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This is the story of a horrific event …

​Out
of respect for the memory of Diane Whipple, this account touches
only lightly on her life –– and no photos are included.

Cast of Main Characters (Age at time of the
incident):

Diane Whipple (33). Mauled to death by
the dog Bane on January 26, 2001. Lacrosse coach at St. Mary’s
College, Moraga, California. Weight: 110 pounds.

Sharon Smith (35). Diane Whipple’s
roommate and seven-year domestic partner. Regional vice-president,
Charles Schwab & Company.

Robert Noel (59). Tax attorney and
self-proclaimed legal activist. Co-owner of the dogs Bane and
Hera.

Marjorie Knoller (45). Tax attorney and
wife of Noel. Co-owner of the dogs Bane and Hera.

Henry Hunter (54). General Work
lieutenant for the San Francisco Police Department (SFPD).

Bane (3). Male dog, a Presa Canario, an
unusual mixture of Canary Island cattle dog and English mastiff. A
hybrid on the verge of extinction. Weight: 123 pounds.

Hera (2). Female dog, also a Presa
Canario. Weight: 112 pounds.

Paul “Cornfed” Schneider (38). Inmate at
Pelican Bay State Prison, serving life without possibility of
parole. Robbery; aggravated assault; attempted murder. Ranking
member of the Aryan Brotherhood.

Dale Bretches (44). Inmate at Pelican Bay
State Prison, also serving life without possibility of parole.
Murder. Ranking member of the Aryan Brotherhood. Partner with
Cornfed in raising ‘killer’ dogs.

Michael Cardoza (57). Sharon Smith’s
lawyer in domestic partnership legislation and wrongful death
suit.

Sarah Miller (24). Diane Whipple’s
successor as head lacrosse coach at St. Mary’s College.

Inspector Rich Daniele (44). General Work
Division field investigator, SFPD.

Inspector Mike Becker (44). General Work
Division field investigator, SFPD.

Sergeant Paul Morse (56). Stationed at
Northern Precinct. Ranking officer at the crime scene.

Terence “KO” Hallinan (62). Controversial
district San Francisco district attorney, following a career as a
high-profile defense attorney. An amateur pugilist and member of a
notorious San Francisco family.

Paul Cummins (54). Second-in-command of
the San Francisco district attorney’s office.

James Hammer (41). Assistant district
attorney, co-prosecutor in the case.

Kimberly Guilfoyle Newsom (32). Assistant
district attorney, co-prosecutor in the case.
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Animals seem to move across
this earth

in the most transparent
vessels.

The light of truth shines through,

unencumbered by duplicity.

Jan Allegretti

Co-Founder and Co-Coordinator of CARE: Compassion for
Animals, Respect for the Earth

Author of Listen to the Silence: Lessons from Trees and Other
Masters and co-author of The Complete Holistic Dog
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​
Introduction
by
Kimberly Guilfoyle

You are about to read a
gripping, powerful book chronicling the senseless death of a young
woman ruthlessly attacked by a huge Preso Canario dog just as she
was turning the key to enter the safety of her San Francisco
apartment. The brutal death of Diane Whipple shocked the world in
2001 and thrust me into a courtroom experience unlike any other
during my career as a prosecuting attorney.

In many ways, this is a story about
accountability, but it is also an examination of responsibility;
responsibility associated with dog ownership and the evolving
criminal and civil laws related to pet ownership. Although the
horrific mauling of Ms. Whipple took place ten years ago, the case
continues to surface on national news programs as the fate of one
of the dog owners, Marjorie Knoller, lingers on, caught between the
appeals and counter-appeals of the law.

In Mauled, veteran true-crime writer Joe
Harrington pulls no punches: he examines the personalities
involved, the community, the fateful day of the attack, the vicious
mauling, the medical and police response, the behind-the-scenes
aftermath, the “dog court” and the antics of the dog owners, the
connection to a cult reaching deep into the California prison
system, the trial, and, ultimately, the final judgment.

The full scope of Mr. Harrington’s detailed
research and graphic narrative puts the reader inside the mind of a
longtime San Francisco police officer and describes the dedicated,
collaborative work of the San Francisco law enforcement and legal
systems.

Mauled is a detailed examination of
police procedure that will grip the reader at the heart of the
book. But it is included for another reason: to explore the
ramifications of dog ownership and the competing interests in the
dog “community.”

Instead of discussing events in the abstract,
Mauled scrutinizes every issue in a case as extreme as it
was personal. Because of Ms. Whipple’s death and the subsequent
trial described in this book, the issue of dog ownership took on an
entirely different cast in the San Francisco Bay Area and beyond.
In fact, the legal issues are still reverberating throughout
America’s insurance industry.

The considered conclusion of the book is that
the time has come for all parties to the issue to face certain
realities. There have been enormous changes in the law wrought by
court decisions, both civil and criminal. Animal attacks on humans
in this nation are no longer a minor personal-injury issue.

The pleasure of owning a dog in this country is
not going to remain the same without some drastic changes in how we
deal with dog safety.

The pivotal issue remains: what is “dog
safety”? At a minimum, it’s preventing maulings and deaths from
known types of dogs. It’s also preventing serious injuries from the
millions of dog attacks that we know occur each year.

Dog owners who read Mauled will say, “But
that’s not my type of dog. I don’t own a vicious dog.” That’s
largely true, but even among the “always friendly” animals there
are occasional, irrational episodes. Truth is, with the
uncontrolled proliferation of inbreeding, there’s no clear line
between the “always friendly” animal and the deadly, unpredictable
attacker.

Mauled explains how the stakes have
changed in our All-American love affair with the family pooch.
Clearly, no responsible dog owner can ignore the dangers dogs now
pose insofar as owners’ liability is concerned. Your
liability.

The national Center for Disease Control, in its
most recent statistical survey, reported that between 1979-1998 an
average of 4.7 million Americans were bitten...annually. And
a high proportion of the attacks required medical attention.

As we sadly learned in the Diane Whipple
incident, dog maulings can also be fatal. The numbers are rising
each year and many of the attacks involve children. As the
knowledge of these dangers has grown, lawsuits have proliferated.
In several large states, California included, ownership of certain
large dogs is cited as a reason for some major companies dropping
home insurance.

Dog mauling is no longer an issue that can be
swept under the rug as something so rare “it can’t happen here.”
Ownership is now a major liability concern for all who have dogs.
This book demonstrates why that is true, but not in a dry, academic
way. Here is the full, gory story epitomized in the infamous
killing by Presa Canerios of Diane Whipple at the doorway of her
elegant San Francisco apartment.

Was this case unique? No. Consider: in Oakland
(a city once led by current California governor Jerry Brown), the
most popular breed is the infamous pit bull. What are the
implications for other breeds, such as Rotweilers and German
Shepherds?

The issue of dog safety has now reached a
critical mass of maturity similar to the issues of drunk driving,
domestic violence, car safety and child safety. As more dog breeds
have become pets, as more people use dogs for personal protection,
as inbreeding tends to magnify behavioral patterns of certain dog
breeds, and as society itself becomes more litigious, dog mauling
has become a serious health and safety issue for every community.
No dog owner can afford to ignore the implications of what we now
know about the potential erratic behavior of their pets.

