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“Here they come.”

“Pun intended?”

“Excuse me?”

“Never mind.  My mother says my emotional development is stunted.  She’s not wrong.  Mothers never are.”

“Lee?  I’m sorry, but I’m so scared.  They’re so nuts.”

“They’ve never met a man like me before.  Fret not.  I’m good at this.”

“I like your confidence.”

“I like your eyes.  They glitter like diamonds.”

“Oh, my God!”

Friday morning.

March.

Beware the ides of March!

And what the hell are ides, anyway?

And how in the world did civilization survive for so many centuries without the internet?

Outside?

It was windier than a bloviating politician.

I was leaning against the reception desk of the Shay Mon-Yu Venereal Disease Clinic in Rochester.

It was owned and operated by the woman I was flagrantly flirting with, Dr.—heh—Shay Mon-Yu.

Three men and a woman—THE FANTASTIC FOUR!—sadly, no—approached the clinic.

Rather ominously, I might add, Dear Reader.

All of them were in their twilight years and all of them were carrying placards.

“Down with promiscuity!  Up with monogamy!  We are the Moral High Ground Movement!”

Speaking of movements, I had to go, but it could wait.
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“We demand the permanent closure of this so-called clinic!  It’s nothing more than a din of inequity!  Wanton fornication is unravelling the threads of this once-great nation!”

I said, “At least they left their torches and pitchforks at home.  Stay by the phone.  If I wave at you,  call 911.”

She sighed and said, “This building is made out of brick.  It would be a better investment of time if I just beat my head against it.  Oh!  Don’t forget to ask me for my home phone number before you go.”

I winked at her and said, “I won’t.  Lock the door behind me please.”

I went outside and zipped up my goose down jacket.

Brrr!

I extended my hand to Bully Bullhorn.

He regarded it as though it was teeming with maggots.

“Good morning.  I’m Lee.  Lee Hacklyn.  Perhaps you’ve seen me on TV.  I save the world five days a week.  Wealth and fame, I ignore.  Like Spider-Man, action is my reward.  You’re entitled to free speech.  What you’re not entitled to is harassing the staff and patients of this clinic.  Please go home, all of you, and reassess your lives.  Write a book or something.  Be productive, not reactive.”

Bully Bullhorn pulled the trigger of what my mother would have called a “manhood compensator.”

“My name is Roy Meek!  As foretold in the Bible, I shall inherit the earth!  You are a servant of evil!  Dr. Mon-Yu is a snake and a whore!  Her entire race, indeed, all of Asia, needs to go the way of Hiroshima and Nagasaki.”

I pried the bullhorn out of his sausage-link fingers and brained him with it.

He staggered.

The others kept him from falling and they dispersed with their proverbial tails tucked between their legs.

When reason fails?

Force works.

It’s the only thing that stopped Hitler.

It’s the only thing that puts the Bozos of this world in their place.

Spider-Man lyrics by Bob Harris and Paul Francis Webster (!)

Reason Fails quote is by the late, great Ron Norton.
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I was in my office—my one window, like so many sad souls in this city—was stuck in place; and so was traffic on Fifth Avenue.

Drivers honked their horns in futile, staccato bursts.

Boys and their toys.

I was deeply immersed in my latest literary diversion, Animal Farm by George Orwell.

All pigs are equal, but some pigs are more equal than others.

Suddenly, I had a craving for an artery-clogging hot dog.

Speaking of which, the elevator doors down the hall slid open and who should emerge but a man who treated me like his own son—yes, that was sarcasm, Dear Reader—Lt. Winson “Winnie” Waring of NYPD; and his suit of many condiment stains.

A little red here, a little red there.

Yeah, Twister!

He was forty-five going on dead, bloated and his ruddy lips were hidden behind a squirrel’s tail of a mustache.

He entered my office alongside his partner-in-crime-fighting, Lt. Sam “Mac” Houston of NYPD.

He was a little older than Winnie and built like a rod of steel.

The third star—BOBBY ORR!—no, the third man to enter my office was none other than the Mayor of New York City himself, Harold “Harry” Balz.

Some parents are kind of thoughtless when they name their kids.

I stood and said, “I’m so sorry for your loss, Mr. Mayor.”

His son, Tony, was a twenty-year old rookie police officer.

He was also a recent victim of murder.

I walked around my desk and extended my gladhand.

Nobody shook it.

Maybe I have cooties.

“Mr. Mayor?  You can sit in my swivel chair if you like.  I’ll get started on coffee.”

Mayor Balz refused my offer.

He folded his arms and said, “Hacklyn, today is Tony’s birthday.  My wife is in psychiatric care and my daughter refuses to speak to me.  She blames me for what happened.  She’s not wrong.  I’m the Mayor, damnit!  Crime is like wildfire in this city.  Her citizens expect me to provide them with a safe environment.  The murder of an innocent man is bad enough.  The murder of an officer of the law is an attack on the very foundation of a democratic Republic.  We’re here in this cubby hole of an office kicking and screaming.  This is a Hail Mary if there ever was one.  However, your track record speaks for itself.  Well, Goldilocks?  Do you want the case or not?”

“Yes, sir.  Yes, I do.”

Winnie harumphed.

“Get a haircut, Hacklyn.  The sixties ended seven years ago.”

“Sure, Win.  Anything for a fellow Super Friend.  You suit looks delicious.”

That’s when a FUCKING GRENADE sailed through my window and landed on my desk.

And how’s your day going, Dear Reader?
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