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NEW YORK CITY.  1976.

Monday morning.

I’m late, I’m late!

For a very important date!

There is no such thing as too much money.

There is no such thing as getting up too early, either.

8: 05.

I had an appointment at nine with a client who liked to light Cuban cigars with hundred-dollar bills.

He was a pompous, ostentatious, peacock who thought his wife was cheating on him.

I sat up.

My pillow was stuck to the side of my head.  In-between my pillow and my head was a puke pie.

Perhaps I drink too much.

I pulled it off, wiped my face with the pillow case—poetry in motion—threw in my bathroom sink, washed it, hung on my shower rod and showered.

8: 15.

After I toweled myself off, I ironed my one suit and dressed.

It was July and it was already cooking in my Queens studio apartment.

8: 25.

This was turning into a cliffhanger.

I strapped on my Browning over my one, button-down shirt and slid into my blazer.

I checked myself out in my full-length mirror and prepared to conquer the world.

I just need to find my car keys first.

And where are they now?

Oh.

They’re in my right hand.

Maybe I need a vacation.

I started towards my front door and froze in my tracks.

An eight-legged stowaway from South America was resting under my peek-hole.

I took a step forward; it scurried down the door and I took two steps back.

The Hacklyn Shuffle.

8: 30.

Desperate times call for desperate measures.

It sat on my doorknob.

I shot it.

Arachnophobic?

Hell, yes.  Normal, too.

Traffic was a bear and by the time I arrived at my office it was after ten.

There was a note on the floor.

My heart jackhammered as I picked it up.

Time is money, Mr. Hacklyn.  You’re not the only rent-a-cop in this town.  Oh, and fuck you.

There was a bar across the street.  Charlie’s.  It was open.  Good.  I went there and I stayed there until it closed.

I took a cab home.

My wallet was still at the bar.

The cabbie accepted my Superman wristwatch as payment.  I staggered into the lobby and as I neared the elevator, a sign informed me that it was out of order.

Stairs it is.

I lived on the eighth floor.

Exercise is good.

By the time I reached the front door of my suite, it was nearly three.  I may have napped here and there on the stairs.

There was an official-looking document taped to my door.  It was one that I was all too familiar with:

You have thirty days to vacate these premises.  If you fail to obey this command, then your property will be removed by the BUILDING MANAGEMENT.

All caps.  No status anxiety there.

There was an addendum in red ink:

Good riddance!

Oh, well.

I still had my health!

The ceiling and the floor traded places and the movie of my life faded to black.
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“Do you drink, Lee?”

“In moderation,” I lied.

“How’d you get that shiner?”

“I took a sip from a straw and missed.”

“Is that smart mouth of yours doing you any favors?”

“Not one.  It’s a liability, for sure, as my mother never forgets to remind me.  I’m very sorry about Mark.”

Their names were Tyler and Rose Mills.  They were middle-aged, portly and adorably dressed alike in matching ballcaps, mackinaw jackets, blue jeans and cowboy boots.  

The logo on their ballcaps was the image of an eighteen-wheeler with his potentially misleading acronym:  M.I.T, which in this case stood for Mills Interstate Trucking.

Rose leaned forward, burst into tears and Tyler placed a catcher’s mitt of a hand on her back, while I handed her some tissue.

She blew her nose and said, “Thanks.  Me and Ty are recovering.  Ten years on the wagon to this day.  That’s why we’re fat.  We’re compulsive.  Mark was sixteen and our only child.  We sent him to Truman, that’s a private school, right here in Queens, so he could get the education he so rightly deserved.  Laws!  That boy was smart, wasn’t he, Ty?”

“Whip smart, Rosie.”

His voice was hoarse.

“Zorro’s whip.  He was a good athlete.  He played all the team sports, tennis, too.  He was big man on campus to the Nth degree.”

I lit a Blue Buzzard, they lit their own cancer sticks, and I asked him, as we took decades away from our lives, “I know it’s hard, but can you, in your own words, please tell me what happened to Mark?”

Rose wiped her eyes and said, “It was hit-and-run.  It was early and Mark was on his bike delivering the Times.  Some devil in his car knocked him off his bike.  There were no witnesses.  It was no accident, Lee.  The killer ran him over again and again.  His bike, too.  Such cruelty.”

Ty said, “We know who did it.  Or who had it done.  It was Bertha Schaffer.  She owns Schaffer Trucking.  That’s our main competitor.  She’s been trying to run us out of business since 1966.  She’s poached some of our drivers and there have been instances of vandalism on the trucks and BOO.”

“You just scared me.”

“Sorry, that’s our base of operations.  It’s on Staten Island.”

“Did Mark have a girlfriend?”

“Sure.  Tons.  Like Tom Jones.  But there was a special gal.  Her name’s Gina Gallo.  She goes to Truman, too.”

“Truman’s co-ed?”

“I know, right?  This country is going the way of Rome, and I blame the Democrats.  They’re turning this country into a sewing circle.  For fuck sakes!  They’re the Canadian version of communists.  Our son’s killer is enjoying freedom, Lee.  This we cannot let stand.”  

I nodded.

He wrote me a retainer check.

Suddenly, I had enough money to pay next month’s rent and for my
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