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_A cheap Saturday night took you down. You died stupidly and harshly and
without the means to hold your own 1ife dear_.

_Your run to safety was a brief reprieve. You brought me into hiding as
your good-luck charm. I failed you as a talisman--so I stand now as your
witness_.

_Your death defines my Tife. I want to find the Tove we never had and
explicate it in your name_.

_I want to take your secrets public. I want to burn down the distance
between us_.

_I want to give you breath_.

some kids found her.

They were Babe Ruth League players, out to hit a few shag balls. Three
adult coaches were walking behind them.

The boys saw a shape in the ivy strip just off the curb. The men saw
loose pearls on the pavement. A 1little telepathic jolt went around.

Clyde warner and Dick Ginnold shooed the kids back a ways--to keep them
from Tooking too close. Kendall Nungesser ran across Tyler and spotted a pay
phone by the dairy stand.

He called the Temple City Sheriff's office and told the desk sergeant
he'd discovered a body. It was right there on that road beside the playing field
at Arroyo High School. The sergeant said stay there and don't touch anything.

The radio call went out: 10:10 a.m., Sunday, 6/22/58. Dead body at
King's Row and Tyler Avenue, E1 Monte.

A Sheriff's prowl car made it in under five minutes. An E1 Monte PD unit
arrived a few seconds later.

Deputy Vic Cavallero huddled up the coaches and the kids. officer Dave
wire checked out the body.

It was a female Caucasian. She was fair-skinned and redheaded. She was
approximately 40 years of age. She was lying flat on her back--in an 1ivy patch a
few inches from the King's Row curb Tine.

Her right arm was bent upward. Her right hand was resting a few inches
above her head. Her Teft arm was bent at the elbow and draped across her
midriff. Her left hand was clenched. Her legs were outstretched.

She was wearing a scoop-front, sleeveless, 1light and dark blue dress. A
dark blue overcoat with a matching lining was spread over her lower body.

Her feet and ankles were visible. Her right foot was bare. A nylon
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stocking was bunched up around her left ankle.

Her dress was disheveled. Insect bites covered her arms. Her face was
bruised and her tongue was protruding. Her brassiere was unfastened and hiked
above her breasts. A nylon stocking and a cotton cord were Tashed around her
neck. Both ligatures were tightly knotted.

Dave Wire radioed the E1 Monte PD dispatcher. Vvic Cayallero called the
Temple office. The body-dump alert went out:

Get the L.A. County Coroner. Get the Sheriff's Crime Lab and the photo
car. call the sSheriff's Homicide Bureau and tell them to send a team out.

Cavallero stood by the body. Dave wire ran over to the dairy and
commandeered a Tength of rope. Cavallero helped him string up a crime scene
perimeter.

They discussed the odd position of the body. It Tooked haphazard _and_
fastidious.

Spectators drifted by. Cavallero pushed them back to the Tyler Avenue
s;d$wa1k. wire noticed some pearls on the road and circled each and every one 1in
chalk.

official cars pulled up to the cordon. Uniformed cops and
plainclothesmen ducked under the rope.

From E1 Monte PD: Chief orval Davis, Captain Jim Bruton, Sergeant Virg
Ervin. Captain Dick Brooks, Lieutenant Don Mead and Sergeant Don Clapp from
Temple Sheriff's. Temple deputies called out to contain the civilians and plain
curious on- and off-duty cops.

Dave Wire measured the exact position of the body: 63 feet west of the
first Tocked gate on the school grounds/2 feet south of the King's Row curb. The
photo deputy arrived and snapped perspective shots of King's Row and the Arroyo
High playing field.

It was noon--and closing in on 90 degrees.

The photo deputy shot the body from straight-down and sideways angles.
vic cavallero assured him that the guys who found it did not touch it. Sergeants
ward Hallinen and Jack Lawton arrived and went straight to Chief Davis.

Davis told them to take charge--per the contract mandating all E1 Monte
city murders to the L.A. Sheriff's Homicide Bureau.

Hallinen walked over to the body. Lawton diagrammed the area 1in his
notebook.

Tyler Avenue ran north--south. King's Row intersected it at the southern
edge of the school property. King's Row ran east about yards. It terminated at
Cedar Avenue--the eastern edge of the school property. It was nothing more than
a paved access road.

A gate closed off the Cedar Avenue end. An inner gate sealed some
bungalows near the main Arroyo High buildings. The only way to enter King's Row
was via Tyler Avenue.

King's Row was feet wide. The sports field ran along the northern edge.
A shrub-covered chain-Tink fence ran behind the southern curb Tine and a
3-foot-wide ivy thicket. The body was positioned 75 yards east of the
Tyler--King's Row intersection.

The victim's left foot was two inches from the curb. Her weight had
pressed down the ivy all around her.

Lawton and Hallinen stared at the body. Rigor mortis was setting in--the
victim's clenched hand had gone rigid.

Hallinen noted a fake-pearl ring on the third finger. Lawton said it
might help them ID her.

Her face had gone slightly purple. She looked Tike a classic Tate-night
body dump.

VIc Cavallero told the coaches and baseball kids to go home. Dave Wire
and virg Ervin ming1ed with the civilians. Sergeant Harry Andre showed up--an
off-duty Sheriff's Homicide man hot to lend a hand.

The press showed up. Some Temple deputies cruised by to check out the
sgege Half the 26-man E1 Monte PD cruised by--dead white women were some kind
of draw.

The coroner's deputy showed up. The photo deputy told him he could
examine the victim.

Hallinen and Lawton pushed forward to watch. The coroner's deputy 1ifted
the coat off the victim's lower body.

She was not wearing a slip, a girdle or panties. Her dress was pushed up
above her hips. No panties and no shoes. That one stocking down around her left
ankle. Bruises and small lacerations on the insides of her thighs. An asphalt
drag mark on her left hip.
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The coroner's deputy turned the body over. The photo deputy snapped some
shots of the victim's posterior. The victim's back was dew-wet and showed signs
of postmortem 11v1d1ty

The coroner's deputy said she was probably dead eight to twelve hours.
She was dumped before sunrise--the dew on her back was a p a1n indicator.

The photo deputy took some more pictures. The coroner's deputy and his
assistant picked up the body. It was Timp--still shy of full rigor mortis. They
carried the victim to their van and placed her on a gurney.

Hallinen and Lawton searched the ivy thicket and the adjoining curbside.

They found a broken car antenna on the road. They found a broken strin?
of pearls in the flattened ivy near the dump position. They picked up the pearls
circled in chalk and strung them on the necklace. They saw that they had a
complete set.

The clasp was intact. The string was broken in the middle. They
evidence-bagged both pieces of the necklace.

They did not find the victim's panties, shoes or purse. They did not
spot tire marks in the gravel near the curb. There were no drag marks on any
surface along King's Row. The ivy surrounding the dump position did not Took
trampled.

It was I:20 p.m. The temperature was up in the mid-9os.

The coroner's deputy cut off samples of the victim's head and pubic
ha1'r_i He trimmed the victim's fingernails and placed the cuttings in a small
envelope.

He had the body stripped and positioned face-up on his gurney.

There was a small amount of dried blood on the victim's right palm.
There was a small 1aceration near the center of the victim's forehead.

The victim's right nipple was missing. The surrounding areola was
creased with white scar tissue. It appeared to be an o1d surgical amputation.

Hallinen removed the victim's ring. The coroner's deputy measured the
body at 66 inches and guessed the weight at 135 pounds. Lawton left to call the
stats in to Headquarters Dispatch and the Sheriff's Missing Persons Squad.

The coroner's deputy took a scalpel and made a deep 6-inchlong incision
in the victim's abdomen. He parted the flaps with his fingers, jabbed a meat
thermometer into the liver and got a reading of 90 degrees. He called the time
of death as 3:00 to 5:00 a.m.

Hallinen examined the ligatures. The stocking and cotton cord were
separately lashed around the victim's neck. The cord resembled a clothesline or
venetian blind sash-pull.

The cord knot was tied at the back of the victim's neck. The killer tied
it so tight that one of the ends broke off--fraying and the odd lengths of the
knot ends proved that fact conclusively.

The stockin% around the victim's neck was identical to the stocking
bunched around her left ankle.

The coroner's deputy locked up his van and drove the body to the L.A.
County Morgue.Jack Lawton put out a police band broadcast:

ATl san Gabriel valley units be alert for suspicious males with fresh
cuts and scratches.

ward Hallinen rounded up some radio reporters. He told them to put it on
the Tocal air:

Dead white woman found. Forty/red hair/hazel eyes/5'6"/ 135. Direct
potential informants to the E1 Monte PD and Temple City Sheriff's office--

Chief Davis and Captain Bruton drove to E1 Monte PD Headquarters. Three
ranking Sheriff's Homicide men joined them: Inspector R. J. Parsonson, Captain
Al Etzel, Lieutenant Charles McGowan.

They settled in for a skull session. Bruton called the Baldwin Park PD,
Pasadena PD, San Dimas Sheriff's office, Covina and west Covina PDs. He ran
their victim's stats by them and got identical responses: She doesn't match any
of our shortterm missing females.

Uniformed deputies and E1 Monte cops grid-searched the Arroyo High
grounds. Hallinen, Lawton and Andre canvassed the immediate neighborhood.

They talked to people out walking and people sunning in their yards.
They talked to a Tong string of customers at the dairy stand. They described
tBeir victim and got down-the-line responses: I don't know who you're talking
about.

The area was residential and semi-rural--small houses interspersed with
vacant lots and blocks of undeveloped ranchland. Hallinen, Lawton and Andre
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wrote it off as futile canvassing turf.

They drove south to the main E1 Monte throughways: Ramona, Garvey,
valley Boulevard. They swept a string of cafes and a few cocktail bars. They
talked up the redhead and got a run of negative responses.

The initial canvass was tapped out.

The grid search was tapped out.

No patrol units were reporting suspicious males with cuts and scratches.

A call came in to the EIl Monte PD. The caller said she just heard a
radio bulletin. That lady they found at the school sounded just like her tenant.

J The switchboard operator radioed virg Ervin: See the woman at 700 Bryant
Road.

The address was ET Monte--about a mile southeast of Arroyo High School.
Ervin drove there and knocked on the door.

A woman opened up. She identified herself as Anna May Krycki and stated
that the dead woman sounded Tike her tenant, Jean Ellroy. Jean left her little
house on the Krycki property last night around 8:00. She stayed out all
night--and still hadn't returned

Ervin described the victim's overcoat and dress. Anna May Krycki said
they sounded just like Jean's favorite outfit. Ervin described the scarring on
the victim's right nipple. Anna May Krycki said Jean showed her that scar.

Ervin went back to his car and radioed the information to the E1 Monte
sw%%ghboard. The dispatcher sent a patrol car out to find Jack Lawton and ward
HalTlinen.

The car found them inside of ten minutes. They drove straight to the
Krycki house.

Hallinen pulled out the victim's ring straight off. Anna May Krycki ID'd
it as Jean Eliroy's.

Lawton and Hallinen sat her down and questioned her. Anna May Krycki
said she was _Mrs_. Krycki. Her husband's name was George, and she had a
12-year-old son from a previous marriage named Gaylord. Jean Ellroy was
technically _Mrs_. Jean Ellroy, but she'd been divorced from her husband for
several years. Jean's full first name was Geneva. Her middle name was Odelia and
her maiden name was Hilliker. Jean was a registered nurse. She worked at an
aircraft-parts plant in downtown L.A. She and her 10-year-old son lived in the
Tittle stone bungalow in the Kryckis' backyard. Jean drove a redand-white Buick.
¢er ﬁon was spending the weekend with his father in L.A. and should be home in a

ew hours.

Mrs. Krycki showed them a photograph of Jean Ellroy. The face matched
their victim's.

Mrs. Krycki said she saw Jean leave her bungalow last night around 8:00.
She was alone. She drove off in her car and did not return. Her car was not in
her driveway or her garage.

Mrs. Krycki stated that the victim and her son moved into the bungalow
four months ago. She stated that the boy spent weekdays with his mother and
weekends with his father. Jean was originally from a little town in wisconsin.
She was a hardwork1ng quiet woman who kept to herself. she was 37 years old.

The boy's father picked him up in a taxicab yesterday morning. She saw
Jean doing yard work yesterday afternoon. They talked briefly--but Jean did not
discuss her Ssaturday-night plans.

Virg Ervin brought up the victim's car. where did she get it serviced?

Mrs. Krycki told him to try the local Union 76 station. Ervin got the
number from Information, called the station and talked to the proprietor. The
man checked his records and came back on the 1ine with a plate number:
california / KFE 778.

Ervin called the number in to the ET1 Monte PD switchboard. The
switchboard shot it out to all Sheriff's and local PD units.

The interview continued. Hallinen and Lawton pressed one topic: the
victim and her relationships with men.

Mrs. Krycki said that Jean had a limited social 1life. She seemed to have
no boyfriends. She went out by herself sometimes--and usually came home early.
She was not much of a drinker. She often said she wanted to set a good example
for her son.

George Kiycki walked in. Hallinen and Lawton asked him about his
Saturday-night activities.

He told them Anna May went to a movie around 9:00. He stayed home and
watched a fight card on TV. He saw the victim drive off between 8:00 and 8:30
p.m. and did not see or hear her return home.

Ervin asked the Kryckis to accompany him to the L.A. County Morgue. They
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had to Tog a positive ID on the body

Hallinen called the Sheriff's Crime Lab and told them to roll a print
deputy out to 700 Bryant, E1 Monte--the small house behind the larger house.

virg Ervin drove the Kryckis to the L.A. Hall of Justice--a twelve-mile
shot up the san Bernardino Freeway . The Coroner's office and the morgue were 1in
the basement below the Sheriff's Homicide Bureau.

The victim was stored on a slab in a refrigerated vault. The Kryckis
viewed her separately. They both identified her as Jean Ellroy.

Ervin took a formal statement and drove the Kryckis back to E1 Monte.

The print deputy met Hallinen and Lawton outside the E1lroy bungalow. It
was 4:30 p.m. and still hot and humid.

The bungalow was small and built of maroon-colored wood and river rock.
It stood behind the Krycki house, at the far end of a shared backyard. The yard
featured shade palms and tall banana plants, with a rock-and-mortar pond as a
centerpiece. The two houses were situated at the southeast corner of Maple and
Bryant. The Ellroy place had a Maple Avenue address.

The front door faced the pond and the Kryckis' back door. It was
constructed of louvered glass affixed to wood framing. A pane near the keyhole
was missing. The door could not be locked from the inside or outside.

HalTlinen, Lawton and the print deputy entered the house. The interior
was cramped: two tiny bedrooms off a narrow living room; a stand-up kitchen,
breakfast nook and bathroom.

The place was neat and orderly. Nothing Tooked disturbed. The victim's
bed and her son's bed had not been sTlept in.

They found a glass in the kitchen, partially filled with wine. They
checked the drawers in the victim's bedroom and found some personal papers. They
learned that the victim worked at Airtek Dynamics--2222 South Figueroa, L.A.

They learned that the victim's ex-husband was named Armand Ellroy. He
Tived at 4980 Beverly Boulevard, L.A. His phone number was HOllywood 3-8 700.

They saw that the victim did not have a telephone herself.

The print deputy dusted the wineglass and several other print-sustaining
surfaces. He came up with no viable Tatent fingerprints.

Hallinen walked over to the Kryckis' house and called the ex-husband's
number. He Tet it r1n? a good Tong time and got no answer.

Virg Ervin walked in. He said, Dave Wire found the victim's car--parked
behind a bar on valley Boulevard.

The bar was called the Desert Inn. It was located at 11721 valley--two
miles from the dump site and a mile from the victim's house. It was a flat
one-story building with a red clay-shingle roof and front window awnings.

The rear Tot extended back to a Tine of cheap stucco bungalows. A grass
strip covered with sycamore trees divided four parking space rows. Low
chain-Tinks closed the Tot in sideways.

A red-and-white Buick was parked by the west-side fence. Dave Wire was
standing beside it. Jim Bruton and Harry Andre were standing by a Sheriff's
prowl unit.

Al Etzel was there. Blackie McGowan was there.

Hallinen and Lawton pulled into the Tot. virg Ervin and the print deputy
pulled up in separate cars.

Dave Wire walked over and laid it all out.

He caught the Ticense p1ate call and started checking side streets and
parking Tots. He found the victim's car at 3:35 p.m. It was unlocked and
appeared to be unransacked. He checked the front and back seats and did not find
car keys or the victim's purse, undergarments and shoes. He _did_ find a
half-dozen empty beer cans. They were wrapped in brown paper and tied up with
string.

Hallinen and Lawton examined the car. It Tooked pristine inside and out.
The print deputy photographed the interior and exterior and dusted the doors and
dashboard. He came up with no viable latent fingerprints.

A Temple deputy arrived. He impounded the Buick and drove it to a nearby
Ford dealership for safekeeping.

Some civilians were Tlounging on the grass strip. Wire pointed out Roy
Dunn and Al Manganiello--two Desert Inn bartenders.

Andre and Hallinen talked to them. Dunn said he worked Tast night;
Manganiello said he only worked days. Hallinen showed them Mrs. Krycki's
snapshot of the victim. Both men said they'd never seen the woman before.

They never saw the red-and-white Buick before. Dunn was on duty last
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night--but he was buried behind the service bar and didn't see any customers
come and go. They both figured the Buick had been parked in the lot all
day--maybe even overnight.

Andre asked them who else was working last night. Dunn said, Talk to
ET11is outlaw, the manager.

Hallinen and Andre walked inside. Captain Etzel and Lieutenant McGowan
tagged along.

The Desert Inn was narrow and L-shaped. Leatherette booths Tined the
walls. A sit-down bar faced three rows of tables and the front door; the service
bar and kitchen stood directly behind it. A dance floor and raised bandstand
formed the short part of the L.

Andre and Hallinen braced El11lis outlaw and showed him their photo of the
victim. outlaw said he'd never seen her--or that '57 Buick out back. He wasn't
working Tast night, but he knew who was.

He gave them some names:

His wife, Alberta "Bert" outlaw. His sister, Myrtle Mawby. They were
both at his place now. Try the Royal Palms Apartments--321 west Mildred Avenue,
west Covina. And try Margie Trawick--Gllbert 8-1 136. She waitressed at the
Desert Inn on and off--and he heard she was in last night.

Hallinen wrote _down the information and followed the other cops outside.
The parking lot was full of E1 Monte PD guys keeping up with the action. A
second bunch of guys were staked out at Bryant and Maple--waiting for the
victim's exhusband and kid to show up.

It was 6:30 p.m. and cooling off a 1little. It was a long early summer
day and nowhere near dark.

A string of car radios crackled all at once.

The kid and the ex were back. Separate units were transporting them to
the E1 Monte Station.

The victim's ex-husband was a week shy of 60 years old. He was tall and
athletically built. He seemed to be in control of his emotions.

The victim's son was pudgy, and tall for 10 years old. He was
nervous--but did not appear in any way distraught.

The boy arrived home in a cab, alone. He was informed of his mother's
death and took the news calmly. He told a deputy that his dad was at the EI
Monte bus depot--waiting for a Freeway Flyer to take him back to L.A.

A patrol car was dispatched to pick up Armand ETlroy. Father and son had
not been in contact since their goodbyes at the depot. They were now being held
in separate rooms.

Hallinen and Lawton interviewed the ex-husband first. Ellroy stated that
he had been divorced from the victim since 1954 and that he was exercising his
child visitation rights this weekend. He picked the boy up in a cab at 10:00
a.m. Saturday and did_not see his ex-wife. He and his son took a_bus to his
apartment in Los Angeles. They ate lunch and went to a movie called _The
vikings_ at the Fox-wilshire Theatre. The show ended at 4:30. They did some
grocery shopping and returned home. They ate dinner, watched Tv and went to bed
between 10:00 and 11:00 p

They slept late this morning. They took a bus downtown and ate Tunch at
Clifton's cafeteria. They spent several hours window-shopping and caught a bus
back to E1 Monte. He put his son in a cab at the depot and sat down to wait for
an L.A.bound bus. A cop approached him and told him the news.

Hallinen and Lawton asked Ellroy how he got on with his ex. He told them
they met in '39 and got married in '40. They got divorced in '54--things went
bad and they came to hate each other. The divorce proceedings were acrimonious
and adversarial.

Hallinen and Lawton quizzed ETlroy on his ex-wife's social 1life. He told
them Jean was a secretive woman who kept things to herself. She 1lied when it
suited her--and she was really 43, not the 37 she claimed. She was promiscuous
and an alcoholic. His son found her in bed with strange men on several
occasions. Her recent move to E1 Monte could only be explained as a run from or
run to some lowlife she was seeing. Jean was secretive about her private Tife
because she knew he wanted to prove her an unfit mother--and thus gain full-time
custody of his son.

Hallinen and Lawton asked Ellroy to name his ex-wife's specific
boyfriends. He told them he only knew one name: Hank Hart, a fat blue-collar
type missing one thumb.

Hallinen and Lawton thanked Ellroy for his cooperation and walked to an
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interview room down the hall. Some off-duty cops were keeping the victim's kid
company.

The boy was bucking up nicely. He was hanging in tough all the way.

Hallinen and Lawton handled him gently. The boy confirmed his father's
account of the weekend down to the smallest detail. He said he only knew the
names of two men his mom went out with: Hank Hart and a teacher at his school
named Peter Tubiolo.

It was 9:00 p.m. ward Hallinen gave the boy a candy bar and walked him
down the hall to see his father.

Armand ET1Troy hugged his son. The kid hugged him back. They both Tooked
relieved and strangely happy.

The boy was released to Armand Eliroy's custody. A cop drove them to the
ET Monte bus station. They caught a 9:30 Freeway Flyer back to L.A.

Vvirg Ervin drove Hallinen and Lawton to the Royal Palms Apartments. They
showed their snapshot and ran their standard line of questions by Bert outlaw
and Myrtle Mawby.

Both women recognized the picture. Both women stated that the victim was
not a Desert Inn regular--although she was in the place last night. She was
sitting with a small-built man with straight black hair and a thin face. They
were the Tast two patrons to leave--at closing time, 2:00 a.m.

Both women stated that they'd never seen the small-built man before.

Myrtle Mawby said they should call Margie Trawick. She was sitting by
the bar earlier in the evening and might have something to add. Jack Lawton
dialed the number Ellis Outlaw gave them. Margie Trawick picked up.

Lawton ran some preliminary questions by her. Margie Trawick came on
strong--she _did_ see an attractive redhead sitting with a group of people last
ﬂight. Lawton told her to meet him at the E1 Monte Police Station in half an

our.

Ervin drove Lawton and Hallinen back to the station. Margie Trawick was
waiting for_them. She came off as high-strung and anxious to help.

Hallinen showed her the Jean Ellroy snapshot. She 1ID'd it flat out.

Ervin split for the Desert Inn--to show that snapshot around. Hallinen
and Lawton got Margie Traw1ck comfortable and Tet her talk without interruption.

She said she wasn't employed by the Desert Inn--but she'd waitressed
there sporadically for the past nine years. She recently underwent major surgery
and enjoyed going to the place strictly for fun.

She arrived around 10:10 last night. She sat down at a table near the
bar and had a few drinks. The redhead walked in the door about 10:45 or 1 1:00.
She was accompanied by a heavyset dishwater blonde with a ponytail. The blonde
was about 40-- the same age as the redhead.

The redhead and the blonde sat down at a table. A Mexicanlooking man
walked over immediately and helped the redhead off with her coat. They headed to
the dance floor and began dancing.

The man was 35 to 40, 5'8" to 6'. He had a slender build and dark hair
sTlicked back from a widow's peak He had a swarthy complexion. He was wearing a
dark suit and a white shirt open at the throat.

The man seemed to _know_ the two women.

Another man asked Margie to dance. He was 25-ish, lighthaired, medium
height and build. He was wearing sloppy clothes and tennis shoes. He was drunk.

Margie declined his invitation. The drunk got snotty and walked off. A
short while later she saw him dancing with the dishwater blonde.

other things distracted her. She ran into a friend and decided to take a
drive with him. They Teft at 11:30. The drunk was sitting with the redhead, the
blonde and the Mexican then.

She'd never seen the redhead or the blonde before. She'd never seen the
Mexican. She might have seen the drunk--he looked sort of familiar.

Lawton and Hallinen thanked Margie Trawick and drove her home. She
agreed to come in for a backup interview sometime in the next few days. It was
pushing midnight--a good time to brace bar people.

They circled back to the Desert Inn. Jim Bruton was there-- hitting
patrons up with questions. Lawton and Hallinen grabbed him and ran down Margie
Trawick's story.

They had more workable information now. They tablehopped and Taid it out
all over the room. They got a bite straight off.

somebody thought the drunk sounded 1like a clown named Mike whittaker. He
did construction work and had a flop in South San Gabriel.
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Bruton went out to his car and radio-patched a query to the california
State Department of Motor Vehicles. He got a quick positive:
Michael John whittaker, white male, DOB 1/1/34. 5'10", 185 pounds, brown
hair, blue eyes. 2759 South Gladys Street, South San Gabriel.

The address was a run-down rooming house. The owner was a Mexican woman
named Inez Rodriguez.

Hallinen, Lawton and Bruton badged her at the door. They said they were
Tooking for Mike Whittaker--as a possible homicide suspect.

The woman said Mike didn't come home last night. He might have come and
gone during the day--she didn't know. He was quite a big drinker. Most of the
time he hung out at the Melody, over on Garvey Boulevard.

Their "murder suspect™ Tine spooked Inez Rodriguez.

Hallinen, Lawton and Bruton drove to the Melody Room. A man matching
Mike whittaker's description was sitting at the bar.

They surrounded him and badged him. The man said he was Michael
whittaker.

Hallinen said they had some questions--pertaining to his whereabouts
Tast night. Lawton and Bruton frisked him and manhandled him out to the car.

whittaker played the roust submissive.

They drove him to the ET Monte Station. They hustled him to an interview
room and got up in his face.

whittaker smelled. He was jittery and half-drunk.

He copped to being at the Desert Inn Tast night. He said he was looking
fordcooze. He was pretty blitzed Tast night, so he might not remember things too
good.

Tell us what you _do_ remember, Michael.

He remembered going to the bar. He remembered asking a girl to dance and
getting brushed off. He remembered crashing a table party. The party consisted
of a redhead, another girl and an Italian-type guy. He didn't know their names
and he'd never seen them before.

hocked Lawton told him the redhead got murdered. whittaker seemed genuinely
shocked.

He said he danced with the redhead and the other girl. He hit the
redhead up for a Sunday-night date. She nixed it and said something about her
kid coming back from a weekend with his father. The Italian-type guy was dancing
with the redhead, too. He was a good dancer. He _might_ have said his name was
Tommy--but I don't remember too good.

Tell us what you _do_ remember, Michael.

Michael remembered that he fell off his chair. Michael remembered that
he outstayed his welcome at the table. Michael remembered the three people
bugging out of the joint together to be rid of him.

He stayed at the bar and got more blitzed. He walked to Stan's Drive-In
for a Tate-night snack. A sheriff's prowl team rousted him a few blocks up
valley Boulevard. They popped him for plain drunk and drove him to the Temple
City Station.

The drunk tank there was packed. The cops drove him to the Hall of
Justice Jail and booked him in. Some beaners stole his shoes and socks while he
was sleeping.

The tank deputy kicked him loose in the morning. He walked back to South
San Gabriel barefoot--maybe 12 miles. The day was a scorcher. The pavement
chewed up his feet and gave him big red blisters. He went by his room and
grabbed some money and a pair of shoes and socks. He walked to the Melody and
hunkered down to drink.

Bruton Teft the room and called the Temple City Sheriff's office. A
deputy confirmed whittaker's story: the man was in custody from 12:30 a.m. on.
He was alibied up for the victim's probable time of death.

Bruton walked back to the interview room and Taid out the news.
whittaker was thrilled. He said, Can I go home now?

Bruton told him he'd have to submit a formal statement within 48 hours.
whittaker agreed. Jack Lawton apologized for the heavy treatment and offered him
a 1ift to his rooming house.

" bwhittaker accepted. Lawton drove him to his place and dropped him off at
the curb.

His Tlandlady had dumped his belongings out on the front lawn. The front
door was latched and bolted.

She didn't want no fucking murder suspects under her roof.
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It was 2:30 a.m., Monday, June 23, 1958. The Jean Ellroy job--Sheriff's
Homicide File #z-483-362--was now 16 hours old.

The Ssan Gabriel valley was the rat's ass of Los Angeles County--a
30-mile stretch of contiguous hick towns due east of L.A. proper.

The San Gabriel Mountains formed the northern border. The
Puente-Montebello Hills closed the valley in on the south. Muddy riverbeds and
railroad tracks cut through the middle.

The eastern edge was ambiguously defined. when the view improved, you
knew you were out of the valley.

The Ssan Gabriel valley was flat and box-shaped. The mountain flank
trapped in smog. The individual towns--Alhambra, Industry, Bassett, La Puente,
Covina, West Covina, Baldwin Park, ET Monte, Temple City, Rosemead, San Gabriel,
South San Gabriel, Irwindale, Duarte--bled together with nothing but Kiwanis
Club signs to distinguish them.

The San Gabriel valley was hot and humid. wicked winds kicked dust off
the northern foothills. Packed-dirt sidewalks and gravel-pit debris made your
eyes sting.

valley Tand was cheap. The flat topography was ideal for grid housing
and potential freeway construction. The more remote the area, the more land your
money got you. You could hunt coons a few blocks off the Tocal main drag and
nobody would give you any grief. You could fence in your yard and raise chickens
and goats for slaughter. You could let your toddlers run down the block in their
shit-stained diapers.

The San Gabriel valley was White Trash Heaven.

Spanish explorers discovered the valley in 1769. They wiped out the
indigenous Indian population and established a mission near the Pomona
Freeway--Rosemead Boulevard juncture. La Misién del Santo Arcadngel San Gabriel
de los Temblores predated the first L.A. settlement by ten years.

Mexican marauders took over the valley in 1822. They kicked out the
Spaniards and appropriated their mission land. The United States and Mexico
fought a brief war in '46. The Mexicans lost and had to fork over california,
Nevada, Arizona, Utah and New Mexico.

The White Man got business going. The San Gabriel valley enjoyed a long
agriculture boom. Confederate sympathizers moved west after the Civil war and
bought a lot of valley Tland.

The railroad shot through in 1872 and sparked a real-estate boom. The
valley's population increased by 1 ,000%. L.A. was becoming a good-sized burg.
The valley cashed in on it.

Real-estate profiteers annexed the valley into small cities. A
development boom followed and continued straight through the 1920s. City
populations grew exponentially.

Housing bans were enforced valley-wide. Mexicans were restricted to slum
districts and tin-roof shantytowns. Negroes were not allowed on the streets
after dark.

walnut crops were big. Citrus crops were big. Dairies were a real
moneymaker.

The Depression put the skids to San Gabriel valley growth. world war II
resurrected it. Returning GIs got hip to westward migration. Real-estate
developers got hip to their hipness.

Tracts and subdivisions went up. wWalnut groves and orchards were blitzed
to make room for more and more of them. City boundaries expanded.

The population skyrocketed through the '50s. The agriculture biz
declined. Manufacturing and light industry flourished. The San Bernardino
Freeway stretched from downtown L.A. to south of E1 Monte. Automobiles became a
necessity.

Smog arrived. More housing developments went up. The boom economy
brought a new Took to the valley--but did not in any way alter its wild Wwest
character.

You had Dust Bowl refugees and their teenage kids. You had pachucos with
duck's-ass haircuts, Sir Guy shirts and sTitbottomed khakis. Okies hated spics
the way the old cowboys hated Indians.

You had a big influx of men flicked .up by world war II and Korea. You
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had packed suburbs interspersed with large rural patches. You could walk down
the Rio Hondo wash and catch fish with your hands. You could jump into the
Rosemead cattle pens and shoot yourself a cow. You could carve yourself a nice
fresh steak right there.

You could go drinking. You could hit the Aces, the Torch, the Ship's
Inn, the wee Nipee, the Playroom, Suzanne's, the Kit Kat, the Hat, the Bonnie
Rae or theJollyJug. You could see what was shaking at the Horseshoe, the
Coconino, the Tradewinds, the Desert Inn, the Time-out, the Jet Room, the Lucky
X or the Alibi. The Hollywood East was good. The Big Time, the off-Beat, the
Manger, the Blue Room and the French Basque were okay. Ditto the Cobra Room,
Lab's, the PineAway, the Melody Room, the Cave, the Sportsman, the Pioneer, the
49'er, the Palms and the Twister.

You could belt a few. You might meet somebody. The '50s divorce boom was
peaking. You could draw from a big pool of at-the-ready women.

ET Monte was the '58 hub of the valley. Early settlers called it "the
End of the Santa Fe Trail." It was a shitkicker town and a good place to have
fun. Recent settlers called it "the City of Divorced women.™ It was a honky-tonk
place with a morethan-distinct western atmosphere.

The population hovered around 10,000. It was 90% white and 10% Mexican.
The city was five miles square. Unincorporated county Tand bordered it.

The population expanded on Saturday nights. Out-of-towners drove in to
prowl the cocktail joints on valley and Garvey. The E1 Monte Legion Stadium
featured Cliffle Stone and Hometown Jamboree--broadcast live on KTLA-TV.

The audience wore cowboy garb: Stetsons and pipestem pants for the men;
starched hoop skirts for the women. The Stadium ran doo-wop dances on Cliffle's
off-Saturdays. Pachucos and white punks slugged it out in the parking lot
regularly.

The Ssan Berdoo Freeway cut through E1 Monte. Motorists exited and took
valley Boulevard eastbound. They stopped to eat at Stan's Drive-In and the
Hula-Hut. They stopped to drink at the Desert Inn, the Playroom and the
Horseshoe. valley was _the_ Saturday night thoroughfare. Eastbound motorists
ended up dawdling there whether they planned to or not.

The action strip ended at Five Points--the juncture of valley and
Garvey. Stan's and the Playroom stood at the prime northeast corner. Crawford's
Giant Country Market was just across the street. A dozen restaurants and juke
joints were jammed together off the intersection.

Residential El Monte ran north, south and west of there. Houses were
small and came in two styles: faux-ranch and stucco cube. Mexicans were isolated
in a strip called Medina Court and a shack town named Hicks Camp.

Medina Court was three blocks long. The houses there were made of
cinderblock and scavenged wood. Hicks Camp was just across the Pacific-Electric
tracks. The houses there had dirt floors and were built from Tumber ripped off
of old boxcars.

The movie _Carmen Jones_ was shot at Hicks Camp in A Mexican slum was
recast as a Negro sharecropper slum. The set designers did not have to change a
single detail.

Medina Court and Hicks Camp were full of winos and hopheads. A favored
Hicks Camp form of murder was to get your victim drunk and lay him on the
railroad tracks for an oncoming freight to decapitate.

The E1 Monte PD handled patrol calls and investigated all crimes short
of murder. The roster listed twenty-six cops, a matron and a parking meter man.
The department had a relatively clean reputation. Local merchants kept the boys
we]l Tubed with foodstuffs and liquor. El Monte cops always shopped in their
uniforms.

The guys patrolled in one-man cars. The work vibe was friendly--captains
and lieutenants drank with plain old harness bulls. The PD was a choice job--you
could help people or beat up wetbacks or promote lots of pussy, according to
your inclination.

The boys wore all-khaki uniforms and drove '56 Ford Interceptors. They
repossessed cars for local dealers and beefed with the Sheriff's over various
chickenshit matters. Half the men signed on under a patronage system. Half came
in via civil service.

The PD ceded their murder jobs to Sheriff's Homicide. For a
rough-and-tumble town, they got very few snuffs.

Two dykey-1ooking women killed an E1 Monte house painter on March 30,
1953. The man's name was Lincoln F Eddy.
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Eddy and Dorothea Johnson spent that day boozing in several E1 Monte
bars. They stopped at Eddy's house in the late afternoon. Eddy coerced Miss
Johnson into a blow job. Miss Johnson went home and discussed the matter with
her roommate, Miss Viola Gale. The women got ahold of a rifle and walked back to
the Eddy house.

They shot Lincoln Eddy. Two boys playing catch outside saw them enter
and leave. They were arrested the next morning. They were tried, convicted and
sentenced to lengthy prison terms.

on March 17, 1956, Mr. walter H. Depew drove his car through the front
wall of Ray's Inn on valley Boulevard.

Two men were struck and killed. Mr. Depew's broadside ripped out a
16-foot chunk of the front wall and a 19-foot chunk at the rear. Several other
bar patrons were seriously injured.

Mr. Depew was drinking at Ray's Inn earlier in the day. His wife was a
barmaid there. Mr. Depew got into an argument with the owner. The owner ejected
Mr. Depew a few hours before the incident.

Mr. Depew was arrested immediately. He was tried, convicted and
sentenced to a short prison term.

Sheriff's Homicide handled both cases. Their last three E1 Monte murders
got cleared in flicking record time.

The Jean Ellroy job was running Tonger already.

