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“Good morning, warm bodies.”

“Objection!  I move that we...what’s your name, dear?”

“Well, it sure the hell isn’t “dear.”  It’s Mrs. Matheson.”

“I move that Mrs. Matterhorn...”

“Matheson!  Dear!”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Matter...Matheson.  I just got back from a family vacation.  We went to Disneyland.”

“Paid for by honest, hard-working taxpayers like myself.  You’re welcome!”

“I move that Mrs. Matheson be immediately ejected form this assembly!”

Mayor Ben “B.B. Gun” Blum rolled his eyes and said, “Councilman Brown, you may stand down from red alert.  May I remind you—how many times is this now?  May I remind you that this isn’t a courthouse and you’re not Perry Mason.  Please continue, Mrs. Matheson.”

I was at New York City Hall in Lower Manhattan and sitting next to the aforementioned Mayor of the Big Apple.

Last year, a complete nutjob named Carl Worth decided to pattern his life on Travis Bickle from Taxi Driver.

During a campaign rally at Columbus Circle, Worth and his mohawk were arrested, after he put a bullet into Blum’s kneecap.

Yesterday, he was granted parole.

Unlikely to reoffend was the Parole Board’s verdict.

We sleep just fine, thank you...

... and we get paid all the same.

I was wearing a bullet-proof vest and seated next to the Mayor.  I totally get why cops prefer not to wear them.

I was sweating more than Archie Bunker after doing a jumping jack.

Mrs. Matheson said, “I run a bakery in Times Square.  The other day, somebody broke in, vandalized the place and spray-painted graffiti everywhere.  Before that, I was robbed three times last May at gunpoint. Those bastards!”

Brown exclaimed, “Mrs. Matheson!”

“When the cops show up, they scribble away in their notebooks, they shake their heads sadly and tell me how sorry they are.”

Blum patted his knee and said, “Easy, tiger.  Your blood pressure is high.”

Brown sat and said, “Yes, Mr. Mayor.”

Mrs. Matheson took off a high heeled shoe and banged it against her cup of tea. 

“That’s unacceptable!  Everyone in my area, like myself, has been victimized by crime!  You’re all public servants, right?  Well, your service sucks!”

There was a round of applause from the gallery.  Most of the looky-loos were older than old.  One of them had a grey mop of hair, dark sunglasses and a white cane.  He removed his mop and revealed a mohawk.  He stood, pressed a button and a metal spike popped out of the end of the cane that was pointed at the Mayor.

He brought his arm back.

I drew my Browning and perforated his cranium.

He swan-dived to the floor below.

Brown screamed louder than anyone else did.  He sounded like a teenaged girl at an Elvis concert.

Mrs. Matheson applauded, blew a kiss at me and said, “What’s your name, young man?”

“Lee Hacklyn, ma’am.”

“This city needs more men like you.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Matheson.”

Brown excused himself.  

Mrs. Matheson sniffed the air and said, “You smell just like your last name, Councilman.  Pee and you!”
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“You and I are kindred spirits, Lee.  We’re true to ourselves.  So many people allow themselves to be defined by others.”

“I didn’t grow up in a post-nuclear wasteland.”

“No hard feelings.  What’s past is past.  The fact that my parents survived Hiroshima, to me, was nothing less than divine intervention.  Do you believe in God?”

“I try to keep an open mind.”

“That’s good.”

His name was Haruto Adachi.  He was thirty-five, Bic Pen-thin and he wore a black Brooks Brothers suit.

We were in my office; my one window was mercifully shut, and the Big Apple was under a blanket of snow.

Haruto was the creator of The Forever Five, a live action, syndicated sci-fi superhero tv series co-produced by Stars and Stripes Entertainment, a local studio on Rhode Island; and Ich Ni San Chi Go Media, based in Japan.

Sitting on his left was Clyde Allen, Executive Producer of The Forever Five.  On his right was his brother, Hiro, President of Ich Ni San Chi Go Media.

Clyde was in his middle-years and clearly not on the water diet.  He was not a member in good standing of the Lee Hacklyn Appreciation Society, that’s for sure.

My hair was shoulder length, at that point in my life, and he stared at it the same way Dave Bowman stared at the Stargate.  The veins in his forehead were ready to burst.

They wore matching suits.

Cute.

Hiro was like-aged and stoicism-incarnate.

Haruto, by comparison, was animated and avuncular.

The Forever Five was about five super-powered teenagers who defended the world every week from one alien invasion after another, using laser beams and karate kicks.

Thanks, kids.

They always started with the karate kicks.

Dunno why.

Good sports, I guess.
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Six months ago, the stars of the show, James Alexander, Akane Adachi, Haruto and Hiro’s sister, Bruce Clay, Ken Sato and Roy King were at the grand opening of a new bookstore in Syracuse.

There were hundreds of parents, children and nerdy fans in attendance.  James, holding a pair of scissors right out of Land of the Giants, was poised to cut a red ribbon when a man, or a woman, you never know, clad in black from head-to-toe, his face under a beanie, opened fire with an Uzi.

He massacred The Forever Five.

Nobody tried to stop this devil’s minion.  

A witness reported seeing him life a sewer grate and drop down, his Uzi strapped to his back,

It was an international, water cooler story for a long time. 

The case was cold.  No leads.

In a recent press release, Police Commissioner Britt Frost—perfect—had this to say:

“We’re hoping an alligator got him.”

It’s easy to crack wise about murder when the victim is a stranger.

For assholes.
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