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NEW YORK CITY.  1980.

“My, my!  A gentleman caller.  Ain’t you a dandy?  So sorry, Cutie Pie.  My meat’s taken.”

Her name was Edith Tucker.  She was thirty-five, bony and clad in a pink nightie.

Her feet were tucked—pun intended—in an armless, pink nightie.

How adorable!

Her face was hidden behind some kind of green goop.

Holy Moley!

It’s the Savage She-Hulk!

Or her emaciated, drug-addicted lookalike.

My client was her ex-husband.

His name was Roger Ramjet.  (!)

This morning, he was in my office:

“Edith and I grew up in Dallas, Lee.  My accent is probably a giveaway.  My God, she was beautiful.  A real Southern Belle!  A debutante with brains, how common is that?  We married after one date in 1970.  I own and run Ramjet Oil.  Not to beat my chest about it, but we’re listed in Forbes.  Last year, we opened a new office in Manhattan.  We struggled during the Energy Crisis, but now?  We’re stronger than ever.  Have you ever seen Citizen Kane?”

I lit a Blue Buzzard and nodded.

“Remember when Kane married that hot number?  What’s her face?  The lousy opera singer?  Well, Lee, sometimes life mimics fiction.  To my deep chagrin, Edith had no goals in life other than being a dutiful wife and mother.  And she was, to the nth degree, for a time, but then she got bored.  First, it was booze, then it was hard drugs, then several suicide attempts.  I tried to help her, but you can’t help someone who’s hell-bent on self-destruction.  We have two children, Will and Wendy.  They’re six and they were born on the same day.  We call them the Wonder Twins.  Against all odds, especially nowadays, I wound up with sole custody.  It cost me millions in bribes, but it was worth it.  That’s how much I love my kids.  Edith has no visitation rights.  Even the most ardent feminist would agree that she’s unfit for motherhood.  I went to pick up the kids at school yesterday and they weren’t there.”

“Did you call the police, sir?”

“You bet I did, but they’re overwhelmed.  Crime is gobbling up this city like Pac-Man.  Their teacher said she saw Will and Wendy climb into a van and driver was a skinny blonde.  It was Edith, I know it.  I went to her scumbag boyfriend’s last night and nobody was home.  I want my kids back, Lee.”

Later that morning, I was standing on the front porch of a dilapidated shack of a house in the South Bronx, one of the Big Apple’s poorest neighborhoods.

Edith was puffing away on a Virginia Slims.

She let it drop and put it out with her bunny slippered foot.

This gal sure puts the “C” in Class.

I showed her my license.

“I’m Lee Hacklyn.  I always feel weird saying this, but I’m a private investigator.  I’d like to see Will and Wendy for a minute, if you don’t mind.”

“Why?”

“Because you kidnapped them yesterday.”

“I’M THEIR MOTHER!”

From inside, a man’s voice:

“Who’s the door, Honey Buns?”

“Some jerk-off who wants to take my children.”

“FAT CHANCE!  GET LOST, CREEPO!  I JUST FINISHED CLEANING MY GUN!  DON’T GIVE ME AN EXCUSE TO USE IT!”

Andre the Giant’s evil twin pushed Edith out of the way.  Save for his dirty underwear—gross—he was buck nude.

He had a .45 in his hairy hand.

I gave him a snap lobotomy.

He collapsed and Edith fainted.

Ozzie and Harriet, they weren’t.

I entered the barely-a-house, ran upstairs and found the Wonder Twins in a bedroom.

They were sitting on the edge of a bed, clad in their Wonder Twin jammies and Will had his arm around Wendy.

I was conscious of the fact that I was still holding Mr. Browning and I holstered him.

I said, “Hi, kids, I’m Lee.  I know you’re scared and I’m sorry.  Loud noises scare me too.  Your dad asked me to bring you home.  He loves you and he misses you terribly.  Do you want to go?”

They nodded in unison with an abundance of enthusiasm.

Good.

Otherwise, this was going to be on hell of a headache.

I really ought to start wearing a cape.

Our lives have no meaning without purpose.

This was mine.

What’s yours, Dear Reader?
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I was in my office, my one window—by God’s Good Grace—was closed, the Big Apple was under siege from a fearsome hailstorm; and I was lost in my latest, literary diversion, Superman II, a Treasury-sized magazine that took the reader behind the scenes of the upcoming sequel.

I felt bad for Richard Donner.

He was the director of the first movie, and it was lightning in a bottle.

Apparently, he and the producers got along like cats and dogs.

They fired him halfway through the filming of the sequel and replaced him with Richard Lester.

One man’s loss is another man’s gain.

Nevertheless, I was chomping at the bit to catch the flick.

I saw Altered States the other day.

What a mind-tripper!

Even better than the movie was the trailer that played before it.

Yes, Dear Reader, it was Superman II.

The audience applauded and cheered.

When Lois Lane breathlessly said, “SUPERMAN!,” my bumps were goosed.

The elevator doors down the hall remained ominously closed.

Until they opened.

A middle-aged man and woman stepped out.

Their attire indicated financial success.

Whew!

Ten days without a case is akin to ten days without spinach for Popeye.
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