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To my editor, enforcer, and great friend, Caitlyn Dlouhy, and to the brave dogs and men who served together in Vietnam.



One

GRRRR! FOR I AM THE all-powerful Cracker! Cracker spotted a bird carcass lying in the alley. She picked it up between the tips of her front teeth and flipped it into the air, growling as it sailed above her. When it plopped down, she pushed at it with a paw. She growled more, then leaned the side of her head on the asphalt, staring right into its face. It might have been dead for a week, but who cared? She would kill it again. That’s how powerful she was. She hopped to her feet to attack it—and spotted a mouse! Alive! This was for real! She took off.

Somewhere in the background she heard a voice calling, “Cracker! Cra-a-a-acker! Cracker!”

The mouse had a head start, but she would catch him. She bounded forward and leapt through the air just as the mouse slipped through a chain-link fence.

She reared up and pawed higher on the fence, pushing wildly at the metal to search for weakness. The mouse didn’t move. Just sat in the dirt. Cracker whined. She even licked the fence in the place where the mouse had slipped through. She thought she could just taste his fur . . . mmmm.

She reached her paw into a loose area of chain near the ground, but the mouse sat just out of reach. It was as if he were taunting her now. She. Was. Going. To. Kill. That. Mouse. She stared at him as hard as she could. There was nothing in the world except for her and that mouse.

“It’s just a mouse,” Willie said, out of breath from chasing her. “It’s dead. D-E-A-D. Dead.”

Cracker started. She had almost forgotten about Willie. But he didn’t sound angry. Her ears perked. She could hear Willie’s mother calling. Willie picked up a stick and poked at the mouse, sending it scampering. Huh? Cracker looked at Willie sorrowfully: Why had he made the mouse go away?

“Oh, stop it,” said Willie. Then he said, “Good girl,” rubbing Cracker’s head. All thoughts of the mouse drained quickly from Cracker. She wagged her tail. Good girl! She didn’t even glance at the bird as she and Willie trotted toward home. Who cared about a dead bird?

Willie petted her head again. “Shake!” Willie said, and she fell over . . . no, that was “play dead.” She leapt up in the air and ran in a circle around him. He laughed, and they continued down the alley.

Willie felt invincible as he walked with Cracker. His mother was used to a better neighborhood and didn’t like them walking through the alley in the evenings, but Cracker’s muscles were stronger than any man’s, and Willie always felt safe with her. Willie’s father had worked as foreman of a taffy apple factory, but when he was laid off, they’d had to move to an apartment while he worked a lower-paying job. And the apartment didn’t allow dogs. The landlord had given Willie’s family one month to get rid of Cracker. That was twenty-five days ago. Willie felt a sharp pain in his stomach at the thought.

Cracker felt Willie’s unhappiness and whined. When they stopped in front of their apartment building, Willie suddenly fell to the ground in front of her and hugged her so hard, it actually kind of bothered her neck. What was going on? “You’re the best dog in the world,” Willie said. “Good girl!” Willie stood up again and looked sadly at Cracker. Anxiety filled her. She jumped up and placed her paws on Willie’s shoulders, almost knocking him over. Willie cracked a smile, and Cracker felt a little better.

At the top of the stairs she scratched at the door to his third-floor apartment. She could never open that door. Willie had to use his “key.” Every day he did the same thing: held up the key and said to her as if she were slow-witted, “Key. Need key.” At the other place they’d lived, the door had pushed open when she grabbed her paws just right around the knob.

Willie opened the door and immediately headed for the bathroom. “Mom, I’m gonna take my bath!” He didn’t want his parents to see him crying. They already felt bad enough. But he hesitated just inside the bathroom as he thought maybe he did want them to see him crying. Maybe then he would be able to keep Cracker. But he knew that wasn’t true. He’d already cried a lot, and nothing had changed. Crying wouldn’t get his father’s job back. He closed the door.

“All right!” he could hear his mother call out. She and his dad were watching TV.

