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Lee Hacklyn 1970s Private Investigator in Nancy Hardy and The Drew Boys

Brooklyn, New York City.  1975.

CHAPTER ONE

FROM THE DIARY OF NANCY HARDY

There was a knock on my bedroom door.  Mom’s knock.  

I grabbed some tissue, wiped my eyes and blew my nose.

“Honey?”

“I’m okay, Mom.”

I wasn’t.  

I absolutely hated myself for allowing myself to feel this way.

Dad always tells me, “The only person in charge of your feelings is you, Nancy.”

I know he’s right, but it’s hard for me.

Shelly, oh, she thinks this is hilarious.

What a joy it is to have the Anti-Christ for a little sister.

I turned sixteen today, Dear Diary.

Mom insisted on throwing me a sweet-sixteen birthday party.

“It’s on a Saturday; aren’t you the lucky one?  You can invite all your girl-friends!”

I love you, Mom, but your aggressive denial of everything that makes you feel uncomfortable borders on psychotic.

“No boys!  This is a girls-only event.  What Mom would never accept is the fact that boys were the only friends I had:  Tom and Eddie Drew.

Like me, they were juniors at Rosa Parks High School in Brooklyn.

I like Tom and I think he likes me, too.  So does Eddie.  A lot of boys like me—just saying, I’m not a stuck-up snob about it—but most of them are gross.

Tom is so cool!

He’s one of a kind.

He’s not your typical, American teen-aged boy, that’s for sure.

He’s athletic, but he doesn’t care about sports.  He’s got a black belt in Karate.

He’s nuts about comic books, like Eddie, and believe it or not, Dear Diary, yours truly.

And I’m not talking about those sappy, girly-girl comics, either.  I like Spider-Man and the Avengers and the Legion of Super-Heroes, especially Mon-El; he’s so dreamy.

We like Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and Agatha Christie.

Tom is an amazing artist.

That’s his dream job and he’s going for it.  Eddie says that he doesn’t know what he wants to do with is life, but I think he’s lying.  He wants to be a writer.  He should.  I’ve read his stories and they’re really good.

I’m going to be a police officer, like my father.  He’s going to retire, soon.  The sooner, the better.  Crime is so out of control crazy nowadays.  So Mom and Dad are forever telling me.  I hate watching the news.  Every day, there’s another murder, a rape, a violent robbery.

What’s with people?

My dad’s lucky.  He’s never had to draw his sidearm once, but he’s lost four partners over the course of his career.

They were killed by bad men, while on duty.  There, but for the Grace of God, go you, Dad. 
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CHAPTER TWO

FROM THE DIARY OF NANCY HARDY

(Continuing...)

Eddie’s so smart.  He’s fat—and he’s super self-conscious about it.

And if it wasn’t for Tom, the jocks at Rosa Parks...oh, they’re such assholes!

Anyway, against my instincts, I put twenty invitations into twenty lockers of twenty girls I knew at school.

Not one of them showed up.

I wasn’t the least bit surprised, but I was disappointed, all the same.

It’s a stupid waste of time to hope for something that you know, in advance, isn’t going to happen.

Mom came and sat on my bed.

I was sitting at my desk, trying to get myself together.

Sheri Hardy, the reason for my existence, was forty-five, but everybody thought she was much younger.

She was so beautiful.

Tom and Eddie could barely keep eye-contact with her, whenever they were over.

She worked part-time at Urban Living Real Estate, as an agent.

Last year, she sold a condo and the commission she got from it, bought us a two-week, summer trip to Disney World.

Shelly, who was twelve at the time, threw up on every ride and she screamed and peed herself when she saw Mickey Mouse.

I felt worse for the guy wearing the suit than I did for my own sister, who is an angry, weird and bizarrely fearful creature.

Her happy reaction to my suffering is so typical of her and it pisses me off.

Why is cruelty a part of life?  I try to treat everybody nicely; because that’s the way I want to be treated.

Some days, I feel like I’m the only person in the world who feels that way.

Mom said, “I’m so sorry, Nancy.  I thought you were popular.”

The way she said, “popular,” broke my heart and it triggered another pity party, because she thinks that’s important.

“Mom?  I don’t give a shit about popularity.”

“Please don’t talk that way in the house.”

“I’m in my room, Mom.  Dad swears all the time and you never say anything.  Yes, I know, he paid for the house, you were about to that, weren’t you?”

She actually looked shocked and I could imagine her wondering, for real, if I had psychic powers.

She believes in all that garbage.

“You know, Mom, it’s getting to the point where I can predict everything you’re going to say.”

Because there’s not much going on in that mind of yours, I wanted to add, but didn’t.

She tsked-tsked and said, “Well, it seems wrong to me that you don’t have any friends, other than the Drew boys.  When I was your age, I had loads of girl-friends.”

“I’m different, Mom.  Why can’t you understand that?  I like comic books and sci-fi and mystery novels and I don’t wear make-up and I hate dresses and I hate high-heels and those stupid dolls you bought for me when I was a kid.  You think I ever played with them?  I think that a lot of stuff that everybody likes is stupid.  It’s okay.  Different strokes.  But when you march to the beat of your own drum, it’s not the same.  Everybody gangs up on you.”

