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			Angel—the Crazy Woman

			It’s not one of my happier recollections. I was coming out of the blood bank that Friday morning (I had to give blood for money in order to get enough food to carry me through the weekend)—that’s when Wolfram Chang come up out of nowhere, floored me with a two-by-four, got the seven bucks the blood bank had given me, and took off. I had the .32 out of the holster strapped to my calf, but I was way too groggy and weak to even seriously consider using it. Wolfram was Chinese, and I think he had some US Indian in him. Either way, the cocksucker was gone with my chow money. The private dicks you read about—Archer, Marlow, Spade, Hammer, etc., etc., etc., get cases up the ass. It had been okay for me for a while too, but then “the recession” hit, and nobody could afford a private dick anymore. The attorneys weren’t throwing any work my way (they liked the slicker, bigger outfits, I guess), and what did come my way I didn’t take: hookers wanting their runaway pimps tracked down so that they could blow them away (with a firearm), or vice versa: pimps frothing at the mouth because “that cunt ho” had skipped town with two days’ worth of $$$ in her purse. Some repeaters called (people I’d worked for before). I wasn’t interested. It’s a self-destructive rule I have, but I was in a self-destructive mood. So be it. All I wanted was to catch up with Chang and beat his oversized head in.

			Wolfram had turned me on to some healthy Oriental pussy once (during his wrestling days at the Olympic Auditorium). He was always drunk, seldom trained, and the promoters quit using him. I did what I could towards the end of his career, pulled a string here and there, got him a match now and then, but after a while even I couldn’t do anything for him. Wolfram Chang was 6’2” and ugly. He weighed 250 and had a ponytail down to his fat ass. He was a filthy pig of a man and I wanted his hide now. Because of the way he’d handled things, I had a migraine. My skull throbbed.

			I got to my feet and staggered back inside the blood bank. They said I couldn’t give anymore blood for a while. I nodded, sat down near the Kool-Aid table and had some of their pink Kool-Aid and cookies. I recognized some of the other drunks who stayed in the neighborhood. They recognized me as well. I kept my head down. I didn’t want anything to do with anybody.

			Goddamn Wolfram Chang.

			I’m gonna piss on your worthless hide, Wolfram Chang, when I catch up with you.

			I walked the two blocks to my office near Alvarado and climbed the flight of stairs. My refrigerator was empty. There was no beer. I wanted a beer. I reached down for the AnsaPhone and contemplated pawning it. I thought about selling and/or pawning one of my guns. I had, as mentioned, the .32 and I had a .38 (for bigger targets like Chang). I didn’t want to start thinking about killing the dirtbag over what he’d done, but if he had walked through my door that instant I might have.

			I turned the AnsaPhone on. That crazy cunt Rita was calling again. She was threatening suicide again. When she’s not threatening to do herself in, she’s threatening to have my nuts. We fucked once. One time. We all have episodes in our lives we’d like to forget, nightmares we wish would go away. They seldom do.

			Her message ended. Only the second message was hers as well. Different tone. She wasn’t shouting. She was apologizing and saying that her boyfriend Manny was back. That was it. No more messages. The Kool-Aid and the cookies added to the nausea.

			I stood facing the window. I thought about past clients—–the Maggot Sisters. I know, I know, rough name—but that was only their stepfather’s surname. They were a couple of gems. Sexy ladies. Two miracles. Then there was that hard bitch Celia, with a body that made your mouth water. And there had been others over the years. I’d had my share of luck. With my looks (or lack of), and unwillingness to bend to anybody else’s way but mine, I would say I’d had more than my share of luck. And now, I was sick; sick of the business, sick of working in skid row, sick of the stench, sick of everything, including myself. I farted.

			Wolfram Chang staggered in—wasted out of his moronic brain (with my money). He was grinning; a big shit-eating grin from ear to ear. He placed sixty-five cents on my desk. Leaned against it for support. He smelled. I moved away. Got closer to the fresh air coming in through the open window.

			“I’m sorry, Choo-Choo…” he stammered. “Needed a drink.” He belched a couple of times. “Brought your money back,” he said, spreading out the coins with his dirty fat fingers.

			“You fat fuck,” was what came out of my mouth.

			“Wanna hit me, Choo-Choo? Wanna hit me? Go ahead… I won’t do nothin’.”

			“Why would I want to hit you, Wolfram?” And I had a fist flying towards his fat face that instant. It stunned him, just a bit. My knuckles were bleeding.

			“Hit me again,” he said. “Go ahead, Choo-Choo. Hit me again. I won’t do nothin’. Go ahead.”

			The cocksucker probably thought I wouldn’t hit him again. I knew him too well. He’s got to learn to communicate with people other than with a two-by-four.

