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“Where to, mac?”

“Home please.”

“Never heard of it.” 

I reached into my back pocket and panicked.  Where’s my wallet?  It was in my other hand.  I fished out my driver’s license and gave Time Magazine’s Cabbie of the Year my home address.

“My sister has what you have.”

“A driver’s license?”

“Anterograde amnesia.  She can’t remember a damn thing.  She carries a notebook around, all the time.  You got that, right?”

“No, I’m just hammered.”

He dropped me off in front of my Queens apartment building.  It was two in the morning and the hailstorm pummeling me was apocalyptic.  I gave the cabbie a ten-dollar tip.

“Thanks, mac.  Ever heard of AA?”

“Sure.  Every time I meet a stuttering Canadian.”

It took me twenty minutes to get from the curb to the front entrance.  I fell several times.  Keys.  Where are my keys?  They were on the curb.

The feeling of relief that manifests after a momentary nervous breakdown is positively euphoric.

The elevator was out of order.

Stairs?  Where are the stairs?  Who stole the stairs?  There they are.

I lived on the third floor.

“You’re always teaching him the wrong things.  His Crest toothpaste tube is squeezed in the middle.  The cap on his Flintstones vitamin bottle is never properly secured.  He cuts an orange in wedges and eats them like a monkey.”

His voice was harsh and cutting.  Ed Weston.  His wife was Margie, and their six-year-old son was Tim.

I’d chatted with them a few times on the elevator.

The tension between them was palpable.

Plain as day, Ed was a bully.

“I’m sorry, Ed!”

“You say that all the time!  It doesn’t mean anything if nothing I say sticks.  I’m too soft on you.  Him, too.  Well.  I guess I’ll just have to change that.”

“What do you mean, Ed?  Oh, Ed!  No!”

My sobriety generator kicked into high gear, and I knocked on their door.

Footsteps. Then three deadbolts and a chain:

“Lee.  It’s fuck-thirty in the morning.  What do you want?”

He was holding a belt in his left hand.

I looked past him.  Margie was smoking and sobbing on their couch.

“Margie?  Do you have somewhere to stay tonight?”

“My mother lives in Brooklyn.”

“Would you like to go there?”

“Yes, Lee, I would.  As soon as possible.”

“Get Tim and pack some stuff.  You can sleep in my room tonight.  I’ll drive you to your mother’s later today.”

Ed roared, “Over my dead body!”

“Ideally.  Don’t test me, Ed.  You’ll fail.”

Tim, clad in Scooby-Doo pajamas, which broke my heart a little, ran out of his bedroom and into his mother’s arms.

Ed barked, “This is none of your concern, Lee!”

He grabbed my shirt.

I kicked his balls in.  He fell and contracted.

“I’m...I’m gonna kill you!”

“You’ll have to wait in line.  It’s almost as long as the one for Star Wars.”
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“Our parents are dyed-in-the-wool hippies.  They never left Woodstock.  They’ve never had to work a day in their lives.  Our grandmother wrote a Harlequin bestseller that was made into an ABC Friday Night Movie.  Sorry, I’m rambling.”

Her name was Susan Bernard.  She was a middle-aged history teacher at Betsy Ross High School in Battery Park City.

Her son, Dylan, sixteen, was murdered last September.  He was President of the Student Council, Captain of the football team and a straight-A student.

Billy Joel wasn’t kidding around.

Only the good die young.

Dylan wasn’t the only victim at Ross High this year.

Natalie Harris and Quin McKay, also sixteen, were taken from the corporeal realm the same day Dylan was:

Shot in the back.

Sitting next to Susan was her sister, Enid.  She was a little older than Susan, a little wider and a lot louder.

She wore an American flag pin with a big, black X on it.  Her green cap had a red star in front.  Her white t-shirt bore an image of a smiling Chairman Mao, the White House behind him, aflame.

Her hair was black and greasy, and her eyes were burning with fiery hate.

“You men and your guns!  Your manhood compensators!  This is the only country in the world where anyone can buy a gun like it’s no different than a loaf of bread!  A new global order is on the horizon, Hacklyn!  Your kind is on the endangered species list!”

I opened one of my desk drawers and fished out a bag of chocolate chip cookies.

“My mother made these.  Would either of you like one?”

Susan helped herself.

Enid eyed them covetously, but said, “I’d rather eat my own poop.  It probably tastes better, anyway.”

Susan leaned towards her and said, “You’re making a fool out of yourself, Enid!”

“You’re the fool, Susan!  This man-creature, the worst type of human being there is, a vain, murderous, self-serving narcissist who leaves nothing in his wake but death and misery!”

I opened the bag and munched on a cookie.

“Are you sure you don’t want one, Enid?  They’re good.”

She grabbed the bag and threw it out the window.

Susan screamed, “Enid!”

“Mom and Dad dote on you!  Meanwhile, you make snide remarks behind their bag!”

“They love you all the same, Enid.”

“Don’t make me laugh!”

I said, “There’s a first time for everything, Enid.”

She left my office, but not without pushing over my filing cabinet.

CRASH!

Susan rubbed her eyes and said, “I’m sorry about her.”

“No need to be.  I’m sorry about Dylan.”

“It’s not just my son.  It’s Natalie and Quin, too.  Everybody loved them.  They were so popular.”

“I’ll bet were, too, and still are.”

She blushed and said, “Yeah.”

“And Enid?”

“The other kids were very cruel to her.”

Something hit the back of my head.

“THERE’S YOUR GOD-DAMN COOKIES!”

“Good arm there, Enid.”

“SUCK NAILS!”
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