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Chapter One


[image: ]




The office I was looking for was located on the third floor of a run-down brownstone building on Grand Avenue, in South Dallas. The man I was looking for was Toots (Tommy) Thompson, the brother of the man that I had sworn to murder—in cold blood.

When Toots opened the door of the rat’s nest—that he called a real estate office—he looked me up and down—waved a fat dismissive hand in my face—turned his wide back on me—and then told me to go to hell. Or he would call the cops, the real cops, and not some Black, broke-backed, washed-up, over the hill alcoholic—like me.

I told him: ‘I turned in my badge, this morning, Toots. I’m no longer a cop. And that gives me the freedom—to do—what I’ve always wanted to do. Kill that rat-like look-a-like brother of yours, first, and you, after. Quickly, after. But if you don’t squawk, Toots,” I added, “I could up-grade that arrangement? And place you, at the top of the list? I’m gonna ask you one more damned time! In what rat-hole—might I dig up that psychopathic look-alike rat-like brother of yours, Toots?”

“Go to hell—!” he shouted, but when my pearl-handle .45 automatic smashed his left jaw, he yelped like a girlish punk, staggered backwards on his fat heels, and flopped spread-eagled on the carpeted floor. 

Toots must have weighed, oh, somewhere around three hundred pounds and stood six-feet-two-inches tall. And he might have done some half-ass weight-lifting—back in the day? But too damned bad that those big, imposing muscles that had thrilled the girlies back in the day? Had all gone to flab!

I knelt to a knee, pressed my .45 deeply into his fat sweating forehead, and clamping my free hand around his throat, I told him:

“On time, Toots—or too damn late! You! Will tell me where to find that look-a-like rat-like brother of yours—it’s your choice! On time, or too damned late!”

Grasping wildly at my squeezing fingers, he gasped:

“I—! c-c-c-can’t...can’t...! c-can’t, b-b-b...”

“You can’t b-b-breathe?” I asked. ‘Then don’t fight it. Just go with it, Bro.”

“But you’re c-c-crush...! crush-ing...! My—!”

“Adam’s, Apple? Sh-h-h! In a minute, Toots, you won’t feel a thing.”

“My w-wind—my—w-wind...!”

“Your wind-pipe, you mean? Is that what you’re griping about; your useless damned wind-pipe? Sh-h-h! Toots, don’t whimper, just let it happen, Bro, just re-lax-x. And let go. Are you listening, are you still with me, Toots?”

When he nodded desperately, I leaned close to his left thrashing earlobe, and whispered: “Well, is that a quick half-ass yes! Or what? Oh, but don’t droop your eyes so tightly, my friend, not yet!  Because you are in dire need of some good old-fashioned, home-schooling, and this is your first lesson, and perhaps the last? Lesson!”

His hands slapping wildly at my tightening fingers, he yelped:

“Lo-gan! You’re one cra-zy, cra-zy...! son-of a b-bitch...! Ow-w-l! That hurts! On the streets, do you know –w-what they call you? A damned psychopath!—with a license to kill! And now you’ve gone totally cra-zy! Now you’re totally nuts!”

I laughed insanely at the terror in his round expanding eyeballs, and whispered:

“Toots? Has sunlight seeped into that sewer that you use for a brain?  Are you ready to squawk?  Toots! Can’t you see, in my eyes, that I don’t care which member of your rat-like look-alike family gets to slurp bullets first? Rat! Squawk! Squeak, if you must, squeal, if you must; but you rat, you will squawk!”

I jerked my left hand from his throat and whacked him solidly across the cheek with my .45.  And after I had cold-cocked him across his fat bleeding nose a time or two with my opened palm, I stood up and told him that I was running out of patience.

Then I gleefully watched him as he crawled on hands and knees to a portable mahogany bar, near a wide rain-splashed window, and I could barely repulse the instinct to grind him into the floor with the heels of my shoes, and spit on him. I could barely keep from reaching for the letter opener on his desk, and doing to him all the sick demented things that his sick demented brother had done to my wife; Edna. I wanted to dump on him; and stomp on him, and grind him under my shoes until there was nothing left of him to even puke on.

