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            This book is dedicated to the memory of

Officer Dennis A. Darden, Badge #403

Portland Police Bureau.

            Killed in the line of duty while working alone.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Foreword

            by Wallace Stroby

         

         Kent Anderson’s Night Dogs is a fierce and ferocious novel, by turns raw-edged, savage, brutal, and deeply compassionate. With its emphasis on the harsh realities of street-level law enforcement, it recalls Joseph Wambaugh’s groundbreaking 1971 novel, The New Centurions. But it is first and foremost a character study of a man trying to bury his past and build a future—though he fears it may already be too late.

         Night Dogs was first published in 1996 by the independent Tucson-based Dennis McMillan Publications, which had specialized in the works of hard-boiled writers such as Charles Willeford and James Crumley (Crumley, one of Anderson’s mentors, wrote the foreword). That limited edition sold out quickly. Bantam then acquired the novel and published it in hardcover two years later, after which it was chosen as a New York Times Notable Book of the Year. It’s been in print ever since.

         Night Dogs is a sequel of sorts to Anderson’s previous novel, 1987’s Sympathy for the Devil. In that semiautobiographical work, set during the Vietnam War, Anderson introduced us to the single-named Hanson, a Green Beret serving with the 5th Special Forces Group—as had Anderson himself, winning two Bronze Stars (Sympathy was originally written as Anderson’s MFA thesis at the University of Montana in 1978).

         In Night Dogs, it’s 1975, and Hanson is back stateside, working as a police officer on the mean streets of North Portland, Oregon, a job Anderson held from 1972 to 1976 (a later stint with the Oakland, California, police would serve as the background for his most recent novel, 2018’s Green Sun).

         Hanson is a good cop in a bad place. In one sense, the hellish ghetto he patrols is an extension of Vietnam—he’s traded one purgatory for another. His beat is a landscape of gutted cars, skid-row flophouses, and empty storefronts, where “winos walked the streets like ghosts of things to come.” Violent domestic disputes play out in ratty apartments while inane TV shows drone on in the background. Every call is potentially deadly, a metaphoric game of Russian roulette. Working alone one night, answering a noise complaint at a low-rent apartment building, Hanson muses on the nature of his job:

         
            He imagined a game show where the contestant had to choose which door to answer. If he opened the right door, he’d find a pretty girl in a bikini draped across the hood of a new car, but if he opened the wrong one he’d find a pack of hungry Dobermans or a naked man with a shotgun.

         

         Impressed with Hanson’s military record and college education, a supervisor calls him “A new breed of police officer. With a bright future.” But Hanson’s not so sure of that himself. He’s lonely and isolated, longing to make connections and repair his own fractured humanity. He’s also prone to sudden anger. Working the streets, he’s perfected “The Look,” a warning to others to stay out of his way and respect the badge. It’s an attitude honed to a deadly edge in Vietnam and carries with it a not-so-veiled threat of violence: “The Look was full of knees and elbows and nightsticks, car hoods and concrete, broken noses, broken collarbones and concussions.”

         Plagued by Vietnam flashbacks, Hanson self-medicates with alcohol, cocaine, and casual sex with cop groupies. His only confidant is a blind dog he rescued from the house of an old man who’d died forgotten and alone.

         Hanson is in some ways a traditional hard-boiled—and occasionally self-destructive—hero, much in the Crumley vein, fighting off existential cynicism and not always succeeding. He feels for those he’s policing, even if he’s reluctant to let that show around his fellow officers, who casually trample people’s dignity as a matter of course and have no issues leaving a throw-down gun on the body of an unarmed man they’ve just killed. “Street justice,” one of them says. “That’s the only thing that does any good out there. Hammer the fuckers as soon as you catch ’em.”

         North Portland has long since been gentrified, but Night Dogs doesn’t feel dated at all. Even back in 1996, Anderson was sounding a warning about the human cost of the war on drugs, for both the cops and the communities they patrol. He paints a now-familiar picture of inner-city neighborhoods where the police are an occupying army and residents alternate between hostility, resentment, and grudging respect. Meanwhile, the jaded cops see the futility of it all. “Who cares?” one of them laments. “Nothing will ever change down here. It’s just a game.” Even Hanson acknowledges his job is to “drive around the ghetto all night beating up people for doing what I’d do if I was them.”

         Events in the last few years, in cities such as Ferguson, Missouri, have thrown the incidents and attitudes of Night Dogs into even sharper focus. We’re reminded that the tensions surrounding white police officers in predominantly African American neighborhoods have always existed. All that’s new is the proliferation of camera phones, by which every encounter with police can be uploaded to the internet and broadcast worldwide within seconds.

         For all its social concerns, Night Dogs is never preachy. Hanson has no illusions about trying to change the system. He’s accepted the fact that even his best efforts aren’t enough to save the people he sees around him every day. They’re doomed by geography and their own behavior, trapped by history and blood. And so is he.

         Why he stays on the job is a question even he can’t quite answer. If he wasn’t a cop, he fears, he’d be in prison or dead. He misses the comparably simple choices of wartime, when “‘Good’ was staying alive. ‘Evil’ was everything else.”

         Still, he’s self-aware enough to know that he’s the architect of his own desperation—he has chosen the world he inhabits. Concepts such as penance or redemption are never mentioned in the book, but they’re always there, bubbling just beneath the surface.

         Hanson’s past, present, and future collide when he’s unexpectedly reunited with “Doc” Dawson, the last surviving member of his Special Forces team. Doc’s now a drug dealer and a killer but ironically the only person Hanson feels he can trust. Their relationship is the novel’s dark heart. Hanson doesn’t judge his old friend’s new profession or the crimes he’s committed. They’re brothers-in-arms above all. Nothing else matters.

         Night Dogs comes at you fast. We see Hanson’s world through his eyes, and those details and descriptions can be harsh and overwhelming, with little time given to process them. At its best, Anderson’s writing is roughly poetic without being pretentious. A group of black teenagers crowded into a Cadillac during a traffic stop are “Lithe and graceful as dancers, street kids without fathers, consciences, or any sense of a future.” At a ghetto McDonald’s, the battered golden arches come to life, “glowing in the summer dusk.” After an encounter with a rape victim, Hanson concludes, “It was all luck and evil out there in the dark.…The police couldn’t protect anybody.”

         Night Dogs is an immersive, compelling, and sometimes overpowering experience, both haunted and haunting. As rough as the ride can be, we can’t help but see it through. All we can do is buckle in and hold on tight.

      

   


   
      
         
            Author’s Note

         

         Though set in Portland, where I was a police officer in the mid-seventies, Night Dogs is a novel, a self-contained fictional world, and I have altered streets and landscapes to serve that world. All characters, events, and dialogue are products of my imagination.

         I’m proud to have been a member of the Portland Police Bureau, and I have been as honest as I know how in writing this book. Some readers may find it disturbing or “offensive.” The truth sometimes affects people that way.

         Things are much worse now than they were in 1975.

      

   


   
      
         
            Prologue

         

         EVERY JUNE 15TH out at North Precinct, “A” relief and graveyard shift started killing dogs. The police brass and local politicians only smiled if they were asked about it, shook their heads, and said it was just another one of those old myths about the precinct.

         The cops at North Precinct called them “Night Dogs,” feral dogs, wild and half-wild, who roamed the districts after dark. Their ancestors had been pets, beaten and abandoned by their owners to breed and give birth on the streets. Some paused only long enough to eat the afterbirth before leaving the newborns to die. But there were others who suckled and watched over their mewling litters. Gaunt and yellow-eyed, their gums bleeding from malnutrition, they carried them, one by one, to some new safe place every few nights, out of instinct. Or out of love. You might call it love, but none of the cops at North ever used that word.

         Survivors were lean and quick, pit bull and Doberman in their blood, averaging fifty or sixty pounds. Anything smaller eventually starved to death if it wasn’t first run down and killed by larger dogs, cornered by children with rocks and bats, or caught in the street by flaring headlights after the bars closed. A quick death the only good luck those dogs would ever know before they were plowed into reeking landfills or dumped in the “Dead Animal Bin” behind the Humane Society gas chamber.

         Night Dogs carried a scent of fear and rot in their fur, and the cops at North Precinct claimed they could smell them in the dark—stalking the chain-link fences of restaurant parking lots on graveyard shift, prowling supermarket Dumpsters or crouched, ears back, in the shadows of McDonald’s dark arches. When the winter rains came and food got scarce, they ate their own shit and each other.

         They waited for night in fire-gutted, boarded-up cellars of abandoned homes the neighborhood had used as garbage dumps, then set on fire and watched burn as they sat on their porches with quarts of Colt .45 and King Cobra Tallboys, waiting for the fire trucks.

         Most of the cops would have let the dogs live their wretched lives, but too many were crazy, vicious from inbreeding, putrid food, brain damage. Some thought just the stress of everyday survival made them that way. Everybody had a theory, but in the end it didn’t matter.

         When Radio sent a patrol car on a dog bite, to “check for an ambulance,” they usually found some kid too young to have been afraid. Blacks, whites, illegals up from Mexico, always lying absolutely still, trying to distance themselves from the pain that hurt them worse if they cried. Their eyes gave away nothing, pupils huge and distant in their bloody faces as if they had just seen a miracle.