The _Times_, _Express_ and _Mirror_ gave it page-two play. It made the
Tocal Tv news for five seconds.

The redhead rated zero. The Johnny Stompanato snuff was the real goods.
Lana Turner's daughter shanked Johnny back in April. The story was still hot
news.

The _Mirror_ ran a shot of the redhead smiling. The Times ran a picture
of the kid just after the cops gave him the word. Jean Ellroy was the twelfth
county murder victim of 1958.

Armand ETTroy went down to the Coroner's Office early Monday morning. He
identified the body and signed a Health and Safety Code form to release it to
the Utter-McKinley Mortuary. Dr. Gerald K. Ridge performed the autopsy:
Coroner's Case File #35339-6/23/58.

He ascribed cause of death to "asphyxia due to strangulation by
Tigature."”" His anatomic summary noted the "totally occlusive double Tigature"
around the victim's neck. He noted that the victim was in her menstrual phase.
His smear for spermatozoa turned up positive. He found a tampon at the rear of
the vaginal vault.

He noted the "surgical absence" of the victim's right nipple. He
diagrammed the scrapes on her hips and knees and the bruises on the insides of
her thighs. He described the body as being "that of a well-developed,
welT-nourished, unembalmed white female." His external examination notes cut
straight to the two garrotes:

There is a double tightly occlusive ligature about the neck, producing
deep grooving of the soft tissues. This ligature is comprised of both a length
of apparent clothesTline cord, which has apparently been placed first about the
neck and knotted tightly in the Teft posterior region. The ends of the cord are
free, one extremely short and apparently having been broken Toose at the knot,
while the other one is of moderate Tength and extends inferiorly. Apparently
applied over the first Tligature is a tightly knotted nylon stocking, the knot
likewise Tocated in the left posterior lateral surface. The nylon ligature
overlies the Tong 1limb of the clothesline ligature at that point. The nylon
stocking appears to have been tightly affixed by the usual overhand knot first
and in the formation of the second knot, one Timb of the free end has been
looped under a partial slip knot, which is quite tightly drawn up.

Dr. Ridge removed the ligatures and noted the "deep pallid groove"
around the neck. He shaved the victim bald and described her head tissues as
"Intensely cyanotic and suffused with dark bluish-purple discoloration." He cut
the scalp down to the skull and pulled the flaps back. He diagrammed eleven
wounds and labeled them "intense red deep scalp ecchymoses."

The doctor sawed off the top of the head and examined the victim's brain
tissue. He weighed it and found "no evidences of injury or other intrinsic
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abnormalities." He cut open the victim's stomach and found whole kidney beans,
meat shards, orange-yellow masses resembling carrots or squash and yellowish
masses resembling cheese.

He examined the rest of the body and found no other evidence of trauma.
He took a blood sample to be held for chemical analysis and removed portions of
the vital organs for potential microscopic study.

He extracted food particles from the stomach to be held and analyzed. He
froze the spermatozoa smear--to be held and blood-typed.

A toxicologist took a blood sample and screened it for alcohol content.
His reading was Tow: .08%.

A forensic chemist checked the body. He found small white carpetlike
fibers under the victim's right middle fingernail and bagged them as evidence.
He took the two garrotes, the victim's dress, right stocking and brassiere to
the sheriff's Crime Lab. He noted that the unraveled strangling cord was 1
inches Tong--yet had tightened to 3 inches around the victim's neck.

Dr. Ridge called ward Hallinen and summarized his findings. He confirmed
asphyxia as the cause of death and said that the victim had been struck in the
head at Teast six times. She may have been unconscious when she was strangled.
She'd engaged in recent sexual intercourse. She had probably eaten a full meal
one to two hours before her death. It was most likely Mexican-type food--she had
partially digested beans, meat and cheese in her stomach.

Hallinen wrote the information down and called Sheriff's Metro. He laid
out his case to the squad Tlieutenant and requested two men to canvass bars and
restaurants in the E1 Monte/Rosemead/Temple City area. The lieutenant said he'd
Sﬁnd out Bill \/ickers and Frank Godfrey. Hallinen said they should stress three
things:

] The victim ate Mexican-style food Saturday night or very early Sunday
morning. She might have been out with a Mexican or a Latin-type
Caucasian--possibly named Tommy. The victim was redheaded--the two probably
stood out.

The Tieutenant promised priority service. Hallinen said he'd be out
canvassing himself.

Lawton and Hallinen connected at the E1 Monte Station. They split up and
started working separate canvassing beats.

Jim Bruton teamed up with Captain Al Etzel. They drove to 700 Bryant and
reinterviewed George and Anna May Krycki. Mrs. Krycki stuck to her
Jean-didn't-drink/Jean-didn't-go-outwith-men story. She said thatJean answered a
newspaper ad and rented the 1little back house impulsively. Jean Tiked the
fenced-in yard and thick foliage. She said the place felt safe to her. The
Kryckis had a hunch thatJean was hiding out in E1 Monte.

Jean did not have a telephone. She used the Kryckis' phone for Tocal
calls and made her other calls at work. The Kryckis received a few calls _to_
her. They were strictly calls related to her job.

Bruton asked Mrs. Krycki if she had any more photos of Jean. She gave
him six Kodachrome snapshots. Etzel asked her to go through the bungalow with
them. They needed to inventory Jean's things and determine the shoes and purse
she had with her Saturday night.

Mrs. Krycki walked Bruton and Etzel through the house and examined the
victim's belongings. She drew a blank on the purse and said Jean's clear plastic
high heels were missing.

Bruton and Etzel drove to the E1 Monte Station and dropped the snapshots
off for reprinting.

Hallinen met up with Lawton.

Their canvassing runs were unsuccessful. They hit numerous bars and
nightclubs--but nobody recalled a redhead and a dark man out Saturday night.

They drove to the Airtek Dynamics plant. It was just south of downtown
L.A.--a big six-story structure. The personnel director was named Ruth Schienle.

She'd heard about the killing. She said the news was buzzing all over
Airtek. She said she was friendly with Jean. Jean was a well-liked Airtek
employee.

Airtek was a division of the Packmeyr Gun Company. They manufactured
window casings for military planes. Jean was the plant nurse. She hired on 1in
September '56.

Mrs. Schienle said she knew very Tlittle about Jean's private 1ife.
Hallinen and Lawton pressed her.

She said Jean had very few close friends. She was not much of a
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socializer and only an occasional drinker. Her friends were mostly older
couples, dating back to the time of her marriage.

Hallinen and Lawton described the blonde and the dark man. Mrs. Schienle
said they didn't sound Tike Airtek people-- or any of the friends Jean told her
about. The name Tommy did not ring a bell.

Hallinen and Lawton Teft her a card and said they'd be in touch. They
told her to call if she picked up on anything suspicious.

Mrs. Schienle assured them she'd cooperate. Hallinen and Lawton headed
back to E1 Monte.

The Metropolitan Detail was a loan-out unit. It had one function: to
assist the Headquarters Detective Bureau in major investigations. The assigned
deputies wore plainclothes and were skilled at canvassing.

Frank Godfrey locked in to the Ellroy case on Monday afternoon. Bill
Vickers was set to start soon.

Godfrey canvassed with a photo of the victim. He queried waitresses,
carhops, bartenders, restaurant and cocktail Tounge managers. He stressed the
redhead, the blonde and a dark man who might be named Tommy. He said the redhead
ordered Mexican food or a chili size with cheese.

He hit Staat's Cafe at Meeker and valley. A waitress said the redhead
Tooked familiar. She said a party of four came in Saturday night and ordered
chili sizes. Pearl Pendleton waited on them.

Pear]l was off today. Godfrey got her number from the manager and called
her. pPearl listened to his questions and said that none of her Saturday-night
customers resembled the people he described.

Godfrey hit Dick's Drive-In at Rosemead and Las Tunas. Nobody there was
working Saturday night into Sunday morning. The manager was not on the premises.

A carhop gave him some names: Marlene, Kathy, Kitty Johnson, Sue the
counter girl. They were all working Saturday-Sunday graveyard and would be
rotating back on duty wednesday.

Godfrey walked across the street and checked out the Clock Drive-In. The
manager said none of his on-duty crew was working Tate Saturday night or early
sunday. He checked his 6/2 1 roster and kicked 1oose some names and numbers: two
diningroom girls, one hostess, one counter girl and four carhops.

Godfrey circled over to Five Points and hit Stan's Drive-In. The manager
said his Saturday-sunday girls were all off now. Godfrey wrote down their names
and home numbers:

Eve McKinley / ED3-6733; Ellen "Nicky" Nichols / ED36442; Lavonne
"Pinky" Chambers / ED7-6686.

It was 4:00 p.m. Godfrey swung south on Garvey and stopped at the Melody
Room.

The owner introduced himself as Clyde. He heard out Godfrey's questions
and told him to contact Bernie Snyder, the night barman. Bernie closed the place
at 2:00 a.m. sunday. call Bernie and talk to him.

A customer butted in. He said _he_ was here Sunday morning--and _he_ saw
a ponytailed blonde huddled up with a darkhaired guy. The guy was thirty to
thirty-flve;The ponytail and him were acting real nervous.

Clyde said the ponytail sounded 1like a regular named Jo. She worked for
Dun & Bradstreet in L.A. He called the woman a "bar Tizard." The dark-haired guy
didn't come off familiar at all.

Godfrey took down the customer's name and phone number. Clyde urged him
to call Bernie Snyder--Bernie knew all the faces.

Godfrey called from the bar. Bernie's wife answered. She said Bernie
wouldn't be back until 5:30--try him then.

It was 4:30 p.m. Most of your local nightspots didn't open until 6:00 or
7:00. Godfrey was running up a long phone call Tist.

The Desert Inn was a hillbilly joint. It used to be called the Jungle
Room and Chet's Rendezvous. Myrtle Mawby bought the place for her kid brother,
ET11is outlaw. ETT1is renamed it Outlaw's Hideout.

ET11is was always in trouble with the cops and the fucking Internal
Revenue Service. The Feds shut him down for skimming withholding money from his
employees--then let him reopen so he could pay off his debt. E11lis brained Al
Manganiello with a bottle back in '55 and narrowly avoided a jail stretch. He
just couldn't make the Hideout turn a steady profit.

He sold it back to Chet williamson. Chet renamed it the Desert Inn and
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let ETT1is run it. El1lis came from a barkeeping family. His sister Myrtle shot
her husband in the ear once and got two cocktail bars in the ensuing divorce
settTement.

E1Tis owned the bungalows behind the Desert Inn parking lot. His pal Al
Manganiello rented a flop from him. E11is ran a small handbook out of the bar.
He took action on all the races at Hollywood Park and Santa Anita.

ET11is got popped for drunk driving in May of '57. Two E1 Monte cops said
he tried to bribe them--nice coin if they shitcanned the arrest report. A couple
of ET11is' buddies offered them backup bribes.

The bribe offers were relative chump change. The thing escalated into a
hick-town cause célébre.

ET11is was convicted for drunk driving. Appeals kept him out of jail for
over a year. Ellis and his pals beat the bribery rap.

The drunk driving appeals ran out on June 19th. A judge confirmed the
conviction. Ellis was ordered to appear for sentencing on June 2 7th.

The Desert Inn was venerably shitkicker--and high-class by E1 Monte
standards.

Spade Cooley played there on his way down from local TV The quasi--Ink
Spots played there on their post-vegas slide.

Negro customers got the bum's rush. Spics got a wary welcome--if they
didn't show up en masse.

The Desert Inn was a good place to drink and scout nookie. The Desert
Inn was safe and civilized--by 1958 E1 Monte standards.

Jim Bruton met Hallinen and Lawton at the bar. It was 6:30 p

They hit Al Manganiello up for the Desert Inn guest book. A1 showed them
a ledger filled with names and addresses. They skimmed it and found two men
named Tom.

Tom Downey: 4817 Azusa Canyon Road, Baldwin Park. Tom Baker: 5013 North
Larry Street, Baldwin Park.

Al said he didn't know Tom Baker. Tom Downey was more their speed--sort
of a slick dark-haired guy Tike the one they said was dancing with the redhead.

Hallinen, Lawton and Bruton drove to Downey's address. A woman answered
the door and ID'd herself as Mrs. Downey.

She said Tom was still at work--he sold Fords at E1 Monte Motors. He
should be home in a few minutes.

They told her they'd be back later and staked out the house in Bruton's
car. "A few minutes" stretched to nine and a half hours.

They called it quits at 5:00 a.m. Bruton radioed the station and told
them to dispatch a patrol unit to relieve the stakeout.

A black & white arrived five minutes Tater. Bruton drove Hallinen and
hawton back to the Desert Inn to get their cars. Everybody dispersed and went

ome.

The patrol guys watched the Downey house. Tom Downey showed up twenty
minutes into their stakeout.

The patrol guys grabbed him. They radioed the E1 Monte switchboard and
told the operator to rouse Captain Bruton.

Tom Downey was pissed off and bewildered. The patrol guys drove him to
the E1 Monte Station and placed him in an interview room.

Jim Bruton walked in. His first impression of Tom Downey: This guy is
too stocky to be our suspect.

Bruton questioned him. Downey said he was out chasing cunt--and boy was
he tired. Bruton told him to run down his Saturday-night activities.

Downey said he was at the Desert Inn on two different occasions. The
first time was between 8:00 and 9:00. He sat at a table with Ben Grissman and
another guy while they ate their dinner.

Ben and the other guy left. He stayed another ten minutes or so. He hit
a few more spots, returned to the Desert Inn and had two drinks. He cashed a
20-doTTlar check with the bartender and split just prior to midnight. He went to
another bar and met up with a friend. They drove to a steak house in Covina and
had a late supper. He got home real late.

Bruton described the victim, the blonde and the dark man, and placed
them at the Desert Inn roughly concurrent with Downey's visits. Downey said he
didn't notice anybody resembling them.

Bruton wrote down "Ben Grissman" and got the name of Downey's other
buddy. He told Downey that some Sheriff's men might want to talk to him.

Downey pledged his cooperation. Bruton sent him home in a patrol car.
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A Tletter arrived at the E1 Monte Station Tuesday morning. It was
scrawled on the back of a bank deposit sTip and an employee's time clock sheet.

E1 Monte Chief of Police 6/23/58

Dear Sir,

I would suggest, in relation to your Tlatest rape murder (that I read
about 1in today's paper) you should question E. Ponce, a TV repair man, works for
Dorn's, 1lives 1in Monterey Park. This 1is rather near E1 Monte and my wife charges
that he raped her in April of last year, in my home. He also threatened her at
that time and the rest of the family. our matter is in the courts at this time.
He is a tall s1lim Mexican, very pronounced accent. Make him account for his
actions and or any others of a similar nature, as he 1is so inclined.

Ask ponce if he was acquainted with the nurse that was raped & murdered.
Find out if she ever bought a TV or had other dealings with Dorn's, and if Ponce
had ever repaired sets or any other appliance for her. Look at Dorn's books and
hours. Make him account for his time on the night of the crime. Substantiated.
?skkme to identify him, just as if I had seen her with him. Let me get a close

ook.

The letter was signed "Lester A. Eby, 17152 Cires Avenue, Fontana,
Calif." The chief's secretary called Information and got the accompanying phone
number: VA2-7814. She wrote it at the bottom of the time clock sheet and called
Information back.

She asked for a 1isting on "E. Ponce" in Monterey Park. The operator
gave her the only one she had: Emil Ponce, 320 East Fernfleld Drive, PAI-3047.
She wrote the information down below the informant's name and placed the letter
in Captain Bruton's box.

Ruth Schienle called Sheriff's Homicide Tuesday morning. She Teft a
detailed message for ward Hallinen and Jack Lawton. The phone man wrote it down
on the back of a teletype sTip.

Miss Schienle rptd that Henry Kurtz, 4144 Irving Pl., Culver City
NE8-5888, did not rpt for work last night and had phoned in that he would not be
in tonight (6/2L3358). Henry F. Kurtz / Mw / 39--42/5'-8"--2 20 / brown hair

The phone man placed the slip in Jack Lawton's box.

Jim Bruton called Frank Godfrey Tuesday morning. He told him to hustle
down to Brea and talk to a Mexican girl named Carmen Contreras. They got a tip
tha% she knew a Desert Inn habitué named Tommy. The girl's address was 248 South
Poplar.

Godfrey drove to Orange County and found the address. The girl's mother
sent him over to the Beckman Instrument Company--Carmen's place of employment.

Godfrey talked to Carmen. Carmen said she knew a man named Tommy--but
she didn't know his Tast name. He was a Caucasian, 30 to 40, 5'6" to 5'7". He
was dark complected and had brown eyes and dark curly hair.

Carmen thought he Tived in Baldwin Park. He was married--but was trying
to obtain a divorce. He drove a '57 Mercury coupe, pink over white. He told her
he used to own a '52 Olds. He worked for a floor-installation company in Temple
City. He hung out at the Ivanhoe in Temple City and the Desert Inn in E1 Monte.
He liked to sit at the bar or table-hop. He took her to an Italian place on
valley a couple of times. She hadn't seen Tommy in a while.

Godfrey gave her a card. He told her to call him if she dredged up
Tommy's Tast name. Carmen said she would.

Godfrey called Jim Bruton and ran the interview by him. Bruton said he'd
check out the Ivanhoe.

An anonymous tipster called the Temple City Sheriff's Tuesday morning.
He said this "Johnny" guy might be the one who choked that nurse.

The tipster said Johnny frequented the Desert Inn. He drove a
pink-and-white 01ds Holiday and considered himself a "Tover boy." He was white,
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30 to 35, 5'8" with a medium build. He had black hair and a dark complexion. He
had an ex-girlfriend named Patricia Fields.

The desk sergeant relayed the information to Bill vickers. vickers found
a phone listing for Patricia Fields and called her.

Miss Fields told him that Johnny had been working overseas since
December. She'd been corresponding with him since that time. vickers asked her
if she could verify it. Miss Fields told him to call Peggy Narucore. Her number
was GI3-2638.

vickers called the number. Peggy Narucore confirmed Miss Fields' story.

It was mid-afternoon.

Frank Godfrey and Bill vickers were canvassing bars and restaurants.
ward Hallinen and Jack Lawton were reinterviewing the victim's ex-husband and
son.

o1 Their apartment was small and hot. They sat around a small kitchen
table.

Armand ETTroy mentioned the funeral next week. He'd arranged for a
minister and burial at Inglewood Cemetery. Jean's sister and her husband were
flying in from Madison, Wisconsin. He'd be taking his boy back to E1 Monte next
Monday to pick up his things.

HalTlinen and Lawton asked the boy some questions.

Did your mother know a blond woman with a ponytail? Did you ever see her
with a Mexican man or a dark white man? who were her friends at work? Did she
make any friends since you moved to E1 Monte? _Why did she move to E1 Monte?_

The boy said his mother 1ied about the move to E1 Monte. She said she
wanted him to live in a house, not an apartment. He knew she was lying.

He liked Santa Monica. E1 Monte scared him. He didn't understand why
they moved so far away.

He didn't know any blond woman. He didn't know any Mexican guy or dark
white guy. He didn't know his mother's work friends. He already told them about
Hank Hart and Peter Tubiolo. Mrs. Krycki was his mother's friend--he knew that.

Lawton asked him if his mother drank 1iquor.

The boy said she drank a Tot of Early Times bourbon.

Jim Bruton got a call Tuesday evening. The Temple Sheriff's forwarded a
tip: Tommy just showed up at the Ivanhoe.

Bruton arranged for a Sheriff's unit to transport him to the E1 Monte
Station. He set up an interview room with a one-way glass mirror and called
Myrtle Mawby. She agreed to come in and view the suspect.

Two deputies brought Tommy in. It was Tom Baker from the Desert Inn
guest book. Bruton had him run down his Saturday night.

Baker said he went to the races at Hollywood Park. He stayed through the
seventh race and drove to a restaurant on Florence and Rosemead. He had a burger
and drove to his place in Baldwin Park. He spent the rest of the evening
watching TV with his landlord and the Tandlord's son. He was not at the Desert
Inn Saturday night.

Myrtle Mawby observed Tom Baker. She told Bruton that he was not the man
she saw with the redhead.

Tom Baker was released. A patrol car drove him back to the Ivanhoe.

It was 8:00 p.m.

vickers and Godfrey were over at Temple--calling bartenders and carhops
at home. Hallinen and Lawton were calling out from the E1 Monte Station.

They were trying to locate Margie Trawick and Mike whittaker. They
needed them to submit formal statements tonight.

They found Margie at her parents' house. They found Mike at the Melody
Room and told him they'd send a car for him. They arranged for a Sheriff's
stenographer to come out to the station.

The desk sergeant interrupted them. He said a tip just came in--a carhop
at Stan's might have seen something Saturday night.

) _ Lavonne Chambers was wearing a red-and-gold uniform. Hallinen and Lawton
interviewed her in the manager's cubbyhole. ]
Stan's was circular and space-age modern. A neon spire poked out of the
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roof. The lot behind it was huge--cars could stack up three rows deep and flash
their Tights for service.

Lavonne said she heard a radio broadcast. She hemmedand-hawed for a day
or so and told her shift boss what she knew. He called the Sheriff's for her.

Hallinen and Lawton coaxed her a 1little. Lavonne relaxed and told them
her story.

She recognized the description on the radio. She remembered the
redhead--from her dress down to her pearl ring. She was certain that she served
the redhead and her date _twice_-- Saturday night and Sunday morning.

They came in shortly after 10:00. The woman ordered a grilled cheese
sandwich; the man ordered coffee. The man was driving. The car was a '55 or '56
Olds sedan. It was two-tone green--with the lighter green probably on top. The
man was very thin, 35 to 40, with black hair combed straight back. He looked
Tike he might be of Greek or Italian extraction.

The woman acted Tighthearted. She might have been intoxicated. The man
acted bored and reserved.

They ate and drove off. They returned between 2:00 and 2:45 a.m. They
parked in one of her stalls again.

The redhead ordered chili and beans. The man ordered coffee. She was
s%}]] Tighthearted. He was still bored and reserved. They ate, paid up and drove
o

Hallinen and Lawton d1sp1ayed the victim's coat——covered with forensic
tags now. Lavonne Chambers ID'd the lining immediately. She ID'd a photo of the
victim just as fast. She agreed to submit a formal statement tomorrow--but only
at her house. She couldn't leave her children alone.

Hallinen and Lawton set up a 3:30 appointment. Lavonne went on and on
about the redhead--she was so pretty and seemed so nice.

Mike wWhittaker's formal statement was a mess.

He kept pleading drunkenness. He pegged the 43-year-old redheaded victim
as a brunette in her 20s. He called the ponytailed blonde a Mexican girl.

His story was vague and filled with memory gaps. He kept contradicting
his Sunday-night statement. His one chronological frame of reference was the
moment he fell off his chair.

The interview concluded at 9:35 p.m.

Mike whittaker walked out. Margie Trawick walked in.

STATEMENT OF MARGIE TRAWICK. TAKEN AT THE EL

MONTE POLICE DEPARTMENT, 505 EAST VALLEY BOULEVARD, EL MONTE. PRESENT: SERGEANT
W. E. HALLINEN,

SERGEANT J. G. LAWTON. 9:41 P.M., JUNE 24, 1958. FOR

FILE #z-483-362. REPORTED BY: DORA A. BRITTON,

STENOGRAPHIC REPORTER.

BY SGT. HALLINEN:

what is your full name?
Margie Trawick.

Do you have a middle name?
Yes, the middle name 1is Lucille.

Are you sometimes known by another last name?
My maiden name was Phillips.

where do you Tive?
413 Court Adair Street, E1 Monte.

Do you have a telephone?
Gilbert 8-1136.

May I ask your age?
I was thirty-six a week ago last Saturday the 14th of 3June.

>0 PO PO PO PO PO
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Ellroy, James - My Dark Places
who do you 1live at that address with?
My parents, Mr. and Mrs. F. W. PhilTips.

Are you working at the present time? )
Right now, no. I do have an employer. I'm off on sick
leave at present.

who 1is your employer?
Tubesales, 2211 Tubeway Avenue, Los Angeles 22.

Did you have previous employment as a waitress?
Yes. Waitress. Mostly hostess at the Desert Inn, 11721
East valley Boulevard, E1 Monte, right.

How long were you employed there?

Approximately nine years. Not steady at any time, whenever

they needed me. When business was real good.

when was your Tlast date of employment? ]
Let's see, I went to the hospital May 6th and it was
the Saturday night before that Tuesday.

Referring to_Saturday night, June 21st in the evening,
do you recall this date?
Yes, I do.

would you tell us your movements starting with
approximately 10:00 p.m. of that date?

I left my home at about, between five and ten minutes
after 10:00, went directly to the Desert Inn.

Pardon me, what type of place is the Desert Inn?
It's a night club, strictly. Dancing and dinner house.

what time did you arrive at the Desert Inn? ] ]
I would say about 10:15, to 10:20. Just what time it
would take me to drive from here straight there.

where did you sit?
The table directly in front of the bar next to the
service station.

By service station you mean there where the girls
obtain their drinks for service to the customers?
That's right.

while sitting at that table did you view the room
and it's customers?
Yes, as it's habit with me.

Could you tell us about the condition as to movement

of customers and anyone in particular that you noticed?
There were six people at two tables pulled together
directly on the front row next to the dance floor.

Did you recognize any of these people?
As regular customers of the Desert Inn, yes.

Can you name them?
I can not.

Did you notice anyone at the bar?

Yes, there was the colored singer sitting on the
stool next to the service station. There was two
other men at the bar.

would you know their names?
only one that I know as Cliff. He's the man that
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Teft with meat 11:30.

You are referring to when you left the Desert Inn
at 11:30 p.m.?
Yes, that's right.

Any others you recognized or can name, sitting at

any of the tables within your view?

There was a dancer that used to dance at the Pioneer,

a stripper, I mean, and I don't know whether it's her
husband or agent, but he is always with her, sitting
directly next to me. There was another regular sitting
at the center table under the mirror on the side wall.
They were regulars. There were four people at the third
table next to the dance floor. I don't know them, but
they have been in there a number of times. There was a
young couple directly behind them. The young fellow I've
seen. The girl I had not.

As you recall these people within your view at the tables,
approximately what time was it?
This was at the time that I went in.

Did anyone else seat themselves or come into the place

that you took particular notice of?

Two girls. one a redhead and one 1is, I call a dishwater
blonde, came in and sat down at the center table, center row.

would you describe these two Tadies?

The redhead was very attractive. I call it a Titian red.

I don't know what you might call it. Not a dark red, not a
Tight red. very nicely dressed and a navy blue duster dress.
Dress of print, the duster lined with the same material as
the dress. The outside of the duster navy blue. At the time
that they sat down, the waitress, which is a very dear friend
of mine, was talking to a customer at the bar.

what is the waitress's name?
Myrtle Mawby.

with reference to the redheaded girl, can you describe her
as to approximate age, height and weight?

I would say she was forty years old. I would judge her to

be 5'5", her weight I'd say is hard for me to judge. I don't
believe I stated her exact weight, possibly between 125 to
130 pounds.

Did you notice any jewelry on this girl?
I did not.

Did you notice anything else that might be distinguishing?
The reason I noticed the girl in particular was when she
pulled her coat off to dance with a fellow that walked up
to the table.

Can you describe the other girl sitting at the table?

She was a dishwater blonde, had a short three-quarter Tlength,
beige or tan coat on across her shoulders. She had on flat
heel shoes and until I saw her dance, that's as much of a
description. Dancing, about her weight, I judged her to be
heavier than the redhead by five or ten pounds. She was hippy
or broad across the hips.

Her age?
About the same as the other lady, about forty years old.

Height?
About the same as the redhead. She had on flat heels. The
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redhead had high heels.

BY SGT. LAWTON:
Did you notice the shoes of the redhead?
No, I did not.

Did the redhead appear to be intoxicated?
Neither one of them appeared that way.

>0 O

BY SGT. HALLINEN:

Q After the two girls you have just described sat at the
table, what happened next?
A I called Mrs. Mawby's attention that she had two customers

and she finished her conversation with the gentleman at the
bar. In the meantime a tall thin Mexican fellow walked to
the back of the chair of the redhead. I did not hear him ask
her to dance. She immediately arose from her chair.

Eef?re you go on, can you describe this person a Tittle more
ully?

A I would say he was between 5'9" and 6' tall, very thin body
stature, thin in face. bDark hair, slicked back. Quite slicked down.

Q was there any wave to this hair?

A NO.

Q was there any part? )

A No, it was a receding forehead on both sides here.

Q what type clothes, if you recall? ]

A Dark suit. Dark sport shirt, worn open at the throat with the
collar out of the suit coat.

Q Did you notice anything white or Tight on this man?

A I did not.

Q The age?

A I would say that he wasn't, he was around the same age as the
women there.

Q Approximately forty years of age?

A Yes, sir. Between that and forty-five.

Q Did you hear any of the conversation when he came to the table?

A No, I did not.

Q Did you have any impression as to whether this man knew either
one of the girls?

A It seemed to me that he was a member of the party. It Tooked
that way.

Q And you obtained that impression from what?

A From the way he approached the redhead. She arose from her

chair, she took her coat off, he helped her fold it, Tining out,
put it across the back of the chair and went to the dance floor.

At this time it Teft the other girl with the pony tail sitting
alone at the table?

Miss Mawby started then to take their order and came back and
stood by my table because she had to wait to see whether they
were all old enough before she could serve any drinks to that
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table. what happened next, she took their order; one beer, two
highballs. I heard her call, "Tall," then I knew one of them
had a tall drink.

At this time there were three at the table?
Yes.

what is your next recollection as to the proceedings?
The next recollection was of Mike coming off the dance floor
with the blonde.

You don't know his name?
No, I didn't at the time.

You have since learned his name is Mike?
Yes.

I wish to go back just a small ways in this statement and
ask you if you can recall the approximate time that the two
girls arrived at and sat at the table you described?

I would say I had been there at least a half-hour, which
would make it about quarter to 11:00.

would you describe the person you now know as Mike?

well, he has 1light brown hair. I would call him blonde
because of his facial features. He strikes me as a blonde.
Young fellow, 23, 24 years old. Had a dark shirt with navy
blue or black. The thing most noticeable to me was that it
was sloppy. It was unbuttoned all the way down the front.

Dark trousers and fabric shoes on, kind of 1light tennis shoes.

This is the same description you related to us prior to
knowing that this person's name was Mike?
That's right.

what did Mike do?

In reference to asking me to dance he walked in the front
door, walked to the bar and ordered a beer, then came up to

my table and asked me if I would like to dance, and I told

him the number was too fast. Then he asked me would I dance

a slow one and I told him, "No, thank you." He became very
belligerent and asked me did I even know how to dance at all.
He went back to the bar, picked up his beer and walked to the
corner table that separates the cocktail lounge from the food
side of the place. The waitress--I made the remark to the
waitress that he was belligerent and looked rather young to
me. She went and came back, gave him a clean ashtray and clean
napkin, came back to my table and said, "No, he's plenty old
enough." A short while Tater I noticed that he was dancing with
the pony-tail blonde that was sitting at the center table,
center row with the redhead.

Did you notice Mike go to the table prior to dancing with
the girl with the pony tail?

No, when I saw him sitting at the table with the party at
that time that made four of them; the Mexican, the young

fellow, and the two girls.

Do you recall in relation to the location of the bar what
the position of the four people were?
The two girls had their backs to me.

which would make their backs to which side of the room?

Their backs were at the north. They were facing the dance
floor. Mike's chair was pulled in close at an angle where

he could watch the dance floor, closer to the pony tail blonde.

which would be the west side?
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Yes, west. The Mexican fellow was still facing me. That
would make him face north.

And the bar and the girls?
That's right.

And on the east side of Mike?
Yes.

Did you see any more drinks ordered for the table?
I only saw the waitress serve two rounds of drinks.

Do you recall who ordered those rounds?
No, I don't.

Did you notice the condition as to intoxication of the
four people sitting at this table?

The young fellow now known as Mike was quite intoxicated.
The other three people, no.

Did both men dance with the two girls?
After that I didn't pay particular attention because
I Teft at 11:30.

They were all four sitting at the table when you Teft?
Yes, sir.

Did you go out of the Desert Inn with someone?
Yes, I did.

And it was approximately 11:30 when you left?
That's right.

Did you return at any time that evening?
Ten minutes to one. I brought the same fellow back.
Took him to collect money that was owed to him.

what time did you arrive back?
Ten to one.

Did you notice the condition as to the occupancy of the
table and the bar of the Desert Inn? _
It was practically empty on the cocktail lounge side.

Did you notice the table you have previously described
as having the four people there?
It was empty.

Did you see any of those people previously described
in the restaurant?
No, I did not.

How long did you stay there?
Just a few very few minutes.

And then you left?
Then I went home, yes.

BY SERGEANT LAWTON:

This tall or thin Mexican man that you have described,

if you saw him again, would you be able to identify him?

I believe I could. He was so thin in here, you might think
he had no teeth until you saw him smile.
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You are indicating the jaw area?
Yes.

He's the one that asked the redhead to dance?
Yes. I didn't hear him ask her.

But they danced?
Yes.

He's the one you got the impression that they knew each other?
That's right.

o o0 PO PO PO

Thank you very much.

STATEMENT CONCLUDED AT 10:10 P.M.

Two letters arrived at the El Monte Station wednesday morning. Both were
addressed to the Chief of Police. ] ]
The first letter was typed and postmarked Fullerton, california.

we have been trailing Mr. C.S.I. from Santa Ana and saw him throw that
body, red-hair girl from his or a 1954 Plymouth two tone salmon pink, chocolate
brown car that evening. You see he has a police record at various Southern
California's Police Dept. and has threatened several lives. We consider him
TRASH and he is the one you are Tooking for. KI-28 114 will tell you some more.

The Tetter was signed "Eye Wwitness, Peggy Jane, Mr. and Mrs. Vvirgil
Gaibraith, Fullerton."

The second Tetter was postmarked Los Angeles. It was handwritten.
"Consider Her ways" was printed on the front of the envelope.

So shall thy poverty come as one that travalleth and thy want as an
armed man.

Olga was raised in a house of i1l fame, from other pros she learned all
about burglary, robbery, theft, and the thief is 1like a murderer. Her trail
Teads past hold ups of banks-- the 9th and Spring cashier within recent months
as well as a "Job" of a bank in San Francisco known locally as Grandma. She
disguises--having been around the movie studios and an elevator operator at the
Ambassador, from the Tatter and maid work she developed the theft and murder
technique she worked out in Hollywood to kill a woman in a hotel, Mrs.
Greenwald, Miss Epperson and a woman in an L.A. hotel. Numerous other murders--a
Stepanov1ch in MacArthur Park in recent months and others not revealed to the
public. She hangs about the Santa Fe Trailways bus depot & museums and Forest
Lawn, as well as changeable areas and districts where she may find a man to
pick-pocket, a woman for sodomy, a drunk to roll, a travellar to fleece or pick
pocket, Olivera Street where she sells her body & picks travellar pockets, and
young men--usually two--to sleep with it in her gut.

She has to sleep so she finds a hotel over the bridge to west 7th Str.
in L.A. En route is the market run by Anthonylr. & the Senior Thomas. There
Anthony seduced her and frequently A pays her, now A 1lives in E1 Monte, to
prevent a new crime in E1 Monte, drive Anthony (by quenching him with fire) out
of E1 Monte or she will slay you, your children and your love because she wants
to get money from Anthony. Therefore drive him out of your City. If you do not
want--yes--if nothing else--a social disease. If your town is wide open for pros
1ike Olga we will continue to stamp out that evil. Rulers are a terror for evil.
Now the writer is Tooking for two eunuchs to pitch 0lga out of the window.
Therefore you must send her where eunuchs are and are at a place where women
plunge. Send her to the state hospital on the pretext of fixing her feet. She
never wears pants--violates the Taw against indescent exposure-- and so rolls
her socks which cause varicose veins. She can get a cramp and fall in traffic &
in the flurry of excitement the sheriff the superior court judge & the state
hosp med director could be bumped into & perish. where would you be? She is
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blond, 40 to 45, is your suspect.

If the crimes of theft and murder stop then Olga is the guilty party.
The longer she stays in the institution the longer is the time needed for her
habitual way to carry crime into there. It will be found out and then it will be
realized that although there are other crimes unsolved in her area attributed to
males you sheriff's have been looking for the wrong suspect in the book of the
science of criminology of which you are paid to eat, sleep, talk and go on a
journey about. Science--the thief is as a murderer, and the low pay person
covets, Olga only gets a few replies for her ads & her feet force her to sleep.
There are more females than males and disturbances of the area of birth by
simulated actions and objects are part of a pro's show stag "Job." Therefore he
or she that doeth violence to the body of any person shall flee to the pit. Let
no man stay him, unless this female beast is gassed we will send you in.

The letter was unsigned. It was accompanied by a page torn from an
Italian-language magazine. One side of the page featured scientific text. The
other side featured a large photograph of a bumblebee.

The Chief's secretary dropped both letters in Captain Bruton's box.

An APB went out wednesday morning.