Watching his trembling hands as he leaned exhaustedly over the bar, nervously splashing gin into a tall thin glass: beyond the wide, rain-splattering window I could hear vague traffic noises drifting three stories up into the grimy little real estate office. And in the frame of mind that I was in—at that moment—the honking horns, and the cop whistles, and the moving and stopping mid-morning traffic was just grating enough, and just loud enough, to send me even further over the edge. And the sudden wail of a speeding ambulance screaming into the rainy distance didn’t help. The memories it brought to mind, didn’t help. Memories of a blanketed body being hefted into the rear of an ambulance didn’t help, either. And then I thought: let it wail. Let that siren scream. Let it wail and scream to hell. As long as it swept up the hood rats, and the petty thieves, and the two-bit scam-artists and murderers like the Thompsons, off the streets, that ambulance, disappearing into the rainy distance, could scream, and it could wail as it screamed clear to hell. 

Ye-ah. But maybe I was being a bit too cynical?

A little too pessimistic?

May-be. But what man wouldn’t be cynical... if he had seen what I had seen... the day before?

Yeah... The day be-fore... a real life-changer, that day before... 

And it had started out, just like hundreds of other ho-hum dreary old days... Had started out, as just another boring ordinary hum-drum un-eventful morning in the life of a twice-demoted, alcoholic, homicidal, homicide cop; just another uneventful day: In a town that prided itself more on cleanliness than giving the riff-raff a run for their money? Another day of... just treading water... and putting just enough energy into it... to just get by.

I had cleared my desk; taken a mid-morning break; had driven home; walked unsuspectingly into my little cottage kitchen; and who did I find? In a dark spreading pool of blood? Naked? Slit from her throat to her groin? 

Cynical? 

Well, I say if someone wants to jump the gun and tell me that I had suddenly turned cynical? To them I say: Screw-w-w you. Screw you and anyone who looks like you or smells like you, and, screw the snake you rode in on.

Because in the coming days, and in the coming weeks, and in the coming years, if necessary, I was going to transform myself into the coldest, most cynical ex-cop in the whole wide damnable world.

I kept a humorous half-closed eye on Toots: as he snatched the whisky glass from his mouth, slammed the glass loudly on the bar, rubbed his throat, looked crazily at the hand that had rubbed his throat, cursed the hand, and made a sudden, wild leap at me; but then I could see that he had an abrupt change of mind; and I grinned at the slime-ball as he slumped his shoulders heavily and gazed sadly down at the floor and slowly shook his head in abject defeat.

That little shake of his head? 

Oh, it spoke volumes, all right. 

It said that he had been slapped in his face with reality; and a ray of sunlight—slowly, but sho’ly—-had seeped into his rat-like low-life soon to be sorry ass. 
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Chapter Two
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When I left Toots, I left him with a message: 

Twenty-four hours. 

He had a little less than twenty-four hours. He could get back with me. Snitch his brother to the cops. Or commit suicide.

From Toot’s third floor rat’s nest, I walked down to the curb on Grand Avenue, in the nick of time jumped from a crazed speeding female motorcyclist, and swung into my red dusty 1969 Dodge Charger. 

I settled back in the plush red leather seat a moment, adjusted the rear-view mirror, keyed the ignition, and quickly drove towards nearby Interstate 635. 

I was headed to Balch Springs a few miles away.

Fifteen minutes later at the exact moment I was exiting the freeway onto Elam Road; the radio announced a frantic news-break. Another break-in, another knifing. And the same old M. O. and the same old exact over-kill. Another of a series of break-ins followed by a murder. Yeah. But what the reporter failed to mention, about that previous simple little murder; was that the victim had been five months pregnant. A little over-looked un-important fact. Another break-in, followed by a murder, and it was just another day.

I had hooked a sharp right turn off 635 onto Elam Road, turned left at a blinking red traffic light, and had driven a short quarter of a mile: when a small pink house beneath the branches of a gnarly old oak tree caught my attention.

I whipped the Dodge into a muddy driveway; parked; tramped down a sloshy, warped old sidewalk; stepped onto a sagging, mud-stained old porch; strode past a bored, yawning black cat; and then: very, very quietly... pulled open a sagging, softly squeaking, screen-door; and then quickly stood back a step or two. Leaning far to my left side I reared up and kicked the door savagely.  