         Sometimes the dogs attacked grown men, even cops, as if they wanted to die, growing bolder and more dangerous in the summer, when people stayed out after dark, and rabies began to spread. It came with warm weather, carried by the night wind and nocturnal animals gone mad—prehistoric possums with pig eyes and needle teeth, squealing in the alleys. Rats out on the sidewalks at noon, sluggish and dazed. Raccoons hissing in the nettles and high grass along polluted golf course creeks. Feral cats, bats falling from the sky, dreamy-eyed skunks staggering out of the West Hills, choking on their own tongues, their hearts shuddering with the virus they carried, an evil older than cities or civilization—messengers perhaps, sent by some brooding, wounded promise we betrayed and left for dead back when the world was still only darkness and frozen seas.

         Late one night at the police club, some of the cops from North were talking about it. They’d been drinking for quite a while when a cop named Hanson said you couldn’t really blame the dogs.

         Well hell, who do you blame then?

         Someone back in the corner slammed his beer down.

         Fuck blame. Just kill ’em.

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER ONE

            PORTLAND, OREGON

MAY 1975

         

         IT HAD BEEN raining all week, spring drizzle, almost a mist, and neither of the two cops who got out of the patrol car bothered to wear a raincoat. The dispatcher had sent them to “check on the welfare” of an old man who lived alone, to see if he was dead. One of the neighbors had called. She hadn’t seen him in a week and she was worried. She was afraid to answer her door, she said, what with all this crime.

         Just above his gold police badge, Hanson wore a yellow “happy face” pin that he’d noticed in the bottom of his locker before roll call that afternoon. He’d picked it up back in December, off the body of a kid who’d OD’d in a gas station bathroom, sitting on the toilet. The needle was still in his arm, half-full of the China White heroin that was pouring in from Southeast Asia, through Vancouver, B.C., and down the freeway.

         As the two cops walked around to the back of the old man’s house, Hanson kept an eye on the windows and checked the safety snap on his holster, out of habit, as he did dozens of times during the shift.

         The ragged hedge of rose bushes bordering the backyard had been battered by a freak thunderstorm the night before, and the yard was covered with rose petals, pink-veined and translucent as eyelids on the wet grass. The whole yard smelled of roses.

         Dana, the big cop, knocked on the door with his flashlight and shouted, “Police.” Hanson picked up a rose petal, smelled it, then put it on his tongue. “Police,” Dana shouted.

         The windows were locked and warped and painted shut, but they managed to break one free and force it open an inch or two.

         “I guess he isn’t just away on a trip,” Hanson said when the smell drifted out.

         When Dana kicked the backdoor, the knob fell off and the little window shattered, sucking a greasy curtain out through the splinters. He kicked again and the door shuddered. A shard of glass dropped onto the concrete stoop.

         “Maybe you’re too old for this,” Hanson said.

         Dana smiled at him, a little out of breath, took half a step back and drove the heel of his boot into the door. The frame splintered and the door swung open in a spray of dust and paint chips.

         A burner on the electric stove in the kitchen glowed sullenly, its heat touching Hanson’s cheek through the hot sweet air. Dirty dishes were piled by the sink where gray dishwater rippled with mosquito larvae.

         “Police,” Hanson called, “police officers,” breathing shallowly as they walked into the living room.

         Thousands of green flies covered the windows like beaded curtains, shimmering in the gray light as they beat against the glass.

         The old man was in the living room, lying on his back. His chest and belly had ballooned, arching his back in a wrestler’s bridge, as if he was still struggling to raise up off the floor. His eyes and beard and shaggy hair sparkled silver-white, boiling with maggots, and broken capillaries shadowed his face like brutal makeup. He was wearing a set of one-piece long underwear that buttoned up the front, and he was so swollen that all the buttons had torn out, ripping open from neck to crotch.

         The old man’s chest and belly were waxy, translucent, mottled with terrible blue bruises where the blood had pooled after he died. One foot had turned black as iron. The two cops stood over him, breathing through their mouths. The furnace hummed beneath the floor, pumping out heat. Flies droned and battered the windows. Something brushed Hanson’s leg, and he spun around, reaching for his pistol.

         It was a small dog, his muzzle gray with age, the fur worn off the backs of his legs. He looked up at them without fear, with the dignity that old dogs have. Both blind eyes were milky white.

         “Look here,” Dana said. “It’s just the po-lice.” He knelt down and slowly moved his hand to stroke the dog’s head. “Been hot in here, hasn’t it?” He went into the kitchen and brought back a bowl of water which the dog lapped up slowly, not stopping until it was all gone.

         They turned off the furnace, then beat the flies away from the front windows and opened them. Hanson saw the envelope taped to the wall above the telephone. Where the address should be were the words, “When I die please see that my daughter, Sarah Thorgaard, gets this envelope. Her phone number is listed below. Thank you.” It was signed, “Cyrus Thorgaard.” Beneath his signature he’d written in ink, “I’d appreciate it if you’d look after my dog Truman.”

         Hanson called the number and a man answered. “Hello,” Hanson said, “this is Officer Hanson from the police bureau. Could I speak to Sarah Thorgaard, please?”

         “That’s my wife’s maiden name. She’s not here.”

         Out on the sidewalk, a man wearing a black vinyl jacket and plaid bell-bottom pants stood looking at the house.

         “What’s the problem?”

         “I’m afraid her father is dead. At his house on Albina Street?”

         The man on the sidewalk started to walk away, then stopped and looked at the house again. The phone droned in Hanson’s ear.

         “Looks like a natural death. There’s an envelope here addressed to your wife. We could bring it by your house if you’d like, Mister…?”

         “Jensen. I’ll come and get it.”

         “He’s been dead for quite a while, sir. Maybe…”

         “I’d rather not have a police car in my driveway. I can be there in ten minutes.”

         “That’ll be fine,” Hanson said, watching the man out front walk away down the block. He hung up the phone and went into the bedroom. The covers on the bed had been thrown back, and he wondered if the old man had gotten up just so he wouldn’t die in bed. Books filled the wall-to-wall glass-fronted bookcases, and magazines were stacked on the floor beneath them—Scientific American, Popular Mechanics, National Geographic, something called Science and Design, published in England, many of them dating back to the thirties. Hanson picked one up and thumbed through it. The old man had bracketed paragraphs and underlined sentences in pencil. Down the margin of one page he’d written, “This kind of easy ambiguous conclusion is the heart of the problem. They’re afraid to make the difficult decisions.”

         Some of the books went back to the 1800s. Hanson picked up one with the word “STEAM” embossed in gold letters across the leather cover. A golden planet Earth spun beneath the word “STEAM,” powered through its orbits by two huge elbow pipes, one sticking out of the Pacific Ocean, the other rising from North Africa, both of them pumping golden clouds of steam. The book was filled with flow charts and numerical tables, exploded diagrams of valves and heat-return systems, fine engravings of steam boilers. It was as if the book contained all the rules for a predictable steam-driven universe, a world of order and dependability.

         Photographs covered one wall, old photographs where the hands and faces of people passing in the background were streaked and blurred by their movement. The old man, alive, looked out at Hanson from them, his age changing from twenty to fifty, a mustache there, a beard in one, looking out from the beams and pipes of a power plant, standing by a Ford coupe on a dirt road, holding a stringer of trout, looking out from each one as if he had something to tell him, something that Hanson had been trying to figure out for a long time. A double-barreled Winchester shotgun with exposed hammers stood propped in the corner next to the bed. Hanson picked it up, brought it to his shoulder, then lowered it and thumbed it open. Brass-cased buckshot rounds shone in the steel receiver.

         Hanson looked out through the bedroom door at the old man. He thought of the thunderstorm the night before, and imagined lightning, like flash powder for old photos, blazing through the house, lighting the room for an instant, freezing it in time. The old man, the dog, and the green and gold curtains of flies swarming the windows.

         Dana’s voice came up through the floor, calling him down to the basement.

         “He made this,” Dana said, spinning the chrome-silver wheel of a lathe. “Hand-ground those carbon steel blades. Look,” he said, slapping the cast-iron base, “the bearings, the bed, everything. The best craftsmen make their own tools.

         “That’s a forge over there,” he said, pointing. “He could melt steel in that. In his basement. And come on over here,” he said. “Look at this work bench…”

         “Hello?” It was the medical examiner at the top of the stairs, his face flushed, wearing a wrinkled gray suit. He looked like a salesman down on his luck. “It’s a ripe one all right.”

         The sun had come out and the grass was steaming. Dana helped the ME unload the gurney from his station wagon, and Hanson pulled out the body bag, the acrid smell of rubberized plastic, like the dead air leaking from a tire, stunning him with memories for a moment.

         They tucked the body bag under and around the old man, like a rubber sleeping bag, and zipped it closed. Hanson slipped his hands beneath the bloated shoulders and the ME took the feet.

         “Real easy now,” the ME said, “easy…”

         It sounded almost like someone sitting up suddenly in the bathtub. The weight shifted, pulling the body bag out of their arms and onto the gurney where it shuddered and lurched from side to side.

         The ME said, “Damn.

         “Damn,” he said again. “What a week. Monday I had to police up a skydiver whose chute didn’t open. That’s a stupid so-called ‘sport,’ if you ask me. And the next day there was the son of a bitch—pardon my French—out in the county, who shot himself in the kitchen and left the stove on. The body popped, exploded, before I got there. One hundred and nineteen degrees in that trailer house. That’s official. I hung a thermometer. I mean, is that some cheap, thoughtless behavior, or what? People just don’t think. If you want to kill yourself, fine. That’s your business. But show a little courtesy to others. The world goes on, you know.”

