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Someone’s knockin’ at the door,

Somebody ringin’ the bell,

Someone’s knockin’ at the door,

Somebody’s ringin’ a bell,

Do me a favor,

Open the door,

And let ‘em in,

Ooh, yeah...

“Hi.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry to barge in on you like this.  My name’s Eowyn Eddings.  I’m the girl next door.”

“Lee Hacklyn.”

She was blonde, blue-eyed and blushing.

Eowyn Hacklyn.

Now that has a ring to it.  Are the jewelry stores open on Sundays?

“My brothers are Gandolf and Aragorn.  We don’t agree on anything on much, but we’re all on the same page when it comes to our father.  He’s a jerk!  Can you please help me?”

“Sure.”

“I’ve read about you.  I think private eyes are the coolest.”

Mom?  This is Eowyn Eddings.  Your future daughter-in-law.

“Oh, I hate to impose like this, but my ex-boyfriend is across the street.  He’s in violation of the restraining order I filed against him.  He keeps looking up at my window.”

“You should call the police.”

“I know, and I might, but I prefer not to.  Pete’s okay.  He has a good heart.  But he won’t let go, y’know?  Oh, but he’s a loser, too.  Like a stereotypical dumb blonde, I feel in love with his smile.  Now it just creeps me out.  Like the Joker.  He’s a total coward.”

“Say no more.  I was ironing my cape anyway.”

We shared a look.

“Go back to your suite, Eowyn.  I’ll handle this.”

She looked up at me.

There are few things more elating than the gaze of an angel.

“You know?  I think you will at that.”

Five minutes later, I exited the lobby of the Queens apartment building where I lived.

It was April warm.

The night sky was clear.

My God...it’s full of stars.

I beheld them as I crossed the street.

Stop and smell the roses, everyone, because tick tock.

Pete was in his early twenties; exuded fragility and he wore an untucked CHiPs t-shirt.

“Jon or Ponch?”

“What?”

“You like CHiPs.  I watch that show, too.  Jon or Ponch?”

“Randi Oakes.”

“You said it!”

“Do I know you?”

“No.  I’m Lee.  Now you do.  Do you watch Star Trek?”

“Live long and prosper.”

“I’ll take that as a “yes.”  Remember Charlie X?”

“Sure, it’s one of my favorite episodes.”

“Kirk gave Charlie some fatherly advice about women.  There are a million things in this world you can have and there are a million things you can’t.  It’s no fun facing that, but that’s the way things are.  Hang on tight and survive.  Everyone does.”

He shook, he sobbed, and he said, “But I love her.”

“She doesn’t love you.  Maybe she did once, but he doesn’t anymore.  It happens.  Get on with your life.”

Suddenly, he became defiant.

“Or what?”

“Or I’ll kick your balls in.  I might do it anyway on general principal.  Go home, Pete.  You’ll never be happy until to stop thinking about what’s beyond your control and what’s within it.”

He blew his nose into his shirt and he nodded.

“How’d you get here?”

“Bus.  My car’s busted.”

So’s your soul, pal.

When I returned to my suite, there was a note taped to the door.

It had Eowyn’s phone number on it.

No good deed goes unpunished.

But like everything in life, there are some gloriously dandy exceptions.

Let ‘Em In lyrics by Sir Paul McCartney

Star Trek “Charlie X” was written by D.C. Fontana.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO

[image: ]


“When I gaze into my crystal ball, I see a vision that fills me with horror.  I see flags all over America.  Not the stars-and-stripes.  The hammer and the sickle.  I blame television.  Kids today are living on Easy Street.  I grew up during the Great Depression on Hardscrabble Avenue.  I was lucky if I saw my old man at Christmas.  He spent half of his life on trains, looking for a job, any job.  Millions of Americans were in the same boat.  My mother and my three brothers slept in the same bed.  Our entertainment was Saturdays at the Bijou in Queens.  Ye, Gods!  How we loved the serials.  Commando Cody!  Captain Marvel!  The Phantom!  Every episode ended with a cliffhanger, and you couldn’t wait to go back the next Saturday.  When I was sixteen, I alienated myself from the rest of my family by running away and never looking back.  I landed a job in Hollywood reading mail at Universal and worked my way up to where I am now.  America works for those of us who aren’t afraid to sweat and bleed and toil and reach.  You’re kind to let me prattle on, Lee.”

His name was Herman Katz.  He was sixty, boldly bald, which I like because I had little regard to men who walked around with rugs on their head, oh, and he was nattily attired in a blue Brooks brothers suit.

His eyes were bright, and his smile was genial and his pockets were deep.

He was a player.

Then again?

So I was I.  

Just saying.
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Katz Productions, the film studio he built from the ground up, made low-budget, high-octane crowd-pleasers.

I lit a Blue Buzzard, sat back in my swivel chair and said, “I take it that you don’t think Wayne’s death was an accident.”

Wayne Torrance, a popular B-movie actor, was killed on the set of his last movie, Day of Infamy.

It was shot in Hawaii and set during the Pearl Harbor attack.

While running on the deck of the battleship USS California, Wayne’s uniform caught fire and he burned to death.

On the list of “Worst Ways to Go,” that had to in the top five.

“Oh, it was an accident, Lee.  There were dozens of witnesses and the investigators had not reason to think otherwise, but Wayne, like all men to dare to think and act for themselves, had enemies.  He testified at the House Un-American Activities Committee hearings.  He named names.  Destroyed careers.  Nobody likes a rat, but in my book?  Traitors are worse.  Wayne thought he was doing his patriotic duty.  Lee?  Our next movie is in pre-production.  We’re shooting right here in the Big Apple.  Guess what?  It’s a detective story, right up your alley!  It’s called Gutter Blood, and the script is terrific!  I want you to be our new Chief-of-Security.  The same cast and crew that worked on Day of Infamy is back.  Except for Wayne, obviously.  I want justice for Wayne.”

I blew out some air and said, “Sounds
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