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Take Four: Iron Horse Mystery #1

 








1  Sunday Morning

“Hello.”

Logan Reid looked up from his notebook and turned toward the sound of a voice nearby. He removed his wire-rim reading glasses and brushed back a wayward strand of hair. There was a young woman standing about six feet away. She was looking at him, a smile on her face.

“Hi,” Logan said. He closed his notebook and gestured to a nearby lawn chair. “Have a seat.”

“Thanks. My friend Nina told me there’s going to be an apartment available here soon. I knocked on the manager’s door. It’s 1-A, right? But there was no answer.” She sat down.

Logan nodded. Blonde hair in a pony tail. Nice smile. Very pretty. He sighed.

“I hope I can rent the apartment. Nina tells me this is a good place to live. Do you know the manager? He? Or she? Nina just said ‘Logan.’ That could be a guy or a girl, right?”

“Guy. A man, I mean.”

“What’s he like?”

“He’s a grump. He’s totally grumpy.” Logan smiled.

“Oh, gosh. I hope I can charm him. I’d really like to live here.”

Logan didn’t know what to say to that.

“Hey, Logan. I see you’ve already met Zoey.” Nina Perry smiled as she came down the backdoor steps of their two-story apartment building known locally as Casa Pacifica.

Zoey Corban turned to look at Logan, eyebrows raised. A smile grew on her face.

Logan shook his head. “Sorry. I was trying to be funny. I guess that didn’t work.”

Zoey’s smile had become a grin. “Nice to meet you.”

Nina plopped down in a nearby chair.

Zoey turned to Nina. “Is Logan grumpy? He seems to think he is.”

Nina brushed her dark hair away from her eyes. “Nah. He’s not really grumpy exactly. He can be stern, though.”

“Stern? When am I ever stern?” Logan was surprised to be described that way.

Nina turned to Zoey. “He’s the manager, and he has to enforce the rules. Usually that’s not a problem, except for those two in apartment 1-C. I mean those losers who just moved out. Thank god. They were so totally obnoxious.” She gestured to one of the windows behind her. “That’s the one you want to look at, Zoey. Don’t worry about Logan. He’s a sweetie.”

Now Logan was almost embarrassed. “Okay, enough of that, Nina. I’m not a sweetie.”

Nina laughed. “Whatever.”

Logan turned to Zoey and asked, “Do you want to see the apartment? And what’s your name again?”

“My name is Zoey Corban, and yes, I want to see the apartment but later today. I have to go to practice now. Actually I’m here to get an appointment. How about this afternoon? Maybe around half past four?”

“Sure. I’ll either be out here or in my apartment. I’ll answer the door, and I promise I won’t be grumpy.”

Zoey grinned. “Okay. See you then.” She rose from the chair, gave Nina a quick hug, and said, “Thanks, Nina. See you later.” Zoey waved goodbye and took off at a brisk walk down the street.

“How do you know Zoey? Where’s she going? What practice?” Logan asked.

“We met and hit it off when I did a music gig at her school. Zoey is coaching a soccer team. The team is having practice this afternoon at Tucson High.”

“An athlete, huh? And what about you? What are you doing up so early?”

Nina chuckled. “You must the only person in Tucson who thinks that eleven in the morning is early.”

“That’s because you’re the only musician I know, and since musicians apparently like to play all night, sleeping late doesn’t seem unreasonable.”

“Not quite all night last night, but almost. The club closed at one in the morning, but there were some out-of-town musicians here for the jazz festival. The guys in my group and I decided to invite them to jam with us. I didn’t get home until half past three.”

“No wonder you slept late.”

“What are you working on? Looks like you’re writing.” Nina moved to the chair vacated by Zoey.

“Not writing. I’m just making some notes about my dissertation and writing some other stuff, too.”

“Your dissertation? I thought you finished that.”

“Yes, I did, and I turned it in. It’s being reviewed by the committee now.” Logan frowned. “My professor is pretty positive about it. He thinks I should write a book based on the dissertation. So I’m making notes about what I’d have to do to turn it into something readable, not dry, boring academic bullshit, and then I have to figure out which publisher to approach. Not very exciting.”

“You don’t look very happy.” Nina’s tone was sympathetic.

“It’s just more work. I’m kind of tired of this academic stuff. I’ve been in school too long, and I’ve been working on the dissertation for too long.”

