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NEW YORK CITY.  1985.

“And we’re back!  Thank you so much for joining us this morning.  Our next guest on Sunrise with Sunny with Sunny Day, that’s me, just for the record, ha ha, is a real life Jim Rockford.  This man is a private eye, straight out of Mickey Spillane.  And he’s not bad to look at, either.  Ha, ha!  Ladies and gentlemen, please give a warm welcome to Lee Hacklyn!”

The applause was tepid.  At least nobody booed or threw a tomato at me.

And I didn’t trip as I approached local celebrity Sunny Day and shook her delicate hand.

She smelled like lavender.  She wore a yellow blouse, Jordache jeans and her hair was bigger than the rest of her head.

“Please have a seat.”

Yours, I wanted to ask, but didn’t.

“Private investigator.”

“Yeah.”

Her intonation indicated that she was less than impressed, despite her cheery intro.

“You’ve killed a lot of people since 1974.  How do you feel about that?”

“Like Tony the Tiger, I feel great.  It’s not like I go out of my way to make the world a brighter place.  If you’re going to stick your hand in a hornet’s nest, don’t be surprised if you get stung.”

She rolled her eyes and said, “Whatever that means.  Why do you think a man steals?”

“Because he’s too lazy to get a job.”

Thunderous applause.  I winked into the camera.  Sunny’s disposition turned decidedly cloudy.
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“How judgmental!  What if a man needs to steal to feed his family?”

“I would ask his wife, why did you marry such a loser?”

That earned me a few laughs.  There weren’t many bleeding hearts watching, apparently.

“I can’t believe I’m hearing this!  This is the 1970s, you know!   We’re living in progressive times!”

“Would you like to have dinner with me, tonight?”

“I’d rather eat my own poop!  Oh, my God!”

She threw up on her desk.

The audience lost its collective mind.

“Look at what you made me do!  The District Attorney is right about you!  You’re nothing but an inhuman, trigger-happy Nazi!”

“Lee Hacklyn is a great American!  You’re nothing but a limousine liberal bitch!”

A middle-aged man wearing a plaid shirt stormed the stage.

The show’s security guard was madly scribbling away in his notebook.  My hero.

I tackled my defender, spun him on his stomach and pinned his arms behind his back.

I yelled at the caught-with-his-pants down guard.

“Hey, Sparky!  I see a pair of cuffs on your Batman-worthy utility belt.  Do you know how to use them?”

He did.  I stood next to Sunny and asked her if she was all right.

“No, I’m not all right.  I just puked in front of eight million people.  And it’s all your fault!”

She tried to slap my face and failed.  I caught her wrist.

She tried to slap my face with her other hand and failed.

I caught her wrist.  

She tried to kick me in the balls and succeeded.

Talk about a Plan B.

My cuffed advocate yelled, “Serves you right!  That’s what happened when you give an inch to a cream puff liberal!  They don’t just take a mile.  They take your balls, too.  Oh, hey!  Can I have your autograph?”

“Sure.  When I recover.  If I recover.”
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I was in my office, my one window was mercifully wedged open, it was August, hotter than Connie Stevens, Fifth Avenue traffic was stuck in time and horns honked in a symphony of frustration and what am I doing with my life-ness?

I opened my mini-fridge and attempted to open a fresh jar of peanut butter.  Five minutes later, I was still attempting.

Some things in life are harder than they need to be and this was one of them.

I had a loaf of Wonder Bread on my desk.

You’re a Wonder, Wonder Bread!

Was this stupid thing ever going to come off?  I resisted an urge to shoot it.

Lately, I’d been having lunch at Del’s Delectable Deli, across the street, but those indulgences were hurting my wallet and expanding my waistline.

I was trying to save money.

Some people are good at turning one dollar into two.  Other people, like yours truly, dear reader, turn one dollar into a maxed-out credit card.

Open!  Open!  I command you!

This was turning into a work-out and sweat was blurring my vision.

“This species is known as man.  A predatory creature, man in incapable of cognitive thought and will always act on nothing more than his basest impulse.  As he was, as he is and as he forever shall be.”

