


The dog sat up in the back seat of the car, behind the cage, as
they drove through the ghetto, past the pomo movies and
bumed-out storefronts, the winos passed out in doorways, junk-
ies 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
tun 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, “look at this shit. I dont even notice most of
the time. And when I do, 1 wonder what's gonna happen. You
know? What's gonna happen next?”

“I's just gonna get worse,” Dana said, his 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.”

Norman, his foot in a cast, was working the desk at North, watch-
ing the little TV he'd brought from home. As Hanson reached to
open the precinct door, he saw Norman watching him in the sil-
ver convex mirror across the hall from the desk. Like all good
cops, Norman watched everything, all the time.

“You looking for the animal control office?” Norman said, his
back still to them, as they walked in. “This is North precinct. We
just shoot ‘em up here,” he said, pulling the sawed-off double
barrel shotgun from beneath the desk.

Hanson heard the sound of distant helicopters, the unmistak-
able shudder of Hueys.

“Norman, that broken toe’s got to be healed by now. I think
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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 dol-
lars at work,” Hanson said, glancing at the TV.

“What's with the mutt?” Norman 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, Ill clean it up.”

The TV volume was turmed down, almost drowned out by
radio traffic from North and East precincts. The early news was
on, footage of helicopters rising from the American Embassy in
Saigon, Vietnamese civilians in white shirts trying to hang onto
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.

Norman pulled himself out of the chair 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 1 call animal
control to come and get him?”

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

“Okay. If you think you can handle the desk for a minute—in
a professional fucking manner—I1l go see if 1 can find a blanket
for Barko there.”

On the TV, a reporter looked into the camera, shouting over
the roar of helicopters.
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“They been showing that same footage all fucking night,”
Norman 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,” Norman 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. Not with that cat of
hers,” Dana said as they pulled out of the lot to cover Crane at a
family-fight, on the way out to their district. “You on the other
hand....”

“I got no use for a dog.” :

Five Sixty-Two, Crane 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 blew a red light and ac-
celerated.

“They eat 'em in Hong Kong,” he said.

“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
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