He took off his Cubs jacket. As far as Willie was concerned, the Cubs were going to win this year’s Eastern Division, and Willie thought about them almost as much as he thought about Cracker. Some people thought the stupid Mets or Pirates would win the division. Willie wasn’t allowed to use the word “stupid” out loud, but he liked to think the word to himself whenever he felt annoyed.

He’d heard his father use the word just once, during an argument with his mother about the Vietnam War. His parents, uncle, and aunt were all playing bridge, and then all of a sudden they were yelling about the war. There were several hundred thousand American troops in Vietnam, and every day the news reported protests against the war. Ever since Willie’s favorite cousin, Derrick, had been drafted, Willie wrote all his school current events reports about Vietnam. Willie’s father supported the war, and his mother didn’t. And then with the job layoff and the move, well, things weren’t going that well for Willie.

Except for the fact that Cracker was a girl and Willie was a boy, Cracker and Willie were—as his mother liked to say—peas in a pod: They both weighed 110 pounds, and they were almost the same age, Willie eleven in human years and Cracker one year and four months, which Willie had decided was actually eleven in dog years. They both had sandy brown hair in the exact same shade. And Mom also pointed out that Cracker and Willie thought alike. For instance, they probably agreed on two of the biggest problems in their lives: that they lived in a small apartment without a yard and that Willie went away for several hours a day. But once Willie came home from school, life was pretty much perfection, even without a yard. They went out to play with the neighborhood kids until dark, came inside for dinner, went outside for a walk, and then slept on their twin bed together.

And now Cracker was about to make Willie’s life miserable. But he just smiled at her. He’d tried to tell her, but she hadn’t understood.

Cracker felt life was bliss too, though it wasn’t quite perfection, and for precisely the reasons that Willie’s mom thought. Furthermore, Cracker considered Willie a bed hog, but if Cracker held her ground, Willie behaved himself and squeezed up against the wall while she stretched out across the bed, with maybe just a paw or two hanging over the edge. Cracker liked to feel Willie’s back against hers. She also liked it when he slept with his arms around her. Bliss.

On evenings of the three weekends they’d so far lived in this new place, Willie’s parents let them sleep on the floor in the small front room that jutted out with windows on three sides. It was like floating in a boat through the apartments of Chicago. Cracker knew this because she and Willie had been on a boat together once. They’d both liked that. She liked water. She liked it at the lake, and she liked it in the bathtub. Willie started the water going. She didn’t see why she couldn’t get in the bath with Willie. She jumped halfway in the tub and licked Willie’s face.

Willie heard his mom calling out, “Sweetheart, please don’t let Cracker in the bathtub—her hair clogs the drain.”

“Yeah, Mom!” He grunted as he pushed Cracker out of the tub. When she gave him a forlorn look, he said, “Maybe if my dad takes me to the Cubs game Saturday, Mom will take you out for a walk. But don’t pull so hard on the leash.” Willie knew that the Cubs weren’t even in town this Saturday, but the lie made him feel better.

Cracker’s ears perked up at the words “walk” and “leash,” but she relaxed again as Willie kept talking. “If she doesn’t take you out, I’ll take you for an extralong W-A-L-K when we get back.” Cracker jumped up. She loved it when they went on a “double-you-ale-kay.” That was the same as a “walk.”

Willie dunked under the water with his eyes open, watching the ceiling waver. He stayed under until he couldn’t hold his breath any longer. He was lying to her. By Saturday, Cracker would no longer be his dog. He’d begged everyone he knew, and his parents had even taken out a newspaper ad. But neither he nor his parents could find a new owner for Cracker. They’d taken her to the pound, but then when they got there, he couldn’t give her up. The pound told him that she would probably end up getting put down. Hardly any of the dogs were adopted.

In the bathtub Willie came up for air. Cracker was licking one of her front paws. She’d been doing that ever since they moved to the apartment and she’d actually licked away a raw spot. That’s how Willie knew Cracker was worried.

