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New York City.  1976.

CHAPTER ONE

Molly sighed.  She did that whenever David Cassidy’s face appeared during The Partridge Family.  

It was Tuesday night, 8:30, outside, it was freezing like a New York winter—which it was—and a weekly event was occurring in the house of Alice Knox, a kind and beautiful woman, who was, for all intents and purposes, our mother, even though, we all called her Mrs. Knox, like she was a nosy neighbor from a sixties-sitcom.

Molly, Mark and I sat together on Mrs. Knox’s sofa.  I thought about how much the three of us had been through over the last eighteen months.  

For three American teen-agers, living in middle-class America, during the mid-70s, it seemed like a lot.  To me, at least. 

For starters, I took it upon myself to become a masked vigilante.  That decision has landed me in the hospital more than once, not to mention, a child’s psych ward, and even one time, in Reform School.  

On the flipside, when you stick your neck out, and march to the beat of your own drummer, while everyone around you, usually, in a well-meaning way, tells you you’re crazy or off-the-rails, it can lead you astray.  But when a stranger says “thank you” as a result of your “to-the-most-of-the-rest-of-the-world” bizarre choice, the feeling of vindication is priceless.

What else?  Molly and I?  Our parents were murdered.  By Mark’s father, no less.  He was Canadian, eh, of all things, and he ran a security company, but was, in fact, for real—hey, truth is stranger than fiction—a Russian KGB sleeper agent.

Mark’s father was shot in the head, in front of his son, by my friend, Jay Franz of NYPD.

I was arrested, charged, and convicted of murdering our school Principal Monroe Willis.  My lawyer informed me that the District Attorney, Mary-Beth Beach, hates my guts and essentially targeted me as a suspect, from the moment she learned of Willis’s murder.  Apparently, she does not approve of the Urban Tiger.

Meanwhile, there was a weekly column in the New York Star called “Urban Tiger-Update.”  The feedback in the Letters-To-The-Editor page was almost universally positive.  

Speaking of which, the other day, Molly and I had this exchange:

“You have to get those fuckers at the Star to update the name of that stupid column.  It should be Urban Tiger and Urban-Tigress Update.  Right?  Tommy?  Are you listening to me?”

I was in my room at the time, reading Sons Of Origins Of Marvel Comics.  It was a gift from my deceased friend, Dylan.  I miss you, Dylan.  Molly was standing in the doorway.

“Tommy!”

“Okay, Mol!  For fuck sakes!”

CHAPTER TWO

“Well?”

“Well, what?”

“Are you going to call them?”

“Since you asked so politely?  Sure.”

“When?”

“Does it have to be right now?”

“You’re not doing anything!”

“I’m reading Son Of Origins Of Marvel Comics, can’t you see?  It was a gift from Dylan.”

“I don’t care!  Fucking call them now or I’ll rip all of your fucking comic-books to pieces!  Mark’s too!”

She slammed my door shut.  Slamming doors shut was one of my sister’s favorite hobbies.

Shortly thereafter, I made the call.

From the wise, words of Sensei Paul, my first and dearest martial-arts teacher, who was like a second-father to me:

Before to you decide to fight, ask yourself, is this the hill I want to die on?

Speaking of death, not only did Molly and I lose our parents to Mark’s father, Mark and I, not so much Molly, lost Dylan Chambers, earlier this year to a lickspittle of a minion of a drone of Reverend Saul Bartholomew, a hoaxster con-man, self-proclaimed faith-healer, who coerced kids into selling steroids to teen-athletes, like Jake Wilkes, who was still missing-in-action after his steroid-dealer, Dylan’s killer, was arrested.  Oh, and how about this?  On top of everything else—while in the NYPD interrogation room, I saw Dean slit his own throat with what must have been a pre-sharpened thumb-nail. 

In 1980, Mark and I saw The Shining.  When the Overlook Hotel flooded itself with blood, I had to leave the theatre.  I flashed right back to that night, when Dean killed himself.

He was twenty-five years old.  What a waste of life.

Shortly after that, Molly and I, as our alter-egos, confronted Reverend Saul-Killer, and he dropped THIS little cherry into our Slurpee cups: 

He revealed to us that he was in fact our biological father, and something he said, backed up that incredible statement.  Not to mention, noticing, after the fact, our familial resemblance.

