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“What are you doing?”

“Nothing.”

“That’s my purse.”

“Is it?  Oh, I guess it is.  I was looking for my wallet.”

“Why would it be in my purse?”

She sure had a point, there.

“You think I stole your wallet?”

“No, no.  I didn’t say that.”

Like Alice, I felt like I was falling down the rabbit hole.  Wait a second.

Alice!

“Good morning, Alice.”

“Go fuck yourself.  What time is it?”

There was a clock-radio on her nightstand.  Note to Tom-Cats:  Bring a pen before you go to a bar.  You never know who—whom?—you’re going to meet.

And if she’s someone who’s willing to roll the dice, take you back to her place and let your share her body and her bed and stay the night, then you’d better write down her name somewhere, so you won’t have to go rooting through her purse the next morning, looking for her driver’s license.

She had long black hair, brown eyes and she was buck naked on the comforter of her waterbed—ah, the 70’s—as she picked up my wallet from her night stand and said, “It’s right here.  What’s this thing?”

“My license.  I’m a private investigator.”

“You’re a lousy lay.  Talk about faster than a speeding bullet.  Was I your first?”

Sometimes, it’s okay to lie, if you think it might make somebody you’re afraid of, happy.

“Yes!  My mother was very strict.”

My clothes were strewn across the hardwood floor of her bedroom.

I started to dress, but not too quickly. 

This was a delicate situation, to say the least.

What’s wrong with staying home and watching television alone?

She lit a cigarette and watched me the same way a hawk might watch a limping fox.

I asked her, “Would you like to join me for breakfast?”

She blew out some smoke and said, “I’m not eating until Sunday.  I’m on the Seven Day Water diet.  I get my calories from booze.”

That sounds perfectly sane, I wanted to say, but didn’t.

Her bedroom door opened and a woman entered.

She was an older and pudgier version of what’s-her-face.  Alice.

She wore a Denny’s waitress uniform.

Alice put her smoke out in the palm of her hand, without so much as a whimper—Holy Moley!—and said, “That’s the last fucking time, Alanna!  You come into my room, you knock first!”

“You promised me you wouldn’t do this again!  Every night, a different man!  It’s a wonder you don’t have every venereal disease in the book!”

“Like it’s my fault that every good-looking man wants me!”

I liked that she said, “good-looking.”

I also put my shoes on very quickly.

This situation was escalating to far from delicate.
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Scotty!  Emergency beam up!

“Alice, every good-looking man wants you, because you’re an easy lay!”

“You’re green with jealousy, big sister.  And I mean big!  Thirty-nine, not so fine and still a virgin.  You’re gonna die a wretched, miserable spinster!  And you shouldn’t jump to conclusions.  I let this man in our house because he told me he was a friend of Dad’s.  Then, he locked the front door, carried me up the stairs, threw me on my bed and had his way with me, against my will.  I’m pressing charges!  Your life’s over, Mr. Three-Two-One-I’m-Done!”

Laces?  Never mind.

I ran down the stairs, three at a time, shit, my fingerprints are on record and they’re all over this place.

Like the song goes, I think I’m in trouble.

Hello, panic.

Hello, don’t drop the soap.

Several objects hit and flew over my head as I bolted out the front door and towards my sweet ride, a white Dodge Charger, parked across the street.

Was in still in Queens?  I was, thank goodness.

My sense of direction is not my best.

I started to open the driver’s side door, when a police sedan pulled up alongside me.

Great.

Alice, still naked as the day she was born, and Alanna, wielding a high-heeled shoe like she was Red Sonja, hustled towards us.

Alanna pointed at me, as though she’d just stepped off the set of Invasion of the Body Snatchers and yelped, “That man raped my sister!”

The officer alit from his car, ordered me to turn and put my hands behind back, I obeyed him and he cuffed me.

Goodbye, Bright Future.

Hello, Eternal Darkness.

Quite reasonably, the cop suggested, “Ma’am?  Why don’t you go back inside and put something on?”

Alanna nodded a little enthusiastically.

“Yeah, Alice.  Nobody wants to see your saggy boobs.”

“Oh, you bitch!”

She kicked Alanna’s shin and started to hop around one on foot.

“Ow!  You made stub my toes!”

