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  CHAPTER 1: Old Face, Wrong Place


  The sparse crowd of hardscrabble patrons at Tubby’s Fine Food froze in horror as the Giant Pink Rabbit sprang to his feet, his glassy eyes as wide in horrified shock as 1905 silver dollars. “Glub, glub, arrrgh.” He choked, spitting a wad of half-chewed cheeseburger down the back of the long haired, tattooed man in the next booth.


  Kobok and Bush watched somberly. This was it. Too many cholesterol stuffed grease burgers, and rancid, foot long cigars had finally rung the bell. The Giant Pink Rabbit was about to drop dead on the floor of Tubby’s from rancid grease ingestion poisoning.


  Always ready to Serve and Protect, Kobok asked, “You want I should call an ambulance.”


  “Holy double Hell, Kobok,” the Giant Pink rabbit gasped, pointing at the door.


  The Giant Pink Rabbit was not real. Everyone knows—or should know—that Giant Pink Rabbits rarely appear in broad daylight. He was Dallas Detective Harrison “Bull” Hooper who physically resembled the posture and body movement of a lowland gorilla—except Hooper was tougher.


  They had waited an hour for Monroe “Squatty” Crockus to appear. Squatty, an avowed skinhead, had firebombed an African American church, claiming two victims. A reportedly reliable snitch had provided them some of that reliable information that Squatty was in love with Heavy Hilda, the waitress at Tubby’s greasy spoon on South St. Paul Street, on the south fringe of Downtown Dallas. Squatty was purported to appear for lunch daily at 11:30 A.M.


  The capture Squatty plan was hatched the evening before at Adair’s Tavern. ATF Special Agent Kobok and Dallas Homicide Detective Bull Hooper were on their fifth beers. ATF Special Agent Randall Bush nursed a Dr. Pepper.”


  Bush had just revealed the strategery.


  “A what kinda Goddamned suit?” Hooper had roared, expelling his ever-present cigar stub halfway across Adair’s Saloon. All three watched curiously as the nasty remnant danced along the worn wooden floor.


  Bush held up the pink rabbit costume. “Bull, the white ears and tail are particularly fetching.”


  “Jesus Christ, it’s Christmas. Why not rent a Santa suit?”


  “All rented. Only thing left was this and they only had it in two extra-large.” Kobok took a long pull on his beer and waived to the bar for another round.


  Hooper stood and held the costume against his chest. A rousing round of applause sounded from the predominantly cop-crowd. “Screw this,” Hooper growled.


  Kobok said, “Bull Hooper, it’s your turn in the barrel. You know damned well, if me ’n Bush hadn’t lied like wet rats when you shot that doper last Spring, you’d be in the joint.”


  Hooper tossed the costume on the table. “Yeah, and you two comedians in adjacent cells. Pig Rhodden needed killin’. When he pulled that damned Barlow knife, I accommodated him. I shoulda got an award from the garbage removal department.”


  Bush said, “You know the problem. We put a man on foot outside of Tubby’s and if Squatty makes him, he’s gone back to Arkansas. Visibility from inside is so poor, we can’t see him before he sees us waiting and he’s still gone. We need a decoy actor.”


  Kobok drained his glass. “Hooper, I know you wanna catch this toad as bad as we do.”


  At 11:00 A.M. the next day, Hooper, a foot-long stogie donating to the pollution situation, stood in front of Tubby’s waving a tin cup labeled “Help the Homeless.”


  By 12 noon, Kobok ordered Hooper a burger, stepped to the door, and motioned the Giant Pink Rabbit inside. So much for reliable information. Hooper had just started on his first large bite of grease when a familiar face strolled in.


  “It’s him!” The Giant Pink Rabbit spat the last glob of semi-chewed burger into an adjacent booth. “Well maybe that’s not Squatty, but I know that sumbitch from someplace.”