         A supervisor had to cover any situation involving a death, even if it was a natural, and Sgt. Bendix was out in front of the house, standing by his patrol car, nodding and listening to the man in khaki trousers and blue dress shirt who had driven up in a gray Mercedes. The ME drove off in his county station wagon as Dana and Hanson walked over to them. Hanson’s wool uniform was still damp, heavy and hot in the sun. It would be another month, he thought, before the department switched over to short-sleeve shirts. Bendix watched them come, tapping his own chest as he looked straight at Hanson. “The happy face,” Dana said.

         Hanson glanced down at the yellow face that smiled from his shirt. “Mister Happy Face says, ‘If you like everybody, everybody will like you.’” He took it off and dropped it in his breast pocket.

         They nodded to Mr. Jensen as Bendix introduced him.

         “He was a smart man,” Jensen said. “An engineer. I guess you could call him an inventor. Not that he ever made much money.

         “This used to be a nice neighborhood,” he said, looking at Hanson. “My wife grew up here.”

         Hanson nodded.

         “We had the money to move him out of this neighborhood and put him in a home. I mean a nice place. Where he could be with people his own age. He wouldn’t even talk about it,” Jensen said, looking at the house where a seedy robin in the front yard cocked his head and studied a patch of dead grass.

         “In denial,” Sgt. Bendix said.

         The robin pecked the grass.

         “A refusal to come to terms with his own mortality,” Sgt. Bendix said. “Quite common at his age.”

         The bird flew off when Aaron Allen’s bloodred Cadillac pulled out of an alley down the block, stolen radio speakers duct-taped inside all four doors booming through the neighborhood. It sat there shuddering, the tinted windows rolled up, then crossed the street and disappeared into the mouth of the opposite alley.

         “He said he’d shoot anyone who tried to move him,” Jensen said.

         “What about the dog?” Dana said.

         “What?” Jensen said.

         “An old dog, about this big.”

         “That dog’s still alive?”

         “Correct. Sir.”

         “Well, what about it?

         “Sergeant,” he said, turning to Bendix, “can your people take care of that for me?” He looked at his watch. “I have a funeral to work out. And I’m going to have to think of something to do with that house and all the shit in it…”

         “We’ll take care of it, Mister Jensen,” Sgt. Bendix said.

         “Can we do that?” he said, turning to Dana and Hanson.

         “Sure,” Dana said.

         “I’ll get the envelope,” Hanson said.

         The envelope was taped to the wall just below a large framed document that declared Cyrus Thorgaard to be a member of “The International Brotherhood of Machinists.” It was printed in color with gilt edges. The fine engraving in each corner showed men at work—turning a silver cylinder of steel on a lathe, measuring tolerances with calipers, others standing at a forge, yellow and gold clouds of heat and smoke rolling over them. The center of the document was dominated by a huge black and silver steam engine tended by powerfully built men wearing engineer’s caps.

         “Do me a favor and get the rest of that asshole’s information? I’m afraid I’ll say something that’ll get me some time off.”

         “You’re gettin’ awful sensitive in your old age,” Hanson said, peeling the envelope off the wall.

         “You know what’s gonna happen to that?” Dana said, looking at the document. “You know what he’s gonna do with that, and the tools, and the books? All of it? If the neighborhood assholes don’t set the place on fire first. After ripping off anything they can trade for dope.”

         He looked out the door at Jensen and Bendix. “He’s gonna shit-can it. He won’t even take the trouble to give it away. He’ll just pay somebody to haul it to the dump.”

         The dog stood staring up at the cops, listening.

         “You come on with us,” Dana said, kneeling down to stroke the dog’s head. “It’ll be okay.”

         After Jensen and Sgt. Bendix left, Dana took a hammer and a handful of nails from the basement and went around back to nail the door shut and board up the window.

         Hanson walked through the house turning off lights and closing the windows. He pretended not to hear the dog following behind him, trying to keep up. He took another look around the bedroom, kneeling at the bookcases to read the titles on the lower shelves, touching the spines. He looked one more time at the photos, half hoping for some revelation, but the sun had moved, throwing them into shadow, and it would only get darker. It was too late now to do anything but finish closing the house up.

         After several false starts, the dog hopped stiffly onto the bed, found his place at the foot and curled up.

         “I guess you think it’s all gonna be okay again tomorrow morning,” Hanson said to the dog. “One more night and when you wake up Mister Thorgaard will be asleep there just like always.” If the dog heard him, he didn’t open his eyes.

         “You’re on your own now,” Hanson said, then looked away, as if he’d heard something in the other room.

         “It’s a hard world out there,” he said slowly, as if he was just now remembering the words, “for dogs, too.”

         Tendrils from the overgrown shrubbery covered the front window, snaking through the wooden frame into the room, jamming the window open, and Hanson had to pull the brittle vines free with his fingertips. His eyes went wide for a moment when he gashed his knuckle on the weather stripping, but that was his only reaction and he continued to clean the dead shrubbery free. He worked his hand farther into the frame and pulled out a nest of leaves, rotten sash cord, and cotton mattress stuffing. The three desiccated baby mice looked like they were wearing Halloween masks. Insects had eaten through their eyes into the tiny skulls, and the empty sockets were huge, inscrutable mummy eyes.

         Hanson tossed the nest out the window, and through a gap in the shrubbery saw the man again. He had a nappy, half-assed Afro. The bell-bottoms covered his shoes, cuffs ragged from scraping the sidewalk, and the vinyl jacket was buttoned up to his neck, the cuffs snapped. To hide needle marks, Hanson thought.

         The man looked up the street and took a half-smoked cigarette from behind his ear. “Just looking,” Hanson said, trying again to close the window.

         “Always looking,” he said over his shoulder to the dog. “For something easy they can walk off with. Or a purse to snatch, or some old man they know they can knock down for his social security check. Whatever. The old guy eats dog food and day-old bread for the rest of the month.”

         The dog listened now, his cloudy blind eyes serene in the face of Hanson’s anger.

         “Unless he breaks his hip falling on the sidewalk and dies of pneumonia. Dumped in some fuckin’ charity ward. All alone. Lying there till his lungs fill up and he drowns,” he said, pulling on the window, then slamming it with the heel of his hand. The man on the sidewalk flipped the cigarette onto the yard and turned to walk away.

         “Fuckin’ lookers,” Hanson grunted, “waiting for it to get dark. Walking around or sitting in their junk cars. Waiting…” he said, straining to close the window.

         “God damn,” he said, spinning and stalking across the room to the doorway where he looked back at the dog.

         “I’ll be right back.”

         “Hey,” Hanson called. “You!” pushing through the screen door. “C’mere.

         “You looking for somebody, my man?” Hanson said, walking up on him. “You lost?”

         “I ain’t doing nothing.”

         He had a poorly repaired harelip that gave him a slight lisp.

         “New in town?”

         “I’m…”

         “Maybe I can help you find an address.”

         “I’m takin’ a walk.”

         “I know what you’re doing. What’s your name?”

         “My name?”

         “Yeah. What do your buddies call you?”

         “Curtis, man. They call me Curtis. But you’re not…”

         “Curtis what?”

         His throat worked like he was going to throw up, choking up his own name, “Barr.”

         “Let’s see some ID.”

         “ID?”

         Dana’s hammering, at the back of the house, echoed through the neighborhood. Hanson stepped in closer until their chests were almost touching, smelling marijuana smoke, old sweat, and a sour stink like rancid meat, an odor that rides the air in prison. “You want to show me some ID,” Hanson said, his eyes on him now, “or you want go to jail?”

         “Jail?”

         Hanson glared at his head as if he was trying to set the lopsided Afro on fire with his eyes. The hammering stopped.

         “Why you always gotta fuck with somebody,” he said, pulling up one leg of his bell-bottoms. “I mean…shit.” He unzipped his boot, pulled down his sock, and took out a wallet.

         “Photo ID,” Hanson said.

         He peeled off a sweaty driver’s license.

         “This is expired,” Hanson said, holding it with the tips of two fingers. “What’s your current address?”

         “Same as it says there.”

         “Lemme see that,” Hanson said.

         “See what?” Curtis said, closing the wallet. “I done showed you…”

         “The property receipt,” Hanson said, indicating the yellow piece of paper just peeking out of the wallet. “Let’s see it.”

         “Oh, man…”

         “Let’s see it.”

         The city jail had issued him the receipt the night before. He’d been released that morning.

         “This says your name is Quentin Barr. Which is it, then? Curtis or Quentin?”

         “Curtis is, you know, my nickname.”

         “What were you arrested for, Quen-ton?”

         “It wasn’t, they said. You know. Burglary, but I didn’t…”

         “Where’s your hat?” Hanson said, studying the receipt. “It says here you had a ‘brown suede cap.’”

         “I don’t know, officer. They lost it.”

         “You should file a complaint,” Hanson said, handing the yellow receipt back to him. “Don’t walk on this block anymore.”

         “Say what?”

         “Look at me,” Hanson said softly.

         The hammering started again, louder, the echo ringing off houses across the street. Quentin looked at Hanson’s ear, over his shoulder, down at his chest.

         “I said, look at me.”

         Finally, he did, with the eyes of a whipped, limping animal that will bite if you show any weakness.