ALL POINTS BULLETIN
SPECIAL ATTENTION . . . SAN GABRIEL VALLEY POLICE

AGENCIES AND CHP

ON JUNE 22, 1958 THE STRANGLED BODY OF A WOMAN
WAS FOUND IN THE EL MONTE AREA. SHE HAS BEEN
IDENTIFIED AS JEAN ELLROY AKA JEAN HILLIKER AKA
GENEVA O. ELLROY. IT IS BELIEVED THAT THE SUSPECT
EITHER STILL HAS IN HIS POSSESSION OR HAS THROWN
AWAY ARTICLES OF VICTIM'S CLOTHING AND PERSONAL

EFFECTS INCLUDING A PURSE, DESCRIPTION UNKNOWN, KEYS
TO VICTIM'S 1957 BUICK, A PAIR OF

WOMAN'S SHOES, POSSIBLY CLEAR PLASTIC WITH HIGH
HEELS, A WOMAN'S UNDERPANTS, GIRDLE AND SLIP.

ANY INFORMATION RE ABOVE FOR J. G. LAWTON & W. E. HALLINEN,
HOMICIDE DETAIL, SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT.
(REFER LAWTON HO DB HOMICIDE DETAIL FILE Z-483-362).

E.W. BISCAILUZ, SHERIFF

) It was Wednesday afternoon. Bill vickers was hitting the E1 Monte spots
again.

He checked Suzanne's Cafe--with negative results. He checked the Dublin
Inn--with negative results.

He got a tip at the 49'er. A bartender said the victim might have been
in the place the previous Saturday night--June 14th.

She was with a guy. He was 5'8", with a stocky build and slightly wavy
blond hair. They were both drunk. They stayed a short while and got into an
argument--something about the redhead refusing a drink. The bartender said he'd
seen the blond guy before--but he wasn't a regular and he didn't know his name.

vickers checked the Mama Mia Restaurant. The owner told him to call his
waitress Catherine Cathey--she was working last Saturday night.

vickers called her. Catherine Cathey said a redhaired woman came in the
place about 8:00 p.m., alone. Vickers said he'd call her back and arrange to
show her a photo of the victim.

vickers checked the off-Beat. Nobody recognized his snapshot of the
victim. The owner's wife told him a story that she thought might connect to his
case.

A regular named Ann Mae Schidt was in the Ooff-Beat Tast night. She said
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she was drinking at the Manger Bar with her husband and another couple Friday
night and got into an argument with them. She left the bar--alone--and got
accosted by a Mexican outside.

The Mexican pulled her into a car and attempted to rape her. He couldn't
accomplish the act. Ann Mae escaped.

She didn't report the assault. She was afraid she'd be arrested for
plain drunk.

Ann Mae was 40-ish and redhaired. The owner's wife gave vickers her
phone number: GI8-0696.

vickers Teft her a card and worked his way over to the Manger. He got
negative results at Kay's Cafe and the E1 Monte taxi stand.
A guy named Jack Groves was working the bar at the Manger. He recognized
the victim's photo and said she was in the place Saturday night between 8:00 and
9:00. He thought she was alone.

Groves did not know the name Ann Mae Schidt. He said the owners--cCarl
Manger and his wife--might know her. They were working Saturday night. They
might have more information pertaining to the redhead.

_Lavonne ghambers was divorced. She lived in a small house with her three
small kids. Hallinen and Lawton took her formal statement there.

STATEMENT OF LAVONNE CHAMBERS. TAKEN AT 823
FOXDALE AVENUE, WEST COVINA. PRESENT: SERGEANT
W. E. HALLINEN, SERGEANT J. G. LAWTON. 3:55 P.M.,
JUNE 25, 1958. FOR FILE #z-483-362. REPORTED BY:
DELLA ANDREW, STENOGRAPHIC REPORTER.

BY SGT. LAWTON:
what is your name?

Lavonne Chambers.

Do you have a middle name?
Marie.

How old are you, Mrs. Chambers?
Twenty-nine.

And your home address?
823 Foxdale, West Covina.

And your phone number?
Edgewood 7-6686.

what is your business or occupation?
Car hop at Stan's Drive-1In.

Is that Stan's Drive-In, at Five Points, El Monte?
Yes.

o ro PO PO PO PO PO PO

Oon Saturday night, June the 21st, in the early morning
hours of June 22nd, were you working at Stan's, 1in that
capacity as a car hop?

A Yes.

Q And during the course of the evening, when you were
serving different cars, was there any particular car
that came in--and occupants--that attracted your attention?
A well, it was after I came back from eating. I usually eat
at 9:00 o'clock. It's usually 10:00, when I come back.
After that, I saw this woman--she's the one that attracted
me, more than the man.

Q The woman attracted you, more than the man. And it was
after ten?
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It was after ten.

Could it have been closer to eleven?
It could have been, but it seems it was closer to ten,
because it wasn't too long after I came back from eating.

what kind of car were this man and woman in?

It was a dark green Oldsmobile, it was a '55 or '56, and
more than likely, a '55, by the paint. It was a real dull
finish, and the paint was like it had never been waxed.

what type of body?
Sedan.

Do you know the difference in the Oldsmobile series,
between the regular Tine and the Holiday series?
Yeah. I know the Holiday is a longer car.

Is it your impression this was, or was not a Holiday?
This was not.

It was not?
uh huh.

You recall we talked to you last night, over at Stan's,
and it seems Tike you said something--it was a possibility
it might have been two-toned?

It is possible. If it was two-toned, it was all green--a
Tighter shade of green and a darker green.

what is your best recollection, at this particular time?
You have probably thought about it since we talked to you
last night, along those lines, as to whether it was or was
not a two-tone.

I still feel it was a two-tone.

Tnehbﬁttom part being the darkest of the two colors?
U un.

You said that this woman is the one that attracted your
attention the most? why was that?

well, usually you walk up to a car and you ask them if they

want a menu, and they say yes, or they say no. But she didn't
know what she wanted. But she said, "I want a sandwich, the
smallest sandwich you got." And I started to say, A hot dog?"
and she says, 'Thinnest sandwich you have." I said, "That will
be a grilled cheese." She said, "Okay". He didn't say anything,
and I waited for him to order, and he said, "Just coffee." And

I took the order. And when I went to pick up the tray, I noticed
the ring-- the way she was sitting. She was smiling and laughing
all the time, real gay.

Excuse me. You said you noticed the ring, the way she was
sitting?

when I was at his window, the ring was on this finger, so I
could see that. (Indicating.)

IﬂdECﬁting by that, you mean your wedding ring finger?
U unh.

on her left hand?
Uh huh.

Can you describe that ring? _
It was an enormous pearl, it was so big.

Anything else, in particular, about it?
It looked really bigger, I guess, because the way her hand
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was. It Tooked Tike it went all the way around, because I
could see the big part of the pearl.

Anything in addition to the pearl?
No, just the pearl, and the dress she had on. The blue
dress--I noticed that.

Again, if you recall, we showed you a coat that_has two
different types of material, the outside being linen, kind
of dark blue, and the inside 1lining a silk material, Tike
varied-colored blue.

That's what it was, a blue print dress.

The cloth that you saw, that lined this coat that we showed
you last night, was the same material?
As the dress.

was it your impression that this woman had been drinking?
Yes, she was--oh, I'd say, pretty drunk.

You'd say she was pretty drunk?
Uh huh.

How about the man? _ _
No, he wasn't. If he was drunk, he didn't show it. He seemed
very sober.

Can you describe this woman to us?

She was thin, with short dark red hair and very pleasant--
real nice personality, or seemed to have. The kind you look
twice at her.

How old a woman do you think she was?
I don't know. I am not a very good judge of ages.

well, as I recall, you are 29.
I'd say she was older than I am.

How much older than you?
Gee, I don't know.

well, could she have been 40 years old, in your opinion?
She could have been.

I don't want to put ideas in your mind, I want your best
recollection, just trying to help you recollect, a Tittle
bit. How about the man, what did he look 1ike?

Dark, very thin. Thin face, had dark hair, hair combed
straight back.

You say dark hair. Could it have been dark brown, or black?
It was either black, or awfully dark brown.

Did it appear that he used some kind of preparation on it,

that made it Tay down?

oh, to make it lay down, maybe. I didn't notice much. He had
quite a thick head of hair. It wasn't thick--it was receded
back, a 1ittle bit. But he still had quite a bit of hair on top.

Lay down flat on top?
Uh huh.

How old do you think he was?
In his thirties--middle thirties, past.

Between thirty-five and forty, possibly?
Uh huh.
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what nationality would you think he might be?
She, of course, I didn't think about her being anything
but just American--but for him, I'd take him for a Greek
or Italian.

Greek or Italian. Is it possible he might have been Mexican
or Spanish-type, Latin-type?

He could have been. (Pause.) His tan was, seemed like he
wasn't dark enough to be a Mexican. 'Course, I know there's
Tots of 1ight ones, but--

was there anything particular about the condition of her
clothing, at this time?

No, I didn't notice. I noticed the dress she had on, when I
first waited on them. I know it was low-necked, because the
Tight was shining.

About this car. Since we have_talked to you last night, have
you thought of anything, at all, that might be distinguishing
about the car, that could help us?

No, I thought about the car, last night. I thought, too, it
must have had a California license on it. If it had been an
out-of-state license, I would have noticed it. we work for
tips, and about 99% of the out-of-state cars, you never make
anything out of, so you notice them. And I didn't notice that
the car didn't have the california license on it, so chances
are that it did.

How about dented fenders, or broken grillwork, or anything
Tike that? Do you recall anything--

(Ingeggupting) I just noticed that the paint, the finish, was
so dull.

Did you hear them--after they finished their order and paid
you and left--did you hear or see them leave?
NO.

Did you, at any time, hear the car running? )
Huh uh. The car wasn't running when I went to pick up the tray.

And you didn't hear them drive away?
NO.

In other words, you wouldn't know whether it had Toud pipes
or anything Tike that on it?
No.

Then, I understand that you saw this car again, Tlater on.

when was that?

Sunday morning, after the bar was closed. It must have been
around 2:15 or a little after, because we don't usually get

a crowd in there until about 2:15. But usually the Tot's full
by 2:15, and they parked in back, almost to the back, right
where we have the Tight shining over on the side, on her. And

I went back to the car, and of course, asked them if they
wanted a menu. She spoke up and said she wanted a bowl of chili
and a cup of coffee. And I stood there, waiting for him to order,
and I guess I wouldn't have noticed him--I waited for him to
order, and finally he said, "Just coffee."

You said she ordered a bowl of chili?
Uh huh.

Just chili, or chili and beans?
Just chili and coffee.

would there be some beans in the chili, though?
Yes, always. That's always served as chili and beans. we
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don't serve straight chili.

what was her condition, at this time?

She was a little drunker than she was the first time,

but she was still very pleasant. She wasn't nasty. Real
pleasant to wait on, gay and laughing, and when I picked
up the tray, she said something--I tried to remember what
she said to me, or to him, but I can't remember what she
said, and who she was talking to, but she said something
and laughed, and I smiled at her, and I couldn't remember
what she said.

what was the condition of her clothing, at this time?
Her clothes were all right, except for the front of her
dress. 'Course, the way the dress was made, I could see
practically the whole breast, one side.

It wasn't covered by a brassiere? )
No, I couldn't see no brassiere. I could see something ]
white, that I took for a slip, with a Tittle white lace on it.

Could that have been her brassiere, pushed down?
It could have been, but they don't usually have lace on them.

Could you see her feet, at all?

No, I couldn't see her feet. I could have, if I had looked,
but I didn't. I have to reach quite a ways inside the car,
to get the trays out, and put the inside trays 1in.

what impression did you get, at this time, regarding her
appearance, as to what her activity had been, just prior to
coming in, on this occasion?

oh, I don't know. She didn't look much different than she did
the first time I saw her. I got a better look at her because
I was on her side of the car.

Could it have been possible that, because of the appearance
that you have just described her as being in, the clothing,
that they could have just come from a petting party somewhere?
They could have. It 1is possible.

She gave no indication, at this time, that she was upset or
mad, or anything?

No, she was very pleasant, very gay. She was laughing. The
picture of her smiling, I remembered so well, because she
laughed all the time.

He didn't smile any?

No, he seemed very bored with it. Except, I had to wait for
a minute for him to pay me. The last time I waited on him,
I waited again, so I went up and told him how much the bill
was. I had to wait a few minutes, 'fore he had the money 1in
his hand, and gave me a dollar bill. I gave him change,
walked around to the other side of the car. The tip he Teft
was on the tray.

How did he pay you, each time? Both times with a dollar bi11?
I don't remember the first time, but I remember the last time.

Do you recall whether he took it out of his pocket, or out

of a wallet?

He had it in his hand, but it was a few minutes before he gave
it to me, when I told him what the amount was.

Have you ever seen these persons before, either one of them?
Not that I remember. I don't remember ever seeing them, before.

Is there any doubt in your mind, since we have talked to you
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the first time, and showed you the article of clothing and the
pictures that we have of this woman, that they belong to and
are the same person that you waited on that night?

A There is no doubt of it.
Q If you saw this man again, would you be able to identify him?
A I am quite sure I would. I remember him, in my mind. There is

nothing so outstanding about him that I could describe him,
no features that would point him out in a crowd. But I know,
in my mind, what he looks Tike.

Q well, you said he had a thin face. was it an extremely thin face?

A It was like Italian or Greek--a nose like that. And thin, real
thin face.

Did you get any impression that he might have had false teeth,
or not?
No.

Q You know, sometimes, people that have false teeth-- either in
or out--their jaws kind of sag, around here. Did you get that
impression?

A No, I didn't.

Q Nothing other than the thinness?

A No.

BY SGT. HALLINEN:

Q You have probably given this considerable thought, since
we talked to you yesterday. Would you describe, if you can,
the man's clothing?

A It was light, that's all I can remember. It was a jacket,
or something with Tong sleeves, and it was Tight.

Q You are fairly certain it was light?

A Uh huh.

Q on the sport side, or would it be of the regular suit type?

A No, it wasn't a suit. It was some kind of a jacket. I'd say
it was a sport jacket.

Q You don't know the color of his trousers?

A No.

Q Do you recall whether he had a shirt_on, light or dark?

A He had a shirt on, but I don't recall that--I don't remember
if it was light or dark.

Q would you be able to recognize a car similar to this one?

A oh, yeah.

Q In other words, you'd be able to tell a car, whether it was
similar, or not similar? )

A I could tell, I'd know. I probably couldn't pick the car out,
that particular car, but if I saw a car like it, I could tell.

Q You feel, at that time you'd know, when you saw it, whether
the car you have in mind for this car would be two-toned or
one-toned?

A Uh huh.

Did you notice whether either one of them smoked, while they
were in there?
I never noticed.
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Goin? back to this man's features, was his skin swarthy, or
regular, smooth, in your opinion?
It was smooth, it was dark.

would he be a Tight-complected man?
No, he was a dark-complexioned man.

>0 PO r O

But light skin? ] ] ]
No, his skin wasn't Tight, but it wasn't dark. Not Tike you see_
a real dark Mexican, like that. It was a dark skin, like an Italian.

Yﬁuhmﬁntioned the hair as being black, and straight back?
U un.

And also, that it receded at the forehead?
Slight--receded slightly. Not very much

And a thick head of hair, though?
Yes, his hair was quite thick on top.

was there anything distinguishable about his ears?
I don't remember.

outstanding, or--
(Sshook head from left to right.)

>0 PO PO PO PO

SGT. LAWTON: One other thing. Did you notice whether he wore any
kind of Jewe1ry, such as rings?
A No, I didn't notice.

SGT. LAWTON: Thank you very much.

STATEMENT CONCLUDED AT 4:15 P.M.

A region-wide teletype went out wednesday night. It summarized the
ETllroy case 72 hours 1in.

It mentioned the victim's missing purse and undergarments, the male
suspect, the blond woman and the '55--'56 0lds. All police agencies with
information were directed to contact Sheriff's Homicide or the E1 Monte PD.

A california Highway Patrol man called in a tip at 10:10 p.m. The EI
Monte PD desk man Togged it.

The CHP man knew a "dark Latin type" with a two-tone Olds. The guy hung
out around Five Points. His vehicle had press photographer plates and a whip
antenna. The dark Latin type had a surly disposition and liked to monitor police
radio calls. The CHP man said he'd get his plate number and call it 1in.

The teletype drew heat fast. Dead white women always stirred things up.

Thursday morning.

vickers and Godfrey concluded their canvassing and reached the Tast of
their callback people. The victim's Saturday-night whereabouts were now halfway
sketched iin.

Hallinen and Lawton sent a RUSH query to the California DMvV. They
requested stats on all and '56 Oldsmobiles registered to San Gabriel valley
owners. They sent a second RUSH order, to the Sheriff's Records Bureau.

They requested mug shots and file data on registered sex offenders
resembling the dark man. Their suspect was most likely Caucasian--but he could
be a racial Latin. They added notes on the suspect's vehicle and the crime
itself: beating, strangulation, probable rape. Their victim was a 43-year-old
white woman known to frequent cocktail bars.

Lavonne Chambers and Margie Trawick were transported to the Hall of
Justice. A deputy helped them construct IdentiKit portraits of the suspect.

The Identi-Kit was a new device. Witnesses picked out individual
features printed on cardboard strips and built mixand-match faces from memory.
There were dozens of chins, noses, hairlines and mouths to build from. Skilled
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technicians helped the witnesses put them together.

The deputy worked with Lavonne and Margie separately. The result was two
similar--but distinctly differentiated--faces.

o Lavonne's man looked Tike a Tean-faced average guy. Margie's man looked
vicious.

A sketch artist was brought in. He sat down with both witnesses and
elicited separate portraits of the suspect. His third run-through melded
features from the two previous versions. Lavonne and Margie agreed: He's the guy
we saw.

The sketch man mimeographed copies of the picture and gave them to
Hallinen and Lawton. They routed them to the Information Bureau--to be included
in a press release on the Ellroy homicide.

A deputy drove Lavonne and Margie home. Hallinen and Lawton arranged to
interview the victim's co-workers and search her house again.

The case was four days old.

Thursday afternoon.

Jim Bruton called a contact at the ET Monte Unified School District. The
man gave him Peter Tubiolo's home number.

Bruton called Tubiolo and asked him to come to the station--for the
purpose of answering a few questions. The matter to be discussed was the Jean
ET1roy murder.

Tubiolo agreed to come in that afternoon. He stressed that he hardly
knew the woman. Bruton told him it was just routine and assured him that the
interview would remain confidential.

A time was set. Bruton called Hallinen and Lawton and told them to drive
out. They said they'd bring Margie Trawick and let her take a look at the man.

Peter Tubiolo was prompt. Bruton, Hallinen and Lawton talked to him in a
mirrored interview room. Tubiolo was heavyset and round-faced. He did not
resemble the dark man in any way, shape, manner or form.

He was the vice-principal of Anne LeGore Elementary School. The victim's
son just completed the fifth grade there. He was a frightened and rather
volatile child.

Tubiolo said he met Jean Ellroy on only one occasion. She came to his
school to discuss her son's poor scholastic progress and inability to get along
with other children. He did not "date" or "socialize" with the Tate Mrs. Ellroy.
Such actions were against school district policy.

The cops told him the kid said otherwise. Tubiolo stuck to his story.
A1T he knew about the Ellroys' private 1ife was that the parents were divorced
and the boy wasn't allowed to see his father during the week. Mrs. Ellroy was a
fine woman--but there was nothing personal between them.

) Margie Trawick observed Tubiolo. She got a good close look through the
mirror.

She told the cops he wasn't the guy. They cut Tubiolo Toose with
apologies.

ward Hallinen got a tip Thursday night. The west Covina PD had a
suspect: a Tocal foul ball named Steve Anthony Carbone.

Hallinen had Frank Godfrey check it out. Godfrey ran a make on Carbone
and came back enthusiastic.

Carbone was a white male American of Italian descent. His DOB was
2/19/15. He was 5'10" and 140 pounds, with hazel eyes, straight black hair and a
highsfgrehead. He owned a Olds two-door sedan, polar white over green, license
MMT 879.

He hailed from Detroit, Michigan. He was popped three times for indecent
exposure: 10/41, 11/41, 8/5 3. He moved to West Covina in '57. He ran up a
string of three drunk drivings and two assault-with-a-deadly-weapon beefs. His
last ADW was notable. He pulled a 30.30 carbine on a cop.

Carbone was foul-tempered and belligerent. Carbone was a well-known cop
hater and a sex offender.

Hallinen and Lawton jumped on him.

They had the West Covina PD haul him in. They had his Oldsmobile
impounded and photographed in the PD parking Tot. A Sheriff's T1ab man dusted it,
checked it for bloodstains and vacuumed it for fibers resembling the white ones
found on the victim.

The Tab man came up empty.
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Hallinen and Lawton Tleaned on Carbone. He gave them a vague account of
his actions Saturday night. Jim Bruton brought Margie Trawick and Lavonne
Chambers in for a show-up.
They both said he wasn't the guy they saw with the redhead.

Hallinen and Lawton worked straight through the weekend. They talked to
the victim's co-workers and failed to turn up any leads. They walked through the
victim's house again. They spent hours at the Desert Inn and talked to dozens of
patrons. Nobody could put a handle on the blonde or the dark man.

Metro got a tip on a guy named Robert John Mellon--a former mental
patient from North Dakota. A deputy checked Mellon out and wrote the tip off as
worthless.

A man named Archie G. Rogers called in a tip to the E1 Monte PD.

He said a guy named Bill owen had a girlfriend named Dorothy. They sort
of matched the description of those people in the paper--the folks seen with the
dead nurse.

Owen was a painter and a mechanic. He used to live with Mr. Rogers'
sister. Dorothy frequented the Manger and the Wee Nipee bar. She slept in Mmr.
Rogers' car Saturday night, June 21st.

Dorothy's phone number was ED4-6881. Dorothy said she had a new friend
named Jean. Dorothy planned to bring Jean by Mr. Rogers' sister's house that
Saturday night.

Mr. Rogers found the whole thing suspicious.

The E1 Monte PD forwarded the tip to Sheriff's Metro. Deputy Howie
Haussner--Jack Lawton's brother-in-law-- handled it.

He got Rogers' sister's address and matched Dorothy's phone number to a
Harold T. Hotchkiss in Azusa. He attached the two addresses to the names william
owen and Dorothy Hotchkiss and teletyped them to the Criminal Records Bureau in
Sacramento.

The kickback was inconclusive.

The name Dorothy Hotchkiss came back blank: no record, no wants, no
warrants, no listing at the Azusa address. "william Oowen" came back six times
over--various owens with criminal records dating back to '39. None of the Owens
Tived in the San Gabriel valley.

The owen-Hotchkiss paperwork was stuffed in an accordion file. The file
was marked z-483-362.

Jean Ellroy was buried on Tuesday, July 1st, 1958.

A rent-a-preacher performed a Protestant service. She was placed in the
ground at Ing]ewood Cemetery--out in southwest L.A.

Jean's sister and brother- 1n Taw were there. Some Airtek people showed
up. Armand ETlroy and a few of Jean's old friends attended.

Jack Lawton and ward Hallinen were there.

Jean's son copped a plea and stayed away. He spent the day watching TV
with some friends of his dad's

The headstone was marked "Geneva Hilliker Ellroy. 1915--1958."

The plot was on the west edge of the cemetery. It was inches from a busy
street and a stretch of chain-Tink fence.

The L.A. Sheriff's office hailed from the wild west days. It was a
modern police agency suffused with 1 9th-century nostalgia. The LASO embraced
wild west motifs wholesale. It made for brilliant PR.

The sheriff's manned county lockups and patrolled county turf out of
twelve substations. Said turf ran through the city of Los Angeles and out into
the north-, south- and eastbound boonies. Deputies worked the desert, the
mountains and a swanky stretch of beach. Their jurisdiction took in hundreds of
square miles.

Malibu was plum duty. west Hollywood was good--the Sunset Strip was
always percolating. East L.A. was full of rowdy Mexicans. Firestone was
wall-to-wall colored. Temple City and San Dimas were out in the San Gabriel
valley. Deputies could drive up into the foothills and shoot coyotes for kicks.

The Sheriff's Detective Bureau investigated criminal actions
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county-wide. Sheriff's Homicide handled murders for numerous Mickey Mouse police
departments. The Sheriff's Aero Bureau flew county skies and supplanted rescue
operations.

The Sheriff's office was expanding full-tilt. 1958 L.A. was a boomtown.

Los Angeles was always rough-and-ready. The place was built from land
grabs and racial grief. The L.A. Sheriff's office was chartered in 1850. It was
meant to bring rule to an unruly sTice of Tand.

The first string of County Sheriffs were elected to oneyear terms. They
dealt with marauding Indians, Mexican bandits and Chinese tong wars. Vvigilantes
gerg_g significant threat. Drunken white men loved to lynch redskins and dusky

andidos.

L.A. County grew. Elected Sheriffs came and went. The sworn deputy force
grew, concurrent with county expansion. Civilian help was often required. The
Sheriff would deputize men and form them into mounted posses.

The L.A. Sheriff's office modernized. Cars replaced horses. Larger jails
and more substations were built. The L.A. Sheriff's office grew to be the
largest of its kind in the continental U.S. of A.

Sheriff John C. Cline resigned in 1920. Big Bill Traeger served the
remainder of his term. Traeger was elected to three four-year terms of his own.
He ran for Congress in 193 2--and won. The County Board of Supervisors appointed
Eugene W. Biscailuz Sheriff.

Biscailuz joined the Sheriff's office in 1907. He was half Anglo and
half Spanish-Basque. His people came from money. His California roots went back
to the Spanish land-grant days.

Biscailuz was a brilliant administrator. He was politically deft and
Tikable. He was a public relations genius with a huge love of wild west Tlore.

Biscailuz was a half-assed progressive. Some of his views were
near-Bolshevik. He expressed those views in an avuncular manner. He was rarely
accused of spouting heresy.

Biscailuz mobilized forces to fight fires and floods and developed the
county's "Major Disaster Plan." Biscailuz built the wayside Honor Rancho and
shaped its rehabilitative policy. Biscailuz launched a juvenile crime deterrence
program.

Biscailuz intended to hold his post for a good long time. wild west
rituals helped assure his re-elections.

He reinstated the Sheriff's Mounted Posse. The Posse rode in parades and
searched for occasional Tost kids out in the boondocks. Biscailuz was often
photographed with the Posse. He always rode a pa1omino stallion.

Biscailuz sponsored the annual Sheriff's Rodeo. Uniformed deputies sold
tickets all over the county. The rodeo usually sold out the L.A. Coliseum.
Biscailuz appeared in western garb, replete with twin six-shooters.

The rodeo was a moneymaker and a goodwill extravaganza. Ditto the annual
Sheriff's Bar-B-Q that fed at a rate of 60,000 a year.

Biscailuz took the Sheriff's office out to the people. He seduced them
with his very own myth. Mythic show-and-tell perpetuated his power. It was
blue-ribbon disingenuousness.

Biscailuz knew that a Tot of his boys called Negroes "figgers."
Biscailuz knew that phone book beatings assured rapid confessions. Biscailuz
rounded up Japs and locked them down at wayside after Pearl Harbor. Biscailuz
knew that one shot with a beaver-tail sap could knock a suspect's eyes clean out
of his head. Biscailuz knew that police work was an isolating profession.

So he gave his constituents the wWild west as Utopian Idyll. It got him
re-elected six times. He backed his ritualistic bullshit up to an ambiguous
g$gree. His boys were Tess suppressionminded than their cross-town rivals 1in

ue.

william Parker took over the LAPD in 1950. He was an organizational
genius. His personal style was inimical to Gene Biscailuz's. Parker abhorred
monetary corruption and embraced violence as an essential part of police work.

He was an alcoholic martinet on a mission to reinstate pre-2oth-century
morality.

Biscailuz and Parker ruled parallel kingdoms. Biscailuz's myth
implicitly stressed inclusion. Parker co-opted a TV honcho named Jack webb. They
cooked up a weekly saga called _Dragnet_--a crime-and-severe-punishment myth
that ordained the LAPD with a chaste image and godlike powers. The LAPD took
their myth to heart. They stuck their heads up their asses and isolated
themselves from the public that Gene Biscailuz embraced. Bill Parker hated
Negroes and sent goons down to Darktown to lean on club owners who admitted
white women. Gene Biscailuz Tiked to schmooze with his Mexican constituents. He
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was sort of a taco-bender himself.

Gene Biscailuz's myth was strictly local stuff. Bill Parker's myth was
marketed nationally. The Sheriff's resented the LAPD's celebrity. The LAPD
considered the Sheriff's a bushleague outfit and hogged the credit for their
joint operations.

Ideology divided the two agencies. Topography divided them more. The
LAPD pointed to their densely packed jurisdiction and racial demographics as
proof of their superiority and the justification for their state-of-siege
mentality. The Sheriff's pointed to the county spreading out at a boom rate.

They had new turf to Tearn. New cities were signing up for contract
services. They simply couldn't afford to kick indiscriminate ass.

Bill Parker turned 56 in 1958. His sensibility was on the rise. Gene
Biscailuz turned 75 and planned to retire at the end of the year.

Biscailuz joined the Sheriff's office 50 years before. He saw horses
replaced by flivvers and "Grey Ghost" sedans and Ford black & whites. He saw his
wi]ﬁ West Los Angeles grow and reinvent itself--way outside the borders of his
myth.

He probably knew that white settlers raped Indian squaws. He probably
knew that wild west lawmen were psychopaths and drunks. He might have conceded
that his myth was mostly wishful thinking and moonshine.

He might call nostalgia an indulgence. He probably knew that the wild
west played hell on women--then and now.

He probably knew that wild west Saturday Nights comprised a myth of
their own. He might have written that redhaired nurse off as a mythic casualty.

The investigation continued.

Hallinen and Lawton worked it full-time. Jim Bruton stayed on board.
Godfrey and vickers moved on to fresh assignments.

The L.A. papers ran the sketch of the suspect and dropped the story
cold. The redhead never clicked as a victim. The Lana Turner/Cheryl Crane/Johnny
Stompanato case hogged all the headlines.

Hallinen and Lawton habituated the Desert Inn. They talked to regular
patrons and people passing throu?h They got no solid leads. They hit the other
bars around Five Points repeatedly. They tapped out everywhere.

The E1 Monte PD kept the pressure on. Patrol units rode with the sketch
and a snapshot of the victim. Local awareness ran high.

The PD Togged a tip on Thursday, July 3rd. A man said he saw four guys
dumping beer cans in the Rio Hondo wash a few weeks ago. They drove up in an
0lds 88, license HHP One of the guys said he had a date with a nurse named Jean
coming up that evening.

The tip was checked out. The car was identified as a '53 Oldsmobile
coupe. It was registered to Bruce S. Baker, 12060 Haliwood, E1 Monte. Baker and
his friends were interviewed and crossed off as suspects.

Hallinen and Lawton reinterviewed the victim's co-workers and located
her friends. Everybody stuck to the chaste Jean Ellroy line. Nobody conjured up
a ponytailed blonde or a dark man. Jean's ex-boyfriend Hank Hart was picked up
and cut loose fast. He was short and fat and had one thumb. He was alibied up
for the night of June 21st.

HalTlinen and Lawton checked out recent choke %obs and tried to identify
a pattern. One Sheriff's case and two city cases caught their attention.

Helene Kelly, DoD 10/30/53, Rosemead. Beaten and manually strangled
gnsi?e her house. The victim was old. She wasn't raped. It looked 1like a botched

urglary.

Ruth Goldsmith, pob 4/5/57, the Wilshire District in L.A. The victim was
50 years old. She was found on her bathroom floor, partially clad. She was
raped. Her wrists were bound behind her back with a nylon stocking. A washcloth
was stuffed into her mouth and cinched by another nylon. The victim died of
suffocation. Her apartment was not ransacked. LAPD detectives ruled out
burglary.

Marjorie Hipperson, DOD 6/10/57, the Los Feliz District in L.A. The
victim was 24 years old. she was found on her bed, with her nightgown up over
her hips. She was raped. A nylon stocking was tied to her right wrist. A second
nylon was cinched around her neck. Her Tips were bruised. A white washcloth gag
was found under her head.

A1l three cases were stalled dead. The MOs diverged from the El11roy job
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more than they connected.

The Sheriff's Records Bureau kicked Toose mug shots and rap sheets:
forty-odd sex offenders resembling the dark man.

Most of the men were white. A dozen were classified "Male Mexicans."
Their sex offenses ran the gamut. Most of the men were on county parole.

some had Teft L.A. Some were back in jail. Hallinen and Lawton ran all
the mugs by Lavonne Chambers and Margie Trawick. They struck out uniformly.

They Teaned on the most dark-man-Tike guys just to be sure. They found
them at home and had their parole officers roust them. They struck out all the
way.

Other agencies sent in mug shots. Hallinen and Lawton ran them by
Lavonne and Margie.

Lavonne and Margie kept saying no. They were decisive witnesses. They
knew what they knew.

Lavonne had three kids out of one failed marriage. She was making good
tax-free coin at Stan's Drive-In. Her boyfriend was a deputy at the Temple City
Station. The carhops at Stan's fed the Temple boys for free--so they'd chase
down check dashers and pry money out of them. Station trustees washed and waxed
Lavonne's car. Lavonne knew her way around cops.

Margie had a l4-year-old daughter. Her bookie husband died of a heart
attack back in '48. Margie blew the money he Teft her and moved in with her
parents. She looked sort of like a brunette Jean Ellroy. She knew the E1 Monte
3ar scene intimately. She was in poor health and strung out on doctor-prescribed

ope.

Lavonne and Margie dug the whole witness scene. Hallinen and Lawton
Tiked them. They dawdled over coffee when they brought mug shots by.

They got a tip that the victim's hairdresser resembled the dark man.
They took Lavonne by his salon and treated her to a rinse-and-style. Lavonne
said he wasn't the guy. He was a flamboyant swish moreover.

More tips came 1in.

7/11/58:

A man named Padilla called the ET Monte PD. He said he got released from
the Hall of Justice Jail on June 3oth. He saw a man resembling the suspect walk
out of a bar on South Main Street.

7/13/58:

A man named Don Kessler called the Temple City Sheriff's office. He
stated that he worked at the E1 Monte Bowl and saw a man resembling the suspect
in his establishment. Mr. Kessler's mother followed the man to the Bonnie Rae
bar. The man ditched her. The man was dirty and appeared to be a Mexican.

7/14/58:

The Temple Sheriff's relayed a tip to the E1 Monte PD. It involved
another dirty man at the ET Monte Bowl.

The man resembled the suspect. The man was wearing dirty tan trousers.
An E1 Monte PD officer found a similar pair of trousers on the street a short
time Tater. The officer picked them up, brought them to the station and placed
them on Captain Bruton's desk

The ET Monte PD had Dead white woman Fever.

A Coroner's Inquest was held on Tuesday, July 15th. Dr. cCharles
Légghauser presided. Jack Lawton represented the Los Angeles County Sheriff's
office.

Six jurors heard evidence. The inquest was held in Room 150 at the Hall
of Justice.

Armand Eliroy testified first. He stated that he had no recent
relationship with his ex-wife and hadn't seen her alive in over two years. He
stated that he viewed her body on Monday, June 23rd, and acknowledged that her
full name was Geneva Hilliker Ellroy, 43 years of age and a native of Wisconsin.

George Krycki testified. He described a brief conversation he had with
the victim on Saturday, June 2 1lst. Jean did not appear to be inebriated. He
said it was funny--"Her face seemed to be always made up."

Jack Lawton asked Krycki several questions. He emphasized the victim's
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friends.

Krycki said he didn't know her friends. His wife might--she knew Mrs.
ETllroy better than he did.

Anna May Krycki testified. Langhauser ran her through her activities on
the night of June 21st and cut back to the issue of Jean Ellroy's friends. Mrs.
Krycki said she only knew one couple--older people currently visiting Europe.

Lawton took over. He asked Mrs. Krycki if Jean ever asked her to
recommend a place to have a drink.

Mrs. Krycki said, "Yes"--but she told Jean there was no place she could
go unescorted. She _did_ mention the Desert Inn and Suzanne's. They were popular
ET Monte nightclubs.

Lawton asked her if she ever recommended any restaurants. Mrs. Krycki
said she recommended valdez's and Morrow's. The conversation occurred a month
before the murder. Jean never said if she went to any of those places.

Lawton asked Mrs. Krycki if she ever saw Jean drunk. Mrs. Krycki said,
"Never." Lawton asked her if she ever saw Jean take a drink at all. Mrs. Krycki
revised her Jean-the-Teetotaler line. She said Jean had a few glasses of sherry
in the evening.

Lawton asked Mrs. Kiycki if Jean ever confided her troubles. Mrs. Krycki
said she mentioned her ex-husband once in a while. Lawton asked her about Jean's
men friends. Mrs. Krycki denied that such friends existed.

Dr. Langhauser excused Mrs. Krycki.

Deputy Vic Cavallero took the stand and described the crime scene at
Arroyo High School.