Beyond the specifics of Diane’s death and the
ensuing trial in which I participated as a member of the successful
prosecuting team, Joe Harrington’s riveting account explores dog
ownership and ownership responsibility as an emerging societal
safety issue. Mauled is not a polemic against dog ownership
or against any specific breed of dog. Rather, this book offers dog
owners a warning.

In the Epilogue I will offer concrete
suggestions that I hope will help dog owners, or, as Doctor Katz
prefers, “dog guardians” to protect themselves and others.

If you own a dog, you need to read
Mauled.

Editors Note:

Kimberly Guilfoyle was part of the prosecution team,
along with Jim Hammer, who prosecuted the defendants in this
case.

Currently she is an anchor with CNN, FOX News and Court TV.

 


 



​ Prologue
by Doctor Eliot
Katz

President and founder of In Defense of Animals

The subtitle of this
book is: How one tragic and preventable lethal incident
in San Francisco changed the legal responsibilities of all dog
owners.

The legal responsibility of all dog
owners. In those last two words of the title of this book, we
find the key to this tragedy—why it occurred, and why we again and
again see tragic headlines surrounding these animals who share our
lives, our homes, our families. There are stories of aggression,
like the one detailed in these pages. There are dog-fighting rings,
like the notorious Bad Newz Kennels operated by Michael Vick. There
are puppy mills where dogs are warehoused like machines producing
merchandise for sale, and overcrowded shelters that kill millions
of animals every year because they’ve been abandoned—discarded like
last week’s newspapers.

How is it that dogs, the companions who bring us
laughter and love, who hold a special place in our hearts and even
in our social evolution, are also central characters in some of our
most gruesome episodes?

Tragically, as this book meticulously documents,
there is an existing mindset that stems from the current legal
system in which the dogs and puppies we rescue and adopt become our
property, to be treated far too often as little more than
commodities, objects, or things. To be exploited and abused, rather
than protected and loved. To be abandoned, starved, beaten, or
killed at an owner’s whim. Or as this book so brilliantly
documents, to be turned into killing machines—resulting not only in
the death of the dogs in this case, but in the death of an innocent
young woman.

For as you’ll see in the chapters that follow,
these dogs were not beloved companions, treasured and protected as
valued members of the family. They were bred and bought and
manipulated to serve the needs of their “owners,” utilized like a
pair of weapons to be brandished and discharged, with no regard for
the horrendous cost they or their victims would pay. It’s the same
mindset that results in the insensitivities and callousness of the
dog-fighters, the puppy mills, the abandoned dogs and cats, and too
many other tragedies occurring each and every day.

Of course, it doesn’t have to be that way. The
animals who share our lives give us an opportunity to step into our
higher selves and treat them as the individuals they are—far more
valuable than mere property. Cesar Chavez, former president of
United Farm Workers, understood this as well as anyone. I have long
admired Cesar for his great courage, tenacity, compassion, and
above all humility, and in 1992 I had the honor and privilege of
presenting him with a lifetime achievement award. In his acceptance
speech he said,

“We need, in a special way, to work twice as
hard to make people understand that animals are fellow creatures,
that we must protect them and love them as we love
ourselves.”

To protect them and love them as we love
ourselves. Cesar’s statement rings so true to me. For that has been
my life as a child, as a young man, as a veterinarian, and finally
as a veterinary activist who has worked for the past twenty-eight
years to “protect them and love them”—and, yes, love them as I have
loved myself, my family, my two daughters. I’ve joined with
millions of people across our nation and across the world who are
doing the very same thing as they bring individuals of other
species, dogs, cats, puppies, kittens, and birds, into their homes,
to love and protect as they love themselves—acting as the
guardians, the protectors of these gentle beings. What is exciting
is that a growing number of people are choosing to refer to
themselves and other like-minded people not as “owners,” but as the
“guardians” of these trusting and vulnerable individuals.

Why does it matter whether we call ourselves
“owners” or “guardians”? Throughout history, it is language,
together with action, that has been at the forefront in the fight
to end exploitation and cruelty. From Gandhi’s quest for liberation
to Martin Luther King’s “Dream” of a better world, every social
movement, every hard-won victory in the name of justice and
compassion began with the courage to question, the desire to open a
visionary eye, and the words and actions to open hearts and minds
to change an existing custom or paradigm for the better—to
electrify society with rays of light amid the darkness.

By referring to ourselves and others as the
“guardians” of other species, rather than their “owners,” we are
subtly—and often not so subtly—changing the paradigm of our
relationship with them from one that is far too often infused with
disrespect and exploitation to one of respect and responsibility.
We move away from seeing and treating other species as disposable
pieces of property, objects to use and exploit for our purposes and
pleasures—a mindset that far too often results in cruelties and
deaths like those documented in this book.

And it’s not just the treatment of other species
that’s at stake. As we see in this book, when we behave as “owners”
rather than as “guardians,” and are insensitive to the well-being
of the animal companions in our care, that mindset is likely to
show up in our treatment of other humans as well—notably the same
insensitivity that too often leads young people to bully and hurt
others, an epidemic that is seemingly growing ever more common in
our nation’s schools. Ed Sayres, president of the ASPCA, has
stated, “The term Guardian accurately describes the relationship of
perpetual care that is needed to teach children respect, compassion
and kindness for domestic pets. Studies show that children who
learn compassion and respect for animals have a better chance at
becoming compassionate adults and responsible community members,
and are less likely to become violent to others.”

What better way to teach our children to be more
sensitive to the needs of others? It would seem that something as
simple and yet as powerful as calling ourselves “guardians” is an
invaluable tool in our ongoing effort to create a more just and
compassionate world for all our fellow beings. If we can all do our
part to see that the existing paradigm of “ownership” of our animal
companions is truly changed, we will go a long way toward making
this world a better place for our children as well as for the
nonhuman beings who deserve our respect, our protection, our
compassion.

On that warm afternoon in 1992, Cesar Chavez
finished his acceptance speech with the following sentence: “We
cannot hope to have peace until we respect everyone, respect
ourselves and all living beings.”

Or as Harriet Beecher Stowe said some two
hundred years ago, “It’s a matter of taking the side of the weak
against the strong, something the best of people have always
done.”

And that is exactly what a growing number of
individuals, rescue groups, shelters, humane societies, animal
protection organizations, and legislators across the country are
striving to achieve. They’re bringing together their energies to
create a movement to dispel the notion of treating other species as
little more than mere property, objects, commodities or things.
With that one simple shift, they’re generating a new paradigm of
respect, responsibility, justice, compassion, and protection
wherever and whenever it is needed. And in this day and age, that
need indeed is critical.

Whether it be the tragedy documented in this
book, or the well publicized breeding, fighting, abusing, and
killing of discarded dogs by Michael Vick and his dog-fighting
friends, or the killing of unwanted greyhounds or sled dogs because
they didn’t have the speed or stamina to be of economic value…or
the callousness and cruelty of the puppy mill industry, or the
abandonment and killing of millions of dogs and cats, puppies and
kittens in our nation’s shelters—all around us we see victims of
the exploitative mindset that views animals as “disposable
property.” It’s a mindset that is rampant in our nation, and it’s
at the heart of a nightmare of cruelty and suffering.

But each of us can be part of the movement that
is changing all of that. By simply using the word “guardian” when
we refer to ourselves and others in relation to other species, we
join hands with Cesar Chavez, Mahatma Gandhi, Martin Luther King,
Jr., Harriet Beecher Stowe, and others who understand that the
words we use do make a difference. As guardians, we can all help
make this a more sane, just, and compassionate world—for our
children and for the animals with whom we share our lives—with whom
we share our homes.

