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RAVES FOR JOSEPH WAMBAUGH AND …

THE CHOIRBOYS


“JOSEPH WAMBAUGH’S CHARACTERS HAVE ALTERED AMERICAS VIEW OF POLICE. His Los Angeles officers are besieged working men and women whose lives are presented with war-zone humor and lively plots.”

—Time




“WAMBAUGH IS A MASTER ARTIST of the street scene, the barroom conversation, the sexual hijinks, as practiced by off-duty cops….”

—Publishers Weekly




“WAMBAUGH FANS CAN CHALK UP ANOTHER WINNER. He tantalizingly entices the reader on and on … A SHOCKER!”

—King Features




“HUMOR AND FEROCITY. A FUNNY BOOK … AS IF CATCH-22 HAD BEEN WRITTEN BY POPEYE DOYLE.”

—The New York Times







BOOKS BY JOSEPH WAMBAUGH

FICTION

The New Centurions
The Blue Knight
The Choirboys
The Black Marble
The Glitter Dome
The Delta Star
The Secrets of Harry Bright
The Golden Orange
Fugitive Nights
Finnegan’s Week
Floaters

NONFICTION

The Onion Field
Lines and Shadows
Echoes in the Darkness
The Blooding
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For loyal friends
Irving Feffer, attorney at law
Sgt. Richard Kalk, LAPD
and
For the Choirboys
May your songs comfort and cheer





THE CHOIRBOYS

INTRODUCTION BY JAMES ELLROY
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He was an only child and a cop’s kid. His people were Irish. His father worked factory jobs and joined the East Pittsburgh PD. It was the Depression. Jobs were short, crime was up. His father rose fast and bottomed out quick. He made chief. He got mired up in local politics. Political shit taxed him and forced him out. He quit the PD in ’43. He returned to factory work.

Joe was six then. Joe loved to read. Joe loved animal stories and kids’ adventure books. His snout was always tucked in some book. He never read crime books. They just didn’t jazz him.

His mother had five brothers out in the war. Uncle Pat Malloy’s case was outré. He fought in World War 1. He went from doughboy to town drunk. Uncle Pat never worked. Uncle Pat scrounged booze money. Uncle Pat got drafted in the Big War. He went from East Pittsburgh souse to army training officer. He met a rich woman and married her. They moved to California. They bought a chicken farm outside L.A. They boozed the postwar years away.

Uncle Pat always drove drunk. Career drunk-driving lays tits-up odds against you. The odds crunched Uncle Pat in 1951. He plowed an orange truck. He died. His wife died. Joe and his folks came out for the wake. They liked California. They stayed.

They settled east of the San Gabriel Valley. Ontario, Fontana—L.A. satellites with vineyards and orange groves. Joe’s dad got factory work. Joe dug on the California weather, the California beauty, the California absence of grime. He attended Chaffee High. He graduated in ’54. He did three years in the Marine Corps. He came home and found work. Kaiser Steel in Fontana—private-duty fireman.

Factory work, millwork, grub work—strictly the shits. He wanted to work with his mind. He wanted to take his love of books and extrapolate. He enrolled at Chaffee J.C. and L.A. State. He married his girlfriend. He got an English degree. He wanted to become an English teacher. Fate keestered him.

A simple ad. A page portion in the L.A. Herald. Police Officers wanted/$489 a month.

Adventure. Romance. Five yards monthly It’s like his favorite kids’ book: The Call of the Wild.

O.K., you’ll do 20 years. You’ll retire. You’ll become an English teacher then. You’ll be 43. You’ll be a two-career man.

No. Fate is more quixotic and complex than that. You’ll witness crazy shit. You’ll fight in a riot. You’ll battle butch fags in movie-house men’s rooms. You’ll get shot at. You’ll kick ass. You’ll get your ass kicked. You’ll dig on more race shtick than 86,000 Redd Foxx albums. You’ll nosh pickled pigs feet in Watts at 2-fucking-a.m. You’ll slop scorching chili verde on your bluesuit. You’ll meet baby fuckers, dog fuckers, cat fuckers, penguin fuckers, wombat fuckers, turkey fuckers, syphilitic drag queens, sink shitters, public masturbators, tubercular pimps with six months to live, and geeks who shell-fuck 300-year-old turtles. You will witness human bravery and honor in quick-march proximity to depravity and blasphemy of unimaginable measure. You will distill and contain your knowledge. You will give the world horrifying and hilarious books that only a cop could have written—books of deep and true human measure.