  Kobok, seeing the Giant Pink Rabbit was not dying, followed his eyes to the door. The scrawny guy entering carried the look of death alright, but he wasn’t Squatty Crockus. Kobok instantly recognized the acne scarred, evil mug. Holy mother of nightmares, the surprise wouldn’t have been greater if a DART bus had crashed through the door.


  “Jesus Christ,” Kobok gasped. “It’s not Squatty. That dude is the friggin’ Prince of Draconia.”


  “Get your eyes checked, Kobok. He’s in the joint,” Hooper grunted, inadvertently incriminating half the shady crowd in Tubby’s. “We sent that sucker away for sixty-five years. He can’t be in no damned greasy spoon in by-God, Dallas, America.”


  “Don’t look over there, Bull. He shoulda already made me. I’m gonna grab the little rat before he gets outside.”


  Bush said through a mouthful of soggy salad, “The Prince of Draconia? Draconian is an adjective. There’s no such word as Draconia.”


  Too innately stupid to recognize Kobok or Hooper immediately, His Highness caught sight of the pink rabbit get-up. He called out, “Hey, Homey, yo’ purse don’t match yo’ outfit.”


  Kobok’s anger exploded to critical mass. Because of the Prince, Kobok had beat himself up regularly for five years for what he perceived as failure to complete an elementary follow-up investigation of a nickel and dime firebombing near north Dallas. To his mind, his laxity had caused the grisly, retaliation murder of a ten-year-old girl and repeated attempts to murder a sixty-year-old Waste Management executive.


  The self-blame monkey for failures, real or self-assessed, perched on Kobok’s shoulder every waking hour and in a thousand dreams. They shared dinner, sex after dinner, traffic jams—no instant went unattended. Like the bully’s big brother, his burden grew larger at the end of each day. Now, for Christ’s sake, there he stood, alive and well at Tubby’s counter. The Prince had been born on Halloween. Each October 31st twisted the aggravation screw down a notch or two. Kobok had convinced himself he should have let the air out of this miserable piece of humanity the first time he saw him—or the second—or the third.


  The Prince looked away, then sharply back at Kobok.


  “He’s gonna run!” Kobok kicked back his chair and lunged at the little man as he slithered out of the doorway. He managed a grip on the lapels of the fleeing man’s silk shirt. With the desperation of a trapped rattlesnake, the Prince delivered a glancing knee to Kobok’s groin and a mini bite on his right wrist. Frantic, the fugitive first ran north on the crowded sidewalk. Then he veered across one of two solid lanes of wall to wall southbound one-way traffic into the center lane of South St. Paul Street, squeezing inches from instant death. Kobok duplicated the move, cutting across a lane of traffic and running north between lines of traffic. A symphony of blaring horns marked their progress.


  At 41, Kobok chugged along, thirty feet behind. The Prince was nearly twenty years younger and had a thirty-foot lead, but Kobok had caught him before and intended to again. A guy fresh out of the joint might be hardy from chopping cotton, strong from lifting weights in an air-conditioned prison gym, or pliable from being some alpha con’s wife, but track and field had not been added to the Texas prison system curriculum. Kobok would wear him down unless an inattentive motorist did the honors.


  Kobok had been a Special Agent, Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms and Explosives for eighteen years that mid-December day in 1989. He’d been transferred to Dallas from Kansas City four years earlier following a shots-fired incident. Slender, fairly fit, he wore his gray flecked, black hair in the federal agent approved preppy style. Unmarried, he did well with the ladies, plentiful in the Dallas area - sometimes too well. A flawed man, like all humans, Kobok, on balance was a very competent, street wise federal cop.


  Hooper had one upped Kobok, knocking over the table, burgers flying. Bush, bewildered, was on Hooper’s heels as they ran into the chilly, north wind. “Who we chasing?” Bush shouted.


  “A guy Kobok and I put away forever four years ago,” the giant Hooper puffed over his shoulder. “You weren’t on the job yet, kid. I’m thinkin’ we gotta escaped convict here.”


