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	Cities rob men of eyes and hands and feet,

	Patching one hole of many incomplete.

	 

	-James Russell Lowell, The Pioneer (1847)

	 

	Human blood is heavy; the man

	who has shed it cannot run away.

	 

	-African Proverb

	 

	Prejudice is like a hair across your cheek

	you keep brushing at it because the feel of it is irritating.

	 

	-Marian Anderson

	 


PART 1: 

	CHOCOLATE CITY

	 

	 

	
1

	Rollin' on the River

	 

	 

	The island was packed. 

	A night breeze came from the west, carrying the scent of the river to the shore. The park pulsated with the energy of the crowd jammed inside it. 

	The crowd was young and mostly black, but white faces could be seen here and there, cruising the drive for action.

	Music blared out of vehicles parked along a circular drive. Rap music. Thumping bass lines, funky rhythms, and throaty, angry vocals. The differing beats rose like thunder, a defiant imbalance of sounds. 

	The air smelled of the river, fast food, marijuana, and beer. Within the darkness, small pipes were lit, their flames flickering for an instant then disappearing like fireflies. 

	It was ten-thirty on Belle Isle Park in Detroit. Prime time. The long concrete drive called the Strip was filled with young folks hanging out, cruising, and getting high. 

	The police drove through occasionally, keeping an eye on events. They were booed, cursed, and generally disrespected in the process. 

	Beyond the party on the Strip, further into the park, a young black man sat on a picnic bench in an old gazebo, oblivious to the celebration half a mile away. A large flashlight sat next to him on the end of the table, its beacon cutting a passage of light. In the light, the man counted a huge wad of cash. It had been a good night. 

	He'd made the rounds in record time and he was pleased with his success. He was good, he thought, but you had to be good to run the action on the island. There was a police station on Belle Isle, and a dealer had to be smart to move the product and evade detection. The cops were big, mean bastards and you couldn't tell which ones were tight with the crew. And if you got caught by one who wasn't, he might not bother to arrest you. He might just take you somewhere and beat the shit out of you-or worse. 

	Times were good for Floyd Turner, called Big Money Grip on the street. He got the nickname because he always packed a large wad of cash. He was the best roller in his crew of dealers. 

	His crew didn't really have a name, but they were unofficially called the Union. They ran most of the drugs in the city. The lesser crews and independent rollers stayed out of their way and took the leftovers. 

	Grip didn't take no shit and minded his own business. That's how you survived. The crews had their own code of honor and he never violated it. Most of the rollers were fools, he thought. Just punks with a little money waiting to get shot by a cop, another roller, or some bitch they couldn't handle. 

	He had ten young rollers working the island. They ranged in ages from twelve to twenty-one. They were smart and ambitious. Some he even called friends, but he never liked anyone to be around when he counted the take. He always counted his money first, then checked on the others. This way, only he would know exactly how much he had, and if he was in need of cash, he would skim a little off the top and no one would know. 

	Tonight business was good. The black folk were buying in volume. The white suburban boys and their pale girlfriends who cruised the island were shelling out the cash, too. The white kids usually just came to buy, then headed back to suburbia with its green lawns, and station wagons. 

	Many of the white kids were what they called wiggers, or white niggers. They adopted the cultural trappings of inner city blacks, the clothes, the music, and hairstyles. They rejected their parents' middle-class values and sought the edginess of being black. 

	The wiggers loved to come to the city on their little adventures. They could buy the stuff out where they lived, but that was boring. Better to come to the city, where the animals live. Grip didn't mind, though. They paid in cash. 

	He finished counting his take and stuffed it into a large leather pouch. The Belle Isle crowd was really putting the shit away tonight, he thought. 

	Grip sold crack which was called base, rock, juice, or the ever popular shit. He also dealt a little weed called indo, chronic, or just plain smoke. The names were always changing in drug culture. Currently, he was a roller, because a drug dealer was said to be rolling out the product, or rolling in the money. Dealers were called slangers, ballers out west, or clockers on the East Coast. As the culture embraced different themes and icons, everything changed. Except the job. The occupation of dealing drugs could never change. 

	It was ten forty-five. Grip decided to wait an hour before going back out. Then he would go for the big time score-midnight. There was something about the witching hour that made people crazy for getting high. 

	Grip was too smart for the pitfalls of drug dealing. He had ten years in the game and counting. He didn't even break the time the cops busted him. They beat him silly, then stole all his money and drugs. He was praised by his peers for his strength and honor. He knew then that he'd move up eventually to manager. That's the way it was in the drug business. You roll the product, don't talk to cops, and you get rewarded. At the ripe old age of twenty-three, Big Money Grip was looking for a promotion. 

	Something moved. The sound was sharp, cutting through the silence. Grip sprang to attention. He searched the area; hand on the gun in his waistband. He couldn't tell exactly where the sound had come from and the noise from the Strip was too distant to be heard. 

	Grip took out his gun. He stepped from the concrete gazebo to the grass. The earth felt good under his new basketball shoes. He followed the flashlight beam, walking toward his truck. 

	Maybe it was just an animal, he thought. But he didn't like taking chances. Nobody knew where he was, not even his own rollers. The light cut through the darkness, but revealed nothing. 

	“If somebody out there, you don't wanna be fuckin' with me!” Grip yelled. He flicked the flashlight back and forth around the truck. ''I'll bust a cap in yo' ass, as sure as I'm standin' here!” 

	Silence. Grip took another step. You had to intimidate when you were in danger. That was one of the first things he'd learned in the business. He moved slowly; his muscles tense. He brought the light to the side of his truck. Its cherry red body gleamed. 

