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I love Fifth Avenue on Friday afternoons.

Almost everyone is a little more cheerful and a little more upbeat.

Who can blame them?

The weekend is dead ahead.

Rest, relaxation, barbecues and football.

I liked football about as much as I liked spiders, which in the eyes of many Americans made me a communist.

This above all to thine own self be true.

I drove my sweet ride past a construction site.

Thirty Days Without an Accident!

A lot of signs baffle me and that was one of them.

Maybe I should post a sign outside my office:

Thirty Days Without a Client!

The crime rate in this city was nuttier than ever and yet...

I don’t know.

Maybe more people were buying guns.

Maybe I should get a real job.

Life’s full of maybes for all of us.

I was sick to my stomach with worry, but I had a plan.

I planned to pound down as many pints of Male Ale beer as my liver could stand at The Night House, my local watering hole.

Life tends to be better when we have FAITH that tomorrow will be better than today.

When I stepped out of the elevator of my Queens apartment building, I froze.

The front door of my suite was splintered and ajar.

A crime was in progress.

I drew my Browning and made a dramatic entrance.

A young man who looked just like Antonio Fargas AKA Huggy Bear from Starsky and Hutch was holding my 13-inch black and white Zenith.

I said, “If you get a dollar for that at the Pawn Shop, I want half.  Fifty cents will buy me this month’s Batman and Marvel Team-Up.”

He dropped it and the screen cracked.

“I’m the exterminator!” 

“And I’m Little Lulu.  What’s your story?”
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He sat on my couch and wept.

“What do you care?  You’re white.  You’re whiter than Casper.  You’re accepted.  If a black man can’t sing or dance or bounce a ball, then he’s done for.  He’s no got less than a snowball’s chance in hell in this fucked-up racist excuse for a country.”

I kept my gun pointed at him.

“Sell that to Phil Donahue.  I don’t buy it.  People are dumb in all kinds of ways and that’s just one of them.  Every human being has challenges to overcome.  That’s life.  Would you prefer to live in Africa?  Do you think people there have the same opportunities as people in America do?  Or is that question racist?  What did you see yourself doing with your life when you were a child?”

He wiped his face with his paisley sleeve and said, “I wanted to be an actor.”

“GEEZ LOU-WHEEZE!  There are like eight million acting schools in this town.  I’ll pay for your first class.  Um, maybe.”

Another maybe.

“My name’s Lee Hacklyn.  I’m the White, um, Caucasian Pages if you want to keep in touch.  Now get lost and never do this again.”

“Okay.  I promise.”

He left.  I closed the door, and then I watched him through my peek hole as he tried to break into my next-door neighbor’s suite.

I stepped out.

“What are you doing?”

“Nothing.  I thought this was the elevator.”

I flattened his nose, dragged him back to my suite and called 911.

Yes, 911 existed in the 1970s, for the record.

Some people are determined to ruin their lives.

Here’s the fine print:

Life isn’t a stag party.

Everyone’s invited.

And everything that we say and do shifts the world in one of two ways.

When we succumb to our baser instincts, we serve God’s vile counterpart, the imp.

When we try, when we strive, when we accept ourselves and love ourselves and forgive ourselves and remain true to ourselves, we serve THE LIGHT OF GOD’S HEAVENLY GLORY.

Of course, I was a Doubting Thomas back then.

But not for long.
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Monday, Monday.

So good to me.

I was in my office, my portable heater was snapping, crackling and popping like a bowl of Rice Krispies; and the Big Apple was buried under a blanket of snow.

The upside?

Less crime.

The downside?

Imminent eviction for yours truly.

Another one.

Don’t look at the elevator, Hacklyn.

Desperation is not an attractive quality.

Read your book.  You’re enjoying it.

My latest literary diversion was The Tao of Jeet Kune Do by Bruce Lee.

Some people go to their graves without ever really reconciling what they wanted and what they were.

Bruce was a gloriously bright exception.

My phone rang.

“Lee Hacklyn, Caped Crusader.

“Lee, it’s your mother.”

“Hi, Mom!  Thanks for not aborting me!”

“The worst decision of my life.  Ann’s birthday is this Sunday.  She’s your sister, Lee.”

“Thanks for the clarification, Mom.  May I ask for another one?  Does two plus two equal four or five?”

“Shut up!  Your voice makes me want to throw up in my mouth.  Dinner’s at the house.  Seven.  Don’t be late. Oh, and one other thing:  Would you please not murder anyone on the way over here?”

“Sure, Mom.  Seven?  That’s between six and eight, right?  

SLAM!

Alyson Hacklyn—she who birthed me—was unhappy with my career choice.

At that point in my life?

So was I, Dear Reader.

Then the elevator doors slid open.

Lord?

I don’t know if You’re real, but
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