 



PRELUDE

​ January 26, 2011 – Henry Hunter’s home, two blocks from City
College of San Francisco.

Henry Hunter’s wife
Cindy brought him a beer and said, “Each year, it’s the same: I
can’t figure out where the last year went.”

I can’t figure out where it went either, he
thought. Thirty-plus years on the San Francisco police department
had gone by in a flash. And where did the last 64 years go? I’ve
been on earth for almost two-thirds of a century and the years have
flown by like a feather in the wind.

Ten years earlier he was the officer in charge
of the SFPD’s General Work Division. His command handled all felony
animal killings.

He was not your Hollywood version of a police
officer. No Dirty Harry saying, “Go ahead, make my day,” or
affectations like Sherlock Holmes’ Meerschaum pipe and syringe
filled with a seven-percent solution. If Henry had to be compared
to any fictional character, it would have to be Agatha Christie’s
Hercule Poirot.

Unassuming. Mild-mannered.
Pleasant face.

He was the antithesis of the public’s mental
picture of a seasoned cop. If he sported anything unusual, it was
suspenders and a once-in-awhile tendency to wear slightly garish
ties.

His nondescript face had been an asset when he
worked decoy. In three months, he and his team wiped out muggings
in San Francisco. The muggers moved elsewhere when they learned an
impossible-looking cop was nailing them.

His career’s second-to-last post was at San
Francisco International Airport as Commander of Field Operations;
appointed head of security just after the twin towers attack of
9/11. A few years later, he was transferred back to headquarters at
the San Francisco Hall of Justice, in charge of Property Crimes, Night Investigations, Crime Scenes Investigations, The Operations Center and
ID Bureau.

Henry took a sip of beer. The last place he had
wanted to go after his airport assignment was back to the Hall. The
politics sucked, but he really enjoyed working with the men and
women stationed at General Works.

He had retired five years earlier.

But as his wife was fond of saying, some people
never retire. Since “retirement,” he had worked as a
part-time instructor at the Police Academy
and as course coordinator for the Institute of Criminal Investigations. He also coordinated and
instructed in the Core Course (basic investigations) and the
Domestic Violence for Investigators.

Life had been good since retiring. Three months
ago his daughter had a son, Jackson Lawrence Hall. His youngest
son, Harry, was in grad school going for his Master's in
Molecular Biology while trying to decide
where to apply for his doctorate.

As he sat at home, a cold beer in his hand, the
television news came on and went through the usual weather
presentation –– which in The City meant pretty much the same thing
each day: fog on the coast, warmer on the Bay.

The announcer said, “It may be hard to believe,
but today we are remembering a tragic event that happened exactly
ten years ago. An event that not only traumatized this city but
also fascinated our citizens with the gruesomeness of the crime and
the arrogance of the perpetrators. This compelling story captured
the imagination of people in all walks of life as it swept around
the world.”

Cindy asked, “Do you think he’s talking about
the case?”

The image on the screen was of a massive dog
being led out of an apartment building, restrained by two Animal
Care and Control Officers.

“Appears so,” Henry answered.

The announcer continued: “The Diane Whipple case
and its verdict rendered eight years ago still lingers on as
occasional front-page news. Last year it was again a hot topic when
Marjorie Knoller, co-owner with her husband of two Presa Canario
dogs named Bane and Hera …”

Cindy opened a nearby drawer, removed a
scrapbook and handed it to her husband, then went into the kitchen
and returned with a cold beer.

“Think I’m going to need this?”

“You certainly did while the mauling case was
going down,” Cindy noted.

“True, true.” Ten years earlier, he had
been given a near-impossible task: Prove a crime in a case with no
precedent for the charges.

In large block letters, the cover of the
scrapbook had a single word: “MAULED.”

The retired peace officer thought, a case of law
and order – the cops given an almost impossible task and then the
lawyers demonstrating just how convoluted the scales of justice can
become twisted.

Underneath MAULED were photos of the dogs Bane
and Hera. He opened the scrapbook. Inside, the first item was a
letter of summary he had written for the district attorney, Terence
“KO” Hallinan. Henry removed the faded report he had composed the
old-fashioned way on a manual Underwood typewriter and read:

“At dusk on January 26, 2001, I received an
emergency call from Police Sergeant Paul Morse. I was directed to
2398 Pacific Avenue where I noticed police cars, ambulances,
emergency vehicles, fire trucks, and animal control units jamming
the intersection. I quickly learned what had tragically happened: a
young woman had been killed … by two dogs.

“That event became known internationally as ‘The San
Francisco Dog Mauling Case.’ This highly publicized crime of a
preventable tragedy sent shock waves throughout the country. My men
and I, as police officers assigned to investigate this crime, could
have adopted a traditional criminal investigative approach to this
kind of case. We could have agreed with the conventional wisdom
that no one, no matter how reckless, can be considered a murderer
because of the actions of an animal. Instead, with cooperation from
the district attorney’s office, we decided to take a stand. As a
result of the successful investigation and prosecution of this
crime, reckless dog owners have been put on notice. Never again can
we treat dog ownership cavalierly, nor jump to the conclusion that
all dog attacks are tragic accidents.

“Perhaps this is the positive side to a horrible
tragedy.

“Through the patient accumulation of efforts,
large and small, we help forge a just society. As a policeman I am
proud to be a part of the process. At the same time I realize that
the efforts of the police is only the first act in a succession of
hard work by the dedicated men and women in law enforcement, public
service and criminal prosecution.”

He folded the document, replaced it in the
scrapbook and turned the page. He looked at the face of Diane
Whipple, smiling, happy, radiant. Her nickname had been Angel.
During the course of his investigation, he learned that she brought
joy to all those he had interviewed. She was loved as a coach, an
athlete, a person.

His mind filled with the bloody scene in the
hallway where Diane had lived. To die that way was horrific.

During the investigation of the case, Hunter had
learned much about the dead woman and her life. What a waste, he
thought, as the memories from ten years earlier came rushing
back.

 


 



​ Chapter One

A Spirit Too Big For This
World

Charles Schwab & Company, San Francisco
Branch, Sharon Smith’s office, Noon, Friday, January 26,
2001.

Sharon Smith’s
inner-clock was slightly off-kilter. The night before, she held an
important meeting with her employees that ran late. Normally she
arose at 5:30 to go to work, but this morning she had slept in.

Her phone rang. Diane Alexis’ familiar voice
floated over the phone. “Why don’t you come home?”

“It’s just past twelve.”

“Come home.”

“I have work––“

“I’ll cook dinner.”

That, thought Sharon, was a blatant bribe. I
always cook dinner. “Alexis, my car is buried in the garage.
There’s no way I’m going to get it out.”

“After dinner I’ll treat for a movie.”

“If you’ll come pick me up, I’ll come home.”

“No. I’ll go to the grocery store. I’ll get
stuff. I’ll make tacos and we’ll go out to a movie tonight.”

Sharon worked until four. A thought flashed
through her mind: I should leave. She packed up her laptop
and some work she needed to finish before Monday. She went to the
office building’s garage at 4:40.

She lived 2½ miles from her apartment. She
immediately ran into gridlock.

Friday afternoons. I should have left at noon. I
should have called a cab. I hate sitting in traffic.

The line of cars inched forward.

