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“Hi.”

“What’ll it be?”

“Is Sarah working today?”

“No.  I don’t know.  Maybe.  Why?  And who the hell are you?  And what the fuck do you want?  This is a bar, not a dating service.”

“I’m Jay Porter.  Heh, I don’t mean to beat my chest about it, but I’m a stock and real estate speculator.”

“Well, lah-dee-dah!  Would you like me to sew a Brownie Badge to the ass of your silk pants?  Order a drink or go find a lake and jump in it and drown.  Those are your options.  Pick one.”

“Sorry, sir, I didn’t mean to cause a stir.  Could you please tell Sarah that I said hello?”

“Oh, your wish is my command, sire.  I live to serve thee, sire.  Hang on.  She’s on her break, for fuck sakes!”

I was at Charlie’s, my local watering hole, across the street from my office on Fifth Avenue on a warm evening in May.

I was unwinding after a long day of sitting at my desk and waiting for the elevator doors down the hall to slide open.

Maybe there was a new entry on the Endangered Species list:

Clients for private eyes.

Jay winked at me, and I toasted him with my tenth pint of Male Ale.

There are more productive things one can do with one’s time—other than getting hammered—but at that moment in my life, I couldn’t think of any.

In fact, I couldn’t think much at all.
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All my will and energy were focused on the ceiling and the floor. 

They were threatening to reverse themselves.

I’m taking a cab home tonight.

Not all of my ideas suck.

“Hi, Jay!”

Sarah emerged from the kitchen.  She was twenty-two, eyes of blue; her hair was long and red and curly and her petite, busty figure was the cause of many-a-man’s neck sprain.

She was a sight all right.

Time stopped as Jay and Sarah gazed upon each other.

Suddenly, the air was electric, and everything was right with the world.  

Never mind the world.

It had ceased to exist.

All of existence had reduced itself to three things:  A man, a woman and...a little slice of lemon called chemistry.

“Hi, Sarah.  How was your vacation?”

“Great!  I went to Antananarivo.”

“Wow!  Is that near Alpha Centauri?”

“No, silly!  It’s in Africa.”

Jay had a small grocery bag on the counter.  He pushed it towards her and said, “This is for you.”

She fished out a plastic cup of yogurt and blueberries, along with a wooden spoon.

Her smile was infectious.

“This is my favorite!  How did you know?”

“You told me the last time I was here.”

“And you remembered!  That’s so amazing.  I was beginning to think that men like you were extinct.  It’s a wonder my boyfriend can even remember my name, never mind our anniversary.”

“Boyfriend?  Oh.”

“Yeah.  Sorry.”

“I guess there’s no point in asking you out on a date, then.  Sir?  May I have some salt for my foot please?”

“You can have my foot up your ass.  Will that do?”

Sarah laughed.

“Charlie!  You’re awful.  Oh, hi, Pete.  Everyone?  This is my man, Pete Trask.”

“Who’s this?”

Look up.  Look way, way up.

Looming over an ashen-faced Jay was a decidedly unfriendly giant.

An obvious bodybuilder, too.

His bare arms were decorated with tattoos of skulls, snakes and bloody daggers.

I sobered up fast.

Imminent danger does that to me.
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“I heard your pitch, pal.  That’s my egg you’re trying to poach.  Guys like you brown me off.  Just because you’re rich?  You automatically think that everything you look at is yours.  Well, it’s not.  That ain’t how it is.  This is how it is.”

He grabbed Jay’s hair and pulled on it.

I slid off the stood, steadied myself and jabbed his eyes with my fore and f**k you-fingers.

Then I sent his balls to the moon.

That’s one swift kick for mankind.

A year later, I was best man at the wedding of Jay Porter and Sarah Connor.

No, Dear Reader.

Not that one.
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I was in my office, my one window, like much of humanity, was cracked, due to a wayward pigeon; and I was immersed in my latest, literary diversion, AKA “pulp trash,” according to she who birthed me, Alison Hacklyn.

“That was the day I unleashed the Anti-Christ upon the world!”

It was that month’s issue of The Amazing Spider-Man, which featured the debut of Peter Parker’s new, wicked-cool black suit, emblazoned with a huge, white spider.

“Take it off, Spidey!”

It’s an evil, alien symbiote.

Those are the worst kind!

Gosh, comics are swell.

Reading them was tough for my generation.  They ranked lower that venereal disease on the social acceptance scale.

The elevator doors down slid open and the woman who stepped out was someone I’d once thought I was going to spend the rest of my life with.

Her name was Yvonne Avery.

She was my age, thirty-one, and a dead ringer for Lynda Carter.

She looked resplendent in an angora sweater, tight, Jordache jeans and pink leg warmers.

Her epically gargantuan hair made her stunning face look very small.

I put my comic book down, stood and did the the coolest thing a man can do in front of a beautiful woman.

I checked my fly.

Was it up?

It was not.

Why would it be?

I zipped up, walked around my desk, she gracefully entered, and we embraced.

She smelled like lavender.

My heart was hammering, and her hands were on my face.

She laughed and said, “Lord have mercy.  You’re even more handsome that I remember, Lee.  Those lines on your face suit you.”

“Oh, I get those from that darn corduroy pillow I sleep on.”

“Ha, ha.  Still trying too hard.”

She sat in one of my client chairs and lit a Pall Mall cigarette.

Smoking is dumb, but it can be sexy, too.

I said, “I haven’t seen you since prom night.”

“Wasn’t that wild?  Everyone got so shit-faced!  Still reading comic books, Lee?  And you’re a private eye of all things.  I thought you wanted to be a cartoonist.”

“I did, but doing this is a lot more fun.  It’s the difference between pretending to save the world versus actually saving the world.  Coffee?”

“God, yes.  And black.  Just like Spidey’s new suit.  Did you watch the news this morning?”

“No, I watched Robotech.  It was one of those episodes where they showed a lot of clips from previous episodes.  I guess they do that when they run out of money.”

She began to cry.

I knelt next to her, and I held her hand.

“Yvonne?”

“Tom’s dead.  Somebody killed him last night.”
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Tom Rivers was Yvonne’s husband.  He was my best friend at Kennedy High School in Queens during our senior year.

Like all the other boys?

We mooned over Yvonne.

She was mine and I was hers, for a time, but to her credit, she chose brains over bravado by dropping me for Tom.

After high school, he worked full-time at the Outsider, a drive-in movie theatre in Warwick.

He made headlines—much like my corduroy pillow, pun intended, as always, Dear Reader—by becoming the youngest owner of a drive-in movie theatre at thirty.

Tom was the only kid I knew who loved comics as much as I did.

“What happened?”

She pulled herself together and said, “He stopped off at 7-11 every night to get smokes and a cream soda Slurpee.  There was a robbery.  Tom tried to stop him.  He talked about you all the time.  He really looked up to you.  The robber shot his heart.  Lee, I think I know why Tom was killed.  I think it was planned.  I’m going to give you the name of a man and I want you to kill him.”

“If you’re right?  Sure.”

And if it lands me a prison sentence, well, c’est la vie.

No, I’m about the law.

Neither is the man who killed my friend.

There is a reason why people think they can get away with murder.  It’s because they think our leaders are weak and spineless bleeding-heart apologists
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