When Willie had checked his own newspaper ad, he’d noticed another. The U.S. Army needed German shepherds and Labs to go to Vietnam.

Willie hopped out of the tub and dried off. He pulled on his pajamas, and Cracker followed him into their bedroom. He didn’t even call out good night to his parents, just shut the door and got in bed.

Willie pressed up against the wall, and Cracker stretched across the rest of the bed. He lay with his eyes open. Tomorrow Cracker would be on her way to dog-training school, and then to Vietnam, where she could serve her country, and—more importantly—live. Hopefully. Live.

Cracker sniffed at Willie as he drifted off. Something was wrong with him lately. He was acting funny, and that made him smell a little different. Whatever was wrong with him made her feel kind of sad. She stood up on the bed and pushed her nose onto his cheek, then lifted her nose a bit and sniffed at him. She did smell a little bloody spot on his knee, but she didn’t think that was what was bothering him. She lay down lethargically. Whenever Willie didn’t feel good, she didn’t feel good either.

Cracker opened her eyes when Willie’s parents walked into the room. She thought they were going to scold her, as they sometimes did, for taking up so much space or for being wet. Or something. Except for scolding, they hardly ever paid much attention to her. Now they petted her head and scratched her ears and called her “good girl” over and over. That was nice. Weird, but nice. Then they left. Cracker stared a moment at the crack of light under the door. She felt even more disturbed than before. She licked her paw for a while. But Willie was here and everything was peaceful, and so finally, she fell asleep.

In the morning, as always, Willie rushed around the apartment. He fed Cracker, took her out to run a few times up and down the alley, took her home, and changed her water. Then, instead of running out the front door with his books, he threw his arms around Cracker’s neck and hugged her so hard, she squirmed and had to pull away.

Willie’s mother hovered over them. Cracker whined, completely confused. “Willie, you poor thing,” said Willie’s mother. “Why don’t you stay home today?”

“I can’t watch,” he said. “I don’t want to watch them take her.”

Cracker pawed at his shirt so hard, her nails ripped through the material. Uh-oh. She didn’t move for a moment. But nobody scolded her. Things had gotten really weird around here.

Willie took her face in his hands and said, “Bye, Cracker. You’re going to be the best dog in Vietnam!”

Then he ran out the front door with his books. When Willie hurried down the sidewalk in the mornings, Cracker liked to watch from the third-floor window in the boat room. She always felt the same sadness and slight sense of abandonment. Today she yelped at him as she watched his back. Instead of turning around, he started to run. She yelped more. Willie didn’t even stop to wave before turning the corner and going wherever he was going. He’d always waved before.

His mother petted her more than she ever had before. A lot of time passed before she said, “You’re a wonderful dog.” Cracker whined and felt the urge to lick her raw spot. Then his mother left for wherever it was that she went all day. After everybody had gone, Cracker always just lay around the apartment. Her biggest decisions were whether to sleep in the bedroom or the boat room (she wasn’t allowed in the living room) and whether to sneak a pee somewhere that Willie’s parents wouldn’t find it (she did this only once, but she thought about it a lot).

On this particular day Cracker decided (1) not to sneak a pee that morning and (2) to sleep in the bedroom. Willie would be gone for a while, so she made herself comfortable. For some reason, he always pulled the sheets and covers evenly over the bed before he left. It wasn’t comfortable that way. Before she lay down, Cracker pawed and pawed at the covers until they were perfectly scrunched up in the middle. She snuggled into the covers and fell asleep.

She lifted up her head when she heard Willie’s parents come home and a strange man talking with them. That was odd, but Cracker was only mildly interested. She was Willie’s, and Willie was hers, and nothing else much mattered.