When the door splintered and banged loudly against the interior wall, I could see a dim, silent living room, in front of me, but no sign of life anywhere. Nor could I hear any sudden movements surrounding me. But that meant next to nothing. It meant absolutely nothing.

I ducked and pointed the .45 all around the room, and then edged very carefully through the opened doorway. 

But I had taken only a short cautious step or two, when the faint noise of a car pulling alongside the curb beyond the window of the living room stopped me dead in my tracks. 

I crept to the window. Slowly peeled back a wind-blown tattered old curtain, and saw a white patrol car with a Dallas Police Department’s emblem embedded on the passenger’s door. 

Yeah, and knowing what that meant, I thoughtfully holstered my weapon, turned back to the door, and walked.

Walked right past a fat, yelling, tantrum-throwing police sergeant—who was suddenly dogging my trail all the way to the Dodge. 

He was so out of sorts that I had to stop and turn and ask him if he would please tone it down—a bit—if not for my eardrum’s sake, then for the eardrums of the dozen or more nosy neighbors who had gathered along the sidewalks, and were now on their cell phones calling the cops, to come out to calm down a cop. 

When I politely asked if he could tone it down—a notch or two—he yelled at me:

“Tone it down! The hell you mean, tone it down!”

Sergeant Hendrix a twenty-four-year veteran assigned to vice shook a furious finger at my nose as I brushed past him suddenly. Running to catch up with me he screamed:

“Logan! Stop and listen! Will ya? For once! For once in your up-side down, chaotic life you’re going to hear me out—!”

“Wrong!” I said, swinging into the opened door of the Dodge. “For once in my upside-down chaotic life, I’m not hearing you, or anyone else, ever again.”

He whipped out his service revolver; pointed it at the driveway; and screamed, “Damn you! You’re going to listen! If I have to pop you! You know me, I trained you!  Now you know me, you know me!”

I sat back inside the Dodge and calmly lit a cigarette. “Yeah,” I said, blowing smoke into his eyes, “I know you. It was your recommendation that got me busted! You damn right I know you.”

“You had it coming!” he screamed. “You got drunk, and drove off the side of a damn bridge!”

“Well tell me, Sarge, was anyone hurt, beside me, and the bridge?”

“You don’t get it! You will never get it!” He yelled. “You see what you want to see, and you do what you want to do, and if what you see is not what you want to see you ignore what you see. You always see what you want to see, and do what you want to do! Do you know what they call you in the newspapers? Danny Logan! The psychopath with a badge! That’s what they call you. A psycho with a license to kill!   You go your own way, do your own thing; and the world can go to hell.”

“You’re on a streak, preach.” I told him. “I’m your captive audience.”

He put away his pistol and wagged his head at me. “Why I bother, why I bother with you I will never know!  Why do I bother with a kook like you, huh? Tell me, why do I bother—?”

“Because we’re lovers,” I said. “Haven’t you been watching us—wildly—carrying on—lately? Lover?”

“...Danny...” he said finally, bowing his head suddenly. “I uh...?”

“Yeah, well don’t bother with the sympathy routine. I ain’t listening.”

I turned to the hood of the car and glared at the shabby old garage door in front of me and said, “So you thought you’d come slinking around, on the lookout for your old side-kick? Well, you found him, so where do we go from here, Sarge?”

“Edna...”

“I said, don’t go there! Don’t go nowhere near, there, because all of Edna’s unfinished affairs will soon be very finished affairs, very, very finished, affairs.” 

I looked at the old house under the huge gnarly old oak, and snickered.

“Yeah, and judging by how quickly you got here,” I told him, “You have been a busy, busy nosy little boy. Watching the comings and goings around the home where Donnie’s psycho, ho, momma, lived, only a few short hours ago? When Donnie obviously found out that I was coming...?”

“To kill him!”

“No, not to kill him, to mur-der him.”

“And if you were any—any—other cop sprouting off at the mouth,” he told me, “I could ignore it! But you, you mean to do it, you mean to kill him, don’t you?”