Officer/Sergeant Joseph A. Wambaugh. LAPD: 1960-1974.

He stayed 14 years. He wanted to stay 20. His celebrity sandbagged him. His author life fucked up his cop life. Suspects recognized him and begged autographs. Agent calls and producer calls swamped the Hollenbeck squadroom. He had to go then—but, oh Jesus—the ride.

It was a fully contained and wholly uncontainable fun-house tour replete with shape-distorting fun-house mirrors. The distortions were human behavior rendered grotesque. A couple fights over custody of a child. Both grab the child and pull his limbs in opposite directions. The child almost disarticulates and snaps in two.

The severed-penis boy. The double amputee wino bragging that his dick hits the ground. Officer Charlie Bogardus, dying of cancer with short of 20 years on the job. His family needs his pension. He needs to die on duty. He blind-charges a burglary suspect and takes two in the pump.

The transy whore on Chenshaw His first Vice bust. He-she pinches his thighs beyond black and blue. Pain off the charts — let’s kill him—no, let’s don’t. The pool-hall caper. The cat with the shotgun. The orange flame and pellets over his head. Fred Early’s his partner. Fred traps the cat and nails him between the horns. The cat’s dead. Fred’s shot and killed ten years later. It’s still unsolved.

Jesus, the ride. The homos, the hookers, the hugger-muggers, the heist men. The wineheads, the wienie waggers, the pill poppers, the pachucos, the jailbait Jills, and the jittery junkies. The lazy daywatch tours, the late-nite losers, the lessons.

He brought fear to the job. It was the informed fear of the intelligent and imaginative. He surmounted his fear in repeated context. He learned that you never quash your fear for good. Cop work is always the next context.

He learned that boredom incites rage that leads to chaos and horror.

He learned that the strongest human urge is the simple urge to survive. He learned that this urge mutates. He learned that it induces pity in good people. He learned that it inspires brutal willfulness in the bad.

He learned that crime is a continuing circumstance. He learned that a cop’s split-second choices poised him a heartbeat close to courage and dishonor.

Joe Wambaugh. LAPD: ’60–’74.

He should have stayed longer. He couldn’t. He had to write. He had to transpose his lessons. He had to share the ride in all its power.

He turned informal on-the-job notes into sketches and short stories. He submitted them to magazines. An editor at the Atlantic Monthly advised him to shape them into a novel. He wrote The New Centurions and sold it for a modest advance. The book was a critical sensation and a big bestseller. He got packaged and somewhat pigeonholed as this anomalous cop-writer. The book portrayed police work as a troubling and morally ambiguous journey Some cops hated the message. Most respected the inherent truth. The LAPD high command disapproved. That was a fucking heartbreaker.

The Blue Knight, The Onion Field. Big bestsellers, big bucks rolling in, big-time acclaim. Big movie sales, big hoo-ha, the disjuncture that big recognition always brings.

He wrote The Choirboys. It was scheduled for mid-’75 publication. The job pulled him one way. The craft pulled him in reverse. The craft was the job. That consoled him somewhat. He shut down the ride.

My own self-destructive ride waned. Jails, hospitals, rehabs. My march to mid-’75.

I read The Choirboys late that summer. I stole the book from a Hollywood bookstore. It was Wambaugh’s finest work. The locale was Wilshire Division. A group of nightwatch cops unwind in Westlake Park. They call their soirees “choir practice.” It’s kicks and chicks for a while. An undercurrent sets in. They’re too stimulated and tweaked by the job. The job sates their curiosities. They’re public servants and voyeurs. The job gives them a steel-buffed identity. They’re macho-maimed and frail underneath. They brought a surfeit of fear and hurt to the job. They’re overamped and stressed and more than a little crazy They’re in over their heads. Crime as continuing circumstance claims them. Their collective fate is madness.

