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Lee Hacklyn 1980s Private Investigator in The Righteous and The Canadamned

NEW YORK CITY.  1986.

CHAPTER ONE

We have a tendency—or maybe it’s just me—to buy whatever someone is selling us, especially if he’s a talking head on the news.

If Peter Jennings reported that two plus two equaled five, and not four, a lot of people would throw away their calculators, which were becoming redundant, anyway, thanks to Apple’s MacIntosh.

Clint Courage, a fellow private investigator and one of my partners, had one.  He told me it was the most expensive paperweight he’d ever paid for.

He said that the only thing he ever did on it was play Asteroids.

Ever since I was a kid, I’ve been told that people need eight hours of sleep—or else!

I’ve always gotten by on four or five.  Quality, over quantity.  I find myself feeling more fatigued, during the day, whenever I sleep more than I need to.

Sometimes, more is less.

I’m writing these memoirs in 2022, so if there are any continuity errors, the blame falls solely upon me.

One of my all-time favorite movies is Star Trek II:  The Wrath of Khan.  When it was released, back in 1982, a lot of, um Trekkian-Americans, complained about the scene where Chekov (“Dee or-dair kay-em frum Keptin Kairk!”) recognizes Khan.

Walter Koenig, the actor who plays Chekov, doesn’t appear in Space Seed, the episode of the original series in which Wrath of Khan is a sequel to.

I thought, that’s your takeaway, from this beautiful movie?  Not Spock’s sacrifice, to save the crew, or Kirk, coming to grips with his mortality, not to mention, reuniting and bonding with his adult son, whom we as fans never knew existed.

Any long running series of stories, in any format, is going to be lousy with so-called continuity errors.  Most of them can be explained away with a little thing I like to call “the imagination.”

In any event, as my dearly departed papa, Lee Sr., liked to say, with the regularity of senior who eats prunes every morning for breakfast, what counts for me when I’m reading or watching a story is how I feel along the way.

And if, after a while, I’m not feeling anything, then I move on to something else.  That’s how that works.

What I write comes from memory and a few case files, I still have, in the attic of my house, with maybe a colorful embellishment, or two.

In 1986, I was thirty-six.  I think.  I like math about as much as Godzilla likes Japan.

I’d been a private investigator since 1973.  I’ll never forget that day I opened my mailbox and beheld the wonder of the envelope that I knew contained my license to gumshoe.

My private eye license was akin to a member-ship card in The Avengers or The Justice League.

I was, in my mind’s-eye, at least, an official, government-sanctioned superhero.

Oh, boy!
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CHAPTER TWO

Since then, I’ve lost count of the number of people I’ve killed.

I don’t feel great about it, but I don’t beat myself up over it, either.

If you kick somebody in the balls, don’t be surprised if he can take it and knocks you out.

I’ve never started a fight, but I sure as hell finish them.  Up to this point in my life, anyway.  Maybe I’ve been lucky.

Of course, the more prepared we are, and the more we believe in ourselves, the luckier we tend to be.  And that’s how that works, according to LeeHacklynism, which is non-dogmatic and ever in flux.

I’m still alive.  I must be doing something right.

5 am.  I stretched, rolled out of bed, stepped on an empty beer can, slid, and landed on my left knee.  That’s an owie.

Good morning, world.

My downstairs neighbor, Mr. Yorkshire,  man, talk about luck, when it comes to these guys, it’s always been bad, banged away on his ceiling with what sounded like a baseball bat and yelled, “Quiet, Hacklyn, or I’m filing another complaint!”

After leaving the nest, I’ve lived in several Queens apartment buildings, until I married Karen in 1992, and was evicted from every one of them.  Partly due to my clumsiness and partly due to what I did for a living.  There were people who’d tried and failed, obviously, to kill me once they learned where I rested my keister at night.

I get along with my downstairs neighbors about as well as Archie Bunker gets along with Maude.  Or anybody, for that matter.

“Sorry, Mr. Yorkshire!”

“You will be, Hacklyn!  I’m not afraid of you, tough guy!”

“You don’t have to be!”

“Shut up!”

My bedroom was littered with empty Male Ale beer cans.  I went on a bender last night.  My poor savings account had an echo.

Last night, I was at my local watering hole, The Night House, and I bought drinks for every pretty girl who’d given me the time of day.  I have two weaknesses.  One was about to present itself, shorty.  The other was more chronic.  I hated being alone.

I dreaded going to my ATM today and checking my balance.  Never mind.

I never was good at saving money and never would be.

I picked up every beer can that was on the floor and put them in a trash bag.

I shuffled over to my kitchen and opened my fridge.  Hello, sexy.  One left.  Remarkable for me.  What the hell.  I had no pressing matters that day and my rent was paid for the next three months, assuming I don’t get another eviction notice.  My life was going nowhere.

But I guess I liked it enough, for what it was.

We reap what we sow.

I cracked it open and went to down.

Cheers.
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CHAPTER THREE

I let my water run for a minute or so, filled a glass and down the hatch.

I pay at least the bare minimum amount of attention to my liver.