“If you could do anything else, I mean if you could do what you really want to do, what would that be?”

Logan frowned again, thoughtful this time. “I really don’t know. Maybe take a road trip with Charlie. He’s never seen the ocean. We could go to California or to Mexico and see the Sea of Cortez or the Pacific.”

“How is Charlie?”

“He’s doing great. He loves kindergarten, and he loves his teacher. Right now he’s doing his regular overnighter with one of his classmates. The kid’s name is Javier, but everyone calls him Javie. His mom and I worked out a deal. She has to work on Saturdays so I pick up Charlie and Javie from school Friday afternoon. They spend the night here, and Javie stays for Saturday during the day. Then they go to Javie’s house for Saturday night and most of Sunday. Today is Sunday so Maria will bring him back late this afternoon. Javie’s family is Mexican American so Charlie gets some really good meals there. Javie’s grandmother is a terrific cook.”

“So that gives you Saturday night to go out and party.” Nina grinned.

Logan rolled his eyes. “I’m too boring to be partying. So how did this late-night jam go? Meet anyone interesting?”

“The jam was really great. There was a sax player, this cat from New York City who couldn’t stop talking about how he likes the food in Tucson. He went on and on about chimichangas. Apparently he’d never eaten one before.”

Logan nodded. “He’s not the first to enjoy the Sonoran cuisine here. Did he stop talking about food long enough to play?”

“Yeah, he was good, too. They were all good. A guitarist was there and another pianist – I gave up my keyboard to her for a couple of tunes. Oh yeah, a bassist, too, really good. My bassist Vic bowed out, and this cat from LA took over.”

“I find it amusing that you refer to them as ‘cats.’”

“Typical jazz lingo.” Nina grinned. “Gotta keep the jazz traditions alive.”

“Will there be another late night session tonight?”

“Nah. Usually the club closes up earlier because there are never as many customers on Sunday night. Too many of us have jobs to go to on Monday for us to stay up really late. I’m giving a music lesson late tomorrow morning, and in the afternoon, I do my gig at the bookstore. My boss moved me to the music section so I’m mainly handling CDs and some old LPs and sheet music, not books.”

Nina pushed her soft dark curls away from her face and frowned. “My manager said he’d like to give me a pay raise since I know more about music than the average person working for him. But he claims he can’t. The owner of the bookstore said no to any pay raises. Obviously, the owner is not into fair wages or rewarding employees who actually know something. Like, take my case. I know a lot about music, and I can talk to the customers and answer their questions.” She shrugged her shoulders. “But it is what it is. No pay raise.” Nina paused and sighed. “What about you? Other than your struggle sessions with maybe writing a book, what are you up to these days?”

“Same old same old. I’m on semester break now, but, in a couple of weeks, I’ll go back to work as a teaching assistant. If my dissertation is approved, and I think it will be, I’ll earn my doctoral degree. Graduation is in May. Right now I should be looking for a full-time job for next fall. But I don’t want to do that.”

“No? You’d get paid a lot more if you were a full-time professor.”

“True. But Charlie and I would have to move. Leave Tucson, I mean. We’d have to go to some university town god knows where. Maybe someplace in a cold climate.” He shuddered. “But it’s more than the climate. I had to move around a lot as a kid because my dad was in the military so Tucson is the only real home I’ve ever known. I like it here, and I don’t want to leave. Plus all the change would be hard on Charlie. New school. Making new friends. All that.”

“Well, then you’ll have to come up with some way of making a living here like the rest of us.”

Logan nodded. “I’m thinking about it. I have a special page in this notebook titled ‘How to Make a Living.’ Want to hear my ideas?”

“Sure.”

Logan opened his notebook. “Okay. First, I’ll keep my job here as apartment manager. That means my rent will be reduced by quite a bit. We won’t have to move, and Charlie will still be close to his school. Next, maybe turn my dissertation into a crime thriller with a lot of hot sex and make a gazillion dollars?” He looked up at Nina and wiggled his eyebrows.

“You know what the problem with that is, don’t you?” Nina grinned.

“What?”

“You’re not getting any hot sex. You need to get laid before you write that book.” Nina wiggled her eyebrows right back at him.

“Hmmm… whatever.” Logan frowned.

“Yeah, whatever. Keep going.” She gestured to Logan’s notebook.