The book tore me up and oddly consoled me. It reindicted my moral default. It diminuitized my street-fool status. It put me at one with some guys as high up on a ledge as I was.

It forced me into a corner. It jabbed my imagination and made me cough up portents of a story. It was a potential novel. I knew I had to write it. I knew I had to change my life first.

I did it. I’ll credit God with the overall save. I’ll cite Joe Wambaugh and Sex as secondary forces.

I knew a couple named Sol and Joan. Sol sold weed, played the sitar, and pontificated. He was a gasbag hippie patriarch. Joan loved him heedlessly. I was in love with her. She haunted my head. I placed her in fantasy contexts with the cops from The Choirboys. She leaped from Wambaugh’s pages to my prospective pages. She haunted my first novel four years later.

I was at their pad. Joan sat to my left. She wore jeans and a man’s white dress shirt. She reached for a cigarette. Her shirt gapped. I saw her right breast in pure profile.

Oh, shit—you must change your life. No shit, you did.

That was almost 30 years ago. Joe Wambaugh’s 68. I’m 57. I’m at that elegiac, debt-acknowledgment moment. My debt to Joe stands out brightly.

Joe and I are friends. We’re cordial but not close. He’s a tough nut to crack. We share the same agents.

He’s 31 years gone from the LAPD. His book career sits at age 35. He has produced a legendary body of fiction and nonfiction. His most recent novels portray exile. Aging ex-cops roam affluent settings. They fall prey to odd temptations and reach for the fortitude that fueled their cop days. Joe left the job early He’s always looking back. It isn’t regret. It isn’t nostalgia. It’s something sweeter and deeper.

It’s hushed visitation. It’s the faint heartbeats of our lost ones. It’s a feminine stirring in our male-crazed world. It’s a woman’s breath in ellipsis.

Joe’s Catholic. I’m Protestant. I’ll confess to him anyway. I’ll urge him to forgo exile and return to then. I’ll tell him my head is still full of fucked-up and magnificent shit. I’ll describe the breadth of his gift. You granted me vision. You unlocked the love and dutiful rage in my heart.





PROLOGUE
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The Third Marines were bleeding and dying for three nameless hills north of Khe Sanh in 1967. The North Vietnamese Army divisions were fighting around the DMZ and the marines had found several NVA command posts and crude field hospitals in the cave-pocked hills. The caves ran clear to the Laotian border and patrols were sent out to drop grenades down their air shafts and to flush the NVA out of the ground holes called spider traps.

On a night after the biggest battles were decided a squad of marines was ambushed by NVA and shot to pieces. Just two hours after the sun went down two marines huddled together in a cave that had formerly been an NVA hospital. It was deserted now except for broken beds made from bamboo and fragments of lumber. It was dank and musty and the two marines whispered frantically trying to decide how to get back to their company They were bewildered, couldn’t comprehend what had happened so suddenly.

The tall marine, a fire team leader, wished desperately that his automatic rifleman had survived, or at least his other rifleman. His companion, a short and frail rifleman, was a new replacement who hadn’t the sense to grab the M-14. He crouched trembling like a dog waiting for a command to move.

Then they heard the voices in the darkness. Many voices. The two marines crawled back, back into the cave, pressed against a wall as the NVA killing patrol searched for survivors of the ambush.

Both marines felt their dungarees suck at them as they wiped the sweat from their eyes and clamped their jaws to keep their teeth quiet. The short marine was whimpering.

Then an NVA rifleman said something to a comrade and cautiously entered the cave flashing a light into the cold wet interior.

The marines ground their faces into the slimy soil until they heard some nervous laughter and another soldier walk in as the light was switched off. The tall marine dared to peek from their nest and clearly saw the soldier silhouetted against the mouth of the cave. He was carrying a clump of Chinese stick grenades and a flame thrower. He scuttled toward them.