It’s amazing how sometimes we fail to notice and/or choose not-to-notice something that’s right in front of our faces.

Oh.  And I’ve never sat through all of The Empire Strikes Back.

Three guesses why.

Saul committed suicide, right in front of us.

That’s right, dear reader.  I saw two men within the space of a few hours kill themselves.

As cold as this may sound, I wish they’d crossed that threshold before poor Dylan was lured into their trap.

I said to Mark, the other day, “I’m starting to feel like the Hardy Boys.”

“I guess that makes me Chet and Molly Nancy Drew.”

“No, Molly’s more like the Savage She-Hulk.”  

CHAPTER THREE

“Look how skinny Susan Dey is.  I envy her.”

Mark opined, “She’s way too skinny.  You’re just right, Mol.”

“Thank you, Mark.”

Pretty much the only time Molly was ever nice to Mark was while we watched The Partridge Family.

Molly ate some popcorn and asked me, “Susan Dey or Shirley Jones?”

I said, “Oh, Shirley Jones, in a heart-beat.”

“Did you make that call?”

“Yes, Molly.  I spoke to Margot.”

Margot Warner was the staff writer at the Star.  She wrote the weekly Urban Tiger Update column, that included Mark’s pictures.

“She told me that she was going to change the name, anyway.”

“And,” Molly demanded, her mouth full of popcorn, while Mark sat silently.  He really hated it when we fought.  

I said, carefully, “She’s calling it The Urban Tiger and Friends Update.  I guess that includes you, Mark.”

His face brightened so intently, I almost squinted.

“Awesome!”

Molly picked up the bowl of popcorn, that was on the coffee table, and slammed it back down.  Thunk!

She roared, “That’s not good enough!  Oh, Tommy!  This is one of the few fucking times...”

Mrs. Knox was puttering around the kitchen.  We heard her say, as she often did, “Language!”

Molly tried again.

“...God-Damn...”

Mrs. Knox:  “No.”

Molly:  “This is one of the few, um, times that I look forward to, every week, and you’ve ruined it.”

Of all the nutty things she’s ever done, what she did next, was one of the nuttiest:

She kissed the television screen and yelled, “I love you, David Cassidy!”

Then?  She stormed into her bedroom, and true-to-form, slammed her door shut.  That time, she slammed it so hard, the wood cracked.  She’d been working-out ever since she decided, against my better judgment, to join me in my monthly Times Square patrols, as the, cue the music, Urban-Tigress.

Mrs. Knox sat with us and picked up her half-knitted scarf that she was making for Mark.  She said, “Tommy, if your sister wants to continue living here, she can’t keep behaving that way.”

I said, trying to be conciliatory, “She’s been through a lot, Mrs. Knox.”

Mark went to the kitchen, came back with a plastic bag and started to pick up the popcorn.

He muttered, “There’s butter on it.  We don’t want bed-bugs.”

Mrs. Knox burst into tears.

Mark said, “Don’t worry, Mrs. Knox, I’ll have this cleaned up in a jiffy.”

She said, “I miss Lorna.”

Oh, yeah.

Lorna, Mrs. Knox’s daughter, was Molly’s best friend.  Currently, she was residing in a girl’s Reform School for murdering our Principal.

I sat next to Mrs. Knox and put my arm around her.

“You know, Mrs. Knox, it’s almost like all of us in this house are living in a real-life soap opera.”

She wiped her face and laughed.

The door-bell rang.

I said, “I’ll get that.”

Standing in the door-way was none other than Varvara Fedorov, my girl-friend, who was a sophomore, like me, and went to the same high-school as me, Molly and Mark.

There was a thin, young man, standing next to her.  He was simply dressed, in plain T-shirt and jeans.  His hair was long.  I pegged him as around twenty.  And I pegged him as Molly’s brother.  They were practically twins.

Vari kissed me and said, “Hello, Tommy.  I’m sorry to...how can I say?  Barge in on you like this, but this is my brother, Maxim.  I told you about him.”

We shook hands.

I said, “Aren’t you supposed to be in a what?  Gulag?  Russian prison?”

He nodded and said, “Da.  I escaped.  There are men hunting me.  KGB.  If they find me, they will either bring me back alive or they will kill me and bring me back dead, to set an example.  I’m here illegally.  Vari brought me here because she thinks maybe you can help me.”’  

