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“Good morning, New York City!  My name’s Vic “Video” Vincent and today marks the Grand Opening of Vic’s Video Valhalla!  We’ve got televisions, top of the line, we’ve got stereos, the very best in sound quality, we’ve got portable radios, perfect for a day at the beach, and for the kids, we’ve got walkie-talkies and electronic amusements, galore!  And if that isn’t enough, my new friends, then get a load of this:  We have, plenty in stock, a new invention that will revolutionize the entertainment industry.  Yes, the rumors are true!  An incredible machine now exists, that can record your favorite tv shows, movies and/or sporting events.  No longer will you have to worry about missing your favorite program!  You can record it, using the amazing, the astounding, the astonishing Betamax!  I have one at home and I wonder how I ever lived without one!  It’s as easy to operate as your tape recorder!  If you can push a button, you can use a Betamax!  Demonstrations are free!  And we have a wide selection of your favorite movies on Beta cartridges, no different from the tapes you use for your tape recorder!  Our prices are not just competitive, they are downright reasonable for you, my new friends, the backbones of this great nation, Joe and Jane America.  And we have hot dogs!  Doughnuts!  Coffee!  Thank you for your patronage!”

I loved this guy.

I was standing at the ass-end of a long line-up of maybe a hundred people.

It was May, it was warm and everybody around the country wanted to get their hands on this new-fangled contraption called a “Betamax.”

I didn’t have much patience for long line-ups, but I was fed up with coming home from a long day of saving the world, too late for that day’s episode of Star Trek.

It’s hard to believe now, millennials, but back in the swinging seventies, guys like me didn’t advertise that they watched Star Trek.

Most of us were very much in the closet.

Speaking of advertising, how’s this for a segue-way, I thought Vic, the man with the bullhorn, was a black belt level master of showmanship.

Even before he because his spiel, I was already psyched-up to max out my already severely depleted credit card.

I was also psyched-up to pee.

An eighteen-wheeler, with a container, one big enough to hold cars,  approached the cul-de-sac.

Vic’s Video Valhalla was located in the Village.

Vere else?

The Enterprise red alert klaxon activated in what my mother liked to refer to as my severely arrested mind.

I wondered if that was the same jacked truck that was all over the news this morning.

The driver was found in a land not of the living.
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Two men, wearing Lone Ranger-esque masks, emerged from the cab.

Two more popped out from the rear of the container.

Three of them had handguns; the driver had what looked like an AK-47, slung along his back.

The men with the handguns were all to eager to impress us with the sight of them.  One fired into the air and there were a lot of screams, from the men, too.

What a bunch of weenies.

The only thing that ever made me scream was...never mind.

AK said, “This is exactly what it looks like and no, you’re not on Candid Camera.  Ladies, your purses and your jewelry go into this Hefty bag.  Gentlemen, your watches and wallets go into this one.  You!”

He unslung his AK and pointed it at a terrified Vic, who dropped his bullhorn on his foot and said, “Ow.”

Poor guy.

Talk about pissing in a man’s cereal.

This man just went from being on top of the world one second to feeling like life sucks, the next.

That pissed me off.

What a world this would be without assholes.

I wondered if somebody inside was calling the cops.

Would it even matter?

Crap like this happened every day, in the Big Apple of the 1970s.

We were turning into a real-life Gotham City.

I can’t wait to get that Betamax!

I’ll never miss Batman, again!

Speaking of whom, no, I didn’t have a bat-a-rang, but I had my Browning.

I drew it and I shot AK’s face.

At that point, there was only one other guy with a gun.  The other turkeys were holding their Hefty bags open, the same way bored-looking ushers do nowadays when you leave a movie theatre.

When did the line blur between staff and patron?

BANG!  BANG!  BANG!

Dead.  Dead.  Dead.

Using the military tactics I taught myself from playing with GI Joe action figures as a boy, I shot the one with the gun first, then the other two.

Good 4.

Evil 0.

Mixed reactions from the line-up.

Some people applauded, some people cheered and then there was this guy:

His shirt’s top button was done up and he was tie-less.  His wispy mustache invited mockery and his pants were pulled up to his chest.

“Did you have to shoot the guys with the garbage bags?”

I holstered my Browning, rolled the dice and asked him, “What’s your favorite episode of Star Trek?  Mine’s The Doomsday Machine.”

“Oh, that’s a good one, but I’m gonna go with Balance of Terror.”

“Lee Hacklyn, Man of Action.”

“Hank Sutter, Sci-Fi Nerd.”

We shook hands.

“I still don’t agree with what you just did.”

“When they make a Browning with a stun setting, I’ll get one.”

After the police finally arrived and everybody gave their statements—“It’s not even noon yet, Hacklyn, and four men are dead.  We’ll have to change our ten days without a Hacklyn murder back to zero.”

“You have one of those?  Can I see?  I’m flattered.  I’ll autograph it for you, if you like.”

My offer was declined by way of the New York salute.

But I went home with a free Betamax, which was soon to be made redundant by the VCR.

Be kind rewind!

If you’re one of those who actually did that, I salute you.

So did I.

We’re a rare breed.
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I was in my office, immersed in my latest literary diversion, The Pros of Prohibition by Dr. Patty Pooper, ha ha, no, I tease, actually, it was another blood-drenched men’s action/adventure novel called Kill Them ‘Til They Die, Then Drink ‘Til Dawn, my favorite book title ever, by Brass Knuckler the Third, my favorite pseudonym ever, trying to ignore the big, fat, hairy wolf spider on the ceiling, above my head.

You think I don’t see you, do?  You’re in position.  I’m must look like a fly steak to you, well done.  Is today your cheat day?  You don’t want to eat me, Spidey.  I’m full of dead calories.  I had a fly-swatter, a can of Spider-Cide and a weather-beaten Adidas running shoe.

I also had my Browning and ever-reliable Ain’t-it-Great .38 Special, in case a man-sized spider ever escaped from a lab, a la Tarantula, one of Clint Eastwood’s movies.

“Do you feel lucky?  Well, do you?  You eight-legged punk.”

My phone ran.

My body spasmed so violently, my book hit the ceiling and Mr. Wolf Spider fell.

Okay.  Clarification:

There are two times when I scream.

It scurried out my window and I slammed it shut.

I mean, I tried to.  It’s been open since 1973.

I picked up.  

“Lee Hacklyn, The Man Without Fear.”

“Lee, it’s your mother.”

“Hi, Your.  Or do you prefer Ms. Mother?”

“Honey?  Every time you try to make a joke, you make the world a little sadder.  I have some news.”

“You have some ewes?  Is it ewes-ful?  I nearly hit a ram a-lama-ding-dong after he made a ewe-turn, pun super-intended.”

“Be quiet before I disinherit you.  Your mother is engaged.”

Well, now.  Whatever air there was in this room was gone.

“Cat got your tongue?  His name’s Ben Gay.”

“Of course, it is.  Tell him I’m a big fan.  I put that stuff on my groin every night.  It’s been kicked so many times, I can’t live without it.”

She hung up on me.

I was laughing so hard, my stomach hurt.

How come nobody appreciates my sense of humor?

At least I had one fan.

His first name was “Yours” and his last name was “Truly.”

The elevator doors down the hall slid open.  A middle-aged man and woman, and a younger man, presented themselves and made their way towards my office.

I tired not to grin too widely.

I needed a case.

I was overdrawn on my savings account and the bank was threatening to seize my Betamax.
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