He wore a baggy Mets jersey.  His cohorts were similarly attired.  One of them was bare-chested—well, it was July and sticky hot—even at this hour, midnight—and his pecs were decorated with a dragon tattoo, like Iron Fist.

The third productive member of society was a vertically challenged teen-ager who wore brass-knuckles, of all things, on both fists.  His hair was dyed blue.  Maybe he liked Gatchaman.

Upstanding citizen numero quatros sported a feature I’d only seen in a Bond film.  Live and Let Die.

He wore a metal prosthetic arm with a hook for a hand.  I found myself staring at it.  He said, “The fuck you looking at?  Oh, this?  That’s fine.  That’s different.  Nobody ever stares at my robo-arm.  You’re the first, congrats.  Now you’re gonna ask me how I lost my real one.  A shark ate it while I was surfing in Malibu, last year.  Just like Jaws.  There he is, boys.  The Batman-wannabe, himself.  The Tiger.  Kind of hot out for a toque and mask, ain’t it?

CHAPTER TWO

We were in an alley.

Behind the malcontent assembly was a middle-aged couple. 

The man wore a suit and his belly sagged over his belt.  His white shirt was sweat-soaked and there was a large, unfortunate stain on his crotch.

He was shaking like the Red Tornado.

The woman clinging to his fat arm had huge spikey hair and wore heavy mascara and she was crying.

She looked like the hypothetical fifth member of KISS, with her make-up running down her face.

Her dress had the same amount of fabric as a headband and her boots rode up to her thighs.  There was no hiding the happy lines on her terrified face.

She was an old woman trying to look young.  Anyway, I was determined to see that no harm came to them.

The man said, “It’s fine.  Um, like he said, you’re the Tiger, right?  The Urban Tiger?  Carly and I are big fans.”

I said, “Thanks.”

The woman shrieked, “Don’t put words into my mouth, Chet!  I’m no fan of some weirdo in a mask!  And if any of you goons so much as touch me, you’ll get this!”

CHAPTER THREE

She fumbled with her purse and everything that was inside fell to the pavement.  

“Shit!”

The Goon Squad laughed.

She said, “Here it is!”

Chet turned to face her and said, “Carly, I’ll give them what they want and we’ll take a cab home.”

“Fuck that noise!  They want my ass!”

She picked up some kind of gun.  I recognized it.  My friend, and now step-father, Jay Franz, an NYPD cop, had shot with one for a demonstration.  Some demo.  It just about put me into another coma.

The gun was a Taser Public Defender.  She stuck her arm out and wound up zapping Chet.  His body jerked and spasmed and vibrated.  He fell to his elbows and knees and vomited.  Boy, did he ever.

The goons were beside themselves.  Carly yelled, “Chet, you imbecile!  Why can’t you ever stay out of my way when I want you to?  How do you recharge this thing?”

Captain Hook struck her wrist with his metal arm.  “Ow!  You hurt me!”

She dropped the stun gun and it landed on Chet’s head.  “Ah!”

“Urban-Tigress!”

Nothing triggered Molly, my crazy sister, more than the sight of a woman being abused by a man.  Or anyone, for that matter.

She rushed past me, like a blur, leapt and her extended leg landed in the small of the back of Dr. Doom.  She yanked off his jacket, then his arm, then, she used it to thwack the side of his head, like a baseball bat.

CHAPTER FOUR

The remaining three stood frozen in their tracks.  Molly used the arm to make short work of them.  Then, she dropped it to the pavement and said, “Why don’t you losers get jobs or something?  Dumb-asses!”

Carly, seemingly oblivious to the preceding shellacking of the not-so-Fearsome Four, was still futzing with her stun-gun.

“Oh, it’s this one.”

She coughed, jerked forward and did to herself what she’d done to Chet only moments earlier.  She zapped herself.

Chet cried, “Carly!”

He stopped her from face-planting, while their would-be assailants picked themselves up and dusted themselves off.

As a bunch, they started to shuffle towards the alley entrance.

Molly, still holding the arm, said, “Hey, Surfer-Boy.  Shark-bait.  Aren’t you forgetting something?”

He came back and she gave him the arm.  He said, “We’ve been drinking all night.  No hard feelings, right?”

Molly took a step back and front-kicked his face.  “Don’t drink so much!”

“Bitch!”

She got him again, this time with a roundhouse kick.  It landed in exactly the same spot, just under his nose.

“Apologize!”

Suddenly, he became meeker than Clark Kent.

“I’m sorry.  Please don’t kick me again.”

He tucked his arm under his armpit, while he buddies chuckled.  They skedaddled.

Mark, all two-hundred and twenty pounds of him, lumbered up to us, holding his Nikon F401 between his chubby hands.  Not long ago, he was string-bean skinny.

“Molly, that was awesome!  For a second there, I really thought you tore that guy’s arm off!”

He farted.

Carly screamed, “Oh, you pig!  What a stink!  And I thought your flatulence was bad, Chester.”

Molly said, “That’s why I don’t let him sleep with me anymore.  That, and, well, just look at him.”

Oh, Molly, I thought.  She could be so cruel.

“He farts in bed.  How much is a woman supposed to take?”

Mark blushed and said, “Excuse me.”

“There’s no excuse for you, Mark Dixon.”

Here’s what happened:

CHAPTER FIVE

After the fire, Mark, Molly, Vari, our son, Ilya and I moved back into Mrs. Knox’s house in Queens.  Well, she was Mrs. Franz now, married to a man who was like a father to me, Lt. Jay Franz of NYPD.  

Mark and Molly slept together—until recently—in Molly’s old room, while Vari and I slept in the room that Mark and I used to share.  There was just enough room for Ilya and his crib.

