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“Good morning!  I’m Valerie Voth!  And you’re watching Great Debates!  Thanks for tuning in.  Our guests today are Professor Morris Chesterfield, who teaches world history at New York University and Private Investigator Lee Hacklyn.  Gentlemen, thank you for joining us.  Professor...”

“Before we begin, Veronica.”

“Valerie.”

“...if I may be so bold, what is the name of that lovely perfume you’re wearing?”

“I don’t wear perfume.  I’m allergic to perfume.  Soap, too.  This is my natural body odor.”

“Now I know what Heaven smells like.  Not that such a place exists.  Religion is for people who prefer enslavement over freedom.  Not that freedom’s so much as a lick any better.  Freedom leads to nothing but greed and other kinds of anti-social behavior.”

“How interesting!  This gives me a perfect segue- way to this morning’s topic:  Crime.”

“That’s one of the many words that will surely be banned from the English language forever.  Ever read 1984?  Orwell wrote it as a cautionary tale, but enlightened minds such as mine see it as a blueprint for utopia.”

“And how do you feel about the current state of our prison system?”

“Oh, penitentiaries are going the way of the dodo bird.  So-called criminals are human beings, just like the rest of us.  What they require is love, understanding and education.  Are you married, Veronica?”

“Not for long.  And it’s Valerie.  Let’s stay on topic, shall we?  Oh, my God!”

I was on the set of Great Debates, a morning talk show produced at a local television station in Manhattan.

There was a live studio audience and many of them were booing.

That made me happy.

The trigger of Valerie’s sudden outburst was an overweight man in his fifties, attired in silk pajamas under a terrycloth robe.

His feet were tucked into bunny slippers. 

So cute!

What wasn’t so cute was the .45 in his right hand.

A security guard tried to stop him.  He was rewarded with a kick to the groin.

Professor Chesterfield started to suck his thumb.

Wow.

The bunny-slippered, party-pooper’s breath smelled like Jim, Jack and Guiness.

That must’ve been some breakfast.

I stood, grabbed his wrist, gave it a hard crank and he dropped the gun.  It fired.

Just about everyone in the audience screamed and ran for their lives while I held Bunny-Feet to the floor by pressing my knee against the small of his back.

I said, “Somebody’s calling the police, right?”

The hunched over security guard gave me a thumb’s-up and made the call.

I said to Valerie, “I take it you know this guy.”

“Unfortunately, yes.  He’s my not-soon-enough ex-husband.”

“You bitch!  After all I’ve done for you!  If it wasn’t for me, you’d be selling your ass on Times Square!  I’ll kill you!  Your hateful mother!  And your witch sisters, too!”

I said, “There, there, sir.  All you need is a little love, understanding and education.  What do you think, Professor?”

He took his thumb out of his mouth and said, “I think I shit my pants.”
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“You and I are kindred spirits, Lee.  We’re hated for who we are and what we stand for.  We’re hated for daring to march to the beat of our own drum.  We’re hated because we refuse to allow fear to dominate our minds.  We’re hated because we’re men.  I was born in Germany, 1933.  That was the year that servant of evil seduced our nation.  Our father was a Rabbi, too.  He believed that dreams were warnings from God.  His dreams were visions of fire.  And blood. Jewish blood.  My father got us out, thank God.  His brother thought was crazy.  Like all fools, he believed in the inherent goodness of mankind.  He died is Auschwitz.”

“I’m very sorry.”

His name was Rabbi Solomon Gold.  A yarmulke, with the Star of David in front, sat on his narrow head.  His eyes were blue and bright, and his beard was black and salty.

He wore a black suit with a black tie and there was an American Flag pin on his lapel.

Sitting next to him in my office was his brother, Max.  He was a little younger and a lot vaster in the waistline.  

He wore a Saville Row suit that was ready to burst.

He was a member of the World Jewish Sanctuary, an lobbying group that supported Israel.

And he was hardly a great admirer of your hero, Dear Reader.

He rolled his eyes and said, “We’re wasting our time here, Sol.  He looks like a Bay City Roller.”

“Don’t judge by appearance, Max.  You should know better.”

“This man attracts violence as potently as magnets attract metal.  Nothing good can came of this.  We should go.”

Coffee was ready and I poured three cups.

I said, “You’re welcome to leave if you like, Mr. Gold.  Now would be a good time.”

I sang, “Since you’re gonna go, oh, you’d better go, go now, go now...”

He folded his arms while Solomon chuckled quietly.

“Now means the door.  Later means the window.  The door will hurt a lot less.”

Max snarled and said, “Spoken like with the conviction of a Gestapo agent.”

“Excuse me, Rabbi.”

When I returned to my office, I closed the door, sat at my desk and lit a Blue Buzzard, while Solomon wiped tears of laughter away from his face.

“Oh, this day is long overdue.  Is his ear still attached to his head?”

“Yeah, but it might be bigger than the other one for the next few days.”

“You know, Lee.  We Jews like to say, Never Again, but human nature is immutable.  Good is meaningless without evil and evil will consume us if we fail to stand up to it.  Last year, an act of arson was committed on the Central Park West Synagogue.  It was reduced to ashes and my predecessor burned to death.  So did many other people, including children.  It happened during service.   A witness saw three men, wearing fire retardant suits, one of them had a flamethrower.  They chained the doors shut on the outside and broke all the windows.  The one with the flamethrower ran around the perimeter and unleashed hell through each window.  Their getaway car was stolen.  They left behind a card with a swastika with this message:  We’re going to finish what Der Fuhrer started.  Goodbye, Jews.”

He sighed and wept a little, then composed himself.  I liked to see a man do that.

“The FBI and NYPD have produced exactly zero results in their investigations.  The President initiated a Special Investigation Unit.  Our tax dollars at waste.  Sometimes it takes one to succeed when many fail.  You seem to be that one, Lee, when it comes to his sort of thing.  You seem to have a knack for uncovering the truth.  I’m not a wealthy man, but you would have the gratitude of the Jewish community, world-wide, if you brought these jackals to Lady Justice.  In the name of God, I beseech thee!”

He certainly was earnest.

I liked that in a man, too.

I opened my notebook, uncapped my Bic pen and started to engage in a little stream-of-consciousness.

Flamethrowers.

What possible reason does a man have for wanting to possess a flamethrower for, other than the most obvious and terrifying one?

Land management?  Vegetation clearing?  Preparation for tree planting?  

Watching television pays off, kids.

I put the pen down and said, “Consider me beseeched, Rabbi.”

He stood and we
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