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Judge Willlam “Dawgg” Jacksan pounds a beat during a performance by Deaf Dog and the Indictments at Children's Hospital.

All Rise, Rock and Roll

7 D.C. Judges and a Shrink Court Fun — and a Little Disorder

VORN

By Hewn E. Catvin heavy group of seven music-loving judges, anchored by the
Wiashirgton Post Staff Writer bome civilian ameng them, a ponytailed shrink on drums,
They aren't picky ahout where they play. Al they ask for
hey look like & bunch of mobsters. is a little space and a little bit of kove,

They wear dark suits and darker sunglasses, mmmttﬂmmmkmrﬁﬂﬂ,mmm@
hawe nicknames like Trash Can and Top Dogand s to perform at the Fraternal Order of Police lodge — in
hrag about how they fought the kaw (and the law  front of a crowd of cops, prosecutors and defense lawyers.
won), Bat it was in plentiful supply kst weekend, when the

The thing is: They are the Law. band played its first show in months — at the Armed

Stoie stewards of the Constitution by day in D.C. Super:-  Forces R:H.ll‘e:lmnl Home. .
ar Court, they are by night (or weekend, or whenever they Strutting ﬂkrll%ﬂ'ic at?ag;a%am aﬁem;lﬂn in ;ﬁue;
fel the Deaf d the Indictments — a guitar-  Brothers-biack, Dawpgy illiam Jackson) an
Sl e the rest of the Indictments had more space than they need-
ed — 100 or =0 people were spread out in an auditorium
built for lots more. )

“Let the good times roll,” Dawgg announced, kunching
inito the clasaic from B.B. King, as Dennis “Red Dog™ Doyle
o lead guitar let out 2 howl of approval. _

Tt was to be a trip back to the 19505 and '60s, with the

See BAND, B2, Gl |

Patient Micah Stewart, left, smiles at her mother, Kenya
Stewart of Silver Spring, while singing along with the band.
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John “Cartwheel” McCabe, Russell “Top Dog™ Canan, William “Dawgg” lackson and Dennis “Red Dog™ Doyle preside at the Armed Forces Retiroment Home.

The Indictments: A Hearing, So Ordered

BAND, From B1

music of Wilson Pickett, Ben E.
King and, of course, The King him-
self

Unsure what to make of their
guests, more than a few of the retire-
ment home's residents sat toward
the hack, as if they were at a Sunday
service they feared might go on too
long, Dancing in the aisles they were
not, but with each song, the restless-
ness seemed to fade just a Bittle bit,

Even a fow fellow judges turned
out, eager to see how the bamd had
progressed since it debut  last
spring during a talent show at the
judges” annual retreat.

Mix one had expected that gag gig
in Cumherland, Md., to be the be-
ginning of anything, But then some-
thing' clirked Russ “Thn Tho™ (a-

At the Armed Forees Retirement Home, Mare “Houndog” Feldman — a
psychologist and the only band member net a judge — delivers a pep talk.

“Brown Eyed Girl” drifted onto the
quiet Morthwest Washington street.
“We knew we had arrived when one
of the neighbors complained,” joked
Jackson, the front man whose fellow
band members say has the soul of
Otis Redding and the shtick of Jack-
ie Mason.

For the judges, it's about fun,
They can’t play for money, or even
for charity. bomeyplnﬂuqttnpaay
wherever they are welcome,
Washington Home, a nursing far:d-
ity, was ane stop on the tour. Chil-
dren’s Hospital was another.

“We all do outreach,” Canan said,
and that sense of eivic obligation is
part of it, he said. “And part of it is
it's just fun, playing for folks, shar-
ing the music.”

Like the night a few moaths ago
when they took the stage at the
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nan, who had started it all, sent out
an e-mail, Did anyone want to keep

playing?

All they had were a couple of
songs and a curious name, hatched
in an early rehearsal, when a few of
the musicians thought they had
fonmd a real fan — Canan's German
shepherd, Chapin, who was never
put off by the racket that chased ev-
eryone else away. Canan had fto
brealk it to his brethren that Chapin
was deal. But he didn't doubt her de-
votion, and so was bom the name,
Deaf Dog and the Indictments.

Mayhe it was the pangs of middle
and notso-middle age sounding a
call to their inmer vouth. Or perhaps
they wanted a break from all the
pain and conflict they see in court:
the murder cases Canan tried as a
judge in criminal court, the dys
functional lives that Jackson saw as
head of the domestic violence courts
or just the indignity of having a de-
ranged defendant hurl a trash can
into your head, as happened to John
Campbell when he was assigned toa
criminal court.

Whatever it was, the band lived to
play agzin, starting at D.C. Superior
Court, where it was the surprse en-
tertamment  for  the
awards ceremony last fall. It was a

— m— - ——

The Superior Cournt

. - .:_""". a \.\}.'-\.-a::"-ﬁ
and

= = The Fraternal Order

Proudly Present ..

of Police|  Bill “Blue Dog” Nooter, who

..*.f ; f when he was mbeﬂ. P

L3 *, “Trash Can" Camp
‘Deeat Dgg and The lndictments”  sits in family court as well,
Frutay March 240 5PN 5N was on bass E“.it“- ank
“Professor”  Buorgess, who
FOP Banguet Rioom hears probate and tax cases,

Full Bar and Resisursnt
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Deaf Dog and the Indictments performs

from 5:30 to =30 tonight in the District.

home crowd, Lo be sure, but even so,
before long, the judges had hun-
dreds of court emplovees clapping
their hands and tapping their feet —
and asking themselves, “Who are
these guys?™

Canan, now in civil court, was on
thythm guitar. So was John “Cart-
whesl” McCabe, who hears abuse

An old friend of Canan’s from

their days in a garage band

two decades ago, Feldman

was the drummer the group
realized it would need if it was going
Lo make & go of this thing.

Very much the producer, Feldman
haz made his home the band’s club-
house, and o a recent Sunday night
the ground floor was a swarm of am-
plifiers, electrical cords and half
empty pizza boxes,

The beat of Van Morrison's

g
4
‘

But by the end, the band had won
Hart over.

“They're entertainers,” Hart said
after telling the judges the same
thing. *T told them they can quit
thedr day jobs and go on the road ™
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