	He wasn't afraid to shoot whoever it was. He'd killed before. Grip guessed that if someone was out there, it couldn't be a cop. They never came this far into the picnic area at this time of night. They knew all the sales took place on the drives. It might be one of those undercover bastards, but they wouldn't be out this far either. No, it wasn't the Hook, as the police were sometimes caned. They wouldn't play games like this. 

	Grip traced his steps back to the gazebo. It was probably somebody's mutt-ass dog or a raccoon, he reasoned. He sat and stretched his arms upward, yawning. He was beginning to feel a little tired. He didn't sleep much. Rollers never did. Selling drugs was a twenty-four hour-a-day job. 

	Grip placed the gun on the table with the leather pouch of money. He had a lot of time before he had to get back out there. Grip took out his pipe and pulled his private stash from his hip pocket. The small white rocks briefly caught the beam of the flashlight in their plastic container as he placed them next to the crack pipe. He picked out a nice fat one. 

	Grip did not see the man crouched beyond the gazebo on the far side of the wooden picnic tables. Hidden behind a series of large steel trashcans, he was only a few feet away 

	The crouching man was dressed in black and knelt as if praying. Silent and motionless, he could have been a large rock or a mound of dirt. His pulse was slow and steady, his breathing thin, noiseless. He'd been following the drug dealer all night, watching him sell death along the Strip. 

	As Floyd Turner dropped a rock of crack into his glass pipe, he heard a rumble at the end of the table and saw the shadowy figure spring to its full height, winding upwards, like a thick, black spider. 

	Grip stood and reached for the gun. He had to take his eyes from the shadow to locate the weapon, and in that instant, the man was upon him, springing across the tabletop in a fluid motion. Grip was knocked to the ground. 

	Grip saw a reddish flash as the force of a blow hit him squarely in the face. Strong hands grabbed his throat and pulled him up to his feet. Grip's body stiffened at the hot pain of a knee in his groin. The wind flew from his body and he fell back on the ground in a sorry lump, holding his balls. 

	The killer stood above Grip breathing hard, heart pumping. The killer removed a large knife from his clothing and stepped closer to the man on the ground. Grip sensed him coming and tried to roll away. The killer kicked him hard in the ribs. Grip grunted loudly and rolled over, grabbing his side. 

	The knife struck. Grip howled in pain, trying desperately to crawl away. But the killer followed. With a quick jab, the knife was in Grip's face. Grip tried to cover with his hands, but the killer's strokes were too quick, darting between Grip's bloody fingers. Grip rolled over, hiding his face. 

	The killer pulled back, then braced his foot in the small of Grip's back and plunged the knife deep into the dying man. Grip's mouth opened in a wide, soundless scream, straining the skin at the corners. 

	The killer watched a moment, then removed the knife. He braced himself over Grip then struck with the blade again and again. Finally, the killer paused, breathing heavily. He brushed sweat from his forehead. 

	“Dirty hands,” the killer whispered, then cut Grip's throat. 

	The killer watched the life flow from the trash beneath him. A breeze flared up and the killer briefly smelled the scent of the river. 

	He jerked himself back into the moment, removed another tool from his jacket and knelt by Grip's corpse. 

	He finished his work and walked off into the night. 

	 

	


	 


2

	Wake Up Call

	 

	 

	He is in a large room, a pen of some type. His limbs are heavy. He struggles and hears chains clanking together. It's a sick, filthy sound. His vision is obscured by a dirty, tattered cloth wrapped around his face, but he can see shadows moving in the room and insects scurrying on the edges of the fabric. 

	Suddenly, he's aware that the pen is filled with bodies writhing, dark figures moaning and calling out in pain and despair. He moves his head, struggling to loosen the cloth. It recedes a little and then he is rushed by a flood of smells: urine, sweat, excrement-blood. With his toes he feels the thick wetness of the dirt floor and creatures, rats maybe, running over it. 

	He can see an opening in the room. It is a door, and a dim, gray light comes through. Each time it opens, tall figures come through, grab a dark body from the floor, and take it out. The victims scream an ungodly sound each time. 

	Beyond the opening, he hears the shouts of a crowd, but their words are muffled. Again and again the tall men come and remove bodies, each time coming closer to him. 

	He tries to wake himself. He knows it's only a dream. He tries to shake his own consciousness to force the dream to break. He searches for memories of reality, proof of his other existence. But he can remember nothing of his life. And no power he can muster will break the fabric of reality. He has always been here. It is real. He is here, in chains, lying in his own feces. He begins to cry, and struggles while the chains sing their awful song. 

	The door opens again. They have come for him this time. He watches the tall figures come through the doorway. He cannot see their faces, but knows they are smiling, laughing at him. He is struck again by the smell of the place. Something gnaws into his leg; the pain is sharp and hot. 

	He screams, a last desperate attempt to escape, and something crawls into his mouth. He chokes on it. He spits it out and faintly tastes its coarse flavor. 

	When he recovers, the men are upon him. They grab him and lift. The chains sing again. Something falls from his leg and he hears it plop onto the ground. 

	The men drag him toward the door and the dim light in the doorway is frightening, pulsing with life. Voices yell on the other side of the door, shouting numbers. 

	“Five hundred!” 

	“Six hundred!” 

	He knows where he is and despairs. At the edge of the hideous door, he hears someone whisper to him, but he is not sure if it is one of the captors. The voice is cruel, and familiar. 

	“End of the line, nigger.”

	He is pushed into the light.... 