  Twenty years older than Kobok and a head shorter, Hooper was no longer a candidate for the Dallas Police Track team. Life had left him husky, tough, and bald with a half inch rim of silver hair circling the back of his head like a misplaced tiara atop a cantaloupe. Bull Hooper was well known among a wide swath of the Dallas criminal element as an extremely poor choice of folks to piss off. Squad room banter said that Hooper had been in Homicide since before color T.V. He’d cleared more homicides than most police department’s entire personnel.


  Bush, who jogged daily, quickly passed Hooper. On seeing Kobok pivot after the fleeing man into the center lane against traffic, Bush followed.


  The Giant Pink Rabbit, attempting to pull out his badge from his fanny pack to interdict traffic, came up with a .38 revolver instead. Waving a pistol was more efficient than a badge. Traffic stopped and let him cross to the center. The volume of car horns multiplied tenfold.


  Randall Bush had been an ATF agent for just over three years. Kobok had been his training officer for nearly a year while Bush considered using the degree he’d earned at an exclusive eastern law school. Several Dallas law firms had reached out to him. Two years earlier, much to the consternation of his father, a well-known Dallas psychiatrist, he had opted for the pay cut and life in the fast lane by staying in the often-chaotic circus of ATF. At 26, tall, fit, and boyishly blond handsome, he was now Kobok’s regular partner.


  The weird parade threaded north toward the heart of even heavier downtown noonday traffic. They ran in a narrow row, vulnerable for a head on collision with the chain of oncoming traffic. The sound of Christmas music wafting from utility poles further downtown gradually grew louder. As they crossed Wood Street, St. Paul traffic missed the light. The fugitive avoided being killed by brake-screeching, westbound Wood Street motorists. Skidding tires and blaring horns preceded a double lane of multiple car rear-enders. The pile up instantly gridlocked traffic in both directions. He continued north in the center lane.


  Kobok dodged through tumbled parked cars in the intersection. Bush, passed him, zig sagging across Wood Street following the Prince in the center lane. Drivers’ were collectively mesmerized by the spectacle of a fleeing man, two men in suits pursuing and a Giant Pink Rabbit waving a revolver lumbering along behind. Trapped in an impassible traffic jam, none had the wherewithal in those pre-cellular days, to report the unbelievable procession. But plenty had called from somewhere. The Dallas Alarm Office switchboard instantly became a sea of red lights.


  The Prince crossed eastbound one-way Jackson street, this time catching the light. Dancing with what brought him, he continued to run between lanes of cars into oncoming traffic. Bush had gained ground, now only fifteen feet from contact.


  The Prince caught the light at Commerce Street, turned right in front of another brake screeching, southbound St. Paul motorist. He ran between lanes on eastbound Commerce. The momentary stop in the left-hand lane of St. Paul allowed Bush, two steps behind, a window to cut into the narrow opening between vehicles. As he made the turn, he saw from the corner of his eye Kobok was about a car length behind. Hooper was about forty feet in the rear.


  Kobok made the last second of the temporarily closed intersection and followed Bush between lanes of traffic. Hooper, still in his pink getup and waving his .38, had no problem making the turn, just as eastbound Commerce caught the light. The lesson learned here was, of course, what better way to clear traffic than have a 240-pound Giant Pink Rabbit wave a revolver as he ran—lumbered perhaps—along between lanes of traffic with floppy white ears whipping in the wind. The situation was similar, but now different. Oncoming traffic was coming from behind, exposing all four runners to the possibility of being blind-sided by a motorist changing lanes at the wrong moment.


  At the intersection with South Harwood, diagonally across from the Police and Courts Building, Bush reattached himself to the silk shirt. They landed on a manhole cover at street center. Kobok piled on. Then the Giant Pink Rabbit rumbled up gasping for breath, still waving his pistol. Traffic came to a chaotic halt.


