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“That’s him, Lee!  That’s the man who hit me and took my purse!  For God’s sakes, don’t hurt him.  He’s a poor victim of our cruel and heartless political system.”

“Sure, Mom.  Two plus two equals five, the world is flat, and Star Wars is a documentary.  Stay tuned.”

“No violence!”

Alison Hacklyn—she who birthed me—AKA Mom—and I were standing on a Queens subway platform on a clear and crisp Sunday morning in December.

Santa Claus is coming to town!

Other than the two of us, there was an elderly couple and the shifty miscreant who had the temerity to assault and mug my mother last Sunday.

He was chubby and middle-aged.

Geez Louise!

How could any man allow himself to let himself sink so low?

It made no never mind.

Men like him were the reason men like me existed.

He approached Ma and Pa Kettle.

The man smiled at him and reached into his back pocket.

What a lovely chap.

It was sort of refreshing to behold a man of his years act so altruistically, however misguidedly.

My mother’s assailant balled his hand into a fist, and I sprang into action.

I’m nothing if not proactive.
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I blocked his punch with my forearm, pressed my hip against his and took him down.

Then I bent his fingers back until they turned purple.

“That hurts, man!”

“I’m just getting warmed up, pal.  Where’s my mother’s purse?”

“It’s at home, man!  Breaking my fingers, man!”

“You deserve a lot worse, pal.”

Twenty minutes later, I found myself in the basement—ugh, I hate basements, nothing good ever happens to me in a basement—of a Queens townhouse.

The mugger’s name was Rob Steel.

Nothing more needs to be said about that.

The owner of the house was Rob’s mother.

None of us are angels, and I don’t mean to offend, but the genesis of every weak man is a fawning mother.

All her credit cards were inside.

She had several photos of Ann, my sister, but not-a-one of your hero, Dear Reader.

So what?

Don’t cry in front of the bad guy, Hacklyn.

No cash.

Well, of course.

“My mother had a hundred dollars in twenties.  It’s gone.  What did you spend it on?  A community college course?”

“Booze and smokes.”

“Fuck you.  How old are you, Rob?”

“Forty-five.”

“Ever had a job?”

“No.”

“Ever had a dream?”

“Sure.  I wanted to be a writer.”

“Okay.  I’ll be back in a month.  I expect to see at least fifty handwritten and single-spaced pages.  I don’t care if it’s figurative or literal gibberish.  Otherwise, I’m going to kill you.  Not quickly either.  I’ll take my bloody time.  Get a job.  Manhood had nothing to do with biology.  What counts is how we act.  Oh, and this is for cracking my mother’s cheekbone.”

I flattened his balls.

In some ways, all human beings are the same.

We all have the same biological functions.

We all need love.

We all need purpose.

Did I consider myself an exception to any of the above, Dear Reader?

Certainly not.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER THREE

[image: ]


“Have you found Jesus, Lee?”

“I have.  He was behind my couch.”

Crickets.

I should really get a shaker of salt for my office.

Then, I can sprinkle a little on my foot right before the next time I insert it into my mouth.

Their names were Erin and Arnold Baxter.

They were slim, just shy of their middle-years, conservatively dressed and oh-so-formal.

Maybe there was some Canadian in their blood, eh?

Arnold wore a Deerstalker hat.

Erin’s hair was in pigtails, and they were tied with yellow ribbons.

They held hands.

The divorce rate in America was escalating at an alarming rate.

These two were a heart-warming exception.

I had to will myself to resist an urge to smoke.

Arnold started to say something, but Erin authoritatively shushed him.

The power that women have over men is off the charts.

“Arnold and I are born-again Christians.  We were hippies in the sixties.  We indulged in all manner of sin.  We were at Woodstock, and we participated in an orgy.  Many of our friends died from drug overdoses.  Arnold was comatose for a week after his first experience with LSD.  That was our wake-up call.  We started to read the Bible and we accepted The Word of God.  On Christmas Day in 1970, we married.  No children.  Arnold has a low-sperm count”

I swear, Dear Reader, just then, I thought I could see Arnold’s ears burn red.

“That’s not my fault, honey.”

“Be quiet, husband.  I have the floor.  Arnold is an accountant and I’m a homemaker.  Gloria Steinem can go to hell.”
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“I’m all for women’s rights, but I’m also for the rights of women like me who still believe in traditional values.  Men are the hunter-gatherers.  Women are the nurturers.  If progressive liberals don’t like my views, they can pound sand.  We have an adopted daughter, Tammy.  She’s twenty-one.  We’ve had her since she was twelve.  Her parents were killed in a car accident.  She was an honor roll student and a star athlete in every sport she played.  Then she fell for that man.  Damien Devlin.  You’ve heard of him?”

I sat forward in my swivel chair, linked my fingers together and nodded.

Damien Devlin—great name for a Dr. Strange villain—was the leader of religious movement/cult called Harmonious Lovology.

AKA as a huge pile of crap.

He was also the author of several science-fiction novels.

The Harmonious Lovology Headquarters/Compound was located in a rural part of New York State:  Sullivan.

Erin broke into tears, I handed her some tissue and Arnold gave her hand a squeeze.

She said, “Thank you.  Our Tammy is a full-fledged member of that demonic cult.  We tried to see her ourselves, but Devlin’s goons refused us admittance.  Under threat of violence, I might add.  We contacted the FBI.  They sent an agent.  He spoke with Tammy, and he told us that she seemed happy.  She’s been brainwashed!  We want her out of there, Lee.”

“She’s a legal adult, Mrs. Baxter.”

“We just want to talk to her.  We just want to tell her how much we miss her and how much we love her.”

“I’m sure that agent said those things.”

“He probably intimidated her.  We made a mistake.  We should’ve asked a real person, like yourself, to help Tammy come to her senses.  Will you please help us?”

“I’m at your service.”

There was a Harmonious Lovology Church—well, that’s what they called it, Dear Reader—about five blocks away from here on Fifth Avenue. 

Erin opened her purse and handed me a retainer check.

KA-CHING!

They stood, we shook hands and they left.

My phone rang.

“Lee Hacklyn, The Man from Atlantis.”

“Lee, it’s your mother.”

“Hello, Ms. Mother.”

“Shut up.  You assaulted that poor man the other day.  From this time forward, you can consider yourself an orphan.”

SLAM!

Kicked out of the family again.

And just in time for Christmas. 
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