“I aim to mur-der him—and keep murdering him, until he is as dead—as a corpse can get. That dead, yeah. Now. Sergeant, my former side kick. Is there any little old thing else that I can do for you?”

“The gun!’

“Oh-h no, not my precious pearl-handled sweetheart, no sir, that’s where I draw the line. You see, where I go, she goes. Good-bye, Sarge—”

He had made a motion with his pistol again. I settled back in the Dodge, sighed, reached for my shoulder holster; and got my hand slapped.

“Uh-uh! You know the routine!” He shouted.

“It’s come to that? Has it?” I asked.

“With you, you damn right! Now spread ‘em! The arms, you know the routine, stop playing stupid!”

I spread my arms; felt him snatching the pistol from its holster; and when the low underhanded deed was done, I wagged my head and grumbled:

“You do know... don’t you... that man made more than one gun?”

“Yeah!” He yelled in my face, “Man! Man made more than one gun! But what worries me is that God made only one fool like you—who has demonstrated time and time again—that he’s crazy enough—to use a gun! Repeatedly! You damn...! Idiot! What the hell am I going to do with you, Danny? Huh? What!”

“Well, you could try kissing me, Lover Boy. Oh, but not in public, we don’t go there, in the open, that is a strict no-no.”

“How the hell can you be so damn flippant? At a time like this? With Edna...? Do you know, Danny...? Do you know that she was thinking... of...”

“Thinking? No, she had decided! To make you godfather. But like I said, we don’t go there?”

“You know,” he shook his head at me, “Lieutenant Jernigan, he ain’t the only one in the department, who thinks that you’ve gone bonkers—and flown off the reservation? When he busted you, you pissed on the man’s car, for heaven’s sake! In view of the whole damn police station, you urinated—on the man’s wind-shield?”

“If you gotta go, you gotta go.” I told him. You see, my old daddy, he told me: that where-ever I be? I should always let my water—run free. And I took it to heart.”

“And plenty of others think you’re nuts! Look, be reasonable. Calm down, and be reasonable? I’ve put in for a transfer, back to homicide—”

“Uh-uh!”

“Uh-uh? And that’s your reply, uh-uh! As in—?”

“As in, thanks, Lover, but no thanks.” 

I flicked on the car’s ignition, jerked the gear-shifter into reverse, leaned out the window, blew him a kiss and said, “As in, don’t call me, and I won’t call you. As in, screw you?”

When I whipped out of the driveway and squealed away, I could hear him moaning and groaning at my back.

“Lo-gan!! You S.O.B. You-u come back here! I ain’t done with you! Lo-gan! I ain’t done with you! Lo-gan! Lo-gan-n!  Lo-gan-n-n...!”

Yeah, Logan! I thought to myself as I nosed the Dodge towards that bleak, expansive Dallas skyline, in the far-flung drizzling distance. “That’s right, Lo-gan!” I shouted to the whole damned, low-down, dirty, miserable world. “That’s the name all right! The very name will be spread across the front pages of every damn newspaper in the whole damned cold, soon-to-be-sorry state of Texas!  Lo-gan! The killer. Lo-gan! Danny Logan!’

And yeah.

It was just an ordinary simple little break-in, was it? Followed by a forgettable ordinary murder? And it was all so simple...  As that? 

Well. Time would tell. I decided, as I suddenly gunned the accelerator of the old Dodge to the floorboard. 

Time! Would tell!
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Chapter Three
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But I had to admit—as I sped down the freeway towards downtown Dallas—that I was more than a little worried about my old sidekick, the Sarge. I was very, very worried.

Because if there was one thing that I knew about my old former side-kick? It was this: I knew with every fiber of my being that that old dog with his nose to the ground would not rest: until he got Donnie Thompson off the streets, and me, off the streets. 

And because I knew that that saggy hang-dog look of his could be very, very tricky, and evil, almost as evil as my evil, I knew: that I would have to put my nose on the chase, and with no delay.

To locate my boy Donnie Thompson... in a hurry... I knew that the best place to take up the chase, for a soon-to-be very dead, bad man, would be a small, noisy part of town, down near downtown: 

A little grimy bit of territory, known infamously, as Deep Ellum.