She started getting more interested—a lot more interested—when Willie’s father walked into the bedroom carrying a leash and a leather contraption. This was not usual procedure; still, Cracker had learned to tolerate Willie’s parents, even listen to them. A couple of times Willie’s father had taken her to a place where a man poked and prodded her. So when the leather slipped over her nose, she didn’t growl at all, or even protest. The leather prevented her from opening her mouth wide enough to bite. She could have knocked Willie’s father right to the ground—and, actually, the thought did flash through her head—but she rejected that possibility pretty quickly. Even when he slipped a chain around her neck and pulled it tight, she figured he might be taking her to that place where she would be poked and prodded. Something felt wrong, but she basically trusted Willie’s father.

When they reached the living room, however, Cracker saw a stranger in a uniform, and she smelled something uneasy in the air. People smelled different, acted different, looked different, and just plain were different when they felt uneasy. Willie’s mother was crying. Willie’s father and the man in uniform looked at the ground. Cracker was stronger than Willie’s father as well as stronger than the new man. She was probably stronger, and definitely faster, than both of them put together. She didn’t like the way this new man smelled. She started to snarl. That always scared people. She tried to open her mouth and then snarled even louder.

Willie’s father responded by handing the leash to the man in uniform. He cooed, “Nice dog. Good girl, Cracker.” She snarled again and began to lunge at the man, who jerked hard on her chain. Cracker heard a very uncourageous squeal from her own throat. She tried to pull away, but the man jerked back even harder this time, and the same squeal involuntarily jumped from Cracker’s throat. The funny thing was that the man didn’t seem mean, just firm. He said, “Sit! No! Sit!” Finally, Cracker sat. The man looked at Willie’s parents and said, “She’ll do well in Vietnam.”

“Thanks for packing her up for us,” said Willie’s mother. “We just couldn’t bear to do it ourselves.”

Willie’s father said, “She’s smart as the dickens. Stubborn, though. She and Willie flunked out of obedience school twice—she needs a good handler to really teach her right. She’s strong, too. Feel her muscles.” Willie’s father reached down to squeeze one of her legs.

“I’ll take your word for it,” the man said. “Don’t worry. The army will take good care of her.”

Willie’s father said, “Good luck, Crack.”

The man laid a hand on the front doorknob. Cracker knew she shouldn’t have let Willie’s father put the chain and leather on her. She trusted Willie’s parents only because they were Willie’s parents, but she trusted Willie because, well, because he was Willie. He would help her as soon as he got home. The man took his hand off the doorknob and shook hands with Willie’s father. “Let your son know she’ll do fine.” Cracker could see he was planning to take her somewhere now. She growled and started to leap at him. The man jerked the chain upward, briefly hanging Cracker in the air. She felt her throat constrict, and for a moment everything went black.



Two

WILLIE LOOKED UP AT THE third-floor window where he always saw Cracker waiting for him. He gasped when he saw that Cracker wasn’t there. That might mean they’d already taken her. She had ESP, so she always knew when he was coming home, even when he was early. He started to trot. He’d probably get in trouble the next day for the way he’d jumped up from his desk and run from the classroom, but his parents could write a letter making up some excuse.

Willie called out to the closed window: “Cracker! Cra-a-a-acker!” She didn’t appear, and Willie broke into a sprint.

He ran up his apartment steps two at a time. When he burst inside, he was already calling out, “Cracker!” He stopped with just one foot inside the apartment. The other foot forgot to move.

There was Cracker, wearing a muzzle, and there were both his parents, and there was a man in uniform holding a leash that was attached to Cracker. Fury overcame Willie. “Let go of her!” he shouted.

His mother and father stared at him. Then his mother said, “You’re home,” as if his being home were the odd thing and not the man in uniform holding the leash that was attached to Cracker.

Willie looked accusingly at the man. “What are you doing?” Now his other foot remembered to move. He walked right up to the man and demanded, “Give me that leash.” He put both hands around the leash.

Cracker came to life, growling at the man.

Willie’s father grabbed hold of Willie’s wrists.

“Willie. Please.” He added, “You’re making it harder on the dog.”

Willie’s mother said, “Sweetheart,” and she reached out to pull him to her, but he shrugged her off. “Sweetheart, Cracker will be a war hero! Remember when we watched the news that night? The war dogs of Vietnam! You said it was neat!” She smiled, but Willie could see that her smile was phony.