Vari blushed and shrugged.

“I’m putting you on the spot, Tommy.  I don’t mean to.”

Mrs. Knox said, “Well, what does the Statue Of Liberty say?  Give me your poor, give me your tired, give me your huddled masses.”  Come in, you two.  Hello, Varvara.”

“Hello, Mrs. Knox.  I’m sorry for the implosion?  Imposition?”

Mrs. Knox laughed and said, “It’s no imposition at all.  Come inside before you catch the death of cold.”

Vari and Maxim came in.  Mrs. Knox got up and extended her hand.  She said to Maxim, “I’m Mrs. Knox.”  

He hesitated for a moment before shaking her hand.  I presumed it was because he was stuck by her beauty.  

“Maxim Fedorov.”

Mrs. Knox asked him, “How old are you?”

“Seventeen, Madam.”

“Oh, Madam.  I love that.  Actually, in America, Madam is another word for woman who runs a brothel.”

Mark and I laughed, while Vari cocked her head.

I said to her, “A brothel is a place where men go to buy women for sex.”

She gasped.

“There is no such place in Russia!”

Maxim chuckled and said, “Varvara, politicians are the same, world-wide.  And you haven’t been to the Kremlin.  I have.”

Mrs. Knox said, “I suppose you wouldn’t mind a glass of vodka?”

“Actually, Madam, um, ma’am, I hate Vodka.  Not every American drinks beer, da?  A glass of water, please.”

Mrs. Knox smiled and went to the kitchen.

Maxim walked around the living room.  He looked at Mark as if he’d never seen a fat kid before.  Maybe he hadn’t.

Mark said, “Sit down.  Have some popcorn.  I’m Mark.  We’re watching the Partridge Family.  Molly is going to like you.”  

Maxim sat next to Mark.

“Who is Molly?”

“She’s Tommy’s sister.”

“And why is she going to like me?”

“Because you look like David Cassidy.”

“Who is he?”

Vari took me aside and said, “I’m sorry.”

We hugged.

I said, “First of all, I love you.”

“Oh!  I love you, too.”

Maxim said, “Hey, I’m trying to watch American television.”

He ate some popcorn.

“Wow.  Delicious.  We don’t have this in Russia.  It looks like excelsior.”

Mark beamed, “That’s what Stan Lee says!”

“Who?”

I said to Vari, “You know, a little while ago, Molly asked me if we would ever have normal lives.  I didn’t know how to answer.  I forgot to bring my Magic 8-Ball, when Molly and I moved in with Mark and his dad.”

“Your what?”

“Never mind.  It’s a dumb American thing.  Anyway, if she asks me again, I know exactly what to say.”

“What?”

“I’ll say, from the looks of things, especially right now?  Not any time soon.”

Molly came out of her room and said, “I’m trying to sleep you...guys...oh...hi...Vari...”

Her eyes locked on to Maxim’s.

His eyes locked on to hers.

And time seemed to stop.

CHAPTER FOUR

That night, Mrs. Knox made us an incredible dinner.

Mark and Maxim sat side-by-side.  It seemed as though they’d become fast friends.

Maxim said, “You Americans don’t  know how lucky you have it here.  You have so many things the average Russian citizen is denied.”

Mrs. Knox joined us at the head of the table and said, “Like freedom.”

“Da, Mrs. Knox.  Like freedom.”

He made eye-contact with Molly, who sat next to me.  He winked at her.

Molly blushed—I’d never seen her blush before—and leaned into me.

She whispered into my ear, “Oh, my God, Tommy.  He could be David Cassidy’s twin-brother.”

Her voice was shaking.  Poor Pike.  He didn’t stand a chance against a Keith Partridge look-a-like.

Mark, his mouth full of mashed potato, started to speak.  Molly snapped at him, “Mark!  Keep your mastications to yourself!”

He gulped and said, “Sorry, Molly.”

She mock-replied to him, “Sorry, Molly.”

Then, she said, “Maxim, you are the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen.”

“Thank you, Molly.  If I may say











































































































































































































































































[image: ]





















[image: ]







































[image: ]






































































































































[image: ]

















[image: ]












































































































































[image: ]




























[image: ]





d2d_images/cover.jpg
(Urban Tiger, #1)

Urban Tiger Book Six
Maxim Carnage

John Leister





d2d_images/scene_break.png