The soldier stumbled, muttered something and stood looking down a tunnel to his right, fingering the flame thrower while the two marines lay behind him almost at his feet. They could smell his sweat and a powerful odor of fish sauce and raw garlic. Then the soldier turned and walked back toward the cave opening where the voices got louder. Several soldiers propped their weapons against the clattering rocks and sat down for a break.

And as the short marine felt the panic deepen and believed that he could no longer control the sobs he was smothering, the tall marine suddenly started suffocating, or thought he was. He ripped at the collar of his jacket, panting. Only the soldiers’ voices outside saved them.

It was the tall stronger one who began to cry. The walls and darkness closed in. He began to hyperventilate and couldn’t get enough air. At first he wept almost imperceptibly, but then convulsively, and voices or not, the short marine was sure the NVA could not help but hear him. Desperately instinctively, there in the darkness he took the tall marine in his arms and patted his shoulder and whispered: “Now now now Hush now I’m right here. You’re not alone.”

Gradually the tall marine began to quiet down and breathe regularly and when the patrol moved on five minutes later he was totally in control. He led the short marine back to their battered company They were nineteen years old. They were children.




ONE

TERRITORIAL IMPERATIVE
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The man most deserving of credit for keeping the MacArthur Park killing out of the newspapers before it brought discredit to the Los Angeles Police Department was Commander Hector Moss. It was perhaps Commander Moss’ finest hour.

The blond commander was so exultant this afternoon he didn’t mind that Deputy Chief Adrian Lynch was keeping him waiting the allotted time. Chief Lynch kept all callers waiting precisely three minutes before coming to the phone, unless his secretary told him it was an assistant chief or the chief of police himself or one of the commissioners or a city councilman or anyone at City Hall who reported directly to the mayor.

Moss despised Lynch for having a do-nothing job and a specially ordered oversized desk. Moss knew for a fact that Deputy Chief Lynch had secret plans to increase his personal staff by two: one policewoman and one civilian, both of whom were busty young women. Commander Moss knew this because his adjutant, Lieutenant Dewey Treadwell, had sneaked into Lynch’s office and searched his file basket when a janitor left the door open. Of course Lieutenant Treadwell could not receive a specifically worded commendation for his assignment but he did receive an ambiguously worded “attaboy” from Moss.

But there was another assignment which Treadwell had failed to carry out, and Commander Moss’ stomach soured as he remembered it. It had to do with Moss’ IQ score of 107. Throughout his twenty-one year career his IQ had meant nothing to his rise to the rank of commander. Indeed, he had not even known what his score was. He had been a state college honors student in police science and reasoned that no one with an ordinary IQ could manage this. But with the retirement of a senior deputy chief it had been called to Moss’ attention by none other than Deputy Chief Lynch who didn’t think the promotion board would consider a man for such a high police post who possessed an IQ of only 107. Lynch’s own IQ was 140.

Commander Moss was livid. He took Lieutenant Treadwell to a Chinatown bar one Friday after work and forced the teetotaler to down five cocktails, promising his personal patronage for the rest of Treadwell’s career if he could carry off a most delicate assignment. The ever ambitious, thirty year old lieutenant agreed to slip into Personnel Division that night and change Commander Moss’ IQ score from 107 to 141.

Commander Moss downed his fourth Singapore sling and said, “Treadwell, I know I can depend on you.”

But instantly the lieutenant’s ambition gave way to fear. He stammered, “If anything ever… well, look, sir, the watch commander of Personnel is a former detective. He might start sniffing around. They have ways in the crime lab to tell if documents have been tampered with!”

“Don’t talk crime lab to me, Treadwell,” Moss replied. “Have you ever worked the Detective Bureau?”

“No, sir.”

“You listen to me, Treadwell. You’re an office pogue. You never been anything but an office pogue. You don’t have the slightest idea what goes on in a working police division. But you keep your mouth shut and do what you’re told and I’ll see to it that you’re a captain someday and you can have your own station to play with. You don’t and I’ll have you in uniform on the nightwatch in Watts. Understand me, Treadwell?”