  The good news: fifty feet from the building full of cops meant plenty of assistance. The bad news: The Dallas Police switchboard had already received about a hundred “911” calls, which combined with all the guys looking out the window to see the commotion, meant half the cops in Dallas arrived to restore order. Who says you can’t find a cop when you need one.


  Hooper stuck the pistol back in his fanny pack and pulled out his badge to ward off eight or ten eager young uniforms intent on using Bush or Kobok’s heads as sounding boards.


  Hooper pulled back the hood of his costume, making his bald head readily recognizable to the glut of cops who flooded the intersection.


  Kobok gained breath and motioned Bush aside. He dropped a knee in the cowering Prince’s back and spat between his teeth, “How the hell did you get out?”


  “Early release,” the now sobbing prisoner sneered, the left side of his face pressed against the asphalt. Kobok briefly pondered pulling off his head, but quickly backed off in view of the extensive police presence.


  One slender graying uniformed sergeant sidled up to Hooper. “Nice outfit, Bull.”


  “Finally coming out of the closet, Hooper?” A blond officer in plain clothes chided, making certain that in the crowd of cops, Hooper couldn’t spot him making such a suicidal statement.


  “Boys,” Hooper held court, amidst a background of car horns and angry shouts. “This here is strictly a high-level government operation. I’ve been forced by the high command into service as a secret, U.S. Government, undercover operative. Y’all must know that Federal building down there is ass-bust full of folks wearing stuff like pink rabbit creations. Hell, Kobok’s supervisor goes around all day in a chicken suit.” His words fueled a round of laughter and additional caustic comments about Hooper’s rabbit outfit and the Federal Government.


  As Hooper chatted away, Kobok wondered what percent of the DPD would be wiped out by a single runaway cement truck plowing into the massed police presence. The crowd of cops began wandering back to the Police and Courts Building or to one of the eight or ten squad cars parked willy nelly in the intersection. Most walked away cursing at the shortcomings of the criminal justice system that would allow trash like the Prince back on the street.


  Kobok was queasy from the foot chase. He vowed for the umpteenth time to drink less, sleep more, and find his way home earlier regularly. He’d started the morning’s activities with a slight hangover, not an unusual practice for Kobok. He’d earned the nickname “Agent McScruff” in the ATF squad room.


  Kobok, Bush, and Hooper dragged the sniveling prisoner diagonally the fifty feet to the Police and Courts Building. Hooper was puffing on a new stogie like a steam calliope invading Dealey Plaza. The Homicide office was in that building at the time which allowed Hooper to go upstairs to lose the rabbit suit.


  Kobok wrestled the whining prisoner down the stairs to the Records and Book-in Unit in the basement about twenty feet from the spot where Jack Ruby shot Lee Harvey Oswald. Kobok filled out a criminal records request.


  The clerk, a slender black lady of fifty with rose tinted glasses waited quietly. Her disinterested expression announced she had already seen everything come through the door down there which could possibly be of surprise or interest to her including the Prince, the pink rabbit, Kobok, Lee Harvey Oswald, or the ghost of Elvis.


  Presently, she tossed a computer printout on the countertop. The information was enough to make an undertaker vomit. The Prince had been paroled back to Dallas three weeks earlier via an early release. Newspapers had been filled with headlines announcing a Federal Judge had arbitrarily decided the State of Texas had too many prisoners in the Department of Corrections.


  Via the arrogance of an appointed bureaucrat, the judge had ordered the State to release several thousand. The Prince had served less than four years of sixty-five for attempted capital murder. He had been responsible for multiple additional crimes, including one of the most haunting, revolting offenses Kobok had ever encountered. But only the attempted murder made it all the way to a jury.


  The Prince, taking strength from the presence of so many witnesses spat out a serenade of profanity and threats. “You can’t fuck with me, puta.”