The word when in one ear and out the other.  Some people, when you talk to them, they’re not only not listening, they’re just waiting for you to stop talking so they can tell what you already know they’re about to say and you don’t want to hear it.

“I like you’d look lovely in a dress.  Come on.  Shelly’s in the kitchen, having a slice of your cake.  We’d better go downstairs or she’ll eat the whole thing herself.”

Mom thought this was a brilliantly witty thing to say and laughed her fake laugh that always made me cringe.

“I hope she chokes on a piece while she’s laughing at my expense.”

“Oh, Nancy!  You’re so silly!  She’s your sister!”

My mom has a black belt in Stating The Obvious-Fu.

CHAPTER THREE

FROM THE DIARY OF NANCY HARDY

(Continuing...)

There was another knock on my door.

Grand Central Station.

Paul Hardy, the other reason for my existence, was wearing his NYPD uniform.  

He was fifty-five.

He turned down every promotion he’d ever been offered. 

He once told me, “I’ve seen too many good men go down in flames after they traded their uniforms for a blazer and tie and a little more money.”

Dad poked his bald head into my room and said, “I was about to ask you how your party went, but you’re wearing your sad face.  Anybody?”

“Not one, Dad.  I wanted to invite Tom and Eddie, but Mom wouldn’t let me.”

I was lucky.

Dad liked the Drew boys and they idolized him.  That’s probably why he liked them, I’m just realizing now, as I write this, Dear Diary.

Dad sat next to Mom and she shifted away from him.

I felt my stomach drop.

I couldn’t, for the life of me, remember the last time she’d returned any of his affection gestures.  Every kiss from him was greeted by her check and it scared me.

Except for Tom and Eddie, all the kids I knew had divorced parents.

Mom, why do you do that sort of thing?  In front of me and Shelly, too, not that she even notices; she’s too caught up in herself.

Dad said, “Nancy, it’s very hard to be an individual in this world, but it’s the individual who changes it for the better.  Not a committee, not a political party, not the state.  The individual.  The ground-breaker, the pioneer, the visionary.”

Mom snorted and said, “What guff.  This is coming from a man who wears a uniform for a living.

I thought, Mom, did you actually just say that?

Dad never lost his cool.  That was one of the ten million reasons I loved him so much.

“I’m proud of this uniform, dear.”

Mom wasn’t a cop-hater, but it pissed her off every time he turned down a promotion.  She was really into money and status.

She called Dad’s station wagon the “loser cruiser.”

She bought lottery tickets, every week.

“Nancy, I came home early today because I wanted you to hear this from me.  I’m sorry, it’s bad news.”

I said, “Great, Dad.  Perfect timing.”

Mom scowled at him—she was doing a lot of that lately, too, and said, “Can’t this wait?  Nancy hasn’t had any of her cake yet and she hasn’t opened her present, yet.  It’s a dress, honey; you’ll love it.”

The state of denial is a powerful one.

“Mom, I want a slice of cake about as much as Lex Luthor wants to shine Superman’s cape.”

Dad laughed softly, but Mom just looked baffled.

Her idea of humor was somebody slipping on a banana peel and cracking his head open.

She said, excitedly, God, she was weird, sometimes, maybe it was her menopause.

Wait.

How come it’s not called “women-o-pause?”

Just wondering, Dear Diary.

“Nancy, here we go.  Me and Jimmy Baxter were on patrol...”

Dad’s partner.  I thought he was a creep.  More on him later.

“We found your English teacher, we met him at that PTA meeting, Stacy, Simon Humphrey, in a Times Square dumpster.  He’s dead, Sheri.  Somebody slit his throat.”

“Oh, no!”

Great.  More crying.  Good times.

Dad took my hands and held them.

Mom exploded, “Paul!  You have the tact of a runaway bull in a china shop!”

She clearly thought that was a smart thing to say and her face brightened.

I think Shelly was a lot like Mom and I think I’m a lot like Dad.

Like he said, Mr. Humphrey was my English teacher.  He looked like Patrick Magoohan from The Prisoner, one of my favorite shows.  Every girl I knew was mad about him; he was so manly, like Dad.  He was the only teacher I ever had who didn’t bore me to tears.  He was interesting and he was funny.

And all those jock-strap sucking bullies were afraid of him, which I loved. 

“Why is there so much evil in the world, Dad?”

CHAPTER FOUR

Nine a.m.

I opened my office door—it was unlocked—apparently, asking a cleaning lady to lock up once she’s finished her job is a colossal waste of time—and picked up my mail.

Past due, past due...hello, what’s this?

The return address was from Paris, France—not to be confused with Paris, Alpha Centauri.

My body trembled and I wanted to smoke.

I could be a total pussy, sometimes, and this was one of those times.

My throat tightened.

I opened the envelope with the enthusiasm of Archie Bunker listening to Meathead prattle on about the evils of free-market capitalism.

It was a wedding invitation from my former love
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