Sharon thought about time and motion. A jet can
cross the country in 5½ hours. Nearly three thousand miles. Diane
can run a marathon in 3½ hours. Just over 26 miles. She glanced at
her watch. I can’t get home in half an hour. Alexis will be
worried.

Alexis. I always call her that, instead of
Diane. I think it’s a much more beautiful name.

Using her cell phone, she called home. The
answering machine clicked on. Sharon said, “Stuck in traffic,
Alexis. Moving like a tortoise. Where are you? Call me on my
cell.”

Pacific Heights is located north of the center
of the city. To the south was the Civic Center and municipal
buildings; to the north the Marina and San Francisco Bay. Sharon
crossed Van Ness Avenue. She called home again. “I don’t know
what’s going on. I can’t get through. Where are you?”

Sharon thought about calling her mom. And when
she was two blocks from home, she did. “Stuck in traffic, mom.
Don’t know what’s going on. I can’t get through. Alexis and I are
going to–– There’s some vans blocking the street, down the block,
near our apartment. Mom, I can see cop cars down the street. One,
two, three, four, five. And a fire truck. Good God, there’s a SWAT
team van parked in front of—“

She got out of her car, leaving it
double-parked, oblivious to the angry sound of horns from the
people behind her.

She went down the street. She saw a van marked
Animal Care & Control.

Animal. Dog. Dogs.

She looked up at the top corner apartment, her
apartment. The lights were off. Dear God, it’s Alexis. I know
something’s happened to Alexis.

She asked onlookers. No one knew for sure. Just
lines like, “Dog attack,” or, “Someone got hurt.”

Sharon saw her apartment manager and friend,
Aleta Cerdido, standing across the street. She ran up and asked,
“What’s going on here?”

Aleta turned around. Her face was ash white. She
said, “My God, I thought it was you.”

Sharon knew. Oh God, it’s Alexis.

She heard a tinny voice. She looked around then
realized it was her mother on the cell phone. She said, “Mom, it’s
Alexis. I have to go.”

“What’s happened? What’s wrong?”

It dawned on Sharon that she hadn’t asked.
“Aleta, what happened?”

“She got bit by a dog. They just took her in an
ambulance to the hospital.”

I know which dogs. Those monsters that live down
the hall. “Mom, I have to go. She’s at the hospital.”

Across the street, two men from animal control
led a dog out of the building using come-alongs.

“Aleta,” Sharon asked, “how bad? How bad is
she?”

Aleta said, “The cop told me Diane’s going to
San Francisco General. I’ll drive you.”

Aleta and Sharon got in the front seat. They
drove toward the hospital.

Sharon thought, thank you dear God. She’s alive.
They’re taking her to the hospital, not the morgue. She’s alive.
Thank God.

This is a dog bite. What are we talking about
here? “Aleta, how serious is this?”

Aleta continued to drive toward San Francisco
General.

Sharon asked, “How bad? I have to know what to
expect.”

“Critical.”

Critical?”

That bad?

Just how bad did she get hit?

Bad enough to be taken to a hospital with sirens
screeching.

Bad enough to be called critical.

Her hand?

Like when that damned dog Bane nailed her only a
couple a weeks ago. Right on the wrist.

No, that wasn’t critical.

Her arm?

Not her leg. Oh God, I pray not her leg. She
loves to run. I’d give my leg to save hers. So she
could still run.

She’s so beautiful to watch when she runs. Like
a gazelle. Free. And her face. The joy radiating from her eyes. The
smile. The smile that explodes, driven by the joy from within.

They drove across Market Street and headed down
South Van Ness.

They were ten minutes from the hospital.

Sharon felt her chest contract. The pain was
real. I love to watch Alexis when she runs. Like when she tried out
for the Olympics. The 800-meter race. That’s when we first met. Or
the marathon in San Diego. Distance didn’t matter, the freedom of
the run did.

Like the movie Chariots of Fire, when the
Scotsman, what was his name? When he ran in the Paris stadium his
elation burst forth, his body and mind unable to contain the pure
wonder and joy.

Today it’s called “being in the zone,” but in
1924, it was the sheer joy of competition and victory. A natural
“high” that only athletes can experience.

That was Alexis.

Not her leg.

Please, God, not her leg.

Let her still be able to run.

I played sports in college, but not like her. I
wouldn’t miss it like she would. Anymore than I’d miss playing
field hockey like I did at Longwood College.

I like to run.

Alexis loves to run.

Sharon looked out the window. They had stopped
in front of San Francisco General. She saw her neighbors from
across the hall, Hank and Ginger. They were standing in front of
the hospital. What are they doing here?

Hank waved both arms and pointed at the red zone
in front of the emergency entrance.

Aleta parked.

In a daze, Sharon entered the hospital. She
asked the admitting nurse where Diane was being treated.

The nurse looked away, unwilling to meet her
eyes.

“Where?” Sharon repeated.

“In the emergency operating room.”

“How bad?”

“The doctor will––”

“Did you see her admitted?”

The nurse’s eyes shifted nervously about the
room, still unable to focus on Sharon.

“Tell me,” Sharon said, her voice cracking. “How
bad is it?”

“Very bad,” replied the nurse.

Doctor Isaacs entered the waiting room. He sat
next to Sharon and said, “I’m afraid I have to tell you that Diane
lost most of her blood in the hallway.”

“Is she alive?”

“She stopped breathing for 23 minutes.”

“But now she is breathing?”

“Yes. But, the brain after three or four minutes
without oxygen loses––”

I don’t want to hear this. This three or four or
twenty-three minutes business. She’s alive. That’s what I wanted to
know. She’s alive. I don’t care what normally happens with normal
people. This is an exceptional person.

The doctor said, “We did the best we could. Her
body was basically riddled with bites.”

“She’s alive.”

“Yes, but––”

“I want to see her.”

The doctor hesitated. He started to say
something, paused, started again, and paused again.

Sharon asked, “Is she in ICU?”

“Yes.” The doctor pointed at a woman standing
nearby. “That’s Gloria Young, a social worker stationed here at the
hospital. I want you to talk to her.”

“I don’t need a social worker. Let me see
Alexis.”

“Talk to Gloria,” the doctor said, adding, “I am
truly sorry for what happened.”

Sharon thanked him and went to Gloria. “I want
to see Diane.”

She saw a momentary flash of uncertainty. Then
Gloria said, “Come with me.”

They went to Gloria’s office. The social worker
said, “Diane was mauled horribly. I don’t think–– ”

“I love her. I want to see her.”

Gloria nodded and led Sharon to ICU. She opened
a door and pointed. “There’s Diane. I’m right here if you need
me.”

Sharon stood at the foot of the hospital bed.
Alexis had a white sheet covering her from foot to chin.

Sharon could see just the top of her head. She
started to hyper-ventilate, gasping for air in quick spurts. She
bent forward as dizziness swarmed over her.

Gloria took her arm and led her back to her
office. She put a cold towel, first on her forehead then on the
nape of her neck.

Sharon said, “Her face, her beautiful
face...”

Gloria sat besides her.

Sharon said, “She’s not going to live, is
she?”

“I don’t think so.”

“I have to go back. I have to see her
again.”

The two women retraced their steps to the
private room in ICU. Once again, Sharon stood at the foot of the
bed.

Alexis doesn’t look like Alexis. Yet, her
presence is here. I feel it.

“I’m here, Alexis, I’m here.”