  “Puta? Get lost while you can dirtbag,” Kobok shoved the Prince away, concerned his anger would overcome reason and cause him to summarily execute the loser in front of the glut of spectators in the Records and Book-in Unit.


  “I’m gonna sue, Kobok,” he snarled the well-used line. Ten minutes in custody had allowed him to remember Kobok’s name.


  Angry to the edge of murder, the comment tripped the safety-switch in Kobok’s “go nuts” mechanism. Kobok pushed the Prince out the door of the Records Unit and into a small, unoccupied restroom in the basement hallway. The Prince squealed, piglet style. The sound called up newer, vivid recollections of little Sherry Kincaid in full color. Exhaustion from the foot chase and the residual hangover headache amplified the screeching already working overtime between his ears. Bush, rapidly gaining a grip on the reality of the business he had chosen, stepped into the small room and turned the door lock.


  Kobok threw the Prince bodily into a commode stall. The Prince assumed a fetal position around the commode, eyes sick in terror. Somehow, he seemed to belong there, expecting what he had inflicted upon others.


  “I shoulda finished you when I had the chance.” Kobok leaned down to whisper in his rat-ear. “Sue! Tear your ass boy. Sue away. Who’s your parole officer?”


  “I…I ain’t sure,” he stammered, sobbing.


  Kobok reached over the commode for a better handful. “Charlie something.” The Prince covered his face. “No man, Charlie Mitchell…that’s it.”


  Kobok knew Texas State Parole Officer Mitchell. “You lie to me and I’ll find you and let the air outta you,” he said softly, still bent over the commode.


  “Please man,” he sobbed. “In the name of God, lemme go.”


  “Is that what Sherry said, scumbag, while you burned her naked little body with cigarettes…strangled her with her panties?” Kobok was once again flooded with the vision of her mutilated body. He backed out of the stall, leaving the huddled man full length between the commode and metal divider. “I wonder if Sherry’s father knows you’re out. I’ll bet he’ll wanna know where to find you.” Then, for the sake of rehabilitation, Kobok stepped back into the stall and delivered a kick—only a medium one shielded by the toilet—in the ribs.


  The Prince vomited down the imitation silk shirt, choking. He had a history of losing his stomach at the slightest fear. Kobok turned to Bush, still on guard detail. “Thanks, partner,” he smiled. Bush unlocked the door and stepped into the hallway. A uniformed officer stood staring curiously past them into the restroom. He wore a red shoulder patch signifying he was attached to the Traffic Division.


  “There’s a sick man in the commode stall over there, Officer.” Kobok pointed.


  “Probably another wino,” the officer shrugged, continuing to peer into the commode area.


  “Probably much worse,” Kobok suggested as Bush and he started for the elevator.


  A crowd of normal riffraff accumulated in the foyer, attempting in some way to better their lives by requesting what public information was available regarding their sorry arrest records. Kobok had no way of knowing whether someone had been watching and had witnessed the entire chase fiasco. He didn’t really give a damn.


  Bush and Kobok took the elevator up to Homicide. “Damn, partner,” Bush said softly. “Like you’ve told me, be careful what you do in the presence of hostile witnesses.”


  “Randall, the Prince chapter happened while you were still in college. I tell you the story, you’re gonna want a piece of him.”


  Hooper had changed from the ill-fitting rabbit suit to an ill-fitting, brown polyester suit. Kobok explained the early release status of the Prince.


  “What a crock,” he grunted as he took the chair behind his battered desk. Kobok and Bush sat across from him in plastic chairs “Got any idea what we oughta do?” Hooper asked. “About the Prince…or Squatty Crockus?”


  Kobok sighed. “A loser like the Prince can’t stay out of trouble. He’ll turn up again soon…with his ass in a sling.”


  “You’re right.” Hooper tossed Bush the rabbit costume. “Y’all want me to have a squad car run you back to the Federal Building?”


  Kobok said, “Naw, we just ran it, we can walk six blocks as a cool-down.”