			I got a towel out of the bottom drawer, wrapped it around the other hand, and let him have it with everything I had in me. That one worked a little better. Wolfram staggered back, crashing into the wall behind him. I was proud of myself. I still had it, even with a pint of blood drained out of me.

			He didn’t ask me to hit him again, but I did anyway. I had an idea: I wanted my next punch to send him back out of my office, and it did. Wolfram fell back into the hallway, landing on top of two mongrels who had been engaged romantically there. The dogs yelped, then barked and took off. Wolfram couldn’t get up.

			“Next time you hurt me, you fat sack of dog shit,” I told him, “I’m gonna make you really feel it—and I’m talking about hitting a homer off that brainless skull of yours!”

			I’d gotten him a job at a car wash two weeks ago and he hadn’t even been able to hold on to that. Brainless was right. Alki mother.

			I locked my door on the way out, made it outside to the pawnshop around the corner. I got twenty bucks for the smaller gun (and a receipt). Stretch, the pawnbroker (because we had done business before), gave me forty days to buy the piece back (if I still wanted it).

			Wolfram was waiting outside. There was blood and dirt on his face.

			“Buy me a drink, Choo-Choo,” he said.

			“Eat shit, Wolfram,” I told him, and walked away.

			So now I had money for gas, I had worked Wolfram over, and I should have felt a lot better—but I didn’t. The Caddy was parked in front of the triple-X movie arcade. I reached the car, unlocked the door. A wino staggered up. He wanted money. Usually I didn’t mind; this time and this day I wasn’t giving sweat. He got indignant. “Ya think you’re better, Buschitski? Ya think you’re better? You’re nothin’! Dirt! You’re dirt!”

			“Go suck mule dick, Fritz,” I told him, started the Caddy up and pulled away.

			I put five bucks worth in the tank at the nearest gas station. There was a pinball arcade not far from there. The place was half-full, mostly kids. I found a machine and played pinball.

			I’d always thought of myself as a success. For years I had done (always), I thought, what I wanted to do—not much. I was a private dick with my own office, I had my own apartment, worked when I felt like it. I made rent, got laid now and then, kept the Fleetwood full of gas and running, and I masturbated. In my book, Felix “Choo-Choo” Buschitski’s book, that was SUCCESS. Only now, I wondered. I was lost—felt that way. Maybe giving up that pint of blood was the cause (partly) behind the blues. I’d given blood before and never felt this shitty.

			A vicious-looking thing in her forties bumped into my pinball machine, causing me to lose too many points. I think I called her a dirty whore, because she kicked me in the shins, then followed up by slamming me in the face with her purse. I was down on the floor. The purse must have had lots of change in it. Some nickels and dimes spilled out. I stayed under the pinball machine and she continued to kick with her feet. I was able to reach out from where I was at and yanked that purse away. I rose to my feet, held her at bay with my other hand. I pulled a roll of quarters out of the purse. I flung the purse at her. She kept looking at the rolled quarters in my fist and fled. I pocketed the quarters and proceeded to play pinball. Blood dripped from my forehead onto the glass of the pinball machine.

			I wiped it away. It didn’t work.

			I went in the restroom, got some paper towels and dabbed at it, washed my face; got a paper towel and held it against the cut that way. Hell, I needed to get drunk.

			Three six-packs and a bag of chips at a nearby liquor store cost me about eight bucks. The wild-eyed bitch with the purse was waiting for me when I came out.

			“I’m sorry,” she said.

			I unlocked the door to my Caddy. “Can you suck dick?”

			“I’d like to have a beer with you,” she said.

			“You fucking almost kill me and you want to have a beer with me?”

			“You called me a whore.”

			“I guess I did.”

			“How about it?”

			I looked at her. She was crazy, no doubt about it. She’d done some time in a mental home, I was willing to bet my beer and last dime on it—but she had legs, and most of all, she had a big ass.

			“What’s your name?” I asked, unlocking her side.

			“Angel,” she said, as she got in. “Just call me Angel.”

			I turned the key and drove. Thinking about jamming turkey neck down her throat and then maybe giving it to her in her ass got me plenty hard. She kept looking down at my erection and smiled. Like the true gentleman that I can be at times, I popped the top on one of the cans and handed it to her. She took a pull—then I placed her left hand over my groin. She kept rubbing gently. I finally had something to grin about. Could be part of the attraction was knowing she was nuts.

			We got to my place and she headed straight for the john, dropped her skirt and took a crap, open door and all. She pulled on her can like that, shitting and farting. Hell, it turned me on. I got some classical music going on the radio, popped open two more cans and put the rest in the refrigerator.

			I had clean sheets in the closet, but would save
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