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When someone knocks on your door at fuck-thirty in the morning, it doesn’t have to mean that the sky is falling, although it probably is.

It’s definitely not a harbinger of good tidings.

That’s the unwritten third guarantee of life, behind death and taxes.

Knock, knock, knockin’ on Heaven’s door.

“Lee, Lee!  Are you home?  Are you up?  Oh, God.  It’s Joe Panicker.  I need your help!  I need it now!  PRONTO!  I tried calling 911 and all I got was static.  Have you seen Mad Max?  I’ve seen it fifty times.  That’s the world we’re headed for.  No gas, no oil, no money, no clean air, no nothing!”

“One minute please.”

“Oh, you’re home!  Were you sleeping?”

“No, Bill!  I was working on my time machine.  When it’s done?  I’m going to kill your father before he meets your mother and erases your existence.”

“What?”

“Never mind.”
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I yawned, stretched and slid into my Starsky and Hutch t-shirt.

I could never remember which was Ken and which one was Dave.

That was the only show I watched just for the car.

I love the episodes where they’re sitting in it while on stakeout.

Gosh, fellas!

You might want to pick something a little more inconspicuous—like, I dunno, maybe the Batmoblie!

Bill was ninety-nine years old, a veteran of several wars and the manager of my Queens apartment building.

I strapped on my Browning, zipped up my Levi’s and laced up my Adidas tennis shoes.

“Lee!”

I unlocked my seven deadbolts.

Paranoid?

Not me, Dear Reader!

There really are people who want to kill me.

Some of them are cops.

I opened the door.

“Lee!  You’re home!”

“Right again, Bill.”

“What?  I have a complaint from a tenant.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Oh, nothing to do with you, son.  Gal down the hall.  She works the afternoon shift at Dairy Queen.  Have you ever had an Oreo Blizzard?  Jehosephat!  So yummy!  Where was I?  Oh, well, when she entered the elevator, a man groped her butt, and then her boobs.  He’s still there, the perv!”

I headed down the hallway and pushed the call button for the elevator.

Yawn.

What the hell.

Sleep is overrated.

The doors slid open.

I beheld a middle-aged man. 

He wore a trench coat and U.S. Army boots.

After untying his belt, he flashed me his shortcomings and I made them even shorter with the ball of my foot.

He contracted like a Raid-sprayed spider and puked.
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I grabbed his greasy hair—GROSS! —and rubbed his face in it.

“You can leave this place on foot, or you can leave this place strapped to a gurney.  Dealer’s choice.”

“I’m sorry.  I just can’t help myself.”

“You can.  You just don’t want to bad enough.”

I escorted him outside, flagged down a cab, shoved him in, gave the cabbie a twenty and off they went.

When I went back to bed, I had a dream.

I dreamt of a world where men were heroes, women were damsels-in-distress and GOOD always triumphed over evil.

When I woke up—around six—there was a note on the floor of my living room.

I picked it up and smiled after I read it:

Thanks, Lee.  Godspeed.  Next month’s rent is on me.  Next month is, too.  Cheers.

No good deed goes unpunished.

But the exceptions can be glorious.
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“Our father left Ireland at the turn of the century and never looked back.  When his ship docked at Ellis Island, he didn’t have a penny in his pocket or a pot to piss in.  Oh!  And he was a strapping lad all of twelve, Lee.  He left to save his own skin, after his parents were murdered by Irish Republican thugs.  Bastards!  Pop lived a hardscrabble existence until 1919.  That’s when a casting director spotted him and decided that he was going to be the next Valentino.  He flew Pop to Hollywood and Pop signed a contract with MGM.  He was a bit player at best and supplemented his wages for a wine maker.  He was another Irish immigrant by the name of Ian Finn, the creator of Finn’s Fine Wine.  Ian adopted Pop and taught him everything there is to know about the wine business.  After he passed?  Pop inherited the whole kit-and-kaboodle of the company.  He married late in life.  Our mother was an unfulfilled actress.  Her claim to fame was the ten seconds she’s spent on screen with Vivian Leigh in Gone with the Wind.  I was born in 1940.  Garth, a year later.  Our youngest brother is Shane.  He’s a waste of sperm if there ever was one.”

“Conner!  What did I say to you the last time you belittled our brother?”

“He murdered Pop!”

“We think he did, but we don’t know for certain and what if we’re wrong
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