Margie Trawick was sworn in. She described the events she wimessed at
the Desert Inn. She said the suspect Tooked Tike a man who'd had all his teeth
pulled. He was just that thin in the jaw.

Jack Lawton testified. He summarized the Ellroy case three weeks 1in.

He said the victim appeared to be drunk at Stan's Drive-In. He said
several people thought they'd seen the victim that Saturday night. Their
information was unverified. Margie Trawick, Lavonne Chambers and Myrtle Mawby
were their only verified eyewitnesses.

He said they'd run down a good bunch of suspects. He said all of the men
were cleared. The investigation was still going forward.

Dr. Langhauser excused the jury. They returned with a verdict fast:

"Asphyxia, due to strangulation by Tigature, inflicted on the deceased
by a person or persons unknown to this jury at this time; and from the testimony
introduced at this time, we find the death of the deceased was homicidal, and
that the unknown person or persons was criminally responsible therefor."

Salvador Quiroz Serena was an ex-Airtek machinist. He was a 3 5-year-old
Mexican. He was 5'6", i 60 pounds, with black hair and brown eyes. His pal
Enrique "Tito" Mancilla ratted him off for the Jean Ellroy snuff. Serena was
known to drive a '55 0Olds sedan.

Sheriff's Homicide caught the call. Hallinen and Lawton were
incommunicado. Sergeant Al Sholund handled the tip.

He sent a teletype to the State Records Bureau. They replied fast.
Serena had a full-page rap sheet.

One burglary pop. One ADW pop. One bigamy conviction. The suspect was
registered as a resident alien and a resident ex-con.

Sholund teletyped the state DMV They replied fast.

Serena owned a '54 0Olds coupe. His last known address: 952 westmoreland,
L.A.

The address didn't match the address Mancilla gave him. Sholund drove to
Airtek and braced Mancilla.

Mancilla said he knew Serena for two years--during and after his Airtek
stint. Serena was pals with two other Airtek guys: Jim Foster and George
Erqueja.

Serena was down in Mexico recently. He returned to L.A. last month. Jim
Foster found him a pad at his apartment house in Culver City.

Mancilla visited Serena on or about June 23rd. He said, "Did you hear
what happened to Jean?" Serena said, "No." Mancilla told him that Jean had been
murdered. Serena did not seem surprised.

Serena said he danced with Jean at a company picnic last year. He said,
"I could have had her if I wanted to."

Serena showed up at Mancilla's house seven or eight days later. He
wanted to borrow Tito's car. Mancilla turned him down. Serena returned that
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night. He said he was moving to Sacramento.

Sholund found Jim Foster and George Erqueja on the premises. They
supplied identical stories: Serena moved to Sacramento and got a job with the
Aerojet Company. Sholund drove back to the Hall of Justice and Taid out a
detailed memo for Jack Lawton.

Lawton got the memo. He called Aerojet and talked to the personnel
manager. The man said Salvador Quiroz Serena was most likely a recent hire named
Salvador Escalante. Lawton said he'd be driving up to talk to him. He told the
personnel man to keep that confidential.

The personnel man said he'd cooperate. Lawton called Jim Bruton and ran
the Escalante thing by him. They decided to drive up to Sacramento.

They made the drive that night. They got a motel room and went to
Aerojet the next morning--July 17th.

The security boss delivered Serena AKA Escalante. Lawton and Bruton
drove him to the Sacramento County Sheriff's office and grilled him.

He was built stocky. He didn't really Took 1like their guy.

He said he got married in Mexico on June 3rd. He moved back to
California three weeks or so later. He heard a radio report on the murder while
he was driving through E1 Centro. He ran into Tito Mancilla the next day. They
discussed the nurse who got clipped.

He said his wife was his alibi. She didn't speak English, though.

Bruton called the Tocal Border Patrol Office and nailed down an
interpreter. They met him at the Escalante residence.

They talked to Elena Vvivero Escalante. She alibied her husband up
convincingly. They were in Mexico on June 2 1lst. Salvador was never out of her
sight. She corroborated all her husband's statements.

The suspect was released.

Sheriff's Homicide was a centralized division. It was made up of
thirteen sergeants, two lieutenants and a captain. The squad room was above the
County Morgue. A stench wafted up sometimes.

Murders were assigned on a rotating basis. There were no regular
partnerships--the men were teamed up catch-as-catchcan. The unit was handpicked
and elite. They handled sticky extortion cases under Sheriff Biscailuz's direct
orders. Gene Biscailuz shot his top-secret shit straight to Homicide.

The unit handled suicides, industrial accidents and 35 to 50 murders a
year. Twelve substations and a flock of contract cities fed them victims. Most
of the men kept bottles in their desks. They drank in the squad room and hit the
Chinatown bars on their way home.

lashed ward Hallinen was 46. Jack Lawton was 40. Their styles contrasted and
clashed.

ward was known as "the Silver Fox." He was a small man with light blue
eyes and wavy gray-white hair. He wore slendercut suits better than a window
mannequin. He was soft-spoken, authoritative, meticulous. He did not 1ike to
carry a gun and disdained the rowdier aspects of police work. He did not 1like
working with impatient and impetuous partners. He was married to former Sheriff
Traeger's daughter. They had a girl in high school and a girl in her first year
of college.

Jack was mid-sized, heavyset and balding. He was hardcharging,
hardworking, thorough. If you gave Jack grief, he would kick the shit out of you
in two seconds flat. He loved kids and animals. He routinely rescued dogs and
cats found at crime scenes. He cut his homicide teeth in the army--investigating
Jap war crimes. He dug the gravity of his work. It meshed with the volatile and
protective parts of his nature. He had a tendency to fly off the handle. He was
married and had three young sons.

ward and Jack got along okay. They deferred to each other when they had
to. They never let their conflicting styles fuck up a case.

The Eliroy case was stalled out. They weren't coming up with shit on the
blonde and the dark man.

Court commitments interrupted them. Hallinen caught a Mexican knife
kiTTing on July 24th.

A punk named Hernandez got shivved. Three pachucos got popped at the
scene. It all pertained to youth gang intrigue or somebody flicking somebody's
sister.

Sheriff's Narco logged an Ellroy tip on August 1st. The tipster was a
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nurse named Mrs. waggoner.

She said she answered a lovelorn ad and met a Mexican man named Joe the
Barber. He was 45 years old, 5'11", 200 pounds. He drove a light green '55
Buick. Mrs. waggoner had an affair with Joe the Barber. He tried to get her to
steal narcotics from the hospital where she worked. He told her that he sold
marijuana.

A Narco deputy liked the nurse angle. He forwarded the tip to Homicide.
Joe the Barber was interviewed and crossed off as a suspect.

The E1 Monte PD Togged a tip on August 3rd. Two Mexican men and a white
woman reported it in person.

They said they were drinking at a Mexican place in La Puente. They met a
man who offered to drive them wherever they wished to go. He was white, 25 to
30, 5'9", 150 pounds, with dark brown hair and blue eyes. They got into his '39
Chevy Tudor.

He drove them to the San Dimas wash. A '46 Ford truck pulled up behind
them. The driver was white, 30 years old, 5'10", i80 pounds, with blond hair and
blue eyes.

They all stood around the wash. The Chevy man_grabbed the woman's
necklace. He said if she wasn't careful she'd get it like that nurse in E]
Monte. The truck man did this "I hate Mexicans™ number. One of the Mexican guys
jumped him. The other Mexican guy and the woman escaped. The first Mexican guy
beat up the truck man and joined them.

The informants Teft their names with the desk officer. He typed up a
report and placed it in Captain Bruton's box.

The Ellroy case was stalled out. Hallinen caught a wifestabs-husband job
on August 29th.

Lillian Kella sTashed Edward Kella--fatally good. She said he slapped
her in the head once too often. The case was routine Tate-summer stuff.

Temple Patrol logged in a weird occurrence on September 2nd. It started
outside the Kit Kat bar in E1 Monte.

Two deputies spotted a woman named Willie Jane willis. She was Tleaning
against a phone booth in a dazed condition. The Kit Kat's janitor said he saw
willie Jane get out of a yellow cement truck. The driver chased her around the
truck, gave up the chase and drove off. willie Jane showed the deputies a bump
on her head.

The deputies drove Willie Jane to the Falk Medical Center. A doctor
placed her on an examination table. willie Jane started to rant. She said,
"carlos, don't kill her. I saw him kill her and dump her body by the school."

one of the deputies asked her if she meant Arroyo High. willie Jane
attacked him and tried to run out a rear door. The deputies caught her and
placed her in their patrol car. The emergency room doctor thought she was high
on narcotics.

The deputies drove wWillie Jane to the Temple City Station. She mumbled
hysterically en route. The deputies heard her say, "I saw him kill her. He
ﬁhok¢g1her and dumped her body by the school. I saw her face, it was purple, how

orrible."

willie Jane tried to jump out of the car. The deputies prevented her.
willie Jane said, "Don't take me back to that school, please don't make me go
back there."

They arrived at the station. The deputies escorted willie Jane inside. A
detective interviewed her and forwarded a memo to Homicide.

Hallinen and Lawton wrote it off as bulishit.

The tips and nut reports died out. The Ellroy case moved into Timbo.

Lawton caught a business-dispute killing on October 9th. Hallinen caught
wife-shoots-husband jobs on the 12th and the 14th. A sex creep named Harvey
Glatman was arrested on October 27th.

The CHP bagged him down in Orange County. He was struggling with a woman
on a roadside near the Santa Ana Freeway. They fell out of Glatman's car and
wrestled for the gun he pulled on her. A Highway Patrol guy saw the incident and
made the arrest.

The woman's name was Lorraine Vvigil. She was a pinup model from L.A.
G1aﬁmqn Tured her out on a photo-session pretext. He said he had a studio 1in
Anaheim.

Glatman was booked at the Orange County Sheriff's office. They charged
him with attempt rape and ADW. Deputies found clothesline cord, a camera,
several rolls of film and a box of .32-caliber shells 1in his car. They checked
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old teletypes and missing persons reports and got three potential clicks.

8/1/57:

A pinup model named Judy Ann Dull disappeared. She was last seen with a
photographer named Johnny Glynn. The two Teft Miss Dull's west Hollywood
apartment and were never seen again. Harvey Glatman matched Johnny Glynn's
description.

3/8/58:

A woman named Shirley Ann Bridgeford disappeared. She left her house in
the San Fernando valley with a man named George Wwilliams. The two were never
seen again. Miss Bridgeford belonged to a lonely-hearts club. williams contacted
her through the club directory. Harvey Glatman matched George williams'
description.

7/20/58:

A pinup model named Angela Rojas AXA Ruth Rita Mercado disappeared--and
was never seen again.

Harvey Glatman agreed to take a polygraph test. The operator asked him
guestions pertaining to the three missing women. His responses indicated guilty
knowledge. The operator pointed this out to him. Glatman said he killed the
three women.

Bridgeford and Rojas were LAPD missings. Judy Ann Dull was an L.A.
Sheriff's case. The Orange County cops notified both agencies.

Two LAPD detectives drove down to Orange County. Jack Lawton drove down
to represent Sheriff's Homicide. Captain Jim Bruton came with him.

The interrogations ran long. Glatman had his details down pat.

Lawton questioned him regarding victim Dull. Sergeant Pierce Brooks
questioned him regarding victim Bridgeford. Sergeant E. V. Jackson questioned
him regarding victim Rojas.

Glatman said he saw a newspaper ad in late July '57. It offered pinup
models at hourly rates. He called the number included and talked to a woman
named Betty Carver. Miss cCarver invited him over to view her portfolio.

The apartment was on North Sweetzer. Glatman arrived and asked Miss
Carver if she was free for a session now. Miss Carver said she was busy. Glatman
saw a photograph of her roommate Judy Dull. He asked if _she'd_ be interested.

Miss Carver said she probably would be.

Glatman left and called back the next day. He talked to Judy Ann Dull
and gave his name as Johnny Glynn. Miss Dull agreed to a two-hour session.
Glatman drove to her apartment and picked her up.

They drove to his apartment in Hollywood. Glatman told her he wanted to
se11hsome bound-and-gagged shots to _True Detective_. Miss Dull Tet him bind and

ag her.
949 Glatman photographed her. Glatman pulled a gun on her. Glatman fondled
her and raped her and forced her to pose in the nude with her legs spread.

They spent six hours at his apartment. Judy Ann did not resist his
assaults. Glatman said she was actually eager. She told him she was a nympho and
couldn't control herself around men.

Glatman tied her wrists and Ted her down to his car. It was Io:30 p.m.

He drove her east on the San Berdoo Freeway--90 miles or so out of L.A.
They hit that big desert pocket around Indio. He turned off on a desolate
switchback. He stopped the car and walked her off the road. He tied her ankles
and placed her facedown in the sand.

He tied the slack end of the ankle cord around her neck. He stepped on
her back. He yanked the middle of the cord and strangled her. He stripped her
down to her panties and scooped sand over her body.

He got the 1itch again in March '58. He saw a lonely-heartsclub ad in the
paper. He went out to the office, paid a fee and joined. He said his name was
George Williams.

The director gave him some phone numbers. He made a date with a girl and
went over to her place to check her out. She wasn't his type. He called Shirley
Ann Bridgeford and arranged a date for Saturday night, March 8th.

He picked her up in full view of her whole goddamn family. He suggested
a drive instead of a movie. Shirley Ann agreed.

Glatman drove her south, into San Diego County. They had dinner at a
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cafe and necked in the car. Shirley Ann said she had to be getting home.

Glatman drove her east. They parked off the freeway and necked a Tittle
more. Glatman pulled his gun and forced her into the backseat.

He raped her. He tied her hands and shoved her into the front seat. He
drove her farther east and stopped the car on a pitch-black desert road. He
marched her out a good two miles and hogtied her and gagged her.

The sun came up. Glatman got out his camera and flash equipment.

He Taid a blanket down. He photographed Shirley Ann bound and gagged. He
ﬁinched her neck to her ankles. He pulled the middle of his rope and strangled

er.

He drove back to L.A. He developed the Shirley pictures. He put them in
a metal box beside his Judy shots.

He got the itch again in July. He saw a cheesecake-model ad in the paper
and called the number. Angela Rojas invited him over to her studio/pad on Pico.

Glatman showed up. Angela said she wasn't feeling good and asked him to
take a raincheck. Glatman agreed. He came back the following night, uninvited.

Angela let him in. Glatman pulled his gun and forced her into her
bedroom. He tied her feet and ankles and fondled her. He untied her and raped
her. He held his gun to her back and marched her out to his car.

d He drove her straight to the desert. He found a nesting spot around
awn.

He camped out with her all day. He raped her and photographed her. He
drove her to a more isolated spot after dark.

He told her he wanted to take some more pictures. He walked her out into
the toolies and set up his camera and flash gear.

He tied her up and gagged her and shot some film. He placed her facedown
on a blanket and noosed her up neck-to-ankles. she kicked and thrashed and
strangled herself to death. Glatman tossed some shrubs on the body and drove
back to L.A.

Lawton mentioned the Jean Ellroy murder. Glatman said he didn't do it.
He didn't know where ET Monte was. He only killed the three women he just copped
to. He didn't kill any redheaded nurse.

Glatman was booked on three counts of murder one. The cops and the
Orange County DA discussed filing logistics.

Judy Ann Dull was murdered in Riverside County. Shirley Ann Bridgeford
and Angela Rojas were murdered in San Diego County. Glatman assaulted Lorraine
vigil down in Orange. Harvey was flicked--his trial priority wasn't essential.

Glatman had two sex-assault priors. He spent five years in Sing Sing and
two years in the Colorado State Pen. He was 30 years old and worked as a TV
repairman. He was skinny. He looked 1ike an undernourished Tittle putz.

Lawton, Brooks and Jackson took a Harvey Glatman murdersite tour.
Photographers, DAs and various deputy sheriffs went with them. Glatman Ted them
straight to the bones of victim Bridgeford and victim Rojas.

Judy Dull's remains were found in December '57. They were Jane
Doe--tagged at the Riverside County Coroner's Office.

The tour ended at Glatman's apartment. The cops examined his photograph
collection.

He had dozens of mail-order smut pictures. They all featured
bound-and-gagged women. He had pictures of boundand-gagged women shot off his
own TV screen. Glatman said he always watched Tv with his camera in his lap. You
got some good bonus shots that way.

He had pictures of girls he photographed in Denver. They were bound and
gagged in their panties and bras. He said the girls were all alive and well.

He kept his special pictures in a metal box. The cops went through them
one by one.

Judy Dull's brassiere was stretched below her breasts. Her gag flattened
out her cheeks and distorted her whole face. Her Tlegs-apart poses were fatuous
and obscene.

She didn't look scared. She looked like a jaded adolescent. Maybe she
thought she could outsmart this nebbish. Maybe she thought compliance equaled
poise. Maybe she possessed a skewed pinup-girl bravado: All men are weak and
easily moved with the right combination of flattery and pussy.

Angela Rojas looked dazed. Her desert backdrop was beautifully Tit.

Shirley Ann Bridgeford knew her 1ife was over. Glatman's camera caught
her tears and contortions and the scream the gag in her mouth was holding mute.

The pictures shocked Jack Lawton. Glatman sickened him. He knew he
didn't kill Jean Ellroy.
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Hallinen and Lawton caught a case together on November 8th. A man named
woodrow Harley raped his 13-year-old stepdaughter and smothered her with a
chloroform-soaked pilTlow.

They spent a week wrapping it up. They visited Armand ET11roy and his son
right before Thanksgiving.

The boy had grown a bit. He was very tall for a kid his age.

Hallinen and Lawton took ET1lroy and his son down to Tiny Naylor's
Drive-In. The kid ordered an ice cream concoction. Hallinen and Lawton ran their
Mom's-boyfriend riff by him again.

He rehashed the stuff he already told them. He couldn't dredge up any
new studs.

They went back to the apartment. Ellroy told the kid to go outside and
play. He needed to talk to the gentlemen alone.

The kid walked out and tiptoed back down the hallway. He heard his
father and the cops ta1kin% in the kitchen.

His father was calling his mother a promiscuous drunk. The cops were
saying their case was dead. Jean was such a goddamn secretive woman. Her 1ife
just didn't make sense.

_You fooled people. You gave yourself out in small increments and
reinvented yourself at whim. Your secret ways nullified the means to mark your
death with vengeance_.

_I thought I knew you. I passed my childish hatred off as intimate
knowledge. I never mourned you. I assailed your memory_.

_You fronted a stern rectitude. You cut it Toose on Saturday nights.
Your brief reconciliations drove you chaotic_.

_I won't define you that way. I won't give up your secrets so cheaply. I
want to Tearn where you buried your love_.

My father put me in a cab at the E1 Monte depot. He paid the driver and
told him to drop me at Bryant and Maple.

I didn't want to go back. I didn't want to leave my father. I wanted to
blow off E1 Monte forever.

It was hot--maybe ten degrees more than L.A. The driver took Tyler north
to Bryant and cut east. He turned on Maple and stopped the cab.

I saw police cars and official-type sedans parked at the curb. I saw
uniformed men and men in suits standing in my front yard.

I knew she was dead. This is not a revised memory or a retrospective
hunch. I knew it in the moment--at age ten--on Sunday, June 22nd, 1958.

I walked into the yard. Somebody said, "There's the boy." I saw Mr. and
Mrs. Krycki standing by their back door.

A man took me aside and kneeled down to my level. He said,
mother's been killed."

I knew he meant "murdered." I probably trembled or shuddered or weaved a
Tittle bit.

The man asked me where my father was. I told him he was back at the bus
station. A half-dozen men crowded around me. They leaned on their knees and
checked me out up-close.

They saw one lucky kid.

A cop split for the bus station. A man with a camera walked me back to
Mr. Krycki's toolshed.

He put an awl in my hand and posed me at a workbench. I held on to a
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small block of wood and pretended to saw at it. I faced the camera--and did not
blink or smile or cry or betray my internal equilibrium.

The photographer stood in a doorway. The cops stood behind him. I had a
rapt audience.

The photographer shot some film and urged me to improvise. I hunched
over the wood and sawed at it with a halfsmile/half-grimace. The cops laughed. I
Taughed. Flashbulbs popped.

The photo?rapher said I was brave.

Two cops led me to a patrol car and put me in the backseat. I scooted
over to the Teft-hand window and looked out. wWe took Maple to a side street to
Peck Road southbound. I stuck my head out the window and registered odd things.

We turned west on valley Boulevard and pulled up in front of the EI
Monte Police Station. The cops walked me inside and sat me down in a small room.

I wanted to see my father. I didn't want the cops to hurt him.

some uniformed men kept me company. They were gentle and deferred to my
status as a now motherless child. They kept a Tine of friendly chatter going.

My father picked me up Saturday morning. wWe took a bus to L.A. and went
to see a movie called _The vikings_. Tony Curtis got his hand chopped off and
started wearing a black-Teather stump guard. I had a nightmare about 1it.

Cops drifted in and out of the room. They kept handing me cups of water.
I drank it all. It gave me something to do with my hands.

Two men walked into the room. The friendly cops walked out. One man was
heavyset and almost bald. The other man had wavy white hair and Tight blue eyes.
They were wearing sports jackets and slacks.

They asked me questions and wrote down my answers in small pocket
notebooks. They had me describe my weekend with my father and asked me to name
my mother's boyfriends.

I mentioned Hank Hart and Peter Tubiolo. My mother went out with Hank
back in Santa Monica. Tubiolo was a teacher at my school. He dated my mother at
least a couple of times.

I asked the men if my father was in trouble. They told me he wasn't.
They said I would be released to his custody.

The white-haired cop gave me a candy bar and told me I could see my dad
now. They Tet me out of that Tittle square room.

I saw my father standing in the hallway. He saw me and smiled.

I ran straight to him. The impact knocked him back a Tittle. He gave me
his standard bear hug that showed off how strong he was.

. A cop drove us to the ET Monte depot. We caught a late bus to Los
Angeles.

I sat next to the window. My father kept an arm around me. The San
Berdoo Freeway was dark and full of glittery taillights.

I knew I should cry. My mother's death was a gift--and I knew I should
pay for it. The cops probably judged me for not crying back at the house. If I
didn't cry, it meant I wasn't normal. My thoughts were just that convoluted.

I let my clenched-up nerves go. I let the pure fucking awe I'd been
feeling for hours slip free.

It worked.

I cried. I cranked tears out all the way to L.A.

I hated her. I hated ET Monte. Some unknown killer just bought me a
brand-new beautiful 1ife. She was a farm girl from Tunnel City, Wisconsin. I
cared for her solely in conjunction with my father. when she broke the marriage
off she made me his son exclusively.

I started hating her to prove my love for my father. I was afraid to
acknowledge the woman's edgy will and courage.

My father was mistakenly d1agnosed with cancer in 1956. My mother broke
the news to me--but withheld the he'll-beall-right punch 1line for dramatic
effect. I wept and punched out our Tliving-room sofa. My mother calmed me down
and told me it was ulcers, not cancer--and I needed a little trip to get over
the shock.

we drove down to Mexico. We got a hotel room in Ensenada and ate a
lobster dinner at a nice restaurant. My mother wore an off-one-shoulder dress.
She Tooked startlingly fairskinned and redheaded. I was aware that she was
performing.

I went swimming in the hotel pooi the next morning. The water was
visibly dirty. I came out with blocked ears and a throbbing headache.

The headache worked its way down to my left ear. The pain grew more
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localized and more intense. My mother examined me and told me I had a severe ear
infection.

The pain was godawful. I cried and ground my teeth until my gums bled.

My mother bundled me up in the backseat of her car and drove us north to
Tijuana. The pharmacies there sold medicine and hard narcotics over-the-counter.
My mother found a place and purchased a bottle of pills, a vial of dope and a
hypodermic syringe.

e fed me water and pills. she prepped a spike and shot me up right
there in the car. My pain died instantaneously.

we drove straight back to L.A. The dope warmed me and lulled me to
sleep. I woke up in my bedroom and saw strange new colors drifting out of the
wallpaper.

I withheld the incident from my father. The omission was instinctive and
precociously derived. I'11 ascribe motive 40 years after the fact.

My mother protected me with decisively great style. I knew my father
wouldn't want to hear her praised. I played to his fear. I didn't tell him she
looked good in that dress. I didn't tell him how good that dope felt. I didn't
tell him she owned my heart for a 1little while.

My parents_excelled at appearances. They were a_great-looking cheap
couple, along the Tines of Robert Mitchum andJane Russell in _Macao_. They
stayed together for i 5 years. It had to be sex.

He was 17 years her senior. He was tall and built like a Tlight
heavyweight. He was drop-dead handsome and possessed a massive wang.

He was an ineffectual man who came off dangerous at first reading. She
bought the physical package and the charm that went with it. I don't know how
long_the honeymoon lasted. I don't know how Tong it took them to get
disillusioned and cede their marriage to dry rot.

They both moved west in the late '30s. They met, sizzled, wed and
settled in L.A. She was a registered nurse. He was a noncertified accountant. He
inventoried drugstore stock and prepared income tax returns for Hollywood
people. He had a three- or four-year run as Rita Hayworth's business manager and
arranged her wedding to Aly Khan in 1949. Redhaired women ruled his postwar
years.

I made the scene in '48. The novelty of a kid sent them ga%a for a
while. They moved out of their place in Beverly Hills and found a larger
apartment in West Hollywood. It was a Spanishstyle pad with brushed- stucco walls
and arched doorways. I grew into a warped state of cognizance there.

Rita Hayworth fired my father, circa '52. He took occasional drugstore
jobs and hogged the Tiving-room couch most standard workdays. He loved to read
and sTeep. He Toved to smoke cigarettes and watch sporting events on our
bubble-screen Tv. The couch was his all-purpose forum.

My mother hustled to and from work. sShe had a full-time gig at St.
John's Hospital and wet-nursed a dipsomaniacal actress named zaSu Pitts on the
side. She brought home the bulk of the money and bugged my father to get a
permanent job.

He put her off with vague vows and cited his Hollywood connections. He
was pals with Mickey Rooney and a schlock producer named Sam Stiefel. He knew
people with pull. He could parlay his friendships into something sweet.

I spent a lot of time on the couch with my father. He drew pictures for
me and taught me to read when I was three and a half years old. we sat side by
side and read separate books.

My father favored historical novels. I dug kid's animal stories. My
father knew that I couldn't stand to see animals mistreated or killed. He
skimmed the books he bought for me and shitcanned the ones he knew 1I'd find
disturbing.

My father grew up in an orphanage and had no blood family. My mother had
a younger sister in Wisconsin. My father hated his sister-in-Taw and her
husband, a Buick dealer named Ed wagner. My father said uUncle Ed was a draft
dodger and a kraut. He killed Tots of krauts in the First world war and had no
use for them.

The wagners thought my father was a bum. My father told me my cousin
Jeannie tried to scratch my eyes out once. I don't recall any such incident.

My parents' friends conformed to a type: older people naively impressed
with them. My parents Tooked good and hobnobbed with Hollywood swingers. They
dazzled in the short run and only fought, carped and bickered in the privacy of
their own home. They kept up a united front and limited their offensive
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broadsides to one witness--me.

Their Tife together was one long skirmish. She attacked his sloth; he
attacked her nightly booze intake. Their squabbles were strictly verbal--and the
absence of physical violence made them that much more protracted. They argued in
measured tones, rarely yelled and never screamed. They did not break flowerpots
or hurl dishes. Their Tack of overt theatrics cloaked the fact that their
collective will to reason and reconcile did not exist. They fought a
self-suppressed war. They worked themselves into the picayune state of the
perpetually aggrieved. Their hatred escalated over years and peaked at a level
of low fury.

It was '54. I was six years old and in the first grade at west Hollywood
Elementary School. My mother sat me down on our Tiving-room couch and told me
she was divorcing my father.

I took it hard. I threw tantrums for weeks running. My histrionics were
fevered and a cumulative response to years of chickenshit parental battling. TV
had taught me that divorce was permanent and binding. Divorce stigmatized little
kids and flicked them up for 1ife. The mother got custody of all minor children.

My mother kicked my father out of the apartment. She tolerated my
hurt-child routine for a few weeks, gave me a concise whack in the head and told
me to stop it.

I stopped it. I got a crazy little-kid notion to forge an allpowerful
separate thing with my father.

My mother hired a Tawyer and filed for divorce. A judge granted her
temporary custody and allowed me to spend weekends with my father. He rented a
bachelor pad a few blocks from his old apartment.

I holed up with him for a string of Fridays-to-Sundays. We cooked
burgers on a hot plate and made meals out of Cheez vvhiz and crackers. \ve read
books side by side and watched Tv fight cards. My father began to systematically
poison my mind against my mother.

He told me she was a drunk and a whore. He told me she was fuckin% her
divorce lawyer. He said he had a shot at gaining custody of me--if he could
prove my mother morally deficient. He urged me to spy on her. I agreed to snoop
out my mother's indiscretions.

My father got a job in downtown L.A. I snuck out and met him on his way
home from work every chance I got. We rendezvoused at a drugstore on Burton way
and Doheny. We ate ice cream and talked a Tittle bit.

My mother discovered this treachery. She called my father and threatened
hiﬂ wqth custody injunctions. She hired a baby-sitter to watchdog me after
school.

I ditched my school bus the next morning. I hid out in the courtyard by
my father's apartment. I wanted to see my father wicked bad. I was afraid of the
Salk vaccine shots scheduled at school that day.

My mother found me. She drove me to school and arranged to inject me
with the salk vaccine herself.

She shot me up in her nurse's uniform. She was skilled with a needle--it
d%?n'p h#rt at all. she looked good in white seersucker. It offset her red hair
alluringly.

The divorce case went to court. I had to testify in closed session. I
Eqdn't seen my father in a while. I spotted him outside the courtroom and ran to

im.

My mother tried to intercede.

My father whisked me into a men's room and hunkered down to talk to me.
My mother stormed in and dragged me out. My father Tet it happen. A man standing
at a urinal with his dick in his hand observed the whole transaction.

I testified. I told a kindly judge that I wanted to Tive with my father.
He ruled otherwise. His decree stipulated a weekday/ weekend split: five days
with her, two days with him. He sentenced me to a bifurcated Tife divvied up
between two people locked in an intractable mutual hatred.

I caught both sides of that hatred. It was resolutely scornful and
eloquently expressed. My mother portrayed my father as weak, slovenly, lazy,
fanciful and duplicitous in small ways. My father had my mother categorized more
concisely: She was a Lush and a whore.

I lived by the divorce decree. weekdays meant restricted drudgery.
weekends meant freedom.

My father fed me tasty food and took me to cowboy movies. He told me
world war I stories and Tet me Teaf through his girlie magazines. He said he had
several sweet deals cooking. He convinced me we were just moments shy of great
wealth. Big money meant big-time Tawyers and big-time legal pull. Those Tawyers
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had detectives who could dig up dirt on the Lush and the whore. They could get
him full-time custody of me.

My mother moved us to a smaller apartment in Santa Monica. She quit St.
John's and got an industrial nurse job at Packard-Bell Electronics. My father
moved to a one-bedroom pad on the Hollywood-wilshire District border. He didn't
own a car and transported me by bus. He was well into his fifties and starting
to look 1ike a gigolo past his prime. People probably thought he was my
granddad.

I transferred to a private school called children's Paradise. It was
unaccredited and set my mother back 50 bucks a month. The place was a dump site
for kids from broken homes. Passing grades were guaranteed--but the hours of
confinement stretched from 7:30 a.m. to 5:00 p.m. daily. The teachers were
shrill or beaten-down passive. My father had a theory about the Tong school
hours. He said they were calculated to give single moms time to flick their
boyfriends after work. He said this was not all bad.

Children's Paradise straddled some prime west-side real estate. A dirt
yard jammed with play equipment faced wilshire Boulevard. The yard was three
times the size of the main classroom building. A swimming pool was positioned at
the west flank.

I daydreamed my way through the third and fourth grades there. My
reading skills eclipsed my retarded comprehension of arithmetic. I was a big
kid. I flaunted my size and b1uffed my way through minor kid confrontations. It
was the genesis of my efficacious "Crazy Man Act.

I was afraid of all girls, most boys and selected male and female
adults. My fear derived from my apoca1yptic fantasy apparatus. I knew that all
thqngs went chaotically bad. My empirical training in chaos was unassailably
valid.

My Crazy Man Act got me the attention that I craved and warned
aggressors not to fuck with me. I laughed when nothing was funny, picked my nose
and ate my snot, and drew swastikas all over my school notebooks. I was the
poster boy for the If-You-Can't-Love-Me-Notice-Me chapter in all child
psycho]ogy textbooks.

y mother was drinking more. She'd crank highballs at night and get
pissed off maudlin or effusive. I found her in bed with men a couple of times.
The guys had that '5os ToungeTlizard Took. They probably sold used cars or
repossessed them.

I told my father about the men. He said he had private eyes tailing my
mother. I started scanning my blind side everywhere I went with her.

My mother quit Packard-Bell and hired on at Airtek Dynamics. My father
worked drugstore jobs free-Tlance. I continued my education at Children's
Paradise. My Crazy Man Act kept me tenuously afloat.

My parents were unable to talk in a civil fashion. They did not exchange
words under any circumstances. Their expressions of hatred were reserved for me:
_He's_ a weakling; _she's_ a drunk and a whore. I believed him--and wrote her
accusations off as hogwash. I was blind to the fact that her broadsides carried
a greater basis in truth.

'57 faded out. My mother and I flew to Wisconsin for Christmas. uUncle Ed
wagner sold her a spiffy red-and-white Buick. we drove it home the first week of
'58. We settled back into our work and school routine.

My mother sat me down late in January and cozied me up for a big Tie.
She said we needed a change of scenery. I was almost ten years old, and 1'd
never lived in a house. She said she knew a nice place called E1 Monte.

My mother lied poorly. She tended to formalize and overstate her lies
and often embellished them with expressions of parental concern. She always Taid
out her major 1lies half-drunk.

I was a good lie decoder. My mother did not credit me with this gift.

I told my father about the move. He found the notion dubious. He said E]
Monte was full of wetbacks. It was a skunk place by any and all standards. He
figured my mother was ditching some west L.A. stud--or was running to some EI
Monte shitbird. You don't uproot and move 30-odd miles for no goddamn reason.

He told me to stay alert. He told me to report my mother's round-heeled
stunts.

My mother wanted to show off E1 Monte. We cruised out there on a Sunday
afternoon.

My father got me predisposed to hate and fear the place. He'd portrayed
it accurately.
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ET Monte was a smoggy void. People parked on their lawns and hosed down
their cars in their underwear. The sky was carcinogenic tan. I noticed lots of
evil-Tooking pachucos.

we went by our new house. It was pretty on the outside-- but smaller
than our pad in Santa Monica.

we talked to our new landlady, Anna May Krycki. She was nervous and
chatty and darty-eyed. She let me pet her Airedale dog.

A yard enclosed the Kryckis' house and our house. My mother said we
could get a dog of our own. I told her I wanted a beagle. She said she'd get me
one for my birthday.

we met Mr. Krycki and Mrs. Krycki's son from a previous marriage. We
walked through our new house.

My room was half the size of my room in Santa Monica. The kitchen was no
more than a crawl space. The bathroom was narrow and cramped.

) The house justified the move. It cosmetically vouched my mother's Big
Lie.
I knew it at the time.

we moved out early in February. I enrolled at Anne LeGore Elementary
School and became my father's full-time spy.

My mother was drinking more. The kitchen smelled 1ike her Early Times
bourbon and L& cigarettes. I sniffed the tumblers she left in the sink--to see
what the allure was. The syrupy odor made me gag.

She didn't bring men home. My father figured she was shacking up on the
weekends. He started calling E1 Monte "Shitsville, U.S.A."

I made the best of a bad place.

I went to school. I got friendly with two Mexican kids named Reyes and
Danny. They shared a reefer with me once. I got dizzy and goofy ecstatic and
went home and ate a whole box of cookies. I passed out and woke up convinced
that I would soon become a heroin addict.

School was a drag. My arithmetic skills were subzero and my social
skills were subpoor. Reyes and Danny were my only pals.

My father visited me at noon recess one day--a divorce decree violation.
A kid shoved me for no reason. I kicked his ass in full view of my father.

My father was proud of me. The kid snitched me off to Mr. Tubiolo, the
vice-principal. Tubiolo called my mother and suggested a conference.

They met and talked. They went out on a couple of dates. I reported the
details to my father.

My mother got me a beagle puppy for my tenth birthday. I named her
"Minna" and smothered her with Tove.

My mother laid a mind fuck on me in conjunction with the gift. She told
me I was a young man now. I was old enough to decide who I wanted to live with.

I told her I wanted to 1live with my father.

She sTapped me in the face and knocked me off the livingroom couch. I
banged my head on a coffee table.

I called her a drunk and a whore. She hit me again. I made up my mind to
fight back next time.

I could brain her with an ashtray and negate her size advantage. I could
scratch her face and ruin her Tooks so men wouldn't want to fuck her. I could
smash her with a bottle of Early Times bourbon.

She pushed me over a very simple line.

I used to hate her because my father did. I used to hate her to prove my
Tove for him.

