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NEW YORK CITY.  1977.

Saturday, 

In the park,

I think it was the fourth of July,

Saturday, 

In the park,

I think it was the fourth of July,

People laughing, people dancing,

A man selling ice cream,

Singing Italian songs!  (Lyrics by Robert Williiam Lamm)

It WAS Saturday, it WAS the fourth of July AKA Independence Day—fuck off, England—and the sun was threatening to bake the Big Apple.

It was hot.

So is Barbi Benton.

I was on my way—on foot—to Foster Fong’s Spic (Racist!) and Span Dry Cleaners, in Queens, my home neighborhood.

A vagrant squatting in front of a Taco Bell asked me for a quarter.  I gave him a dollar and he thanked me with his middle-finger.

Genuine gratitude was a scare commodity in the New York City of the 1970s.

Here we are.

Closed.

I tried the door.

It tasted like chicken.

This is why I’m a private eye and not a stand-up comic.

The door was locked, the venetian blinds were down, and my Spider-Sense began to tingle.

From inside, a woman screamed.

I recognized her voice,

It was Foster’s wife, Sarah.

I drew Mr. Browning, spun him around and SMASHED the glass with his butt.

Yes, my gun is a boy.

Yes, so am I, and forever shall be, according my never-wrong Mom.

I reached inside, cut my hand—OW!—disengaged the deadbolt and entered.

Foster and Sarah were a lovely, middle-aged couple.

They were huddling, shivering and crying behind the counter.

Two goombahs straight out of The Godfather were leaning against it in that bored, nonchalant way they’d seen in a million Warner Bros. gangster movies from the 1930s. 

The fatter one had a pair of brass knuckles on his fists.

The skinnier one had a switchblade.

He flicked it open.  He flicked it closed.  

Look at me!  I’m a tough guy!

Their frames and their weapons suited each other well.

Fatso-goombah snarled, “Hey, I seen you around with cops.  You’re one of those rent-a-cops.  Hacklyn, right?  I seen you on the news a bunch of times.  Get lost, Farrah Fawcett.  Go pose for Penthouse.  This ain’t none of your concern.  That’s a hint.  Here’s another one.  GET LOST!  OR WE’LL REARRANGE THAT PRETTY MUG!”

I shot them.

Liberal philosophers love to scold the pragmatic with this bromide of idiocy:

Violence begets violence.

Like all bromides, there was some truth to that.

Here’s another truth that sends those same liberal philosophers to their Mamas:

Good violence ends bad violence.
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I gave Foster a hundred dollars for the damage to his door.

He kissed his wife and called 911.

After giving my statement to New York’s Finest—they actually thanked me, for once—I picked up my one suit, stopped off at Lou’s Booze, went home to my studio apartment in Queens and got rightly hammered.

After passing out for three hours on my threadbare couch, I watched Star Trek.

Oh, boy!

Balance of Terror!

That’s my favorite episode!

After it ended, I turned off my television, hit the floor and cranked out fifty push-ups.

Then I showered and dressed.

Life tends to be a little sweeter when we savor the pleasures that we often take for granted, such as wearing a freshly dry-cleaned suit.

So soft...so comfy!

And the man wearing it?

So heroic!

In his mind’s-eye, anyway.

I spent the rest of the night drinking, dancing, flirting, and finally, with my head in the men’s toilet, puking at my local watering hole, the Night House.

I have my vices.

I like to think that I bloody well earn them.

The crime rate was down by two goombahs.

You’re welcome, New York City.

The pleasure’s mine.
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I was in my office, my one window was blessedly closed, my noisy and portable air conditioner was running—for once—and sounded like those muttering and incoherent adults from Peanuts cartoons.

I mean, animated specials.

And unlike most specials, they really were special.

What a catchy theme song!

I was lost in my latest literary diversion, a Treasury-sized reprint of Detective Comics number twenty-seven, which featured the debut appearance of the Bat-Man—whom we know today as simply Batman—like Facebook, he started with a “the”—created by Bob Kane and Bill Finger.

Nowadays, a lot of angry fans waste time and energy debating who deserves the most credit for creating their favorite characters.

As Triumph the Comic Insult Dog likes to say, they will die alone.

Pre-while, back in 1977, as I was turning the huge pages of this colorful wonder, I pondered the feasibility of Batman’s utility belt.

Holy All Purpose, Batman!

Ever since 1939, the Caped Crusader—Dark Knight?  Bleh!—has pulled everything you can think of out of that belt other than a rabbit.

That’s probably coming up in a future issue.  The writers just haven’t thought of it yet.

How exactly does a man in cape cavort so comfortably and agilely like an acrobat—pun intended, as ever, Dear Reader—with a blow torch, medical supplies, a grappling hook and a chunk of Kryptonite, just in case Superman ever loses his mind.

ALEX TREBEK:  The answer is...The laws of physics are irrelevant to this type of fictional 

character.

YOUR HERO:    What is a superhero?

My savings account was overdrawn, my American Express card was maxed out, yet I always seemed to have enough money for the important things in life:  Booze, smokes and comic books.

The elevator doors down the hall slid open.

A muscular, middle-aged man clad in a Jack LaLanne-esque jumpsuit “stepped” out of the car on his fucking hands!

He landed on his sneakered feet and somersaulted up to my desk.

Impressed?  You bet I was, Dear Reader!

He dusted his hands off.  We shook.

“Cole

Dover.  No, I do not have a brother named Ben.  Hah!  I’m the founder of Star Power Talent and Management.  I represent people you’ve heard of.  Just saying!  People like Sandy and Sherri.”

Sol “Sandy” Sanders was the late co-star of the Sandy and Sherri Sunshine-Goodtime Variety Show.

Sherri was his ex-wife.

They were rock stars, actors and comedians.

What show-biz types referred to as a triple threat.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER FOUR

[image: ]


After their divorce, they continued to produce their weekly, syndicated variety series—which was still getting big ratings.

The fact that they were divorced wasn’t the least bit awkward for the fans and/or the audience members.

And if you believe that, then the world is flat, Dear Reader.

It was like watching Mom and Dad pretending to still be love when the opposite was true.

Sherri was currently serving a life sentence at New York State Penitentiary for Women. 

She’d pled her innocence initially, then finally changed her plea to guilty.

According to her sister, Sasha Warren—she’d made a sworn statement against her—Sherri, after walking into her Forest Hills-located townhouse bedroom, found her in bed with Sandy.

Sherri shot him with the .45 she was legally carrying in her Gucci purse.

Can you say that word in 2025 without triggering some hyper-sensitive snowflake?

Oh, I guess I should have started that with SPOILER WARNING!

Yes, Dear Reader, I’m still alive this in the aforementioned year, to the deep chagrin of every cop I know.

I stated on coffee while Cole gripped the arms of my client chair and hoisted himself up in a straight line.

His toes pointed at ceiling.

Show-off.

Then he sat like a normal person, astonished me by lighting a Blue Buzzard, broke into tears and said, “Sherri is innocent.  She was set-up.  Or she’s being blackmailed.  Sandy’s real killer is still at large.  The legal system is an abject failure.  You’re my last hope for that gal.  How does a blank check sound to you?  Is that okay?”

“Yes, sir.  Consider my arm twisted.”

Blank checks are fine.

And Kermit the Frog is green.
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