“Okay, here’s more ideas. Maybe a gig as an adjunct prof at our community college. Maybe they’d hire me to teach at least two classes. A full-time prof is not really an option since students don’t exactly stand in line to sign up for a philosophy class. Not a lot of demand. Next, freelance writer on a bunch of different topics. I have some ideas for that. Next, ESL teacher. I actually have some experience with tutoring Japanese students who were learning English when my dad was stationed in Japan. Bookstore clerk. Or maybe I could be a jazz musician.” He looked at her and smiled.

Nina laughed. “Good one. But, the last I heard, you don’t play an instrument. And I’ve never heard you sing.”

Logan shrugged his shoulders. “Well, there is that. Here’s another one. Full-time gardener. Grow vegetables and sell them at the farmer’s market.”

“I bet you’d like that. You spend a fair amount of time in our community garden anyway.” Nina gestured toward where the Iron Horse Community Garden was located a couple of blocks to the south.

“I would like doing that, but I doubt that would make much money. Most people aren’t especially interested paying for homegrown Chinese cabbage or okra.”

“I think you’d like working in a bookstore. I’ll let you know if there’s an opening where I work. We could gang up on the manager and demand a pay raise. Or we could get Frida to have a talk with them. She’s good at getting pay raises for workers. Meanwhile, how about a job as a dog walker?”

“What? People get paid to walk dogs?” Logan looked skeptical.

“Sure! A lot of folks these days work long hours all week. They hire a walker to come in, take the dog out for a long walk, and then take the dog back home. If you choose weekday mornings, you’ll be free when Charlie is home.”

“I like dogs.” Logan opened his notebook and scribbled a few words.

“Of course, you’ll piss off your cat if you come home smelling like a dog.” Nina looked over at a scruffy tabby cat lying on the apartment building’s side door steps. The cat’s front paws were folded under his chest and his golden eyes were half-closed.

“He’s not my cat. He just sort of showed up and adopted us.”

“You feed him, you got him his vaccinations shots, and you gave him a name, so he’s yours,” Nina chuckled. “As I remember, his name is Shevek. What does that word mean anyway?”

“Shevek was the main character a sci-fi novel called The Dispossessed. Excellent novel.”

“Why did you name the cat after that character?”

“Shevek is a theoretical physicist, and his home planet is an anarchist socialist society. He’s his own man and doesn’t really follow rules. He doesn’t exactly fit in anywhere. Shevek the Cat is like that. He never comes when I call him. He only comes if he thinks he’ll get something to eat.”

Nina nodded. “Well, don’t give up finding a way to make a living so you can stay here in Tucson. I’d miss you and Charlie terribly if you moved away. You’ll think of something. But try to come up with something that doesn’t take all your time. Charlie needs you, especially since he doesn’t have a mom anymore.”

Logan nodded.

Nina looked behind her at their apartment building.

“Any news from my fellow tenants?”

“I’m waiting for Marc to call. He’s back East doing one of his photojournalism gigs, but he’s coming home in a few days. He told me he was calling from some airport somewhere to ask me if it would be okay to bring home a dog. He’s supposed to call again around mid-day today. But you know Marc. He’s often late so he may not call until noon or even this afternoon. Or tomorrow. Or next week.” Logan shrugged.

“And since you’re our apartment manager, you have to give permission for the dog?”

“Exactly. I told him yes. Charlie and I have Shevek, and Frida has a new cat in her apartment, too. It’s just a kitten. I think she named it Bonita. So we might as well have a dog, too. I gave Marc the owner’s list of rules that pet owners have to follow, and he has to put down a pet deposit. He agreed. He said he has a story to tell us about the dog. I hope the dog wasn’t abused. I hate it when animals are mistreated.”

“Me, too. We have seven apartments in Casa Pacifica so I’m surprised there are only two of us with pets. You and Frida. Marc will make three. I’d like to have a pet. Maybe I’ll get a goldfish.”

Logan chuckled. “Yeah, goldfish are so lovable.”

“I wouldn’t be good for a dog. My schedule is too irregular. Dogs need to go out and do their thing earlier than eleven in the morning. I had a cat for years when I was growing up, and he liked to sit on my face when I was trying to sleep. That wouldn’t work either. I don’t get enough sleep as it is. A goldfish might be all right.”

“Okay. Well, I guess that makes sense. Sort of.” Logan paused. “Do you think Zoey will fit in well with the rest of us?”

