
Table of Contents

Lee Hacklyn Private Investigator in Kung Fool For Love

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE


Lee Hacklyn 

Private Investigator in

Kung Fool For Love

by John Leister

NEW YORK CITY.  1977.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE

[image: ]


“Good morning, sir.  I’m Lee Hacklyn.”

“Hacklyn.  What kind of shit name is that?  Jewish?  I hate those people.”

“Hate is a waste of energy, sir.”

“Say what now?”

“Sir, this house doesn’t belong to you.”

“It does if I say it does.”

Some men never make it past eight emotionally.

Their seemingly deliberate avoidance of personal responsibility forever baffled me.

My client was Betty Rubble, (!) an easy-on-the-eyes real estate agent.

She and her clients, a young married couple, were outside a Chelsea house of wood, brick and stone.

The front door was circular.

I guess the architect was a Tolkien fan.

From yesterday:

“He’s a squatter, Lee.  The police have removed him three times, but he keeps coming back.”

The floor was littered with crushed beer cans, cigarette butts and Playboy centerfolds.

A swarm of cockroaches was feasting on the remnants of an open pizza box.

My stomach somersaulted.

Super Squatter was in his forties, chronologically, at least; and he was bloated to cartoonish proportions.

He was a Star Wars t-shirt and skivvies with stripes, like Lee Falk’s The Phantom.

Evidently, we had some common ground.

I pointed at his t-shirt and asked him, “How many times?”

He snorted.

“Once.  And that was too many.  Star Wars was the worst movie I’ve ever seen.  You can’t hear sound in space.  Lasers aren’t solid, so sound can’t exist in space.  And parsecs are units of distance, not time.  That movie was written by idiots for morons.”

“Then why are you wearing the t-shirt?”

“Fuck you, that’s why.”

“Ah.  The all-purpose explanation.  Might I ask your name, sir?”

“Ray.”

“Well, Ray, I’m sure your story is a sad one.  A lot of people with sad stories do amazing things with their lives.  And some kids who grow up with silver spoons in their mouths die young.  Or they grow old without ever having achieved a single meaningful thing.  Ever heard of free will?”

He hoarked up a lougie and spat on the floor.

“Go fuck your mother, Tinker Bell.”
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Ten minutes later, Ray and his broken arms were strapped to a gurney.

How does a man allow himself to debase himself so?

All of us enter this world with a sense of awe and wonder.

Is there such a thing as a baby who gives up?

They take their first steps, they fall, they cry, then they try again and again until they can walk...like Mommy and Daddy.

When you offer a helping hand, Dear Reader, be prepared.

He might be all too grateful to take it.

He might slap it away.

What happened to you, Ray?

Who’s your mother?  Who’s your father?

Don’t you want them to be proud of you?

As I was giving my statement to New York’s finest—-“He’s still breathing, Hacklyn.  That’s a feather in your cap.  What’s the matter?  You’re turning into the East Coast version of Mahatma Gandhi,”—-Ray looked at me and said, “Thanks.  I needed that.”
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“We were lucky, Mr. Hacklyn.  We emigrated to America the day after Japan invaded Manchuria.  They murdered over thirty thousand of my people.  I’ll never forget seeing the Statue of Liberty for the first time.  What a wondrous sight!”

His name was Charles Wong.  His weathered face expressed a lifetime of sadness, regret and maybe a little joy, too.  His besuited frame sat ramrod straight in my client chair.

Seated next to him was his like-aged wife, Jane.  She wore a wide-brimmed bonnet decorated with a rose and a Jackie O-style chiffon dress.

I was no snob, Dear Reader, but I was always impressed with potential clients who visited my office in their Sunday best.

Leaning against my Krazy Glued-to-the-floor filing cabinet—the source of many-a-mishap—was their seventeen-year-old adopted son, Billy.

He was handsome, fit and clad in a black suit with shiny lace-ups.

His father was the owner of the Wong Way-Right Way Kung Fu Academy in Brooklyn.