“Mom, please!” Willie cried out.

Willie tried to grab the leash again while Cracker strained toward him. Willie’s father held him back and said, “Willie, you have to think about Cracker for a minute. Look how upset you’re making her.”

And, indeed, Willie saw the desperation in Cracker’s eyes. He had made her terrified. So he stepped back and whispered, “Bye, Cracker.”

The man pulled as Cracker struggled. “Heel!” the man said. The last thing Willie saw was a glimpse of her frightened brown eyes, and then the door closed. He ran to the window and stared as Cracker and the man left the building. Cracker looked up at him before the man tore off the leather contraption and loaded her into a crate in the back of a van. When the van drove off, Willie watched until he couldn’t see it anymore.

He didn’t cry at all. It was just . . . the whole world was completely different now. It didn’t matter if the Cubs won or lost, it didn’t matter if his father had a job or not, and it didn’t matter if he ever went back to school. The thought occurred to him that he should have cut off the hair at the tip of Cracker’s tail or her nails or something so he could always have a piece of her. It was crazy, but he felt like he would give anything in the world for one of her toenails.



Three

CRACKER HAD STARTED LIFE OUT as a Big Deal. She was born the daughter of Champion Felix Olympus von Braun, who a lot of people thought was one of the finest German shepherds ever bred. Olympus had won forty-seven Best of Show titles before his owners decided to retire him. Cracker’s mother, Champion Midnight Moon of Shreveport, won seventeen Best of Shows, even beating Olympus one time. Cracker’s name as a puppy was not Cracker, but Magnificent Dawn of Venus. Venus was expected to be a champion herself, for a lot of people thought she was the finest bitch in her litter. She was purchased for $1,500 by Willie’s uncle on Willie’s father’s side and lived a pampered but lonely life in a big kennel with a big dog run. She won Best Puppy in Match three times, even beating out her littermates.

But one day her left hind leg got caught on a piece of chain link in her day kennel, and the bone broke in two. After healing, she could still walk fine, but her leg bent in a certain way that made it impossible for her ever to be a great show dog. Willie’s uncle decided to give her to Willie as a birthday present.

She was six months old. Willie named her Firecracker, and when he got her home, she immediately proceeded to figure out how to open the refrigerator, eating every piece of meat in there until her stomach was so swollen, she couldn’t move. His parents had worried that she might need to go to the veterinarian and have the food surgically removed from her stomach. But Willie just hauled her onto his bed and let her spread out while he squished himself up against the wall.

When she woke up, he was sleeping with his arms around her. At first she growled, but then she realized she liked the feeling. Despite the attention that had been showered on her previously, she’d never quite felt loved in this way before. And so she began a life of being pampered in a different way. Willie worshipped her. Oh, he taught her a lot of stuff and made her behave sometimes, but she knew she had the upper hand. She was born to be a beloved queen and eat good snacks.

So why was she now trapped in a crate in the back of a van? Why were two other dogs who looked like her also trapped in crates in the back of the van? She howled. The howling reverberated in her ears and seemed to fill the whole world. The other dogs seemed scared, but they didn’t howl. Cracker concentrated on Willie as she howled. Maybe he didn’t understand the seriousness of the situation. Where was he? It was getting dark already. It was time for their walk.

She was so lost in her howling that she didn’t have the slightest idea how much time had elapsed by the time the truck stopped. The two men carried out the other dogs one at a time. She breathed deeply and howled even louder. As soon as the two men returned, she stopped howling and tensed her body.

“Beautiful animal,” said one of the men.

“If you like dogs,” said the other. He looked at her. “Dog, you’re going to Vietnam. They got dog diseases there I can’t even pronounce.” He turned to the other man. “She’ll be lucky to make it home in one piece.”

“Actually, they keep the dogs there until they die,” the other man said. “They never come home.”