Nothing. Only a nearby monitor’s needle showing
erratic and jagged spikes indicated that there was any sign of
life.

“I’m here, Alexis, I’m here. Don’t die.”

Someone had been in the room since Sharon had
been there earlier. Now Diane’s right arm was uncovered.

I want to touch her, Sharon thought. I need to
connect. But all the skin’s raw, torn, or covered in gauze.

If I touch her I’ll hurt her. Everything looks
so painful, so angry, so…so violated.

There was one spot, on the skin between the
thumb and the forefinger. One spot, about the size of a half
dollar, still recognizable as skin.

Sharon reached out and touched the spot.

They were linked for one last time by a
connection that had started seven years earlier.

Just before nine o’clock that Friday night,
Diane Alexis Whipple died.

Sharon sat in Gloria Young’s office.

“I’ve worked here for quite awhile,” Gloria told
her. “I have never seen the hospital react this way. This is the
trauma unit. We have all, unfortunately, seen some very terrible
stuff. All the doctors and nurses who worked on her had to go home.
We are all going to need trauma counseling.”

Sharon nodded.

Gloria said, “Her spirit was just too big for
this world.”

 


 



​ Chapter Two

An Incident Report

Henry Hunter’s home, two blocks from City
College of San Francisco, Saturday, January 27, 2001.

Henry Hunter was the
officer in charge of the San Francisco Police Department’s General
Work Division. His command handled all felony animal killings.

He was not your Hollywood version of a police
officer. No Dirty Harry saying, “Go ahead, make my day,” or
affectations like Sherlock Holmes’ Meerschaum pipe and syringe
filled with a seven-percent solution. If Henry were to be compared
to any fictional character, it would have to be Agatha Christie’s
Hercule Poirot.

Unassuming. Mild-mannered. Pleasant face.

He was the antithesis of the public’s mental
picture of a seasoned cop. If he sported anything unusual, it was
suspenders and a once-in-awhile tendency to wear slightly garish
ties.

His nondescript face had been an asset when he
had worked decoy. In three months, he and his team wiped out
muggings in San Francisco. The muggers moved elsewhere when they
learned an impossible-looking cop was nailing them.

Henry Hunter didn’t normally take his work home
with him. As head of the General Work Division his function was
administrator rather than investigator. He monitored hours and
overtime, turning in payroll. He assigned teams to different
investigations. He spent most of his time in front of a computer
screen, rather than at a crime scene.

But this Saturday morning Hunter made an
exception. He had brought home the Incident Report filed by the
first officer on the scene of the dog mauling death –– Officer
Forrestal.

He read: “On Friday 01/26/01 at approximately
1605 hours Officer Laws #1520 and I were sent to 2398 Pacific
Avenue regarding a well-being check on the 6th floor.
Dispatch advised us that there were two large dogs running in the
hallway. Dispatch received a second call from a CHP cellular
transfer reporting a woman screaming for help from the same
location.

“Upon our arrival we entered the apartment
building lobby and were met by a maintenance worker who told us he
heard dogs barking and a woman screaming from several flights up. I
took the elevator to the 6th floor and upon exiting the
elevator I saw V ––(victim) –– Whipple lying face down bleeding
severely from the left side of the neck. The victim was naked and I
could see multiple dog bites on her limbs, head and body. There was
shredded clothing, blood and human hair covering approximately
20’-30’ of hallway floors and walls. I immediately called for a
code 3 ambulance and additional assistance.

“Officer Laws had taken the stairs up to the
6th floor and told me she saw a dog run past her away
from the victim; however, she did not see where the dog went.
Officer Laws and I protected the victim from further attack until
we saw the owner of the dogs, Knoller, exit her apartment. Knoller
told us that she had secured the dogs inside the apartment.

“Knoller was also covered in blood and her
clothing was torn and stained.

“At that time Sergeant Favetti, Officer
Cardenas, and Officer Glickman arrived. Officer Cardenas began
providing first aid to the victim. Sergeant Greenwood and Sergeant
Morse arrived and took charge of the scene. SF Paramedics Units #10
responded and subsequently transported the victim to SFGH. Since
the animals were isolated inside the apartment, we waited for
Animal Care and Control officers to arrive before making entry.

“Officer Andrea Runge arrived and requested
additional ACC officers. ACC officers Scott and Minogue arrived and
entered the apartment with several tactical team members to subdue
the dogs. The dogs were shot with tranquilizer darts and removed
from the premises by ACC without further incident.

“Officer Knight arrived to assist on the scene
and initiated a crime scene log.

“I spoke with Knoller regarding the incident and
she told me the following: She had just returned home with the dogs
from a walk and was entering her apartment when her neighbor,
Whipple, came home carrying grocery bags.

“Knoller stated that her male dog, a large bull
mastiff, ran down the hall and attacked the victim. Knoller said
she tried to control the dog after the attack began, but was
unsuccessful. Knoller then attempted to place her body between the
dog and the victim. However, each time the victim tried to move
toward her apartment the dog renewed its attack.

“Knoller also stated that her other dog, a
female bull mastiff, did not initiate the attack, but was pulling
at the victim’s clothing.

“I then spoke to E-W Ester Birkmaler who told me
the following: She heard the owner of the dogs yelling, ‘Stop it.
Stop it.’ She looked through the peephole and saw the dog attack
her neighbor. Whipple was trying desperately to enter her apartment
to get away from the dog, but could not.”

Hunter had an eyewitness. Except that E-W in
front of Ester Birkmaler was a flag. E-W was short hand for Elderly
Woman. Elderly was unfortunate. It was amazing what a good defense
attorney could do to an elderly person’s memory. Yet, usually what
they said immediately after an incident was the most accurate. He
would have to have an inspector interview Ester and see what kind
of witness she might be.

He turned the page on the incident report and
continued to read:

“Birkmaler also stated she was stunned for about
3-5 minutes before she was able to call the police. Birkmaler also
stated that she has been deathly afraid of the dogs for several
months.

“Officer Laws was able to locate identification
for the victim from a purse found on the floor just inside the
victim’s apartment. The door to the victim’s apartment was open and
her keys were in the lock. There was a ripped grocery bag just
inside the doorway and groceries strewn about the hall near the
victim’s door.

“Sergeant Morse contacted Ops Center. I spoke
with Inspector Lew at Ops Center regarding the incident.

“Inspector Gregory from the CI Unit arrived to
collect evidence. At approximately 1725 hours inspectors Becker and
Daniele from the General Work Division arrived and took charge of
the investigation.”

Hunter put the Incident Report file in his
briefcase and opened the San Francisco Chronicle.

The newspaper had extensive coverage of the
tragic death by dog mauling.

He read an article by reporter Suzzane Herel.
Things jumped out at him. Like how neighbors referred to the dog
Bane as “Killer Dog,” or “Dog of Death.”

A tenant in the apartment building, Cyndee
Dubrof, said, “None of us ever filed a complaint. That makes me
sick now.”

Hunter read each item carefully. Heidie
Peterson, assistant lacrosse coach last year at St. Mary’s, stated
Diane was thinking about adopting a dog only a few weeks
before.

Item: Robert Noel stated he had adopted the dogs
about three months ago after suing, pro bono, on behalf of a client
to have them released from a breeding facility that was leaving
them chained up outside.

Hunter wondered: If you sue for a client and
win custody of the dogs, why do you adopt them instead of turning
them over to the client?