“Oh, yes, sir!”

“Now drink your Pink Lady,” Commander Moss commanded. (It was Hector Moss who had persuaded the chief of police that the traditional police rank of “inspector” was no longer viable in an era of violence when policemen are called upon to employ counterinsurgency tactics. Thanks to Moss all officers formerly of the inspector rank could now call themselves “commander.” Moss had “Commander and Mrs. Hector Moss” painted on his home mailbox. Commander Moss had been a PFC in the army.)

Lieutenant Treadwell tried desperately every night for three weeks to sneak into Personnel Division. Each morning he reported a “Sorry, sir, negative” to Commander Moss. Lieutenant Dewey Treadwell lost ten pounds in those three weeks. He slept no more than four hours a night and then only fitfully. He was impotent. On the twenty-first night of his mission he was almost caught by a janitor. Lieutenant Treadwell was defeated and admitted it to Commander Moss on a black Wednesday morning.

The commander listened to his adjutant’s excuses for a moment and said, “Did you get a good look at the janitor’s face, Lieutenant?”

“Yes, sir. No … I don’t know, sir. Why?”

“Because that boogie might live in Watts. And you’ll need some friends there. BECAUSE THAT’S WHERE I’M SENDING YOU ON THE NEXT TRANSFER, YOU INCOMPETENT FUCKING PANSY!”

Commander Moss did not send Lieutenant Treadwell to Watts. He decided a spineless jellyfish was preferable to a smart aleck like Lieutenant Wirtz who worked for Deputy Chief Lynch. What he did was to go into Personnel Division in broad daylight, rip the commendation he wrote for Treadwell out of the file, draw a black X through it with a felt tipped pen, seal it in an envelope and leave it in Lieutenant Treadwell’s incoming basket without comment.

Lieutenant Treadwell, after his hair started falling out in tufts, earned his way back into Commander Moss’ good graces by authoring that portion of the Los Angeles Police Department manual which reads:


SIDEBURNS: Sideburns shall not extend below the bottom of the outer ear opening (the top of the earlobe) and shall end in a clean-shaven horizontal line. The flare (terminal portion of the sideburn) shall not exceed the width of the main portion of the sideburn by more than one-fourth of the unflared width.

MOUSTACHES: A short and neatly trimmed moustache of natural color may be worn. Moustaches shall not extend below the vermilion border of the upper lip or the corners of the mouth and may not extend to the side more than one-quarter inch beyond the corners of the mouth.



It took Lieutenant Treadwell thirteen weeks to compose the regulations. He was toasted and congratulated at a staff meeting. He beamed proudly. The regulations were perfect. No one could understand them.

As Commander Moss cooled his heels on the telephone waiting for Deputy Chief Adrian Lynch, the deputy chief was watching the second hand on his watch sweep past the normal three minute interval he reserved for most callers. Chief Lynch couldn’t decide whether to give Moss a four minute wait or have his secretary say he would call back. Of course he couldn’t be obviously rude. That bastard Moss had the ear of the chief of police and every other idiot who didn’t know him well. Lynch hated those phony golden locks which Moss probably tinted. The asshole was at least forty-five years old and still looked like a Boy Scout. Not a wrinkle on that smirking kisser.

Lynch punched the phone button viciously and chirped, “Good morning, Deputy Chief Lynch speaking. May I help you?”

“It’s I, Chief. Hec Moss,” said the commander, and Chief Lynch grimaced and thought, It’s I. Oh shit!

“Yeah Hec.”

“Chief, it’s about the MacArthur Park orgy.”

“Goddamnit, don’t call it that!”

“Sorry sir. I meant the choir practice.”

“Don’t call it that either. That’s all we need for the papers to pick it up.”

“Yes sir,” Moss said. And then more slyly, “I’m very cognizant of bad press, sir. After all, I squelched the thing and assuaged the victim’s family.”

Oh shit! thought Lynch. Assuaged. “Yes, Hec,” said the chief wearily.