         “Not this block,” Hanson said. “If there’s a burglary, or attempted fucking burglary, anything on this block, I’m gonna look for you. Quentin.”

         Quentin opened his mouth, his throat working silently.

         “That jacket must be awful hot,” Hanson said. “Seems like you’d want to roll up the sleeves.”

         Quentin tried to smile, his upper lip twitching.

         “Good-bye,” Hanson said. “Have a nice day. Sir.”

         
              

         

         THE OLD DOG seemed unconcerned when they put him in the patrol car, as if he had been expecting them all those days and nights alone in the house with the body.

         The dog sat up in the backseat of the car, behind the cage, as they drove through the ghetto, past the porno movies and burned-out storefronts, the winos passed out in doorways, junkies wandering, dreamlike, in the sun.

         Hanson took the happy face out of his pocket and smiled down at it. “Mister Happy Face says, ‘If you keep smiling everything will turn out fine.’”

         He pinned it back on his shirt.

         “Jesus,” he said, gesturing out the window where black and red graffiti spooled along the broken sidewalks and the windows of abandoned stores, “It’s all going to shit. Like, faster than before.”

         “Since that China White started coming down the freeway,” Dana said.

         “Sometimes I wonder what’s gonna happen. You know? What’s gonna happen next?”

         “Just gonna get worse,” Dana said, eyes on the street.

         “Yeah,” Hanson said, as they passed a bag lady screaming at the sky, “I know. But then what happens?”

         “Then it’s the end of the world. The cockroaches take over.”

         
              

         

         ZURBO, HIS FOOT in a cast, was working the desk at North, watching the little TV he’d brought from home. As Hanson reached to open the precinct door, he saw Zurbo’s eyes in the silver convex mirror down the hall. Like all good cops, Zurbo watched everything, all the time.

         “You looking for the Animal Control office?” Zurbo said, his back still to them, as they walked in with the dog. “This is North Precinct. We just shoot ’em up here,” he said, pulling the sawed-off double-barreled shotgun from beneath the desk.

         Hanson heard the sound of distant helicopters, the unmistakable shudder of Hueys.

         “Zurbo, that broken toe’s got to be healed by now. I think you’re milking disability,” Dana said.

         “Hey, the doctor knows best. I’m just a dumb cop.”

         “Getting paid eleven dollars an hour to watch TV. My tax dollars at work,” Hanson said, glancing at the TV.

         “What’s with the mutt?” Zurbo said.

         “How about taking care of him till end of shift?” Dana said, setting the dog down on the dark red tile.

         “He better not shit on the floor.”

         “If he does, I’ll clean it up.”

         The TV volume was turned down, almost drowned out by radio traffic from North and East precinct patrol cars. The early news was on, footage of helicopters rising from the American Embassy in Saigon, Vietnamese civilians in white shirts trying to hang on to the skids, dropping back to the roof, one by one, as American soldiers, shadows in the chopper doors, drove rifle butts down on their hands.

         Zurbo raised up and looked over the counter.

         “Fuckin’ dog’s blind,” he said.

         “I think that’s against the Geneva Convention,” Hanson said, nodding at the shotgun.

         “Over there, in-country maybe, but back here in The World you can use it on civilians. No problem. Why don’t I call Animal Control to come and get him?”

         “We’ll pick him up at the end of the shift.”

         “Okay. If you can handle the desk for a minute, in a professional fucking manner, I’ll see if I can find a blanket for Barko there.”

         On the TV, a reporter looked into the camera, shouting over the roar of helicopters.

         “Been showing that all fucking night,” Zurbo said.

         Delicate women on the roof raised their arms to the departing helicopters, the rotor blast tearing at the folds of their silk ao dai, whipping their long black hair.

         “Shit,” Zurbo said. He punched the TV off with the muzzle of the shotgun and limped out from behind the desk. He bent down to look at the dog, and shook his head. “He’s gotta be over a hundred, in dog years.”

         “Helen’s not gonna let me keep that dog,” Dana said as they pulled out of the lot to cover Larkin at a family fight, on the way to their district. “You, on the other hand…”

         “I don’t need a dog. You’re the one who told him, ‘It’ll be okay,’ not me…”

         Five Sixty Two, Larkin said over the radio, people screaming in the background, can you step it up a little?

         Hanson snatched up the mike. “On our way,” he said, flipping on the overheads and the siren as Dana accelerated through a red light.

         Hanson smiled, his eyes bright, as if remembering some childhood prank. “They eat ’em,” he said. “In Hong Kong.”

         “What?” Dana said, rolling his window up against the siren.

         “Dogs. People eat ’em in Hong Kong.”

         
              

         

         That was the week there were so many moths, millions of them. Word at the precinct was that they swarmed that way only once every seven years, though someone else said it was because of the new nuclear plant up north. A long stretch of road back to the precinct was lined with a monotonous, evenly spaced row of new streetlights, those big brushed aluminum poles that rise, then bend over the road like a hand on a wrist. The moths covered those lights like bee swarms, throwing themselves at the yellow bulbs again and again until they crippled a wing and fell to the street so that the puddles of light on the asphalt below the streetlights were heaped with thousands of dead and dying moths.

         Each time the patrol car passed beneath one of the lights that night, on the way back to the precinct at the end of shift, the tires made a fragile ripping sound, as though the street was still wet with rain. The sweet stink of the old man’s corpse hung in Hanson’s wool uniform the way cigarette smoke hangs in the hair of the woman you’re sleeping with. Dana kept their speed steady, and the ripping sound continued as regularly and softly as breathing.

         Hanson looked out at the night. He adjusted his handcuffs where they were digging into the small of his back, then reached down and touched the leather-bound book he had slipped beneath the seat of the patrol car, the one that showed the Earth spinning itself through golden clouds of steam.

         “I can take the dog,” he said.

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER TWO

            JUNE 1975

         

         THE PRECINCT HEADQUARTERS rose like a cliff face north of the river, massive blocks of stone quarried at the turn of the century by convicts long dead now, their crimes forgotten. Black iron straps barred the windows looking out on the flagpole and a granite slab hewn from the same quarry, a monument to bad habits, carelessness, and dumb luck, brass plates bolted down its face, the names of officers killed in the line of duty.

         North was the last of the original precinct buildings now that East Precinct had moved into a renovated supermarket, responsible for “the Avenue”—the poor, mostly black, children and grandchildren of cheap labor shipped in by the trainload from Chicago and Atlanta to work in the shipyards, building the destroyers and liberty ships that would defeat Hitler and the Japanese.

         The sergeants and lieutenants at North were there because they’d screwed up somewhere else. North was not a good place to build a career. The crime rate, especially violent crimes and crimes involving firearms, was the highest in the city, and rising every year. More crime meant more police-suspect confrontation and more opportunities for things to go wrong. The rest of the city was white and didn’t really care what the niggers did as long as they did it to each other, but they were quick to call the police “racists,” and the local newspaper was run by East Coast liberals. The safest way to ride out a two- or three-year command exile to North was to stay in the office, do as little as possible, and avoid anything not clearly covered in the Manual of Rules and Procedures.

         The patrolmen who worked out of North, the street cops, asked to be assigned there because the Avenue was where the crime was, and they liked the work. They were the troublemakers, hot dogs, bad boys, adrenaline junkies back from Vietnam, overtime specialists making sixty grand a year. “Supercops” with something to prove, afraid they were queers or cowards. True believers, racists, sadists, manic-depressives using adrenaline and exhaustion to keep their demons at bay. All seemed sane as long as they walked the streets with a gun—most of them good cops.

         
              

         

         HANSON TOOK THE stone steps two at a time, the black Pachmeyer grip of his Model 39 patting the small of his back, and pushed through the frosted glass door with “NORTH PRECINCT” stenciled in black letters. He walked down the hall past a map of North Precinct clumped with color-coded pushpins marking the locations of crimes committed that calendar year.

         “Hanson. Could I have a word with you?”

         “Yes, sir,” Hanson said, turning and walking to the open door of Sgt. Bendix’s office, “at your service.”

         Bendix was talking on the phone. “That’s the policy as of now. Access and egress will remain open only to Native Americans with valid ID, who are sober. That’s straight from the deputy chief…At least one quarter Indian blood,” he said, looking under the piles of paper on his desk. “Exactly. No one can,” he said, hanging up the phone. Certificates from regional law enforcement schools, for fingerprinting, photography, and polygraph administration hung on the wall behind him, beneath an Associate of Arts diploma in psychology from the local community college.

         “Come in,” he said, opening and closing desk drawers, looking for something, “have a seat. Just put that on the floor,” he said, nodding at the box of blue flyers from the police supply store he owned a part interest in.

         Hanson took the box off the chair and sat down while Bendix finished working his way through the drawers. The flyers advertised a Summer Sale featuring fingerprint powder, nylon ankle hobbles, and a transparent clipboard made of “ballistic Plexiglas.”

         “I was going over the stat-sheets today,” he said, giving up his search, “and noticed that you and Dana are both way down on moving violations. In fact, you’re low man on the totem pole.”

         “It gets pretty busy out there. Not much time to look for movers.”

         “Lieutenant Pullman was asking me about it. Let’s keep him happy.”

         Hanson stood up and gave Bendix a two-fingered, Boy Scout salute. “We’ll try to snag a few for the lieutenant,” he said, then walked down to the report writing room. He’d come in early, as he usually did, to page through crime reports from the graveyard and day shifts to catch up with what had happened in the precinct during the past sixteen hours.

