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“Hey, Boobs.  You’re really gonna love this part.  This is the part where Hans Solo shoots the lizard guy.”

“I’m watching this for the first time, Stu.”

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“Hey, Boobs.  You’re really, really gonna love this part.  This is the part where Lou Skywalker, Hans Solo, Princess Lana and Chewly jump into the space dumpster.”

“You’re ruining the movie for me, Stu.”

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“Hey, Boobs.  You’re really, really, REALLY gonna love this part.  This is the part where Dark Vader chops Opie-Wan Cannoli in half and his housecoat falls off.”

“Boobs,” unlikely his Christian name, started to cry.

“Aww, poor baby.  It’s just make-believe, Boobs.  What do you think you’re watching?  The news?”

There were five other boys and they were seated in front of us.  “Boobs” was in the middle of them, probably by design.

The lot of them were around sixteen.

“Boobs” was beset on both sides, by the inequities of the selfish and the tyranny of evil men.

To put it more succinctly, he was best on both sides by assholes.

One of them was intermittently throwing popcorn at him.

Stu, AKA, the Spoiler Warning Kid, not a phrase I ever heard during the swinging and smoking 1970s, oh, alliteration, how you always put a smile on my face, probably because I’d see so much of it in the comic books I read as a boy, was surreptitiously placing bits of his greasy napkin on top of What’s-his-Name’s head.

If he was aware of it, and pennies-to-pecan pies, he very likely was, he gave no indication.

This kid had a high tolerance level for bullshit.  I didn’t.

The needle on my Patience-O-Meter was very near the red zone.

This was my tenth “screening,” as the status anxious like to say, of Star Wars.

No bloody sub-title required.

A movie with a complete story, a rousing beginning, a thrilling middle and a gloriously uplifting and emotionally satisfying ending.

For me, Star Wars was about two goofy but capable and brave men and the strong woman they were both in love with and under their protection, fighting a force, no pun intended, of evil, with good cheer and aplomb.

To this day, I still don’t buy, SPOILER WARNING, that Luke and Leia are blood relatives.

Gross.  

I love that nobody’s related in this still by far, the best version of this franchaise, other than the poor, taken-for-granted Uncle Owen and Aunt Beru.

For me, this movie represents storytelling at it’s purest and it’s most uplifting.

And these numbskulls were ruining it, not just for poor “Boobs,” but for everyone else in the theatre, including myself, obviously, my sister, Ann, she was two years older than me, I was twenty-eight at the time; her husband, Geoff, an easy-going and affable fellow, and their daughter, my niece, duh, Gretchen.  She was all of three and she was enthralled.

I’d never heard her be so quiet for such a long time while awake.

The Orpheum theatre was standing room only.  They either had wills of steel or spines of jelly.

Not a one of them, it seemed to me, had any sort of outward reaction to this unseemly distraction.

Perhaps that’s too harsh.

Still. 

Ever been to a sporting event?

How many people are warming the bench?

How many people are the arena, risking it all, sticking their necks out, daring to participate and contribute.

Because for them?

To do otherwise would be akin to cowardice.
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Oh, and sitting next to yours truly was none other than she who birthed my sister and I, Alison Hacklyn, looking more like a hot thirty-something than her actual age, which was fifty-five, I think.

Every few minutes, she muttered, “What rubbish.”  Different strokes.

She knew me better than no other and she’d picked up on my anger vibes.

“Lee, let it go,” she whispered.

“I can’t, Mom.”

“You can and you will.  That boy needs to learn how to stick up for himself.  Just like you did.”

“There’s six of them and one of him.”

“He chose to be with them.”

“Because he trusted them.  And now he’s regretting it.  I don’t like it, Mom.”

From behind us, a middle-aged man wearing a Star Wars ballcaps hissed, “Be quiet.”

I looked back at him and whispered, “Those boys have been acting up since the movie started and you didn’t say diddly.  Now you’re telling me to be quiet?  Maybe you’d like to tell me outside.  I sure would.”

I cracked my knuckles.  Mom exhaled loudly and shook her head.

The man I was facing slumped in his seat, produced a Snickers bar, opened it and went to town.

Some people live their whole lives like this, turtles, forever in their shells, sticking their necks out only when they feel that there’s no risk to them.

I was a lot of things, but “turtle” wasn’t one of them.

Conveniently, there was an open seat next to one of this generation’s not-so-greatest.

These kids had no idea that out of the bunch of them “Boobs” was the one most likely to make something out of his life.

“Hi, guys.  Enjoying the movie?  It’s great, right?  The rest of us are enjoying it, too.  Well, we’re trying to.  That’s what I’m getting at.  We shouldn’t have to try.  But we are.  Because you’re acting like idiots.”

I leaned forward and smiled at “Boobs.”

Holy Moley!

It was as though Charlie Brown had stepped out of the Sunday funnies and entered the corporeal world.

“Hey, kid.  What’s your name?  I’m Lee.”

“Francis.”

Oh, that sure set the other boys off.  They laughed and they howled just as a ghostly Obi-Wan said, “Run, Luke, run!”

Some parents are really thoughtless about the naming of their kids.

For the record, I wasn’t so crazy about “Leland,” either.

“How do you feel about being called Frank?”

“A lot better, sir.”

“I would to.”

Sir.  Love it, when it comes from an earnest kid.

“Frank, you sure don’t need these turkeys in your life.  They’re not your friends.  You should never let anyone treat you they way they’re treating you.  I get that you’re scared.  I would be, too.  I can help with that, if you like.”

He started to cry, which the other boys predictably and soul-crushingly loved, and said, “I’m sorry, sir.”

“There’s nothing for you to fell sorry about, Frank.  You’re good.  Life’s a little harder for good people, but it’s worth it.  You can’t put a price on self-respect.  You can sit in my chair.  That’s my mom, there.  Mrs. Hacklyn.  I’ll sit her and keep an eye on the zoo crew.  After the movie, you can join us for dinner, if you like.”

On screen, Han Solo cried, “Great, kid!  Don’t get cocky!”

A cacophony of uproarious laughter.

Movies sure don’t get any better than this.

“Call you parents and ask them if it’s okay.  I can drive you home, later.”

He wiped his face and said, “Okay, sir.  Um, Lee.  Thank you.”

He stood and headed towards the aisle.

One of the boys tripped him.

Man!

The most polite kids get treated like pinatas; I still see it.

It’s always been one of the reasons that I do what I do.
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Francis AKA Frank sat next to my mother and she patted his knee.

She rewarded me with a smile of approval and that made me happy.

Her approval of me was rarer than a mint condition copy of Action Comics #1.

I said to the Sinister Six, “Hey, goofballs.  You’re really gonna love this part.  This is the part where I don’t take you outside and I don’t bang your heads together like coconuts from Gilligan’s Island, as long you keep your traps shut.”

They nodded in unison, like a chorus line.

There is no peace in this world without men like me.

You’re welcome.
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