“Well sir, I was wondering, just to lock the thing up so to speak, I was wondering if we shouldn’t have the chief order quick trial boards for every officer who was at the orgy. Fire them all.”

“Don’t… say… orgy. And don’t… say… choir practice!”

“Sorry sir.”

“That’s not very good thinking, Hec.” The chief tilted back in his chair, lifted his wing tips to the desk top, raised up his rust colored hairpiece and scratched his freckled rubbery scalp. “I don’t think we should consider firing them.”

“They deserve it, sir.”

“They deserve more than that, Hec. The bastards deserve to be in jail as accessories to a killing. I’d personally like to see every one of them in Folsom Prison. But they might make a fuss. They might bring in some lawyers to the trial board. They might notify the press if we have a mass dismissal. In short, they might hurl a pail of defecation into the air conditioning.”

Chief Lynch waited for a chuckle from Moss, got none and thought again about Moss’ low IQ. “Anyway Hec,” he continued, “we have a real good case only against the one who did the shooting and I think we’re stuck with that. We’ll give the others a trial board and a six month suspension, but we’ll take care of it quietly. Maybe we can scare some of them into resigning.”

“Some goddamn shrink at General Hospital’s saying that killer’s nuts.”

“What do you expect from General Hospital? What’re they good for anyway but treating the lame and lazy on the welfare rolls? What do you plan to do about that dumbass detective who examined the officer the night of the shooting and ordered him taken to the psychiatric ward?”

“Ten days off?”

“Should get twenty.”

“Afraid he might complain to the press.”

“Guess you’re right,” Chief Lynch conceded grudgingly.

“Well, hope you’re happy with our office, Chief!”

“You did a fine job, Hec,” Deputy Chief Lynch said. “But I wish you’d talk to your secretary. I’ve had reports she didn’t say ‘good morning’ twice last week when my adjutant called.”

“Won’t happen again, Chief.”

“Bye bye, Hec.”

Deputy Chief Lynch wouldn’t stand for a violation of the Los Angeles Police Department order concerning phone answering. After all, he had written the order. Officers had to answer thus:

“Good morning [afternoon or evening], Wilshire Watch Commander’s Office, Officer Fernwood speaking. May I help you?”

If any word was left out of this standard greeting, the officer could be subject to disciplinary action.

It was said that once when a desk officer at Newton Street Station had uttered the entire phrase before giving the caller a chance to speak, the caller, a cardiac victim, fell unconscious before completing the address where the ambulance should be sent and died twenty minutes later.

Deputy Chief Lynch was a man to reckon with because he had thought of the most printable slogan in the history of the department. It was the slogan for a simple plan to spread out the staff officers geographically giving them line control over everything in a given area. But if the plan were to be newsworthy it needed a word or words to make it sound sophisticated, military and dramatic.

It came to Deputy Chief Lynch in a dream one night after he saw Command Decision on “The Late Show.”

“Territorial Imperative!” he screamed in his sleep, terrifying his wife.

“But what’s it mean, sir?” his adjutant asked the next day.

“That’s the beauty of it, stupid. It means whatever you want it to mean,” Chief Lynch answered testily.

“I see! Brilliant, sir!” cried the adjutant.

One often read in the Los Angeles newspapers that the chief of police was shuffling his officers around in the interest of “Territorial Imperative.”


TWO

THE BODY COUNT
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Deputy Chief Adrian Lynch could sit for hours and stare at stacks of paper and suck on an unlit pipe and look overworked. This alone would not have made him a success however if he had not been the driving force behind Team Policing and the Basic Car Plan which everyone knew were the pet projects of the Big Chief.

“Team Policing” was nothing more than the deployment as often as possible of the same men in a given radio car district, making these men responsible not only for uniform patrol in that district but for helping the detectives with their follow-up investigation. The detectives (now called “investigators”) resented the encroachment of younger patrol officers in the investigative work. The patrol officers in turn resented a phase of the Basic Car Plan which in reality was the plan itself. It was the Basic Car Plan Meeting. It was resented by everybody.