         He thumbed through the clipboards of crime reports, the usual family fights and burglaries and purse snatches with useless suspect information—“Male Black, 16 to 18 yrs, 5'10", med bld, blk & brn, dark clothing.”

         But one of the reports stopped him—an unemployed electrician, M/W, 30, Vietnam veteran, a Marine with two Purple Hearts. Having filled out the paperwork and observed the two-week “cooling off” period required for the purchase of a handgun, he’d gone back to the Kmart where he picked up the gun and a box of half-jacketed, hollow-point ammo. Then he went out to his Ford 250 pickup in the parking lot—lic #312-BOL—loaded the gun, stuck the barrel in his mouth, and fired one round. The clerk who rang up the sale said that he seemed cheerful, that he smiled and said, “Have a nice day,” when he left with the four-inch Colt Python .357 Magnum/ser # 95623.

         Before he and Dana were issued the double-action 9mm automatics Hanson had carried a Python. Top of the line .357 Magnum, heavy frame, ventilated rib, factory-tuned trigger pull. A beautiful weapon. They’d melt the ex-Marine’s Python down with the next batch of confiscated weapons piled up in the property room—the plastic-handled Rhones and RGs, cheap .25 automatics, 7-Eleven holdup guns that might just click when you pull the trigger, or surprise you and go off in your hand without warning. The kind of junk weapons half the cops at North carried in their briefcases, “throwdown guns,” just in case they shot someone who wasn’t armed after all.

         The property room dumped the guns in 55-gallon drums—old breaktop thirty-twos with pitted barrels and peeling chrome plating, hacksawed shotguns with wired-on stocks, cutdown twenty-twos, WWII Lugers, broomhandle Mausers and Jap Nambus frozen with rust. Spring-loaded tear gas pens bored out to fire a single twenty-two, as likely to go off in your pocket as anything else. Army surplus flare guns and five-dollar starting pistols—along with the switchblades, butterfly knives, bayonets, machetes, case cutters, bolos, and hawk-billed linoleum knives. Pieces of pipe, hammers, hatchets, telescoping whip-batons and brass knuckles that would break your fingers if you hit anything very hard.

         The city was planning to cast the melted weapons into an anti-violence monument. Hanson imagined some abstract sculpture titled “Wings,” or “Peace.”

         Call it Doom, he thought, glancing up at the clock, imagining the Marine in his pickup, his cheeks exploding around the muzzle, flame venting up his nose, searing the backs off his eyeballs, blowing his teeth out. Call it Welcome Home, G.I.

         He hung the clipboards back on the wall and rinsed out his coffee cup, studying a water-spotted poster above the sink. A well-done cartoon of two snarling, muscle-bound cops squeezed into a speeding patrol car, the left front wheel rolling over the head of a Doberman, his tongue and eyes popping out in a spray of blood that formed the word “SQUISH.” The list of rules for this year’s Night Dog Hunt was typed out below the cartoon.

         
	Dogs may be taken by patrol car, nightstick, or a combination of the two. Shotgun and handgun kills are acceptable, but we do not encourage the discharge of duty weapons in violation of departmental regulations.

            	In a two-man car both officers can claim one-half point each per kill, or one officer can claim a whole point.

            	Each kill must be verified by another district car. Only CDKs, Confirmed Dog Kills, will be counted.

         

“Summertime,” Hanson sang, “and the livin’ is easy,” taking the stairs to the locker room.

         
              

         

         Thirty minutes later, afternoon relief was checking out their patrol cars, sirens yelping, overhead lights flashing blue and red in the sun as Hanson filled in his roll call notes.

         
            HANSON #487

         

         
            NORTH “A” RELIEF

         

         
            6–15–75/Tuesday

         

         
            Dist. #562 W/Dana F.

         

         
            Sgt. Bendix/Shop #39 (mirror still not fixed)

         

         
            Sunny & warm (my vest still wet from last night)

         

         
            Movers—Bendix says we’re “low man on the totem pole.”

         

         
            Check status of comp time.

         

         
            Fox W/DEA so-called Task Force—list of half-assed drug dealers they are “surveilling” & says “don’t hassle them.” FUCK HIM.

         

         
            Armed robbery of Plaid Pantry on Lombard St. M/W w/SEX tattooed on middle finger of left hand. blu&white short bed PU, poss. Chev. primer on pass door.

         

         
            Call Falcone?

         

         Hanson inked out “Fuck him,” in case the notebook was ever subpoenaed, and put it in his hip pocket. He took the shotgun from under his arm and worked the action, smiling at the snack snack of oiled steel. Two cars over, Zurbo threw his briefcase in the trunk of one of the new Novas, while Neal flashed the overhead lights, bleeped the siren and checked the PA system.

         “Zurbo,” Hanson shouted, loading the shotgun with red, double-00 buckshot rounds, “you guys working selective enforcement on graveyard again?”

         “Need the OT.”

         “And the first confirmed Night Dog kill of the season,” Neal said. “Hey,” he said, “remember Ira Foresman?”

         “Ira Fore-skin. He’s back in the joint, isn’t he?”

         “Just got out. Three days ago,” Neal said, laughing.

         “He was fucked-up, pissing on the side of the bus station last night. We popped him for indecent exposure, and CCW. Had a sharpened screwdriver in his pocket.”

         Zurbo shook his head.

         “Two hours of overtime by the time we finished processing him,” he said. “Another twenty-nine bucks on my next paycheck.”

         “Let’s go,” Neal said. “I gotta pick up my dry cleaning before five.”

         They drove over the curb and up the street, Zurbo’s voice ringing from the loudspeaker on the roof of the patrol car, “Surrender, and you won’t be harmed. We are your friends. Trust us, we’re police officers.”

         Hanson locked the shotgun into the steel cuff under the dash, taped the hotsheet on the glovebox, then thumped the spit-and-snot-smeared Plexiglas cage with the heel of his hand to be sure it was latched. When he sat down, stale cigarette smoke seeped out of the broken-down bench seat, mixing with odors of motor oil, urine, sweat, and the sour stink of vomit.

         The little phallic plastic and aluminum ozone generator mounted on the dash didn’t filter the odor. It didn’t seem to do anything at all. They’d been installed in the patrol cars the month before, and were supposed to fill the car with stress-reducing positive ions.

         Last year there had been talk of using federal funds to install radio beacons in all the patrol cars to mark their location on a big electronic map at Central Precinct. The police union had killed that plan. They didn’t want some deputy chief coordinating police cars like a general in a helicopter, a practice that had gotten a lot of soldiers killed in Vietnam.

         With the war over, it seemed like the government had more money than it could spend. Having lost the war with Vietnam, they decided to fight “the war on crime” and, most recently, “the war on drugs,” funding almost any crackpot proposal that came in the mail. Before the ozone generators, there had been the water-filled, energy-absorbing rubber bumpers for patrol cars. A pair of them weighed six hundred pounds, cutting acceleration and gas mileage in half. The compressed-air net launchers—“The Immobilizer” / Less than lethal, humane and more acceptable to the public—never reached the precincts.

         “Let’s try for a couple movers,” Dana said, opening the door and getting behind the wheel, “before things get busy.”

         Hanson picked up the radio mike and cleared from the precinct, “Five Sixty Two, low man on the traffic totem pole, is out there.”

         Five Sixty Two clear…the dispatcher responded, at…four ten p.m.…other car calling?

         They stopped for the light at Greeley where a blind kid in a Black Liberation T-shirt crossed the street in front of them, his head twitching with palsy as he tapped his way across with a white cane. Hanson closed his eyes, pretending he was blind, until the car began moving again.

         “I ran into Officer Falcone downtown last weekend,” Hanson said. “She was with some citizen who looked like a used-car salesman.”

         “You gonna call her, or what? Want me to chaperone?”

         “You got to think it through before you go to bed with a police officer. You know, taking off our guns and nightsticks, our steel-toed boots, pulling down our baggy uniform pants. ‘Here, momma. Lemme help you outta that bulletproof vest.’ Ugh ugh. Going at it like a couple of armadillos.”

         They turned away from the river and took the freeway where Hanson checked license plates against the list of stolen cars on the hotsheet taped to the dash. A massive system of overpasses and on-ramps arced above them, the hum and throb and echo of traffic like thunder. The sideview mirror sagged on its broken mount, chattering against the passenger door.

         “What kind of panties would you wear with uniform pants? Or do the women all wear jockey shorts?”

         The chromed lug-nuts of a tractor trailer spun past as they took the exit ramp into the district.

         “We should get some coffee and plan our day. I need to wake up. We’ll still have time to try for a mover or two.”

         “An excellent suggestion,” Dana said, “we need a plan.”

         They drove south on Union Avenue, watching passing cars, parked cars, license plates, drivers, passengers, pedestrians—watching their hands and eyes, how they reacted to the police car.

         “See that little storefront?” Dana said. “The way it’s zoned, we could put three apartments upstairs. The owner wants sixteen thousand for it. Helen thinks he’ll come down.”

         “My partner, the slum landlord.”

         “Without rental property, taxes would kill us,” Dana said as they watched doors and windows, the reflection of the patrol car gliding across plate glass storefronts and the clerks and customers inside. They glanced down alleys and side streets while they listened, their windows rolled down.