I was so absorbed by my mission, which I’d chosen to accept, I failed to notice that three middle-aged women were standing in front of me.

Baby Bear, Mama Bear and Super-Mama Bear.

Super Mama-Bear was taller than Linda Carter, wider than Frank Cannon and her hair was cut in a Mohawk style.

There was a tattoo of a skull on the side of her neck, a t-shirt with the image of Johnny Cash, his arm extended, ending with the New York Salute, khaki pants and Army boots.

I asked her, “Didn’t I see you in The Road Warrior?”

“GIVE ME THAT JAR!”

I handed it to her, but not without rubbing the top of my head.  Geez Louise!

She held it in my basin, turned on the spigot, rinsed the lid, opened it easy-peasy, then handed it back to me.”

“Thank you.  I’m Lee Hacklyn.”

We shook hands.  Her grip was agonizing. 

“Alice Rosewood.  Feminist.  This is Julie Tanner and Danni Beck.  We’re Mothers, like the Earth herself.”

“Nice to meet you, ladies.  Have a seat.”

I slid my swivel chair over to Alice.  She yanked it out of my hands, sat, it creaked, the complaint of an inanimate object and barked, “Don’t expect manners from me.”

“I think we’re supposed to say “person-ers” now.”
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I shook hands with Danni and Julie.  They sat in my client chairs.

Julie was in her twenties, dressed like Madonna from Desperately Seeking Susan and her smile was engaging.

Be still, my heart, be still.

She laughed and said, “Person-ers.  Very progressive, Mr. Hacklyn.”

“Lee’s fine.  I’ll start on coffee.”

Alice gasped: “Coffee triggers cancer cells!”

“And women who wear Army boots,” was Danni’s reply.  She beat me to the punch.  Probably a good thing, too.

Alice shrieked, “I fought for my country with honor and distinction against the Communist horde!  And where you, Lee?  Or is that short for “cowardly?”

“I tried to enlist.  They wouldn’t take me.  I have asthma.”

“So you say!”

Oh, boy.

Danni was wearing a simple, black dress with a string of pearls around her neck and black high heels.

Why so many women around the world torture themselves by wearing those things is one of life’s great mysteries.

Julie said, “Alice, please.  You can give it a rest once in a while.”

She spoke with a charming Southern accent.

“Lee?  Our sons are juniors at Morse High on Staten Island.  Perhaps you read about Principal Galton.”

Galton, fifty, was playing tennis at South Beach.

On his way to his car, someone stabbed him to death.

There were no witnesses.  Well, there probably were, but the fearful outnumber the righteous.

Alice barked, “The police are striking out.  Will Galton was that rarest of breeds, a good man.  Were here as a bottom of the barrel, last resort.  If it were up to me?   I’d round up all of you cop wannabes, you pretend heroes, and lock you up in Siberian gulag for the rest of your worthless lives!”

She leaned back in my swivel chair.  It broke.

Ooops-a-Daisy.

She fell out to the side, shoulder-rolled to her feet—WOW!—and assumed a fighting stance.

“You knew that would happen!”

“I’m so sorry.  I get my chairs from the Salvation Army.”

“You’re not sorry enough!”

She charged me like a crazed bull.  I stepped the side.  Like a runaway train, she torpedoed towards my open window.  I grabbed the back of her shirt just in time and pulled her back.

“Get you man hands off me!”

Danni chuckled, “For God’s sake, Alice, he just saved your life.”

She sat on the floor and burst into tears.

“Nobody loves me.  I’ve never been on a date.  I hate men, God, do I ever, but I need one!  I don’t want to die a spinster with a house full of cats!”

I sat on the edge of my desk, put my elbows on my knees and linked my fingers together.

Dr. Hacklyn is in.

And this is his diagnosis:  Nuts!

“I’ll take the case.  As for my fees, I’m malleable.  Alice?  None of knows what tomorrow will look like.  All of us in this room have at least one thing in common:  We
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