  As they walked down Commerce, Christmas music drifting down on a cool, but comfortable December day, Kobok was surprised not a soul recognized them from the wild, traffic stopping foot chase of less than an hour earlier. They stopped for lunch—Tubby’s cuisine had been lost in combat—in an Italian restaurant adjacent to the Adolphus Hotel. From a lobby payphone, Kobok called Tootie, the group secretary. She assured him the current Arson and bomb Squad supervisor, Cummins Klaster, called Short Cummins, was out of pocket for the next couple of hours. Kobok was not in the mood for supervision.


  Bush had not been on the payroll when the Prince episode went down. Kobok spent a half hour briefing Bush on the parameters of the Prince episode. Then Bush and he spent another hour reading the 1984 investigative file and the transcript of the subsequent 1985 trial. Bush agreed, the Prince needed killing ala the Hooper theory.


  Kobok called Kincaid Motors, a low rent used car dealership in Denton, Texas, 35 miles north of Dallas. Kincaid, with a history of involvement with car thieves and other unsavory characters, was the father of Sherry Kincaid, the murder victim Kobok felt he had failed five years earlier. When told Kincaid was out of town, Kobok told the secretary to tell Kincaid the Prince was out of prison. He sat studying the ceiling, reflecting on what a hell of a mess the Prince incident had been.


  CHAPTER 2: Homer Wayne and Eula Jo


  Homer Wayne DuPree was born in Terrebonne Parish, Louisiana, eleventh of eleven children in a tar paper sharecropper’s shack mounted on Bois D’Arc poles to stay above the swamp and avoid being eaten by ’gators.


  His ol’ daddy, Pierre, dabbled at sharecropping, a highly difficult vocation when the top three inches of soil were water. Pierre sometimes dabbled at hunting ’gators in the vast swamps and made an occasional dime or two, day dabbling on the shrimp boats which permeated the area.


  Then one day, Pierre dabbled with a whore he met at Sam Johnny’s Roadhouse and managed to get into a row with her pimp. Pierre continued to live two days with his guts cut mostly out. He was buried by Parish employees in a wooden box at Parrish expense in a watery grave at the edge of Swamp Felicity.


  Homer Wayne, the youngest of the children struggled through many hungry nights and penniless days until his mama died when he was seventeen. Mama gone meant the welfare check was gone and shortly, so was Homer Wayne.


  Homer Wayne stuffed everything he owned in a Benoit Brothers number two grocery sack and beat it the hell out of the territory. He rode a Greyhound bus as far as $7.25 would carry him which happened to be the downtown Dallas bus terminal. Homer Wayne never fully admitted, even to himself, as he was leaning on the dumpster behind the station on Jackson Street, that he intended, when no one was looking, to dive for a morsel of anything edible.


  A friendly, African American garbage truck driver beeped his horn to move Homer Wayne and snag the night’s dumpster haul. The big, robust kid from Terrebone Parrish moved accommodatingly. The two struck up a conversation, the driver gave him the last half of his bologna sandwich. Homer Wayne hitched a ride back to company headquarters on South Industrial. Management hired the husky, amiable kid from the swamps of Louisiana and put him to work wheeling a garbage rig from 9:00 P.M. until 6:00 A.M., six days weekly, Sunday nights off.


  Forty years later, Homer Wayne was still wrestling that rig down narrow alleys, still six days a week. However, he now owned the whole sixty-acre operation on South Industrial, 37 state of the art trash compactor trucks, more dumpsters than he could count, with 79 full time employees, a multiple bathroom mansion on Newmanshire Drive in far north Dallas, and a hundred million dollars of downtown Dallas real estate. Homer Wayne DuPree, who still couldn’t read worth a nickel, was indeed a genuine American success story. A shy redneck, who had begun life with an outhouse and two paths, was now tricked out in a very large house with no paths and twenty-two baths.


