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Should I pick up the receiver, or let someone have a lonely conversation with the answering machine? The telephone continued its interrupted yet monotone drone. Should I disengage the answering machine, and see how obstinate the mystery caller is? The electronic bleating continued. I was beginning to feel guilty. How important could the call be? Who was in such a damn rush to get in touch with me on this day, at this time. Was it that pain-in-the-ass Natasha from Scrubb-Eeze Carpet Cleaning? Or was it some local radio station wanting to wish me a pleasant day? I decided to give in.

“Nick Mane here.”

“Ah, Mr. Mane. I’m glad I caught you at home. I was afraid I was going to get your answering machine.”

“You almost did.”

“Pardon me?”

“If you need a pardon, see a priest or a parole board. Who is this, and why are you calling at this unearthly hour?”

“I’m truly sorry if I woke you up, Mr. Mane. It’s just that the doctor starts his day off very early, and as a result, so do I. I didn’t realize that it was so early.”

“Give me your address; I’ll send you a watch.”

“Now, now Mr. Mane, there’s no need to get nasty. I have some good news for you. The doctor can schedule you for the operation this week.”

I paused for a moment. An operation...an...operation. What damned operation? What damned doctor? I returned to the conversation at hand.

“Oh yes, you must be scheduling me for the combination vasectomy-lobotomy special that I saw advertised on TV.”

“Oh Mr. Mane, you’re such a kidder.”

The caller snorted a few times.

“No, no. I was duly impressed, especially when the announcer said that you could get a vasectomy, and then forget about the operation, thanks to the lobotomy. I thought it was brilliant.”

The snorting continued. I knew I had a real winner on the line.

“Mr. Mane, be serious for a moment, will you?”

“Who do I have the pleasure of speaking to?”

“It’s Melanie Nomah calling from Doctor Aitken Payne’s office, Mr. Mane.”

“Ah yes, Melanie, how are you? Pardon me for being so rude. I thought it was some kind of crank call.”

“That’s quite all right, Mr. Mane. I’m fine, and I do apologize for calling you at such an early hour. Doctor Payne is a very busy person, and he starts his day very early indeed. It’s eight-thirty, and I already feel like I should be getting ready for lunch.”

“You say you’re out to lunch, Melanie?”

“Oh Mr. Mane, you’re such a kidder.”

The snorting resumed.

“So what can I do for you Melanie?”

“Well, Mr. Mane, it’s about that plate in your head. Doctor Payne is feeling somewhat concerned, and after consulting some of his colleagues, feels that this might be a good time to have the plate removed.”

“I don’t understand Melanie. The last time I saw Aitken, he said that the plate posed no danger, and that I was probably better off leaving it right where it was. Besides, I’ve sort of grown fond of it.”

“That may be so, Mr. Mane, but look at the bright side. If you get the piece removed, you’ll be able to put that expensive porcelain plate back together. You did keep the other pieces of the plate, didn’t you?”

“Yes, yes I did Melanie. My gosh, you have quite the memory. You actually remembered about the plate.”

“Well, Mr. Mane, it’s not every day that one of Doctor Payne’s patients imbeds a large piece of porcelain plate into his head.”

“It was all quite sanitary, I assure you Melanie. The plate hadn’t yet been used for dinner on that infamous night.”

“Have you discontinued juggling plates at dinner parties, Mr. Mane?”

“No, no I haven’t Melanie. I just can’t keep myself from doing it. It must be the showman in me. I have switched to Melmac plates though. They’re lighter, and virtually unbreakable.”

“I see.”

“So when was Aitken thinking of scheduling me for this operation?”

“Sometime this week, if that’s all right with you. I don’t have an exact date for you at this point. Doctor Payne wanted me to see if you were available, and willing, of course.”

“Would we be doing this at his office?”

“No, the procedure does require you to be anaesthetized, and the doctor will require the facilities available only in a hospital.”

“I see. And how long would I be out of action?”

“I’m not quite sure, Mr. Mane. You’d have to discuss that with Doctor Payne. I do know that it’s a fairly simple procedure, but I would think it safe to assume that you’d be in the hospital for at least five or seven days.”

“What hospital would I have to go to?”

“The doctor is working out of the Mordin-Hugh Bargendfore Medical Center. Are you familiar with it?”

“Yes, I’m familiar with it, I’ve sent a few people there myself.”

“So would you like me to schedule you, Mr. Mane?”

“Why not. No time like the present, as they say.”

“Good then, I’ll check with Doctor Payne, and call you back to firm up the exact date. How does that sound?”

“That sounds fine to me Melanie.”

“Have a nice day, Mr. Mane.”

I placed the receiver back in its cradle, and hoped that, like a docile child, the telephone would remain unobtrusive, and contentedly silent. Unfortunately, this was not to be. As I turned away, it began to ring once again, more like a spoiled child, eager for attention.

“Nick Mane here.”

“Ah Mr. Nick mun. I’m so glad to be reachin’ you!”

The voice and the accent were familiar, but I couldn’t place them.

“Who do I have the pleasure of speaking to at this early hour?”