“No kidding? My dad had a Doberman who served in World War II, and he came back. He was the family dog after the war.”

“They changed the policy with this war. The military considers the dogs equipment, and equipment is expendable.”

Cracker growled as they neared the crate. They picked it up. She threw herself against the side of the crate and felt gratified when one of the men almost lost his balance. But it didn’t stop the men from loading her into a big, dark room full of stifling air. She smelled more dogs and heard a couple of them howling. The room jerked, a whistle blew, and then the room jerked again and started moving. She couldn’t see anything except a dark wall. This all went on so long that she fell asleep, dreaming of biting the man who had taken her from Willie.

When she woke up, the train had stopped. A voice from a loudspeaker boomed, “Lackland Air Force Base, ladies and gentlemen.” But all she could see was the wall.

Two new men picked up her crate and took it to a place that was almost like the place Willie’s father had taken her a couple of times. A man put a new leather contraption around her snout so she couldn’t open her mouth, and then another man poked and prodded her. So maybe she was at a similar place as before, and Willie’s father might come get her before long. The man tried to grab her neck, but she whirled around and threw herself as hard as she could against him. She heard his head clunk and felt satisfied. Then another man came and grabbed the chain around her neck and held her down while the first man stuck her with a needle.

After that, the days were filled with odd activities. Men would make loud noises around her and study her reaction. A big, whirring mechanical thing someone called “chopper” landed nearby. Again men poked and prodded her. One man examined the leg she’d broken by pressing his fingers into it.

Then one day a woman came along and stuck her with yet another needle. The woman had kind eyes. “You passed all the tests, Cracker. We need to tattoo your ear, baby. Go to sleep, sweetheart. Sleepytimes.”

And that was the last thing Cracker remembered until she woke up in another big, dark, rumbling room, just like the previous big, dark, rumbling room. For some reason, her right ear hurt, as if it were scratched. That made her start up a new howl, and what she heard in reply surprised her: There must have been twenty other dogs, all howling or whimpering. They kept it up as long as they could, and then they all slept. She usually didn’t care for other dogs but she already felt a sense of kinship with these. What was happening to them? The room stopped again. She stayed still to concentrate on the commotion behind her, and then two new men were carrying her crate out of the room and to the back of a truck. She knew what a truck was. She’d ridden in trucks with Willie when they went camping a couple of times. The air outside was warm, humid, and fresh, and the pain in her ear had subsided a little. Another dog looked at her, which annoyed her, so she snarled and threw herself against the side of the cage. He whimpered. Annoying coward! She met eyes with yet another dog, one even bigger than her. He didn’t annoy her. They looked at each other, and she felt a mutual respect. She pushed her nose to the gate of her crate, and he did the same in his crate.

When the truck stopped, several men in uniforms crowded around the back talking with the drivers. The uniforms were the same as the one worn by the man who took her from Willie.

“A couple of them are real beauties,” the driver said. “That one’s big for a female.”

“How much does she weigh?”

The driver looked at a clipboard. “Hundred and ten. Moderately aggressive, just what the army is looking for. She had a broken leg, but they’re keeping her anyway. Never heard of that.”

Another couple of men lifted down her crate, and she lunged at the side. These men weren’t thrown off balance, though.

“She seems more than moderately aggressive,” said the driver. “Gorgeous animal, though. From Chicago. Name’s Cracker.”

At the sound of her name Cracker’s ears perked up, but nobody said anything more to her. From the truck, she smelled grass and lots of different people.

The dog crates were carried to a nearby kennel area. One by one the dogs were taken out of the crates and put into a kennel. Only Cracker waited in her crate. Finally, a man appeared with padding on his arms, and he and another man pulled Cracker out of her crate and tried to push her into a kennel. She slammed her body into the padded man and heard that wonderful clunk noise as his head hit the concrete. She saw one of his legs rise as he fell.

A third man appeared from somewhere and reached for the back of her neck. She figured whatever he wanted to do was bad, so she heaved her side into him, and he ended up grabbing her around the stomach. They wrestled and wrestled.

