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A LITTLE BIT  
OF MY BLOOD

By Joe R. LansdaLe

This collection is the largest I’ve ever offered to read-

ers. There are short stories and long stories and those 

that are in-between. There are also poems. 

It’s a varied box of words. Some of the words are 

obviously just for fun, and some have more weight, some are a 

combination of those things, but I hope all of them are interest-

ing to read and that they stick with you for awhile. 

There are horror stories and crime stories and a mystery 

story with an unusual, elderly investigator. There are realistic 

stories and historical tales and... Well, enough of that. That’s 

your discovery to have, and it’s not for me to spoil it. 

If you want to know more about the individual stories, then 

you can go to the end of the book and see my comments on them. 

I don’t recommend this until you’ve finished the book, or the 

individual story you want to know about. My comments on the 

stories might spoil things for you. 

I hate it when that happens.

I appreciate all the readers over the years who have read my 

books and made my life comfortable, not only in a material way, 
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but have allowed me the satisfaction to keep writing and making 

a living at it, to keep thinking of stories and writing them down.

Again, I offer to you sincere thanks. I hope after putting the 

book down you will feel your money is well spent.

Joe R. Lansdale

Nacogdoches, Texas
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Torn AwAy

He was a young man in an old black car, parked out by 

the railroad tracks near an oil well that still pumped, 

pulling up that East Texas crude. I got word of the car 

from Mrs. Roark who lived on the far side of the tracks. 

She called my office and told me car and man had been sitting 

there since late afternoon, and from her kitchen window she had 

seen the driver get out of the car once, while it was still light, 

walk to the other side, probably to relieve himself. She said he 

was dressed in black and wore a black hat and just the outfit 

spooked her.

Now, at midnight, the car was still there, though she hadn’t 

seen him in a quite a while, and she was worried about going to 

sleep, him being just across the tracks, and she wondered if I’d 

take a look and make sure he wasn’t a robber or killer or worse.

Being Chief of Police of a small town in East Texas can be 

more interesting than you might think. But not my town. It had 

a population of about three hundred and was a lazy sort of place 

where the big news was someone putting a dead armadillo in the 

high school principal’s mailbox.

I had one deputy, and his was the night shift, but he had 

called in sick for a couple of days, and I knew good and well he 
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was just spending a little extra time at home with his new bride. 

I didn’t tell him I knew, because I didn’t care. I had been married 

once, and happily, until my wife died suddenly in childbirth, los-

ing the baby in the process.

Frankly, I’ve never gotten over it. The house seemed too large 

and the rooms too empty. Sometimes, late at night, I looked at 

her photograph and cried. Fact was I preferred the night shift. I 

didn’t sleep much.

So, when Mrs. Roark called and told me about the car, I drove 

out there, and sure enough, the car was still there, and when I 

hit my lights on high, I saw that it looked like it had seen a lot of 

road. It was caked in dust and the tires looked thin. I bumped 

the siren once, and saw someone sit up in the seat and position 

his hands on the steering wheel.

I left the light on to keep him a little blinded, got out and went 

over tapped on the glass. The driver rolled it down.

“Hello, sir,” I said. “May I see your license?”

He turned his face into my flashlight and blinked, and took 

out his wallet and pushed his license out to me. It said his name 

was Judah Wilson. The license was invalid by a couple of months, 

and the photo on it looked somewhat like him but it was faded 

and not reliable. I told him so.

“Oh,” he said. “I should have noticed it was out of date.”

“This is your picture, here?” I asked.

He nodded.

I thought about giving him a ticket for the problem with the 

license, sending him on his way, but there was something about 

him that made me suspicious; the photo not being quite right. I 

said, “I tell you what, Mr. Wilson. You follow me to the station and 

we can talk there.”

“Is that necessary?” he said.

“I’m afraid so,” I said.

»«
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At the station I found myself a little nervous, because the man

was over six feet tall and well built and looked as if he could be 

trouble. His hat and suit were a bit worn, and out of style, but 

had at one time been of good quality. His shoes needed a shine. 

But so did mine. I had him seat himself in front of my desk and 

I went around to my chair and without thinking about it, unfas-

tened my holster flap where he couldn’t see me do it. I studied the 

photo. I said, “This looks like you, but…not quite.”

“It’s me,” he said. “I’m older by a few years. A few years can 

make a difference.”

“I just need to make a call,” I said. I wasn’t able to go some-

where private and call, since I was the only one there, and yet I 

was not in a position where I felt comfortable locking him up. I 

made the call and he listened, and when I finished, I said, “I guess 

you heard that?”

“The owner of the license is dead?”

“That’s right. That means you have another man’s out of date 

license.”

He sighed. “Well, it wasn’t out of date when I first got it and it’s 

not another man. Exactly. It’s just that I can’t duplicate another 

person completely, and some less than others, and this man was 

one of the hard ones. I don’t know what the difference is with one 

and then another, but there’s sometimes a difference. Like you 

buy a knock-off product that has the same general appearance, 

but on closer inspection, you can tell it’s not the real deal.”

“I’m not sure I understand,” I said, “but, I’m going to ask you 

to stand up and walk over to the wall there, and put your hands 

on it, spread your legs for a pat down. I got reason to hold you.”

He did what I asked, sighing as he did. I gave him his Miranda 

rights. He listened and said he understood. I marched him back 

to one of the two cages we had in the back. I put him in one and 

locked the door.

“You really ought not do this,” he said.

“Is that a threat?”

“No, it’s a warning.”