“Oh how soon we forget. I be givin’ you tree guesses, mun, an’ dee first two don’ count.”

“So that’s how it’s going to be then. All right, it’s a...it’s a...the President of the United States.”

“Oh mun, you be some lousy guesser. Is dis be soundin’ like an American accent?”

“Well, I can’t be sure. You might be drunk, or on drugs maybe.”

“No, no. I’m as straight as Robin Hood’s arrow, mun.”

“Okay, then, you must be John Lennon, using a masterfully disguised voice, and calling from Elvis Presley’s house in Memphis.”

“Oh mun! You be a pathetic guesser. Besides, dere be no telephones where John Lennon is stayin’, mun. Are you sure you are a detective? If so, are you makin’ any money?”

“You must be catching me on an off-day.”

“It’s Godfrey Tikkets, mun. I’m callin’ you from sunny Nassau. I hope you remember where dat is.”

“Nassau, Na...ssau. Yes, of course! That’s the quaint little speck of a place that they want to build a tunnel to from Miami. The cruise ship industry is going to be awfully annoyed when that project gets under way. What did you say your name was?”

“For Crissake mun, did you take some ‘stupidity’ pills dis mornin’, or what, mun? It’s Godfrey T-i-k-k-e-t-s. Godfr...”

“Oh yes, Godfrey Tikkets. You’re with National Geographic. What can I do for you Godfrey?”

“Oh mun. Maybe you should’a skipped dee sixties altogether. Dat is one decade dat didn’t do you any good, I’m sure of dat now. Maybe I can be joggin’ your memory some other way. Would tree hundred dollars owin’ to yours truly happen to mean anyting to you? Or maybe dee black Cadillac limousine dat I drive people aroun’ in, an’ not for charity, I might like to remind you.”

“Godfrey Tikkets. Of course! How are you Godfrey?”

“Well fan me wit a brick. Dee light went on, although I be tinkin’ you been burning dem low-watt bulbs lately, Mr. Nick mun. I’m doin’ okay, but I would surely be doin’ better if you sent me dee tree hundred dollars dat we negotiated upon while you were visitin’ our lovely island in dee sun. To be more specific, dee balance of dee finder’s fee dat we had talked about. You did catch up wit dat fox, Miss Stoggs, didn’t you?”

“Oh damn, yes, the Stoggs thing. I’d almost forgotten.”

“No Mr. Nick mun. You didn’ almost forget. You completely almost forgot.”

“You’ll have to forgive me, Godfrey. I wasn’t in the best of shape on the day we negotiated that deal. Miss Stoggs’ friend, what’s her name, Miss Du Racelle had slipped me a mickey the night before, and I was somewhat out of sorts. I’m sure you understand.”

“Ah, dee lovely Miss Du Racelle.”

“Lovely, and dangerous, Godfrey.”

“I tink she’s got a ting for you, Mr. Nick mun. She talks about you with great fondness.”

“I think a more accurate term would be great ‘fondleness’, if you ask me. So you still see her, do you?”

“Oh yea, mun. You gotta remember, dis is a small island, and I’m one of dee main sources of transportation.”

“Godfrey, you’re the main source of just about everything illegal in Nassau.”

“Don’ be preachin’ me now, Mr. Nick, mun. A man’s got to make a livin’.”

“I suppose. So I guess you’d like me to send you a check for the three hundred that I owe you?”

“Don’ be guessin’ mun. Be sure.”

“Better yet, give me your account number, and the name of your bank. I’ll have my assistant deposit the amount directly, including an extra hundred to make up for the delay. How does that sound?”

“You’re a good mun, Mr. Nick mun. Tank you so much. By dee way, are you gonna cover dis call?”

“I’ll do better than that, I’ll give you all my cash and assets, and you can arrange some kind of allowance for me. That way, it might cost me less in the long run.”

“Oh, dat’s up to you Mr. Nick mun. Whatever your pleasure.”

“Now let me guess, your account number wouldn’t be 666, would it?”

Godfrey Tikkets gave me the necessary details. I thanked him for his services, and hung up. I decided to take care of this minor matter immediately in the hopes of then being able to get some well deserved and much needed rest. I once again picked up the receiver, and proceeded to call my assistant, Rhonda Myle.

“Good morning. Nick Mane and Associates, how can I help you?”

“Rhonda, it’s Nick calling.”

“What? No ‘hello gorgeous, how are you’, today. Are we feeling somewhat piqued? Did my baby not get enough sleep?”

“Jeezus Rhonda, are you trying to make me puke or something.”

“Oh, we are cranky this morning.”

“No, I forgot to take my ‘cranky’ pills this morning, but I evidently didn’t forget to take my ‘stupidity’ pills. I should have known better than to expect a normal conversation from anybody this morning. Listen, I got a call from Godfrey Tikkets in Nassau. He’s the fellow who helped me track down Avery Witchwey Stoggs. It seems that I had promised him three hundred bucks for his efforts. Would you be good enough to deposit that amount, and an extra hundred, just for good measure. Who knows, I might need his help again one of these days. He’s a pretty resourceful fellow.”

