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This book is dedicated to God, Johnny’s Morningstar,

Johnny’s Yellow Sun.  Thank You, Our Heavenly Father, for every second of my fool life.

THE CYCLE BREAKER

––––––––
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I kicked the door in.

It was wooden and decrepit, like the rest of the house.  Like kicking in a thick piece of cardboard.

There was a stairwell in front of me and a small living

room on my left.

A fat, bald guy came at me with a baseball bat.  

He took a swing.  I ducked it.  He was off-balance.

I’m not a big karate guy, but I’ve taken a few classes.

I got as far as orange belt level, which is nothing to brag about.  But I stretched every day and was pretty flexible for a guy.  I brought my foot up in the what the martial arts magazines called a roundhouse kick.

It looked cool in the movies, but I don’t recommend it

in an actual fight, though in this case it worked.  The ball of my foot tapped Bat Boy in the back of his neck.  He collapsed like an erection after a kick in the balls.  Geez, I hope he’s not paralyzed, deserving of it or not.  On the other hand, I didn’t want him to get back up, either.  So I rolled him onto his back and kicked him in the balls.

“You mother-fucker!  You’re dead!”

I walked over his sobbing, flabby, fetal body.  There

were two guys in the kitchen.  They looked like the the guy that I’d just shit-canned.  Brothers.  Assholery runs in some families, especially this one.  The tall one had a steak knife.  The shorter, stockier guy had a fork.  A fork!  I imagined them arguing over who got what and laughed.

Tall-hole said, “Hey, pretty boy.  You won’t be laughing when we’re done with you.  You won’t even

be breathing.”  

“Do you guys realize that if we we’re in a movie right now the audience would be cheering for me?”

Tall-hole rushed me with the knife.  I slipped to the side and put two fingers into his right eye. He shrieked, put his hands on his face and stumbled down the basement staircase.  The sound of his body

thumping down the stairs was very satisfying.  Fork-man tried to stab me in the face.  I kicked his kneecap.  I could have just shot all three bastards, licensed to carry and so on, but I was going through a spiritual time in my life when I was trying to solve my cases without leaving a trail of corpses behind.  Then there was the fact these men were the uncles of the boy I was trying extract from this hell-hole.  Fork-Man was down, but not out.  He rose and tried to stab me again.  My elbow met his nose and crunched it.  Again, very satisfying.

The Three Stooges were sufficiently incapacitated.

A kid stood in the doorway of what I assumed was his bedroom.  He was eight and he was crying and shivering and his name was Eddie Franks.  He had a blanket, like Linus, and he wore a dirty T-shirt that said, “I’m With Stupid.”  

“Eddie?”

Silence.

“Eddie?  My name’s Lee.”

“I know.  I saw you on tv once.  You’re a detective.”

“That’s right.  I’m very pleased that you recognize me.”

I looked over my shoulder surreptitiously to make sure this poor kid’s male family members were still

sufficiently incapacitated.  They appeared to be.

“Your mother hired me to take you home.”  

“Mom.”

“Yeah.”
“Do you miss her?”
“Yeah.”

“She sure misses you.”

He was heaving and the tears were running down his face like something out of a cartoon.

“You beat up my Uncles.”

“I’m sorry.”

“They’re my Uncles.”

“I know.  I’m sure you love them, but they’re bad men and they took you from your Mom when your dad went to prison.  She hired me to get you back.”

“My dad’s a bank robber.”
“Yeah.”
“He shot a security guard.”

“Yes, Eddie.  His name was William Sanderson.  He left behind a wife and two children.  Your age.”

He nodded.  We needed to leave.

“Come on, superhero.  You want to see your Mom, don’t you?  Let’s go.”

“My stuff.”

“I’ll come back later and get your stuff.  Come on.

Put some shoes on and a jacket.”

He did.  I scooped him up and held him tightly and rubbed his back.

“There, there.  There, there, superhero.  Your new friend Lee’s gonna take you home.”

“I don’t like beards.”

I laughed.  We went outside, I buckled him into my

‘vette and drove him home.

MISMANGEMENT

I was sitting at a desk in my client’s bedroom when I heard the front door open.  My camera was loaded.  I listened carefully and heard the fridge open.  ACTION!

I sprung out of the bedroom, pointed the Polaroid at Albert Simms and took his picture just as shoved a spoonful of neopolitan ice cream into his fat mouth.

Perfect.

He dropped the spoon and ice cream container.

“Who the fuck are you?”

My stomach heaved as his mastications fell out of his mouth.

“Hopefully, the facilitator of your removal as manager of this building.”

“What?”

His puckered lips were white with ice cream and there was ice cream on his tongue as he spoke.  I had to quell an urge to puke.

“Managing an apartment building.  Big responsibility, right?  All those tenants, complaining about this, complaining about that.”

I shook the photo.