	 

	**********

	 

	Tony Hill sprang up in bed, his mouth open in a soundless yell. His heart raced and he was wet with sweating. He checked the room as he always did after the nightmare, looking for specters. 

	He was home in bed, his wife Nikki sleeping next to him and his son, Moe, wedged between them like an intruder. The Sight of his family drew him slowly into reality and calmed his heart. 

	He had never been a slave and yet the nightmare seemed real, as if from some past life. Bondage, vermin, chains, the clarity of the moment was frightening. And strangely, it was the light in the doorway, with its awful, glowing hatred that was the most hideous sight. 

	Tony had tried desperately to stop having The Dream, as be called it, but it kept coming back, breaking free of each mental barrier he created, like a freight train hitting a picket fence. 

	The phone rang. Tony caught it in mid-ring, trying not to wake his family. He was surprised at how quickly he had grabbed the receiver. 

	He scanned the room again and caught the clock radio. The red numbers glowed 4: 10 A.M. 

	“Hello? ... Yeah, this is Inspector Hill,” he said. 

	The voice on the other end was not familiar, but it possessed a timbre of dread and urgency that he had heard a thousand times. And before the words were out, he knew someone had been murdered. 

	The flashing lights of the police cruisers danced on dark trees as Tony pulled his car into the area on Belle Isle where Floyd Turner's body had been found. 

	Tony got out of his car, and for a moment he felt he was walking through ripples of time as the grim faces of uniformed officers and coroner's aides blended into a hundred memories of a hundred crimes past. 

	Tony had been notified that there had been a death and the police were in a standoff with the probable killer. He walked up to the scene and a tall black man broke off from a group of officers and intercepted him. 

	“You in charge here, brother?” asked the tail man. 

	Tony smiled a little at the sight of his partner. Jim was a black lieutenant assigned as an assistant to Tony. They were supposed to function independently, but their friendship had melded the relationship into the traditional partnership. Cops couldn't break old habits. 

	“What we got here, man?” Tony asked. He walked with Jim toward the line of police cars forming a barricade. Tony took out his Beretta 92FS. There was no immediate danger, but it was another old habit. 

	“We got a stiff and the perp,” said Jim. “Two officers got here while he was robbing the corpse. He pulled out a gun and the uniforms backed off. The perp got caught before he could get back to his car. He's hiding behind that row of metal garbage cans.” 

	“Any shots fired?” Tony asked. 

	“Nope. He's saving 'em I guess.” 

	“How long he been holed up?” 

	“Uniforms got here about two hours ago.” Jim said. 

	“Hostages?” Tony asked. 

	“No, it's just him back there.” 

	“Any use talking to him, you think?” 

	“You 'know these young boys nowadays ain't got no heart,” Jim said. “We'll have to go hard on his ass.” 

	“But if he didn't fire on the uniforms, maybe he didn't kill the guy there. “ “Look, this is drug related,” Jim said.  “And I bet this guy has been through the system before. He's got nothing to lose.” 

	“You a mind reader now, Jim?” 

	“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” 

	“It means, we can't suppose any of that. If he killed the man, why was he still here? He could have popped him and took off....” 

	The other officers watched their argument without concern. Partners going at it was normal. They kept their eyes on the perp and waited for Tony and Jim to complete the cycle. 

	“... I say we try to take him,” Jim said. “We surround him, move in slowly, and if he fires, so be it.” 

	“You ready to take that bullet?” 

	“You know it.” 

	“Tony looked at Jim. He was ready, crazy bastard. And he was probably right. The rollers of today were often ready to die or kill at any moment. They didn't give a shit because they knew death was in the contract when they signed up. An aggressive posture was called for. 

	“Let me talk with him first,” Tony said. “No reason to have a dead witness unless we absolutely have to.” 

	“He's a perp, not a witness,” said Jim. 

	Tony didn't answer. He grabbed a bullhorn. 

	“This is Inspector Hill, Detroit Police. We already have you for killing your boy there.” 

	“I ain't killed nobody!” the perp yelled from behind the cans. “Then throw out your weapon and come out.” “How I know you won't shoot me anyway.” 

	“You don't. But we damn sure will if you don't bring your ass out.” 

	“I... I got me some demands.” 

	“That's a dead body out there.” Tony said. “There's no way we're letting you walk.” The perp was silent. “We could wait him out,” Tony said to Jim. 

	“Sure,” said Jim. “He'll pass out from hunger in three or four days.” 

	“We can't sit here all night screwing around with this guy,” Tony said. 'And if I call in SWAT, there won't be enough left of him to put in a baggie.” 

	“OK, then let me go for him and you lay back,” Jim said. 

	“Thanks, but I have another way,” Tony said. “Tell the uniforms to move laterally but to stay out of the line of fire.”

	“What good will that do?” 

	“It'll give this guy the feeling that we're moving in.” 

	Jim pulled a uniform aside and gave him the order.

	Tony put his Beretta away and lifted the bullhorn. “OK, we're tired of this shit! You got a minute, just sixty seconds to come out.” 

	“This is bullshit,” Jim said. “He won't fall for it.” 

	“He's scared. He'll go for it. Besides, he's not worth getting a cop shot, even if it's you.” Into the bullhorn, Tony said, “We're coming to get you. If you shoot, my men will kill you. So, you can deal with me or the men with the guns. OK, people move in!” 

	Jim signaled the uniforms. They moved in circles around the perp, but did not come any closer. “Forty-five seconds!”

	Tony said into the bullhorn. “'Throw out your weapon.” 

	The garbage cans hiding the perp knocked against each other. The uniforms stopped, then continued to circle. 

