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Don’t give us none of your aggravation,

We’ve had with your discipline,

Saturday’s night’s all right for fighting,

Get a little action in.

2:45 in the ever-lovin’ morning.

My favorite Elton John song was waking up the neighborhood.

Man, was it ever.

Who are the people in your neighborhood?

Most of them are decent enough.  A few of them, like yours truly, are real life superheroes.

Too many of them are fucking assholes.

I stretched, got out of bed, slid into my Corvette Summer t-shirt, Levi’s, Adidas running shoes and I slipped on my shoulder-holster, home of Mr. Browning.

No such thing as over preparedness.

Sweaty, sweaty.

Big Apple Julys were hotter than Annie Potts.

I put a jean jacket over my best friend in the whole wide world.

Sorry, Krypto.

I locked up, ran downstairs, crossed the street, stood in front of another apartment building and checked out the source of the awesome, but peace-disturbing music.

Third floor.  Intercom.  Manager.

“It’s fuck-thirty in the morning!  No, we don’t have any suites available!”

“One of your tenants is less than neighborly.”

“What?”

“Can’t you hear that?”

“What?  I can’t hear much.  Tinnitus.  Ever since I came home from France.”

“Thank you for your service, sir.”

“What?  I didn’t go to France to fight Hitler.  I went for my honeymoon.  My wife’s mother tagged along.  I’ve been deaf ever since.”

“Would you please buzz me in?”

“What?  That door’s been busted since 1969.  Don’t blame me, blame the owners!”

I entered the lobby, then the elevator and the car stopped between the first and second floors.

Now isn’t that just dandy!

Not a problem.  I’ll just open the hatch and scamper up the shaft, like Spider-Man.

It started to ascend.

Whew!

Knock, knock, knock.

I counted to ten.  Then twenty.  

I heard what sounded like the soft sobs of a man who wanted to be anywhere other than where he was.

Don’t make me agree, Mr. McGee.  You wouldn’t like me when I’m angry.

I drew my gun and kicked the door in.

There were about ten men in the room.  They were in their early twenties, shirtless, fit and I recognized one of them.  Oates.  Gary Oates.  He was a cop.

There was another man handcuffed to a chair.  He was crying.  A good-looking woman, naked as the proverbial jaybird, sat on his lap and stroked his hair.

The air stank of pot, piss and Pabst Blue Ribbon.  

The man cuffed to the chair said, “Will you please help me, sir?”

“Sure.”

Oates, who was a little older than the others, pointed at me and said, “That’s him, fellas.  Captain Glory Hound.  You gonna shoot a room full of cops, Hacklyn?”

“I don’t see cops.  I see disgraces.  Uncuff that man.”

Oates snorted, “Aw, Hacklyn!  Don’t get your knickers in a knot!  Plymouth here just graduated from the Academy.  This is his initiation.  It’s just a hazing.  We’ve all been through it.  No harm, no foul.  Oh, and you’re paying for that door.”

I kept my Browning up and decked Oates with a right hook.  He stumbled into three other guys, and they hit the floor like bowling pins.

I said to New York’s less than finest, “Who wants some of that?  Nobody?  Keys.  Oh, and would one of you kindly turn the volume down.  The people you’ve sworn to protect are trying to sleep.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO

[image: ]


“Do you have children, Lee?”

Not that I’m aware of, I wanted to say, but didn’t.

“I grew up with two sisters and three brothers.  We were the original Brady Bunch.  Our parents raised us Christian.  Do you read the Bible, Lee?”

“Just the Book of Revelations.  That’s where the action is.”

“Let’s go, Candice.  I don’t cotton much to this boy’s tongue.”

She patted his knee and said, “Please forgive my husband, Lee.  He was born with a two-by-four up his poop chute.”

Her name was Candice Randall.  She was in her forties, pleasantly plump and dressed for a night at the Oscars.  Wilber, her husband, was likewise aged, clad in a wool, three-piece suit, perfect for summer weather, maybe he had a cold, and he wore a red, white and blue cowboy hat.

“What are you gawking at, boy?”

“Your hat, sir.  It makes me very happy.  I’m sorry about your loss, but if you call me “boy” one more time?  I’m going to introduce you to the sidewalk via that window.”

He started to speak, and Candice put a hand over his mouth.

“Laura.  We’re here for Laura.  Remember?  She’s watching you from Heaven, Old Bear.”

She pulled her hand away and he exploded into tears.  They held each other.  I passed them a box of tissue.  Candice took one, blew her nose and said, “See?  He’s not so bad.  Wilber likes people, Lee, as long as they’re just like him.”

He straightened his tie and said, “I believe in America. I believe in God.  Wilbur Randall says that anyone who believes otherwise can choke on his own puke.”

The murder of their daughter, twenty-three-year-old Laura Randall, was the top office water cooler topic for a long time.

Laura worked as a legal aide for the District Attorney.

Her boyfriend was State Senator Dwayne Davenport (D) who represented the forty-eighth district.

The Davenports were one of America’s richest and most powerful families.  The wellspring of their prosperity was Grandpa Irving Davenport, an opportunistic bootlegger during Prohibition.  

There was a demand for what he supplied, to say the least.  

Last Christmas Eve, Dwight and Laura were on a dinner date in Lower Manhattan.  

It was after midnight with Dwight’s presidential aspirations and Laura’s life ended.
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There were no witnesses to what happened next:

Dwight’s eventual testimony basically boiled down to, “I don’t remember.”

He and Laura were accosted by at least three men.  They herded them into an alley.  Laura was raped and stabbed to death.  Dwight either left the scene, or worse, stood and watched before leaving the scene.

He took a cab to the Ritz-Carlton Hotel, booked a penthouse suite and spent the night there, without so much as a thought, apparently, of reporting the incident.

It was a fact that Laura was attacked by at least three men because that determination was made by the Medical Examiner.

They remain at large.

Dwight Davenport was charged with Depraved Indifference to Human Life.

He received a suspended sentence, and he made a public apology.

Shortly after his trial, there was an election.

The voters forgave him.

He retained his Senate seat.

Term limits?  What do we do need those for?

As for the voters?  Well, now.

Laura Randall was somebody else’s daughter, wasn’t she?
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After the Randalls left, I drove to NYPD HQ, where I was greeted with the warmth, love and enthusiasm of a ticker-tape parade.

“Hacklyn!  You look just like what fell out of my ass this morning!”

“Hacklyn!  Did you make your daily murder quota yet?”

“Hacklyn!  How’s about you do us all a favor and eat your gun?”

“Thank you for your service, gentlemen.”

Middle fingers went up like, well, you know.

I espied Officer Plymouth in the lunchroom.  He was eating a peanut butter sandwich and washing it down with black coffee from a Styrofoam cup.

I sat across from him.

“I thought you’d walk.  You didn’t.  Good for you.”

“Thanks for getting me out of there.  Thanks for driving me home.”

I started to stand, hesitated, then, on a whim, I sat and asked him, “Were on duty the night Laura Randall was murdered?”

“No, but I went with Lt. Houston and Lt. Warning to the Ritz-Carlton Hotel.  For training.”

I grinned and said, “That’s a feather in your cap.  They must think highly of you.”

“Not so much now.  The whole damn Department knows about that stupid party.”

“I’ve been hired to investigate the murder of Laura

Randall.”

“You might as well find a brick wall and beat your head against it.  The fix is in.  We interviewed the front desk clerk who served Davenport.  They saw the cab, Big Apple Taxi and the number painted on.  Hard number to forget.  666.  We
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