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I was in my office, as ever, my one window was wedged open, and the August heat was nuking my neck.

Horns honked on Fifth Avenue like a cacophony of musicians tuning their instruments.

I was lost in my latest literary diversion, Battlestar: Galactica by Glen A. Larson and Robert Thurston.

Any similarity to Star Wars is purely coincidental.

COUGH!!!

Who the hell cares?

Awesome is awesome.

The elevator doors slid open and out walked Jesus Christ.

Crown of thorns and all.

On closer inspection, they were toothpicks.

Still.  Ouch!

The robed, bearded and sandaled Son of God—his lookalike in any event—entered my office.

I checked to see if his feet were touching the floor.

They were.

“Hello, there.  I’m Jesus.”

I held up my coffee cup.

“Can you turn this into beer?  The liquor store opens at ten.”

He smiled warmly.

“May I sit?”

“Oh, please.”

He placed the sides of his robe on his thighs.

“Are you in some kind of trouble, Dear Lord?”

“Not yet.  Do you believe in God?”

“I’m a devout atheist/optimist.”

“That doesn’t matter.  He believes in you.”

He stood, shook my hand, leaned forward, touched my cheek and I felt a wave of Holy and Unconditional Love.

And then he, um, He, left.

Well, now.

Maybe I’ll attend church this Sunday.

If my inevitable hangover isn’t too severe.

The rest of the day went by without a single visitor or potential client.

Just as well.

The Son of God is a hard act to follow.
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I went home that night feeling anxious.

Three weeks without a client and my rent was due.

Nothing a six-pack of Male Ale can’t fix.

This was the lead story on News at Eleven:

“There was a shooting this afternoon at Central Park.  No arrests have been made.  There was one victim.  He now lies in a coma at Queens General.  His next of kin have been contacted.  His name is Jonah Cross, and he is thirty-three...” 

That number rang a bell with me, but I couldn’t place it until..

Oh.

That’s the age Jesus was when he was nailed to a cross.

They showed a picture.

It was him.  I mean, Him.

I was too drunk to drive.

I set my alarm for five and went to bed.

Somebody tried to kill the Son of God.  

Or a reasonable facsimile.

The Bible says turn the other check.

I also says an eye for an eye.

As far as Testaments go?  I’m old school; all the way.
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“Well, well, well.  Look what Tough Titty the Kitty dragged in, Bernie.  This here is the infamous and dick-less cop-pretender Lee Whack-a-Mole.  He uses his manhood compensator like you, and I use deodorant.”

“I heard about him at the Academy.  Hey, Hacklyn.  You wanna be a hero?  Usher in a new era of world peace and smudge yourself.”

“Good morning, gentlemen.  Looking good!  Have you lost weight, O’Malley?  How’s the Messiah?”

“He’s with his mother.  Her name’s Mary.  What are the odds?”

I was in the ICU of Queens General.

Jonah had a private room.

It was guarded by two of New York’s finest.

Just about every cop I’ve ever met hates my guts.  That’s okay.

I cry myself to sleep every night and always feel better in the morning.
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A stylishly-dressed, middle-aged woman emerged from the room.

O’Malley looked down at her and said, “I’m very sorry, ma’am.”

“You sure are, sonny.  Now and forever.  Who the hell are you?”

“Lee Hacklyn, private investigator, Man without Fear and the Thirteenth Apostate.  I’m very sorry about Jonah.”

“Everybody’s sorry!  If I hear that world one more time, balls and feet will surely meet.”

“I met Jonah in my office this morning.”

“What the hell was he doing there?”

“I don’t know, but he came and introduced himself.  Oh, he indicated that he was in some kind of trouble.  Before he left, he baptized me.”

She laughed.

“You’re glib.  I love it!  Breakfast is on me.  Yo, Starsky and Hutch!  I sleep with Commissioner Gordon.”

He liked to call me Bruce Pain-in-the-Ass.

“Do your fucking jobs.  Or else.”

She slid her finger across the throat.

Then, she offered me her arm and I took it.

“I thought you were Jan-Michael Vincent for a second.”

Sorry, Mom.

As the Brits like to say, you’ve been made redundant.
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