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JUNE 2019

How a leather bound journal belonging to a New York Private Eye who vanished suddenly in 1931 landed in the attic of a Victorian tear down monstrosity in a small town in southern Ontario is known only to the person who wrapped it up carefully, tucked it into a foot locker and hid it away in the rafters along with a badge, a gun and a license issued to Jacob Ezee and a pile of newspapers from around the same time.

I was a wannabe writer working for a demolition company hired to reduce the ramshackle remains of a house that didn’t fit in to a century keeper. It was built in 1925 and had some good years but then slowly fell into ruins.

Before the place was torn apart I went up to the attic, on a whim, just to see what trinkets might have survived the many owner changes the place had gone through. Mostly I found rats and bat carcasses and a few other rodents not to mention a few dozen active spider webs and some rotting things I couldn’t make out.

Along the lines of keepables I found a silver flute and tenor saxophone, in rough shape but fixable. Then, quite by chance and nearly crashing through the ceiling I happened upon a foot locker. 

Once I managed to get everything out and in my car I went to work. Then I went home and examined my little treasure, a treasure that inspired me to focus on the instruments and fixing them up and the history treasure I found in the foot locker, that once belonged to Corporal Jacob Ezee United States Cavalry. There was also a box of badges, medals, and other military paraphernalia.

I fixed up the instruments to working order and started using them to make cash money, Busking its called, with some success, on Friday Nights and Saturday afternoons. The income was just enough to support me while I worked on changing my writer status from wannabe to working author.

It took me two months to carefully go through the material on the subject of Jack Ezee, New York Private Eye. What you are about to read is a compilation of newspaper reports and Jack Ezee’s journal.
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IF THERE WAS EVER A hell on earth its fire of despair scorched the world in 1929 starting with Black Thursday then erupting again a few days later with black Tuesday. A lot of the rich crowd got suddenly poor, guys with jobs got fire, banks slammed their doors and the poor got a little poorer if that was possible and urban legend says a bunch of losers tossed themselves out windows or put an ounce of lead in their head where it didn’t belong. Guys like me managed to survive...more or less...at least we didn’t end up in the soup kitchen lines and had pennies left over for tobacco, Java, and beer. 

The rule for booze was you couldn’t make it or sell it, but if you had lots on hand you could drink it privately. Smarty Jones bought up a cellar full that just never seem to run out and being the clever/smart guy, he was, didn’t sell the beer, all he kept was beer, and hardly any lawmen cared about beer. It was the hard stuff they wanted. 

Anyway. Smarty didn’t sell his beer, he sold glasses and jars or anything else that could hold liquid stuff. The glass was yours for the day, come and go as you liked if you paid two or three dollars up front. Otherwise you paid 15 cents for each glass that happened to be filled with beer.

Smarty Jones’ Glass House was a popular place, and no one ever bothered it, not even the Feds. Rumor had it that it had some high up protection, after all NYC was a wet sympathizer.

Crime was down in those years in the big apple, but it wasn’t gone. But with nearly six million people crammed into a few square miles things tend to get a little crazy, some crazier than others and sometimes what looks crazy is something a lot more, those dark places in society that get called conspiracies and cover ups. 

It was a week before Christmas. There wasn’t much good cheer around. No money, no buying, department stores were crying and the street population of homeless was to big to ignore. People were mugging each other for pennies, gangs were robbing anyone that had anything worth stealing. Yah sure. Crime was down but not gone, and murder was scary, but of all the stiffs stacked up in the morgue the first of the Central Park Bodies showed up Christmas Eve. It hit me in the heart and the pocket book.

Evan Macanaliss came to me looking for help to find his brother. The family had lost a fortune in the crash but somehow still had a small fortune to live on with comfort and dignity, but not the old day’s extravagances.

I hadn’t seen him much since the war. We served together in the cavalry. We even saved each other’s skin a couple of times and swore to be friends ever after. But you know how war time pledges get lost, especially when one guy’s family owns a big prosperous company and the other guy’s family were just working joes, cops mostly, like I was going to be, except a German bullet ripped most of my left hand off. I still wanted to fight the bad guys, so I settle for private cop.

The Macanaliss Manufacturing company closed up a month after the crash and laid all its employees off. It wasn’t alone. 

Evan came into my hole in the wall office Christmas Eve. Amy my secretary took all his information and a brief about his case, which amounted to, “My brother Arlon is missing. I want my old friend Jack Ezee to find him.”

Amy let him through to my private space and showed him to the client chair. Then she handed me her notes and said she’d bring coffee.

I stared at Evan Macanaliss for a minute with lots of stuff I thought about saying, none of it any good, but I didn’t say them. It was tough times. I needed the income raking a client over the coals ain’t the way to get paid.

I said, “Jeez Ev. It’s been a while.”

“Yah. Too long I guess, but you know how things go.” Evan replied.

I nodded. “So how long has your brother been missing?”

Evan shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know exactly. I think a while but three days ago when he didn’t show up for his allowance I called him but didn’t get an answer. Then I went to his apartment. The landlord said he hadn’t seen him since he paid the rent at the first of the month. So, I guess he has been missing since then. Officially. Three days. I went to the cops and filed a missing persons report but, well, we know how much good that does with so many people disappearing every day. Now I am here, hoping my old war buddy will forgive me for not showing up much after the war and help me find Arlon.”

I shot him a grin. Amy brought in a couple of coffees. I pulled my desk bottle out of a drawer and topped up the cups with hooch that I’d kept around for special occasions.

“Okay Ev. Yer forgiven but if you want me to find your brother its 25 bucks a day plus expenses.”

“That’s a lot of money.” Ev shot back. 

“Take it or leave it.” I replied.

Ev dropped five c-notes in front of me and a photo of Arlon. “That’ll cover everything I think.” He said hopefully.

“Sure, if I get the job done in a couple of weeks, but you have to point me in a direction I can start in.”

“The only thing I can tell you is, when he picked up his last allowance cheque he said he was planning
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