	“Hey! Back the fuck off!” the perp yelled. 

	“Too late,” said Tony. “Thirty seconds!” 

	“What are you some kinda fuckin' nut, I gotta gun!”       

	“We have them too. They use hollow points. Pretty messy. Fifteen!” 

	Tony and Jim stepped out from behind the cars. “Ten, nine, eight....” 

	“OK, OK,” said the perp. He stood up with the gun dangling on the index finger of his right hand. 

	Tony and Jim drew their weapons. The perp was right in front of them, about twenty yards away. They moved in, keeping a bead on the man. 

	“Hold fire!” Tony shouted. To the perp he said, “Drop the weapon, now.’ 

	“I didn't kill him,” the perp said. 

	“Drop the fucking gun!” Jim said. 

	“I just got here and ... there he was-” 

	Tony signaled Jim to stop, then he walked on. 

	“Put the gun down son,” Tony said in a softer voice. “It's over. Just drop the weapon.” Tony lowered his gun. To Jim he said, “You got him?” 

	“I got him,” Jim said, keeping his gun on the perp.

	Tony walked closer. He kept his eye on the perp, knowing Jim was watching the gun in the perp's hand. 

	Tony got to the man and slowly removed the gun from his finger. Two uniforms rushed out and grabbed the perp and quickly handcuffed him. The coroner's aide and his crew hurried to the corpse. 

	“You're the luckiest bastard on two feet, you know that?” Jim said. 

	“God looks out for babies and fools,” Tony said. 

	“Goddamned Inspector walking out without a gun. What's this department coming to?” Jim said. 

	The two uniforms brought the perp to Tony and Jim. He was a thin, black kid about seventeen. 

	“I didn't do nothin',” he said. “He was like that when I got here. I swear.” 

	“He been Mirandized?” asked Tony. 

	“Yes sir,” said a uniform. 

	“Who are you?” Tony asked the perp. 

	“Alonzo ... Fields,” said the kid. His voice was shaking, desperate. 

	“What happened here?” Tony asked. He knew that anything Alonzo told him would be thrown out by a judge even though the kid had been given his rights. 

	“Like I said, when I got here, he was dead. So, I was just gonna lift some jewelry off him, you know.” 

	“See anybody?” asked Jim. 

	“Naw, but there had to be somebody 'cause I swear on my mama, I didn't do it.” 

	Alonzo was near tears now. Tony could see now that he was not a killer. He'd seen enough hard cases over the years and this wasn't one of them. 

	“Who is he?” asked Tony. 

	“Shit, you don't know that truck? He's The Grip. Big Money Grip.” 

	Tony knew the name. One of Detroit's finest dealers. “You one of his men? You in the Union?” 

	“No, I'm just hangin' out, you know. I ain't with them. Besides, everybody knows there ain't no Union.” 

	“Right,” Tony said. “These officers are going to ask you some more questions.” He walked away. 

	“I didn't do it. You believe me don't you?” said Alonzo. “I was just gonna take his watch, you know.” 

	“With a gun? Yeah, we know,” said Jim. “Take his ass in.” 

	“But, what about my car, I left it-” 

	“That's the least or your worries,” said Tony. 

	The uniforms carted Alonzo off as Dr. Ralph Neward, the assistant medical examiner, walked toward Tony and Jim. Neward was a smallish man with thick, black hair. 

	Tony and Jim watched Neward approach as they had so many times before. But this time, he looked different. His chubby face was red and his eyes contorted into circles of dread. 

	“Inspector Hill,” Neward said. “I think you should see this.” 

	Tony, Jim, and Neward walked over to the body. The corpse was on its stomach, spread-eagled and it was a mess. The dead man had been ripped to pieces. Skin hung in flaps, bone could be seen in places, and blood was everywhere, dried and brownish. 

	“What is it?” Tony asked. 

	“It's his hands, sir,” Neward said. 

	“What about them?” Tony asked. 

	“They're gone. He doesn't have any.” 

	Tony and Jim both knelt closer to the corpse. It was still dark and there was so much blood that it was difficult to see anything. When they were upon the body, they saw that the hands of the dead man had been cut off, severed at the wrists. 

	Tony stood. “Jesus,” he said. 

	“Why do I get the feeling this is going to be a lousy day?” said Jim. 

	“The forensic techs will need to do a lot of work here,” said Tony. “Don't move the body until they're done.” 

	“Yes sir,” said Neward. 

	“Tell your boss, Dr. Roberts, we'll be calling on him bright and early,” said Tony. The forensic technicians began their delicate task of searching for evidence. Tony and Jim watched with grim faces. On the horizon, the first rays of morning glowed yellow and orange. Tony turned his face toward the light and quietly cursed. 

	 


3

	1300

	 

	 

	The First Precinct police station at 1300 Beaubien had seen better days. It was old and overdue for refurbishing. Its brick surface wore the dirt and soot of many years. Police cars surrounded it on all four sides, as if protecting it. 

	On the fifth floor of the building that everyone in Detroit called Thirteen Hundred. Police Inspector Tony Hill was drinking his fifth cup of coffee. He'd been in his office since capturing Alonzo Fields and securing the crime scene on Belle Isle. 

	Tony was the leader of the Special Crimes Unit, an elite group of detectives drawn from the citywide force. They handled all the nastiest cases in the city: mass murder, drug gangs, serial rapists, child molestation, and any other crap that flowed down the pike. The officers affectionately called the SCU the Sewer, because that's where all the shit landed.

	The last two leaders of the SCU had gone on to better things. One was now on the City Council, the other in the state House of Representatives. Tony had no such aspirations, but it was nice to know that he could. 

