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Suddenly we notice a man across the street drop a sma]j
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nto the ground at the feet of another man.
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There’s a silence.
“Good!” says Phoenix.

We adjourn to a nearby caté. “Aargh!” says Phoenix, in frustratiop
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Our very last hope, at 4:00 a.m., is Belltown. When we tury g,
corner into the district, everything changes. By day this place i
nice—with bars and restaurants and art galleries. It’s just down the
road from the famous Pike Place market. But now, at 4:00 a.m., the
dealers staring at us look nothing like the exhausted old crack heads

from the bus stop, nor the two-bit pot dealers from Washington

Square Park. These are large gangs of wiry young men. They stand
on every block. The police are nowhere to be seen. I take in the scene
and instinctively take a small step backward.

“There’s a possibility we could get into a fight,” whispers Pitch
Black. “If that happens, back off, okay?”

“What are you doing?” a man calls from across the street, He's part
of a nine-strong gang.

“Patrolling,” Phoenix calls back. “What are you doing?”

He, Pitch Black, and Ghost walk toward him. I reluctantly follow.
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