  Soon after arriving in Dallas, Homer Wayne met Sally Lou Rogers at an ice cream social in the Church of the Lamb. They shared a double chocolate sundae, then shared a loving household which bore four daughters through 38 years of marital bliss. The idyllic life was grand in all capitals.


  Early on a February 1984 Sunday morning, Sally Lou was frying up a mess of eggs, onions, and hash browns for Homer Wayne before church. She suddenly looked skyward, gasped twice, and dropped dead on the floor of the kitchen of the spacious mansion.


  Homer Wayne was, needless to say, lost and distraught. His four daughters and eight grandchildren formed a herculean effort to help: visiting the mansion, inviting grandpa over for dinner, stopping by to vacuum the carpet even though Homer Wayne had a full-time maid. The kids did their damnedest, with a view of course at all times to confirm that if Grandpa Homer Wayne croaked of grief, they’d protect their chunk of his millions, hopefully each manipulating to screw the others however possible.


  Meanwhile, Homer Wayne continued to wheel—or occasional ride shotgun on—a six-ton garbage compactor Monday evening until Sunday morning, and grow richer by the day. Some of the municipalities in the Dallas area owned and operated their own equipment. However, many did not and Homer Wayne was always there to fill a need. But the Homer Wayne DuPree saga was not destined to end up a one trick pony.


  Enter Eula Jo Ragsdale. Eula Jo’s mama, Sally Mae had been a whore. Born in Ellis County, south of Dallas, she’d plied her trade in the oilfields of southeast Texas while her product was still marketable as she gradually depreciated to third team status. Sally Mae contacted syphilis, spread the dreaded ailment to many unsuspecting “johns”, and finally returned to the old family homestead in Ellis County to wither and die.


  The men in Eula Jo’s life: her father Elrod, and two brothers, Cleo and Claude worked at menial jobs or more often at no jobs at all when they weren’t locked up. They were mostly burglars, an occupation at which they were not very good. When Eula Jo was 14, brother Cleo was shot and killed by a Texas Highway Patrol officer while fleeing after robbing the Drover’s Bank of Kemp, Texas. Daddy Elrod and brother Claude got arrested for the same robbery. Both got life without parole—at a time when life meant life.


  Eula Jo was screwed when mama passed, literally. Already fully equipped with forty pounds of pure Ellis County boobs, she caught the eye of many a fellow who otherwise would never have wavered into temptation. Dumb, lazy, dependent, and as clingy as a garden slug, Eula Jo’s employment horizons were limited. Partly sliding along the easiest path, plus being overly physically equipped to pursue her mama’s trade, she saw no reason to break Ella Mae’s mode. Eula Jo had been a non-virgin since she’d lain with her brother Cleo when she was nine. Eula Jo became a whore. Actually, she always had been; it just took her until age fifteen to find herself. Whoring beat hell out of waiting tables at the local truck stop or burglary and other crap which brought cops who hurt people.


  With boobs like melons, solicitation was rarely necessary. Men, far and wide, lasered in on Eula Jo’s chest like moths to a mercury light. The rest pretty much took its course.


  Before her sixteenth birthday, Eula Jo had lain with half the men—or so it seemed—in Ellis County. Having been busted a half dozen times by Ellis County cops for prostitution, she was well known. The culmination of her young career came when a reporter walked into the office of the chief of police in one of the small towns in the area and “discovered” Eula Jo on her back on the chief’s desk, with the cop himself riding atop in what the newspaper described as a “very credible Bronco Billy imitation.”


  There was never a scene like in the Frankenstein movies when the villagers pursued her through darkened mountains by torchlight. Nobody had any torches and besides, Eula Jo had already drifted north forty miles to the brighter lights and greater anonymity of Dallas. She labored in Big D for 12 years, doing business in back seats, pickup truck beds, behind dumpsters, in an occasional motel room, and twice atop a wobbly Harley Davidson in that damned cemetery on Oakland in South Dallas, a pistol shot from Fair Park and the Cotton Bowl.