Item: Noel and Marjorie Knoller are known for
their pro bono work, particularly on behalf of the city’s
homeless.

Item: Noel stated, “Bane and I had encountered
her (Ms. Whipple) at least four or five times in the past month. He
never showed the least bit of interest in her.”

Item: Professional dog walker Lynn Gaines said,
“I predicted there would be bloodshed.”

Hunter opened his briefcase and took out Mike
Becker’s Chronological Report of the Investigation. He had assigned
Becker and Rich Daniele to the case. He read:

1703: Inspector Daniele and I were paged by
operations control. We went to 2398 Pacific Avenue.

1720: On arrival we were advised the dog
attack took place on the sixth floor. Already present on the scene
were numerous marked units. There was what appeared to be blood up
and down the hallway floor. At the end of the hall near apartment #
606 were the reporting officers and Knoller the owner of the two
dogs. I asked Knoller if she would like to give me a statement
about the incident. Knoller did not wish to at this time. Animal
control was on the scene and removed the dogs.

1750: Knoller was escorted to her apartment #
604 by Inspector Daniele and I. Knoller gave me a statement at this
time. In summary Knoller was returning from a walk with her dog.
Knoller opened the front door to her apartment.

Hunter stopped reading. The word “why” rumbled
around in his mind.

Why the discrepancy?

“Walk with her dog?” Singular. Dog, not
dogs.

He took the Incident Report out of his briefcase
and searched. He found the item. Forrestal had written: “I spoke
with Knoller regarding the incident… She had just returned home
with the dogs…”

Plural. Dogs, not dog.

Have to check with Officer Forrestal. Easy to
make a mistake filling out a report when you’re in a hallway with
blood splattered on the witness you’re interviewing.

Or, Knoller was confused about what happened to
her. Easy to make a mistake when your neighbor has just been taken
to the emergency ward after being ripped apart by your dogs. Or
dog.

Or, Knoller wasn’t confused and had changed her
story. But if so, why?

A small inconsistency, he thought. I hate
inconsistencies. If I learned anything giving polygraphs to people
for five years, I learned that the truth is the truth. It
doesn’t change.

And the corollary of that is: If the story
changes, then it wasn’t the truth.

But people do make mistakes, especially when
emotionally upset.

He continued to read the incident report:

Knoller had the dog on a leash. Knoller was
going to throw away the dog droppings. The dog raced down the
apartment building hallway, ran to Whipple and attacked her as she
was entering her apartment.

Knoller was unable to stop the attack by the
dog.

Knoller saw the second dog, the female, now
involved in the attack on Whipple.

Knoller did not know when the attack
stopped.

Knoller advised she yelled at the dog and put
herself between the dog and Whipple, attempting to stop the
attack.

Knoller’s husband was present during this
interview.

Knoller allowed a photographer to take photos of
her person and injuries.

The next entry by inspector Becker was:

1845: Inspector Daniele and I met Sharon Smith
at the hospital.

Henry Hunter put the file away and looked at his
watch. Eleven in the morning. Should I call Sharon Smith?

I have to.

He dialed Sharon’s phone number and she
answered. God, her voice sounds like its coming from the bottom of
a well, hollow and empty. “My name is Henry Hunter. I’m head of the
police department’s General Work Division.”

He could hear her breath, faint, over the
receiver. He said, “You met two of my men at the hospital.
Inspectors Becker and Daniele.”

“I’m very hazy about some of the things that
happened last night.”

“Understandably. Here’s my phone number. If
there’s anything you need, or any information about this case you
think I’ll need, feel free to call and ask.”

“I will.”

“My heartfelt condolences and prayers are with
you.”

“Thank you.”

There was a pause. Hunter thought about signing
off, but he could hear her shallow breath coming over the phone.
She was trying to decide whether or not to ask a question.

Let her catch control of her emotions. Her
sorrow must be carving her heart up like a meat cleaver.

Finally, Sharon asked, “Where did those dogs
come from?”

“I don’t know.”

“They just appeared, one last year about April,
the other a few months ago.”

“I see.”

“How could two huge dogs be brought into such a
tiny apartment?”

“I don’t know.”

“My dad used to breed dachshunds. We’d have more
than a dozen of them around after the birthings. I like dogs. But
these things…”

“I know. Very menacing.”

“If you find out where they came from, will you
tell me?”

“Of course.”

Sharon thanked him and hung up.

Hunter thought, she’s right. Those two dogs came
from somewhere. But where?

Two dogs with a combined weight of over 220
pounds.

Those kinds of fighting machines don’t just
accidentally wind up in an 800-square-foot apartment.

You didn’t, on a whim, enter a pet store and
browse by the goldfish and hamsters and canaries and finches and
say, “Think I’ll take two of those adorable Presa Canario puppies
in the window.”

Two dogs.

Bane and Hera.

Bane was put down last night. Put down?
What a soft phrase. The dog was executed last night.

Hera is at animal control on death row waiting a
trial.

Two Presa Canarios. One dead, the other …

Just what type of dog is a Presa Canario?

 


 



Chapter Three

​ The Presa Canario

Henry Hunter’s home, two blocks from City
College of San Francisco, Saturday, January 27, 2001.

Hunter was alone. His
wife was asleep, but he was wide awake.

He opened the Chronicle. He read a
statement made by Robert Noel about his wife: “Marjorie just about
had the dogs in the apartment when the elevator door opened and our
neighbor came out. Bane sort of perked up and headed down the
hallway. The woman had the apartment door open and was just
standing there.”

Perked up? Bane perked up? Then attacked
Alexis?

And Alexis just stood there? Watching the dog
perk up?

A world-class athlete stood there watching a
perked up dog and did nothing? No defense? No escape? Just watched
the dog?

He continued reading Noel’s statement: “Marjorie
was telling the women to stay still, but she kept moving and
Marjorie would try to cover her again.”

What was Noel trying to say? It read like, if
Alexis stayed still or listened to Marjorie Knoller, she’d be
alive.

They can’t be blaming Alexis. No way.

He continued reading the news article: Noel
stated, “If Bane had shown any aggression toward people, he
wouldn’t have been here.”

What about December, when the dog bit Alexis on
the wrist? What about other people in that building who feared the
animals? Why is he making these kinds of comments?

He continued reading the newspaper article. Noel
remembered the first time he met Bane, whom he affectionately
called “The Big Guy.”

“The first thing Bane did was he sniffed me and
licked my hand. Then started licking me from my toes up.” With
women, Bane would usually give a few “well-placed sniffs,” then
roll over on his back so his stomach could be scratched.”

He read what Noel thought about the other dog,
Hera.

“She’s a very perceptive person. When I’m
feeling down, she’ll sit next to me and start licking me. She won’t
stop until she has me laughing.”

Laughing? Perceptive person? Licking?

He read: Doctor Carl Semencie, in his book
Pit Bulls and Tenacious Guard Dogs, says of the breed, “As a
guardian breed with man-stopping ability there is no dog that is
more effective than the Canary Dog. This dog will not hesitate to
attack anyone whom it perceived as a threat to its family or home.
Such an attack could only be a hopeless situation for any man
involved.”

How was Alexis a threat? How could she be doing
anything perceived as a threat to Noel or Knoller or to themselves
or their home?

He read what Noel felt about bringing the dog
Hera back to his apartment if the dog was released from animal Care
and Control. “I think she’d be fine here. But I don’t know how the
neighbors would feel.”

