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“Lee?  Be a dear and pass me the pepper.  Thank you.  Are you having a good time?”

“You bet, Mom.”

“Your nose is growing, Pinocchio.  There’s only one way men like you know how to have a good time and that’s by indulging your lust for wanton murder and destruction.”

“You’ve got me down cold, Mom, but all things considered?  I’d rather be here.  Trust me.  I’m having “won ton” of fun.  Pun intended.”

“You’re not funny, Lee.  Johnny Carson is funny.  He’s also warm, kind and compassionate.  Those three traits are absent from your DNA.”

“The potato salad is super-tasty, Mom.”

“Tish!  I know you don’t like it, but you’re eating it, anyway.  Everybody has at least one redeeming quality and that’s yours.  Ann!  For God’s sakes, eat a sandwich.  You’re too thin.  Those absurd diets you torture yourself with aren’t doing you any favors.  Lose any more weight and you’ll disappear!”

“I’m fatter than a hippo, Mom.  That outline you’ve been glancing at...”

Mom blushed and we laughed.

“...is my girdle.  Oh, Lee, I forgot to tell you.  One of my clerks likes you.  Her name’s Bella, you met her once.  Do you remember?  She looks just like Sophia Loren.”

Mom interjected and some of her potato salad fell out of her mouth and landed on the picnic table.  Ann gasped and shook her head softly.

The gesture was meant for my eyes only.

“Say, kids!  Did you know that her birth name is Sophia Costanza Brigida Villani Scicolone!  Oh, oh!  It’s him!”
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It was a gloriously warm Sunday in June.

Alison Hacklyn, she who birthed me and my sister Ann, were picnicking in Central Park.

A clown was selling balloons.

Children were playing on swings, see-saws and monkey bars.

It’s a wonder if any of those things—other than children, of course—still exist.

A few other kids were playing Tag.

You’re it!

Kids today don’t play Tag.

They text.

Don’t get me wrong.

I love my phone as much as anybody.

What I don’t love is this tendency to throw out the baby with the bathwater.

A middle-aged man—shoeless and clad in a trench coat, which, in hindsight, should have been a dead giveaway, considering how warm it was—made a beeline towards us.

Pecans to Pesos, he was the Central Park Flasher, an exhibitionist miscreant who got his rocks off by exposing himself to the unsuspecting.

He opened his coat and displayed his manhood, such as it was.

I stood and introduced the foot of my balls to the foot of his shriveled balls.

He collapsed and a THUNDERSTORM of cheering and applause ensued.

I took a bow.

The lone dissenter was my mother.

Her scowl cut me to the bone.

“Lee?  Be a dear and change your last name.  You bring nothing because shame and embarrassment to this family.”

I sat and pouted while the Central Park Flasher whimpered in the fetal position and did his business.

Who need a mother’s approval?

NOT ME, THAT’S FOR SURE!

Is my nose growing again?
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I was in my office, my one window, like people who stubbornly refuse to learn anything new that might benefit them, was intractable; and the June sun was turning the back of my neck redder than the sands of Mars.

Traffic on Fifth Avenue had the same, unsettling vibe:  At a standstill, with little hope of progress.

No offense, Germany, but fuck you for supporting that murderous pipsqueak who nearly annihilated an entire culture and came damned close to conquering and enslaving the whole wide world.

No hard feelings but count your blessings.

We could’ve nuked your Seig Heil saluting sycophantic madhouse to oblivion.

I was immersed in my latest, literary diversion, The Time Machine by George Herbert Wells.

If I could go back in time, I’d tell my younger self to stay home and keep drawing.

I was a damn fool to give that up, but there is no going back.

As the French like to say, C’est la vie.

Never mind the past.

The future is unknown. 

What we do now shapes it, for good or ill.

I heard a rumbling.

Not from my stomach.

From outside.

That’s funny.

There’s nary a cloud in the sky.

I stood, looked out my window and beheld an armada of bikers weaving carefully around pedestrians on the fucking sidewalk.

I’m pretty sure there’s a law against that.

What a bunch of nuts.

I had to give them credit, though.

They were careful and mindful as they zipped and zagged their way towards the front of my office building.

An elderly woman—her head was engulfed in a muffler emblazoned with the Union Jack—shook her translucent umbrella at them.

“Bloody hell!  Get off the footpath, you sodding wankers!”

Holy Moley!  It’s Mum from On the Buses.

SIDEBAR:

Do I ever love British Comedies.

Fawlty Towers.  Doctor in the House.  Monty Python.  Man About the House.

I overheard one of the bikers say, “Sorry, ma’am.”

Hell’s Angels, they weren’t.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER FOUR

[image: ]


I went back to my desk and resumed reading.

Here’s another thing I’d do if I had my own time machine:

I’d go back to 1938 and pick up a copy of Action Comics number one.

Now there’s a sound investment!

The elevator doors down the hall slid open and two of the bikers I’d seen approaching stepped into the hallway.

The man was a dead ringer for Peter Fonda.

Born to be Wy-eye-ld!

He wore a leather jacket and carried a motorcycle helmet with a bald eagle emblazoned on it. 

There was an American flag patch sewn into the jacket’s left shoulder.

The woman with him bore an uncanny resemblance to Mariette Hartley.

YOWZA!

She wore a pink tank top and denim cut-offs under leather chaps.

Hmmm.

Sexy.

I stood, walked around my desk and shook their hands.

Fingerless gloves, well duh!

I said, “Lee Hacklyn.  That was some show you put on out there.”

“Ross Wilcox.  We were careful.”

“I noticed.”

“This is my wife, Marnie.  We rode here from L.A.  Matt Wheeler.  You familiar with him?  He’s been in the news a lot of late.  Matt was Marnie’s brother.”

She broke into tears and Ross held her.

California Highway Patrol Officer Matt “Wheelie” Wheeler was writing a speeding ticket on Interstate 405, when his life was taken by a gunshot, presumably fired by the driver.

I invited Dirty Mary and Crazy Larry to sit in my client chairs.

I started
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