She just bought my own full-tilt hatred.

E1 Monte was prison camp. Weekends in L.A. were brief paroles.

My father took me to movies on Hollywood Boulevard. we caught vertigo
and a string of Randolph Scott westerns. My father laid out the straight dope on
Randolph Scott: He was one notorious homo.

He took me by the Hollywood Ranch Market and gave me a crash course in
homos. He said fruits wore mirrored shades to measure crotch bulges covertly.
Fruits served one good purpose. Their presence expanded the pool of available
women.

He wanted to know if I 1liked girls y

I told him I did. I didn't te?1 him that full-bTown women jazzed me
more. Divorced mothers were more precisely my type.

Their bodies had these neat imperfections. Heavy legs and bra-strap
markings drove me crazy. I Tiked pale--skinned, redhaired women especially.
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The concept of motherhood excited me. I was up-to-date on the facts of
Tife and was titillated by the fact that motherhood began with fucking. women
with kids had_to be good at it. They were practiced. They developed a taste for
sex during holy matrimony and couldn't Tive without it when their ordained
unions went kaput. Their need was dirty, shameful and thrilling.

Like my curiosity.

our bathroom in ET Monte was tiny. The bathtub faced the toilet at a
rngt angle. I caught a glimpse of my mother drying off after a shower one
night.

She saw me looking at her breasts. She told me that the tip of her right
nipple got infected after my birth and had to be removed. Her tone was in no way
provocative. She was a registered nurse explaining a medical fact.

I had pictures in my mind now. I wanted to see more.

I spent hours in the bathtub, feigning interest in a toy submarine. I
saw my mother half-nude and nude and stripped to her slip. I saw her breasts
sway. I saw her good nipple pebbled up from the cold. I saw the red between her
legs and the way steam made her skin flush.

I hated her and lusted for her.

Then she was dead.

e Monday, June 23rd, 1958. A bright summer day and the start of my sunny
new Tife.

A nightmare woke me up.

My mother did not appear. Tony Curtis and his black stump-guard did. I
shook the image off and let things sink in.

The boo-hoo stuff was behind me. I spilled some tears on the bus--and
that was that. My period of mourning lasted half an hour.
b1 I've got the Took of that day memorized. It was incandescent powder

ue.

My father told me the wagners were coming out in a few days. Mrs. Krycki
had agreed to look after my dog for a while. The funeral was next week--and my
attendance was not mandatory. The Sheriff's Crime Lab was set to shoot him the
Buick. He planned to sell it for my mother's short-term equity--if the
provisions of her will did not bar the sale.

Mrs. Krycki told my father that I stabbed her banana trees to death. She
demanded restitution--pronto. I told my father that I was just playing a game.
He said it was no big thing.

He was coming off somber. I could tell he was really happy and in some
state of serendipitous shell-shock. He was closing out his ex with postmortem
minutiae.

He told me to amuse myself for a while. He had to go downtown and
identify the body.

The wagners arrived in L.A. a few days later. Uncle Ed was composed.
Aunt Leoda was near distraught.

She worshipped her big sister. A style gap separated the Hilliker
girls--Jean had the Tooks, the red hair and the sexy career. Her husband was
superficially dashing and hung 1like a mule.

Ed wagner was fat and stolid. He brought home the bacon. Aunt Leoda was
a Wisconsin hausfrau. She was slow to rile and a good grudge holder. Her sister
Tived an alternative Tife that she found compelling. The explicit details of
that Tife would undoubtedly shock her no end.

My father and I saw the wagners several times. No discernible
ETllroy-wagner hatred surfaced. Ed and Leoda chalked my calm emotional state up
to shock. I kept my mouth shut and let the adults do the talking.

The four of us drove out to E1 Monte. We stopped at the house and took a
last walk through it. I hugged and kissed my dog. She Ticked my face and pissed
all over me. My father goofed on the Kryckis--he thought they were geeks. Ed and
Leoda picked up my mother's personal papers and memorabilia. My father tossed my
clothes and books into brown paper bags.

we stopped at Jay's Market on our way out of town. A checker fussed over
me--she knew I was the dead nurse's kid. My mother started a fight with me 1in
that market just a few weeks back.

Something got her going on my poor scholastic progress. She wanted to
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show me my potential fate. She hustled me out of the market and drove me down to
Medina Court--the heart of the E1 Monte taco belt.

Mexican punks were out walking that slick walk I admired. There were no
houses--just shacks. Half the cars Tacked axles and wheels.

My mother pointed out harrowing details. She wanted me to see what my
Tazy ways would get me. I didn't take her warnings seriously. I knew my father
would never Tet me turn into a wetback.

I didn't go to the funeral. The wagners went back to wisconsin.

My father took possession of the Buick and sold it to a guy 1in our
neighborhood. He managed to pocket my mother's down payment. Aunt Leoda became
the executrix of my mother's estate. She held the purse strings on a fat
insurance policy.

A double-indemnity clause boosted the premium up to 20 grand. I was the
sole beneficiary. Leoda told me she was putting the money in trust for my
college education. She said I could extract small amounts for emergencies.

I settled in to enjoy my summer vacation.

The cops came by a few times. They quizzed me on my mother's boyfriends
and other known associates. I told them all I knew.

My father kept some newspaper clippings on the case. He told me the
basic facts and urged me not to think about the murder itself. He knew I had a
vivid imagination.

I wanted to know the details.

I read the clippings. I saw a picture of myself at Mr. Krycki's
workbench. I nailed down the Blonde and Dark Man scenario. I got a spooky
feeling that it was all about sex.

My father found out that I'd been through his clippings. He gave me his
pet theory: My mother balked at a three-way with the Blonde and the Dark Man. It
was part of a larger riddle: why did she run to E1 Monte?

I wanted answers--but not at the expense of my mother's continued
presence. I diverted my curiosity to kid's crime books.

I stumbled onto the Hardy Boys and Ken Holt series. Chevalier's
Bookstore sold them for a dollar apiece. Adolescent detectives solved crimes and
befriended crime victims. Murder was sanitized and occurred off-page. The kid
detectives came from affluent families and tooled around in hot rods,
motorcycles and speedboats. The crimes went down in swanky resort Tlocations.
Everybody ended up happy. The murder victims were dead--but were implicitly
having a blast in heaven.

It was a literary formula preordained directly for me. It let me
remember and forget in equal measure. I ate those books up wholesale and was
blessedly unaware of the internal dynamic that made them so seductive.

The Hardy Boys and Ken Holt were my only friends. Their sidekicks were
my sidekicks. we solved perplexing mysteries-- but nobody got hurt too severely.

My father bought me two books every Saturday. I went through them fast
and spent the rest of the week suffering withdrawal pangs. My father held the
Tine at two a week, no more. I started shoplifting books to fill my reading

aps.
g I was a sly little thief. I wore my shirttail out and stuck the books
under my waistband. The folks at Chevalier's probably thought I was a cute
Tittle bookworm. My father never mentioned the size of my library.

The summer of '58 sped by. I rarely thought about my mother. She was
compartmentalized and defined by my father's current indifference to her memory.
ET Monte was an aberrant non sequitur. She was _gone_.

Every book I read was a twisted homage to her. Every mystery solved was
my Tove for her in ellipses.

I didn't know it then. I doubt if my father knew it. He was scheming his
way through the summer with his redheaded demon in the ground.

He bought ten thousand Jap surplus "Tote Seats" at ten cents apiece.
They were_inflatable cushions to sit on at sporting events. He was convinced he
could sell them to L.A. Rams and Dodgers organizations. The first batch would
get him going. He could get the Japs to churn more Tote Seats out on a
consignment basis. His profits would zoom from that point on.

The Rams and Dodgers brushed my father off. He was too proud to hawk the
Tote Seats street-vendor style. oOur shelves and closets were crammed with
inflatable plastic. You could have blown the cushions up and floated half the
county out to sea.

My father wrote off the Tote Seat venture and went back to drugstore
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work. He put in crash hours: noon to 2:00 or 3:00 a.m. He let me stay alone
while he was gone.

our pad was un-air-conditioned and soaked in summertime heat. It was
starting to smell--Minna defied housebreaking and urinated and defecated all
over the floors. Dusk cooled the place off and diffused the stink a Tittle. I
Toved being alone in the apartment after dark.

I read and skimmed the Tv dial for crime shows. I looked through my
father's magazines. He subscribed to _Swank_, _Nugget_ and _Cavalier_. They were
full of nifty pictures and risque cartoons that went over my head.

I stared at my father's world war I medals--miniatures encased in glass.
The aggregation marked him one big hero. He was born in 1898 and was three
months shy of 50 when I was born. I kept wondering how much time he had Teft.

I liked to cook for myself. My favorite meal was hot dogs scorched on a
coil burner. My mother's canned spaghetti dinners were nowhere near as good.

I always watched Tv with the Tights off. I got hooked on Tom Duggan's
Channel gabfest and tuned in every night. Duggan was half hipster, half
right-wing blowhard. He abused his guests and talked about booze constantly. He
portrayed himself as a misanthrope and a lech. He struck a deep chord in me.

His show ended around 1:00 a.m. My summer '58 rituals got scary then.

I was usually too agitated to sleep. I started imagining my father's
death by homicide and car crash. I waited up for him in the kitchen and counted
the cars that went by on Beverly Boulevard. I kept all the lights off--to show
that I wasn't afraid.

He always came home. He never told me that sitting in the dark was a
strange thing to do.

wWe Tived poor. we had no car and relied on the L.A. bus system for
transport. We consumed an all-grease-sugar-andstarch diet. My father did not
touch alcohol--but compensated for it by smoking three packs of Lucky Strikes a
day. we shared a single bedroom with our malodorous dog.

None of this bothered me. I was well fed and had a loving father. Books
provided stimulation and a subTlimated dialogue on my mother's death. I possessed
a quietly tenacious ability to exploit what I had.

My father gave me free run of the neighborhood. I explored it and Tet it
fuel my imagination.

our apartment building stood at Beverly Boulevard and Irving Place. It
was the edge of Hollywood and Hancock Park-- a significant juncture of styles.

Small stucco houses and walk-up apartment buildings ran to the north.
They ended at Melrose Avenue and the Paramount and Desilu Studio Tots. The
streets were narrow and grid-straight. Spanish-style facades dominated.

Beverly to Melrose. Western Avenue to Rossmore Boulevard. Five blocks
north to south and seventeen blocks east to west. Movie studios to modest houses
to a row of stores and cocktail pits to the wilshire Country Club. Half of my
wandering turf--about half the size of E1 Monte.

The eastern edge featured wood-framed houses and garish flew apartment
dumps. The western edge was a mid-L.A. Gold Coast. I dug the high-rise Tudor
fortresses with doormen and wide entry ports. The Algiers Hotel-Apartments stood
at Rossmore and Rosewood. My father said the place was a glorified "fuck pad."
The bellboys ran a string of good-looking hookers.

My northern roaming flank was topographically diverse. I liked to watch
the view decline west to east. 0dd blocks were nicely tended. odd blocks were
dirty and run-down. I Tiked the Polar Palace Skating Rink at van Ness and
Clinton. I 1liked the E1 Royale Apartments--because they sounded Tike "Eliroy."
EhekA1giers was thrilling. Every woman walking in and out was potentially a

ooker.

I liked my northern roaming flank. Sometimes it scared me--kids riding
by on their bikes would swerve my way or flip me the finger. small
confrontations would drive me south for days.

My southern roaming flank stretched from western to Rossmore and Beverly
to Wilshire Boulevard. The eastern edge had one draw: the public library at
Council and St. Andrews. It was negligible prowl turf.

I loved to prowl due south and southwest. 1st Street, 2nd Street, 3rd
Street, 4th Street, 5th Street, 6th Street, Wilshire. Irving, Windsor, Lorraine,
Plymouth, Beachwood, Larchmont, Lucerne, Arden, Rossmore.

Hancock Park.

Large Tudor houses and French chateaus. Spanish mansions. Broad front
lawns, trellised arbors, tree-Tined curbsides and an air of time-warp
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containment. Perfectly circumscribed order and wealth a few blocks from my
shit-encrusted home.

Hancock Park hypnotized me. The landscape held me spellbound.

I roamed Hancock Park. I walked and gawked and strolled and trolled. I
cinched Minna to her Teash and let her pull me down Irving to wWilshire three or
four times a day. I prowled the shops on Larchmont Boulevard and boosted books
at Chevalier's.

I developed crushes on houses and girls glimpsed in windows. I
constructed elaborate Hancock Park fantasies. My father and I would crash
Hancock Park and make it our own kingdom.

I did not covet Hancock Park from any kind of aggrieved perspective. I
owned the place with my imagination. It was enough--for a while.

The summer of '58 ended. I enrolled in the sixth grade at van Ness
Avenue Elementary School. My roaming jaunts were drastically curtailed.

van Ness Avenue School was genteel. Nobody offered me marijuana. My
teacher pampered me a Tittle. She probably knew my mom was a murder victim.

I was becoming quite a large kid. I was foulmouthed and spouted profane
Tingo on the schoolyard. My father's favorite expression was "Fuck you, Fritz."
His favorite expletive was "cocksucker." I mimicked his language and reveled 1in
its shock value.

I was refining my Crazy Man Act. It kept me miserably Tonely and sealed
up in my own little head.

My reading tastes were growing more sophisticated. I'd gone through all
the Hardy Boys and Ken Holt books and was tired of pat plots and simple
c19%¥res. I wanted more violence and more sex. My father recommended Mickey
Spillane.

I stole some Spillane paperbacks. I read them and got titillated and
scared. I don't think I followed the plots very well-- and I know it didn't
hinder my enjoyment. I dug the shooting and the sex and Mike Hammer's
anti-Communist fervor. The total package was just hyperbolic enough to keep me
from get- ting _too_ frightened. It wasn't rock-bottom blunt and horrific-- Tike
my mother and the Blonde and the Dark Man.

My father was permitting me more freedom. He told me I could go to the
movies by myself and take Minna out for her Tate walks.

Hancock Park by night was another separate world.

Darkness made colors recede. Corner streetlamps put out a nice glow.
Houses became backdrops for window lights.

I stood out in the darkness and looked _in_. I saw draperies, blank
walls, bTlips of color and passing shapes. I saw g1r1s in private- school
uniforms. I saw some beautiful Christmas trees.

Those late-night walks were spooky and enticing. Darkness reinforced my
claim on the turf and pumped up my imagination. I started prowling backyards and
looking in back windows.

) The prowling was a thrill in itself. Back windows gave me intimate
views.

Bathroom windows were the best. I saw half-dressed women and women and
girls in robes. I Tiked to watch them putter in front of their mirrors.

I found a catcher's mitt on a picnic table. I stole it. I found a real
leather football behind another house. I stole it and cut it open with a pocket
knife to see what was inside.

I was still preadolescent. I was a thief and a voyeur. I was headed for
a hot date with a desecrated woman.

She came to me in a book. An innocent gift burned my world down.

My father gave me the book for my eleventh birthday. It was a nonfiction
ode to the Los Angeles Police Department. The title was _The Badge_. The author
was Jack webb--the star and brains behind the _Dragnet_ Tv show.

The show derived from LAPD case files. The cops talked in monotones and
treated suspects with brusque contempt. The suspects were cowardly and
bombastically verbose. The cops bought none of their bulishit.

_Dragnet_ was the saga of dead-end Tives up against authority.
Suppressive police methods insured a virtuous L.A. The show talked a stern game
and oozed subtextual self-pity. It was the epic of isolated men in an isolating
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profession, deprived of conventional illusions and traumatized by their daily
contact with scum. It was '50s-style male angst--alienation as a publicservice
announcement.

The book was the TV show unchained. Jack webb detailed police procedures
and whined about the LAPD's white male burden at great length. He compared
criminals to Communists without irony. He served up real-1ife anecdotes to
illustrate the terrors and prosaic satisfactions of police work. He ran down
some shappy LAPD cases--free of TV censorship strictures.

The Club Mecca firebomb job was a scorcher.

Four creeps were ejected from a neighborhood tavern on April 4, 1957.
They returned with a Molotov cocktail and torched the joint to the ground. Six
patrons died. The LAPD tracked the killers down within a few hours. They were
tried, convicted and sentenced to death.

Donald Keith Bashor was a pad burglar. He hit small apartments in the
westlake Park District. Two women interrupted his pad crawls. Bashor beat them
dead. He was captured, tried and convicted. He went to the gas chamber in
October '57.

Stephen Nash was a gap-toothed psychopath. He was pissed off at the
world. He beat a man to death and slashed a ten-yearold boy under the Santa
Monica Pier. The LAPD nabbed him in '56. He copped to nine more murders and
tagged Eimse1f "the King of the Killers." He was tried, convicted and sentenced
to death.

The stories were deadpan horrific. The villains Tooked stupid and
nihilistically inclined.

Stephen Nash killed on impulse. His murders Tacked a quality of
calculation and were not perpetrated with an eye for fullblown horror. Nash did
not know how to harness his rage into symbolic gestures and inflict them on a
Tiving human being. He lacked the will or inclination to commit murders that
inspired great public fascination.

The Black Dahlia killer knew what he didn't. He understood mutilation as
1a?ggage. He murdered a beautiful young woman and thus insured his anonymous
celebrity.

I read Jack webb's account of the Black Dahlia murder case. It sent me
way off the deep end.

The Black Dahlia was a girl named Elizabeth Short. Her body was found 1in
a vacant lot in January 1947. The dump site was four miles due south of my
apartment.

Elizabeth Short was cut in two at the waist. The killer scrubbed her
body clean and Teft her naked. He placed her two inches off a city sidewalk with
her legs spread wide.

He tortured her for days. He beat her and sliced her with a sharp knife.
He stubbed cigarettes out on her breasts and cut the corners of her mouth back
to her ears.

Her suffering was horribly attenuated. She was systematically abused and
terrorized. The killer probed and rearranged her internal organs postmortem. The
crime was pure misogynist insanity--and thus ripe for misinterpretation.

Betty Short died at twenty-two. She was a flaky kid 1living out flaky kid
fantasies. A reporter learned that she dressed solely in black and named her
"The Black Dahlia." The tag nullified her and vilified her and turned her into a
sainted Tost daughter and a slut.

The case was a huge news event. Jack Webb steeped his twelve-page
summary in the ethos of the time: Femme fatales die hard and are complicitous 1in
attracting death by vivisection. He didn't understand the killer's intentions or
know that his gynecological tampering defined the crime. He didn't know that the
killer was horribly afraid of women. He didn't know that he cut the Dahlia open
to see what made women different from men.

I didn't know those things then. I did know that I had a story to run to
and run from.

webb described the Dahlia's last days. She was running to and from men
and stretching her mental resources schizophrenically thin. She was looking for
a safe place to hide.

Two photographs accompanied the story.

The first one showed Betty Short at 39th and Norton. Her legs were half
visible. Men with guns and pocket notebooks were standing over her body.

The second one showed her in 1ife. Her hair was swept up and back--Tike
a 1940s portrait shot of my mother.
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I read the Dahlia story a hundred times. I read the rest of _The Badge_
and stared at the pictures. Stephen Nash, Donald Bashor and the firebomb guys
became my friends. Betty Short became my obsession.

And my symbiotic stand-in for Geneva Hilliker Ellroy.

Betty was running and hiding. My mother ran to E1 Monte and forged a
secret weekend Tife there. Betty and my mother were body-dump victims. Jack webb
said Betty was a loose girl. My father said my mother was a drunk and a whore.

My Dahlia obsession was explicitly pornographic. My imagination supplied
the details that Jack webb omitted. The murder was an epigram on transient lives
and impacted sex as death. The unsolved status was a wall I tried to break down
with a child's curiosity.

I applied my mind to the task. My explication efforts were entirely
unconscious. I simply told myself mental stories.

That storytelling worked counterproductively. My daytime tales of death
by saw and scalpel gave me terrible nightmares. They were devoid of narrative
Tines--all I saw was Betty being cut, slashed, poked, probed and dissected.

My nightmares had a pure raw force. vivid details burst out of my
unconscious. I saw Betty drawn and quartered on a medieval torture rack. I saw a
man drain her blood into a bathtub. I saw her spread-eagled on a medical gurney.

Those scenes made me afraid to sleep. My nightmares came steadily or at
unpredictable intervals. Daytime flashes complemented them.

I'd be sitting in school. 1'd be bored and prey to odd mental
wanderings. I'd see entrails stuffed in a toilet bowl and torture gadgets poised
for business.

I did not willfully conjure the images. They seemed to spring from
somewhere beyond my volition.

The n1ghtmares and day flashes continued through the spring and summer.
I knew they were God's punishment for my voyeur prowls and thievery. I stopped
stealing and peeping Hancock Park windows. The nightmares and day flashes
continued.

I went back to stealing and watching. A man caught me in his yard and
chased me out. I quit voyeurizin? altogether.

The nightmares and day flashes continued. Their power dwindled through
sheer repetition. My Black DahTlia obsession assumed new fantasy forms.

I rescued Betty Short and became her Tover. I saved her from a 1ife of
promiscuity. I tracked down her killer and executed him.

They were strong, narrative-based fantasies. They took the queasy edge
off my Dahlia fixation.

I was set to enter junior high in September '59. My father told me I
should start taking buses by myself. I exploited that new freedom in the name of
formal Dahlia research.

I took bus trips downtown to the Main Public Library. I read the 1947
_Herald-Express_ on microfilm rolls. I Tearned all about the Tife and death of
the Black Dahlia.

Betty Short came from Medford, Massachusetts. She had three sisters. Her
parents were divorced. She visited her dad in california in 1943. She got hooked
on Hollywood and men in uniform.

The _Herald_ called her a "playgirl"” and a "party girl." I decoded the
terms to read "whore." She wanted to be a movie star. She was concurrently
engaged to several army flyboys. A guy named Red Manley drove her up from San
Diego a week before her death. She had no fixed Los Angeles address. She'd been
bouncing around between rooming houses and cheap apartments for months. She
frequented cocktail bars and cadged drinks and dinners off strange men. She told
whopping Ties routinely. Her Tife was indecipherable.

I instinctively understood that 1life. It was a chaotic collision with
male desire. Betty Short wanted powerful things from men--but could not identify
her needs. She reinvented herself with youthful panache and convinced herself
that she was something original. She miscalculated. She wasn't smart and she
wasn't self-aware. She recast herself in a cookie-cutter mold that pandered to
1on?—prescribed male fantasies. The flew Betty was the old Betty bushwhacked by
Hollywood. She turned herself into a cliché that most men wanted to fuck and a
few men wanted to kill. She wanted to get deep dark down and cozy with men. She
sent out magnetic signals. She met a man with notions of deep-dark-down-and-cozy
cloaked in rage. Her only complicitous act was a common fait accompli. She made
herself over for men.

The _Herald_ ran the Dahlia story for 1 2 solid weeks. It played up the
massive investigation rife with fruitless Teads and weirdo suspects. False
confessions and other tangential offshoots got front-page coverage.
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The lesbian theory was hot for a while: Betty Short might have traveled
in dyke circles. The smut-picture theory had a good run: Betty might have posed
for pornographic snapshots.

People ratted their neighbors off as the killer. People ratted off
lovers who jilted them. People went to psychics and sought out the Dahlia's
spirit. Elizabeth Short's death inspired a minor hysteria.

Postwar L.A. coalesced around the body of a dead woman. Hordes of people
fell sway to the Dahlia. They weaved themselves into her story in bizarre and
fantastical ways.

fh The story thrilled me and moved me. It filled me with a perverse sense
of hope.

The Dahlia defined her time and place. She claimed Tives from the grave
and exerted great power.

Stephen Nash went to the gas chamber in August '59. He spit some chewing
gum at a chaplain right before they strapped him in. He sucked down the cyanide
fumes with a big shiteating grin.

I enrolled at John Burroughs Junior High School a few weeks Tlater.
Harvey Glatman went to the gas chamber on September 18th. I hit my father up for
a bicycle. we conned a C-note out of my aunt and bought a candy-apple-red
Schwinn Corvette.

I customized that bike to the nines. I added gooseneck handlebars,
plastic saddlebags, rhinestone-studded mud flaps and a speedometer that tapped
out at 150 miles an hour. My father called my bike a "nigger wagon." It was
beautiful--but very heavy and slow. I had to walk it up hills.

I had a vehicle now. My new school was three miles from my pad. My
roaming turf expanded exponentially.

I rode my bike down to 39th and Norton several times. Houses covered the
vacant lot where Betty Short was found. I tore them down with my imagination. I
Tlaid bicycle skid marks on the sidewalk near that hallowed spot.

I still had pahlia nightmares. I conjured the Dahlia up to combat
schoolroom boredom. I kept rereading _The Badge_. It kept me zeroed in on L.A.
crime.

1949: the Brenda Allen vice scandal. call girls jung]ed up with corrupt
cops. Colorful mobster Mickey Cohen. The 1951 "Two Tonys" snuff. Marie "the
Body" McDbonald and her fake kidnap caper. The "Bloody Christmas" police
brutality scandal.

I was developing a tabloid sensibility. Crime jazzed me and scared me 1in
roughly equivalent measure. My brain was a police blotter.

I followed the Ma Duncan case on TV. Ma Duncan had a possessive passion
for her son Frank. Frank married a hot young nurse and made Ma jealous. Ma hired
two Mexican winos to rub the nurse out. They abducted her on November 17, '58.
They drove her into the Santa Barbara hills and strangled her. Ma shortchanged
the guys on their hit fee. Ma shot her mouth off and told a friend about the
whole thing. The Santa Barbara fuzz busted Ma and the Mexicans. They were
currently embroiled in legal proceedings.

I followed the Bernard Finch/cCarole Tregoff case. Finch was a playboy
physician. Tregoff was his slinky girlfriend. Finch had a lucrative West Covina
practice. His wife was filthy rich and Finch was her sole heir. Finch and
Tregoff faked a burglary and snuffed Mrs. Finch in July '59. The case was a
Tocal sensation.

I followed Caryl Chessman's fight to beat the gas chamber. My father
told me Chessman bit a woman's nipples off and drove her insane.

My father co-signed my crime obsession. He never tried to derail my
one-track tendency. I could read what I wanted to and watch unlimited TV. He
talked to me 1ike a pal. He shot me choice gossip gleaned from his years as a
Hollywood bottomfeeder.

He told me Rock Hudson was a fag and Mickey Rooney would fuck a woodpile
on the off-chance a snake might be inside. Rita Hayworth was a nympho--he knew
that from personal experience.

we were poor. Our apartment reeked of dogshit. I ate cookies and milk
for breakfast every morning and hamburgers or frozen pizza for dinner every
night. I wore ratty clothes. My father talked to himself and told TV
commentators to "fuck off' and "suck my dick." we hung around in our
undershorts. We subscribed to skin magazines. our dog bit us occasionally.

I was lonely. I was friendless. I had a hunch that my Tife wasn't quite
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kosher.
But I knew things.

My parents named me Lee Earle Ellroy. They sentenced me to a 1ife of
tongue-tripping 1's and e's--and "Leroy"s by default. I hated my given names. I
hated being called "Leroy." My father conceded that the "Lee Earle" and "Eliroy"
combo stunk. He said it was a nigger-pimp name.

He employed a part-time alias himself. He went by "James Brady" and
worked some drugstore gigs under that name as a tax-evasion measure. I made up
my mind early: Someday I'd ditch the "Lee Earle" and keep the "Ellroy."

My name brought me grief at school. Bullies knew the way to get my goat.
They knew I was a timid kid. They didn't know that hurled "Leroy"s turned me
into Sonny Liston.

There weren't many bullies at John Burroughs Junior High School. A few
punk confrontations killed the "Leroy" epidemic.

John Burroughs was known as "J.B." It stood at 6th and McCadden--the
southwestern edge of Hancock Park. I honed my warped cognizance there.

The student body was 8o0% Jewish. Rich Hancock Park kids and general kid
riffraff formed the other 20%. 3.B. had a hot reputation. A brilliant bunch of
youngsters matriculated there.

My father called Jews "pork dodgers." He said they were smarter than
regular people. He told me to stay alert--Jewish kids were competitive.

I stayed alert in school. I manifested my alertness perversely.

I teamed up with some fellow Tosers. we smuggled in skin magazines and
jerked off in adjoining toilet stalls. We tormented a retarded kid named Ronnie
Cordero. I gave oral book reports on books that did not exist--and hipped
selected kids in my English class to the ruse. I took a controversial classroom
stand on the capture of Adolf Eichmann. I compared Eichmann to the Scottsboro
Boys and Captain Dreyfus.

I coveted my Jew-baiter rep. I took my mother's antipapist Tine and
ragged John Kennedy's presidential efforts. I cheered Caryl Chessman into the
gas chamber. I urged my classmates to dig the atom bomb. I drew swastikas and
Stuka airplanes all over my notebooks.

My antics were meant to shock. They were inspired by the brightness and
erudition I encountered at school. My reactionary fervor was kinship twisted
inside-out.

That brightness rubbed off on me. I got good grades with minimum effort.
My accountant father did my math homework and prepared test crib sheets for me.
I was free to read and dream away my off-school hours.

I read crime novels and watched crime Tv shows. I went to crime movies.
I built model cars and blew them up with firecrackers. I stole books. I crashed
a ban-the-bomb rally in Hollywood and chucked eggs at pinko placard wavers. I
developed a big throbbing love of classical music.

Dahlia nightmares came in intermittent bunches. My day flashes cohered
around one image.

Betty Short was pinned to a revolving target board. A man's hand spun
the board and slashed Betty with a chisel.

The image was subjectively viewed. The image made me the killer.

The Dahlia was always with me. Real girls vied for my heart. A killer
was stalking all the schoolgirls I grooved on. Jill, Kathy and Donna Tived in
great peril.

My rescue fantasies were richly detailed. My intercessions were swift
and brutal. Sex was my only reward.

I stalked 3i11, Kathy and Donna around school. I lurked near their homes
on the weekend. I never talked to them.

My father was getting real action. His pal George told me he was fucking
two check-stand girls at the Larchmont Safeway. I came home unexpectedly one day
and caught him in the sack.

It was a hot afternoon. our apartment door was open. I walked up the
outside stairs and heard groaning. I tiptoed inside and peeped through the
bedroom doorway.

My father was pouring the pork to a zaftig brunette. The dog was on the
bed with them. She was dodging Tegs and trying to sleep on a bouncing mattress.

I watched for a while and tiptoed back outside.
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I was wising up to my father. If he _really_ won all those medals, he'd
be as famous as Audie Murphy. If he had real drive and talent, we'd be 1iving
fat in Hancock Park right now. He was too proud to hand-sell his ten thousand
Tote Seats--but not too proud to scam money off my mother's insurance policy.

My teeth needed straightening. I hit my Aunt Leoda up for orthodontic
treatment money and overquoted the amount required. My father paid the dentist's
initial bi1l and pocketed the balance. He fell behind on his maintenance
paymﬁnts and paid a cut-rate oral surgeon 20 bucks to cut the hardware off my
teeth.

Aunt Leoda was easily conned. I snow-jobbed her regularly. I was
trashing my college education fund. The thought didn't faze me one iota.

I hated Ed and Leoda wagner and my cousins Jeannie and Janet. My father
hated the wagner clan big-time. My hatred was his hatred carbon-copied.

Leoda thought my father killed my mother. My father got a kick out of
the notion. He told me Leoda suspected him from the start.

I dug the Dad-as-killer concept. It subverted my awareness of my
father's passive nature and gave the man some panache. He killed my mother to
gain custody of me. He knew that I hated her. He was a killer and I was a thief.

My father harped on Aunt Leoda's suspicions. He enjoyed the implicit
drama. He pushed me back to that stack of newspaper clippings.

I reread them. I matched my father's face to a police sketch of the Dark
Man. There was no resemblance whatsoever. My father did not murder my mother. He
was with me when the crime occurred.

Spade Cooley beat his wife to death in April '61. He was hopped up on
amphetamines. El11la Mae Cooley wanted to ditch Spade and join a free-love cult.
She wanted to screw younger men.

I followed the case. Spade Cooley copped a plea and beat the gas
chamber. Ella Mae got fucked out of a just vengeance.

I was 13 years old. Dead women owned me.

I Tived in two worlds.

Compulsive fantasies ruled my inner world. The outside world intruded
all too often. I never Tlearned to hoard my thoughts and hold them for private
moments. My two worlds clashed continually.

I wanted to crash the outside world. I wanted to wow the outside world
with my sense of drama. I knew that access to my thoughts would make people love
me. It was a common teenaged conceit.

I wanted to take my thoughts public. I possessed exhibitionist
flair--but lacked stage presence and control of my effects. I came off as a
desperate clown.

My performing repertoire mirrored my private obsessions. I Tiked to
spiel on crime and Nazi fiends in hiding. "Kiddie Noir" was my metier.

My forums were classrooms and schoolyards. I ran my spiels to doofus
kids and exasperated teachers. I learned an old vaudeville truth: You hold an
audience only as long as you make them Taugh.

My fantasies were dark and serious. My audiences had a Tow tolerance for
vivisected women. I Tearned to topically digress for yucks.

The early '60s were good comic fodder. I took contrary stands on the
A-bomb, John Kennedy, civil rights and the Berlin wall brouhaha. I yelled "Free
Rudo1f Hess!" and advocated the reinstatement of slavery. I did wicked JFK
imitations and stumped for the nuclear annihilation of Russia.

A few teachers took me aside and told me my shtick wasn't funny. My
classmates were laughing _at_ me--not _with_ me. I caught their implied message:
You are one fucked-up kid. They caught my message up-front: Laugh at me or with
me--just _Tlaugh_.

My fantasies made for marginal stand-up routines. My fantasies were a
schizoid bridge between my two worlds.

I fantasized endlessly. I got up a head of fantasy steam and rode my
bike through red lights. I sat in theaters and ran fantasy riffs off the movies
I was seeing. I turned boring novels into enthralling ones by adding
extemporaneous subplots.

My one great fantasy theme was CRIME. My one great hero was myself,
transformed. I mastered marksmanship, judo and complex musical instruments in a
microsecond. I was a detective--who just happened to be a violin and piano
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virtuoso. I rescued the Black Dahlia. I zoomed around in sports cars and bright
red Fokker triplanes. My fantasies were richly anachronistic.

And sex-saturated.

Jean Ellroy--type women craved me. I took 4o0-ish redheads glimpsed on
the street and gave them my mother's body. I plowed through them in the course
of my adventures. I settled into marriage with the last schoolgirl to goose my
heartbeat. I always left the Jean Ellroy substitutes bereft.

My fantasies were persistently one-note. They were a hedge against
schoolday boredom and my wretched home Tife.

I had my father's number now. At 14 I was taller than him. I figured I
could kick his ass. He was a weakling and a bullshit artist.

we were bound by a sticky kind of need. "we" were all we had. The "we"
thing made my father all gooey. I bought the "we" thing in weak moments and
bridled at it most of the time. The old man's love for me was cloying and at
odds with his profane take on 1ife. I loved him when he called President Kennedy
"a Catholic cocksucker" and hated him when he wept at the national anthem. I dug
his fuck-pad-hotel riffs and squirmed when he embellished his world war I
exploits. I couldn't acknowledge a simple truth: The redhead was a better
single-parent proposition.

The old man's health was fading. He was coughing up Tungers and weaving
behind dizzy spells. He'd make a small bundle at tax time, Taze around the pad
and deplete his roll. He'd look for drugstore work when he got down to his last
ten scoots. His get-rich-quick fervor raged on.

He managed a stage show at the Cabaret Concerttheatre. The show featured
young comedians and singers. My father got tight with a comic named Alan Sues.

The show bombed. My father and Alan Sues opened a hat shop. Sues
designed the hats. My father kept the books and flogged the hats by mail order.
The venture went bust quicksville.

My father segued to sporadic drugstore gigs. He was pushing sixty-five.
He guzzled Alka-Seltzer for his ulcers at the same rate my mother downed
bourbon. we were dead-assed broke throughout most of '62.

I conned coin out of Aunt Leoda. The "I need dental work" pitch worked
wonders. Fifty-dollar handouts floated us for weeks. I stole from my father to
augment my private income.

He sent me to the store to buy our food. I shoplifted a good portion of
it and pocketed the price of the items. I carried a wad of one-dollar bills in a
Vegas-style money clip.

I rode my top-heavy bike up to Hollywood and out to the beach. I rode it
to the downtown public Tibrary. I liked to ride and sync my fantasies to street
scenes. I liked to cruise by the places where Jill, Kathy and Donna lived.

I thieved as I rode. I copped books at the Pickwick Shop and boosted
school supplies from Rexall Drugs. I stole without hesitation or shudders of
remorse.

I cut a wide two-wheeled swath. I was a geeky minor
miscreant-about-town. I stood 6'1" and scaled in at 130 pounds. Pimples
comprq%ed the bulk of my weight. My supercustomized bicycle drew jeers and
catcalls.

L.A. at large_meant freedom. My neighborhood meant self-restriction. My
immediate outside world was still rigidly circumscribed: Melrose to wilshire to
western to Rossmore. That world was packed with my baby-boom peers.

