CHAPTER 9





	About this time I got a dog; and he was vicious, he bit.  I had only to look at him beside me to know why animals have failed to be friends in the past --- including animal men.  Like other dogs he was a combination of hyena and wolf, neither of which has ever been trustworthy, both meat-eaters and both fierce, with their teeth their only tools.  Dogs are dogmatic; they will refrain from killing only so long as they are being fed, and it takes only a few lean days for them to revert, even now, to cracking living bone with those teeth, when no boiled bone is offered.  Fritz was his name and he was bred by Doberman lineage to be loyal to one master whose hand proferred food, reacting to empty hands as if to danger.  If I had not fed him he would have found another master, or have ceased practicing any loyalty except to his stomach, becoming a killer quickly or be would have died, since he hadn't enough hyena in him to efficiently scavenge.


	I only had to look at his sleek head, his grinning jaws, his whip-black body, to know that he would be good only so long as I killed for myself and for him, throwing him scraps from the results of my slaughters in trade for his loyalty.  As long as there are dogs with kind eyes, in other words, we will know that man is a killer so efficient that he has something left over for his best four-footed friend, for it is on scraps that the bargain is sealed or forgotten, not on kindness which as I said Fritz treated as a danger when it came from an empty hand.


	Man can learn a lot from dogs-about life, about himself, and even about God.


	(Man tamed animals by his efficiency in slaughter, then he tried to tame God the same way, offering raw or burned bodies stripped of fur on altars, but it didn't work; just as man would not accept offerings from dogs in trade for freedom from the collar because dog-bones are not man's idea of dinner so God turned down flesh which was all man had to give, even when man offered flesh of himself as Abraham once did.  It is our whole being the God seems to want and in return for it he throws us the scraps of his good fortune, like we throw bones to our dogs.  When good fortune lags, like our dogs we discontinue our loyalty to God, giving it back to ourselves, and we revert to killing to keep our bellies content, forgetting instantly the goodness once required of us by our God.  "Give us this day our daily bread," we say, or we will get it the only way we know how, by the blood lust that is our ace in the hole, the key to our long survival before we found the filled hand of God, our only tool being a weapon in a swinging fist which the creep of history has judged more efficient than any teeth within large jaws.  We kill with a club and always have since we lost our hair, and like the dog turning upon another we kill ourselves best over arguments about whose share of our own slaughter shall be greater.  Since good fortune is not under our control, no more than the dog can demand his meal from our hands, we either kill or restrain ourselves according to our God's grants.  Like my dog, poor man can be "good" only so long as he is fortunate; when he is unfortunate he must kill or die like a dog.  And his brain is of no more use to him than putting a bigger weapon in his hand, or thinking up new ways of worship --- depending entirely on the fortune of its master, the man, and on the will of the God.)


	Fritz would trail at my heel, he would defend me, he loved me, gave me his devotion, wagged his stumpy tail tenderly and explored my hand with his wet snout.  He even brought me rabbits and pheasant for I trained him as a retriever and he thought these prizes made me happy.  But as I got more interested in other things, I forgot about Fritz, and even skipped his meal now and then.  He soon ran away, and a few weeks later I found him at a country gas station a couple of miles f rom home.


	"He yours?" the owner asked.


	I said he was mine.


	"You oughta see him hunt the fields around here.  I don't give him anything but a burlap bag for a bed outside, but I pity anybody tries to get in here at night.  He thinks this whole area is his own and he's already killed three dogs that tried muscling in.  Just ripped them right up and layed them out pretty as you please."


	When I approached Fritz he growled at me, so I left him there with his bag-bed and his fields full of food.  With his hair all like wire and his red eyes all coarse from drinking swamp-water he frightened me, so I climbed back on my bike and went home without him.


	Like a dog, I got vicious too, when I found there was nothing for me in family, church, or school or country; I know, because I saw the streak spread in me like heat until it took over my head and I too "ripped" somebody up with the fierceness Fritz had displayed, with the same lack of concern, with the same frenzy of any four-footed fellow swinging in on an enemy and never letting up, hitting him four, five times until he bled and then hitting him again and again, feeling the joy of my fist against flesh as all the fire and hate and bitterness and bitches and impatience came steaming out to sock the figure of the enemy that threatened me and each sting I got just made me more stubborn to storm through and bang one more to the body of the bastard until he didn't move.