“Yes, definitely. She’ll very likely become a member of our group. Other than those weirdos who are moving out, the rest of us already here have grown close. We’re tenants, but we’re also kind of a peculiar little family, and it’s kind of like you’re the big brother.”

Logan chuckled. “Big brother, huh? Well, I’m glad you didn’t say ‘daddy.’”

The two friends sat together in companionable silence in the January sun as they watched people walk by on the sidewalk in front of their apartment building.

Nina spoke first. “I’m starving. Vic told me to come by the store this morning. He has some new Chinese fast food thing he thinks I’ll like. He said I can heat it up in the microwave oven.”

“Sounds wonderful.” Logan made a face.

Nina stood up. “Want to come along? It’s a nice day for a walk.”

“Sure. I could use a walk. Wait a minute, and I’ll get some money in case I see anything I want. Not frozen, microwaved, Chinese fast food, though.” Logan gathered his notebook and pen, and disappeared for a few minutes. He returned quickly. “Okay. I’m ready.”

The two headed east, walking at a leisurely pace.

“I don’t know how Vic does it,” Logan said. “He’s married, he’s got two kids, he’s the assistant manager of the Fast-In-Out store, and he’s your band’s bassist. Does he ever sleep?”

“Probably not,” Nina answered. “He never complains either. I hope Vic will always have time for music because he’s really a terrific bassist. Reminds me of Ron Carter.”

About ten minutes later, they pushed open the glass door to the Fast-In-Out quick stop store.

“Hey, Vic,” Nina called out.

The tall, thin, black man behind the counter grinned when he saw them. “Hello. How are you today? Miss Nina, Mr. Logan, nice to see you both.”

Logan waved. “Mr. Vic, good to see you, too. I wonder if you have any more of the Ghirardelli chocolate.”

“So,” Vic smiled, “you’re a Ghirardelli fan?”

“It’s exquisite. My only fear is addiction.”

“That’s definitely something to fear. Take a look over there in the candy section. And, Nina, the Chinese dish is in the freezer just across from the chocolate. The microwave is here behind the counter. Indulge yourself.”

Logan and Nina made their way to the row with the goodies they were seeking. Nina quickly located the frozen dish and came to stand next to Logan in the candy section. They both bent over and peered at the items on a lower shelf.

“Look at that,” Logan breathed out. “Something new. White chocolate swirled with dark chocolate.”

“Yum. I may have to try that,” Nina said.

Suddenly there was a loud crashing noise at the front of the store. Logan and Nina stood up to see what had caused the racket. They could see a man dressed in black with a black knit cap and black mask on his face standing at the open door. He stepped forward, and the door closed behind him. At the same time, he pulled a gun out and pointed it at Vic.

“Not good,” Logan whispered. He crouched down and pulled Nina down next to him. He and Nina both peered around the end of the row of merchandise. They could see that the man with the gun had all his attention on Vic. Logan reached for his cell phone. He pressed 9-1-1 and whispered into the phone.





2  One Down

“Don’t move!” the man yelled. “Hands up!”

Vic’s hands crept upward. “I’m not moving. What do you want?”

The man laughed roughly. “I’m here to put you out of business.” He tightened his grip on the gun. He laughed again, then he yelled loudly as he pulled the trigger, “One down!”

The bullet slammed into Vic’s midsection. He fell backwards, blood streaming from the gunshot wound in his lower chest.

Nina gasped. She stood up and cried out. “No!”

The gunman turned toward the sound of Nina’s voice. Logan was standing next to her now, pulling her back with one hand, his other hand holding his cell phone. Now the barrel of the gun was pointed directly at Nina and Logan.

Just at that moment, the outer door swung open again. Another customer stepped into the store. A man. Tall, dark hair, wearing khaki pants with his long-sleeve dress shirt rolled up to the elbows, a tie loose around his neck, and a briefcase in one hand. He took one look at the man with the gun and froze.

The gunman turned toward the sound of the door opening. He flashed the gun at the new customer, and with his other hand, he shoved the man out of the way. He fled the store at a run.

Both Logan and Nina ran to Vic. Blood was steadily seeping out of a hole in Vic’s chest, and he was groaning in pain. Logan handed his phone to Nina.

“Call 9-1-1 again and tell them we need an ambulance.” Nina complied, struggling to control her trembling voice as tears began to roll down her cheeks.

