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“Filmed in front of a live, studio audience, this is Daytime Big Apple with Karla Marks and yours truly, Dennis Danvers, your esteemed announcer!”

An electronic sign commanded around three hundred enthusiastic men and women to applaud.

They obeyed like automatons.

I applauded, too.

What the hell.

The vibe was lively.

I was waiting in the wings and futzing with my tie.

Who invented these things, anyway?

They’re nothing but liabilities, especially in the business of defending the free world from the forces of darkness.

“Good morning, New York City!  I’m Karla Marks.  Yes, that’s my real name ha, ha!  I am not a communist ha, ha!  Wow, do we EVER have a great show for you today.”

She was in her mid-twenties, petite and perky.

The stage was set with a desk, chair, sofa; and emblazoned on the wall behind her was the logo of Daytime Big Apple.

I was sweating like a man facing execution.

“Our first guest is on the news more frequently than President Carter.  He’s a hotshot private eye who cracks cold cases like they’re eggs.  Ha, ha!  I can’t eat eggs.  I’m lactose intolerant.  I can’t eat chocolate, either.  Crumbs!  Let’s have a warm round of applause for Lee Hack-Lame!”

That’s my all-time favorite mispronunciation of my last name.

My foot struck a cable, and I walked on stage with all the grace of a hyper chihuahua.

People laughed.

I’m always happy to brighten another person’s day, even if by accident.

Karla and I shook hands, and I sat on the sofa.

“That was quite an entrance.”

“One of my hobbies is ballet.”

“Hah!  He’s a stand-up comic, too.  Lee?  How many men have you murdered in your blood-lusting career?”

Silence.

Save for a few gasps from the audience.

I should’ve expected this.

“Not a one.  A man doesn’t abuse women, children and people who are kind for no other reason than his own need for snap-gratification.  The men I killed aren’t men.  They’re demons.  I kill demons.  You know, like Kolchak:  The Night Stalker.”

“So.  You’re above the law.”

“That’s a question for the District Attorney.  Oh, hey.  Have you seen that new movie, Star Wars?  It’s so cool!”

“I will never, ever watch a movie with the words “star” or “wars” in the title.  Honestly!  And we’ll be right back!  Stay tuned.”

I don’t think a date with this gal is the cards for me.
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“And we’re back!  Our next guest is a genuine psychic who can read minds, predict the future and move objects with the power of his mind.  Let’s have a warm round of applause for Simon Sezz!”

His real name was Simon Seltzer. 

He was on the south side of his middle-years, morbidly obese and attired in a tuxedo with a white jacket, just like James Bond.

A top hat sat on his head.  A black cape draped his shoulders.

His black cane had a silver orb on one end.

He kissed Karla’s hand—she giggled—shook mine, then he sat as I moved to the far end of the sofa.

I could feel myself rising.

Was it because of his weight or his alleged telekinesis?

After the lemmings—I kid—stopped applauding, he picked up a coffee cup from Karla’s desk and took a sip.

That’s the last thing ever did in this corporeal realm.

I caught him before he hit the floor.

His eyes were open and opaque-white.

Screams, chaos.

I don’t think anybody thought that this was all part of the show.

I set him on his back and yelled, “Somebody call 911!”

I checked his pulse.

Nothing.

I began CPR to no avail.

Karla stammered, “My God!  It’s true what they say about you!  Death follows you like a shadow!  You should do the world a favor and kill yourself!”

“Every cop I know—and my Mother—completely agree.”
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“My son was no fake, damnit!  He was the real deal!  He could predict the future and read minds.  He could move objects without touching them.  Once?  At the dinner table?  A fork flew itself at his Father’s face.  I saw it with my own eyes, damnit!  And people say I’m crazy.  To hell with people!  They’re crazy.  It’s the whole world that’s crazy!  I’m sane!  Oh, poor, pitiful Simon.  Such a delicate and fragile boy.  Such an easy mark for bullies and savages.  He came home every day with a bruised arm or a limp or a closed eye or all of the above and more!  He was so inept at sports and his Father was so ashamed of him.  What a beast!  He's dead and buried now.  Good!  He was a zero, a factory worker, nothing more.  After high school, Simon attended University and earned a degree in Astrology.”

What University was that?  Crock of Shit U?

Her name was Henrietta Seltzer.  She was a virtual clone of Eve Arden, star of The Mothers-in-Law, one of my favorite sitcoms from 1967.

She was thin, elegantly dressed and her face was covered with a translucent veil.

She broke into tears, lifted it—I took the hint—and handed her some handy-dandy for this business-tissue.

“Thank you, damnit.  How cruel life is!  The wicked are rewarded and the innocent are punished!  Simon was a rising star!  All-American Media was all-set to produce a pilot called Simon Sezz.  All the contracts were signed.  I’ll bet the ink is still wet, damnit!  What a waste!  I have something for you.”

She opened her purse and handed me a sheet of paper.

“This is a list of Simon’s Seekers.  That’s how he referred to his clients.  Seekers of the Truth.  He was a hero.  He helped poor steer themselves to a brighter direction.  Now he’s a month gone; my boy, my boy!”

“I’m so sorry, Mrs. Seltzer.”

“You’re very kind, damnit!”

She wrote me a retainer check, stood and touched my cheek.

“Somone poisoned my son!  Maybe it was that hateful bitch, Karla Marks!  Someone who is free and alive!   Those are two things my poor Simon will never be again.  His killer still walks among us!”

“Not for long, Mrs. Seltzer.”

I believe you, damnit.

Evidently, that was her all-purpose for all-occasions expression.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Lee Hackiygn
Private
inveshigator
in

Heavy Psychic
John Leister





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





