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NEW YORK CITY.  1975.

“Why did you stop drawing, Lee?  You were such a good artist.  I supported you and I encouraged you.  I bought you pencils, erasers, a T-square, and all of those wretched comic books.  What a colossal WASTE of time and energy!  Look at you now.  What’s that under your fingernails?  Blood?  That’s not a license to kill in your wallet, Lee.  I have friends who work for the District Attorney’s office.  He has a file on you and it’s thicker than Gomer Pyle.  Yet you refuse to change your ways and I know exactly why.  The doctor is in!  It’s because you’re a man.  Every one of you is enslaved by your egos and your hormones.  You are hardwired for self-destruction and to hell with anyone who cares about you.  How long ago did we order our food?  I’m famished.  I’m so glad your father’s dead.  It would break his heart to see what you’ve become.  Are you ever going to cut your hair?  Who do you think you are?  Samson?”

It was July and the weather was hotter than Barbara Mandrell.

I was at Han’s Restaurant in Chinatown.

Seated across from me was Alison Hacklyn, she who birthed me AKA my mother.

The place was packed and noisy.

As much as I loved my mother, there were times when I couldn’t stand her company and that was one of them.

“Alison!”

“Oh, God.”

A middle-aged man in a blue Brooks Brothers suit staggered towards our table.

His shirt-tail was hanging out, his toupee was aslant, there was a strip of toilet paper stuck to the bottom of his left Hush Puppy and he was drunker than Foster Brooks.

“Fancy meeting you here!  Oh, hi!  You must be Lee.  I’ve heard so much about you.”

I stood and shook his clammy hand.

“Lee Hacklyn.”

“Your mother and I dated for six months.  Did she ever mention me?”

“No, sir.”

His already saggy face sagged a little more.

Mom picked up a spoon and banged it against her half-empty wine glass.

“That was the worst six months of my life.  You fart in bed.  You cheated on me!”

“Just the one time, darling!”

“Not your farts.  You should see a doctor.  Oh!  And you chew with your mouth open.  That’s three strikes and you’re out Slugger.”

“Oh, give me another chance!  I’m begging you!  You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known!  I love you, Alison.”

“Lee.”

I stood toe-to-toe with him.

“We’ve all been there, sir.  Suck it up and move on.  You’re making a scene.”

His demeanor turned on a dime.

Some men just can’t handle booze.

“Back off, kid!  This is between me and your mother!”

“Last chance.”

“Last chance or what?”

Ten minutes later, his still-breathing frame was strapped to a gurney.

While driving my mother back to her house in Forest Hills, she leaned sideways and kissed my cheek.

“That’s my boy.”
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I was in my office—my one window was stuck in place—like a fly on flypaper—the July heat was more oppressive than communism; and I was deeply immersed in my latest, literary diversion, a Treasury-sized comic book adaptation of The Bible, written by Sheldon Mayer and drawn by one of my all-time favorite authors, the Legendary Joe Kubert.

His Hawkman was so wicked cool!

Thou shall not kill.

Everything in life has fine print.

In this agnostic’s mind’s-eye, The Ten Commandments were no exceptions.

How about, Thou Shalt Not Kill an Innocent?

Killing is what stopped that little pipsqueak Hitler from taking over the world.

Context.  

Context is everything.

The elevator down the hall laughed at me.

“Unlike your mouth, Lee, I’m staying closed forever and ever.  Amen.  Don’t you worry now!  There’s a Soup Kitchen just down the street for the poor, which you will be very soon now.  Today’s special is Chicken Noodle soup.  Campbell’s.  Fresh from the can.”

My savings account was akin to John Bartlow Martin’s definition of television:  A vast wasteland.

And my rent was due tomorrow.

No worries.  I can always pitch a tent on Coney Island.

Elevator doors!

I command thee!

Open!

Or surely, I will smite thee as surely as God Smited the Tower of Babel.

And then?

I heard a sound that made my very happy.

That actually worked!

Or so I liked to imagine.

A tall, rail-thin man in his middle-years stepped out and made his way towards my office.

He looked dignified and distinguished in a turquoise silk suit and black lace-ups.

His head was weirdly rectangular, and his crewcut was all business.

He entered my office, I stood and tucked in my Keep On Truckin’ t-shirt.

We shook hands.

“Good morning.  Lee Hacklyn.”

“I know who you are, for fuck sakes!  Let’s get on with it.  I’m Roscoe Leone.  No relation, but I love those Spaghetti westerns.  You know who doesn’t?  Fairies.”

“I had a date with Tinker Bell last night.  Her favorite movie is The Good, The Bad and The Ugly.  There are always exceptions.  Coffee?”

“ASAP.  Lose the wisecracks.  That’s not how you make friends.”
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A had a reverse brain-fart and realized who he was.

Roscoe was the Chief-of-Security for the Lucky-U casino in Times Square.

Rudy—his brother—was the owner.

Alas, his forty-fourth birthday was his last.

He was found dead on a Sunday morning in his Caddy.

It was idling in the casino parking lot.

According to the Medical Examiner, cause of death was involuntary ingestion of Pine Sol.

There are some truly wicked people in the world.

It was my purpose to stop them and smite them, if necessary.

And it’s PURPOSE that gives our lives meaning.
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