“Throw her in the kennel!” somebody yelled. She bit the third man’s arm.

“Ahhh! Ahhh! Crazy dog!” Suddenly, the man let go of her, and the three men rushed into her kennel and slammed the door. Cracker looked at them. They looked at her. Even she knew this was all wrong. Oh, well. She trotted off but stopped when she saw another man wrapped in padding.

“You’re supposed to grab them by the back of the neck!” shouted one of the men in the kennel. But as the man moved toward her, she easily galloped away. She kept running until she came to a long building. She turned around and saw what was now six men closing in on her, breathing hard.

For a while she ran in a big circle as she listened to the men losing their breath. She heard one of them trip; ordinarily, this might have been fun. But there was nowhere to go. And there was no Willie to go to. This wasn’t fun at all. So she ran back to the only place she knew of where she might belong: the kennel. The gate was open, and she slipped in. It took the men a couple of minutes to reach the gate and slam it shut.

They looked at her. She looked at them. Then nothing happened. She turned her head both ways and saw that kennels with dogs stretched into the distance on both sides of her. Two kennels down was the dog she thought was okay. They met eyes. He looked a little scared—but a little happy, too—to see her. The dog to her right was half her size. She wagged her tail eagerly. Cracker went to sniff noses with her. Then Cracker waved her tail in approval.

A roof protected one section of her kennel from the sun, and a bowl of water sat in a corner. She lapped eagerly at the water. The dog to the left of her whined and pawed at her kennel. She growled, and the dog slunk back. Some dogs she just didn’t like.

The men still watched Cracker as she lay down. And then they left, and she waited and waited and waited, occasionally chewing on the steel gate or licking her raw spot.

She felt crazy in this kennel, but at the same time she knew that there was nowhere else to go. She tried to feel exactly where Willie was. She knew the direction, and she knew he was far, but that was it. She whined and laid her head on her paws.

But the more she waited, the sadder she felt. And then the sadder she felt, the angrier she felt at everybody who came by. Whenever someone tried to take her out, she growled with such menace that they left her and took out another dog instead. She bit a fellow who brought her food in, just because he annoyed her. She felt furious with everybody, even the people who just walked in front of her cage.

The dog on her right, the one everyone called “Tristie,” had guys petting her and taking her out all the time. Everybody liked Tristie, even Cracker. Sometimes Tristie would slap a paw on the fencing between them, and Cracker would slap a paw in the same place. Then they would run up and down their kennels at the same time. Other times, when Tristie was away, Cracker would lie sullenly at the back of her kennel. One day two men in uniform stood in front of her cage. She snarled and jumped over and over at the gate. She hated them—whoever they were.

“This one’s not going to make it. She’s too mean. They’re going to have to put her down or maybe make her a sentry dog.”

“Five dollars says she makes it.”

They shook hands.



Four

RICK HANSKI WAS GOING TO whip the world. It was just a feeling he had. He hadn’t done much to back up this idea, but he just knew it. He’d signed up for the army on his seventeenth birthday, after a long talk with his parents and grandparents about his future and about his father’s hardware store and who might take it over someday if not him. His parents were first-generation Scandinavian Americans—all four of his grandparents came from the tundra. After he’d moved to Wisconsin, Grandpa Hanski had gotten a patent for a bar clamp and sold the patent to a big tool company. He’d used the money to start a hardware store that Rick’s father had inherited when Grandpa retired early. Rick had worked at the store since he was a kid.

When he wanted to relax, he liked to make things: He’d made quite a few frames for his mother and a couple of chairs for his father. He liked to shape things. But he knew his work wasn’t good enough to sell, and anyway, making stuff was mostly just for relaxing. It took his mind off of what worries he had. He guessed his biggest worry was that he wasn’t sure he wanted to take over the hardware store someday. Everybody had assumed that the store was his future; that’s why his parents didn’t complain about his soso grades. They were just proud that he worked hard in the store, and they’d never made him feel bad that his sister, Amy, was a math prodigy who’d graduated from MIT a couple of years ago and was now going for her PhD in Applied Mathematics, whatever that meant. He did overhear his father saying once that his sister had a calling, whereas Rick was a “good, strong, well-mannered boy,” just like all the Hanski men had been at his age.

