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NEW YORK CITY.  1974.

Kilroy was here.

Impeach Nixon!

Black Power!

Whites Unite!

End American Imperialism!

Spock for President!

Meet me here at two for EROTIC PUNISHEMENT!

I looked at my Superman wristwatch.

Two-thirty.

Late again.

The story of my life.

Wait.  That’s not true, Dear Reader.  My list of virtues is hardly endless, but punctuality is a personal priority, alliteration intended.

If you can show up fifteen minutes earlier than your scheduled time for whatever it is you need to do that day, then you can do anything.

I stood, flushed and washed my hands.

A man who doesn’t wash his hands after doing his business is unfit for civilization.

I was drunk, bloated and preparing to leave my local Denny’s in Queens, after a long night of imbibing at my go-to watering hole, the Night House.

I was overweight, miserable and still in mourning over the death of my beloved wife, Peggy.

Her face appears in my mind every day and to this very day in touchy 2026.

SPOILER WARNING!

Not only am I still alive, Dear Reader, I’m a husband, a father, a grandfather, the co-creator of Sure-Fire, now streaming on Netflix; and I’m a licensed private investigator.

The best of both worlds.

But we can’t have everything.

And we all have our crosses to bear.

That’s just the way life works, Dear Reader.

From inside the restaurant:

“Greetings, citizens!  This is exactly what you think it is.  Your worst nightmare!  Well, now.  Maybe it’s not your ALL-TIME worst nightmare, but it’s not exactly your happiest dream either now, is it?  Watches!  Wallets!  Rings!  Calculators!  Anything any of have that has any value at all goes into Robin’s Hefty bag.  Heh.  I mean, Bat-Hefty bag.”

Gasps.  A woman screamed.

Then a man.

Come on, buddy!

Maybe he did it just to make her feel better.

A show of solidarity.

I drew my Browning and kicked the men’s room door outward.

“Batman” was holding a shotgun.

“Robin” was holding the aforementioned Hefty bag.

They were wearing Ben Cooper Halloween costumes.

Trick or trick, apparently.

“The Caped Crusader” swung his shotgun at me and I gave his creepy, plastic mask a third opening.

Not to mention what was underneath it.

I pointed my Browning at “Boy Wonder.”

He raised his skinny and green-gloved hands.

“Uncle!  I have to go!”

A waitress—I guess that’s a touchy word these days—was on the phone and talking to the police.

Good for you, Flo.

I sang, “Since you gotta go, oh, you had better go...go now!  Go now!”

And he did.

The “Meet Here Line” was inspired by Dumb and Dumber,

Written by Peter Farrelly, Bobby Farrelly and Bennett Yellin.

Go Now by The Moody Blues
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I was in my office, my one window was mercifully closed, the wind outside was howling like Wolfman Jack; and I was lost in my latest, literary diversion, Dirty Harry by Phillip Rock.

AKA “Pulp Trash,” according to my mother.

The movie was lambasted by critics and adored by moviegoers.

Movie reviewers must be the luckiest people on the planet.

Few of them seem to exhibit a shred of sympathy for victims of crime.

In my mind’s-eye, the elevator down the hall mocked me.

No clients for you today, Lee.

No clients for you ever again.

Ha, ha!

Nobody likes you.

You’re cocky.

Nobody likes Superman, unless he’s needed.

Most people prefer the company of Clark Kent.

He poses no threat to their egos.

In a stunning development—more of a relief, actually—the elevator doors slid open, and a well-dressed man and woman stepped into my office.

They bore a familial resemblance.

Brother and sister, no doubt.

The man looked at my paperback.

Then he snorted.

Then he picked it up, tore it in half and dropped the pieces into my waste basket.

He roared, “That’s the worst movie ever made!  Clint Eastwood belongs on Death Row!”

I stood, walked around his desk and shortened the distance between his balls and his non-existent chin.

Then I dragged him out of my office and sent him down the stairs.

He was on his back and sobbing.

Good.
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