“An extra hundred hunh. I don’t see you giving me extra hundreds for being resourceful, or useful.”

“Hell Rhonda, you’ve already got my heart. What more could a girl ask for?”

“A cold heart of stone is what you’ve got.”

“That way it won’t melt, and it won’t break. You should be happy. Besides, if you need an extra hundred, you can always book some overtime.”

“What I need is some quality time.”

“I’ll send you a Rolex.”

I gave Rhonda the necessary details. In her usual efficient manner, she promised to take care of the matter right away.

“Is there anything else that I can do for you this morning?”

“What did you have in mind?”

“I thought it might be fun to go over there and fuck your brains out, even though you don’t deserve it.”

“Sex, sex, sex. That’s all you ever think about. What about my mind? Don’t you want that too?”

“Well, I can always fuck your mind, but I don’t think you’d like that as much.”

“You’re probably right. And as you know, my mind is already fucked anyway.”

“You said it; I didn’t.”

“Hmmm...decisions, decisions.”

“You’re not trying to play hard to get now, are you?”

“No, actually, I’m trying to play down how hard I’m getting.”

“I can be there in about an hour. I’ll take care of that deposit for Godfrey, what’s his name, and make my way over there.”

“Don’t delay, gorgeous, it might be the last time we get a chance to make each other sweat.”

“Why is that? Are you planning on having it cut off and bronzed?”

“Would you like that?”

“As long as they leave room for batteries.”

“What an idea. A bronze muff-minder. Strong, reliable, and it won’t talk back.”

“Be serious Nick. What exactly are you saying?”

“I got a call from Doctor Payne’s office this morning. He wants to schedule me for an operation to remove that piece of plate from my head.”

“I thought he’d said that it wasn’t a matter of concern. Is he hard-up for money, or what?”

“I don’t think he’d stoop that low. It seems that the plate might pose a threat.”

“Well, I’d better get over there and get what I can, while I can. Who knows, you might become a vegetable, and I, well, I might be the rich beneficiary of your massive disability claim.”

“What disability claim?”

“The one that I’ll be able to make just as soon as I get in touch with your insurance broker, and increase your policy.”

“That’s what I like about you, Rhonda. Your undying love and devotion are beyond words. Tell me something. Are you going to leave me if I become a vegetable?”

“Of course. But if you’re nice to me between now and that time, I’ll make sure to hire someone to come and water you twice a week.”

“Phew! You had me worried for a minute. I thought you were becoming some kind of heartless bitch.”

“I’ll be over in about an hour and fifteen minutes to tuck you in.”

“I thought you said you’d be here in less than an hour.”

“That was before I found out that I‘d have to call your insurance broker. Be patient, handsome. I’ll make it worth your while. By the way, when is Payne supposed to cut you?”

“Sometime this week. His secretary is supposed to call me to confirm.”

“Well don’t you worry. I’m going to blow you so hard that that nasty plate will get sucked right out of your head.”

“I certainly hope that my head doesn’t cave in during the process. You don’t mind that I taped this conversation, do you? I want to send a copy to Geraldo in the event that they do a piece on true love in the nineties.”

“I don’t know if it’ll sell, Nick. There doesn’t seem to be enough of a neurotic tone to the conversation.”

“You’re probably right. Ciao gorgeous. I’ll be waiting for you.”

I placed the receiver in its cradle, gazed out onto the terrace overlooking the beach. The sun and salt air were invading the house, their emissaries begging me to come out to see and share the beauty of the day. I couldn’t resist the temptation. I wandered to the bedroom, pulled a pair of swimming trunks out of a dresser drawer, put them on, grabbed a beach towel, and made my way back to the open doors that gave way to the terrace. As I walked out past the shimmering waters of the pool, I immediately felt the sun’s warm rays shower my skin. The sea air wrapped itself around my body, and filled my lungs with familiar and intoxicating fragrances that sent my mind to endless times and exotic places. I willingly allowed the elements to clear my mind only to fill it with complacent emptiness. Pedestrian traffic on the beach was still light, yet there were still enough diversionary visions to entertain my insatiable basal thirst for nearly naked well tanned silhouettes. I paid a price though. Rather than paying attention to where I was walking, I gave my right foot free license to mash its toes head-on into a rather dense, petrified piece of driftwood that instantly supplied grave messages of excruciating pain to my brain. My intellect reacted by creating words such as ‘Ow, ow, ow, damn that hurts’. My body then went into an improvised Celtic dance that flung me around spasmodically in the pearl white sifted sands of the beach.

“That’s a very creative jig,” a voice called out. “What do you call it?”

My patience was somewhat shortened by the dull, relentless pain that had so rudely removed the idyllic thoughts that had been there just moments earlier.

“Oh, it’s a little something that I do just before cutting up annoying people into little pieces with a machete.”

“Oh my, we are in a nasty mood, aren’t we?”

I












d2d_images/cover.jpg
MIND'S
EYE

BB
el

The Adventures
of -7
Nick Mane
Private Detective

& e \.\‘ . -
R

N. A/ Dalbec





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