I wanted to be with them. I knew a few from school and a few from
neighborhood collisions. I knew all their names and most of their reputations. I
craved their friendship and degraded myself to get it.

I tried to buy their affection with Jap surplus Tote Seats--and got
laughed out en masse. I invited a few kids to my pad--and watched them recoil at
the stench of dogshit. I tried to conform to their standards of normal behavior
and betrayed myself with foul Tanguage, poor hygiene and expressed admiration
for George Lincoln Rockwell and the American Nazi Party.

My exhibitionist flair was purely self-destructive. I couldn't tone down
my act. I was programmed to grandstand and alienate. My efforts to adapt
triggered an internal backlash. I cut myself off at the pass and remained a
teenage leper.

Oother lepers dug my act and fell in behind my banner. I ruled my Teper
colony imperiously. I didn't respect the kids who thought I was cool. My school
friendships burned out quick. Most of my buddies were Jewish and predisposed to
distrust my Nazi shenanigans.

My friendships began with nihilistic bonhomie and ended with ineffectual
fistfights. I won kids over with shock tactics and blew them out with my overall
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loser vibe. The pattern was endlessly repetitive.

I made friends with a neighborhood kid. we started jacking each other
off. It was my first sexual contact. It was shameful, exciting, loathsome and
motherfucking scary.

we jacked each other off at his pad and at my pad and on apartment-house
rooftops. We spread _Playboy_ magazines out and looked at them while we Tabored.
we knew we weren't fags. our mutual-masturbation 1imits were easily adhered to.

I knew I wasn't a homo. My fantasy 1life proved it. I sought out the
Kinsey Report for validation.

Doc Kinsey called youthful fag activity commonplace. He failed to
address my real fears:

Can mutual jackoffs turn you into a fruit? Does the mere indulgence
stigmatize you 1in recognizable ways?

I was a horny Tittle shitbird. Mutual jackoffs were better than
self-propelled jackoffs. My friend and I jacked each other off several times a
week. I Toved it and hated it. It was driving me fucking crazy.

I was afraid my father would catch us. I was afraid I'd start emitting
fruit vibes. I was afraid that God would turn me into a fruit--just punishment
for all my years of stealing.

My fear escalated. I felt people boring into my mind. I turned up the
heat on my heterosexual daydreams--a strategy to thwart the people tuning in to
my brainwaves.

I was afraid I'd talk in my sleep and alert the old man to my fruit
potential. I dreamed that I was on trial for fruitness. Those dreams were
scarier than my worst Black DahTlia nightmares.

I quit hanging out with my friend. A few weeks went by. My friend called
me and asked me to take his Sunday-morning paper route--he wanted to go to Lake
Arrowhead with his family.

I agreed. I slept late Sunday morning, rode over to his house and dumped
gis stack of _Heralds_ in a trash can. My friend braced me at school the next

ay.

I accepted his challenge to fight. I stipulated a six-round bout--with
boxing gloves, referee and judges. My friend agreed to the terms.

wWe scheduled the fight for the following Sunday. our will to mayhem
proved we weren't fruits.

I recruited a ref, three judges and a timekeeper. Ellie Beers's front
Tawn served as a ring. A few spectators showed up. It was the neighborhood kid
event of late spring '62.

My friend and I wore twelve-ounce gloves. We were both stick-skinny and
over six feet tall. We possessed no boxing skills whatsoever. we heaved,
lurched, thrashed, flailed and powder-puff-punched the shit out of each other
for six threeminute rounds. We ended up dehydrated and falling-down dizzy and
unable to Tift our arms.

I lost via split decision. The fight occurred around the time of the
second Emile Griffith--Benny "Kid" Paret bout. Griffith beat Paret dead.
griffith allegedly hated Paret. Paret allegedly went around calling Griffith a

ruit.

I knew I wasn't a fruit. The fight proved it. Nobody was tapping into my
brainwaves. It was a stupid fucking notion.

I lived by notions--stupid and otherwise. I soaked up crackpot ideas
wholesale. Books and movies fed me storylines to revise from a warped
perspective.

My mind was a cultural sponge. I was devoid of interpretive powers and
possessed no gift for abstraction. I took in fictive plots, historical facts and
general minutiae--and built a crazy woridview from odd bits of data.

Classical music got my brain perk-perk-perking. I got lost in Beethoven
and Brahms. Symphonies and concertos hit me Tike complex novels. Crescendos and
soft passages formed narrative through lines. Alternating fast and slow
movements sent me into mental freefall.

The nightly news gave me facts. I wove them into a sweeping form and
contextualized them to suit my momentary fancy. I connected non sequitur events
and anointed heroes on perverse whim. A liquor-store heist might play into Nazis
picketing the film _Exodus_. A1l murders were attributed to the Black Dahlia
killer--currently stalking 3i11, Kathy and Donna. I unraveled the hidden threads
connecting seemingly disparate occurrences. I worked out of a Hancock Park
mansion. I was surrounded by flunkies--say, Vic Morrow in _Portrait of a
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Mobster_ or that tall British guy in _Mr. Sardonicus_.

I hijacked popular culture and furnished my inner world with the
clutter. I spoke my own specialized Tanguage and viewed the outside world with
X-ray eyeglasses. I saw crime everywhere.

CRIME Tinked my worlds--inside and outside. Crime was clandestine sex
and the random desecration of women. Crime was as banal and rarefied as a young
boy's brain perk-perkperking.

I was a committed anti-Communist and a somewhat more tenuous racist.
Jews and Negroes were pawns in the worldwide Commie Conspiracy. I lived by the
Togic of sequestered truth and hidden agendas. My inner world was obsessively
realized and as curative as it was debilitating. It rendered the outside world
prosaic and made my daily transit in that world passably bearable.

The old man ruled my outside world. He ruled permissively and kept me 1in
Tine with occasional outbursts of scorn. He thought I was weak, lazy, slothful,
duplicitous, fanciful and painfully neurotic. He was unhip to the fact that I
was his mirror image.

I had his number. He had mine. I started shutting him out. It was the
same extrication process I utilized with my mother.

some neighborhood kids got my number and let me into their clique. They
were outcasts with good social skills. Their names were Lloyd, Fritz and Daryl.

LToyd was a fat boy from a broken home. His mother was a Christian
wacko. He was as foulmouthed as I was and Toved books and music just as much.
Fritz lived in Hancock Park. He dug movie soundtracks and Ayn Rand novels. Daryl
was an asskicker, athlete and borderline Nazi of half-Jewish parentage.

They let me into their clique. I became their subaltern, court jester
and stooge. They thought I was a big-time laugh riot. My raunchy home 1ife
shocked and delighted them.

we rode our bikes to movies in Hollywood. I always lagged a hundred
yards behind--my Schwinn Corvette was just that heavy and hard to propel. we
]éstened to music and spritzed on sex, politics, books and our preposterous
ideas.

I couldn't hold my own intellectually My sense of discourse was
internally directed and channeled into narrative. My friends thought I wasn't as
§mﬁrt as they were. They teased me and ragged me and made me the butt of their
jokes.

I took their shit and kept coming back for more. Lloyd, Fritz and Daryl
had a keen instinct for weakness and were skilled at male one-upmanship. Their
cruelty hurt--but not enough to make me drop their friendship.

I was resilient. small slights would make me cry and undergo intense
grief for ten minutes maximum. Emotional thrashings left my wounds cauterized
and ready to be reopened.

I was a case study in teenage intransigence. I held an ironclad,
steel-buffed, pathologically derived and empirically valid hole card: the
ability to withdraw and inhabit a world of my own mental making.

Friendship meant minor indignities. Raucous laughs with the guys meant
assuming a subservient role. The cost felt negligible. I knew how to reap profit
from estrangement.

I didn't know that costs accrue. I didn't know that you always pay for
what you suppress. I graduated from junior high in June '62. I read, stole,
masturbated and fantasized my way through the summer. I enrolled at Fairfax High
School 1in September.

The old man insisted on Fairfax. It was 90-odd-% Jewish and safer than
Los Angeles High School--the joint I was supposed to attend. L.A. High was full
of tough Negro kids. The old man figured they'd kill me the first time I opened
my mouth. Alan Sues Tived a few blocks from Fairfax. The old man borrowed Alan's
address and plopped his Nazi son down in the heart of the west L.A. shtetl.

It was a dislocating cultural experience.

John Burroughs Junior High felt safe. Fairfax felt dangerous. Lloyd,
Fritz and Daryl were matriculating elsewhere. My Hancock Park acquaintances were
off at prep school. I was a stranger in a strange flicking land.

Fairfax High kids were ferociously bright and sophisticated. They smoked
cigarettes and drove cars. I parked my Schwinn Corvette on the first day of
school and got roundly razzed.

I knew that my act wouldn't fly here. I retreated and scoped out the
turf Tong-distance.

I attended classes and kept my mouth shut. I ditched my Ivy League
threads and aped the sartorial style of Fairfax hipsters: tight slacks, alpaca
sweaters and pointy-toe boots. The makeover didn't work. I Tooked Tike a
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frightened child cum Tounge-singermanqué.

Fairfax High seduced me. Fairfax Avenue seduced me. I dug the insular
Yiddish vibe. I dug the oldsters yakking it up in a wild-assed guttural
Tanguage. My reaction confirmed the old man's theory: "You only talk that Nazi
shit to get attention."

I worked hard at school and tried to assimilate. The methodology eluded
me. I knew how to rile, provoke, act 1like a buffoon and generally make a
spectacle of myself. The concept of a simple social contract between equals was
completely foreign to me.

I studied. I read shitloads of crime novels and went to crime movies. I
fantasized and tailed girls home from school on my bike. The assimilation bit
grew stale. Magnanimity ate shit. I was tired of being an anonymous wasp in
Jewville, U.S.A. I couldn't stand being ignored.

The American Nazi Party established an outpost in Glendale. The American
Legion and Jewish war Vets wanted them out. I rode my bicycle to their office
and bought 40 dollars' worth of hate goodies.

I got a Nazi armband, several issues of _Stormtrooper_ magazine, a
record called "sShip Those Niggers Back" by 0dis Cochran and the Three Bigots, a
few dozen racist bumper stickers and two hundred "Boat Tickets to Africa"--a gag
item entitling all Negroes to a one-way trip to the Congo on a leaky barge. I
was delighted with my new swag. It was hilarious and cool.

I wore the armband around my pad. I painted swastikas on the dog's water
dish. My father started calling me "Der Fiihrer" and "you Nazi cocksucker." He
got ahold of a Jewish beanie and wore it around the pad to bug me.

I rode up to Poor Richard's Bookshop and purchased an assortment of
far-right-wing tracts. I mailed them to the girls I was obsessed with and stuck
them in mailboxes all over Hancock Park. Lloyd, Fritz and Daryl booted me out of
their clique. I was just too weird and pathetic.

My father was knee-deep in a work sTump. we fell behind on the rent and
got booted out of our apartment. The landlord said the pad would have to be
fumigated. A five-year accumulation of dog effluvia had rendered the place
uninhabitable.

we moved to a cheaper crib a few blocks away The dog went to work on it.
I debuted my Nazi act at Fairfax High School.

Classroom declarations earned me scorn and quite a few laughs. I talked
up my intention to establish a Fourth Reich in Southern california, deport all
jigaboos to Africa and genetically engineer a new master race with my own seed.
I was not perceived as a threat. I was one ineffectual Fiihrer.

I kept it up. A few teachers called my father and ratted me off. The old
man told them to ignore me.

Spring '63 marked my blitzkrieg. I disrupted classes, passed out hate
tracts and sold Boat Tickets to Africa for ten cents a pop. A big Jewish kid
cornered me in the rotunda and kicked my ass soundly. I got one decent shot
in--and sprained all the fingers in my right hand.

] g The beating validated my act and %eft me undeterred. I would not be
ignored.

The summer of '63 passed in a blur. I read crime novels, went to crime
movies, concocted mental crime scenarios and stalked Kathy around Hancock Park.
I stole books, food, model airplane kits and "Hang-Ten" swimming trunks to sell
todrich—ass surfers. My Nazi hard-on abated. It was no fun without a captive
audience.

My mother was five years dead. I rarely thought about her. Her murder
had no place in my crime pantheon.

I still had occasional Black Dahlia nightmares. I still obsessed on the
Dahlia. She was the heart of my crime world. I didn't know that she was the
redhead transmogrifled.

School reconvened in September. I went back to my Nazi routine. It
played to a bored audience.

The gap between my inner world and outside world was stretching. I
wanted to ditch school forever and live out my obsessions full-time. Formal
education was worthless. I was destined to become a great novelist. The books I
loved were my real curriculum.

The _Fugitive_ TV show debuted in September. I got hooked on it fast.

It was mass-market noir. A doctor was running from a trumped-up murder
charge and the electric chair. He hit a different town every week. The coolest
woman in the town fell in Tove with him, unfailingly. A prissy psycho cop was
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chasing the doctor. Authority figures were corrupt and twisted by their power.
The show sizzled with sexual Tonging. The female guest stars grabbed my gonads
and did not let go.

They were 30-ish and more handsome than pretty. They responded to male
stimulus with wariness and hunger. The show reeked of real sex just around the
corner. The women were troubled and complex. Their desires carried psychic
weight. TV gave me Jean Ellroy every Tuesday night at 10:00.

The fall of '63 progressed. I came home from school on November 1st and
found my father sitting in a pool of urine and feces. He was twitching and
weeping and babbling and drooling. His taut musculature had gone slack in the
course of a day.

It was a horrifying sight. I started crying and babbling myself. The old
man just looked at me. His eyes were huge and way out of focus.

I cleaned him up and called his doctor. An ambulance arrived. Two medics
hustled my father out to the Veterans Administration Hospital.

I stayed home and cleaned up the remains of h1s mess. A doctor called me
and told me my father had suffered a stroke. He wasn't going to die and he might
well recover. His Teft arm was partially paralyzed and his speech was
indecipherable for now.

I was afraid he'd die. I was afraid he'd 1live and ki1l me with those big
wet eyes.

He started to recover. His speech capability improved within days. He
got some movement back in his left arm.

I visited him every day. His prognosis was good--but he wasn't the same
man.

He used to be a virile bullshit artist. He became a soft child in a
week's time. The transformation ripped my heart out.

He had to read kiddie primers to get his tongue and palate working in
sync. His eyes said, "Love me, I'm helpless."

I tried to love him. I Tied about my progress in school and told him I'd
support him when I scored big as a writer. My Ties cheered him up the way his
1ies cheered me up years back.

His condition continued to improve. He came home on November 22nd--the
day JFK bought it. He went back to smoking two packs a day. He went back to
Alka-seltzer. He talked his old raunchy talk with just a slight slur--but his
fucking eyes gave him away.

He was terrified and defenseless. I was his shield against death and a
slow fade in a charity nursing home. I was all he had.

The old man went on Social Security. We downscaled our Tifestyle
accordingly. I stole most of our food and cooked most of our high-salt,
high-cholesterol meals. I ditched school most of the time and flunked the
eleventh grade.

I knew my father was a dead man. I wanted to care for him and see him
dead simultaneously. I didn't want him to suffer. I wanted to be alone in my
all-pervasive fantasy world.

The old man was now stiflingly possessive. He was convinced that my mere
presence could divert strokes and other acts of God. I chafed at his demands. I
ridiculed his slurred speech. I stayed out Tate riding around L.A. with no
destination in mind.

I couldn't get away from his eyes. I could not fucking negate their
power.

I got busted for shoplifting in mMay '64. A floorwalker_caught me
boosting six pairs of swimming trunks. He detained me and hassled me for hours.
He jabbed me in the chest and made me sign a guilt waiver. He cut me Toose at
10:00 p.m.--way past my prescribed time to be home.

I rode to the pad and saw an ambulance in front of the building. My
fatheE was strapped in the back. The driver told me he just had a mild heart
attack.

My father zapped me with his eyes. They said, "Where _were_ you?"

He recovered and_came home. He went back to smoking and sucking down
Alka-Seltzer. He was hellbent to die. I was hellbent to Tive my way. Life was
thﬁ L$e Eliroy Show. It played to unimpressed and vexed crowds in and out of
school.

I provoked fights with smaller kids. I broke into the shed behind the
Larchmont Safeway and stole 6o dollars' worth of empty pop bottles. I made
obscene phone calls. I called in bomb threats to high schools throughout the
L.A. basin. I burglarized a hot-dog stand, stole some frozen meat and tossed it
down a sewer hole. I went on kleptomaniacal missions and sulked, skulked and
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nazifled my way through a second pass at grade 11.

I turned 17 in March '65. I was now a full-grown 6'3". My pantlegs
terminated several inches above my ankles. My shirts were stained with blood and
pus from cystic acne explosions. I wanted OUT.

The old man deserved a quick out himself--just Tike the redhead.

I knew he'd hang on and die slow. I knew I didn't want to see it.

I threw a Nazi tantrum in English class and got suspended from school
forda week. I went back and did it again. I got expelled from Fairfax High for
good.

Faraway places beckoned. Paradise Toomed just outside L.A. County. I
to}d the old man I wanted to join the army. He gave me his permission and Tet me
enlist.

The army was a big mistake. I knew it the moment I took the oath.

I called my father from the induction center and told him I was 1n He
broke down and sobbed. A 1ittle voice in my head said, "You killed him.'

I got on a plane with a dozen other enlistees. we flew to Houston,
Texas, and caught a connecting flight to Fort Polk, Louisiana.

It was early May. Fort Polk was hot, humid and overrun with flying and
craw1}ng bugs. Hard-ass sergeants formed us into Tines and harangued the shit
out of us.

I knew that my freewheeling Tife was over. I wanted OUT immediately.

A sergeant got us squared away and settled into a reception center
barracks. I wanted to say, "I changed my mind--please Tet me go home." I knew I
couldn't take the hard work and discipline upcoming. I knew I had to get OUT

I called home. The old man was incoherent. I panicked and buttonholed an
officer. He heard me out, checked me out and walked me to the infirmary.

A doctor examined me. I was frantically agitated and into a performance
mode already. I was afraid for my father and afraid of the army. I was
calculating advantages in the middle of a panic attack.

The doctor shot me up with a high-powered tranquilizer. I weaved back to
my barracks and passed out on my bunk.

I woke up after evening chow. I was woozy and my speech was slurred. A
notion took tenuous hold.

. A1l I had to do was crank my fear for my father's safety up a few
notches.

I started stuttering the next morning. I was convincing from the first
tangled syllable on. I was a Method actor tapping into real-Tife resources.

My platoon sergeant bought the act. I was a stage ham--but not quite a
scenery chewer. I wrote the sergeant a note and expressed grave concern for my
father. The sergeant called him and told me, "He don't sound good."

I was assigned to a unit: Company A, 2nd Battalion, 5th Training
Brigade. I was tagged as a probable nut case my first day in uniform. The
company commander heard my tortured speech and said I was unfit for this man's
army.

Real fear shaped my performance. An innate dramatic sense honed it. I
could have snapped _for real_ in a hot second. My long twitchy body was a great
actor's tool.

I be?an basic training. I endured two days of marching and general army
jive. My fellow trainees shined me on--I was a stuttering geek from Mars.

The company commander called me into his office. He said the Red Cross
was flying me home for two weeks. My father just had anotheer stroke.

The old man looked surprisingly good. He was sharing a room with another
stroke victim.

The guy told me all the nurses were in awe of my dad's jumbo whanger.
They giggled about it and scoped it out while he was sleeping.

I visited my father every day for two weeks running. I told him I was
coming home to take care of him. I meant it. The _real_ outside world scared me
back to Toving him.

My furlough was a blast. I festooned my uniform with war surplus
insignia and bopped around L.A. 1like I was King Shit. I wore paratrooper's
wings, the combat infantry badge and four rows of campaign ribbons. I was the
most self-decorated buck private in military history.

I flew back to Fort Polk late in May. I resumed my stuttering act and
ran it by an army psychiatrist. He recommended me for immediate discharge. His
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report cited my "overdependence on supportive figures," "poor performance in
stressful situations” and "marked unsuitability for military service."
My discharge was approved. The paperwork would take a month to process.
I did it. I fooled them and duped them and made them believe me.
X The Red Cross called a few days Tater. My father just had another
stroke.

I saw him one Tast time. The Red Cross got me back right before he died.

He was emaciated. He had tubes in his nose and his arms. He was stuck
full of holes and smeared with red disinfectant.

I held his right hand to the bed rail and told him he'd be fine. His
last discernible words were, "Try to pick up every waitress who serves you."

A nurse hustled me into a waiting room. A doctor walked in a few minutes
later and told me my father was dead.

It was June 4, 1965. He outlived my mother by less than seven years.

I walked over to Wilshire and caught a bus back to my motel. I forced
myself to cry--just like I did with the redhead.

10

The army cut me Toose in July. I got a general discharge "under
Honorable Conditions." I was free, white and 17. I was draft-exempt just as
Vietnam started to percolate.

My fellow trainees were headed for advanced infantry training and
probable Vvietnam duty. I dodged their bullet with Method-actor aplomb. I spent
my last month at Fort Polk wolfing down crime novels. I stuttered and lurked
around the Company A mess hall. I scammed the entire U.S. Army.

I flew back to L.A. and beelined to the old neighborhood. I found a
one-room pad at Beverly and wilton. The army sent me home with five hundred
dollars. I forged my father's name to his last three Social Security checks and
cashed them at a liquor store. My bankroll increased to a grand.

Aunt Leoda prom1sed to shoot me a C-note a month. She warned me that my
insurance money wouldn't last forever. She signed me up for Social Security and
VA benefits--survivingchild stipends that would terminate on my 18th birthday.
She urggg me to go back to school. Full-time students could collect the coin up
to age .

] She was glad my father was dead. It probably assuaged her grief for my
mother.

School was for geeks and spastics. My motto was "Live Free or Die."

The dog was kenneled up. My old apartment was locked and boarded. The
landlord had seized my father's belongings in 1ieu of back rent. My new crib was
great. It featured a bathroom, tiny kitchenette and 1 2' x 8' 1iving room with a
Murphy bed. I papered the walls with right-wing bumper stickers and Playmate of
the Month foldouts.

I strutted around in my uniform for a week. I stood over my father's
grave and flaunted my army greens replete with unearned regalia. I boosted a new
wardrobe from Silverwoods and Desmonds'. It was pure Hancock Park: madras
shirts, crew-neck sweaters, thin-wale cord pants.

L.A. looked bright and beautiful. I knew I'd pursue some kind of
swinging fucking destiny right here in my own hometown.

I stuck my roll in the bank and looked for work. I got a job pass1ng out
handbills and quit from boredom one week Tater. I got a busboy job at L.A.
flagship Sizzler steakhouse and got fired for dropping shitloads of dishes. I
got a kitchen job at a Kentucky Fried Chicken joint and got fired for picking my
nose in front of customers.

I ran through three jobs in two weeks. I shrugged my failures off and
opted for a work-free summer.

LToyd, Fritz and Daryl rediscovered me. I had a pad of my own now. This
made me a viable flunky.

They let me back into their clique. A brilliant kid named George made us
a fivesome. Fritz and George were USC- and Caltech-bound. Lloyd and Daryl were
stuck with another year of high school.

The clique met at my place and George's place. George's father, Rudy,
was a highway patrolman and a certified rightwing crackpot. He got drunk every
night and defamed 1liberals and Martin Luther Coon. He dug my Boat Tickets to
Africa and took a fatherly interest in me.
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It was great to have friends. I blew my thousand-dollar roll taking them
out to steak dinners and movies. We bombed around in Fritz's '64 Fairlane.
Bicycle jaunts were behind us.

I stole most of my food. I was on an all-steak diet and filched T-bones
and rib-eyes at nearby supermarkets. Two clerks jumped me outside the Liquor &
Food Mart early in August. They held me down, plucked a steak out of my pants
and called the fuzz.

The LAPD arrived. Two cops drove me to the Hollywood Station, booked me
for shoplifting and turned me over to a juvenile officer. The guy wanted to

contact my parents. I told him they were dead. He said kids weren't allowed to
Tive alone prior to age eighteen.

A cop drove me down to the Georgia Street Juvenile Facility. I called
LToyd and to1d him where I was. The cop processed my arrest papers and dumped me
in a dormitory filled with hardcased juvies.

I was scared. I was the biggest kid in the dorm--and recognizably the
most defenseless. I was seven months shy of legal age. I figured I'd be stuck
here all that time.

Tough Negro and Mexican kids sized me up. They asked me about my "beef"
and laughed at my answers. They talked gangsterese and ridiculed me for not
speaking their Tanguage.

I stayed calm until Tights-out. Darkness jump-started my imagination. I
put myself through a string of jail horrors and cried myself to sleep.

Rudy got me out the next day He cooked up a deal to get me six months
probation and "emancipated juvenile" status. I could Tive solo--with Rudy as my
informal guardian.

It was one sweet deal. I needed a ticket out of jail and Rudy needed an
audience for his tirades. Lloyd, Fritz and Daryl heard him out reluctantly I
soaked up his shit with abandon.

Rudy was tight with a bunch of crazy cop ideologues. They passed around
mimeographed copies of "The Nigger's 23rd Psalm" and "Martin Luther Coon's
welfare Handbook." Rudy and I yukked it up for a string of consecutive nights.
The warts riot interrupted us.

L.A. was burning. I wanted to kill all the rioters and turn L.A. 1into
Cinder City myself. The riot thrilled me. This was crime writ large--crime on a
big plot-extrapolatable scale.

Rudy was called to duty. Lloyd, Fritz and I skirted the periphery of the
riot zone. We carried BB pistols. we mouthed racist jive and cruised south until
some cops made us go home.

we did it again the next night. Live history was groovy. We watched the
riot from the Griffith_Park telescopes and saw strips of Los Angeles sizzling.
we drove out to the valley and saw some rednecks burn a cross in a
Christmas-tree lot.

The riot fizzled out. It reconflagrated in my head and ruled my thoughts
for weeks.

I ran stories from diverse perspectives. I became both riot cop and riot
provocateur. I Tived Tives fucked over by history.

I spread my empathy around. I distributed moral shading equitably. I
didn't analyze the cause of the riot or prophesy its ramifications. My public
stance was "Fuck the niggers." My concurrent narrative fantasies stressed
culpable white cops.

I never questioned the contradiction. I didn't know that storytelling
was my only true voice.

Narrative was my moral language. I didn't know it in the summer of 1965.

Rudy didn't care what I did. My probation officer ignored me. I
continued to steal and dodge work.

I craved free time. Free time meant time to dream and cultivate my sense
of potent destiny. Free time meant time to fall prey to impulse.

It was a hot day in mid-September. I got an urge to get drunk.

I walked down to the Liquor & Food Mart and stole a bottle of champagne.
I took it over to Robert Burns Park, popped the top and guzzled the whole thing.

I went ecstatic. I went hyper-effusive. I crashed a group of Hancock
Park girls and told them crazy lies. I blacked out and woke up on my bed
drenched in vomit.

I knew 1'd found something.

The discovery thrilled me. I started stealing booze and experimenting
with it.
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Heublein premixed cocktails were good. I dug sweet Manhattans and tart
and. tan?y whisky sours. Beer quenched your thirst--but Tacked the blastoff
potential of hard liquor. Straight scotch was too strong--it burned going down
and brought up bile in its wake. I avoided straight bourbon and bourbon
highballs. Bourbon reminded me of the redhead.

Vodka and fruit juice was great. You got a fast push out of the gate
with minimum gag action. Gin, brandy and Tiqueurs induced dry heaves.

I drank for stimulation. Booze sent me stratospheric.

It jacked up my narrative powers. It gave my thoughts a physical
dimension.

Booze made me talk to myself. Booze made me spritz my fantasies aloud.
Booze made me address scores of imaginary women.

Booze altered my fantasy world--but did not change the basic subject
matter. Crime remained my dominant obsession.

I had a big crime backlog to embellish.

The watts riot was recent and hot. The Ma Duncan case was a slick golden
oldie. I walked Ma to the gas chamber a hundred fantasy times.

Doc Finch and Carole Tregoff were rotting in prison. I saved Carole from
jailhouse dykes and made her my woman. I snuck into Chino and snuffed Spade
Cooley. Ella Mae got her vengeance at last. I committed Stephen Nash's murders
and pulled B&Es with Donald Keith Bashor.

Booze gave me prime verisimilitude. Details blipped off my brain pan 1in
vivid new colors. Narrative twists emerged unexpectedly.

Booze gave me crime hyperbolized and rendered more subtle. It gave me
the Black Dahlia on a broad historical scale.

I drank by myself and screened crime and crime-sex fantasies for hours.
I drank with LToyd and got him hooked on the Dahlia. we discussed the case at
great length. My occasional Dahlia nightmares ceased altogether.

I stole most of my liquor and found an adult to purchase some for me
Tegally He was a Negro wino Tiving under a freeway embankment. He called himself
Flame-0. He said the cops dubbed him that because he tended to torch himself
when he got drunk.

Flame-0 bought me bottles. I paid him in short dog jugs of Thunderbird
wine. He told me I was wino bait myself. I didn't believe him.

LToyd and Fritz reintroduced me to weed. I dug it ferociously. It added
a surreal edge to my fantasies and made food a rich sensual pleasure. I knew it
wouldn't turn me into a junkie. That was strictly a 1958 illusion.

1965 faded out. It was one motherfucker of a year.

Rudy kissed me off. He figured out I was worthless and not a sincere
right-winger. I turned 18 in March '66. I was now a street-legal adult.

And an unemployed petty thief about to lose his government handout.

I unkenneled the dog and brought her home. She went to work on the
floors immediately. I pondered my future. I concluded that I couldn't Tive
without my survivor's dole.

I had to go back to school to keep the dough coming. Lloyd was going to
a freako Christian high school. The freight was $50 a month. My dole came to
$130. I could attend a few classes and retain a net profit of 8o bucks monthly.

LToyd and I discussed the matter. He told me I'd have to take a
convincing dive for Jesus. I memorized some Bible verses and went in to see the
principal of Culter Christian Academy.

I put on a good show. I strutted my new faith in high histrionic style.
I believed what I was saying for the length of time I was saying it. I possessed
a chameleon soul.

I enrolled at Culter Academy. The place was packed with born-again
psychos and doper malcontents. I attended secular classes and Bible study
groups. It was brain-deadening rebop straight down the 1line. I knew I couldn't
take this shit five days a week.

I attended school sporadically. The culter staff cut me some slack--I
was a tormented but sincere young Christian. I stuffed them for two months'
tuition and dropped out completely. My brief conversion netted me $260.

My government benefits stopped. My income dropped to a C-note a month.
My rent was $6o0. I could stretch the remaining $4o0--if I stole _all_ my food and
Tiquor and scrounged dope off my friends.

I did it. I extended my shoplifting range and hit markets and liquor
stores way north and way west. I was bone-skinny. I jammed steaks and bottles
under my pants and did not display telltale bulges. I wore my shirttails out. I
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bought small items to justify my presence in stores.

I was a pro.

LToyd, Fritz and Daryl could score dope. I couldn't. I had an adult-free
pad they could kick back in. They supplied me with grass and pills.

I didn't 1ike Seconal and Nembutal. They made you goofy and
near-catatonic. LSD was okay--but the attendant transcendental message left me
cold. Lloyd and Fritz popped acid and went to see epics like _Spartacus_ and
_The Greatest Stoiy Ever Told_. I went with them a few times and ditched the
movies midway through. Sandals and resurrection--Snoresville. I sat in the Tobby
and hallucinated on candy-counter girls.

Fritz knew some Dr. Feelgoods who dispensed amphetamines. The stuff kept
him hyper-focused during Tong study sessions. USC was tough going. Fritz said
the uppers gave him an edge.

He dumped his excess stash on me. Dexedrine and Dexamyl jacked my
fantasy 1ife up six Tevels.

My narrative skills expanded sixfold. Speed-induced palpitations
kineticized the whole process.

Speed highs went through my brain and Todged in my virgin genitalia.

Speed was sex. Speed gave my sex fantasies a new coherent logic. Speed
gave me 4o-ish redheads and Hancock Park girls. Speed gave me epic jackoff
sessions.

I pounded my pud for i 2 to i 8 hours straight. It felt so _gooooood_.
I'd 1ie on my bed with the dog asleep beside me. 1'd slam the ham with my eyes
shut and the Tights out.

Amphetamine comedowns terminated my fantasies. The dope passed through
my system and left me depressed and sleep-deprived. I drank myself into a nether
world then. Booze ascended while speed receded. I always passed out grasping for
some woman.

Fritz lost his speed connection. I lost mine by default. I got gnawingly
hungry for real Tove and sex.

I wanted a girlfriend _and_ unlimited poontang. Fritz's sister set me up
with her friend cathy.

Cathy went to Marlborough--an exclusive Hancock Park girl's school. She
was plain-featured and chubby. we went to see _The Sound of Music_ on our first
date. I 1ied and told cathy that I really liked the movie.

Cathy was socially dense and love-starved. I found it appealing. She
disdained formal date activities. She craved park-thecar make-out action.

wh1ch meant hugg1ng and kissing sans tongues.

we "made out" several weekend nights running. The notongue/no-skin
policy drove me insane. I begged for more contact. Cathy refused. I begged some
more. Cathy threw a big diversion at me.

She planned a string of get-togethers with her school chums. The
diversion got me inside looks at several juicy Hancock Park pads.

I liked the plush furnishings. I liked the big rooms. I liked the wood
panels and oil paintings. This was my old voyeur prowl world--close-up and
intimate.

Cathy 1introduced me to her friend Anne. Anne was 6'l", blond and
strapping. She never got dates.

I called Anne up and asked her out. wWe went to a movie and necked in
Fern Dell Park. She shot me some tongue. It was gooooood.

I called up cathy and broke our thing off. Anne called me and told me to
stay out of her Tife. I called Fritz's sister Heidi and asked her out. She told
me to buzz off. I called Heidi's friend Kay and asked her out. She told me she
was a committed Christian and only went out with saved guys.

I wanted more Tove. I wanted sex with no schoolgirl Timits. I wanted to
see some more Hancock Park pads.

Fritz maintained a little room adjoining his garage. He kept his records
and stereo shit there. It was his hideout. He never let his parents or sister
in. Lloyd, paryl and I had keys.

The room was 20 yards from the main house. The house tantalized me. It
was my favorite sex-fantasy backdrop.

I broke in one night. It was Tate '66.

Fritz and his family were out somewhere. I got down on the ground beside
the kitchen door and stuck my left arm through a pet-access hole. I tripped the
inside Tatch and let myself in to the house.

I walked around. I kept the lights off and prowled upstairs and down. I
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checked the medicine cabinets for dope and filched a few painkillers. I poured
myself a double scotch and popped the pills right there. I washed the glass I
used and put it back where I found it.

I walked through Heidi's bedroom. I savored the smell of her pillows and
went through her closet and drawers. I buried my face in a stack of Tingerie and
stole a pair of white panties.

I left the house quietly. I didn't want to blow a shot at reentry. I
knew I'd touched another secret world.

Kay lived directly across the street. I broke into her house a few
nights Tater.

I called the house from Fritz's back room and got no answer. I walked
over and checked entry points.

I found an open window overlooking the driveway. It was covered by a
screen secured with bent nails. I pried two bottom nails loose, removed the
screen and vaulted into the house.

15 It was strange turf. I turned a few Tights on for a second to acclimate
myself.

There was no liquor cabinet. There was no good shit in the medicine
chests. I hit the refrigerator and stuffed myself with cold cuts and fruit. I
explored the house upstairs and down-- and saved Kay's bedroom for Tast.

I looked through her school papers and stretched out on her bed. I
examined a clothes hamper stuffed with blouses and skirts. I opened dresser
drawers and held a table lamp over them for Tight. I stole a matching bra and
panties.

I replaced the window screen and bent the nails back to hold it 1in
place. I walked home very high.

Burglary was voyeurism multiplied a thousand times.

Kathy Tived in a big Spanish house at 2nd and Plymouth. She was my
longtime secret love.

She was tall and slender. She had dark brown hair, brown eyes and
freckles. she was intelligent, sweet-natured and a1together gracious. I was
afraid of her for no justifiable reason.

I broke into her house. It was a very cold night in early '67.

I called her number and got no answer. I walked over to the house and
saw no Tights on and no cars in the driveway I walked around to the back and
tried to slide some windows open. The third or fourth one was unlatched.

I pulled myself inside. I stumbled around the first floor and turned
Tights on for a split second. I found a liquor sideboard and ?uzz1ed out of
every bottle on it. I got a slam-bang-heavy booze rush and walked upstairs.

I couldn't tell whose bedroom was whose. I lay down on all the beds and
found female undergarments in an armoire and chest of drawers. The s1z1ng on the
bras and panties confused me. I stole two sets to make sure I had Kathy's.

I found some prescription downers in a medicine chest. I stole three and
chased them with a weird-ass Tiqueur. I went out that back window, weaved home
and passed out on my bed.

I kept doing it. I went at it with uncharacteristic restraint.

I quit popping p111s at the scene. I only stole fetishistic booty. I
went back to Heidi's, Kay's and Kathy's houses at odd intervals and stayed
insidedno more than 15 minutes. I aborted my mission if I found my entry points
secured.