	Only heading the mayor's personal police force, the SS, was more prestigious than the SCU. But then again, he thought, you had to be borderline crazy to be one of those SS guys and he wanted no part of it. A veteran cop named Walter Nicks was the current leader of the SS and he had one foot on psychosis and the other on a rusty nail. 

	It was only seven o'clock and the day was already sliding downhill. Tony's wife, Nikki, had gotten onto his ass about sneaking out in the middle of the night again and someone had ripped the city's number one street dealer to shreds. 

	Detroit didn't have gangs like other cities, wearing colors and spray-painting tags. Motown's gangs were smart, young businessmen, overachievers, who banded together for a specific purpose. 

	The Union was the result of that mentality. A collection of three big drug crews under a truce dating back to the late eighties. The Union split the city into sections and stayed out of each other's way. This made the drug trade more profitable and less dangerous. They were smart, efficient, and ruthless. Finally, black people had come together, but unfortunately it was as a pack of criminals. 

	Tony was already thinking that Floyd Turner's death might be a hit by one of the lesser crews. But that made no sense. The Union could wipe them out any time they wanted. Or maybe there had been a break in the truce and this was the start of a war. Whatever the answer, it was not going to be good for the city. 

	Tony got up from behind his desk, moving his six-foot frame slowly. He scratched the dark skin along his forearm and tightened his ugly tie. 

	He made his way out of his office into the bullpen to do his morning check. Jim was at the jail questioning Alonzo Fields. Normally, Tony would have sent one of his sergeants but the Fields kid had requested a lawyer. Tony wanted every piece of information out of Fields he could legally get, so he sent Jim. 

	As Tony entered the bullpen, Brian Lane, a beefy detective, stood up and yelled, “And The Big Nuts Award of the week goes to ... Inspector Tony Hill!” 

	The officers burst into applause and whistles. 

	Tony waved the ovation down. “As you were,” he said, trying not to laugh. Tony waded into the officers, slapping fives and pounding fists. 

	“Lane,” Tony said looking at a black officer. “I heard you got that Van Dyke rapist.” “Caught him with his pants down, sir. It's a slam dunk,” Lane said. 

	“Be careful anyway. That don't mean anything these days.” 

	“Heard a big Union man went down last night,” said Steve Patrick, a young black detective. 

	“Yeah. Floyd Turner aka Big Money Grip.” 

	“Good,” said Lisa Meadows, the only woman in the Unit. “One less turd in the sewer.” 

	Tony quickly got oral reports on the assorted killings, drug deals, and other crimes. He just needed to make sure things were stable. Grip's murder smelled like big trouble and if he had to be away for a while, he needed to know things were OK. 

	Tony was going back to his office when Jim entered. They said hellos then walked in together. 

	Jim Cole was bright, wickedly handsome, and possessed an ingratiating personality. He was tough, a little hot-tempered, but a fine cop and partner. His only weakness was his genitals. He'd earned the precinct house nickname Stroke because of his sexual escapades. 

	Once, Jim was having affairs with a young girl and her mother at the same time, and both women knew it. Tony had marveled at the ease with which Jim had handled the situation. The affairs lasted for about half a year and when they ended, mother and daughter were not on speaking terms. Everyone in the Sewer delighted in Jim's exploits. 

	''Anything on the Fields kid?” 

	“Nada,” Jim said. “But he did lie to us. He was one of The Grip's dealers. Looks like he was trying to rip off his stash. We didn't find any money on the corpse or in his vehicle, but Fields denies taking it. Fields only had a few hundred on him. If he knows anything else, we'll have to find out later. He got a lawyer and wouldn't say much after talking to him.” 

	“But Fields didn't kill Grip, did he?” 

	“Not probable. The dead guy had been knifed something terrible and our boy Fields didn't have a drop of blood on him.” 

	“Makes sense,” Tony said. “I wonder who would he stupid enough to whack a Union roller?” 

	“I don't know, but whoever did it sure wanted to make an impression.” 

	“I got the most recent info on the Union,” said Tony. “It's hard to come by since no one will admit there is a gang. But our drug people managed to dig up a few things. I just have to remember where I put it.” He started to rummage through his desk. 

	“You lost it?” Jim asked. 

	“No,” Tony said a little too harshly. “I misplaced it.” 

	“Take your time, man, Look, I'm sorry about the Belle Isle thing. I had no right to call you out like that,” Jim said. 

	“Forget it,” Tony said. “It's your job to watch my ass. Got it!” Tony held a large manila folder. ''I'll get one of the guys to summarize this for us.” 

	“Who are you gonna give it to?” 

	“Martin. He's good at shit work.” 

	“I wouldn't advise that,” Jim said. “Martin has been making noise about racism again.” 

	“Really. Well, he can make more noise while he's reading over these reports.” 

	“Tony, you're gonna have to lighten up on him,” said Jim. 

	“Martin is an asshole.” 

	“True, but some of the men are saying that you don't like white cops.” 

	“Who's saying it? The black cops, or the white ones?”

	“You know who it is.” 

	“Fuck 'em. This is our department now.” 

	“You're an inspector, Tony. Look man, you know this race shit runs deep. It's the history of Detroit. Black and white been fighting over this city for half a century. 

	“And we won,” Tony said. 

	“Did we? This city is just as fucked up as it was when the white folks ran it.” 

	“Well, at least we're in control of our own fucking up.”

	“Tony, you can't just be doggin' white officers,” Jim said.

	“You trying to say I'm a racist?” Tony said. He laughed a little at the idea. 