         “Look who’s here,” Hanson said, his eyes on the vibrating rearview mirror. “LaVonne.”

         “In Luther’s old Eldorado,” Dana said.

         “We need to fuck with LaVonne.”

         Dana looked at him. LaVonne Berry was one of the names on Fox’s DEA list.

         “It’s our district,” Hanson said. “It’s our job to fuck with LaVonne. I don’t care about fuckin’ drugs. He can sell all the drugs he wants, but he’s an asshole. Remember how he broke Ira Johnson’s arm with a tire iron? For nothing. Fox and his DEA buddies can find somebody else to ‘surveille.’ That’s not even a real word.”

         Dana slowed the patrol car so the Eldorado had to pull alongside them at the next stoplight. The side and rear windows of the car were tinted black, but the driver, a muscular young black man in a gold tank top, had his window down.

         “He’s gonna ignore us. Doesn’t even see the police car, he’s so cool,” Hanson said. He stared at LaVonne, concentrating on his left ear. “LaVonne,” Hanson whispered, his voice lost in the street noise, “here we are.”

         LaVonne’s neck muscles tensed, brought his head slightly to the left.

         “La-vaaaahn.”

         Dana, his eyes on the stoplight, laughed.

         “La-vaaaahn. Just a…” Hanson crooned as the light turned yellow for the cross street, “…quick look.”

         LaVonne slowly turned his head, meeting Hanson’s eyes and mean smile. He mouthed the words, “Fuck you,” and looked back at the light. It turned green, and his tires squealed for an instant as he accelerated. Dana pulled in behind him, turning on the overhead lights, and Hanson gave radio the license plate and their location. They followed him for a block and a half, the blue and red lights flashing off his tinted rear window. Finally Hanson bleeped the siren and the Eldorado bumped over the curb into the lot of an out-of-business auto supply store, where LaVonne got out, locked the car, and leaned back against the door.

         “Maybe I can talk him into going to jail,” Hanson said.

         “Hi, LaVonne,” Hanson said, walking up to him. He shook his finger at LaVonne. “I saw you peek at me back there.” LaVonne watched passing cars as if Hanson wasn’t there. Dana leaned over the trunk, looking into the back window.

         “Got any dope in the car?” Hanson said.

         LaVonne’s dark, stretch-marked biceps bulged as he slowly crossed his arms, tilted his head, and spit on the sidewalk.

         “We heard a rumor that you’re selling dangerous drugs.”

         “I don’t got the time, Hanson.”

         Dana moved around to the rear door and bent down to look in the window, shielding his eyes with his hand. LaVonne pretended not to notice, but Hanson saw the tension in his neck and eyes, and stepped closer.

         “Some of that Vietnamese heroin is what we heard.”

         “Can’t see a thing through these tinted windows,” Dana said, looking up as Fox and Peetey drove slowly past in their van.

         “Could we just take a quick look inside?”

         “You got a search warrant?”

         “To be perfectly honest, no, but…”

         “Then I got nothing to say to you.”

         “But you could consent to a search.”

         Dana pulled on the door handle, shaking the car, while Hanson kept talking, “And put those rumors to rest, once and for all.”

         LaVonne looked over the roof of the car at Dana. “You want to keep your hands off my car.”

         “Or you could confess,” Hanson continued, “and start a new life. Get your GED in the joint, and when they let you out, hey, go to college. Get a degree in…psychology maybe. Study the human psyche. We need…”

         LaVonne spit on the sidewalk in front of Hanson. “You finished then?”

         “Promise me you’ll think about it.”

         “Think about this,” he said, cupping his crotch. “I got business to take care of,” he said, reaching for his keys.

         “It’ll just take me a minute to write you this citation,” Hanson said, pulling his citation book out. He flipped the pages back and started writing. “You’re looking buffed, looking bad. Working out in the joint, right?”

         “Citation for what?”

         “Back there where you squealed your tires?” he said, inclining his head, still writing, “It’s called ‘excessive noise—tires.’ When the tires spin,” he explained, speaking slowly as if LaVonne was retarded, “you’re not in complete control of the vehicle.” He looked up and smiled at LaVonne. “It’s a moving violation.”

         “It’s a motherfuckin’ shame, is what it is. It’s some mother-fuckin’…”

         “What color is your vehicle?” Hanson asked him, tapping his pen on the citation. “I don’t know what to put here in ‘color of vehicle’ box. Orange?”

         “Ocher,” Dana said.

         “‘Ocher’?” Hanson said. “Never heard of it.”

         “Persimmon,” LaVonne said. “It’s called persimmon.”

         “He says, ‘Persimmon,’” Hanson told Dana, giving him a look, sweating with the rush of adrenaline, absolutely happy.

         “Go ahead and write the motherfucker. I got places to go,” LaVonne said, spitting again, almost hitting Hanson’s boot.

         Dana walked to the front of the Eldorado, pausing to look through the windshield, studying the grill, the bumper, keeping LaVonne off balance.

         “You’re welcome to go to court and present your side,” Hanson said, filling in more boxes on the citation, “but if you spit on my shoe, you’re gonna go to jail.”

         “You ain’t shit without that badge and gun.”

         Hanson grinned. “Oh…I think I am,” he said, stepping close, looking at LaVonne’s bloodshot yellowish eyes, into them, past the brown-flecked iris, through the black pupil into his brain. “I think I’ll live forever.” He shifted his stance just a little, picturing blood and snot spooling out of LaVonne’s broken nose. “You know what I mean?” he said, imagining LaVonne’s split lips and bloody pink teeth, seeing it, thinking pain into his face and fear into his eyes, moving still closer until he could smell his breath. LaVonne leaned back against the car and looked at the sky.

         “Here you are, Mister Berry,” Hanson said, handing him the citation, which he folded once and put into his pocket.

         “Thanks for your cooperation, sir,” Hanson said, giving him a little salute, “and you have a nice day.” LaVonne got into the car and they watched him drive off, just as Fox and Peetey pulled up behind the patrol car.

         “Hey,” Hanson told Dana, “that woke me right up. And look here,” he said, waving the citation, “mover.”

         Fox, wearing wraparound sunglasses, watched them come up the sidewalk. He was tall, six-two at least, and wiry. He combed his black hair into a ducktail that barely passed department regulations.

         “Didn’t you guys get the word?” he said, looking down at them from the passenger window.

         “What word is that?” Hanson said.

         “Not to fuck with LaVonne Berry. We’re running a deal with the DEA—and don’t want to spook him.”

         “We really needed a mover.”

         Fox stared at him.

         “Gosh,” Hanson finally said, “I’ll bet the junkies and whores just swoon when you look at ’em hard like that. I know it has that effect on me.”

         Dana put his hand on Hanson’s back, to move him along. “Sorry, guys,” he said. “It was my fault.”

         Fox shook his head. He took off his sunglasses and smiled at Dana as if they were a couple of old soldiers. Dana was well-respected in the department, and a lot of people couldn’t understand how he got along with Hanson. Fox looked over at Hanson with red-rimmed eyes. “When I was your training officer,” he said, “I thought you might turn into a good cop. I was wrong. You think it’s all a joke. It’s not, buddy.”

         Fox nodded at Dana, told Peetey over his shoulder, “Let’s go,” and leaned back into his seat as the van pulled away.

         “Let’s try for another mover before we tell Radio we’re clear,” Hanson said. “I’m really getting into this traffic enforcement.”

         Down the block a blue-gray 4-door Dodge pulled away from the curb, and they watched it maneuver through traffic until it closed up with Fox’s van. It wasn’t anybody from one of the local agencies.

         
              

         

         THE HOLLYWOOD MARKET, a little mom and pop grocery store, had a For Sale sign in the window, and Dana wrote the phone number down on his clipboard as they drove past. The market had been closed for months, ever since the owner, Mr. Constanzo, had been hog-tied and shot in the back of the head. Mrs. Constanzo, raped and pistol-whipped into a coma, was almost dead when the cops got there. She’d been locked in the tiny bathroom while a crowd looted the store, carrying off or destroying any evidence the killers might have left.

         “The insurance people must have finally settled with Missus Constanzo,” Dana said, clicking his pen closed and putting it back in his pocket.

         Hanson backed the car into the vacant corner lot at Union and Dekum, where they could see the stoplight for both streets, but south- and westbound drivers couldn’t see the patrol car until they were almost in the intersection.

         “How many movers you got this month?” Hanson asked.

         “Three.”

         “I got two. No way I’m gonna get ten this month.”

         “Got’s to, young man, got’s to,” Dana said. “Goofy Larry’s gonna get real nervous and a pain in the ass if we don’t. You saw him looking in the door at roll call.”

         “Goofy Larry” was Lt. Pullman’s nickname. He’d been in charge of a hostage situation at Central Precinct a couple of years before, and one of his men had killed a hostage—the forty-eight-year-old grandmother of the gunman—as she ran screaming out the backdoor. He’d shot her in the head with a 12-gauge shotgun slug, the size of a golf ball. It looked bad on TV. That had gotten Lt. Pullman transferred to North, and now he was trying to work his way up to captain and out of there. They sat through the cycles of the stoplight, watching first one street, then the other, traffic starting and stopping. The light changed from green to yellow, and Hanson talked to a red VW bug south on Union. “Okay. Okay, come on now,” he said, leaning forwards, hand on the gearshift, “come on. Blow it…”

         The car rolled to a stop.