Ellum, in the dialect of the Black former slaves who originally occupied this now highly prized piece of real estate, was a long-winded way of saying, Elm, as in Elm Street. And in the tired old eyes of the newly freed slaves, Ellum, must have sounded like heaven. And the name Ellum, stuck. And in time over a long stretch of time, Elm Street, and the nearby surrounding streets, evolved into Deep Ellum. 

And a short history lesson will tell you that during the 1920’s, and 30’s, Deep Ellum was a hotbed for jazz and blues musicians such as Blind Lemon Jefferson, Lead Belly, and Bessie Smith; and even the elusive hard to pin down Robert Johnson was known to pop up in one of the dozens of sawdust–floored speak-easies, and sleazy rent-by-the-hour hotels, and shady in-home gambling establishments,  red-lamped houses of ill-repute, domino parlors and tea-rooms and cafes; and the place was jumping. Twenty-four-seven. 

But the hectic swirl of those long-gone bygone times are all long gone. 

And where bawdy juke-joints and dope dens stood, yesterday, chic boutiques and gift emporiums catering to the ritzy well-to-dos stands today. And you’d have to have the world’s most powerful magnifying glass to unearth even a speck of dust that had any connection whatsoever, to those long-ago sadly gone good old times.

And today, if fans of those old bygone days find themselves longing for those old bygone good old long-gone times, the best place to start? Would be a laid-back blue-lighted little joint affectionately known as The Blind Beggars Saloon.

Al, The Blind Beggar’s gruff cigar-chopping proprietor, was a great fan of those old times, and when you strolled through those big warm welcoming leather doors of Al’s establishment, you were constantly surprised; because you never knew if your ears would be treated to Jazz, Blues, or Rock. From 1920 clear up to 1979, Al’s big colorfully lighted Wurlitzer jukebox was fine with almost any genre of music, and it was all fine with Al. And when you stepped through those big wide welcoming double-doors, the music smacking you in your face, always seemed to be: right on time.

When I pushed through those big wide double doors of my pal, I was greeted by the big booming voice of Wilson Pickett, wailing:

“I’m going to wait! till the mid-night hour!! That’s when my love! comes tumbling down...!”

My old pal, Al, sat on a short wooden stool behind his tall brown wooden bar staring sleepily at a  quiet sparse crowd of young college boys and girls, who, if Al’s glum expression was correctly being read by yours truly, the take, for the night, was next to nothing, or very slim. 

When I sidled up to the big tall mahogony bar, Al, as if we had been conversing for two days non-stop, gazed up at me with his round sleepy brown eyes, said, “It sure is hot, and will be gettin’ a whole lot hotter, if we don’t watch, ourselves...?” And slumping his fat fleshy chin onto his chest without a care in the world, he drifted peacefully off to sleep almost instantly.

The message was loud to my ears; as loud as Wilson Pickett.

I’m going to wait!! till the stars!! come out!! And see them twin-kle! in your eyes!  I’m gonna wait!! till the mid-night hour!! That’s when my lov-v-e! be-gins! to shine...!

As I strolled down that long narrow aisle towards the farthest booth, near a window, I could see a huge imposing Black man sitting tight and very upright in the corner booth; studiously—too damned studiously—twiddling his large black fingers on the table top.

He didn’t look up as I appeared at his broad muscular left shoulder, and he didn’t act as if he even knew that I existed, when he muttered, out the side of his mouth:

“Sit...”

I shook my head and told him that I would prefer to stand, if he didn’t object. 

“...No, Logan, he said after a short, threatening pause, “I don’t ob-ject... You’re uh...?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Late. Nate. But you’ll get your damned money.”

“Did I say, any-thing? Logan. About the damned money?”

“No,” I told him. “But you’re hinting at it, mighty hard... Oh, now I get it. You’re here with your back to the door because the Word has filtered. Out. Into the streets? You got the news, did you? About my sudden departure, from the force? About Donnie Thompson, about the big plans I have in mind for Mr. Donnie Thompson? And you’re here with your hand out. Because if I’m charged—for cold-blooded murder—as I fully intend to be—then, no payday? From your all-time favorite customer. Yeah, Big Nate, you’re coming through, loudly. A little too loudly, for your comfort, and my comfort both.”
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