The thrill was sex and other worlds briefly captured. Burglary gave me
young women and families by extension.

I burglarized my way through '67. I never strayed outside Hancock Park.
I tapped the homes of my dream girls exclusively.

Heidi, Kay and Kathy. Missy at 1st and Beachwood. Julie three doors down
and across the street from Kathy. Joanne at 2nd and Irving.

Secret worlds.

Daryl moved up to Portland in early '68. Fritz transferred to UCLA.
LToyd was attending L.A. City College. He was almost as booze-and-dope-addled as
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I was.

LToyd possessed the balls that I Tacked. He had a bent for tortured
women hooked up with abusive men. He tried to rescue them and got into fights
with dope-dealer sleazebags. He had a big heart and a big brain and a wickedly
nihilistic sense of humor. He Tived with his religious-nut mother and her second
husband--a produce merchant with a couple of fruit stands out in the valley.

LToyd had a taste for Hollywood Towlife. He knew how to talk to hoodlum
types and hippies. I tagged along on a few of his Hollywood excursions. I met
bikers, fruit hustlers and Gene the Short Queen--a 4'10" transvestite. I
stumbled around Hollywood, took weird drug combinations and woke up in parks and
Christmas-tree lots.

The peace-and-Tove era was booming. Lloyd had one foot in that cultural
door and one foot back on the edge of Hancock Park. He had his own dual-world
scheme going. He postured and copped dope in Hollywood and came home to his
crazy mother.

Hollywood scared me and vexed me. Hippies were faggot shitheads. They
1ovEd degenerate music and preached specious metaphysics. Hollywood was a pus
pocket.

LToyd disagreed. He told me the real world frightened me. He said I only
knew a few square miles.

He was right. He didn't know I supplanted my knowledge with things he'd
never know.

I kept burglarizing. I went at it cravenly and cautiously. I kept
reading crime novels and brain-screening crime fantasies. I kept stealing and
eating an all-steak diet. I Tived off a C-note a month.

The dog disappeared. I came home and found my door open and Minna long
gone. I suspected my dog-hater landlord.

I searched for Minna and put a lost-dog ad in the _L.A. Times_. Nothing
came of it. I blew two months' rent money on dope and got locked out of my pad.

Aunt Leoda refused to advance me some coin. I spent a week crashed out
in Fritz's back room and got evicted by his father. I moved into Lloyd's bedroom
and got evicted by his mother.

I moved into Robert Burns Park. I stole some blankets from a Goodwill
box and slept in an ivy patch for three weeks. A nocturnal sprinkling system
doused me at irregular intervals. I had to gather up my blankets and run for dry
spots.

outdoor 1living ate shit. I went to the cCalifornia State Employment
office and got some job referrals. A Serbo-Croatian psychic hired me as a
handbill distributor.

Her name was Sister Ramona. She preyed on poor blacks and Mexicans and
spread her message via mimeographed flyer. She healed the sick and dispensed
financial advice. Poor people flocked to her door. She soaked the stupid
cocksuckers for all they were worth.

Sister Ramona was a racist and right-wing fanatic. Her husband drove me
to poverty pockets and dropped me off with newspaper bags full of handbills. I
s1id them under doors and stuffed them in mailboxes. Little kids and dogs
followed me around. Teenagers laughed at me and flipped me the bird.

The husband gave me two bucks a day lunch money. I spent it on T-Bird
and muscatel. Flame-U was right: I turned into a full-fledged wino.

I put a roll_together and got my pad back. I quit my Sister Ramona_job.

A high-school acquaintance introduced me to a woman who needed a place
to stay. She said she'd devirginize me in exchange for a roof. I eagerly
accepted her offer.

She moved in. She devirginized me under duress. I didn't turn her on and
my acne-scarred back repulsed her. she fucked me four times and told me that was
all I was getting. I was crazy about her and Tet her stay anyway.

She bewitched me. She dominated me completely. She stayed with me for
three months and announced that she was a lesbian. She'd just met a woman and
was moving in with her.

I was heartbroken. I went on a long vodka bender and blew my rent money.
My landlord evicted me again.

I moved back into Robert Burns Park and found a permanent dry spot by a
toolshed. I started to think that outdoor living wasn't that bad. I had a safe
spot to sleep, and I could hang out with Lloyd and read in public libraries all
d?y. I could shave in public restrooms and take occasional showers at Lloyd's
place.

I got my rationale straight and proceeded on that course. I switched my

Side 68



Ellroy, James - My Dark Places
diet from steaks to luncheon meat and haunted branch libraries all over L.A. I
drank in 1library men's rooms and went through Ross Macdonald's entire oeuvre my
first few weeks on the street. I kept a change of clothes at Lloyd's pad and
bathed there occasionally.

It was fall '68. I met a freak at the Hollywood Public Library. He told
me about Benzedrex inhalers.

They were an over-the-counter decongestant product encased in Tittle
plastic tubes. The tubes held a wad of cotton soaked in a substance called
prophylhexedrine. You were supposed to stick the tube in your nose and take a
few sniffs. You weren't supposed to swallow the wads and fly on righteous
tenhour speed highs.

Benzedrex inhalers were legal. They cost 69 cents. You could buy them or
boost them all over L.A.

The freak said I should steal a few. I dug the idea. I could tap into a
speed source without dope connections or a doctor's prescription. I stole three
inhalers at a Say-On drugstore and hunkered down to chase them with root beer.

The wads were two inches long and of cigarette circumference. They were
soaked in an evil-smelling amber solution. I gagged one down and fought a reflex
to heave it back up. It stayed down and went to work inside half an hour.

The high was _gooooood_. It was brain-popping and groingrabbing. It was
just as good as a pharmaceutical-upper high.

I went back to my spot in Robert Burns Park and jacked off all night.
The high Tasted eight solid hours and Teft me dingy and schizzy. T-Bird took the
edge off and eased me into a fresh euphoria.

I'd found something. It was something I could have at will.

I went at it willfully. I stole inhalers and flew every third or fourth
day for a month. I chugged down inhalers in Tibrary men's rooms and buzzed back
to Burns Park with my head scraping the moon. The speed continuum gave me my
most textured crime and sex fantasies. I stole a flashlight and some skin mags
and worked them into my scene.

outdoor 1life was good. I told Aunt Leoda to send my monthly C-note care
of Lloyd. She thought I was bunking in with a buddy. I didn't tell her I was now
a perpetual camper.

I forgot to factor rain into my outdoor-1ife equation. Some drizzles
sentdmg Tooking for shelter. I found a deserted house at 8th and Ardmore and
moved 1in.

It was a two-story job with no interior lights and no running water. The
Tiving room featured a moldy faux-leather couch. The couch was good for sleeping
and sustained jackoff action.

I settled into the house. I kept the front door unlocked and hid my
stuff in a closet when I went out. I figured I was being discreet. I was
mistaken.

It went down in late November. Four cops kicked my door in and charged
me with shotguns.

They threw me to the floor and handcuffed me. They stuck those big
12-gauge pumps in my face. They threw me in a car, drove me to Wilshire Station
and booked me for burglary.

My cellmate was a black guy popped for armed robbery. He held up a
Tiquor store, got away clean and saw that he'd dropped his Afro comb at the
scene. He went back to get it. The proprietor recognized him. The cops bagged
his ass right there.

I was scared. This was worse than Georgia Street Juvie. A detective
interviewed me. I told him I was sleeping in the house--not burglarizing it. He
believed me and knocked the beef down to plain trespassing. A jailer moved me
over to the misdemeanor side of the tank.

My fear subsided a bit. My cellmates said trespassing was chickenshit
stuff. I'd probably get cut loose at arraignment.

I spent Saturday and Sunday at the wilshire holding tank. They fed us
two TV dinners and two cups of coffee a day. I was in with a bunch of drunks and
wife beaters. wWe all lied about our crime exploits and the women we'd fucked.

A Sheriff's bus hauled us to court early Monday morning. It dropped us
offkat the Lincoln Heights Division--home of the famous Lincoln Heights drunk
tank.

We waited to see the judge there. The tank was forty yards square and
jam-packed with male Towlife. Deputies Tobbed Tunch sacks into the crowd. You
had to fight for your food. I was tall enough to snag my chow straight out of
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the air.

The day stretched. A dozen winos suffered alcoholic seizures. We went
before the judge ten or so at a time. The judge was a woman named Mary waters.
The guys 1in the tank said she was a nasty old cunt.

I stood before her and pled guilty. She said I looked Tike a draft
dodger. I told her I wasn't. She ordered me held without bail--pending a
probation workup. I was due back in court on December 23rd.

It was December 2nd. I was headed for three weeks in stir. I tamped down
my composure. A deputy hooked me up to a 12-man shackle chain. Another deputy
herded us out to a big black & white bus.

The bus took us to the Main County jail. It was a huge facility a mile
northeast of downtown L.A. The induction process took 12 hours.

Deputies skin-searched us and sprayed us with delousing solution. we
traded our street clothes for jail denims. We got blood-tested and inoculated
for various diseases. wWe spent hours moving from one barred pen to another. I
got to my actual cell at 2:00 or 3:00 a.m.

It was a four-man cell overpacked now to six. A deputy told me to slide
my mattress under the left bottom bunk. I scooted down there and passed out from
complete exhaustion.

I woke up for 6:00 a.m. chow. A deputy called off some names on an
int$rcom——my name included. we were being "rolled up" to the Hall of Justice
Jail.

An inmate said this was everyday stuff. You processed in at the "New"
County and got rolled up elsewhere. The Hall of Justice Jail was known as the
"01d" County.

A deputy shackled me to some guys. Two deputies herded us out to a van
%qd drove us to the 01d County. we elevatored up to a tank on the thirteenth

oor.

My tier was packed to double capacity. A deputy said the new guys had to
sTeep on the catwalk. You had to roll your mattress up in the morning and drift
between cells until lights-out.

] I had twenty days of this coming. An inner voice hipped me to the basic
gestalt.

You are big--but not tough. You commit crimes--but are not a _real_
criminal. watch how you act. watch what you say. Be careful, be calm and hold
your breath for twenty days.

I fed myself that message instinctively. I did not verbalize the
thought. I didn't know that my mere presence shouted: fool, chump, geek,
ineffectual kid.

I kept my mouth shut. I programmed myself to be stoic. I tried not to
betray my fear overtly. My fellow inmates laughed at the plain sight of me.

Most of them were felons awaiting trial in Superior Court. They
understood and disdained male weakness.

They laughed at my twitchy walk and shortened my two names to the hated
"Leroy." They called me "the Nutty Professor." They never put their hands on me.
They considered me beneath that kind of contempt.

LToyd visited me. He said he called my aunt and told her I was 1in jail.
My insurance money was runnin? out. The old girl was set to advance me 200
scoots anyway. Lloyd knew a flop I could get for 8o a month--the versailles
Apartments on 6th and St. Andrews.

I counted off my 20 days. A probation officer came to see me. He said
Judge waters was set to release me. I would get a suspended sentence and three
years' formal probation. I would have to get a job.

I said I'd Took for work pronto. I promised that I'd walk the straight
and narrow.

I kept my mouth shut on the tier--and listened. I learned that
Romilar-CF cough syrup gave you a righteous high and that strips of tape along
window panes denoted alarm systems. The guy at Cooper's Donuts knew all the hot
black hookers. You could score dope at three Norm's Coffee Shops. The place at
Melrose and La Cienega was called Fag Norm's. The place at Sunset and Vermont
was called Normal Norm's. The place on the south side was called Nigger Norm's.

Marijuana grew wild in certain parts of Trancas Canyon. Ma Duncan's son
was now a hot criminal Tawyer. Doc Finch was up for parole soon. Carole Tregoff
turned Tez in the joint. Caryl Chessman was a punk--all the guys at Quentin
hated him. That Susan Hayward flick _I want to Live_ was bullshit. Barbara
Graham really did beat Mabel Monahan to death.

I listened and Tearned. I read a beat-up copy of _Atlas Shrugged_ and
came to the unsound conclusion that I was a superman. I stayed booze- and
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dope-free and added ten pounds of jail-food muscle.
Mary Waters released me two days before Christmas. I boosted some
inhalers on my way back to Burns Park.

I got a one-room pad at the Versailles and signed up with a temp agency.
They sent me out on some mailroom jobs. My probation officer found my work 1ife
satisfactory. He Tiked my short hair and Ivy League threads. He told me to avoid
hippies. They were all strung out on mind-altering substances.

So was I.

I worked my temp gigs Monday to Friday. I killed a half-pint of scotch
for breakfast and chased it with Listerine mouthwash. Cruise control got me
through to lunch and some wine and/or weed. I got drunk every night and took
inhaler trips on the weekends.

Romilar was a good B&E drug. It made common things seem surreal and full
of hidden truth. I went on a righteous burglary run behind it. I hit Kathy's
house, Kay's house and Missy's house--and concentrated on the medicine chests. I
popped every inviting pill I saw on top of my cough syrup. I blacked out and
woke up on my bed two times out of three.

I Tiked appearing clean-cut and cosmetically wholesome. Every freak in
'69 L.A. was a fuzz magnet. They wore long hair and fruitcake clothes and sent
out "Bust Me" vibes. I didn't. I bopped around in my co-existing worlds with
relative impunity. I was good at giving people what they wanted to see.

I turned 21 in March. I gave up my pad and moved to a cheap hotel in
Hollywood. I got a long-term temp job at KCOP-TV

I worked in the mailroom. People responded to ads for shit Tike _64
Country Hits_ and sent folding money and coins in through the mail. The heft of
quarters and dimes gave those envelopes away. I started raking in a Tot of extra
money.

I spent it all on booze, dope and pizza. I moved to a better place--a
bachelor pad at 6th and Cloverdale. I got hopped up on some women there and
followed them around the neighborhood.

My insurance money ran out. My mailroom thefts more than covered the
Toss. I got in a fender bender with the company van and had to admit I had no
driver's license. KCOP fired me. I got some short-term temp gigs and Tived
u1%racheap. I got desperate. I broke into Missy's house and broke a cardinal
rule.

I stole all the money in her mother's purse. There was no going back to
that sweet house at 1lst and Beachwood.

My pad prowls were starting to scare me more than thrill me. I felt the
law of chance on my tail. I'd broken into places maybe twenty times total. My
jail stint taught me things that fed my sense of caution.

House burglary was first-degree burglary. It was a penitentiary offense.
I knew I could handle county jail time. Prison time would eat me up whole.

The Tate-LaBianca snuffs occurred in August. I felt the ripples all
through Hancock Park.

I noticed some tape around Kathy's windows. I saw more private patrol
cars out trawling. I saw security-service signs on front doors.

I stopped B&E'ing cold turkey. I never did it again.

I spent the next year in fantasy limbo. I held down temp %igs and a job
at a pornographic bookstore. Hard-core packaged smut was now legal. Unpainted
hippie girls were spread out nude in full-color magazines.

The girls didn't Took jaded or degraded. They Tooked Tike they were
posing for chuckles and some bread. They were engaged in an ugly pandering
business. They betrayed their awareness of it with little frowns and glazed
eyes.

They reminded me of the Black Dahlia--sans heavy makeup and noir
baggage. The Dahlia choked on movieland illusions. These girls were deluded on
some junk metaphysical plane.

They bored straight into my heart. I was the porno bookstore clerk out
to save them from pornography and take his reward in sex. I hoarded their
pictures the way Harvey Glatman hoarded pix of his victims. %ave my girls
names and prayed for them every night. I sicced the pahTlia killer on them and
saved them as his blade descended. They spread their legs and talked to me when
I flew on Benzedrex inhalers.

I didn't fall for ones with perfect shapes and pert faces. I Toved the
smiles that didn't quite work and the sad eyes that couldn't lie. Mismatched
features and oddly shaped breasts hit me hard. I was looking for sexual and
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psychological gravity.

I stole that bookstore blind. I examined every sex mag that came in and
ripped out pictures of the most wrenching women. I worked midnight to 8:00 a.m.,
tapped the till and went to a bar that screened beaver flicks all day. I got
drunk and looked at more hippie girls--and I always studied their faces more
than their bodies.

My pornographic season passed too quickly. The bookstore boss got hip to
my thefts and fired me. I went back to temp work, built up a surplus roll and
went on a gargantuan twomonth bender.

I socked in a case of vodka, a load of steaks and a load of inhalers. I
gorged myself on fantasy, fantasy sex, cholesterol, and the work of Raymond
Chandler, Dashiell Hammett and some junk crime writers. I stayed inside for days
;unning. I lost and gained and Tost weight and worked myself into a nearinsane

renzy.

I stiffed my Tandlord for two months' rent. He started banging on my
door and talking eviction. I didn't have enough money to muzzle him. I had
enough to secure a cheaper pad for a month.

I found a place by the Paramount Studio. It was a genteel dive called
Ehe %gegn GabTles Apartments. A small bachelor rented for 60 a month--very cheap

or 70.

LToyd helped me move. I packed my stuff into his car and pulled a
c1aﬁsic Tate-night rent dodge. I got squared away at the Gables and looked for
work.

I didn't find any. The low-skill job market was soft. I took a series of
inh?1er trips and started seeing and hearing things that might or might not be
real.

The tenant next door smirked at me when we passed in the hall. He banged
on my window when I inhaler-tripped. He knew what I was doing. He disapproved.
He read my 1lips and deciphered all my dirty sweet nothings. He read my thoughts
through the wall that separated us.

He hated my porno books. He knew I murdered my mother and killed my
father with neglect. He thought I was a freak and a pervert. He wanted to
destroy me.

I flew and crashed, flew and crashed, flew and crashed. My paranoia
raged in proportion to the dope in my system. I heard voices. Sirens on the
Street sent me hate messages. I jacked off in the dark to deceive the man next

oor.

He knew me.

He put bugs in my icebox. He poisoned my wine. He hooked my fantasies up
to his TV set.

I bolted midway through an inhaler trip.

I left my clothes and fuck books behind. I ran out of the apartment and
fast-walked three miles northeast. I saw a For Rent sign in front of a building
at Sunset and Micheltorena.

I rented a convenience room for $39 a month. The building was filthy and
reeked of spilled garbage.

My room was half the size of a six-man jail cell. I moved in with the
clothes on my back and a short dog of T-Bird.

I popped some inhalers the next morning. New voices assailed me. The
tenant next door started hissing through my air vents.

I was afraid to leave my bed. I knew the heat coils in my electric
blanket were microphones. I ripped them out. I pissed in the bed and tore the
pillows apart. I stuffed foam rubber in my ears to muffle the voices.

I bolted the next morning. I headed straight for Robert Burns Park.

It went bad from there. It went bad with self-destructive logic. It went
bad sTowly.

The voices came and went. Inhalers let them in. Liquor and enforced
sobriety stifled them. I understood the problem intellectually. Rational thought
deserted me the second I popped those cotton wads in my mouth.

LToyd called the voices "amphetamine psychoses.” I called them a
conspiracy. President Richard M. Nixon knew I murdered my parents and ordered
people to stalk me. They hissed into microphones wired to my brain. I heard the
Voices. Nobody else did.

I couldn't stop taking inhalers. I heard the voices for five years.

I spent most of that time outside. I Tived in parks, backyards and empty
houses. I stole. I drank. I read and fantasized. I walked all over L.A. with
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cotton stuffed in my ears.

It was a five-year daily sprint.

I'd wake up outside somewhere. I'd steal liquor and Tunchmeat. I'd read
in Tibraries. I'd go into restaurants, order drinks and meals and ditch out on
the check. I'd hit apartment-house laundry rooms, break into washers and dryers
and steal the coins inside. I'd take inhalers and notch some nice moments before
the voices claimed me.

I'd walk.

wilshire Boulevard cut straight to the beach. I'd walk it out and back
in the course of one inhaler trip. I had to keep moving. Traffic noise deflected
the voices. Lack of movement made the voices cacophonous.

I walked five years away. They went by in a slow-motion blur. My
fantasies ran through them at fast-forward counterpoint. Street scenes served as
backdrops for the voices and my own internal dialogue.

I didn't babble or betray my state of mind overtly. I always shaved and
wore dark cords to hide accumulated grime. I stole shirts and socks as I needed
them. I doused myself with cologne to kill the stench of outdoor 1life. I
showered at Lloyd's place occasionally.

LToyd was headed nowhere at a nice sedate rate. He was drinking, using
drugs and making stabs at college. He flirted with danger and Towlife and kept
his mom's house as a backup option.

LToyd walked me through some bad dope withdrawals. He disrupted me with
Tittle jolts of the truth. The LAPD disrupted me and force-fed me jail time.

They hassled me and arrested me. They popped me for plain drunk, drunk
driving, petty theft and trespassing. They detained me as a suspicious
late-night pedestrian and kicked me out of deserted houses and Goodwill bins.
They held me at various station houses and shot me to the Sheriff's for an
aggregate total of four to eight months county time.

Jail was my health retreat. I abstained from booze and dope and ate
three square meals a day. I did push-ups and worked trusty details and got a
Tittle muscle tone going. I hung out with stupid white guys, stupid black guys
and stupid Mexican guys-- and swapped stupid stories with them. we had all
committed daring crimes and fucked the world's most glamorous women. An old
black wino told me he fucked Marilyn Monroe. I said, "No shit--I fucked her
too!"

I worked the trash-and-freight detail at the New County Jail and the
Tibrary at Wayside Honor Rancho. My favorite jail was Biscailuz Center. They fed
you big meals and let you read in the latrines after Tlights-out. Jail was no big
fucking traumatic deal.

I knew how to ride short stretches. Jail cleaned out my system and gave
me something to anticipate: my release and more booze and dope fantasies.

Crime fantasies. Sex fantasies.

The redhead was 15 years dead and somewhere far away. She ambushed me 1in
the summer of 1973.

I was living in a dive hotel. I took inhaler trips in a communal bathtub
down the hall from my room. I ran warm water and hogged the tub for hours.
Nobody complained. Most of the tenants took showers.

I was in the tub. I was jacking off to a cavalcade of older women's
faces. I saw my mother naked, fought the image and lost.

I jerry-rigged a story straight off.

It was '58. My mother didn't die in ET Monte. She wasn't a drunk. She
loved me woman to man.

we made Tove. I smelled her perfume and cigarette breath. Her amputated
nipple thrilled me.

I brushed her hair out of her eyes and told her I loved her. My
tenderness made her cry.

It was the most impassioned and loving story I'd ever perpetrated. It
Teft me ashamed and horrified of what I had inside me.

I tried to live the story again. My mind wouldn't let me. ATl the dope
in the world couldn't bring the redhead back.

I abandoned her one more time.

I blew my rent money and lost my hotel room. I moved back to Burns Park.

I took inhaler trips and fought a war within myself. I tried to conjure
up my mother and devise a way to let her stay. My mind failed me. My conscience
shut the whole business down.

The Voices got very specific. They said you fucked your mother _and_
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kiTTed her.

I had a huge prophylhexedrine tolerance. It took ten to twelve cotton
wads to get me off the ground. The shit was flicking up my lungs. I woke up
congested every morning.

I developed chest pains. Every breath and heartbeat doubled me over. I
took a bus to the County Hospital. A doctor examined me and told me I had
pneumonia. He admitted me and put me on antibiotics for a week. They killed my
infection dead.

I left the hospital and went back to outdoor Tife, booze and inhalers. I
got pneumonia again. I got it cured. I went on a year-long T-Bird-and-inhaler
run and ended up with the DTs.

LToyd was Tiving in west L.A. I camped out on the roof of his building.
The first hallucinations hit me in his bathroom.

A monster jumped out of the toilet. I shut the 1id and saw more monsters
seep through it. Spiders crawled up my legs. Little blobs hurled themselves at
my eyes.

I ran into the Tiving room and turned the lights out. The Tlittle blobs
went fluorescent. I raided Lloyd's liquor stash and drank myself senseless. I
woke up on the roof--dead scared.

I knew I had to quit drinking and taking inhalers. I knew they'd kill me
in the fucking near future. I stole a short dog and hitchhiked to the County
Hospital. I killed my bottle on the front steps and turned myself in.

A doctor processed me into the drunk ward. He said he'd recommend me for
the Long Beach State Hospital program. Thirty days there would boil me clean and
set me up to live sober.

I wanted it. It was that or die young. I was 27 years old.

I spent two days at the drunk ward. They zonked me out on tranquilizers
and sedatives. I didn't see any monsters or blobs. I wanted to guzzle booze as
much as I wanted to kick it. I tried to sleep around the clock.

Long Beach said they'd take me. I was slated to go down there with three
guys on the ward. They were old drunks with years on the rehab circuit. They
were professional alcoholic recidivists. We went down in a hospital van. I liked
the look of the place.

Men and women bunked in separate dorms. The cafeteria looked 1like a
restaurant. The rec rooms Tooked 1like something out of summer camp.

The program featured AA meetings and group therapy. "Rap" sessions were
not mandatory. The patients wore khakis and numbered wristbands--1ike the
trusties in the L.A. County Jail system.

Antabuse was mandatory. Eagle-eyed nurses made the patients take it
every day. You got deathly i1l if you drank on top of it. Antabuse was a scare
tactic.

I started to feel better. I rationalized the DTs away as a freak non
sequitur. I was dormed-up with drunks from all walks of Tife. The men scared me.
The women turned me on. I started to think I could beat booze and dope on my own
terms.

The program commenced. I daydreamed in the AA meetings and ran my mouth
during group therapy. I invented sexual exploits and directed my tales to the
women in the room. It hit me a week or so in: You're just here for three hots
and a cot.

I went along with the program. I ate Tike a pig and put on ten pounds. I
spent all my spare time reading crime novels.

I was coughing a Tot. A staff nurse braced me about it. I told her 1'd
had a recent string of Tung ailments.

She had a doctor check me out. He shot me up with a muscle relaxant and
stuck a tube with a penlight attached down my throat. He peered down a scope
device and wiggled the Tittle beam around my Tungs. He said he didn't see
anything wrong.

My cough persisted. I endured the program and wondered what I'd do for
an encore. All my options scared me.

I could find a crummy job and stay clean with Antabuse. I could stay off
booze and inhalers and use other drugs. I could smoke weed. weed goosed your
appetite. I could put on some weight and build muscle. women would dig me then.
weed was my ticket to a healthy, normal 1ife.

I didn't really believe it.

Inhalers were sex. Booze was my fantasy core. Weed was strictly for
giggles and hot dates with doughnuts and pizza.

I completed the program. I stayed on Antabuse and moved back to Lloyd's
roof with thirty-three days sober.

Side 74



Ellroy, James - My Dark Places

My cough was getting worse. My nerves were shot and my attention span
topped out at three seconds. I slept for ten-hour stints or tossed all night.

My body wasn't mine.

The roof landing was my refuge. I had a nice perch by the fire door. It
went all-the-way bad right there.

It was mid-June. I got up from a nap and thought, "I need some
cigarettes." My mind went dead then. I couldn't recall or retrieve that one
simple thought.

My brain hit blank walls. I couldn't say the thought or visualize it or
come up with words to express it. I spent something 1like an hour trying to form
that one simple thought.

I couldn't say my own name. I couldn't think my own name. I couldn't
form that one simple thought or any thoughts. My mind was dead. My brain
circuits had disconnected. I was brain-dead insane.

I screamed. I put my hands over my ears, shut my eyes and screamed
myself hoarse. I kept fighting for that one simple thought.

LToyd ran up to the landing. I recognized him. I couldn't come up with
his name or my name or that simple thought from an hour ago.

LToyd carried me downstairs and called an ambulance. Paramedics arrived
and strapped me to a gurney.

They drove me to the County Hospital and left me in a crowded hallway. I
started hearing voices. Nurses walked by and yelled at me telepathically. I
coughed and bucked against my restraints, Somebody stuck a needle in my arm-- I
woke up strapped to a cot. I was alone in a private hospital room.

My wrists were raw and bloody. Most of my teeth felt loose. My jaw hurt
and my knuckles stung from little abrasions. I was wearing a hospital smock. I'd
pissed all over it.

I reached for that one simple thought and caught it on the first bounce.
I remembered my nigger-pimp name: Lee Earle Ellr

It all came back. I recalled every deta11 1 started crying. I prayed
and begged God to let me keep my mind.

A nurse came into the room. She undid my restraints and walked me to a
shower. I stayed under the water until it turned cold, Another nurse dressed my
cuts and abrasions._ A doctor told me I'd have to stay here a month. I had an
abscess on my left lung the size of a big man's fist. I needed thirty days of
intravenous antibiotics.

I asked him what went wrong with my mind. He said it was probably
"post-alcohol brain syndrome." Sober drunks went through it sometimes. He said I
was lucky. Some people went crazy for good.

My lung condition might or might not be contagious. They were isolating
me to be sure. They hooked me up to a drip gizmo and started pumping me full of
antibiotics. They fed me tranquilizers to 1ull down my fear.

The tranks kept me woozy. I tried to sleep all day every day. Normal
waking consciousness scared me. I kept imagining permanent brain malfunctions.

Those few insane hours summarized my 1life. The horror rendered
everything that went before it irrelevant.

I reprised the horror all my waking hours. I couldn't Tet it go. I
wasn't telling myself a cautionary tale_or gloating over my survival. I was
simply replaying the moments my entire 1ife had worked toward.

The horror stayed with me. Nurses woke me out of blissful sleep to fuck
with my drip gadget I couldn't run my mind in long-prescribed fantasy patterns.
The horror wouldn't Tet me.

I imagined permanent insanity. I punished myself with my now splendidly
functioning brain.

The fear got unbearable. I checked out of the hospital over my doctor's
protests and caught a bus to Lloyd's place. I stole a pint of gin, guzzled it
and passed out on his floor. Lloyd called the paramedics again.

Another ambulance arrived. The paramedics woke me out of my stupor and
led me down to it. They drove me straight back to the hospital. I was readmitted
and placed in a four-man room on the lung ward.

A nurse hooked me up to another drip gadget. She gave me a big bottle to
spit sputum 1in.

I was afraid I'd forget my name. I wrote it on the wall behind my bed as
a reminder. I wrote "I will not go insane" beside it.

11
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I spent a month hooked up to a needle. A respiration therapist beat on
Eydback every day. It loosened big globs of sputum. I spat them in the jar by my

ed.

The abscess went. My fear stayed.

My mind was functioning normally. I played memory games to test-fire it.
I memorized magazine ads and slogans on milk cartons. I was building mind muscle
to fight potential insanity.

I went insane once. It could happen again.

I couldn't let the fear go. I fed on it all day every day. I didn't
analyze why I drove myself to the point of brain malfunction. I addressed the
problem as a physical phenomenon.

My brain felt like an external appendage. My lifelong plaything was in
no way indigenous to me. It was a specimen in a bottle. I was a doctor poking it
with a stick.

I knew that booze, drugs and my tenuous abstention from them caused my
brain burnout. My rational side told me that. My secondary response derived
straight from guilt. God punished me for mentally flicking my mother.

I believed it. My fantasy was just that transgressive and worthy of
divine intervention. I tortured myself with the concept. I exhumed the
midwestern Protestant ethic my mother tried to outrun--and used it for
self-flagellation.

My new mental kick was mental self-preservation. I did mental tricks to
keep my mind limber. It fed my fear more than it buttressed my confidence.

My lung abscess healed completely. I checked out of the hospital and cut
a deal with God.

I told him I wouldn't drink or pop inhalers. I told him I wouldn't
steal. ATl I wanted was my mind back for keeps.

The deal jelled.

I went back to Lloyd's roof. I didn't drink or pop inhalers or steal.
God kept my mind in sound working order.

The fear stayed.

I knew it could happen again. I understood the preposterous_aspect of
all divine contracts. Booze and inhaler residue could lurk in my cells. My brain
wires could sputter and disconnect without warning. My brain could blow tomorrow
or in the year 2000.

Fear kept me sober. Fear taught me no moral lessons. My days ran Tlong
and sweaty and anxious. I sold my plasma at a skid-row blood bank and Tived off
ten dollars a week. I haunted Tibraries and read crime novels. I memorized whole
passages to keep my mind running strong.

A guy in Lloyd's building worked as a golf caddy. He told me it was good
tax-free money. You could work or not work as you pleased. Hillcrest Country
Club was high-class. The members tossed you some good coin.

The guy brought me to Hillcrest. I knew I just got Tucky.

It was a prestigious Jewish club south of Century City. The golf course
was hilly and deep green. The caddies congregated in a "caddy shack."™ They
drank, played cards and told obscene stories. Drunks, dopers and compulsive
gamblers ruled the shack. I knew I'd fit in.

Caddy jobs were called "loops." Caddies were also called "Toopers.™ I
knew jackshit about golf. The caddy master told me I'd Tearn.

I started out packing one bag only. I stumbled through my first dozen
loops and moved to two-bag duty. The bags weren't that heavy. Eighteen holes of
golf ran four hours. The standard two-bag fee was 20 dollars. It was good 1975
money.

I worked Hillcrest six days a week. I made good daily pay and got myself
a room at the westwood Hotel. The place was equidistant to Hillcrest and the
Bel-Air, Brentwood and Los Angeles country clubs. Loopers rented most of the
rooms. The place was a caddy shack adjunct.

Looping took over my Tife. The rituals deflected my fear and eased it
into a fadeout.

I loved the %o1f course. It was a perfectly self-contained green world.
Caddy work was mentally undemanding. I let my mind wander and earned a 1living
simultaneously.

The milieu stimulated me. I invented back stories for Hillcrest members
while I walked beside them, and ran gag riffs on Towlife loopers. The culture
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clash of wealthy Jews and caddies with one foot in the gutter was a constant
Taugh riot. I made friends with a smart young caddy going to college part-time.
we discussed the Hillcrest membership and the caddy experience endlessly.

I spent time with a diverse bunch of people. I listened to them and
learned how to talk to them. Hillcrest felt Tike some kind of way station en
route to the real world.

People told me stories. I took a master class in country-club lore. I
heard tales of self-made men who clawed their way out of the shtet]l and tales of
rich drunks who succumbed to caddy Tife. The golf course was a picaresque
education.

Most of the Toopers smoked weed. Weed didn't scare me like booze and
inhalers did. I kissed off four sober months with some Thai Stick.

It was _goooood_. It was the best shit I'd ever smoked. I started buying
it and smoking it all day every day.

I figured it wouldn't fuck up my lungs or shut down my brain. It
wouldn't spark incestuous fantasies and piss God off. It was the manageable and
controllable drug of the 1970s. So I rationalized.

I smoked weed for a year and a half. It was _goooood_--but not great. It
was like trying to reach the moon in a Volkswagen.

I didn't drink or take inhalers. I sucked down marijuana and lived as a
more subtle full-time fantasist.

I took my fantasies outdoors. I took them to Hillcrest and other golf
courses at night. I hopped the fence at L.A. Country Club and fantasy-walked the
north course for hours.

I played with my Hillcrest cast of characters and worked them into a
crime story. I worked in an alcoholic hero. He hailed from the sad edge of
Hancock Park. He nursed a lifelong obsession with the Black Dahlia case.

I worked in the Club Mecca torch and classical music. I worked in the
DTs. My hero wanted to find a woman and love her to death.

My 18-year fantasy backlog telescoped into this one story. I began to
see that it was a novel.

I got fired from Hillcrest. A member's son mouthed off to me in front of
a good-Tooking woman. I decked him in full view of the putting green. A security
guard escorted me off the premises.

I was bombed on weed. weed hit me unpredictably.

I got a caddy gig at Bel-Air Country Club. The members and loopers there
were just as seductive as the Hillcrest crew. The golf course was even more
beautiful.

I stayed bombed at Bel-Air. I bought a tape player for my room and spent
hours jacked up on weed and the German Romantic composers. I roamed golf courses
at night and wrestied with that one emerging story.

LToyd moved into the westwood Hotel. He was off of booze and hard dope
and on marijuana maintenance himself. He was flirting with the notion of _real_
sobriety. I told him I wasn't interested.

I Tied.

I was almost 30. I wanted to do things. I wasn't stealing. I wasn't
Tusting for my mother. I had my brain back on permanent loan from God or other
cosmic sources. I did not hear voices. I was not as fucked-up as I used to be.

And I was not a civilized human being.

Marijuana maintenance filled me out physically. I ate a lot, lugged golf
bags and cranked hundreds of daily push-ups. I was big, strong and hulking. I
had beady brown eyes and wore bead-enhancing wire-rimmed glasses. I was stoned
all the time. I looked 1ike a crazy man consumed by interior monologue.
Strangers found me disturbing.

women found me scary. I tried to pick a few women up in bookstores and
frightened the shit out of them. I knew I came off desperate and socially
unkempt. My hygiene was markedly substandard.

I was hungry. I wanted love and sex. I wanted to give my mental stories
to the world.

I knew I couldn't have those things in my current condition. I had to
renounce all forms of dope. I couldn't drink. I couldn't steal. I couldn't lie.
I had to be a locked-down, uptight, puckerassed motherfucker. I had to repudiate
my old 1ife. I had to build a new Tife from the sheer desiccated force of my old
one.