“Oh, that’s coming out nicely.  You know, you ought to eat a salad once in a while.  Geez Louise, Al, the people who live here trust you.  You’ve got the keys to their suites.  You can come in here any time you want, under any pretense.  You can, apparently, help

yourself you anything you want, and, apparently, you

think you can get away with it, you son-of-a-bitch.  Don’t feel bad.  You’re not the only one and guys like you keep me fed.  Because people hire guys like me to make sure assholes like you don’t get away with the shit that you think you can away with.  Well, you can’t.  You know, the other day, I busted one of your friends, oh, you probably don’t know him, but I could introduce you, you’d get along with him real well.  He likes to steal women’s underwear from the washing machine.  Gross.  Oh, this picture is just beautiful.  Picture perfect.  Definitely you.  Stealing food.  Like you need to steal food, you fat fuck.  You look well fed.  Bad form, Mr. Simms.”

I showed him the photo.

“Give it to me!  I’ll pay you anything you want!”

“Oh, shut up, you pathetic bastard.  Take it, if you can, ha-ha!”  El Zorro returns.  As it turned out, he could.  He yanked the photo out of my hand.  Albert tried to tear it, but it’s not easy to tear a Polaroid photo.  I slapped his bitch-face and took it back and put it my shirt pocket.

Albert shrieked and pissed himself.

“Oh, Albert!”

I skeddalled.  Albert rushed to follow me.

We were out the door and in front of the elevator.

“Hey, man, you are gonna leave my client’s front door unlocked?  Like it matters.”

I pushed past him and locked the door.

“You slapped me.  That’s assault.  I’m going to sue you.”

I laughed.

“Come on, okay, I can’t help myself, I have a disorder.”

“Fuck you.”

I pushed the button.

“Please, please.  I’m begging you.”

He actually got down on his hands and knees.

“For fuck sakes, Albert.”

“Maybe we can make a deal.”

“Get up, Albert.”

He did, and brushed off his knees.

“Here’s the deal.  A, my client, your tenant, pays me.  B, you lose your job, C, my life rules, D, your life sucks.  That work for you?”

We were in the elevator.  

“I have three kids.”

“Great example you’re setting for them.”

“I have a disorder.”

“Albert, I have a gun under my jacket.  Don’t make me shoot you.  Disorder.”

“My wife is in the hospital.”

“Gun, Albert.”

“The building owner will fire me, for sure.”

“What would you do in his place?  Or her’s?”

We were in the underground parking lot now.

“How much are you making to ruin me?”

“Sad Sack, you’ve really got the self-pity act down to a T.  Sell it to some bleeding heart pussy.”

“I have some money.  A car.  You want my car?  It’s a Ford Escort, runs real well.  Air conditioning doesn’t work.”

“Albert, you smell like piss.”

“Please, give me that photo.”

“Funny how contrite and remorseful people are...after they’re caught.”

“I can’t lose this job.”

“You’ll be lucky if you don’t wind up in jail, fuck-face.”

“Please.”

“Shut up, Albert.”

Sloppily, I had the camera dangling from my shoulder.

I was rooting in my front jeans pocket for my car keys when Albert yanked on the strap.  It successfully jerked me off balance and he pulled the photo out of my shirt pocket.  He took off.  I regained my balance and chased after him.  He was half-way up the stairs and already heaving air.  I punched him in the back.  He collapsed and I retrieved the photo, a little bent, but none worse for the wear.  I turned away.

“Hey...HEY!”

He sat on the stairs and pulled out an exacto-knife.

I spat on the floor.  Pig, Lee, but I was fed up with this guy.  Albert placed the exacto-knife to his right wrist.

“I’ll kill myself.  I’ll cut my wrists and bleed out right in front you, you sanctimonious prick.”

“Okay.  Wait!  There’s a theatre near here.  I’ll run over, get popcorn, come back, and you can kill yourself while I eat.  You can have some too as your last meal, if you like.  Want some Chock-o-Nuts, too?

My treat.”  

“You cunt.”  

“Potty mouth, Albert.”

“I’m gonna do it.”

“Wait, let me take a picture.”

“You’re gonna take a picture of me killing myself?  You really are a sick fuck, you know that?”

He was crying.

“Smile, Albert.”

I pointed the camera at him and took another picture.

“You’re gonna take a picture of me killing myself?

“I just did, imbecile.  Kill yourself.  I’ll send it your wife, who doesn’t exist.  I’m a professional, Albert.  I know all about you.  You have a record.  You only got this job because you have a cousin who works for the owner.  You’re a liar and a thief.  Great combo.”

He threw the knife at me.  The non-pointy part bounced off my hard chest, yes, I exercise, and it clattered to the floor.

Albert sobbed into his hands.

“You’ve been stealing from my client and likely others for months.  Food, loose change.  Man oh man.

The people you steal from, Albert, Mr. Disorder, don’t you think they have problems, too?  For Christ’s sake, man, look yourself in your pissy pants.  You just threw a knife at me.  You need help, Albert.”

“I know, I know...it does’t matter.”

He looked at me with his droopy, sobbing eyes.

“I have cancer.”

“Good.”

LET HER EAT CAKE

Her name was Professor Edwina Stock and she was earnestly and eloquently pontificating on the evils of male patriarchy.  She humorlessly droned on for an hour or so while my stomach rumbled.  We were sitting in my office.  I looked out the window.  Indian food.  I think I’ll have some Indian food for lunch.  Chicken tandoori.  That sounds nice.  Beer, to wash it down with.  Oh!  And some water, too.  Lee cares for his liver.  Yes, sometimes Lee refers to himself in the third person.  It amuses him.  A few
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