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4 am.

Not a wink of sleep.

Worry is a waste of energy.

Maybe clients were recently added to the endangered species list.

I rolled out of bed and lit a Blue Buzzard.

It’s a damn shame that something so relaxing causes cancer.

I looked out my bedroom window.

It was foggier than John Carpenter’s The Fog.

Oh.  That’s not fog.

Come on baby light my fire!

I slid into my Thundarr the Barbarian t-shirt, a pair of cut-offs and my Arthur Ashe tennis shoes.

I opened my balcony door, hopped over the guardrail and lowered myself to the balcony below.

I wonder if Ringling Brothers is hiring.

The living room in front of me was ablaze.

The glass door was locked.

Mr. Browning was on my nightstand.

Good job, Hacklyn!

I gave the glass door a sidekick.

Hi-Yah!

Bruce Lee lives!

Nothing.

Ow, my hip.

According to the Gospel of Lee Hacklyn, if something doesn’t work?

The best course of action is to try again and hope for a better result.

I gave it another go.

The glass shattered.

Just because an idea doesn’t work for everybody doesn’t automatically mean that it won’t work for you, Dear Reader.

I took off my t-shirt and covered my nose and my mouth.

I jerked off—no, not that way—a curtain and made a fire-free path for myself.

There were candles on the floor and several bottles of wine.

All the prerequisites of a Towering Inferno.

A child screamed.

I entered a bedroom.  A boy of around six was crying and clutching a GI Joe action figure

We called them dolls in the simpler 70’s.

I scooped him up and said, “Hold your breath, please.  Can you do that, Superboy?”
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He could.  I entered another bedroom.  A middle-aged woman, in a mumu, was sprawled on the floor.

I carried the boy out front door and into the hallway.

“Run down the stairs and wait in the lobby.”

“I’m scared.”

“I know and I’m sorry.  Okay, okay.  Wait here.  I’ll be right back.”

I saw a pull station and pulled it.

Nothing.

There were times when I was in favor of government oversight and that was one of them.
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I ran down the hall and banged on every door.

“Good morning!  The building’s on fire!”

Well, blow me down.

There was a fire extinguisher.  

I returned to the suite and touched the door.  

It was hotter than Cheryl Tiegs.

I inched it open, stood on one leg, held it open with my knee—YEE-OW!—pulled the pin, aimed and fired, pun very much intended.

I made a fire-free path towards the boy’s mother.

I said, “Can you stand?  It would be really great if you could, because we’re going to burn to death pretty soon.”

She moaned softly.  I grabbed her wrists, dragged her out of the suite, God, she weighed a ton, I need to do more push-ups; once we were in the hall, I kicked the door shut.

The boy yelled, “Mommy”

“Danny?  Is that you?”

Mother of the Year.

She stood, took his hand and they bolted towards a fire exist.  There was still some juice left in the extinguisher.  I went back inside the suite, doused the rest of the flames, picked up the phone, it had yet to melt, thank goodness, called 911 and reported the incident.

I took the stairs to the lobby.  There were dozens of tenants with suitcases milling about.

I saw our building manager, Mr. Fairweather, a difficult man who was built like the Blob—Beware of the Blob!—whispering in the ear of Danny’s mother next to a side entrance.

None of them noticed me as I sidled up to them and overheard this:

“How many times have I told you?  It’s in your tenant agreement.  No candles.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Fairweather.”

Danny was still crying.

“Well, you don’t have to be.  Just show up later today at my office around four.  I have a condom in my wallet.  I only need about ten minutes.  Who knows?  You might even like it and come back for seconds.”

I spun him around and introduced the ball of my foot to the foot of his balls.

Danny stopped crying and smiled.
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“We had the coolest dad, sir.  When he was a kid, he collected comic books, just like we do.  He enlisted the day after the Ja...”

“Don’t be racist, Eddie.”

“I can say whatever I want, Prudence, and you can’t stop me.”

She made a fist and waved it in his face.

“Say the opposite of the last part of what you just said.”

“You can stop me.”

“Better.”

The boy was fourteen and his name was Eddie Ellison.  He and Prudence, his thirteen-year-old sister, sure looked an awful lot like...

...never mind.

Eddie was tall for his age and stork thin.

The glasses in the frames of his lenses were so thick, they seemed to defeat their own purpose.

When he removed them briefly to wipe them, it was like looking into a mirror that reflected the past.

My past.

Which meant what exactly?

I was about to find out.

He sat up straight and his demeanor was earnest.

Prudence was cheerful, despite her mouthful of braces, poor gal.

When they entered my office, Eddie plonked a glass jar on my desk with the authority of a judge hammering his gavel.

It was full of pennies, nickels, dimes, quarters and something that looked like one of Mr. Spock’s ears.

“This is our life savings.  It’s yours if you can find the man who killed our dad.”

His name was Noah Ellison.  He was no longer—as indicated—of this mortal coil. 

He was taken on his forty-ninth birthday.

Noah owned Noah’s Arcade in Manhattan Mall.

Arcades were a big part of American pop culture back in the 1980’s.

Your hero, Dear Reader, was not immune to Pac-Man Fever.

I had to will myself to hop on the wagon, when I realized that my brief addiction was cutting into my booze-and-smokes budget.

Priorities are important.

Noah was gunned down by a masked assailant during a robbery.

He, she or “they”—the only acceptable pronoun in the ever-touchy present day—was still at large.

The Force was with “them.”

But not for long.

The list of things I can’t do is longer than the Great Wall of China.

I can’t leap tall buildings in a single bound, either.

But what I can do is crack a cold case, tread where others fear to dwell and smite evil as surely as God flooded the world.

Pun intended, especially considering the name of this case’s victim.

I pushed the jar towards them.

“Keep this.  You caught me at a good time.  I’m bucks up.  For once my savings account doesn’t look like a vast wasteland AKA television.”

Prudence looked at her brother and said, “Tell him.”

My spider-sense started to tingle.

There’s no way.

Eddie cleared his throat and said, “We just found out yesterday.  Our biological mother is Alison Hacklyn.  You’re our brother, sir.  Um, big brother.”

Suddenly, I felt like a pissed off Ricky Ricardo.

Mom?

You’ve got
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