
Table of Contents

Lee Hacklyn Private Investigator in Die Guard with a Vengeance

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER TWELVE


Lee Hacklyn

Private Investigator in

Die Guard with a Vengeance

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE
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New York City.  1977.

“Thou shalt not steal.  What a load of tripe!  I hate the Bible.  It’s the worst book ever written.  The Nazis had a few good ideas and one of them was book-burning.  You know why men steal?  I’ll TELL you why.  It’s because they’ve been marginalized by this country’s greed bags.  They steal because they’re hungry.  Wouldn’t you?  And what do we do with people who steal?  We put them in prison.  The only people who belong in prison are businessmen and industrialists.  Their sole aim is to exploit the working class, fatten their stomachs and their wallets.  Look at that car!  How much do you think it cost?  With that money, you could feed an Ethiopian village for a month.  Did you see that man in the backseat?  Puffing away on a stogie!  While millions around the world are dying a lingering death from starvation.  Fellow man?  To them, that’s a pejorative phrase.  Me, me, me...that’s the only thing men of his ilk think about.  I pity the so-called criminal.  He does what he does because he has no other choice.  What’s a cornered rat supposed to do?  Beg for mercy?  No.  He fights for his very survival.  What the press call victims are really people who are asking for it.  What the press calls criminals are really the noblest of creatures.  If the so-called criminal wants my wallet?  He can have it.  Each according to his need.  I’d execute a hundred Ayn Rands for one Karl Marx.”

It was a hot Sunday morning in July and the heat wave in progress was threatening to unleash an apocalyptic riot upon the Big Apple.
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I was sitting near the side entrance of a Bronx bus.

It was so hot my Batman t-shirt was soaked through and through.

My client was the New York Transit Authority.

Bus riders all over the Five Burroughs were under siege.

A trio of bandits who called themselves the Bus-Dits were robbing and looting with reckless abandon.

They were all-hands-on-deck with the female passengers, too.

The socialist pontificator, AKA Brother Love, was well into his twilight years.

It forever amazed me that a man at such an advanced age could be so emotionally invested in such ideological nuttiness.

The reactions of the other passengers varied from bemusement to bewilderment to indifference.

I had to will myself not to shoot him.
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“Good morning, losers!  This is your Captain speaking.  Ah haw haw!  My, my!  It sure it a scorcher out there.  Let’s keep it nice and cool in here.  We don’t want things to get bloody now, do we?  We are the Bus-Dits.  Now, we’re not as famous as Donny and Marie, but maybe some of you have heard of us.  We want your wallets, watches, trinkets, doodads, oh, and calculators, if you have one.  Put your stuff into this handy-dandy Adidas sports bag.  Cooperate and live.  Resist and die.  What’s your name, sweetie?”

“Fuck you.”

“Take off your top, fuck you.”

There were three Bus-Dits.  They were thin, south of their teen years but north of their thirties.

They were dressed in black, and their faces were hidden behind plastic Nixon masks.

The other two Bozos wielded shotguns.

They waved them around as though they were divining rods.

Brother Love was the first to offer his wallet.

He was rewarded with the impact of a shotgun butt against his jaw.

Ouch. 

I stood, drew my Browning and made three spiritual donations to the Not a Showball’s Chance in Hell of Salvation-Army.

Applause and cheering ensued.

Love tends to manifest from people who feel temporarily saved from any kind of unpleasantness, including inconveniences such as theft, harassment and murder.

I returned the wallet to Brother Love.  He spat on the floor of the bus.

“Some hero!  Those poor men you just gunned down!  They’re the heroes!  You’re less than a dirty Orc!”

A middle-aged woman whacked his kneecap with her parasol.

“This young man is a brick of gold.  You, sir, are a lump of coal.  SHAME ON YOU!”

She stood, pulled me towards her and kissed my cheek.

Sorry, Mom.

You’re fired.
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Who’s trippin’ down the streets of the city?

Smiling at everybody she sees?

Who’s reaching out to capture a moment?

Everyone knows it’s Windy!  (Lyrics by Ruthan Friedman.)

I was in my office, my one window—like so much of mankind—was cracked; and the wind outside was howling like my latest literary diversion, The Hound of the Baskervilles by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.

My stomach complained.

Feed me!

The entirety of my food supply at home, a studio apartment in Queens, was a half-empty, I mean, half-full jar of Jif peanut butter.

On top of my fridge was an unopened carton of Blue Buzzards and in my fridge was a twelve-pack of Male Ale Beer.

Perhaps I need to reassess my priorities.

My rent was due tomorrow, and my savings account was overdrawn by an ungodly amount that I don’t even want to think about lest I have a nervous breakdown.

The circus was in town.

Maybe I’ll head over there this afternoon and fill out an application.

Maybe they’ll let me wear a red cape and shoot me out of a cannon.

GOSH!

That would be COOL!

Cli-ents!

Whoa, whoa, whoa—Clients!

Where are you, Clients?

It’s not like crime was on the wane in NYC.

In fact, in 1977, this was the murder-and-mugging capital of America.

Why would anyone want to vacation here?

I gazed upon the elevator doors down the hall.

Please open.  Please feed me a client.

I’m hungry.  For read.  Damn me for a fool!

The spider on the ceiling of my office started to look very appealing.

It moved.  Scurried.

I drew my Browning and SHOT it.

Sorry, Spidey.

Luckily, I was the only tenant in this Manhattan-based, vermin-infested, rattrap of an office building.

Fear is the wellspring of rash actions.

A middle-aged and smartly-dressed woman with two teenaged boys—her sons, evidently—timidly stepped out of the elevator.

Her eyes were like flying saucers.

“Was that a gunshot we just heard?”

“No, ma’am,” I lied.  “I beg your forgiveness.  That was my epic flatulence.”

The boys laughed.

She did not.

Oops-a-Daisy.
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I flashed her my most megawatt smile and suggested, “Let’s start over.  My Dad was forever telling me, son, you’ll go far in life, as long as you keep your mouth shut.  Lee Hacklyn, at your service.”

Warily, she gave me the briefest of handshakes.

“Wanda Wittenburg.  My sons, Wyatt and Wade.  I guess it’s safe to say that we’re an alliterative family.”

I smiled.

“Better alliterative than illiterate.”

The boys looked bewildered, but she laughed.

Jokes—even bad ones—can help build a bridge.

“Mrs. Wittenburg?  You’re welcome to sit in my swivel chair.  Um, for your own safety?  Don’t sit back too far, please.  Gentlemen?  My client chairs.  I’ll get started on coffee.”

Wyatt was around seventeen and tall enough for the NBA.

His gaunt head was nearly enveloped in a red afro and an even redder beard.

It was so thick it could hide a pencil.

Crazy.  For seventeen.

Wade was a little younger and a lot wider.

He took a moment to study and analyze my client chair, started to sit, then thought the better of it.

His brother chuckled.

“The last time he sat on a chair like that?  We had to call 911 and they needed to use the Jaws of Life to get him out of it.”

Wade fumed and made his fists into balls.

“That’s a lie!  For fuck sakes!”

Wanda sat in front of my desk and admonished him: “Wade!”

“I’m sorry, Mom
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