“The Man Had Been Shot...”

By Minnesota State Senator Julianne Ortman

The man had been shot.

Just moments before, | heard the
911 dispatch radio: “A woman
heard shots in the area of...,” and
then “A call from a mechanic’s ga-
rage, a man has been shot...” A
dark, frozen Friday night, police
lights and sirens, and two officers
and | are speeding through the
streets of North Minneapolis.

The mix of his fear, the smell of the
old oil from the garage, a bloody
leg with almost neatly chiseled-
out flesh and muscle, his moans
of pain and panic, the ambulance
siren — | can barely breathe, barely
stand. “Breathe...don’t worry,” |
told myself, “these officers are very
well-trained, and know what to
do”

The officers, Nick and Mark inter-
viewed him, and Nick went with
the victim to HCMC in the ambu-
lance to learn more about the two
men the victim claimed had tied
him up for an hour, and later shot
at several times, with one hit to the
leg: “One white skinny guy and
one heavy-set black man with a
red shirt and blue jeans.”

Mark and I got in the squad car to
find the scene of the shooting, and
we did: an unlit, shadow-filled, icy,
uneven and frightening ally behind
a two-story, four-apartment build-
ing. We found where the fight had
taken place, between two cars, one

with a broken out window. | found
three bullet casings in the snow.

| don't think | had started breath-
ing again before a man emerged
from an upstairs apartment onto
a balcony with stairs; he fit the
victim's description perfectly. |
couldn’t see, did he have a gun?
Mark and | both were easy targets
from where he stood (and we were
just a few blocks from where, just
days before, an officer had been
shot at while writing snow-emer-
gency tickets). “Don’t worry...," |
told myself, “Mark is well-trained
and knows what to do.”

He started down the stairs, toward
us; Mark talked to him, began to
direct him, set some limits: “Stop,
don't come near this fence..."Mark
talked him into handcuffs, just as
a sergeant arrived. The sergeant
marked the area of the fight and
the bullets with police tape while

Mark walked the suspect, and me,
through the dark, up the uneven,
slippery stairs up to the apartment
to get his coat. Buthe began shout-
ing at someone; was there some-
one inside? Mark pulled out his
gun, got the suspect on his knees,
left me at the door with the sus-
pect, and quickly began to search
the apartment. “Don't worry...,” |
told myself, “Mark is well-trained
and knows what to do.”

Another sergeant arrived from the
front door and helped, but there
was no one else inside. We began
to search for a gun (a “plain view”
search only), and we see a lot of
drugs on the bed, more are pulled
from his pockets; clutter and gar-
bage everywhere; dirty, filthy pots
and dishes; and heart-wrenching
signs that children live here too: a
crib filled with garbage, little shoes
in the hall, a storybook under a full
ashtray next to a soiled, worn out
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mattress; and there are RCA cords
everywhere. Were they used to tie
up the victim as he had claimed?
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