When his father had met one of the actual DeWalts at a convention once, he’d talked about it for days, as if he’d met the president or something. But sometimes, working at the hardware store, Rick felt . . . not bored exactly, but like something wasn’t quite right. And Rick was filled with guilt, because he knew how proud his father was of the store. But it just didn’t feel right for him. So when Rick turned seventeen, he thought he’d sign up like some of the other local guys had. He was a man now, not a boy, no matter what his parents thought. He’d made the announcement at dinner the week before he turned seventeen. Everyone had just finished eating.

Rick had turned to his father, who Rick could tell was just about to stand up.

“Dad?”

“Hmm?”

“I’d like to sign up.”

“Sign up for what?”

Rick had felt four sets of eyes burn into him. His parents’ and grandparents’. They’d probably been thinking dinner was over, and it was time to watch television, maybe laugh at a TV comedy. Life didn’t hold many surprises in the Hanski household. “Sign up for Vietnam. But I need you to approve since I’ll be only seventeen.”

Rick felt his own chest heaving with nervousness but kept his eyes trained on his father’s. Then everybody was talking at once. His parents and grandparents grilled him for hours. He’d prepared for all this, had planned to start out by talking about something he’d done once: save a kid’s life. It was a couple of years ago, and he’d been standing on a sidewalk and seen a six-year-old boy run into the path of an oncoming bus. Rick had pushed the boy out of the way and just managed to get out of the way himself. Those moments stood out with clarity in Rick’s mind, whereas every day at the hardware store dulled in comparison. That’s what he’d wanted to talk about that night. But instead, his family had hardly given him a chance to speak.

They’d lectured him about what he planned to do when he got back, about whether he really understood that war was an “ugly thing,” as his grandfather said over and over. Grandpa had lived in Finland during World War II. He knew war.

“I know, Grandpa,” Rick started to say, but then his grandmother broke in.

“If we’d pushed him more in school, maybe none of this would be happening,” Grandma Hanski had said. If they’d pushed him in school, she continued, maybe he’d want to go to college and be an accountant for the hardware store or something. Finally, at the end of the four hours, silence fell and everybody turned to Rick’s father. His father was a serious man who surprised you sometimes with a practical joke or a belly laugh. But there had been no joking at that table for those four hours.

His father had leaned his forehead on his fingertips in deep thought. Then he’d raised his head and nodded and said, “You do what you have to do.” His father came with him to sign the papers, and the Saturday before Rick left, his family threw a big party. A lot of their friends were also customers. Farmers, furniture makers, factory workers. A couple of the old men had played saws with violin bows. Lots of laughing, a little crying.

And now Rick Hanski was going to whip the world. That’s what he thought to himself as he walked across the lush grass at Fort Benning. He’d always been self-confident. Working with your tools did that to you, made you see how you could shape things. He had to admit that so far he hadn’t been a resounding success in the army. He’d gotten written up during basic training for “lack of tact and diplomacy.” Apparently, some of the mucky-mucks thought he was too outspoken. Originally what had happened was that a sergeant had demanded a loan of ten dollars for a poker game. Demanded it. Rick had said politely, “I’m sorry. Don’t have it, Sarge.” The next time the sergeant saw him, he’d demanded ten dollars again, and that had just offended Rick’s sense of fairness. In the house in which he’d been raised, the world was a fair place. Maybe Rick had always been a bit of a firebrand—got that from his mother’s father. His mother said it wasn’t a bad temper, it was “righteous indignation.” Whatever it was, it didn’t get you far in the army. Then, in advanced infantry training, Rick had gotten into a couple of fistfights—more righteous indignation—that got him written up.
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