
Table of Contents

Lee Hacklyn Private Investigator in Mother-in-Law and Order

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX


Lee Hacklyn

Private Investigator in

Mother-in-Law and Order

by John Leister

NEW YORK CITY.  1977.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE

[image: ]


“If you’re a Jehovah’s Witness, get off my property.  Otherwise?  You’re going to meet Him courtesy of Veronica.  She’s my Winchester.”

“Good morning, sir.  I’m Lee Hacklyn.  Believe it or not, I’m a private investigator.”

“Well, la-dee-da.  Would you like a Brownie Badge?”

“You’re a regular customer at Brooklyn Drugs and Sundries.  Is that right?”

“What business is that of yours?”

“You take Valium every day as treatment for your chronic depression.”

“You’ve got some nerve, pal!”

“You’re also agoraphobic and you’re on government assistance.  I sure hope you run for office, sir.  The country needs you.”

“YOU PUNK!”

“I’m looking for Ian Reilly.  He’s a Kennedy high school student.  He delivers your pills to you twice a week.  This, um, fixer-upper was his last stop tonight.  His boss, Peter Manders, owns the drug store and he’s the head pharmacist.”

“I know that, fuck-face.”

“He’s also dating my mother.  Nobody knows where Ian is.  When he didn’t return to the pharmacy, Ian called my mother, and she called me.  So here I am.”

“Ian dropped off my medication at six.  I gave him a generous tip and he left.  Now if you don’t mind, the Flyers are playing against the Rangers and my supper’s getting cold.”

His name was Randy Robertson.  He was south of his forties, corpulent and shirtless.

His blue jeans were held up with a pair of suspenders.

His jowly face was slick with sweat.

I asked him, “May I have a look around?

“You’re damn right I mind.  Fuck off!
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“I’m staying.  You can call the police if you like.  That’s your prerogative.  I sure hope you do.”

He froze.

His eyes grew comically wide, he trembled, and he pissed himself.

Ian’s here.

I took a step forward.

He put his fat fingers on my chest, and I launched his balls into orbit.

He hunched forward and puked.

Gross!

I tossed him outside and entered his house.

It looked like Japan after a visit from Godzilla.

“Ian?”

There was a door in Randy’s moldy kitchen.  I brushed a bedbug off the knob, opened it and flicked on a light switch.

A boy of around thirteen, wearing a Star Wars t-shirt and shorts, was tired to wooden chair.

His mouth was duct-taped shut.

I ran downstairs, untied him and carefully removed his duct tape.

“Hi, Ian, I’m Lee.  Are you injured?”

“No, sir.  What a freak that guy is—he gave me a glass of lemonade.  I drank it and passed out.  Thank you, sir.”

“I’m taking you to Brooklyn General.”

BANG!

Randy and his puke-encrusted mouth were standing in the kitchen doorway.

He futzed with his Winchester AKA Veronica.

I drew my Browning and fired.

And just like that, there was one less demon in the City of Angels.

Laws are created to protect the innocent.

They don’t.

They protect the wicked.

Hence, the righteous.

Winston Churchill nailed when he said, “We sleep safely at night because rough men stand ready to visit violence on those who would harm them.”  

Rough men?

I’m in the club.

It’s a lifetime membership.

Oh, and I’m an honorary Super Friend, too.
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I was in my office, the rain was baptizing the Big Apple; and I was lost in my latest, literary diversion, Star Wars number one, written by Roy Thomas and drawn by Howard Chaykin, based on the awesome new movie written and directed by George Lucas.

The line-ups were still around the block.

I don’t mean to sound disrespectful, Dear Reader, but I’ve always been bewildered by religious rituals.

You drink some grape juice.

You eat a cracker.

Then SHAZAM!

You’re off the hook for all your lousy sins of the past.

And two plus two equals five, right?

You can spend the rest of the week acting like a total asshole with impunity.

Come Sunday?

You go to Church and receive a Get Out of Jail Free Card, so to speak.

Different strokes!

The cover of my comic book had some interesting incongruities from the movie.

Darth Vader’s helmet is green.

Leia’s hair is red, and she appears to be narcoleptic.

Luke Skywalker looks like Conan the Barbarian after a dye job.

No matter.

It was still Star Wars.

I feel bad for the woman who said—upon leaving the Escape theater in Times Square, “That’s the worst movie I’ve ever seen.”

Clearly, the Force was not with her.

A drop of water hit my head.

Great.  My roof’s leaking.

This building sucks.

The one toilet down the hall was plugged.

If I needed to go, I had to cross the
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