         They watched traffic west on Dekum.

         South on Union.

         A young white guy, driving a van with “DEWEY THE LOCK DOCTOR” painted on the side, stopped at the light and pointed at Hanson.

         “Ambushing innocent citizens?” he shouted.

         “Nobody’s innocent, Dewey,” Dana said on the PA.

         When the light turned green he waved and drove on. The light turned yellow.

         “How’s that dog working out?” Dana said.

         “Truman?”

         The light turned red. They looked up Union.

         “It’s nice to have somebody to talk to,” Hanson said.

         Five Eighty, Radio said.

         “Five Eighty,” the district car answered.

         Uh, Five Eighty, we’ve got a report of a naked man standing in the street at Seventeen and Killingsworth, holding something between his eyes.

         “What was that last part?”

         The radio buzzed as the dispatcher keyed his microphone in the communication center, laughter echoing in the background, Uh, Five Eighty. That’s what it says on the card here. “Holding something between his eyes.”

         Right. We’ll check it out, Five Eighty said. A moment later he added, and let you know.

         They heard Aaron Allen’s radio, then saw the old Cadillac, northbound on Union. The drip-marked, $39.95 paint job had faded, oxidized paint eating through the finish like a rash. The vinyl top was cracked and brown, sloughing off the roof, the tail fins scabbed with crumbling body filler. It reminded Hanson of a dismembered body that had turned up in the river the summer before.

         The thumping bass echoed off the boarded-up storefronts behind the patrol car, getting louder as the Cadillac approached the intersection. “Dum-dum, Dum-dum, Dum-dum,” Hanson said, in time with the radio, imitating the shark’s theme from Jaws, the movie that was playing everywhere that summer.

         None of the four kids in the car was older than fifteen. Lithe and graceful as dancers, street kids without fathers, consciences, or any sense of a future, they supported themselves with purse snatches, burglaries, shoplifting and strong-arm robberies.

         The light turned yellow.

         “Come on, you little fucker,” Hanson hissed. “Shit,” he said, when the car, big as a cabin cruiser, lurched to a stop, rocking on its worn suspension, the feral children jerking their heads and shoulders to the radio, like striking snakes, the DJ shouting over the music.

         …you understand what I’m sayin’? This the worl’ famous, the legendary, one an’ only, Wardell makin’ the scene. Get down witch me, I’m gon’ set. You. Free. All the way till midnight, when Mister Jones keep his appointments, takin’ you through the night…

         The supreme team request line open, an’ I’m talkin’ to…say what, baby? “Raylene?” Talkin’ to Raylene. On the worl’ famous. How you doin’, Raylene? Uh, huh. No, baby…

         Aaron looked over at them, his shark’s eyes black as rivets.

         The light turned green, and they drove off, Wardell the DJ talking through some kind of echo box.…Supreme-eme-eme-eme team-eme-eme and the sex machine-ine-ine…get it up now, check it out, uh-huh…

         Hanson checked the license number against the number on the “Aaron Allen” index card in the shoebox full of mug shots. There was no mug shot. They needed a court order to take a juvenile’s picture, and they were almost impossible to get.

         An old patrol car, police markings bleeding through a coat of flat black paint, crossed the intersection trailing blue smoke. The driver, a white guy, stared at them from behind army surplus tanker’s goggles.

         “Equipment violation,” Dana said. “‘Excessive smoke.’ Not a mover.”

         “Looks about like a North Precinct car,” Hanson said.

         They’d watched the light through two more cycles when Hanson said, “Here comes Mister ‘Excessive Smoke.’”

         He was a block away, back straight, chin up, striding stiffly towards them like he was counting each step. The afternoon sun flashed off a big silver belt buckle and the steel-tipped toes of his black cowboy boots glowed like live coals.

         “Looks like a fat third grader who got big,” Dana said.

         “That’s kinda what I looked like when I tried to march,” Hanson said. “My drill instructor in basic training said I marched like I had a Baby Ruth bar up my ass.”

         He was big and very pale, wearing black pants and a long-sleeved black shirt buttoned up to his chin, white salt stains showing under the arms. His blond hair was shaved to a boot-camp fuzz, and he wore a small transistor radio on his belt, a wire going to one ear.

         “They just let him out of somewhere,” Hanson said, keeping one eye on the stoplight.

         “A different kind of an individual,” Dana said. “He’s plugged into a whole different place.”

         At the corner he looked up and down the Avenue, executed a right face and crossed the street.

         “Oh, good,” Hanson said, as he unholstered his pistol and held it out of sight, just below the open car window.

         “Crazy people can’t resist you,” Dana said, holding his pistol between his leg and the door. “The psychotic’s friend. I’m not sure what that says about you.”

         He walked straight to Hanson’s side of the car and leaned in the window. Behind the scratched plastic lenses, his watery blue eyes were dilated.

         “Yes, sir,” Hanson said, watching the man’s small, pale hands, “what can I do for you?”

         “You know the drill,” he said, cutting his eyes across the Avenue to an out-of-business gas station where a pair of yellow cabs were parked side by side, their drivers talking. “We can’t talk about it here on the street.” His breath smelled like burnt popcorn.

         “Why not?”

         “I know I don’t have to tell you that,” he said, pulling the goggles down around his neck.

         He jerked his head towards the cabs, and when Hanson only looked at him he said, “You went to the academy, correct?”

         Hanson nodded, breathing through his mouth. The burnt smell of the man’s breath was strong in the car.

         He snorted, then looked at Hanson as if he was waiting for the real answer.

         “Would you please step back from the car just a little?” Hanson said.

         Dana opened his door and put one foot on the pavement.

         “You really don’t remember me, do you? Okay. Fair enough. Fine. But don’t you think…”

         He turned away from the window, pulling the goggles on as a black kid passed by on the sidewalk, wearing an old high school letter jacket that didn’t fit, a big letter “C” on the back. When the kid had passed, the man looked at Hanson through the goggles as if to say, “Now, do you understand?” Finally, he sighed and asked Hanson, “What does your manual say about that?”

         “About what?” Hanson said.

         “Okay. Fine. Disregard. For now. But, don’t you think it’s a little irregular…two nigger cabdrivers just happen to be across the street?” He looked over the top of the car at the cabs, took the earplug out, tapped it on the side of the patrol car, and put it back in, listening.

         “Critical incident drills,” he said. “Okay?”

         “Critical incident drills?” Hanson said, glancing over at Dana, arching his eyebrows.

         “You guys just don’t get it, do you?” he said, then looked at his feet and snorted. He leaned into the car window and tried to smile, but it was more like a grimace, as if his teeth hurt, teeth the color of dirty motor oil. “What is another name for…”

         Dana had gotten out of the car and stepped back to the rear door. “What’s your name, brother?” he said, over the roof of the car.

         He looked back at the cabs, pulled out his wallet and, holding it down below the window, flipped it open just long enough for Hanson to see a novelty store “Special Investigator” ID card with a postage stamp-sized photo of him in one corner.

         “They call me Dakota,” he said, snapping the wallet closed and putting it back in his pocket. He looked at Hanson. “I understand,” he said. “It’s been a long time.”

         One of the cabs pulled out of the parking lot and he said, “No more time. I shouldn’t have stopped.”

         He backed away from the car like a gunfighter, executed a crisp left face, and walked down the street.

         Hanson shrugged. “I’ve never seen the guy before.”

         “Strange sort of fellow, wouldn’t you say,” Dana said, holstering his pistol and getting back in the car.

         “Woo woo,” Hanson said, fanning the air with his hand, “getting his orders from the radio.”

         Five Sixty Two. Can you take an unknown problem in the Safeway at Union and Killingsworth?

         “Just like us,” Dana said, picking up the microphone. “On our way,” he said. “Who’s our complainant?”

         The complainant hung up. Said he was in the produce section.

         
              

         

         THE REPORT-WRITING room smelled like coffee, the big urn bubbling while the afternoon relief finished their paperwork and graveyard shift drifted down from the locker room.

         “Hanson,” Lt. Pullman said, looking in the door, “could you come down to my office for a minute?”

         “Yes, sir,” Hanson said, following him down the hall.

         In the office, Hanson held up LaVonne’s citation, shaking it. “Working on movers, sir.”

         “Have a seat,” Pullman said, nodding approval of the citation. “I’m glad I caught you. You did an excellent job on that 7-Eleven shooting,” he said, pulling the report from beneath a stack of old “Officer Safety Bulletins” that came in whenever a police officer was killed somewhere in the line of duty, black-bordered teletypes summarizing the incident and pointing out, after the fact, all the ways the dead cop had fucked up. “Your college background is evident in the reports you write.”

         “Thank you, sir.”

         “You did an excellent job on the search warrant last month as well. Not many patrolmen could have done that.”

         Hanson nodded and edged towards the door.

         Other unit calling? Radio said on the monitor in Lt. Pullman’s office.

         “College, in addition to your Special Forces training and experience. A new breed of police officer. With a bright future.

         “What’s the problem with you and Detective Fox? Off the record.”

         “Just a personality conflict, sir.”

         “I, for one, would like to see you put that aside and work with Fox in this war on drugs we’re trying to fight. Make use of your expertise and potential.”

         Hanson nodded.

         Five Forty, go ahead.

         “I’d like to have you on board.”

         Upstairs, Zurbo turned on his tape player, the soundtrack from the movie The Vikings. “Who sails with Ragnar?” he shouted, his voice coming down through the ceiling. His locker door boomed as he slammed a forearm into it.

