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When the phone rings at two in the morning, it’s either a wrong number from a different time zone or it’s bad news.

“Lee?  It’s Geoff.  Ann’s been shot.  She’s okay, but she’s still in critical condition.”

I sat up, rubbed some eye-boogers away from my face and turned on my night-light.

There was a naked woman lying next to me.

Oh, yeah.  I got lucky, last night.

“Luck,” of course, being the most subjective of words.  One man’s luck is another man’s curse.

She stirred and smacked her lips and her blue eyes sparkled with outrage.

“Where am I?  Who are you?  Why am I naked?  Why are you naked?”

I covered her body with my comforter—of course, she jerked it away—put my hand over the receiver and said, “Quiet, please, this is important.”

“Answer my questions or I’ll scream “rape.”

“Well, I sure don’t want you to do that.  You’re in my Queens apartment, just a few blocks away from the Night House, where we danced the night away.  I’m Lee.  We’re naked because we had sex about an hour ago.  I don’t know how it was for you, but I’m spent like a used condom, which I’m sitting on, apparently.”

“Oh, gross!”

“My wallet’s on the floor there.  I think I’ve got twenty bucks left.  Take it and cab it home, okay?”

“You’re not going to drive me?  What a deadbeat!”

She got up and she started to dress.

Ann Hacklyn, my sister, was two years older than me and a corporate lawyer, as was her husband, Geoff.  They had a sixteen-year old daughter, Gretchen, who had a dim view of her private eye Uncle, to say the least.  Basically, she thought I was the second coming of the Third Reich.

They were vacationing in Adelaide, Australia, mate.

“You’re fucking wallet’s an echo chamber!”

“Okay, I’ll drive you home, just wait a minute, would you?  Geoff?”

“Never mind, I’ll walk!”

“That’s a terrible idea.  You’ll get mugged or worse, guaranteed.  Geoff?”

She yanked the cord out of my wall.

Well, now.  Isn’t that dandy?
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“You have to drive me home!  I’m your responsibility!”

While my heart hammered—I wondered where my passport was and if was up to date—and slid my greasy behind into my jeans.

“Aren’t you going to shower?  What are you, a savage?”

I buttoned a fresh shirt and said, “I don’t know what makes you think I’m your responsibility.  You flirted me with all night and you came....did you?  Never mind.  You came here of your own free will.”

It was July, and while I enjoy going outside at night when it’s hot out, a novelty in the Big Apple, the heat in this instance only exacerbated my feelings of mad panic.

I slid into my Nikes while Mystery Gal continued her play-by-play of my getting ready to drive her home, which was also a terrible idea because I was still drunker than a sailor on leave.

“No underwear, no socks.  Men are such pigs.  Where’s my purse?”

“It’s on the couch.”

She went into my living room and screamed—visions of another eviction notice and searching for a new place to live dance around my still-inebriated mind—“You call that a couch?  I thought it was a duct tape sculpture!  Why do you look so scared?”

“Something’s happened to my sister.”

“I always wanted a sister.  I grew up an only child.  Spoiled rotten.  You got any beer?  Fuck it, I’m staying here tonight.  If you don’t like it, you can eat my shit.”

I owned a pair of handcuffs, a birthday present from the one cop who didn’t hate my guts.

I attached one end to my left wrist and the other to Mystery Gal’s right.

“Hey!  I don’t go for that kinky shit!”

I grabbed my keys and pulled her out my front door and locked it behind us.

“Where are you taking me, you kidnapping weirdo?”

“Home, sweetie.”

We were going down the elevator and she said, “But I don’t have my face on.  Are you sure you can drive without getting us killed?  Your breath smells like booze and puke.”

We were out the front doors.  The heat was like a solid wall.

“I’m walking you home.  My car can only take one pain in the ass at a time.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

I hustled towards the closest pay phone.

“Hey, my wrist hurts!”

“I need to get in touch with Geoff.”

“Who’s that?  Your bum buddy?”

“Hey, shut up, down there!   Decent people are trying to sleep!”

There was a shady looking guy in the phone booth nearest my building.

I made a big show out of indicating to him that I needed to use it, urgently.

He gave me the French salute and spat on the glass.

Mystery Gal laughed.

I pulled out my gun and fired into the air.

Not the most rational thing I’ve ever done, but this was my sister, you know?

Mystery Gal screamed.

Shady Guy took the hint, hung up the phone with a slam and shouldered me as he high-tailed it for parts unknown.  

I wasn’t too worried about anyone calling the police.

This was the New York City of the 1980s, which was even worse than the New York City of the 1970s, crime-wise.

Gunshots were more common than porn shops and nudie booths in Times Square.

I uncuffed Mystery Gal and said, “Stay, if you want, or you.  Up to you.”

She stuck her long-nailed finger in my eye and flagged down a taxi.

While I pressed the palm of my hand against my bleeding eyelid, she said to the cabbie, “See that guy?  He was born without balls!”

The cabbie thought that was hilarious.  She piled into the back and I never saw her again.  Good riddance.

I dialed the operator and made a collect call to the hotel where Ann was staying.  

To my relief, they accepted the charges.

After being put on hold twice...fifteen minutes later...

“Hello, sir, this is Malcolm Dunn, night-shift manager of the Adelaide Inn.  I understand that you’re the brother of our guest, Ann Hacklyn.”

“Yeah.  Can you tell me what’s happened to her and if she’s okay?”

“Are you near a television?”

“Not right now.”

“It’s all over the news.  Mr. Hacklyn, there’s been an international incident and your sister in the center of it.”

“I’m all ears, Mr. Dunn.”
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“Mr. Hacklyn, your sister bears an uncanny resemblance to the wife of our Prime Minister.  There’s been an assignation attempt on him, and her.  The common belief is that your sister is the victim of mistaken identity.  Our PM was giving a speech today at the Gallipoli Museum for Anzac Day, what you might call Memorial Day.  Your sister and her husband were in attendance.  Two shots were fired.  One grazed our PM’s cheek.  He was damn lucky.  As for Ms. Hacklyn, who was standing near our PM, she took one in the chest, I’m afraid.”

I hung up and opened the booth door.

Shady Guy was back.  This time, he was holding a .45 and the business end was pointed at my face.  In his other hand was Mystery Gal’s purse.  I was too distraught to notice that he was the cabbie.  Fuck.  This turkey was more famous than Mr. T. 

“Don’t worry, she’s fine.  Just give me your wallet and you’ll be fine, too.”

I grabbed his gun-wrist, cranked it past the breaking point, took his gun and clobbered him with it.  He dropped Mystery Gal’s purse and staggered away.  I picked it up, took off my shirt to stanch my bloody tail and bolted back to my apartment.

I showered, put on my one suit and dress shoes, nobody wore thongs on commercial flights in the 1980s,  found my passport, riffled through Mystery Gal’s purse and found her phone
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