Logan looked around, found a roll of paper towels and ripped it open. He quickly folded the towels into a thick square-shaped pad. He pulled Vic’s shirt open and pressed the paper towel pad against the wound. By this time, Vic had slumped down and was lying flat on his back, Logan kneeling over him and pressing on the makeshift tourniquet.

“Stay with me, Vic. Help is coming,” Logan said in a low voice.

The man who had entered the store a moment before came around the front desk and squatted near Logan. “Can I help?”

“See if you can find any gauze so I can make a better tourniquet. These paper towels are not all that great. There’s a first-aid section in the row on the left.”

The man nodded and went quickly to the first-aid supplies. He returned with two rolls of gauze, ripping open one package as he came.

“Thanks,” Logan said. He removed the blood-soaked paper towels and took the first roll of gauze. He pressed it against the wound.

“Is he breathing?” the man asked.

“Oh, shit. No!”

“I know CPR,” the dark-haired man said. “Here, you continue to press with the tourniquet, and I’ll try to get his heart going again. I think the shock of the wound caused his heart to freeze up.” He moved to kneel over Vic’s prone body, and he quickly began the CPR chest compressions.

Logan watched the rhythmic flexing of the muscles in the man’s brown arms and hands. He could hear the man counting under his breath as he pressed on Vic’s chest. Logan continued to apply pressure to the wound, but now, the bleeding appeared to have reduced to a trickle.

“I’m Logan. I’m glad you’re here,” he said to the stranger.

The man paused for a few seconds. “My name is Gwilym. And I’m glad you’re here, too.” He returned to the chest compressions.

Nina spoke, still struggling with tears. “I hear sirens.”

“Good!” both Logan and Gwilym muttered.

“I’m going to the door and wave them in,” Nina said.

“Before you go out, make sure that asshole with the gun isn’t there,” Logan growled.

Nina went to the door and peeked out. “He’s gone. I see the ambulance coming.” She went out and began waving to the ambulance. Two police cars were behind the ambulance.

“He’s breathing again,” Logan said. “I think you can stop the CPR.”

Gwilym nodded and moved away from Vic’s torso.

Two EMTs with a stretcher came into the store. Logan stood and pointed to Vic. The EMTs knelt beside him. They quickly examined the wounded man.

One of them looked up at Logan. “Looks good. You got the bleeding pretty much stopped. I think we can move him now.”

“You should know Vic stopped breathing. He got Vic’s heart going again.” Logan gestured to Gwilym who had stepped back and out of the way.

The two EMTs brought the stretcher around behind the counter, carefully placed Vic on it, and they strapped him in. It only took them a couple of minutes to move him to the back of the ambulance. One of the EMTs stayed with Vic, and the other drove off toward the nearest hospital, sirens blaring.

Two cops had already entered the store.

“What happened here?” One of police officers was looking directly at Logan.

“Nina and I came for something to eat. While we were here, this guy came in with a gun and shot Vic.”

Nina stifled a sob. “His name, I mean the one who got shot, his name is Vic Davis. He’s in my group.”

“What group?” The policeman asking the questions had a notebook and was writing in it. The other policeman was behind the counter taking a closer look.

“I have a jazz group. Our name is Take Four. Vic plays the bass.” Nina wiped away tears. “I play piano.”

“And Vic Davis works here, too?” 
 “Yes. He’s the assistant manager. I need to call his wife.”

The policeman turned to Logan. “You are her husband, boyfriend, what?”

“We’re friends, but also she and I live in the same apartment building where I’m the manager. We live just a couple of blocks away. I was outside enjoying this sunny day when Nina came downstairs, and we decided to walk down here and get Nina something to eat,” Logan said.

“Who are you?” He gestured to Gwilym.

“I’m Gwilym Havard. I’m a Canadian visiting Tucson for the annual jazz festival. I just came in for a cup of coffee.”

“Okay, let’s see everyone’s ID.”

Nina and Logan produced Arizona driver’s licenses. Gwilym handed the cop his passport.

The cop wrote down license and passport numbers, then returned the documents.

“Okay. I want each of you, one at a time, to tell me what happened. You go first.” He gestured to Logan.

“Nina and I were over there behind that row of goods. We were bent down looking at the chocolate. All of a sudden, we heard the front glass door thrown open. It was pushed open so hard that it hit the wall. This guy was already in the store. He pulled out a gun and pointed it at Vic.”

Nina began crying in earnest. Logan handed her a paper towel.