I peed for what felt like forever and a day, then I made my breakfast, scrambled eggs, with some chopped onions, green peppers, garlic, and beets.  I’d read in the Times that beets are good for blood circulation and thus, sexual potency.

It’s a wonder beets don’t outsell beer.  Do I have any hot sauce left?  I do.  Yes!  

While eating, I watched that morning’s episode of Robotech.  Fuck the news.  It only brought me down.

After washing my dishes, um, bachelor-style, I lifted weights for an hour, stretched and showered.

Weightlifting, for me, isn’t just for my body.  It’s for my mind and soul, too.  It’s an act of free will and self-control.  It’s a reminder that we have choices to make in our lives and not all of them have to be self-destructive—or harmful to others.  Or both.

And when we immolate ourselves, we’re kidding ourselves if we think that we’re not harming the ones who love us and care about us.  We are.  We’re sending out a vibe that says, “Life sucks—never mind manifesting your dream, whatever it is, you’re wasting your time.  Let it founder, like the Titanic.  Embrace vice, die young and leave a good-looking corpse behind.”

I’m not that nihilistic.  I like to think of myself as an optimist, despite the swamp, oh, sorry, “wet-lands,” of evil that’s nearly drowned me ever since I started doing this.

I like to think that because of men like me, there’s a little less darkness in the world and a little more light.  I know bloody well, that’s a minority opinion.  So what?  Most of my opinions are, anyway.

Heaven forbid anyone should think for themselves.

After shower, I dressed.  T-shirt, jeans, Nu Balance running shoes.  Lee Hacklyn, Fashionista.

I was thirty-six and feeling the finiteness of time.  Maybe it’s a good thing that our lives have expiration dates.

If they didn’t, then even more of would surely take our lives for granted.  Tomorrow.  I’ll do it tomorrow.  I’ll get started tomorrow.  Whatever “it” is.

I was, yeah, as my old man liked to say, he was a carpenter, like Jesus, “between jobs.”

I was running out of cash and my credit card was maxed out.  Oh, I should have chopped than enabler up the moment I received it.

Nobody was ever going to hire me for financial advice.

Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me.

Just as I shoved my car keys into my back pocket, I espied a spider on my deadbolt.

It was the size of my fist, hairy and I saw its fangs and it’s wet, round, soulless eyes.

Shelob.  It’s fucking Shelob from Lord of the Rings.

“Good morning, Lee.  Going somewhere?  I don’t think so.”

CHAPTER FOUR

“Are you afraid of me, Lee?  Good.  I’ll bet your mother told you, when you were a boy, that spiders are far more afraid of people than they are of us.  Hah!  The things mothers tell their sons.  Be nice to the bully who slams you against your locker and takes your lunch-money.  Ask the prettiest and most popular girl in the school for a date.  She won’t laugh in your face and humiliate you in front her girlfriends, she’ll say, “I’d love to!”  Be nice to everybody and everybody will be nice to you.  Boys always know better.  Life is real, not what mothers wish it would be.  I like your deadbolt.  I’m very comfortable here.  I’m going to have fun watching you starve to death.  Your famished body will make a tasty meal for Shelob.”

I really do drink too much.

Like Bruce Lee, or so I liked to think, I side-kicked my deadbolt.  Well, that felt great.  A bolt of agony ran up my leg.  Better than, than Shelob, who scurried up my wall and along my ceiling.  So many legs.  Why does anything have to have eight legs, for fuck sakes?  Where’s my Spider-Cide?  I had a six-pack under my kitchen sink, but I afraid to make a run for it.  I wanted to keep Shelob in my line of sight.

Shooting it might get me arrested.  There was a rubber band on my coffee table.  Goliath, you’re about to meet your David.  While keeping an eye on what I guessed was a wolf spider—why do they have to call it that?  How about dolphin spider?  Or kitten spider?—I reached for it, put on end on my thumb, pulled back and released.  

I had a flash memory of shooting a rubber band at my kindergarten teacher’s butt, while she bent over to pick up one of my crayons.

Nice lady.  I got sent to the principal’s office, he gave me the strap, ten strikes on my behind, seemed a disproportionate-to-the-crime punishment to me.  I cried for the rest of the day.

My rubber projectile hit home.  Bullseye!  Shelob fell.  I screamed.

Lee Hacklyn, fearless defender of the innocent and the oppressed.  It landed on it’s um, “feet,” like a cat, unharmed, where did this spider hail from—Krypton?—and ran towards my bedroom.

Oh, no you don’t!

CHAPTER FIVE

I gave chase.  Stomp, stomp.  Like playing Whack-a-Mole with my foot.  From below:

“What in tarnation are you doing up there, Hacklyn?”

To this day, I still have no idea what “tarnation” is.  Is that the name of the country where they make tar?  Is there a Nicotine-Nation?  My mind goes places.

Shelob ran behind my desk.  I was sweating like I’d just finished the New York Marathon and my heart was pounding like Thumper’s paw.  I was beginning to feel like Wile E. Coyote.

Fuck it.  I needed a vacation.  I was about
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