The well-meaning cop stepped between them.

Alanna punched his balls.

He contracted and collapsed.

Alice removed his side-arm.

Oh, that’s not good.

Forgetting my latest predicament, I moved towards her, lost my balance and fell on upon one of the Big Apple’s finest, who looked to be all of eighteen, if that.

Alice knew how to use a gun.

She unsafed it and put a bullet in her sister’s face.

Then, she stuck in under her chin and pulled the trigger.

For a cherry on top, I peed in my jeans.

“Sorry, Officer.”

“That’s fine.  It’s kind of cold out, anyway.”
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Later that morning, I was in my office and plugged into my latest, literary diversion, Why The American Revolution Sucked by Dr. Union Jack Flagg, hardy-har, actually, it was a first edition of the first, no pun intended, Hardy Boys novel, The Tower Treasure, by Franklin W. Dixon.

Is there any point to middle names?

Does there need to be?

Last weekend, I found it at a yard sale, near my Queens one-bedroom apartment.

The seller wanted a quarter for it.

When I politely informed him that it was a valuable collector’s item, he laughed in my face and said, “You don’t know what the hell you’re talking about.  This is nothing but pulp junk for kids.”

I smiled and gave him his quarter.

Let the seller beware.

Last night, I peed on a cop.  Luckily, he had a sense of humor about it.

It was March, the weather was mild, my one window was stuck open again and I was fine with it.

A pigeon flew in, sat on my desk, regarded me quizzically, then flew away.

What counts in life is what we leave behind.

Unless it’s bird poop.

I went down the hall, grabbed a wad of paper towels from the rest room, wiped it off and dropped it in my trash bin.

Thank you, makers of Lysol.

I always kept some handy, because an ungodly amount of my clients did their business in their pants here.

Who am I to judge?

Back to the adventures of Frank and Joe.

Oh, boy!

Here come the Hardys!

Oh, boy!

We’re having a party!

My stomach complained:  When are you going to feed me?  Booze doesn’t count.

The Seven Day Water Diet was all the rage in America.  This must be the only country in the world where people starve by choice.

A case would be nice and I don’t mean a case of beer.

A case would bring in some money.

How much did I spend at the bar last night?  And what did it nearly cost me this morning?

The dumb things some of us do for a little company.

And the potential price we pay when it’s barking mad.

I asked the elevator doors down the hall to open.

They ignored me.

Ask and ye shall grieve.

I finished my book, one man’s junk is another man’s work of art, set it down, wondered if that McDonald’s down the street was hiring, then, lo and behold, the elevators doors slid open.

All good things, indeed.

Two men and a woman, all in their middle years, presented themselves.

What they were wearing indicated wealth.

One man was slim, fit and didn’t try to hide his male pattern baldness.

Respect, sir.

His wife, I presumed, they were holding hands, looked elegant and a black beret sat askew on her blonde head.

Tres bien!

The other man was corpulent and sweaty.

He wore a three-piece suit, that vest wasn’t hiding anything, a gold chain adorned his bulging stomach and his Rolex watch was in plain sight, for all to envy and ask, “Is that a Rolex?”

Our eyes met and his nose twitched like Samantha Stevens from Bewitched.

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle.

I stood and said, “Good morning.  Lee Hacklyn, at your service.”

Neddy Nose-Twitcher said, “Before we begin...”

He opened his briefcase and several sheets of paper with nothing but fine print on them, felt to the floors.

“Curses!”

He said that without a trace of humor.

The other man chuckled a little as he furiously scooped up the sheets, as thought the fate of the world depended on it and slapped them down on my desk.

The woman smiled and said, “Don’t be so hard on yourself, Earl.  Scott spends half his life dropping things and picking them up.”

“Supportive as ever, Dear.”

She looked up at him and they kissed.

Awww!

Earl took a pen out of his vest, it was made of gold, well, of course it was, and slapped that on my desk, too.

He cleared his throat and said, “You will sign each and every one of those documents before we proceed.  If you choose not to sign them, we’re leaving.  You’re not the only private investigator in town, Mr. Hacklyn.”

I picked up each sheet of paper, made a nice little pile, then tore them into thin strips while Earl’s face slackened with shock.

“Thanks for
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