This meeting usually took place at a school or auditorium in the district patrolled by the given car. It was more or less a glorified coffee klatch to which doughnuts were added as an enticement. They were picked up free, compliments of a large doughnut chain. Police administrators could swear that crime had dropped because two dozen lonely old ladies had coffee and doughnuts with two charming, well groomed, young uniformed policemen who couldn’t wait to get rid of the old ladies so they could get off duty and meet some young ladies.

When Deputy Chief Lynch was still a commander he had had the foresight to transfer to his office an enterprising young policeman who had been a second lieutenant in Vietnam and was an absolute master of the body count. Officer Weishart made sure that all Basic Car meetings in divisions commanded by Lynch would take place in school buildings adjacent to crowded playgrounds. Officer Weishart supplied not only coffee and doughnuts for the pensioners in the neighborhood but cookies and punch for the children. He enticed hundreds of kids from the streets to set foot inside the auditorium wherein they would be duly logged. Each time they came and went. If anyone had ever bothered to audit Officer Weishart’s statistics he would have discovered that to accommodate the mobs reported, the grammar school auditorium would have had to be the size of the Los Angeles Coliseum.

But Team Policing and the Basic Car Plan had created lots and lots of new jobs for officers of staff rank. Therefore lieutenants made captain, captains made commander and commanders made deputy chief, and everyone had all the time they needed to think up new things for the working cops to do aside from catching crooks, which most of the new captains, commanders and deputy chiefs knew nothing about.

If Deputy Chief Lynch had an Achilles’ heel which might someday preclude his elevation to chief of police it was his lubricious lusting after his secretary, Theda Gunther, the wife of Lieutenant Harry Gunther, who every time he turned around found himself transferred farther and farther from his Eagle Rock home, which allowed his wife more and more time with Deputy Chief Lynch who wished there was a police station for Lieutenant Gunther even farther from downtown than West Valley Station.

If the body count at the Basic Car Plan meetings was Chief Lynch’s greatest accomplishment as a police officer his most thrilling by far was fornicating with Theda Gunther on top of the desk of that goddamn religious fanatic, Assistant Chief Buster Llewellyn.

They had gotten drunk in Chinatown the night Lynch suggested it, and there had almost been a slight scandal when they staggered into the police building at 2:00 A.M.

It had been a mad coupling for both of them what with the possibility of being caught in such a hallowed spot. Theda Gunther ripped off Deputy Chief Lynch’s hairpiece in the throes of orgasm, and he, instinctively grabbing for the three hundred dollar toupee, had a premature withdrawal, leaving evidence all over the irreplaceable hand tooled blotter with Llewellyn’s religious slogans engraved on all four corners.

Lynch feared that Llewellyn might immediately recognize the night deposit for what it was. He might send the blotter to the crime lab and seek the assistance of some smartass like his adjutant, a surly former detective. Chief Lynch didn’t know what a former detective might be able to uncover.

When the case of the MacArthur Park killing came to his attention Deputy Chief Lynch listened to all the details, including the stories of lurid fantastic orgies involving officers and station house groupies. He became angrier than anyone had ever seen him. He wanted to jail the officers. Due to his accident on Llewellyn’s desk he had become a nervous wreck. For three weeks Theda Gunther as usual rubbed her hot curvy body all over him when they passed in the office but he was as flaccid as linguini. She eventually got huffy and stopped calling him old donkey dick.

Of course Chief Lynch wasn’t the only one affected by the killing. Wilshire Station Captain Stanley Drobeck was fuming because he had to write a thirty page report to the chief of police about the MacArthur Park incident with all available information on the drinking, the degenerates and the dead body. This on top of the Captain Cunkle scandal which itself took ten pages to describe.

Captain Drobeck felt that a station captain truly had the hot seat in the police department. All the big chief did was make speeches and hog headlines. It was the captains who were deluged by paper work, who made the decisions and who were there. It certainly wasn’t the big chief and it wasn’t Deputy Chief Adrian Lynch, who, Drobeck knew, spent the entire day trying to seduce his secretary Theda Gunther, whose lieutenant husband was not likely ever to get transferred any closer to downtown and had taken to riding a motorbike to save gas.

