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Her name was Eileen Forward.

Poor gal.

Some parents are dopes.

She was the sole member of the Security and Private Investigation License Review Board, located on the 13th floor of the Empire State Building.

Now I’m not superstitious, Dear Reader, but that number was apt for the kind of day I was having.

I glance out an open window.

My sweet ride—a white Dodge Charger—was parked on Fifth Avenue.  There were three parking tickets on the windshield, and it was attached to a tow truck.

The driver laughed he towed it away.

When you’ve got a job to do, yeah!

When you’ve got a job to do,

You’ve got to do it well!

Eileen sipped some coffee before ending my career.

In a monotone voice that reminded me of Hal 9000, she said, “Thank you for meeting us on such short notice, Mr. Hack-Line.  We regret to inform you that as of today your license to practice private investigations has been permanently revoked.  Surely this comes as no surprise to you.  Your irresponsible disregard for the law and public safety has gone on for far too long.  It’s a wonder the District Attorney hasn’t reined you in.  You act as though your life is a television show and you’re the star.  Well, we’re cancelling you.  Do you have any questions?”

“Yes, ma’am.  May I be excused please?  I need to use the restroom.”

I needed it pee.

And I needed it to cry.

My career was over.

When a man stares into the abyss, the abyss stares back.

And yells, “Jump!”
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Oh, well.

There’s always McDonald’s.

I flinched as the door behind me burst open.

“Come on, Eileen!  Give me another chance, you hateful bitch!”

“Harry!”

I turned and stood.

Harry didn’t look anything like Clint Eastwood, but he had a .44 Magnum in a two-handed grip.

I reached for Mr. Browning, and he pulled the trigger.

It jammed.

I don’t believe in luck, but if I’m wrong, I’m not going to be the first one to kick its balls in.

I spun Mr. Browning around and clocked his toupee-decorated noggin.

His legs buckled and he collapsed.

Eileen fished a flask out of her purse, uncapped it and dulled her senses.

“That’s my husband you just incapacitated.  Our divorce is pending.  Our decision regarding your license is final.  Good luck, Mr. Hack-Line.  Have a nice day...sir.”

Six stressful weeks later—I drank a lot—all day and all of the night—I unlocked the mailbox in my Queens apartment building and threw away a letter from Ed McMahon.

Sorry, Ed.

Hello, what’s this?

I fished out an envelope with no return address.

Inside was my Private Investigator’s License, renewed for five years.

Same picture with my eyes closed, but who give a poop?

I broke into tears.

There was a note paper-clipped to my license.

We reconsidered.  Congratulations.  And thank you.

Sincerely, Eileen Forward.

PS Yes, my childhood was difficult.

Back in business, baby!

All I needed was a client.

When I returned to my suite, there was an eviction notice taped to my door.

Savor every moment of happiness, Dear Readers

They are as fleeting as life itself.
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“Have you ever met a Parole Board member, Lee?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Then consider yourself blessed.  I hate to generalize, but they’re a bunch of creepy bureaucrats.  They’re the worst!  Everyone complains about crime in this city and rightly so.  It’s because of them and their fellow traveler judges.  A normal person sees a criminal for who he is.  Those bleeding-heart apologists look at a criminal and see a victim.  It’s not their fault!  They can’t help themselves!  It’s just their nature.  Who are you to judge?  Parole Board members are not human beings.  They’re soulless automatons.  That’s why my Steve joined them.  He called it an act of infiltration and sabotage.  And he succeeded for a time.  He kept some real scumbags right where they belong, behind bars.  The New York State Parole Board requires a unanimous vote to grant parole.  Steve was often the lone dissenter.  He was fearless and uncompromising.  Now he’s dead.  Hey, were you on vacation?  I’ve been trying to contact for a month-and-a-half.”

I lit a Blue Buzzard and said, “Spontaneous sabbatical.  My liver is still recovering.”

“Oh, you men and your booze.  I’ve never so much as taken a sip of alcohol.  The smell alone makes me want to gag.  Prohibition was a good idea in theory.  Will you help me?”

“That’s my favorite question.  Yes.  Again, I’m so sorry.”

“You and the rest of the world.  You know who’s not sorry?  Steve’s killer.”

Her name was Wendy Thomas.

Wendy, Wendy what went wrong?

Oh, so wrong?

There’s only one thing I love more than beer, smokes and comic books and that’s the Beach Boys.

Sail on, sail on, Sailor!

Absolutely epic!

But I digress.

Wendy was in her late forties, very beautiful, elegantly attired and she smelled like lavender.

Easy, tiger.

Think about Mom!

Wow, did that ever work!
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