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Whenever you experience a genuine moment of happiness, Dear Reader, think of it as a lemon and squeeze it until there’s nothing left, because dark skies are forever on the horizon.

Case in point:

I was at my sister’s house in Forest Hills, Ann Hacklyn, who was two years older than me, I was twenty-six and she was a corporate lawyer, the favored child, by a country mile times infinity, of our mother, Alison Hacklyn, who was also present.

She wasn’t shy about reminding me of that, every time we were together.

Geoff Taylor, Ann’s husband, also a corporate lawyer, talk about a power couple, once told me this:

“I’m the luckiest man alive, Lee, but sometimes, I really miss my bachelor days.  The only thing missing from my life is an off switch.”

My reply: “The grass is always greener, Geoff.  My entire life is an off switch.”

It was August, the sky was clear and my three-year old niece, Gretchen, was sitting in a lawn chair and pulling out the stuffing from her teddy bear.

Not the least bit disturbing at all.

Geoff wore a chef’s hat and an apron that said, “Super Dad.”  The “S” was in the style of Superman’s insignia.

He was firing up the grill.

I sat with my feet in their swimming pool, enjoying my third can of Male Ale beer, feeling loved and happy and well on my way to a state of hammered-ness.

I craned my neck and espied my mother valiantly trying to telekinetically push me in the pool.

I said, “Come on, Mom!  Give me some credit!  At least I’m not smoking!”

“You don’t get points for not doing something stupid, stupid.”

Geoff put some hamburger patties and wieners on the grill.

Barbecue!

Life’s a lot better when we have something to look forward to, and for me, this was one of them.

And then this happened:

“Hi, Geoff!” 

“Hi, Mr. Miller!  Oh, have you met Lee?  He’s my brother-in-law.”

“Hi, Mister!  Great name!  Say!  You just gave me a great idea!  If I ever have a son, I’ll call him Doctor.  Or General.  Wait.”

I snapped my fingers.

“Emperor!  Emperor Hacklyn!  Now that’s got a ring to it.”

Nobody laughed, other than me.

I was my own biggest fan.

I stood, finished my beer, dropped it into a trash bag, helped myself to another one and opened it.

Ka-Chunk!

My ever-supportive mother said, “You’ll have to forgive him, Mr. Miller.  He thinks he’s Jerry Lewis.  More like Jack Ass.”
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Mr. Miller was middle-aged, thin, to the point of emaciation and was clad in a t-shirt with an image of a cow on it.

This uplifting message was written underneath:

Please don’t slaughter me!

Without invitation, followed by two younger men, he reached over Geoff’s fence, unlatched the door and they entered the pool area.

Looking a little perturbed, Geoff said, “Lee, these are Mr. Miller’s sons.  We call them “Mr. Milller,” too.”

I finished my Male Ale, burped, excused myself, stood, put my feet into my flip-flops, dropped my empty into a Hefty bag and helped myself to another.

Ka-Chunk!

I said, “Then I guess it’s Miller Time!  Do you all refer to yourselves as Mr. Miller at home?  Doesn’t that get kind of confusing?”

Mr. Miller Senior said, “Now, Geoff.  You know damn well that the Millers are vegetarians.  The smell of your cooking is intrusive and offensive to us.”

I farted and said, “Would you like to editorialize that smell?  Geez Louise!”  

Mom yelled, “Lee Hacklyn!  Where are your manners?”

“I think you have to say “person-ners” now, Mom.”

One of the younger Mr. Millers slammed the lid down on Geoff’s grill, picked it up and dropped it in the pool.

Gretchen screamed and cried.

I carefully placed my beer can on a deck table and made short work of the Miller clan.

Biff!  Zap!  Ka-Pow!

My family watched in horror, all but Gretchen, whose tears of fear became tears of glee.

When I was done, I kicked each Miller’s bony behind, ouch, and held the fence door open for them as they returned to their property, their skinny, vegetarian tails, tucked between their legs.

I suggested, “Anybody up for McDonald’s?  My treat?  Geoff?  You’ll have to drive.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER THREE

[image: ]


The next morning, I was in my office, a wayward pigeon was banging itself against my walls and ceiling, some people live their whole lives that way, my one window was wedged open, now there’s a newsflash; and I was lost in my latest literary diversion, Never Mind, You’ll Fail Anyway by Dr. D. Moe Tivator, ha ha, I kid, actually, it was Vic Vengeance NYPD in Big Apple Armegeddon, when my phoner rang.

“Lee Hacklyn, America’s Oldest Teenager.”

“That’s Dick Clark, but you’re not wrong with that self-assessment.  I called to inform you that you are no longer my son.  Your propensity for violence is something I can no longer brook.  I have removed your name from my will.  I’m leaving everything I own to Ann.  She contributes to society.  You’re nothing but a destroyer.  Have I made myself clear?”

“Sorry, Mom, do you mind starting over?  There’s a pigeon in my office.”

SLAM!

I hung up.

There goes my tinnitus.

I stood, held out my finger; and to my astonishment, Tweety fluttered towards it and alit.

I walked him (?) over to my window and...up, up and away!

Birds have the right idea.

They leave the next, stake out new territory and build their own, never to return.

Oh, Mom!

When you love someone unconditionally, you have to have it in your mind’s-eye that their love for you might have multiple conditions, some of which might be beyond your imagination.

Not unless you want to go through life banging your head against walls, like poor Tweety.

My phone rang.

“Lee Hacklyn, Caped Crusader.”

“If I had a time machine, I’d go back to the time when I was pregnant and abort you.”

SLAM!

I lit a Blue Buzzard and willed myself not to cry.

That lasted for about five minutes.

Okay, five seconds.
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The elevator doors down the hall slid open and three angels—Farrah Fawcett, Jaclyn Smith and Kate Jackson—not quite, but near the ballpark—emerged.

My stomach sank pleasantly, my heart began to jackhammer and the ceiling and the floor of my office threatened to switch places.

Is it possible to fall in love three times in one second?

Apparently.

I stood, banged my knee against my desk and sloshed some coffee onto my paperback.

First impressions are lasting impressions.

Kate Jackson said, “This is the guy you two are all so fired up about?  Inspector Clouseau?”

I picked up my ruined book, dropped it into my waste basket, walked around my desk, cooler than Fonzie, I checked to see if my fly was up, it wasn’t, zip and then I did something that I’ve never done before.

I sat on the edge of my desk.

It leaned forward, crashed to the floor and I handed hard, on my ass.

Farrah and Jacklyn helped me to my feet, while Kate folded her arms.

“You ought to sell tickets for this.  What’s next?  Falling out the window?”

“Thanks, ladies.  I’m Lee Hacklyn.  Clumsy, but brave and steadfast, too.”

I shook hands with the less-hateful women, who introduced themselves:

“Samantha Charles.  This is Nina Edwards.  And this Doubting Thomas is Miriam Molnar.”

“I’m very sorry about your losses.  Why don’t you sit down?  I’ll start on coffee.  Ms. Molnar?  Would you like to sit in
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