What? He doesn’t know how his neighbor Sharon
would feel? He doesn’t have enough compassion or empathy to know if
the elevator door opened and Sharton saw Hera standing there she’d
flip out?

Who were these dogs? Hunter had never heard of
the breed before. He turned on his computer and went Online. He
used the search engine to bring up Presa Canario and read the first
article:

“Unfortunately, the history of the Perro de
Presa Canario is not so clear as we wished.

“Under the reign of Juba, king of Mauritania, 50
years before Christ, an expedition to the Canary Islands took place
and two large dogs were brought to the court of Juba.

“The records from then to 1402 are vague at
best. That year the Frenchman Jean de Béthencourt and Gadifier de
la Salle conquered a few islands in the Canary archipelago for the
king of Castille.

“Legend began about stories of an unreal
dog that looked like a demon.”

He thought, Sharon’s neighbors are on the mark
with their comments about “devil dog” and “dog of death.”

He continued reading:

“A decree was issued in 1515, by the Spanish
Government, which forbade ownership of the dogs.

“This edict was followed shortly by another that
decreed that butchers could own the dog, but only if they butchered
cows.

“The decree went on to state that the dogs had
to be chained up night and day, only loosed to solve duties.

“Around 1650 another decree was issued: the dogs
were to be killed because of the heavy damage they were doing to
livestock.

“The dogs were virtually wiped out. However, the
Perro de Ganado Majorero still carried the genetic code of the
animal.”

For some reason, a scene from the movie
Jurassic Park flashed in Hunter’s mind. A piece of amber
with a mosquito that had sucked the blood of a dinosaur, thereby
capturing its genetic code for later tampering.

He read on:

“In the 20th Century, on the Canary Islands, as
a result of a number of crosses, evidence suggests a great number
of dogs as to phenotype.

“Dogs like the Perro de la Tierra, Perro Basto,
Perro Bordòn and the Perro de Ganado.

“Other breeds from England were introduced into
the cross-breeding process. Dogs like Bull terrier, British
Bulldog, and the Great Dane.

“Originally, the dogs’ coloring was mostly
brindle, but the introduction of the Great Dane brought the colors
fawn and black.”

He closed the file. Quite a history for a dog.
From King Juba to Spain. Then from Spain to an 800-square-foot
apartment in the middle of a metropolitan, cosmopolitan city. Then
charging down the hallway to Alexis.

How could Noel tell the media that his dog Bane
or Hera never hurt anyone?

Sharon had advised Hunter that back in December
Alexis told her that while she was leaving the building, Noel came
in with one of his dogs. She tried to get around him.

The dog lunged and bit her on the wrist.

Noel was standing right there. With the dog.

It was terrible.

Alexis lived in fear after that happened.

Before she was never afraid of anything.

But she was terrified of these dogs.

Sharon had told him, “That’s my most vivid
memory. Sometimes I would open the elevator door too quickly and
Alexis would grab my arm. ‘Don’t do that. You don’t know if those
dogs are in there.’”

But the dogs aren’t at the apartment anymore,
Hunter realized.

Bane’s been executed.

Hera’s on death row.

 


 



Chapter Four

​ The Super Bowl And Roshomon

Henry Hunter’s home, two blocks from City
College of San Francisco, Sunday, January 28, 2001.

Henry’s son Russell and
his daughter-in-law, Imelda, were expecting a child near the end of
March. It would be his second grandchild. His granddaughter had
arrived months earlier.

He already knew that his next grandchild would
be a boy. He also knew that starting to worry two months early was
ridiculous.

In the front room with Russell was the rest of
the family: His daughter Sandra and her husband, Hiscam Senhaji,
and their seven-month-old daughter, Cindy. And finally, Henry’s
other son, 15-year-old Harry.

My daughter-in-law looks great with child.

They sat in front of the television. Super Bowl
XXXV was about to begin. Ravens versus the Giants.

A Super Bowl without the 49ers, Henry lamented.
Terrible. No Steve Young. No Joe Montana. Just Jerry Rice from the
legends that Bill Walsh had been a part of creating, and they were
watching the game instead of playing in it.

And what kind of name was Ravens? At least the
Giants sounded like a football team.

He watched Ravens’ middle-linebacker Ray Lewis
run onto the field to screams of appreciation from the fans
gathered at Raymond James Stadium in Tampa.

Hunter, who had joined the police force a few
years after the first Super Bowl was played, remembered that a year
ago two guys died outside a club in Atlanta. Ray Lewis, football
player, pleaded the case down from a murder charge to obstructing
justice.

No remorse.

Nothing about the two dead men.

He watched an official toss a ceremonial coin
and thought, I haven’t heard tell of Noel or Knoller saying
anything to Sharon Smith –– remorseful or otherwise.

The game was a rout. The Ravens lived up to
their pre-game “trash talk” and won 34–7.

Dinner was one of Hunter and his wife’s favorite
meals; leg of lamb with all the trimmings.

They’re buttering me up, he thought, and also
ganging up. A full-court press from the whole clan –– led by my
wife of three decades.

Why?

They treat me good all the time. But this was
really the royal red carpet.

Dishes were bussed. Baked Alaska, with a
full-bodied desert wine, was served. His son and daughter-in-law
served him first.

Thirty years as a cop, Hunter thought. Longer
than either of the lives of these two almost-parents, and they
think they can schmooze me into a comfort zone and then blind-side
me with information.

It has to be the name of the boy, my first
grandson.

That means it’s not going to be “Henry.” But why
the killing of the fatted calf? Or, in this case, the fatted
lamb.

He amused himself, pretending he wasn’t catching
the sidelong glances going on between Russ and Imelda, two young
people whom he loved.

You’d think they’d have figured out who was
going to lead before I got here.

His son finally fumbled out that they had
decided to name the baby Joshua.

Joshua. Biblical. Joshua. I love it. My
grandson. Joshua, successor to Moses. The man God Himself promised
to assist.

He gave his blessings on the name of his
soon-to-be first grandson.

His youngest son, Harry, asked, “How’s the dog
case going, dad?”

“Too early to tell. But a crime has definitely
been committed.”

“Which is?”

“Minimum, owning a mischievous animal.”

“Wow,” Harry said sarcastically, “the crime of
the century.”

“Someone died, son.”

“And we all know how you’re going to handle the
case,” Russ replied

Hunter smiled. His family knew all to well his
battle cry when it came to crime. He loved the Bible’s Proverbs and
could quote from them extensively. But his favorite was, “The
wicked go where no man pursueth.”

He always added –– enthusiastically added ––
“But I do.”

After his families had dispersed to their own
homes, he switched on the television to Channel 7. KGO’s attractive
reporter Laura Anthony was talking with some of Noel and Knoller’s
neighbors.

A woman, whose name was not identified, said of
Bane, “The dog lunges all the time. If he’s not lunging, he’s very
intimidating. I don’t have anything against animals, but it seems
like he’s the kind of dog that should have a little space to
roam.”

Wrong tense, Hunter thought. She should have
used the past tense. Bane’s not lunging at anyone anymore. He’s
dead. Executed by lethal injection. That kind of speed in carrying
out a death sentence hasn’t been seen in San Francisco since the
Gold Rush. Back then, Judge Lynch presided. Pass sentence. Get a
rope.

