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“Oh, fudge.  Here they come.  Like a plague of locusts.  Don’t they have jobs to go to?”

Elsie’s Delectable Deli was across the street from my Manhattan office on Fifth Avenue.

It was a mild Monday in July, and I was standing next to the Deli’s owner, Elsie Elsinore.  

Best name ever!

Almost as cool as Your Hero’s, Dear Reader.

She was a virtual clone of Polly Holliday, who played Flo on a hit CBS television series—at the time—called Alice.

Kiss my grits, Mel!

Four men and four women—all in their early twenties—marched towards us like Sauron’s Orcs.

All of them were clad in t-shirts emblazoned with an image of cow in a circle, bisected by a red line.

They carried placards:

“Animals Are The Master Race!”

“STOP CONSUMING MEAT!”

“Vegetarians Unite!”

And so forth.

Hey, I’m all for freedom of speech as long as people aren’t a pain in the neck about it.

Elsie said, “It’s like I told you yesterday, Lee.  Whenever the cops arrive, they scatter like mice.  If you decide to shoot them, I want you to know that I’m completely fine with that.”

“Oh, it’s on the table,” I replied with sincere and heartfelt enthusiasm.

“Stay here.”

“You don’t have to tell me twice.”

“Lock the door behind me, please.”

I went outside, she did as I asked, I approached the nearest Great Contributor to Society and extended my hand.

“Good morning.  I’m Lee Hacklyn.”

He adjusted his headband.

“Do you eat meat?”

“Absolutely.”

Nobody was impressed by my impression of Rocky, pun intended as always.

“I had ham, bacon and a beefsteak for breakfast.  I washed it all down with a lamb, veal and chicken milk shake.  Man!  It takes me forever and a day to clean my blender.”
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“My slave name is Edward Smithy.  My true name is Brother Nature.  We represent the genesis of a new world order.  The consumption of meat is a holocaust that will cease with this generation.”

“That’s a very interesting prediction.  May I make one of my own, sir?  I predict that the distance between your chin and your balls will shorten.  With this generation.  Probably sooner.”

“ARE YOU THREATENING ME?”

“Yesterday, you and your fellow travelers forced my client to close for the day.  Hello!  That’s wrong.  Why don’t you do something productive with your life and leave Elsie alone?”

“No!  Eating meat is murder!  We’ll burn this slaughterhouse to the ground and take our lumps.”

So much for diplomacy.

“Don’t test me, Rice Cake.  You’ll fail.”

He tested me.  And failed.

I helped him to his feet, and he limped away with the rest of his fellow comrades.

A gaggle of Japanese tourists took pictures of me.  I was all too happy to pose for them.

One of them yelled, “Hey, white devil!  Aren’t you Jan-Michael Vincent?”

And with that, my day was officially made.
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I was in my office, my one window—like much of humanity—was stuck in place and I was lost in my latest, literary diversion, Star Wars Number One, published by the Marvel Comics Group, written by Roy Thomas, art by Howard Chaykin and based on the upcoming movie by George Lucas.

I still have it.

The cover had some interesting incongruities:

Darth Vader’s helmet was green.  Princess Leia’s hair was red.  Han Solo’s jacket was beige, with long sleeves.  

And Luke Skywalker looked a like blond Conan the Barbarian.

My rent was due, and my savings account was akin to Newton Minow’s assessment of television, which was this:

A vast wasteland.

Obviously, he’s never seen Three’s Company.

Tonight’s Episode:  The Misunderstanding.

I had to will myself not to stare at the elevator.  A watched pot never boils.

Sometimes, the more we want something means the less likely we’ll get it, especially if 

we're sitting on our bums reading comic books, paid for with money we ought to save for higher purposes like food and shelter.

Oh, hell.  This is awesome!

I can’t wait to get the next issue!

I can’t wait to see the movie!

The elevator doors opened down the hall and my heart skipped a beat.

Down, boy.
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A well-dressed, middle-aged couple and a sullen, teenaged boy emerged.

The kid wore a t-shirt with the image of the Soviet flag.

I liked that.

I like somebody who had the courage of their convictions.

I carefully put my comic book away, walked around my desk and introduced myself:

“Lee Hacklyn, at your service.”

I shook hands with the porty man and his slender wife, while Karl Marx Jr. backed away from me.

You can’t make friends with everybody.

“I’m Bob Denver.  No relation.  Gilligan, little buddy!  I get that a lot.  This is my wife, Hazel.  And this, well this, is our son, Wesley.  He’s a communist.”

“I can speak for myself, Dad!”

“I know you can, son.  Cool your jets.”

“Jets are tools of the Military-Industrial-Complex, Daddy-O!”

I offered, “They’re also a football team, or so I’ve heard.  What I know about sports can fit between my finger and my thumb.  Please have a seat.  Mrs. Denver?  You can sit in my swivel chair if you like.  It’s very comfy.  I’ll start on coffee.”

Wesley AKA the Human Headache opined, “Coffee was created by the CIA to control the Hoi Polloi!”

Bob touched his arm and said, “Son?  Why don’t you got back outside and wait in the car?”

“Cars are destroying the planet.  And you!”

He pointed a bony finger at your hero, Dear Reader.

“You’re the epitome of this greed-bag of a country!”

He banged his shoulder
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