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CHAPTER ONE
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I was in my office—my one window—like so many of my fellow New Yaw-kas—was stuck in place.

The day was hotter than Talia Shire.

Yo, Adrian!

Where’s your hat?

I was deeply immersed in my latest literary diversion, Batman Family number six, which featured the debut of Duela Dent AKA The Joker’s Daughter.

Geez Louise!

They couldn’t come up with a better name than that?

How about Laugh Lass?  The Clownette?  Jokerella?

The Joker’s Daughter!

Great name for a superhero.

Yes, Dear Reader, I’m being sarcastic.

The elevator down the hall was ominously silent.

Until it spoke:

“Forget about it, Lee.  You’re done.  You might as well toss your useless license into the Hudson River.  Don’t worry.  McDonald’s is always hiring.”

Butterflies were dogfighting in my stomach.

Worry is a waste of energy.

I put my comic book down, lit a Blue Buzzard and decompressed.

Smoking is horrible.

I’m certainly no advocate, but everything on this planet exists for a reason, including tobacco.

God, does this EVER relax me.

Was it worth a decade or two off my life?

Nope.

We reap what we sow.

Man, do we ever!

The elevator doors opened—HALLELUJAH!—and two men stepped out.

They were dramatically unalike in appearance and demeanor.

One walked confidently towards me office.

I watch a lot of British sitcoms.

He was above average in height, and he was in his late thirties.

He was Jack LaLanne-level fit, and he was clad in a crisp, white-on-white United States Coast Guard uniform.

The not-so-tall one was older, flabbier and far more toupeed.

Good Grief, Charlie Brown!

He walked towards my office as though magnetic forces were pulling him against his will. 

Life’s a lot harder if we expect everyone to love us.

The suit he wore—I hypothesized—was purchased at the Salvation Army.

That’s okay.

I bought my desk at the Salvation Army.

When I was setting up my office, I opened the top drawer.

It was full of Cheerios...and maggots.

Let the buyer beware!
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I stood, tucked in my Logan’s Run t-shirt and shook hands with the real-life Aquaman.

“I’m Captain Jeff Hook—I know—of the United States Coast Guard.  We’re based in Fort Wadsworth on Staten Island.  Maybe you’ve heard of my friend here.  Roger Waters.  No, not that one.”

I grinned and said, “It’s an honor, sir.  I read Hanukkah in Harlem.  Great book.  Very insightful and I laughed a lot, too.”

He stared at my proffered hand as though it was teeming with lice.

“I’m here against my better judgement.  Jeff?  We should go.  Or would you prefer to invest your money in a man who reads comic books?”

“Oh, sir.  You give me far too much credit.  I don’t read comic books.  I just look at the pictures.  Please have a seat and I’ll get started on a fresh pot of joe.  Captain Hook?”

Don’t you dare laugh, Hacklyn.

“I’m so sorry for your loss.”

Jeff sat while Roger leaned against my filing cabinet.

“Sir...”

But it was too late.

It fell to the floor with a reverberating CRASH!

Roger, along with it.

Jeff laughed, stood and we helped Roger to his feet.

He put his toupee back on and said, “Looks like I’m paying a visit to my lawyer today.”

Jeff squeezed his shoulders and said, “Nothing’s broken, Roger.  Just your ego.  What else is new?”

I really need to get rid of that thing.

They sat in my client chairs and Jeff removed his cap.

His spiky crewcut was all business.

“Sounds like you know why we’re here, Lee.”

I did.  
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CHAPTER THREE
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Last New Year’s Eve, Ensign Nick Sutherland—a strapping buck of nineteen—was found dead in the mess hall of the Rescuer, a USGC Cutter.

Jeff cleared his throat.

He was valiantly trying to keep his emotions at bay.

No pun intended, Dear Reader

For once.

“The police ruled Jeff’s death an accident.  Maybe.  However, as much as it pains me to say this, I have reason to believe that Nick was the victim of criminal negligence.  He was left to die.  Ever serve, Lee?”

“Only when I’m playing tennis, sir.”

Roger snorted.

“THIS GUY?  IN THE MILITARY?  Look at his hair.  He thinks he’s Samson.  And he thinks it’s still 1969.”

I gasped.

“It’s not?  I’d better renew my driver’s license.  Captain Hook?” 

I was testing myself.

Baseball.  Think about baseball.

“I’m at your service.”

In my twilight years, I wrote a novel about this case.

I called it: That Time I Prevented World War III. 
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