Charles pointed at Billy and said, “I met Billy’s uncle in Guam.  We served together.  He was killed during a Japanese air raid.  When I returned to America, I befriended his brother.  He married in 1960 and they had Billy.  A drunk driver killed Billy’s parents when he was just a baby.  Jane and I were all too happy to adopt him.  As you might imagine, it hasn’t been easy for Billy, being the white son of Chinese parents.  It hasn’t been easy for us, either.  Prejudice is universal.  Which brings me to why we’re here.  There is another kung fu academy across the street from ours.  The Zhang Chinese Boxing Club.  Ming Zhang is a very traditional Chinese man.  In all ways bad.  He hates whites and he hates blacks.  He hates anyone who isn’t Chinese.  And he hates my son.  Billy?”

“I’m a senior at Kennedy.  Mr. Zhang’s daughter is my girlfriend.  Her name’s Fen.  That means fragrance.”

With exquisite time, I broke wind.
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“Excuse me.”

I attempted to open my one window.

As usual, it wouldn’t budge.

As far as first impressions go?

This was far from my finest.

Charles stood, walked over to my window, gave the frame a slight push and effortlessly pulled it down.

“How’s your back?”

“Fine,” I lied.

He said, “Turn around.”

I did.

He wrapped his arms around me, picked me up, squeezed—Mama’s got a squeeze box she wears on her chest—and lowered me.

He rubbed my back.

“Better?” 

“Yes, sir.  Thank you, sir.”

“Continue, Billy.”

“I love Fen.  She loves me.  There’s nothing more to say.”

Jing broke into tears and said, “We’ve been receiving death threats at home.  By mail and by phone.  The message is always the same.  If Billy doesn’t break off contact with Fen, hw dies.  We informed the police.”

I said, “That’s good.”

Charles sat and said, “Lee, we want to hire you as a bodyguard for Billy until this matter is settled.  Money is no object.”

Jane wailed.

I handed her some tissue.

“STUPID MEN!  Thank you.”

Charles put his arm around her and said, “Violence is the only thing men like him understand.  It’s the only thing he honors.  Do you like martial arts, Lee?”

“Sure.  I watch Kung Fu every week.”
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“Oh, and I just got my driver’s license renewed this week.  I’m in.”

Charles wrote me a Dim Sum-sized retainer check, we shook hands, Billy gave me a high-five and they left.

A few minutes later, I heard Jing scream.

I drew my Browning, ran downstairs, then outside.

Two young hoodlums were on their backs, and they were writhing in agony.

Charles smiled at me and said, “They tried to mug my wife.  They failed spectacularly.”

Billy’s grin was infectious.

His eyes were bright.

“That’s my Dad.”  
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The next morning.

“Lee?  Could you drop me off here, please?”

“What’s wrong?”

“Kennedy’s a public school.”

“I know.  I went there.”

“Oh yeah?  Cool!  Well, nothing personal, I just don’t wanna look like Richie Rich.”

“I get it.  Billy?  Your Dad is paying me to protect you.”

“I can protect myself.  I know how to fight.”

“I don’t doubt it.  So do I.  You wanna try me?”

He swallowed and said, “No.”

“Good.  Then shut up.  Tell your friends I’m your driving instructor.”

That seemed to mollify him a little.

“Fen’s father is so crazy.  He hates me because I’m white.  How can somebody his age be so stupid?”

“Never mind, Billy.  It’s beyond your control.  You’re lucky that your father is such a good man.”

“I wish I’d known my real father.”

“You and Luke Skywalker.  You have a real father.  His name is Charles Wong.  He provides for you, he nurtures you, he loves you and I can tell by the way that he looks at you, that he’s damn proud of you.”

Billy glowed and said, “I hope so, Lee.  That’s important to me.”

“What are your plans after high school?”

“Follow in my father’s footsteps.  I’m getting my business degree.  When Dad retires, I’m taking over the Academy.  Fen and I are going to run it together.  She’s a smart cookie.  Her Kung Fu’s awesome, too.  She can
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