He was a year-old now.  Boy, time flies.

Molly and I—well, mostly me—were running our Urban Tiger Martial Arts Academy out of the basement.

Two classes a day, Saturday to Thursday, one for kids, one for adults.

We were charging one dollar per class, which drove Molly up the wall.  Suffice to say, though, we were a bargain compared with all the other schools, including the Y.  We were under the radar, too.  There was no sign out front.  No tv commercials, that’s for sure.  We were going by word of mouth.  Students came and went.  I found the adults to be much harder to teach than the kids, generally.  Most of the adult students were far too worried about looking foolish.

Molly was between acting gigs.  To everyone’s chagrin, especially Mark, as it was his favorite show, even before Molly was on it, John Capitol, NYPD, had been cancelled after five seasons.

In the final episode, Capitol died in a hail of bullets, protecting a school bus full of children from a mad terrorist.

The second-to-last episode, John had married Molly’s character, Officer Heather Keyday.  Now she was Heather Capitol.  There were rumors of a spin-off, Mrs. John Capitol, but none of us were holding our collective breaths, especially Molly, who was furious at her agent for not getting her auditions.

On the other hand, I knew what Molly was like and how difficult she could be.  We reap what we sow in life.

In the meantime, Molly got a job as an aerobics instructor at a new gym in Queens called Change Your Life Fitness and Yoga.

The aerobics craze, which was a real eighties-things, had just taken off.

Mark was working full-time as a professional comic-book artist at Pinnacle.

His current assignment was a new superhero book called Hugh Mann, an android who was created to protect the human race from alien invasion, because, well, y’know, comic-books.

The first issue had sold a million copies.

A Saturday morning cartoon was in the works for this Fall, to be produced by the animation wing of Pinnacle, located in L.A.  Mark was considering taking a job there as a production artist.  Apparently, the money was a lot better.  Initially, Molly was also keen on the idea of moving out west.

She still is, just not with Mark.  After Pike’s death, he started binge-eating again and now he was fatter than ever.

Molly broke up with him.  He sleeps on the living room couch now.

Chet took out his wallet and said, “Thank you, kids.  Please take this.”

He offered us a five-dollar bill.  Molly’s eyes rolled under her mask.  Carly said, “This is my husband.  Daddy Warbucks.  For fuck sakes, Chet.  You embarrass me with your farting and you embarrass me with your stinginess.”

She picked up a small purse from the pavement, opened it and took out a huge wad of cash.  She said, “This is my mad money.  It’s yours.  Take it.”

Molly reached for it, but I put my hand on top of hers and said, “We’re not doing this for money, Ma’am.  Like Spider-Man, action is our reward.”

Molly jerked her hand away and took the money.  She said, “Speak for yourself, Tommy.  Action’s your reward.  Thank you, Ma’am.  I need a new outfit for aerobics and they don’t come cheap.”

CHAPTER SIX

As a group, we headed out of the alley.

Chet and Carly headed towards the lone car parked on the street, a Volvo.

Chet pulled a ticket off the windshield, stuffed it into his pocket and said, “There’s nowhere to park in this stupid city.  Thanks again, kids.”

They piled in and drove off.

The three of us were alone on the sidewalk.  It felt eerie to me.

I gave Molly a look.  She said, “What?  You won’t charge our students more than a dollar a class.  If people want to give us money for helping them, that’s up to them.”

I said, “Superheroes don’t take money.”

Mark cleared his throat and said, “Luke Cage does.  He’s a hero for hire.”

Molly folded her toned arms and said, “See?  There you go.  From the horse’s ass.  Um, mouth.  Can we go home now?  I’m teaching an aerobics class at two this afternoon.  I should set you up, Mark.  There’s a woman in my Sunday class who’s built just like you and farts just like you.”

Mark looked at his feet.  I felt bad for him.  He was still very much in love with my sister and always would be.

He said, “I don’t fart on purpose, Mol.  They just pop out.  At least I don’t snore.”

Molly screamed, “Neither do I!”

“Are you kidding me?  It’s a wonder your snore doesn’t keep all of Queens awake every night!”

Molly balled her hand into a fist.  I stepped between them and said, “What am I gonna do with you, too?  You’re together, you’re apart, wash, rinse, repeat.  Molly, back off.  Mark?  Attaboy.  Stick up for yourself.”

That’s when the arrow pierced Molly’s stomach.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Key in hand, a styrofoam cup of joe in the other, I started to unlock my office door when, “Ah!”

There was a spider on my doorknob.  I stared at it for a long time.  Lee Hacklyn, fearless private investigator.  Well, mostly fearless.  Arachniphobic?  Just a hair.  I was shaking so hard, most of coffee wound up on my jeans, my sneakers and the hallway floor.

“Shoo!”  That never works.  Then, it hit me.  Today was April 1st.  And that spider had not moved an inch.

With terror in my veins—if it moved, I would surely scream like a little girl watching a late-night horror movie—I reached towards it, peeled it off and put it in my pocket.  Somebody I know has a sick sense-of-humor.

This wasn’t Clint’s style. More like Sid’s.

I unlocked my office door.  There was a big pile of envelopes on the floor.  It was my first day back.  I’d spent the previous week in Austin, Texas, living out a real-life night-time soap opera while working on the case of “who shot Jayson Yar?”

I’d experienced enough drama there to last ten life-times.

I scooped up all of the envelopes and dumped them on my desk.  Bills, bills and more bills.  All with “past due” stamps.  Good morning, indeed.  No worries in that department.  I still had some of Larry Yar’s million-dollar check, but not a lot of
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