“Describe the man,” the cop said.

“He was dressed in black clothes, and he had a black knit cap and black mask on.”

“What did he do?”

“When I saw the gun, I pulled Nina down beside me so the gunman wouldn’t see us. I called 911 on my phone. Then the gunman yelled at Vic.”

“What did he say?”

“He said, ‘I’m here to put you out of business.’ Then he yelled really loudly, ‘One down!’ and he pulled the trigger.”

Nina was sobbing by now. Gwilym was standing close to her with a frown on his face. He reached out and patted her shoulder.

The cop looked at Logan and said, “He didn’t demand that the cash register be opened? He didn’t try to steal money or anything?”

“No,” Logan answered. “This all happened really fast. He didn’t seem to want anything other than to shoot Vic.”

The cop looked at Gwilym. “Anything to add?”

“I’d say the man was about five feet nine or ten inches and fairly slender build. He had on black shoes, light weight boots, I think.”

The cop took notes on this.

“When I came into the store, I didn’t know this was going on. I just stopped and stared when I saw the man had a gun. I didn’t know what to do.” Gwilym shook his head.

“Oh, I forgot,” Logan said. “Just after he shot Vic, Nina stood up and choked out ‘No!’ The gunman turned and pointed the gun at us. That’s when Gwilym came in the door.”

Gwilym added, “The gunman turned toward me, pushed me out of the way, and ran out the door.”

The cop turned to Nina. “Anything to add?”

“No, I can’t think of anything.” She wiped tears from her face.

“Have any of you seen this man before?”

“No,” they all said at once.

“And what did he mean when he said ‘One down’?”

Logan and Gwilym shook their heads.

Nina began sobbing again. “I don’t know. I don’t know.”

The cop nodded. “Okay, write your names, addresses and contact information in my notebook. I may have to contact you again with more questions.”

All three complied.

“Okay, you can leave now. We’ll be here for a while.”

The three went outside.

Logan turned to Gwilym. “Want to go back to the apartments with us? I can make us some coffee.  No. Forget that. We can have a cold beer.”

Gwilym nodded. “Good idea. I’ll leave my car here.” He turned to Nina. “You okay?”

“I guess so.” She sighed heavily. “I have to call Vic’s wife. She’ll be so upset. Maybe I can go visit Vic at the hospital later this evening or tomorrow.”

The three began walking side-by-side back toward Logan and Nina’s apartment building.

When they arrived, Nina turned to the two men. “I’ll be back in a little while. I’m going to go up to my apartment and call Vic’s wife and the other guys in our group. And I’m going to cancel my tutoring session and call in sick to work at the bookstore.”

“Have a seat, Gwilym,” Logan said. “So, you want a beer?”

“Yes. That would be great.”

“Back in a minute,” Logan said. He disappeared and returned shortly with two cold beers.

“Ah,” Gwilym said, tasting the beer. “This is some of that Tucson craft beer. Excellent.”

“Yeah, for sure you can get good beer here in Tucson.”

“And good food, too. And great jazz. I always enjoy my visits here.”

“I’m sorry this happened, Gwilym. You came for the jazz fest and…”

Gwilym nodded. “Oh, well. Shit happens.”

Logan nodded. “Ain’t that the truth.”

They both took another swig from their beer bottles.

After a few minutes of quiet, Gwilym spoke. “When we were walking here to your place, I saw this sign that said Iron Horse Neighborhood. What does that mean? I thought Iron Horse was an old-fashioned way of referring to trains.”

“Exactly. Our neighborhood was originally home to the railroad workers when the railroad first came to Tucson. The rail line runs just south of here and in an east-west direction with a station downtown for stops. You can hear it when it passes.” Logan gestured to the south. “Our neighborhood isn’t all that big. To the north is Tucson High School and the University of Arizona is a bit farther to the northeast. To the east is Euclid Avenue, to the south, there’s the rail line and a big parkway that goes to downtown Tucson.”

“And that Rattlesnake Bridge,” Gwilym smiled. “That’s quite impressive. It actually looks like a rattlesnake.”

“Yeah, you can bike or hike over the parkway on the Rattlesnake Bridge.”

Logan gestured to the apartment building behind him. “This building used to be a big mansion that was owned by one of the railroad execs. He called it Casa Pacifica because they were building the railroad east to Texas and west all the way to California and the Pacific. It was built over one hundred years ago. Someone bought it maybe fifty years ago and converted it into an apartment building. There are three apartments downstairs and a small laundry room and kitchenette. Upstairs there are four apartments.”