	“All I'm saying is between the brothers you can feel anything you want, but you're in charge here. You have obligations and you can't have an open bias.” 

	“That never stopped them from doing their dirt, did it?”

	“Forget it. I should know better than to talk to you about this.” Jim paused, then looking directly at Tony said, “You know, I figured out what your problem is.” 

	Tony froze for a second. How could Jim know about The Dream? Hell, he didn't fully know why he was having it. 

	“I don't have a problem,” Tony said. 

	“You know what I'm talking about,” said Jim. “You've been off your game for the last few months. I should know, I've been covering for your ass.”

	“It's just stress,” Tony said. ''A little time off and I'll get over it. “ 

	“No,” said Jim. “What you need is to get laid.” '

	'I'll talk to Nikki about it.” Tony was relieved. For a second, he thought Jim actually knew.

	“You know what I mean,” Jim said. 

	“I'm married-happily.” 

	''All the more reason to get a piece on the side. Man does not live by wife alone.” 

	“Thank you Reverend Jim, but just because you blew your marriage, don't drag me into your shit,” Tony said. 

	“Hey, that woman was bad news. I had to leave her.” 

	“You always do this to me,” Tony said. “We start a conversation about work and you turn it into one about women.” 

	“Hey man, life is about women,” Jim said. 

	“Not today. I want a detailed medical report. I called Dr. Roberts and he agreed to see us this morning.” 

	“Can't we just read the damned thing?” 

	“No. I got a bad feeling about this. When was the last time you saw someone butchered like that?” 

	“Actually, that was a new one for me.” 

	“Exactly. I don't want this thing blowing up in our faces. So, we'll keep it low key for now.” 

	Tony and Jim walked into the bullpen of the Sewer together. Tony gave brief commands and orders to his people on the way out. He dropped the drug reports on Detective Orris Martin's desk. 

	They made their way through the gray halls of 1300, saying hello to all the familiar faces. 

	The building always seemed haunted. The lives of thousands of cops and criminals whispered behind the walls.

	Tony always felt the constant burden of working in the building. Duty, death, honor, all weighed on his insides. Whenever he was there, he felt heavier, more dense, as if every cell in his body thickened and took on the history of the place. 

	When Tony was a young man, 1300 was spoken about with fear. There were stories of beatings and the deaths of black prisoners killed by white cops. Those brutal images were particularly relevant to Tony and his family. 

	David Hill, Tony's older brother was killed by a cop. David was always in trouble. Hard-headed, strong-willed, and careless. 

	At fourteen, David and a friend got into a fight with an off-duty police officer. The officer shot them both with his service revolver. David had caught one right between the eyes. The other kid wasn't so lucky. He was hit in the heart and lingered in the hospital for a few days before he went. 

	The cop said they tried to rob him. A switchblade was found at the scene. 

	At David's funeral, people cried, yelled, collapsed unconscious, and threw fits. Church nurses in fresh white uniforms tended to the fallen with smelling salts and cool towels. When they tried to shut the casket, his mother sprang up, fell on the floor, and had to be taken out on a stretcher. It was the most frightening thing Tony had ever seen. 

	After David was buried, Tony's mother, Lucy, was never quite the same woman. She seemed always to be a little sad, off-center from normal human contentment. And on the anniversary of David's death, their house turned into a wake. She wore black and would play sad, depressing religious songs. And if the anniversary of either event fell on a Sunday, they spent the entire day at church and by the end of the day; his mother's eyes were raw from crying. 

	There was an inquiry into David Hill's death, and the police determined that the officer was not at fault. The police committee said that the officer had been threatened with sufficient danger to warrant the use of deadly force. 

	Tony's father, Taylor Hill, would have none of it. The cop was a white man named Miller, and his father had no love for white people. It was a deep, torrid hate that seemed to run through each moment of his dally life. He just knew that if his son were white, he would still be alive. He would have two children instead of one. 

	Taylor Hill sued the city and got a generous settlement, but money did nothing to quell his rage. Taylor Hill blamed whites for everything. Layoffs at the plant, Kennedy's assassination and, of course, Dr. King's; inflation, recessions, unemployment, drugs, even bad television was all part of The Great White Man Conspiracy. 

	Tony's father hounded the cop who killed his son, sending him hate letters with pictures of David and filing complaints. Taylor Hill stayed on Miller's case until the old cop died, five years after shooting David. 

	When Tony became old enough, his father bombarded him daily with stories of the white man's atrocities. Slavery; rape, castration, lynchings, and beatings, formed Tony's first images of white people in their all-black neighborhood. 

	Once, his father took him to Hudson's department store downtown to get lunch. A few minutes after they sat down, a white man sat near them. When the waitress came, she went over to the white man first. 

	His father became enraged. He yelled, cursed, and made a scene, telling the little blond waitress he was there first. When she tried to apologize, he became even madder. “Don't try to patronize me!” he screamed. The waitress began to cry. 

	Tony was too young to understand his father's rage. It was like a current flowing from him, touching and filling everything that he came into contact with. 

	“Son, understand that black and white people can't get along with each other because white men refuse to play fair,” his father would say. “It's not enough that they've had three hundred years to kill everyone and steal all their money, they have to keep beating us down so that we won't rise up against them. But they can't keep us down. One day, we'll be the ones in the driver's seat and then we'll see how they like it.” 