  Life in the whore bidness is akin to the use-cycle of racecars driven in Saturday night dirt track competitions all over north Texas. A family jalopy might be coaxed and coddled to run for many years, but those race track contraptions crashed themselves either into a wall or on the rocks of hard use in a fraction of the time. Whoring was the same. If a hooker wasn’t butchered, strangled, beaten to death by a pimp, or lost to some form of ailment which medical practice couldn’t cure, natural wear and tear filled the gap. Hard use equated exactly to driving one of these cars around that dirt track.


  So at twenty-one, cheerleader age at the University of Texas, Eula Jo was already beginning to fade. To score a real jackpot, she found more and more need to operate in dim light, then dimmer still. At 27, Eula had gone through 33 arrests, five pimps, three husbands, seven abortions, a complete hysterectomy, and two additional female surgeries to correct plumbing damaged in the pursuit of her livelihood.


  Horrifyingly aware she was well on the way to whoredom injured reserve, Eula Jo was beside herself. Dammit, she might have gained five pounds and looked a little hard around the eyes, but in reduced light, Eula Jo, by God, Ragsdale was built like a brick shithouse. Life just was not fair, no way, no time.


  Those who believe in miracles, particularly high mileage ladies of the night, would be better served to play the Power Ball Lottery. Blessed benefactors are as rare as two headed cats. Then, when cruel fortune seemed lowest, Eula Jo had endured a miserable, cold Tuesday night. She had been scoreless until nearly 3:00 A.M. before she hooked a chiseler in an old Dodge pickup on Skillman Avenue. After two hours of him pawing and pinching like a hungry goat—he also smelled like one—he’d summarily dumped her out on South Industrial Boulevard without ponying up a nickel. It was just before dawn when she watched the trick drive away.


  Stiff, cold, broke, hungry, and a hopeless victim of life’s inequity, she surveyed her surroundings. She stood at curbside in front of the main entry to the sprawling DuPree Waste Management Complex. The office lights were fully ablaze at 5:00 A.M. A good place to panhandle some change, or otherwise walk all the way to East Dallas. Instead, she walked in the front door. An ugly, smelly, pudgy old man walked in the back door just as she arrived. He was sixty going on death warmed over, had a large mole on the end of his long nose, but he smiled at her.


  “Howdy young lady. Ahm Homer Wayne DuPree. Can we hep ya’?”


  Now Eula Jo couldn’t read worth a damn, but she could recognize that the name the old man had just given was a match to the company title on the sign out front. At least she was pretty sure it was the same.


  “Uh, I’m sorta lost. Got abducted by this horrible monster of a man. He abused me and tossed me out on the street.” She gestured back toward Industrial Boulevard.


  “Well you poor little girl. Could you do with a cup of coffee? We usually have plenty of doughnuts if you’re hungry?”


  Eula Jo bent hungrily over the doughnuts, showing Homer Wayne more cleavage than he’d imagined in two lifetimes. She wolfed down sticky sweet pastries, intently perceived Homer Wayne’s lonely lust, and in thirty-seven minutes and six donuts was hired on the spot as an employee in good standing of DuPree Waste Management. Homer Wayne had not a clue as to what the hell she would or could do, but any heifer that sexy, with those boobs as big as a fat boy’s head, just couldn’t be tossed back into the great sea of passing humanity.


  That Eula Jo tricked with several of Homer Wayne’s drivers and maintained regular business with four or five long time customers, never reached Homer’s ear. Homer Wayne, plenty smart in some ways, was always a tad slow in others.


  Eula Jo, equally as thick between the ears in matters like adding two plus two, was a long time, street-smart grifter with the morals of a diamond back rattlesnake. Within two months of Sally Lou’s death, she had encroached far enough to accompany Homer Wayne to his mansion in North Dallas most mornings after the night shift of both of them had ended.
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