What do I have to do tomorrow? I know what the
DA’s going to want. No one’s been charged, but I’m going to have to
find out if the owners knew the dogs were trained to attack or had
a history of scaring or biting people.

What level charge could be brought?

Criminal negligence? Manslaughter? Or, on the
low end, owning a mischievous animal. On the high end, second
degree homicide.

Let the DA’s office figure it out.

On the TV a resident of the Pacific Heights
building, Ed Lewis, said, “I personally have friends who have been
growled at and snapped at. No one I know wants to be near those
dogs. The lawyers always defended them to a fault.”

The reporter said, “Those two dogs came from
somewhere. And the fate of one was still in the air.”

Hunter watched a woman respond to the question
of how she would feel if the dog Hera returned to the apartment
building.

“This is outrageously disrespectful to the woman
just killed. It’s very dangerous to the people in the
building.”

Missed something, Henry thought. Are the owners
saying they want to bring the female dog Hera back to the
apartment?

That dog’s at the pound. Awaiting trial. But if
by a miracle she gets a reprieve, would the lawyers really bring
that dog back to the apartment?

I have to ask Sharon if she’s planning to move.
Of course, she’s planning to move. Wouldn’t I move if this
happened to my wife?

Just what kind of courage does it take to even
go home? And face the hallway where your loved one died? Face the
rooms that you shared your life with together?

The news on TV shifted to a spokesperson from
Animal Care and Control. Sergeant Judy Choy explained that reports
of dangerous dog situations have gone through the roof. “People are
just afraid,” she noted.

She explained that Animal Care and Control could
only take a dog away if the police requested it, or if a dog bit
someone.

The officer was replaced by a woman identified
as Judy Massey. Her daughter was coached by Diane Whipple. “She was
full of energy. She had a passion for this sport. And so many girls
would come out for this sport they had never heard of. It was
infectious.”

Henry thought, tomorrow, without a doubt, Paul
Cummins will want to see me.

He smiled slightly. He and Cummins went back to
their college days. They both attended the University of San
Francisco. Jesuit educated.

Hunter went into police work, Cummins into
prosecution.

The chief assistant DA had jury tried and won
over 100 homicide cases in his career.

Homicide: The killing of one human being by
another.

And the weapon could be anything. A gun. A
vehicle. A knife. And even a dog.

Hunter decided that he had put off thinking
about the case for too long. Obviously, the media had latched onto
the story. One of his job descriptions was liaison between his
command and the press.

Hunter had assigned General Work field
investigators Rich Daniele and Mike Becker to conduct the case.

Both investigators had twenty years experience
on the police force. General Work handled all cases not
specifically assigned to another investigative unit. Its primary
cases were weapons, assaults, threats, kidnappings, non-domestic
stalking and all felony animal cases.

It was almost eleven-thirty, but Hunter wasn’t
tired. He had to get his mind ready for tomorrow morning and
meeting with the prosecutor.

Focus. Do what you always do on a case. Get into
the mindset that served you so well while running the city’s
polygraph division.

Five years hooking up wires to people and
listening to them lie.

The best liars, Lieutenant Henry Hunter knew,
are the ones who steer closest to the truth.

Over the years, Henry had developed a habit
while reviewing the statement made by a witness or a suspect. He’d
gotten the idea while watching the Japanese movie Roshomon.
In Akira Kurosawa’s classic tale, four people are involved one way
or another in a rape that takes place deep in the woods. There is a
married couple, a Samurai warrior and a peeping-Tom woodcutter. The
four are brought to an outside courtroom and a trial begins. Each
tells what he or she saw or did. And each tale is very, very
different from the others. The woman thinks she’s alluring, the
husband thinks he’s heroic, the Samurai also thinks he’s heroic,
and the woodcutter sees what they all really are: the woman vain
and both men cowardly.

Each eye forms its own view, Hunter reminded
himself.

The habit he had developed was to visualize the
person’s statement as a motion picture, playing the scene in his
head.

Then, if he saw a discrepancy, he would replay
the movie with this new information.

Images formed in Hunter’s mind. He visualized
the hallway on the top floor, the relative positions of Diane
Whipple’s and Marjorie Knoller’s apartments to the elevator and
stairway.

There was, he recalled, a garbage chute to the
right as one exited the elevator.

He ordered himself, couple the police incident
report with the statement Knoller made to Becker. The mental motion
picture began.

* * * * *

Marjorie Knoller took her dog Bane for a walk.
The neighborhood immediately around the Pacific Heights apartment
was fairly level, only dropping steeply toward the Bay a block
away. Nearby Alta Plaza Park was a favorite for dog owners and
dog-walkers alike.

Marjorie entered her apartment building and took
the elevator to the sixth floor. She went to her door, inserted the
key in the lock, and opened the door.

She heard the elevator door open and saw her
neighbor Diane Whipple walk toward her apartment. She was carrying
two grocery bags. Diane went to her apartment and opened her
door.

* * * * *

Wait a minute, Hunter thought. What’s
wrong with this scene? Knoller stood in front of her doorway with
Bane and watched Whipple walk down the hall, put her key in the
lock and open her door?

He rummaged in his briefcase and took out both
the police incident report and Inspector Mike Becker’s report. He
scanned the paperwork.

1. Incident Report: returned home from a walk and
was entering her apartment when her neighbor, Whipple, came home
carrying grocery bags.

2. Becker’s report: Knoller opened the door to her
apartment. Knoller was going to throw away the dog droppings.

Hunter had remembered correctly. It was about
thirty feet to the left from the elevator to Whipple’s doorway, and
about thirty feet from the elevator to the right was Knoller’s
doorway.

So Knoller stood there and watched Diane for how
long? Ten seconds? Fifteen? Try it, don’t guess.

Hunter got up, paced off thirty feet, glanced at
his watch, and walked back to his starting point. About ten
seconds. Then Diane had to get her key in the lock and open her
door. She’s holding two grocery bags and her purse.

Awkward.

At least another five seconds either placing the
bags on the ground or balancing –– no, her keys are in her purse.
She had to put the groceries down. Then open her purse. Find her
keys. Then open the door.

At least another five seconds.

Fifteen seconds, minimum. Marjorie stood in
front on her own apartment door, by her own admission, for at least
fifteen seconds and watched her neighbor walk down a hallway and
open a door?

Why?

Why didn’t Marjorie just put Bane in her
apartment? Why stand by an open door? An open door that allowed the
other dog, Hera, access to the hallway?

Maybe to put the dog droppings in the garbage
chute?

But the chute is closer to the stairwell or the
elevator than Marjorie’s apartment. Why carry the dog droppings to
the apartment door, open it, then retrace your steps back to the
garbage chute?

Doesn’t make sense.

Henry jotted the problem down in a notebook.

Then what happened, he wondered?

The movie in his mind began to play again.

* * * * * *

Marjorie opened the door to her apartment then
turned to the garbage chute to dispose of the bag. She felt Bane
tug mightily on his leash.

The female dog, Hera, appeared at Marjorie’s
open apartment door and came out into the hallway.

The large female Presa Canario passed Marjorie
and Bane and ran down the hallway. The dog stopped when she was
about twenty feet from the immobile figure standing down the
hall.

Bane ran towards Diane. Knoller ran down the
hall and placed herself between her neighbor and Bane, shouting,
“Stop it! Stop it!”
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Ann Lettis, Ambassador at Large for the AKC:
“Every dog owner should read Mauled.”
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