         Annoyed, Lt. Pullman glanced up at the ceiling, then looked back at Hanson. “Give it some thought.”

         “Yes, sir,” Hanson said.

         “Thanks for coming in.”

         Copy, Five Forty. You’ll be jackpot with two adult males at…eleven forty-three p.m.

         
              

         

         Across town, on skid row, Dakota’s room was dark, smelling of candlewax and burnt plastic. The only light came from the blinking police scanner, the volume low, Copy, Five Forty. You’ll be jackpot…

         
              

         

         Up on the third floor of Central Precinct, the radio monitor hissed from the back wall of Narcotics and Vice, Fox’s office…jackpot with two adult males at…eleven forty-three p.m.

         Fox leaned back in his chair, studying the computer screen. He cleared the screen, typed in Hanson’s name and social security number, and pressed ENTER.

         
              

         

         HANSON STOPPED OFF at the Police Athletic Association bar, planning to have a couple of beers and go home, but he saw Debbie Deets sitting alone in the corner booth, and half an hour later he followed her home.

         Debbie was a cop groupie, a civilian employee who worked in Records, a job she’d taken so she could be around cops. She loved cops, and she was famous for her blowjobs. Fair-skinned, she had short dark hair and full lips, a pretty girl who tended to put on weight, especially during the winter, but managed to lose it again each summer when she wore hot pants and halter tops.

         She lived with a roommate in one of the new apartment complexes designed for “swinging singles,” a gated cluster of redwood-and-cedar apartments so new they still smelled of plaster and raw wood. It was called “Habitat 2,” the name carved in a spotlighted cedar log at the entrance, and it reminded Hanson of the elaborate add-on cluster of gerbil cages Zurbo had set up in the garage for his daughter.

         The living room was furnished with chrome and glass; grainy, polyurethaned pine; a slice-of-burl coffee table; and high-tech erotic prints of women and sports cars. Debbie smiled and put her finger to her lips as they walked past her roommate’s bedroom. Hanson noticed that her “mood ring” had turned black.

         She put on a John Denver tape and brought him a Heineken beer and a frosted mug. She examined the leaves of the fern hanging in a macrame basket, then mist-sprayed it with a little brass atomizer, while he thumbed through an issue of Playboy he’d picked up on the night table.

         “You know,” Debbie said, holding up fern fronds and spraying them, one by one, “they’ve hooked plants up to polygraphs and they show signs of intelligence. Isn’t that amazing?”

         Hanson smiled at her and nodded, sitting at the foot of her waterbed, rocking slightly as he thumbed through the magazine, trying to remember the last time he’d been there.

         “Really,” she said, “they respond to…stimulus,” pushing him back onto the gurgling, bucking mattress. “You entertain yourself,” she said, pulling off his shoes. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

         While she was in the bathroom, Hanson looked over the mirrored bookcase built into the headboard of the massive bed. The Total Woman. The Sensuous Woman. I’m OK, You’re OK. Jonathan Livingston Seagull.

         “Sun-shine, on my should-ers, makes me happy…” John Denver sang. A real sensitive motherfucker, Hanson thought.

         He looked in the nightstand drawer and found The Save-Your-Life Diet, Dr. Atkins’ Diet Revolution, and Discovering Energy and Overcoming Stress.

         “Sun-shine, in my eyeeeeees, can make me cry-yi-yi…” he sang along with the tape, pulling out The Joy of Sex, a well-worn copy with a coffee-cup ring on the cover, and thumbed through it—soft-edged but realistic drawings of couples and threesomes, absolutely relaxed, almost lethargically fingering, fondling, sucking, and penetrating one another. “Good hand and mouth work practically guarantee you a good partner,” the book said.

         He studied a couple into “mild B&D,” the text assuring him, “Chains create a tied-up and tingling look—fashionable now, and they look good on naked skin. The idea of being beaten unquestionably turns some people on, and if it does, you should try it.”

         “Well?”

         Debbie was wearing a red string-bikini, three triangles of Lycra, strings tied in bows on each shoulder and hip. She turned around, giving him a view from behind. “I’ve been working on my tan,” she said.

         “You look great,” Hanson told her, and she did.

         “Doing research?” she said, nodding at The Joy of Sex, “I’ll join you.”

         
              

         

         Afterwards, she lay with her head still in the hollow of his thigh. She tipped her head, put her lips against the base of his belly, and blew a long raspberry against it. He felt her muffled giggle against his belly. “Well,” she said, “how was it…how are you? Was that good?”

         “Great,” Hanson said, looking at the Happy Face coffee mug on her dresser, doubled in the reflection of the pink, tinted mirror. “Whoa. Yeah.”

         “Giving pleasure turns me on,” she said.

         
              

         

         Hanson fell asleep listening to the wind moan through the corridor between units. The aluminum windows buzzed each time one of the big trucks downshifted to take the hill out on the freeway.

         He woke up, hung over, to the sound of shouting, and Led Zeppelin’s “Whole Lotta Love,” pounding through the wall from the other bedroom. He got up, wrote Debbie a note, and slipped out into the living room. A white guy with a bushy blond Afro and a gold chain around his neck was laying on the sofa in his underwear, smoking a cigarette.

         “How you doin’, man,” he said. “You happen to be heading towards the east side?”

         “Sorry,” Hanson lied. “Gotta go downtown.”

         “No problem. Have a nice day,” he said, and Hanson stepped outside and closed the door.

         To the east, out by the airport, aircraft, stacked up and waiting to land, floated like UFOs.

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER THREE

         

         THEY STOPPED FOR coffee at the Town Square without notifying Radio. They both had packsets, little walkie-talkie radios, on their belts, so they could monitor radio traffic inside.

         The Town Square was cool and humid, like the inside of a refrigerator that needed cleaning. It was “mother’s day,” the day that welfare checks came in the mail, and the bar was crowded.

         “Look here,” a woman at the bar said, “better act right, ya’ll. It’s the po-lice.”

         No one looked, watching the TV on the shelf over the cash register. The fuzzy picture throbbed with unnatural blues and greens, warping then flopping back into shape every few seconds as Godzilla lurches through exploding oil tanks, back-handing high-rise apartments into plaster dust and twisted girders.

         “Yeah!” someone at the bar shouted, “The rent? You want the rent, motherfucker? My man Godzilla got something for you.”

         A hundred Japanese movie extras run in place, screaming, as chunks of concrete rain down. One of them points up, his mouth working nonstop—without a sound—until a measured English voice finally issues from his throat, “Look. The monster comes.”

         “Run, you gook motherfuckers,” someone shouted from a table in the corner. “Didi fucking mau.”

         “Should of drafted old Godzilla. Sent him to The ’Nam. We’d own that fucked-up country now.”

         The movie cut to a news anchor, looking up from his desk, his tie loosened. “Coming up at six,” he said, “charges that the United States abandoned its allies in Vietnam, and,” he went on, smiling now, “a look behind the scenes at a Las Vegas…”

         Hanson walked around the divider that separated the bar from the lunch counter, its plastic flowers fuzzy with grease and dust, studded with the sparkling bodies of dead green flies. “Good afternoon, Gladys,” he said as he sat down at the counter.

         Gladys looked up from a Watchtower magazine, her harlequin-frame glasses magnifying her eyes.

         “Hello, Hanson. Coffee?”

         “Yes, ma’am, if you would.”

         “And coffee for me,” Dana said, sitting down.

         “Two coffees,” she said.

         When Hanson heard Fox’s voice on the packset, he turned up the volume and stared at it.

         Go ahead Bravo One.

         “Could we get a meet with the district car at Mississippi and Fremont?”

         Five Six Two?

         Hanson picked up the packset, looked at Dana, then spoke into it, “Uh, we’re quite a ways off the district,” he lied. “Out by the airport…”

         You’re the only car available, Five Six Two. Bravo One wants to talk to you on channel three.

         Hanson held the mike against his leg. “But we don’t want to talk to them,” he said.

         “Switching to three,” he said, turning the channel knob on the radio. “Here,” he said, handing the packset to Dana, “you talk to him, okay?”

         “Bravo One. Five Sixty Two. What’s up?” Dana said.

         Uh, Five Six Two. We’ve got a deal going down in your district, and we could use a little backup.

         Hanson rolled his eyes, and shook his head “no.”

         “We are a ways off,” Dana said.

         We’ll wait. In the back of the Mor-4-Les lot on Union.

         Dana shrugged. “Give us fifteen minutes.”

         “We got a deal going down,” Hanson said, imitating Fox. “Da-da da-da daaaah-da,” he hummed, the theme from the TV show Police Story. “Shit,” he said.

         Fox and Peetey didn’t have to live in the district like he and Dana did, eight hours a day. They’d drive in from the freeway with search warrants to kick in doors, insult and humiliate suspects and their families, trash houses looking for dope, then drive away. Hanson didn’t want the neighborhood to think they worked together, that he and Dana were no different from the narcs.

         Gladys set their coffee on the counter.

         “Thanks, Gladys,” he said, but she’d gone back to reading her Watchtower, the cover a montage of disasters—fiery volcanos, tidal waves cresting above cowering bathers, blue-green monsoons, fissures splitting a highway, swallowing family sedans, and the words “THE END OF THE WORLD: WHAT THE BIBLE TELLS US.”
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