	Taylor Hill's tough-minded, no-nonsense approach to life and race relations provided Tony with the mettle to overcome the barriers of prejudice. But it also caused Tony to dislike whites. In his mind, it was an eternal battle with definite lines of allegiance. Whites were the enemy. He worked with them and even socialized with them on occasion, but it was never the real Tony Hill they saw. He felt as though they didn't deserve to know that special person. He kept them at a distance, and after a while, he saw them as almost inhuman. They were to be tolerated, but not dealt with as people. 

	Years after his brother died, Tony joined the police force just as it was becoming more black. He believed that it was his destiny, one which injustice had lead him to. 

	Tony and Jim reached the lobby of 1300. 

	“Last chance, buddy,” said Jim. “I can hook you up with this fine sister I met last weekend. Legs up to her neck.” 

	“Give it up, man.” 

	Jim shrugged as Tony pushed open the big front doors and walked out into daylight. 

	 


4

	The Crypt

	 

	 

	The morgue was a nondescript building which stood three blocks from 1300. It was an ominous structure made of gray stones. Its front side was windowless, with cracks and chips that made it look like an old tombstone. 

	Tony and Jim entered. Several sad-looking types sat in the reception area, probably there to identify bodies, Tony thought. Tony saw Jim tense as they walked in. Jim had an unnatural, almost childlike fear of the place. Tony never understood how a guy who had seen so much death could be afraid of the morgue. Perhaps it was because the death Jim had seen was violent and he was a part of it as an officer. In the morgue, however, you were reduced to spectator status. There was no action, no chance, no roll of the dice. It was death in a vacuum-your death. 

	They asked the receptionist for the coroner and sat down on the puke brown sofa in the lobby. The young girl fumbled with the phone and its many buttons. She was obviously new on the job. Tony saw Jim smile. The receptionist was a young, pretty girl. Whenever there was a beautiful woman around, Jim seemed to become a totally different person. His eyes and smile brightened. His hair seemed curlier than normal and his already great body became even greater. The young girl returned Jim's smile and nervously twisted her long, dark hair. 

	“Nice looking, huh?” Tony asked. 

	“Real fine,” said Jim not taking his eyes from the girl. “You seen her before?” 

	“No, but I think that's one of the mayor's nieces.” 

	“You shittin' me?” 

	“Don't think so. There's one way to find out.” Tony smiled at the receptionist. “Aren't you Harris Yancy's niece?” he asked. 

	“Yes, I am,” she said brightly. 

	“Are you working here as a college intern?” Tony asked. 

	“Yes,” she smiled and twisted her hair. ''I'll be a sophomore in pre-med at Wayne State in the fall. That's why I'm here. Where else can you watch autopsies at my age?” She let the hair go. “You guys are cops, right?” 

	“Guilty,” Tony said. 

	“Uncle Harris says you can always tell a cop by his shoes.” 

	She smiled and peeked at their shoes. She was right, Tony thought. All cops wore big, ugly shoes. He laughed.

	Jim seemed disappointed. Tony knew that Jim thought of him as a married eunuch, so he loved it when Stroke couldn't get the girl. 

	“He's ready to see you,” the receptionist called. 

	“What's your name?” Tony asked. 

	“Wanda,” she said. 

	They got up and walked through a pair of double glass doors. They were going to the cellar of the place they called the Crypt. Jim tightened all over. 

	“I just did you a favor back there,” Tony said. 

	“Oh, how so?” 

	“If I hadn't told you that Wanda was Mayor Yancy's niece, you would have had her dress hiked up right now in some storage closet.” 

	“To tell you the truth,” Jim said. “I don't think I could get it up in this crypt.“ 

	They took the elevator down to the basement. Belly of the beast. How many times had he taken this trip? Tony thought. Too many times these days. He should have an office in the morgue. In the last six years, the murder rate had climbed steadily. 

	The emergence of crack cocaine had turned the streets into a fast money shooting gallery in which most of the dead were young black men under twenty-five. 

	In Detroit, the population was about ninety percent black and many of those lived below the poverty level. To these hopeless underclass, using drugs or selling them was a way to end the days of suffering. 

	Tony and Jim got out of the elevator and entered the morgue's autopsy room where they found the Chief Medical Examiner, Dr. Vincent Roberts talking with a young Asian assistant over a naked female body on a gurney. 

	“Your work on this case was substandard, Mr. Kim,” Roberts said. Roberts was a plump, bespectacled man of forty-eight with very narrow shoulders. His head seemed too big for his body and looked as if it would fall off at any moment. 

	“With all due respect, sir, I was very thorough,” said the Asian man. “This case was very complicated. Anyone of a thousand people could have missed that second wound. It was less than a centimeter wide and-” 

	“But you did miss it.” Roberts lifted the corpse's arm. “And I don't care what other people would have done.” Roberts dropped the arm and it made a smacking sound. “You're on late nights under Dr. Neward from now on.” 

	“But when I came here, I requested days so I can finish school,” said Kim. “You promised me that-” 

	“That was before I knew your work was so shoddy,” said Roberts. “Take it or leave it, Mr. Kim. Either way, I'm done with you on my watch.” 

	Kim walked out cursing. Tony saw Roberts smile a little. 

	Tony gave Jim the usual cautionary look as they approached. Roberts was a mayoral flunky and ass-kisser who took himself far too seriously, just like most of the city and county officials. Tony tolerated him, but Jim disliked Roberts almost as much as he did the morgue itself. 

	“Mornin', Doc,” Tony said. Jim mumbled something like a salutation. 

	“Good morning, gentlemen,” Roberts said. He turned, and it seemed that his head was going to detach. “I suppose you have come about our friend Mr. Turner.” 

	“I suppose we have,” said Jim too quickly. 