Gwilym looked at the stuccoed, two-story building in Spanish Revival style with its large arched windows on both floors.

“Casa Pacifica is a terrific name for such a beautiful old building. I really admire the Spanish Revival architecture. I bet the apartments have high ceilings and polished wooden floors.”

“Yes, that’s a good description.”

“And where is the western boundary of your Iron Horse Neighborhood?”

“Fourth Avenue. There’s a lot of shops and clubs on Fourth Avenue.”

“Yes, I’ve been there.”

The two men fell silent for a while.

“What do you think will happen now?” Gwilym asked.

“Don’t know. I hope the cops find that guy and fast. This whole thing is totally weird. I mean the dude didn’t even try to steal anything. He went straight for shooting Vic. What’s that about?”

Gwilym put his empty bottle on the table in front of them.

“Want another one?” Logan asked.

“No, thanks. Better not. I heard Nina play at the jazz fest, and I heard her again last night at a club on Fourth Avenue. She’s a brilliant jazz musician. She’s very beautiful, too. What do you know about her?”

Logan looked at Gwilym and frowned.

“Oh.” Gwilym got the message. He was disappointed. “I guess that means you’re her boyfriend or husband?”

A brief smile appeared on Logan’s face. “No. More like her big brother.” He paused then said quietly. “Just so you know, I try to watch out for Nina, and the other tenants, too. Nina is totally into her music. She doesn’t pay much attention to what’s going on around her, which can be dangerous, especially for a woman. She’s way too trusting. And she’s had her share of trouble with men.”

Gwilym chuckled. “That sounds like a warning.”

Logan shrugged. “Just so you know.”

“Well, you’re not going to be happy to hear this. She walked home last night from the club on Fourth Avenue. A man followed her nearly the entire way.”

Logan’s frown deepened. “How do you know this?”

“I know it because I was following the man who was following Nina. I was waiting around outside hoping I could meet her and tell her how much I enjoyed her music. That’s when I saw this dude lurking nearby. Nina took off down the street, and he was fairly close behind her. She didn’t seem to notice him. I didn’t want her to get hurt so I followed them both.”

“Did this dude look like the one who shot Vic?”

Gwilym shook his head. “I can’t say for sure. He was about the same size as the shooter, but it was too dark see much. He stuck to the shadows, and I never saw his face.”

“An odd coincidence.”

“Yeah, it is,” Gwilym replied. “I just wanted Nina to be safe. I mean it when I say she’s a real treasure when it comes to the keyboard.”

“And beautiful.” Logan smiled.

Gwilym chuckled. “Yeah, well, for sure. But I’m serious about her music. I own a jazz club in Vancouver. I have this idea about asking her and her group to do some gigs at my club. I would pay for all expenses. We have a big jazz festival in June. She could escape the Tucson summer heat and come and play for a bunch of enthusiastic Canadian jazz fans.”

Logan chuckled. “Okay. So I guess you really are serious about her music.”

“Very serious.” Gwilym frowned. “Of course, her bassist getting shot changes things. I’m not sure what Nina will do now.”

Just at that moment, Nina emerged from the side door of the building. She came and sat at the table with Logan and Gwilym.

“Nina, want a beer?”

“No thanks. I’ll just start crying again.”

Logan and Gwilym exchanged confused glances, not sure what beer had to do with tears.

Nina sighed. “I called everyone. Vic’s wife is on her way to the hospital.”

“What about the other guys in your group?” Logan asked.

“Santiago and Zeke are both okay. They were shocked when I told them about Vic.”

“What about your group now? What will you do without a bassist?” Gwilym asked.

“I don’t know. We have to have Vic. The bass is our foundation. I guess we’ll just keep playing, the three of us, until he’s better, although the music won’t be the same without Vic. We have to play tonight and for a couple more evenings.”

“Why is that?” Gwilym asked.

“We signed a contract for the days at the end of the jazz fest and right after. Some people who go to the jazz fest hang around for a few days. They like to go to clubs in the evening and hear more jazz from the local groups. We’re here for them.”

“That describes me,” Gwilym said. “I was there at the club last night. Your group is really fabulous. You in particular. You remind me of Keith Jarrett.”

