Ode to Jimmy Zimbabwe

(As told by Investigator William Harrow)

I'm a cop. I have been since I was a kid. When my father, who was a sheriff, took me to Jail one lazy afternoon and read my DD5's like they were pulp stories of daring do. 

I'll make this statement and you can examine the facts any way you want. I've known investigations that have taken months, even a year. The most they've ever come up with, resembling evidence, is enough to fill a blurb in a Saturday morning paper. On another given day, they'll be a domestic dispute between spouses. The 5's read like a crime novel with three part harmony and sound effects thrown out. Its nuts!

The job's all about helping people and I try. So do my brother's in blue. 

The following is about a kid no more than in his late teens. He was African American, a CI for me. On weekends, he played timbales like you wouldn't believe. His rhythm was impeccable but he liked to play rough too. He was a good kid I liked him, looked out for him and his mother. Than late one night they found him. The end result was a real why done it. I got the primary on the case. 

They found him in a gutter on 4th and vine. Rain puddles surrounded the body like a moat. It was just as tough examining the remains. But our CSI guys are pretty good.

"Detective Harrow, you have here, Jimmy Zimbabwe. Just from looking, the blood in the nose, scratch marks, bruises on the chin and gut. They worked him over pretty good than force-fed him. I don't have to tell you what." The pathologist showed me marks on his right arm laid out like a rail line. I knew. Jimmy was no doper.

"What else Doc?" It was all I could say.

"Not much, Bill. We wont have all the answers until we autopsy."

"We need to call his mother for permission."

Prosecution didn't want to follow through. Downtown thought it was a OD. I knew better.

Old fashioned detective work and tedious long hours of clues, depositions, statements, canvassing, and the streets where the body was found, led to a fellow all the undercover’s knew. His name was Diego Torrez. He is one tough hombre. The word on the street it was best not the cross him.

They (police plaza) had a plan. In the peremptory hearings, a plea bargain was suggested but nobody had anything on Torrez.

The sonata on the street was nada. City hall wanted a power play.

It's 2am now. I'm in my room writing, talking on the phone to an esai, I'd just soon arrest for jaywalking.

They tell me a man will call at my apartment in twenty minutes. I took my badge, taped some Velcro onto it, added another piece to the back of my mirror and attached it.

I called my superior. "Chief? This is badge number 442, have made contact. Meets in a few minutes."

"Bill, be careful out there. Keep in touch through usual channels. You have undisclosed backup just in case. Nail the SOB!"

"Okay boss, I will contact soon."

I took a cell phone the department gave me. The number and everything was transferred to a pseudonym account. Undercover work is dangerous. It's also boring, tedious, and the logistics of dealing with perpetrators is suspect at best. It's a hard job. Hazard pay is not even included but I volunteered. I haven't failed yet but there's always a first time. Crime does have its moments. The rent's not bad but the pay sucks.

Excuse me, phone's ringing, "Como Estas, Esai!"

"Robbin's that you? We checked man. Two years in Starkeville? What the chit is that all about."

"Come on man, a little B & E.. make a little scratch, deal in some real fantasy time with the estrogen set. Yeah it's Kenny Dale Robbins."

"I feel ya. Scratch and estrogen go well together hand & glove. We'll let you know in a few minutes. Being careful, especially with the city's finest looking for undesirables every five minutes. Dig?

"I dig." I took out my small caliber. It's a backup I keep on my ankle, if I need an extra weapon. I popped in a 25-caliber clip and put it in my boot.

I thought of Jimmy and his mom and blessed them. Than a knock on the door a big smiling Latino appeared and smiled me. 

I was a tall man with sunglasses, white t-shirt, jeans, and ten bucks in his pocket. A blue bandana was wrapped around his head.

It was a long haul but the game was settled square. "Goodnight Jimmy where ever you are. Now, you can rest easy Brother Music."
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