	“Yes,” said Tony, cutting the tension a little. “We need the report and any thoughts that you might have on the death.” Roberts rolled his head to the side. “Well, there's not much to tell. He was beaten, and knifed. He died from loss of blood. The weapon was big, probably eight inches or so. I'm told you know that the deceased's hands were removed just above the wrist. We're holding that from the papers. You know how the mayor hates bad press.” 

	Tony knew all too well. It was an election year. 

	Roberts continued. “The killer used a second instrument to remove the hands, possibly a surgical device. Considering the situation and the lack of light, it was a pretty good job, too.” 

	“And we never found the hands,” Tony said absently: 

	“No,” Roberts said. “The wound on the deceased's throat would have killed him eventually, but apparently that wasn't good enough.” 

	“Eventually?” asked Jim. 

	“Yes. He was alive when the hands were taken, Roberts said. “The throat wound was across the front. The major artery wasn't severed. Painful, but he was definitely still alive. The right hand was taken first. The cut is ragged. There was hanging tissue and jagged bone fragments. The deceased was still struggling, albeit not much. The cut on the left wrist is much cleaner. The subject was probably dead by then. I estimate the time of death to be about eleven-thirty or so.” 

	Tony started to speak but Roberts cut him off. 

	“And several other things you will be interested in.” He paused again, taking his moment. ''As I said, the knife was used to inflict the basic wounds, but not to sever the hands. Also, the deceased's left eye was punctured and partially dislodged from the socket with the tip of the knife. There is a cut on the outside of the socket. The eyeball itself was severed. We think the killer pushed the knife into the eye socket.” 

	Roberts smiled a little, taking another moment. Jim shifted on his feet. Tony looked at Jim, making sure he was not about to say something foolish. 

	''And last but not least,” Roberts said. “The killer wounded the deceased in the rectum.” 

	“What?” Tony said. 

	''Are you sure?” Jim asked. 

	Roberts seemed irritated at Jim's remark. “Yes, I am sure. Checked twice. The wound matches the others. The killer jammed the knife into the rectum with great force.” 

	“Was he raped?” asked Tony. 

	“No. His clothes weren't even removed.” 

	“Then why wound him there?” Tony asked. 

	“That's one for you guys,” said Roberts. 

	“Any other evidence of sexual violence?” asked Jim. 

	“None,” said Roberts tilting his head again. 

	“Was he wounded in the rectum before or after the hands were taken?” asked Tony. 

	“Before, we think. There was lots of blood back there.” 

	Roberts showed them the body. It was a mess-a cold, gray nightmare. 

	Tony and Jim listened as Roberts went into the more technical aspects of the death. Roberts was an asshole, but he was good. He always gave the cops the story in plain English before he did his civic duty and began to talk like a scientist. Roberts promised a full, written report before he let the technical terms fly. Neither officer was really listening. They both were thinking the same thing. 

	They had come to investigate a drug hit. Now it seemed they had a psychopath on their hands. 

	 


5

	Rockin' Eight Mile

	 

	 

	Eight Mile separates Detroit from its northern suburbs. It is a huge, multi-lane street with a concrete island running down the middle. To the locals, however, it's more than a street. It's a wall, a barrier, which over the years has come to symbolize the separation of the races. 

	In a burgundy Cadillac in a parking lot of the Village, a motel just north of Eight Mile, Theodore Bone pushed a shotgun into the rib cage of a blindfolded man. He jabbed the gun into the soft fold just above the hip. The blindfolded man sat on thick plastic that had been draped over the passenger seat of the Cadillac. In the backseat, a tall, handsome man with long dreadlocks held the blindfolded man from behind. 

	“I don't have a lot of time to waste on your ass,” said the man they called T-Bone. He raised the shotgun and placed it under the man's jaw, careful not to raise the blindfold on his face. The man winced as the barrel touched one of several bruises. 

	In one of the motel's suites, the thick bass of a rap song pumped through the walls. The windows were covered with the shadows of the dancing people inside. Outside the door, three young men stood guard, trying to hide their weapons.

	T-Bone had ordered the party because Grip had been killed. The death party was the dealer's equivalent of a wake. Over the years, T-Bone learned that mourning death was for those who were afraid of it. Rollers celebrated death because they cheated it every day. 

	“I should kill you,” said T-Bone to the blindfolded man. 

	“Just d-don't s-s-shoot me,” said the man in the backseat. He was Robert Campbell, Big Money Grip's immediate supervisor and one of T-Bone's lieutenants. Campbell stuttered slightly, a problem which contrasted with his handsome face. 

	“What did it cost to bail his monkey ass out?” T-Bone said. 

	“F-five thousand after they d-dropped the murder charge on him. The lawyer g-got him out before the c-c-cops knew what was happenin'.” 

	T-Bone had an ordinary face, but it was etched with a hardness of years in the drug trade. When he dressed commonly, most people would think he was a mailman or perhaps a bus driver-a working man. T-Bone glared at the man at the end of the gun's barrel. T-Bone had been told that the blindfolded man was one of Grip's rollers who was there when Grip was killed. 

	“Where is my money, Mr. Fields?” T-Bone asked the blindfolded man. Alonzo Fields was silent, still shaking and hurting from a beating Campbell had inflicted on him earlier.

	“Speak up, b-bitch!” Campbell slapped the man hard on the side of the head. 

	“I don't have it,” said Alonzo Fields. “The police took everything I had as evidence.” 

	“He t-tried to rob Grip,” said Campbell. 

	“No, he didn't have no money. I was trying to get his rock,” Alonzo said. “To sell it and bring the money back to you, but
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