“Oh, gosh. Thanks. That’s quite a complement,” Nina said. “Keith Jarrett has always been one of my favorites.” She sighed.

Logan looked at Gwilym.  “Want to tell her what you saw last night?”

Gwilym nodded. “Nina, I was waiting around hoping to talk to you after the last session. I saw you leave the club. but before I could approach you, I saw this guy dressed in dark clothes following you. I couldn’t see his face. It was too dark. I decided to follow him because he was following you.”

Nina’s eyes went wide.

“Once we left Fourth Avenue, the streets got darker. He followed you back here to this apartment building. He watched you unlock the front door and go inside. Then he walked away. I was in the shadows across the street so I’m fairly certain he never saw me.”

“And I never saw him. What do you think he wanted?” she asked.

Logan and Gwilym exchanged glances. Both frowned.

“Are you planning on walking home again tonight?” Logan asked.

“Sure. How else would I get home? You know I don’t have a car,” Nina answered.

Logan looked at Gwilym. “Can you walk her home? I can’t leave Charlie.”

“Yes, of course. Who’s Charlie?”

“My son. He’s five years old.”

“That okay with you, Nina?” Gwilym asked.

“Definitely,” Nina smiled. “You’re such a gentleman. Maybe that guy was just a fan.”

Logan and Gwilym exchanged glances.

“Maybe,” they said at the same time. They were both frowning.

“How about if I come by here this evening and walk you to the club as well as home?” Gwilym asked. “In fact, we could have dinner together. I’d really enjoy talking to you about our favorite music.”

Logan’s lips twitched trying not to laugh.

Nina smiled and looked a little embarrassed. “That would be lovely.”

“Okay. I’ll come around six this evening. Be prepared to recommend a restaurant.”

“Or you could eat here with the rest of us,” Logan said.

“Oh, yes,” Nina said. “I didn’t think about that. We have sort of a potluck on Sunday evenings. All of us in the apartment building get together. Want to come and eat with us instead of going to a restaurant?”

“That would be very nice. I appreciate the invitation. What should I bring?”

Nina smiled and nodded. “Oh, you don’t have to bring anything since you’ll be our guest. Come up to my apartment first and help me carry some food down. My apartment is 2-A upstairs, above Logan’s apartment. Just go up the front steps into the building. Then when you are inside, go up the stairs to the second floor. My door is right there. I’ll see you around six then.”

Gwilym stood. “Nice meeting you both, even if it was under some really bad circumstances. I’m going to walk back to the convenience store and get my car. Nina, see you later.”

They all said their goodbyes, and Gwilym took off walking down the street.

“Nice guy,” Nina said.

“Yeah, he seems like an upright dude. He really helped Vic a lot.” Logan looked at her. “Nina, sweetheart, you’re such a space case. You need to pay more attention to what’s going on around you. It worries me that some stranger was following you home last night.” Logan frowned.

“Oh, quit worrying, Logan. If you want to worry, worry about Charlie since you’re his daddy. I’ll be okay.” She stood. “I’m going upstairs now and take a shower and get something for breakfast or lunch. Whatever. Don’t forget Zoey is coming later this afternoon to look at the apartment.”

Logan nodded and frowned again. “You’re a space case.”

“Maybe you really are a grump. But I love you anyway.” Nina blew him a kiss as she turned and walked back into the apartment building.





3  A New Tenant

Gwilym walked away with a light step. He really liked and admired Nina. He thought she was a far better musician than any of the jazz pianists he knew. Listening to her play at the jazz fest, and again last night at the Fourth Avenue club, had been wonderful. Her jazz lines were exquisite: always original, tinged with the flavor of the blues, an intellectual challenge but sensuous at heart. Reminded him of a few days he spent in New Orleans a couple of years back. And her band members were right with her, too. Vic, the bassist, would shift the chords, and Nina stepped in with something original and always rich and even provocative. Occasionally she would play by herself when the others in the group took a break. She was so good. She was good with her group, and she was good alone. No. More than good. “Brilliant” was the right word to use. It had been a long time since he’d been this excited about a jazz musician.

He frowned. Why wasn’t she more famous? Better known? She could be, he thought, if she had some help. Someone who knew the business. Someone who made it possible for Nina to focus on her art, to be herself, to play the music of the gods.

Was Gwilym that person? That special someone who could help her?

Or was he fooling himself?  Was it really that she was beautiful and sweet? And he wanted nothing more than
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