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CHAPTER ONE
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“All right, everyone, for the last time now, quiet.  Am I talking to myself?  Hey!  Time is money!  Shut up!  Americans!  You all love to hear yourselves talk, but not a one of you has anything to say beyond who won the game last night!  Blimey!  Roll the bloody cameras!  And...action!”

It was a crisp and clear Sunday morning in January, and I was in Central Park on the set of a new syndicated television series called Dan Colt:  America’s One-Man Army.

This week’s Special Guest Star—more like Special Needs Guest Star—was the very French and the very fussy Jacques Simard, who was often referred to as an “international superstar,” which meant that nobody in America knew him from Adam.

I was there at the invitation of my current, temporary paramour, the lovely and lefty Hanna Sickle, not her birth name, I reckoned.

Her job was to cue the actor’s lines they were supposed to have memorized the night before.

Simard needed cue cards.

He probably made more in a day than I did in a year.  C’est la vie.

“Colt!  You’ve meddled in my plans for world domination for the last time!”

Simard wrapped his sausage-like fingers around Dave Tidwell’s neck.

The B-movie actor played the title character.

A grip told me he was wearing one of William Shatner’s toupees.

Another illusion shattered!

Simard squeezed.

And squeezed.

Was this acting?

He yelled, “STOP TRYING TO SEDUCE MY WIFE!”

Hanna: “That’s not in the script, Monsieur Simard.  No ad-libbing, sir!”

I marched up to him and pummeled one of his jowls with a stiff jab.

He staggered and crashed into the craft services table.

Tidwell gasped for air, and I rubbed his back.

“Okay?”

“Yeah, thanks.”

“You were great in Kingdom of the Bedbugs.”

“Thanks, again.  I start the sequel next week.  Beneath the Kingdom of the Bedbugs.”

“Cool!”

Simard removed a cream cheese saturated bagel from his face.

“American savage!  Do you know what you’ve done?  You’ve disgraced a national treasure from La Republique.  From this moment forward, America and France are at war!”

The reactions from the rest of the cast and crew were a mixture of admiration, contempt, incredulity and a dash of horror from Hanna.

She threw her clipboard at me.  It spun like a Frisbee.  I ducked and it sailed over my head.

“Your mother warned me about you!  We’re done.  You’ll never taste my meat again!  Monsieur Simard!  You can count on Mother Russia to provide military support!  We will bleed together as allies and bring this godforsaken country to its knees!”

The director, a British kid, barely out of his teens, picked up a bullhorn, pulled the trigger and spoke into it:

“Are we here to make a tv show or start a revolution?  We’re behind schedule!  Jacques!”

“Monsieur Simard!”

“Blimey again!  Monsieur Simard!  The show must go on!  Can you continue?”

“Oui.  But I must shower first.  I have merde in my underwear.”
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“You can do it, baby!  One step at a time.  What is it with elevators these days?  Gosh almighty!”

My latest, literary diversion was War of the Worlds by H.G. Wells.

SPOILER WARNING!

The Martians lose, beaten by the flu.

Go, flu, go!

I put my book facedown on my desk, stepped outside of my office and espied a man I recognized.

His name was Gordon “Gigi” Gibbons, and he was Warden of New York State Penitentiary on Staten Island.

Pardon my bluntness, Dear Reader, but was he was also the fattest man I’ve ever seen.

Holy Moley!

He looked a genetic fusion of the Blob and the Kingpin from Marvel Comics.

His middle-aged face was slick with sweat and his heaving was cause for concern.

His Brooks Brothers suit was soaked through and through.

Pushing him up the stairs was an elegant and beautiful, like-aged woman in a simple blue dress and a denim jacket.

Her face was bereft of that horrible gunk inexplicably called make-up.

Make-up for what, ladies?

Your most beautiful faces are your wake-up faces.

Rhyme intended.

If it ain’t broke, don’t fix it!

Was she his wife?

And if she was, how the hell did they...?

Never mind.

I prefer to keep my food from rocketing up my esophagus.

Next to her was a boy of around sixteen, their son, I presumed.

He was tall and athletic, and his t-shirt was emblazoned with the Superman crest.

“Tyler” was stitched into the “S.”

I liked him already!

Five worrisome minutes later, introductions were made, and they were in my office.

Gertie—his wife indeed, as it turned out—helped him lie on is back—Good Grief, Charlie Brown!—she loosened his tie, while Tyler, their son indeed—I like that word—lit a Pall Mall.

Gibbons glared at him.

“You said you were going to quit, son!”

“Tomorrow, Dad!”

Gertie chuckled and said, “That’s his favorite word, Lee.  It’ll be etched into his tombstone.  How are you feeling, Gordon?”

“Like a beached whale.  I’m sorry I did this to myself, honey.  Lee?  You heard about my predecessor; I presume?”

“Yes, sir.  I’m so sorry.”

Burt Ward—Holy No Not That One, Batman!—was the former Warden of NYSP.

Last Christmas Eve, while approaching his car with his wife and teen-aged daughter, he was shot and killed.

They were on their way to Midnight Mass.

It’s my hallucination that all human beings harbor dark and nasty thoughts.

Maybe my glasses are rose-colored, but I like to think that most of us don’t act upon them.

Amazingly, the ones who do think they can get away it.

Woe to the man who finds your hero, Dear Reading, standing in his way.
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