	I remember one night coming out of the 20th Century Swimming Club in Oak Park, Illinois (which by the way is the world's largest village), after the guy I was with had pushed some slob in the water and then muscled him out of the way when the bastard got sore.  As we walked down the street toward the car this whole slew of guys started trailing us, and when Donnie went up to unlock the door they went right for the tires of the car with their knives.


	"Get the hell away from there you bastards!" Donnie said, hopping around, but it was too late, and by the time I noticed, three tires were cut to ribbons.  There must have been about twenty-five guys there.  "Okay you bastards," Donnie said, we 'll take you four at a time."


	If he had said "two at a time" they might have just laughed and all dived at us, but the insult of "four" fascinated them so they decided to do it our way.  A big curly-headed kid said, "Okay, you guys, form a big ring," to his boys.  "The Bigtimers here are gonna fight us two apiece for fun.  Ain't that right, Wise Guy," he said to Donnie, and Donnie hit him right in the mouth turning his t-shirt to blood.  The kid started crying  --- his mouth was a mess --- but his gang lifted him back outside the ring and four of the biggest bastards I ever saw busted in on Donnie and me.  Well, we knew we were going to have to show the rest that the worst place for any of them to enter was that goddamn ring they had us in, so Donnie and I ripped right in, kicking and gouging with knuckles, elbows and knees whirling.


	When you're in a pit of people like that and you know you can't get out you just enjoy it no matter how much you get hurt.  Every new ache makes you angrier, so you begin kicking for the other guy's thigh and stamping on his spine, or anything to get him before he gets you, put him out of commission so you can even the odds.  In the middle of it with blood all over my face after one guy had booted me, I heard Donnie screaming and I looked over to see one kid had his shoulders pinned while the other was banging at his face all free.  It was the limit of what I could do to roll over and knock them both off him with a flinging body-block, but I made it and dipped one guy in the forehead so hard with my heel he went out on his back without a sound and with his eyes open.


	They were getting ready to send in their third string team when the siren finally made it, and they took off down the street.  Donnie and I dragged ourselves into the car and drove it into an alley with the tires flopping, and then when the cops had gone we babied the Chevy about ten blocks to a park that had a pond.  I remember ducking my head in that cold water and it felt so good finally I just flopped in it on my ass and lay there in about a foot and a half deep with just my chin out, listening to crickets and the sound of the fountain.  Boy, were we beat, but we felt good about giving it to those guys and we could still laugh.


	"Didja see the look on that first bastard's face when I popped him right off," Donnie said, gleefully.  "He thought it was gonna be Queensbury rules or somethin'."


	"Yeah," I said.  "He says 'That Ain't Fair', and there he is with twenty-five guys."


	"Geez I hope that bastard's okay that you kicked in the head," said Donnie.


	"Ahhh-I don't give a shit what happens to him," I said, and I really didn't.  In fact, I remember the disappointment I felt at Donnie's suggestion the bastard might be okay after all.  I wanted to think of him dead, being dragged by his twenty-five friends who sure as hell would wish they'd never tangled


with us!


	Another time some guys drove up in two carloads to where I was visiting a girl whose folks worked nights, and they just tramped up through the snow and barged in to take me, knocking down her Christmas tree and smashing all the lights as they dragged me outside.  I suppose there is a special delight in having the odds so overwhelming against your favor that no matter what you do you can't win, so you should by all rights lie down and die when you see all those guys anyway.  But, unless they want to kill you-and sometimes they do; that's when you should run --- they usually feel a little ridiculous if you face up to them.  That's what happened this night.  "It need all you guys just to take me?" I said, and although they didn't answer but just stood back and waited I knew they were along for the ride with the one guy who used to date this girl.  So I reached for him, saying, "You know what, you bastard, you tore my goddamn shirt," and I beat the shit out of him while the whole gang just stood there and watched, until he said his back hurt and they had to help him to one of the cars.  When I went back inside it took me half an hour to convince this babe I shouldn't clear out, and then it took us another hour or so to clean up the mess and get the Christmas tree presentable again.  But it was worth it, sitting there afterwards, knuckles all skinned.