Captain Drobeck despised libertines, like Deputy Chief Lynch and Captain Cunkle of Wilshire Detectives, who had been the cause of his latest and largest internal discipline matter before the MacArthur Park killing.

Cunkle was a loathsome veteran detective who had somehow managed to pass his promotion exams without more than a high school education and had conned his way past the promotion boards. When former Inspector Moss convinced the chief he should change the designation of “inspector” to “commander” it was Cunkle who said that the public associated the title of “inspector” with a police officer and that “commander” was purely a military term and that he wanted to be a cop not a soldier.

It had been Captain Drobeck’s recent pleasure to recommend ten days’ suspension for a single, male, twenty-five year old policeman who had been found to be living with a single, female, twenty-three year old bank teller. The charge was conduct unbecoming an officer, or CUBO, called “cue-bow” by the policemen. He had recommended twenty days for a policewoman in the same circumstances in that a female officer should be even more above reproach than a male.

When Captain Cunkle was finally caught by a private detective in a motel with Hester Billings, the wife of a prominent attorney Captain Drobeck made the following recommendation to Deputy Chief Lynch:


Despite the risk of being accused by the rank-and-file officers of applying a double standard if this confidential investigation leaks, I am recommending that you take no action against Captain Wesley Cunkle, who, as you know, was caught in a compromising position with a female person not his wife. The enclosed photos were taken by a well-known private investigator, himself a former police officer, thoroughly unscrupulous, but reportedly discreet. The negatives will be destroyed if the demand of his employer, the female person’s husband, is met.

The demand is: a quick divorce without alimony and with custody of the children for Mr.—.

There is some complication in that Captain Cunkle is, as you know, to be elevated to the rank of commander on the next transfer list. If he is not promoted, the field policemen may lose confidence in their leaders and get wind of this scandal despite our efforts to keep it stonewalled.

Respectfully,



Chief Lynch read the correspondence and looked at the photos of Captain Cunkle naked on his knees on the floor of a motel his eyes glazed by martinis and lust. Then the chief looked at Mrs. Billings spread-eagled on the bed unaware of Private Investigator Slim Scully snapping his Nikon for all he was worth.

“What do you think, sir?” asked Captain Drobeck who personally delivered the confidential reports and series of photos to the chief.

“Damn, she’s got a hairy box!” Chief Lynch whistled.

At the same moment that Captain Drobeck was making his recommendation to Deputy Chief Lynch concerning the secret matter of Captain Cunkle, an early nightwatch rollcall was being conducted at 77th Street Station. An alcoholic twenty-five year policeman named Aaron Mobley said to the sergeant in charge of the rollcall, “Goddamnit, I don’t mind how much pussy Cunkle eats, but why does a working copper get a suspension for the same thing a captain does?”

“Come on,” said the florid sergeant. “We been yakking about this for two days. I’d rather do it than talk about it. Let’s read off the crimes.”

Finally, Ruben Wilkie, a twenty-six year cop who was the partner of Aaron Mobley, had the last word: “He gobbles one beaver and gets promoted. I’ve ate close to three hundred bearded clams in my time and never even got a commendation!”

But perhaps the very last word on the subject was uttered by Police Commissioner Howie Morton. The police commissioners were political appointees, titular department heads, who knew little about police work but were generally harmless since the true power rested with the chief. Police Commissioner Morton was a white Anglo. The board always had at least one black, one Mexican-American, one Jew and, of late, one woman. It had never had a Persian, a Filipino or a Navajo and never would until those ethnic groups acquired a political base in Los Angeles.

Police Commissioner Morton was able to learn about the supersecret Captain Cunkle scandal because he had a distant cousin, a garage mechanic at Southwest Station, who overheard the janitors saying they were sick of hearing about it. Commissioner Morton persuaded a sergeant who worked Internal Affairs Division to obtain the photos for him. The last word on the Commander Cunkle scandal was hence uttered by Police Commissioner Morton. He looked at the photos and whistled. “Damn, she’s got a hairy box!”
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