I liked the concept. It appealed to my extremist nature. I Tiked the
self-immolation aspect. I liked the air of total apostasy.

I danced with the concept for weeks. It blitzed my storytelling drive
and soured my taste for dope. I wanted to change my whole 1ife.
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LToyd cleaned up in AA. He told me total abstinence was better than
booze and dope at its best. I believed him. He was always smarter and stronger
and more resourceful than me.
I followed his lead. I said "Fuck it" and shrugged off my old 1ife.

AA was wild. The Tate-'70s scene was craaaaaazy. It was redemption and
sex and God and big stupid pratfalls. It was my sentimental education and road
back to the world.

I met a lot of people who'd Tived my 1ife with their own variations. I
heard stories that topped mine for sheer horror. I made friends. I learned moral
precepts and developed a plainly expressed faith in God that was no more complex
and just as heartfelt as a kid in sunday school's.

My initial entry hurt. AA meetings taxed me. The people talked ambiguous
juju. I only stuck around to hold hands with women during the Lord's Prayer.

The women magnetized me and kept me coming back. I returned "one day at
a time" for some hand holding. Lust and my apostolic will kept me sober.

AA did a subtle job on me. The Titerature critiqued alcoholism and drug
addiction brilliantly. I saw that I carried one strain of a common plague. My
story was banal in that context. Only a few incidental details made me unique.
The critique gave AA principles a strong moral kick. I found them wholly
credible and trusted in their efficacy.

The principles won me over. The people made me capitulate.

I got tight with some guys. I unclenched around women and cut my ego
loose at AA lecterns. I became an accomplished public speaker fast. My
self-destructive exhibitionism turned around full-circle.

westside AA swung hard. The demographic makeup was young, white and
horny. Booze and dope were out. Sex was in. The westside mandate was Stay sober,
trust God and fuck

People went to "Hot Tub Fever" after meetings. A guy threw sober
wife-swapping parties. Men and women met at meetings and got married in Vegas
two hours later. Nude pool parties reigned. women hit on men blatantly. Annie
"wild Thing" B. flashed her breasts at Kenny's Deli after every Thursday-night
Ohio Street meeting.

I got Taid. I went through one-, two- and three-night stands and
wrenching stabs at hard-line monogamy. I let detoxing smack addicts crash on my
floor while I boogied to late dates at Hot Tub Fever. I made 300 a week at the
golf ecourse and spent most of it on women. I picked up junkie prostitutes, took
them to AA meetings and fed them the Black Dahlia story to scare them out of
hooking. It was a frenetic, often joyous profligacy.

I lived out most of my dope-fueled sex dreams sober. The real world
ec1i$sed my fantasy world. My one persistent fantasy was that story I knew was a
novel.

It haunted me. It invaded my thoughts at strange times. I didn't know if
I had the stones to write it. I was enjoying a season of comfort. I didn't know
that I was running from old things.

My mother was 20 years dead. My father was dead 13. I dreamed about him.
I never dreamed about her.

My new 1ife was long on fervor and short on retrospection. I knew I
abandoned my father and hastened his death and paid the debt off in increments.
My mother was something else.

I knew her only in shame and Toathing. I plundered her in a fever_dream
and denied my own message of yearning. I was afraid to resurrect her and love
her body-and-soul.

I wrote my novel and sold it. It was all about L.A. crime and me. I was
afraid to stalk the redhead and give her secrets up. I hadn't met the man who'd
bring her home to me.
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_You were a ghost. I found you in shadows and reached out to you 1in
terrible ways. You didn't censure me. You withstood my assaults and Tet me
punish myself_

_You made me. You formed me. You gave me a ghostly presence to
brutalize. I never wondered how you haunted other people. I never questioned my
sole ownership of your spirit_

_I wouldn 't share my claim. I remade you perversely and sealed you off
where others couldn 't touch you. I didn't know that simple selfishness rendered
all my claims invalid_

—_You Tive outside_of me. you live in the buried thoughts of strangers.
Y$Ud1ive through your will to hide and dissemble. You Tive through your will to
elude me_

_I am determined to find you. I know I can't do it alone_

12

His ghosts were all women. They ran through his dreams interchangeably.

The decomp off Route 126. The waitress in the Marina. The teenager
stunned mute by rape and blunt-force trauma.

Dream logic distorted the details. Vvictims moved between crime scenes
and displayed conflicting signs of death. They came to Tife_sometimes. They
Tooked older or younger or just like they did when they fell.

Daisie Mae was sodomized 1like Bunny. Karen took the sap shots that
knocked Tracy to her knees. The sap was homemade. The killers stuffed ball
bearings into a length of garden hose and taped the ends shut.

The instant resurrections were unnerving. The women were supposed to
stay dead. Murder brought them to him. His love began the moment they die

He was dreaming a lot. He was giving up the chase and going through some
kind of early withdrawal. It was time to get out. He gave it a%1 he had. He
wanted out unequivocally.

He was Tleaving debts unpaid. Karen would be sending him reminders. He
failed her because the connections weren't there and other murders scattered his
obligations. He was a victim of confusion and chance--just as she was.

He'd try to pay her off with the love he still carried.

His name was Bill Stoner. He was 53 years old and a homicide detective
with the Los Angeles County Sheriff's Department. He was married and had
twenty-eight-year-old twin sons.

It was late March '94. He was leaving the job in mid-April. He'd served
32 years and worked Homicide for the past 14. He was retiring as a sergeant with
25 years in grade. His pension would sustain him nicely.

He was Tleaving the job intact. He wasn't a drunk and he wasn't obese
from Tiquor and junk food. He stayed with the same woman for 30-plus years and
rode out the rough times with her. He didn't go the bifurcated route so many
cops did. He wasn't juggling a family and a series of girlfriends in the new
gender-integrated Taw-enforcement community.

He didn't hide behind the job or revel in a dark world-view. He knew
that isolation spawned resentment and self-pity. Police work was inherently
ambiguous. Cops developed simple codes to insure their moral grounding. The
codes reduced complex issues to kick-ass epigrams. Every epigram boiled down to
this: Cops know things that other people don't. Every epigram obfuscated as much
as it enlightened.

Homicide taught him that. He Tearned it gradually. He saw slam-dunk
cases through to successful adjudication and did not understand why the murders
occurred. He came to distrust simple answers and solutions and exulted in the
few viable ones that he found. He learned to reserve judgment, shut his ego down
and make people come to him. It was an inquisitor's stance. It gave him some
distance on himself. It helped him tone down his general temperament and rein 1in
some shitty off-thejob behavior.

The first 1 7 years of his marriage were a brush war. He fought Ann. She
fought him. It stayed verbal out of luck and a collective sense of boundary.
They were equally voluble and profane and thus evenly matched. Their demands
were equally selfish. They brought equal reserves of love to the war.
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He grew up as a homicide detective. Ann grew up as a registered nurse.
She entered her career Tlate. Their marriage survived because they both grew up
in the death business.

Ann retired early. She had high blood pressure and bad allergies. Their
bad years put some bad mileage on her.

And him.

He was exhausted. Hundreds of murders and the rough stretch with Ann
made for one big load. He wanted to drop the whole thing.

He knew how to Tet things go. The death business taught him that. He
wanted to be a full-time husband and father. He wanted to see Ann and the boys
up-close and permanent.

Bob was running an Ikea store. He was married to a solid woman and had a
baby daughter. Bob toed the line. Bill Junior was more problematic. He was
Tifting weights, going to college and working as a bouncer. He had a son with
his Japanese girlfriend. Bill Junior was a brilliant kid and an inveterate
f1ickhead.

He loved his grandchildren to death. Life was a kick in the head.

He had a nice house in Orange County. He had his health and money socked
away. He had a good marriage and a separate dialogue with dead women. It was his
own take on the _Laura_ Syndrome.

Homicide detectives loved the movie _Laura_. A cop gets obsessed with a
murder victim and finds out she's still alive. She's beautiful and mysterious.
She falls in Tove with the cop.

Most homicide cops were romantics. They blasted through 1lives devastated
by murder and dispensed comfort and counsel. They nursed entire families. They
met the sisters and female friends of their victims and succumbed to sexual
tension hotwired to bereavement. They blew their marriages off behind
situational drama.

He wasn't that crazy or hooked on theatrics. The flip side of _Laura_
was _Double Indemnity_: A man meets a woman and flushes his 1ife down the
toilet. Both scenarios were equally fatuous.

Dead women fired up his imagination. He honored them with tender
thoughts. He didn't Tet them run his Tife.
briah He was set to retire soon. Things were running through his head fast and

right.

He had to drive out to the Bureau. A man was meeting him at 9:00. His
mother was murdered 30-some years back. The man wanted to see her file.

The January earthquake wrecked the Hall of Justice. Sheriff's Homicide
moved to the City of Commerce. It was an hour's shot north of Orange County.

He took the 405 to the 710. Freeway runs were half of any given homicide
job. Freeway runs exhausted him.

L.A. County was large, topographically diverse and traversable only by
freeway. Freeways streamlined body-disposal problems. Killers could zip to
remote canyons and dump their victims fast. Freeways and freeway embankments
were four-star drop zones. He rated freeways by their body-dump past and
body-dump potential. Every stretch of L.A. freeway marked a dump site or the
route to a crime scene. Every on- and off-ramp led him to some murder.

Bodies tended to stack up in the worst parts of the county. He knew
every mile of freeway to and from every skunk town with a Sheriff's Homicide
contract. The mileage accrued and weighed his weary ass down. He wanted to get
off the Drop zone Expressway forever.

Orange County to downtown L.A. was a hundred miles round-trip. He Tived
in Orange County because it wasn't L.A. County and one big map of past and
present murder. Most of Orange County was white and monolithically square. He
fit in superficially. Cops were hellions masquerading as squares. He 1liked the
Orange County vibe. People got outraged over shit he saw every day. Orange
County made him feel s1ight?y disingenuous. Cops flocked to places 1ike Orange
County to live the illusion of better times past and pretend they were somebody
else. A lot of them carried reactionary baggage. He dumped his a long time ago.

He Tived where he did to keep his two worlds separate. The freeway was
justha symbol and a symptom. He'd always be running back and forth--one way or
another.

Sheriff's Homicide was working out of a courtyard industrial complex.
They were squeezed in between toolmaking and computer-chip firms. The setup was
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temporary. They were supposed to move to permanent digs soon.

The Hall of Justice oozed style. This place didn't look remotely
coplike. The exterior was plain white stucco. The interior was plain white
drywall. The main room featured a hundred desks pushed together. The place
looked Tike a phone sales front.

The Unsolved Unit was walled off separately. A storeroom Tined with
shelves adjoined it. The shelves were stuffed with unsolved homicide files.

Each file was marked with the Tetter zZ and a six-digit number. Stoner
found z-483-362 and carried it back to his desk.

He spent seven years at Unsolved. The unit had a simple mandate: Check
z-files for workable Teads and assess new information coming in on unsolved
murders. The job was public relations and anthropological study.

Unsolved cops rarely solved murders. They fielded phone tips, perused
files and got hooked on old killings. They ran checks on old suspects and talked
to old detectives. Unsolved entailed a lot of desk work. Older men rotated in
before they retired.

Stoner was ordered in young. Captain Grimm had a special job for him.
%qum thought the _Cotton Club_ murder was workable. He told Stoner to work it

ulT-time.

The job took four years. It was a high-profile, careerdefining glory
case.

It kicked his ass. It put a lot of freeway miles on him.

Stoner Tooked through the z-file he pulled. The autopsy photo was
gruesome. The Arroyo High shots were almost as ugly. He'd prepare the man first.

Cops cruised by his desk and ragged him about his retirement. His
partner, Bill McComas, just had a quadruple bypass. The guys wanted a progress
report.

) Mac was tenuously okay. He was set to retire next month-Tess than
intact.

Stoner kicked his chair back and daydreamed. He was still seeing things
fast and bright.

He was a California boy. His people split Fresno and bopped to L.A.
County during the war. His parents fought 1ike cougars. It pissed him off and
scared his sisters.

He grew up in South Gate. It was flat, hot and postwar stucco.
Transplanted Okies reigned. They 1liked hot rods and barn music. They worked
industrial jobs and snagged boomeconomy paychecks. The old South Gate spawned
blue-collar squares. The new South Gate spawned dope fiends.

He grew up hooked on girls and sports and nursed a vague sense of
adventure. His father was a foreman at the Proto-Tool plant. It was lots of work
for marginal pay and zero adventure. He tried Proto-Tool himself. It was boring
and hard on the body. He tried junior college and pondered a teaching career.
The notion didn't really send him.

His sisters married cops. He had one brother-in-law on the South Gate PD
and one on the Highway Patrol. They told him enticing stories. The yarns
dovetailed with some other notions he'd been kick1n? around.

He wanted adventure. He wanted to help people. He took the entrance test
gqr ﬁge Los Angeles County Sheriff's Department the day after his twenty-first

irthday.

He passed it. He passed the physical and the background check. He was
assigned to the Sheriff's Academy class of December '61.

The Department was shorthanded. He was pre-assigned to the Hall of
Justice Jail. He met some celebrated killers straight off.

He met John Deptula. Crazy John burglarized a bowling alley and woke up
a live-in handyman named Roger Alan Mosser. Deptula beat Mosser to death and
carted his body out to the Angeles National Forest. He decapitated Mosser and
stuck his head down a campground porta-toilet. ward Hallinen cleared the case
for Sheriff's Homicide.

He met Sam LoCigno. LoCigno popped Jack "The Enforcer" whalen. It was a
contract hit. It occurred at Rondelli's Restaurant in December '59. The hit was
botched six ways from Sunday.

His tier featured drag queens and badass armed robbers. He listened to
them and learned things. He entered the Academy and devoured a four-month course
in criminal justice. He met a good-looking blonde named Ann Schumacher. She was
working at the Autonetics plant in Downey. They made plans to go out on his
graduation night.

Side 81



Ellroy, James - My Dark Places

He graduated the Academy in April '62. He took Ann to the Crescendo on
the swinging Sunset Strip. Ann looked good. He Tooked good. He was packing a .38
snub-nose. He was twentyone years old and unassailably cool.

He wanted to work a prowl-car beat. The Sheriff's were running patrol
units out of fourteen stations. He wanted fulltime action.

He got jail duty.

They assigned him to the wayside Honor Rancho. It was sixty-five miles
from his pad. The job initiated his long and ugly relationship with freeways.

wayside knocked some youth out of him. wayside was a good course 1in
pre-breakdown American justice.

wayside housed inmates sentenced to county time and Hall of Justice Jail
overflow headed to the joint. whites, Negroes and Mexicans hated each other but
refrained from racial warfare. wayside was an efficient cog in a
still-operational system. The system worked because criminal numbers were far
short of stratospheric and most criminals did not employ violence. Heroin was
the big bad drug of the era. Heroin was a wellcontained dope epidemic. Heroin
made you pull B&Es and pimp your girlfriend to support your habit. Heroin made
you nod out. Heroin did not make you freak out and chop up your girlfriend--Tike
crack would 20 years Tater. The system worked because felons and misdemeanants
plead guilty most of the time and did not file nuisance appeals routinely. The
system worked because pre-breakdown jail time was doable. Criminals were
pre-psychologized. They accepted authority. They knew they were_lowlife scum
because they saw it on Tv and read it in the papers. They were Tlocked into a
rigged game. Authority usually won. They took pleasure in picayune triumphs and
reveled in the game's machinations. The game was insiderism. Insiderism and
fatalism were hip. If you stayed shy of the gas chamber, the worst you'd get was
penitentiary time. Pre-breakdown joint time was doable. You could drink pruno
and fuck sissies in the ass. The system worked because America was yet to buck
race riots and assassinations and environmental bullshit and gender confusion
and drug proliferation and gun mania and religious psychoses linked to a media
implosion and an emerging cult of victimhood--a 25-year transit of divisive bad
juju that resulted in a stultifying mass skepticism.

He became a cop at just the right time. He could cleave to simple
notions with a clear conscience. He could kick ass with legal impunity. He could
postpone aspects of his cop education and come of age as a homicide detective.

He bought the whole iTlusion back in 1962. He knew the system worked.
Jail duty was doable. He got a twisted kick out of the inmates. They played
their roles according to the script of the time. The jailers did, too.

He married Ann in December '62. He transferred to Norwalk Station a year
1:51ter(.j He spent his first anniversary out in a patrol car. Ann was hurt and
pisse

They started fighting. Ann wanted all of his time. He wanted all of her
time precisely synced to his schedule. The L.A. County Sheriff's demanded most
of his time. Something had to give.

They fought. His marriage turned into his parents' marriage with the
volume up and lots of "Fuck you"s. Ann had this abandonment complex. Her mother
left her and shacked up with an armed robber. The guy took Mom with him on a
cross-country heist spree. Ann had this overtly screwed-up childhood.

They fought. They reconciled. They fought. He resisted scads of
cop-chaser women out to throw him some trim. The LASD hovered as his potential
divorce co-respondent.

He Toved patrol work. He loved the flow of unexpected events and the
daily mix of new people in trouble. Norwalk was a "gentlemen's station." The
population was white and the pace was slow. The county ding farm was on his
beat. The dings wandered off and pulled amusing stunts stark naked. The Nor-
walk deputies ran a ding taxi service. They were always running some ding back
to the farm.

He enjoyed his Norwalk tour of duty. The system worked and crime was
containable. Some of the older guys saw hard times coming. The Miranda decision
was flicking things up The balance of power had shifted from cops to criminal
suspects. You cou? t log confessions with sweat-box tricks and phone-book
shots to the kidneys.

He didn't hold with those tactics. He didn't pack blackleather sap
gloves with 16-ounce palm weights. He wasn't a violent guy. He tried to reason
with unruly types and only fought when he had to.

He flipped his patrol car in mid-pursuit and almost died on the spot. He
tangled with a teenage glue sniffer and took some heavyweight Tumps. He
responded to an accident call and swooped down a two-vehicle pile-up. A man was

Side 82



Ellroy, James - My Dark Places
dead in his truck. His head smashed into the radio dials and kicked the volume
way up. You could hear the song "Charade" for blocks around.

Norwalk gave him some wild moments. They were bush league compared to
watts in August '65.

Ann was eight months pregnant. They were driving north on the Long Beach
Freeway. Their view was high and expansive. They saw a dozen fires blazing.

He pulled off the freeway and called Norwalk Station. The watch
commander told him to suit up and report to Harvey Aluminum. Harvey was deep in
a labor-management conflict. The LASD had a command post set up there already.

He dropped Ann off and blasted over to Harvey. The parking lot was
jammed with black & whites and deputies in full riot gear. The command post was
dispatching four-man units. He grabbed a 1 2-gauge shotgun and three temporary
partners.

The deal was 12-hour shifts. The deal was go bust looters and firebugs.
Theddea1 was scour watts and Willowbrook--the flashpoint of all this nigger
voodoo.

He went into it in broad daylight. The heat was somewhere up in the 90sS.
The fires added some heat. His riot gear added some more. South L.A. was all
heat and frenzy.

Looters were gutting Tiquor stores. Looters were guzzling brand-name
stuff right there. Looters were pushing shopping carts down the street. The
carts were chock-full of booze and Tv sets.

Gunshots popped continuously. You couldn't tell who was shooting who.
The National Guard was out in force. They Tooked young and dumb and scared and
plain trigger-happy.

You couldn't patrol logically. Too much came at you too fast. You had to
snag looters at random. You had to work by whim and the stimulus of the moment.
You couldn't gauge the direction of gunshots. You couldn't trust the guardsmen
not to spray rounds and kill you with ricochets.

It was uncontainable disorder. It grew in direct proportion to their
attempts to control it. A deputy was pushing a crowd back. A Tooter grabbed his
shotgun. It discharged and blew his partner's brains out.

It went on and on. The action dispersed and reconstellated unexpectedly.
He worked three whole days of it. He shagged dozens of looters and lost weight
from heat exposure and adrenaline overload.

The action tapped out from some kind of mass exhaustion. Maybe the heat
wore the rioters down. They made their statement. They brightened up their
shitty Tives. They gorged themselves with cheap booty and convinced themselves
they'd gained more than they Tost.

The cops lost their collective cherry.

Some denied it. They attributed the riot to a specific series of
criminally spawned events. Their logic of cause-and-effect went no deeper.

A Tot of cops went into default mode. Unruly niggers were unruly
niggers. Their inbred criminal tendencies should now be suppressed even more
rigorously.

He knew better. The riot taught him that suppression was futile. You
don't burn down your own world for no good reason. You couldn't shut people down
or keep people out. The more you tried, the more chaos would supersede order.
The revelation thrilled him and scared him.

The twins were born a month after the riot. His marriage ran smooth for
a while. He studied for the sergeant's exam and worked Norwalk Patrol. He
pondered the lessons of watts.

He lived in two worlds. His family world was uncontrollable. The lessons
of watts failed him at home. He knew how to handle criminals. He couldn't handle
the volatile woman he Toved.

The novelty of kids wore off. They started fighting again. They fought
in front of the boys and felt bad about it.

He made sergeant in December '68 and transferred to Firestone Station.
Firestone was high-density, high-crime, all black. The pace was frantic. He
learned to work at triple his Norwalk rate.

He worked as a patrol supervisor. He ran from Code 3 call to Code 3 call
every shift. Firestone was dope and armed robbery and brutal domestic calls.
Firestone was a riot zone back in '65. The folks there had their own post-riot
revelations_going. Firestone was sidewalk crap games and guns. Firestone was the
child who climbed into the dryer and got burned and spun to death. Firestone was
decelerated chaos. Firestone could blow fast.

He spent four years there. He finished his patrol tour and went on the
station detective squad. He did some community relations work. Anything that
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bridged the cop-civilian gap was good for business. The LAPD had flicked
cop-civilian relations to an all-time fare-thee-well. He didn't want the
Sheriff's to follow their lead.

He transferred to the auto-theft detail. He developed sound detective
skills and reveled in the specific nature of the work. Theft crimes were
cut-and-dried. They boiled down to violated ownership. They were isolated
problems that ended with the apprehension of specifically guilty parties. He
didn't have to pop harmless kids for marijuana. He didn't have to referee
dgmestic disputes and dispense marital advice Tike he knew what he was talking
about.

Detective work was his calling. He had the social skills and the
temperament for it. Patrol work was a breathless sprint with no fixed finish
Tine. Detective work was sedately paced by comparison. He plugged into suspects
one-on-one and co-opted their knowledge. He moved deeper into the cop-criminal
matrix.

He came to Firestone as a policeman. He left as a detective. He went to
Internal Affairs Division and hounded other cops.

Cops who stole money. Cops who leaned too hard on their nightsticks.
Cops who used dope. Cops who jacked off at porno movies. Cops who gave blow jobs
to inmates in county holding tanks. Cops who were ratted off for imagined
offenses out of pure spite.

IA was brutal. The moral turf was hazily defined. He did not enjoy
hass1ling fellow cops. He sought out the Titeral truth pertaining to their
situations and stressed mitigating factors. He felt empathy for some very
twisted men. He knew how the job undermined family contracts. A fair portion of
the cops he knew were functioning alcoholics. They were no better or worse than
cops accused of smoking dope.

He had a handle on his own shortcomings. He used them to illustrate the
big bottom 1line. _You_ don't steal or use dope or engage in perverted
activities. _You_ don't exploit your cop status for illegal gain. _You_ have to
impose those restrictions on the cops you investigate.

It was a morally valid line. It was an ego-driven simplification.

His marriage was dead stalled. He wanted out. Ann wanted out. They kept
waiting for the other one to get up some guts and end it. They bought a house
and sunk their hooks in each other deeper. He fought a persistent urge to chase
women.

He left IA in '73. He went to the Lakewood Station squad and worked auto
theft and auto burg for two years. He went to Metro in '75.

Metro worked county-wide. He ran a five-man surveillance team all over
the county map. L.A. County expanded for him. He saw crime booming in poverty
pockets where people had just enough coin for drugs and cheap pads. The
landscapes there were flat and polluted. The people Tived in operational
squalor. They moved between smoggy towns 1ike rats in a maze. Freeways spun them
around in circles. Drugs were a closed circuit of brief ecstasy and despair.
Burglary and robbery were drug-adjunct crimes. Murder was a common by-product of
drug use and illegal drug trafficking. Drug enforcement was a futile closed
circuit. Drug use was an insane and entirely understandable reaction to 1life 1in
bumfuck L.A. County. He learned these things driving elevated freeways.

He worked Major Frauds in '78 and moved to VOIT in '79. VOIT stood for
violent offender Impact Team. It was a small unit mandated to apprehend serial
armed robbers. The job crossed over to Homicide.

Ann got a calling. She obeyed it on instinct. She entered nursing school
and excelled at the work. Her stab at independence resurrected their marriage.

He respected her profession. He respected her pursuit of a career at age
forty. He liked the way her calling meshed with his new calling.

He wanted to work Sheriff's Homicide. He wanted to investigate murders.
He wanted it with a passionate sense of cornmitment.

He called in some favors and got it. It brought him to the body off the
roadside and the body in the Marina. It brought him to the girl stunned mute by
rape and blunt-force trauma.

His ghosts.

13

He Tearned some things about murder early on. He learned that men killed
with less provocation than women. Men killed because they were drunk, stoned and
pissed off. Men killed for money. Men killed because other men made them feel
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Tike sissies.

Men killed to impress other men. Men killed so they could talk about it.
Men killed because they were weak and lazy. Murder sated their lust of the
moment and narrowed down their options to a comprehensible few.

Men killed women for capitulation. The bitch wouldn't give them head or
give them her money. The bitch overcooked the steak. The bitch threw a fit when
they traded her food stamps for dope. The bitch didn't Tike them pawing her
12-year-old daughter.

Men did not kill women because they were systematically abused by the
female gender. women killed men because men flicked them over just that
rigorously and persistently

He considered the rule binding. He didn't want the rule to be true. He
didn't want to see women as a whole race of victims.

The issue of free will perplexed him. Many female murder victims put
themselves in harm's way and passively co-signed their death warrants. He didn't
want to concede the point. He had a gender-wide crush on women. It was big and
random and essentially idealistic. It kept him faithful when his marriage
strayed bad.

His first victim was female.

Billy Farrington broke him in at Sheriff's Homicide. Billy was a black
fashion plate. Billy wore custom suits to crime scenes replete with stiffs
purgin? stomach gas and feces. Billy taught him to read crime scenes very slowly
and deliberately.

Billy was and near the end of his law-enforcement career. Billy had a
big block of vacation time accrued. Billy let him work the Daisie Mae case solo.

It was a body dump up in Newhall. A man spotted a burning bundle and
extinguished the flames. He called the Newhall Sheriff's Station. The watch
commander called Sheriff's Homicide.

Stoner rolled out. He sealed off the crime scene and examined the body.

The victim was fully clothed. She was white and elderly. Her face was
contorted. She Tooked almost mongoloid.

She was wrapped in a U.S. flag and some baby blankets. The bundle was
cinched with electrical cord. The blankets were soaked in gasoline or a similar
noxious accelerant. She Tooked Tike she took some bludgeon shots to the head.

Stoner walked the area. He saw no footprints, no tire tracks and no
discarded bludgeon tools. The area was hilly and brushcovered. The killer
probably carried the body up from a nearby access road.

A coroner's team arrived. They went through the victim's scorched
clothing.

They found no identification. Stoner found a gold chain necklace. It
looked Tike a peace sign or some kind of weird-ass symbol.

Stoner bagged it. The coroner's team removed the body.

Stoner drove to the Hall of Justice and checked recent missing persons
reports. Nothing matched his Jane Doe. He put out a teletype. It stressed the
victim's necklace and said she might be mentally retarded. He called the
Information Bureau and told them to put out the word on Jane.

] Channel 7 News ran a TV spot that night. Stoner got a call a few minutes
ater.

A man said he made the necklace. The pendant was an AA symbol. He sold
the necklaces at AA meetings in Long Beach.

Stoner drew a picture of the necklace and wrote up the facts on his case
beneath it. He added his name and number at Sheriff's Homicide. He mimeographed
a hundred copies and distributed them at every AA meeting in the Long Beach
area.

A man named Neil Silberschlog saw the flyers and called him. He said the
victim sounded like an old AA girl. She was known as Daisie Mae. She was running
with a young guy named Ronald Bacon. Silberschlog lived near Bacon. Bacon was
driving Daisie Mae's '64 Impala. Daisie Mae was nowhere around. Silberschlog
thought the deal was hinky.

Stoner drove to Long Beach and met the informant. Silberschlog ID'd a
mgggge pEoto of the victim. He said she wasn't retarded. She was just a crusty
o} runk.

Daisie Mae lived nearby. Silberschlog walked Stoner down to her pad.

It was a dive. An old drunk named One-Eyed Betty was crashed out in the
front room. Betty said she saw Daisie Mae's car in front of Ronnie Bacon's
place. Ronnie had Daisie Mae's watch. He changed the strap and gave itto his
16-year-old girlfriend. Ronnie just got popped for burglarizing a drugstore. He
was in the Main L.A. CountyJail.
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Stoner drove to the jail and interviewed Ronald Bacon. He was 25 years
old and stone white trash. He said he went to AA for friendship. He knew Daisie
Mae--but he sure didn't kill her.

Stoner drove back to Long Beach. He searched Bacon's pad and found an
empty gas can. A neighbor said Bacon sold him a blood-soaked couch

Stoner talked to One-Eyed Betty again. She recounted Daisie Mae's Tast
day on earth.

Daisie Mae just got her welfare check. She wanted to buy a TV set.
One-Eyed Betty and Ronald Bacon wanted to help her spend her money. They drove
her around looking for cheap TVs.

They were in Daisie Mae's car. Bacon made Daisie Mae cash her welfare
check. oOne-Eyed Betty went home. Bacon and Daisie Mae drove off alone.

Stoner requested a warrant on Ronald Bacon. A deputy DA heard him out
and filed homicide charges. Bacon was held to answer for one count of murder
one.

A woman called Stoner at the Bureau. She told him her daughter used to
date Ronald Bacon. Bacon wrote her daughter a very suspicious Tletter.

The tone was sniveling. Bacon said he just stole some money and was
"here in the car with her." He beat an old woman to death. He started grubbing
for sympathy before he torched her body.

A handwriting expert examined the Tetter and confirmed that Ronald Bacon
wrote it. Bacon was tried, convicted and sentenced to Tife in prison with a
no-parole stipulation. Stoner solved his first murder. He learned that men
kiTlled women and ran to other women in self-pity.

A Norwalk man shot his wife. He aimed above her head and caught her
right between the eyes. The man was just letting off steam. He stashed his
marijuana plants before he reported the incident. Stoner popped him for murder
two. He Tlearned that men killed women out of boredom.

A black woman shot and killed her husband. She buzzed Lennox Station and
placed an anonymous prowler call after the fact. The dispatcher sent a car by
her building. The deputies didn't see any prowler. The woman called Lennox
Station back. She told the dispatcher she shot her husband by mistake. He came
in the window unexpectedly. She thought he was a prowler. She didn't know that
all incoming station calls were taperecorded.

The dispatcher called Sheriff's Homicide and explained the situation.
Stoner rolled to the crime scene and confronted the woman. She admitted that she
shot her husband before she made the first call. She said he'd been beating her
up. She showed off her bruises to prove it. Stoner arrested her and ran her
husband's name by the Lennox detective squad. The guys were glad she offed the
fucker. They were getting ready to pop him for a string of robberies.

Stoner talked to the woman's neighbors. They said the heist man beat his
wife up regularly. He Tazed around the crib while she worked. He spent her money
on Tiquor and dope.

The woman remained in custody. Stoner went to the DA and talked
mitigation. The DA agreed to plea-bargain her beef down.

The woman got probation. She called Stoner and thanked him for his
kindness. He Tearned that women killed men when that Tast blow to the head
tipped them just a bit off-center.

Homicide was a Tearn-as-you-go proposition. The Dora Boldt job was a big
education.

He caught it with Billy Farrington. Billy split on another vacation and
Tet him run crazy with it. The job was a two-week tornado.

Dora and Henry Boldt Tived in Lennox Division. They were white holdouts
in a black neighborhood. They were frail and almost 8o years old.

Their son found them.

Dora was dead in the Tiving-room hallway. A pillowcase was wrapped
around her head. It was soaked with blood and brain fluids.

Henry was alive in the bedroom. Somebody beat him and kicked him
unconscious.

The house had been ransacked. The phone 1lines were cut. The son ran next
door and called 911.

Patrol units arrived. An ambulance arrived. Henry Boldt regained
consciousness. A deputy asked him to hold up one finger if the killer or killers
were white and two fingers if they were black. Henry held up two fingers. The
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ambulance took him away.

Stoner and Farrington arrived. A lab crew showed up. Everybody thought
the same thing.

It was two guys. They beat the old lady to death. They did it with their
fists, their feet and flashlights.

The Tab guys dusted for prints. They found glove marks all over the
house. Stoner found a half-eaten piece of cheese on the kitchen floor. A photo
man stepped on it and destroyed the teethmarks.

Stoner talked to Dora Boldt's family. They inventoried the house and
helped him compile a Tist of stolen items. They gave him serial numbers for a
missing crockpot and TV set.

Billy Farrington went on vacation. Stoner went to the Lennox detective
squad, the Inglewood PD squad and the LAPD's West L.A. Bureau. He talked to a
dozen burglary cops. He talked to some guys at LAPD Homicide. He told them about
his case. They described 40 similar B&Es with three murders attached.

The victims were old white women. They were beaten to death. The
perpetrators always cut the phone lines and ate food out of the icebox. They
bludgeoned their victims. They ransacked their houses and stole their cars 30%
of the time. A1l the victims were elderly whites. A1l the cars were abandoned
within a small radius out in west L.A. All the beatings were savage. One woman
lost an eye. The perpetrators were going out every third or fourth night.

Stoner categorized the crimes and wrote up a detailed report. He put out
an urgent county-wide bulletin. He went back to the Lennox, Inglewood and west
L.A. squads and Taid out his information. Everybody thought the same thing: They
had to go proactive immediately.

The Beverly Hills PD called Stoner. They saw his bulletin. They had two
suspects for him.

Their names were Jeffrey Langford and Roy Benny Wimberly. They were male
blacks in their mid-2os. The BHPD got them for two burglaries. They were
sentenced to three years state time. They might be out of prison now.

Stoner called the State Parole Bureau and the State DMV. He learned that
wimberly and Langford were paroled a month before the burg]aries started.
Langford Tived in west L.A.-- near the spot where the stolen cars were
abandoned.

Stoner called in a Metro team and put them under surveillance. Wimberly
and Langford cruised in Langford's jeep three days running. They cruised by two
Eouses in West LA. and a house in Beverly Hills. 0ld white people lived in the

ouses.

Stoner called in the LAPD. A burglary cop named vVarner put surveillance
teams on the two West L.A. houses. Stoner called in the BHPD. They put a team on
the house in their jurisdiction and moved the old people out.

varner covered two houses. He moved the people out of House #1. The
people in House #2 refused to leave. Vvarner boarded up the 1iving room and
planted two cops with shotguns there. The people agreed to hide out under
24-hour guard.

wimberly and Langford started cruising House #2 exclusively.

Stoner knew they'd hit soon. He set up a helicopter and two street
surveillance teams and distributed walkie-talkies. Langford's house was covered.
House #2 was covered. The chopper was set to tail the suspects from a safe
distance. Stoner set up a command post at Lennox Station. He was directly linked
to House #2 and all mobile units.

The suspects Teft Langford's house at 1:00 a.m., 7/3/81.

They drove to the alley behind House #2. The chopper pinned down every
move they made.

They parked their jeep. They walked to House #2 and jumped the back
fgnge. They cut the outside phone wires. They started prying at the back bedroom
windows.

The windows were boarded shut. The old folks did it as an added
precaution. They forgot to tell the cops.

wimberly and Langford kept prying. The walkie-talkie Tines inside House
#2 wentzdead. Stoner contacted his mobile units. They were parked a block from
House #2.

wimberly and Langford kept prying. They kept making big fucking noise.
They were bold and stupid. The Big Picture eluded them.

A firecracker went off somewhere down the block. The mobile units
thought it was a shot. They hit their Tights and sirens and swooped down on
wimberly and Langford.

wimberly and Langford ran. The mobile units closed the alley off and
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apprehended them.

Stoner interviewed them at Lennox Station. They wouldn't cop out to the
burglaries or murders. Stoner told them Henry Boldt died. They didn't react.
Stoner told them he made them for five murders total. They played the whole
interrogation sullen.

Billy Farrington got back from vacation. He helped Stoner interview the
suspects. Langford called Billy a nigger. Stoner got between them and kept
things from escalating.

wimberly and Langford refused to cop out. Stoner searched their houses.
Cargo trucks hauled off stolen merchandise. Stoner executed a search warrant on
wimberly's parents' house. He recovered Tawn mowers, beauty supplies and a
gold-plated mirror. He found Dora Boldt's crockpot. There were no fingerprints
on it. The number on the bottom was not a serial number. The crockpot had no
evidentiary value.

The stolen merchandise was stored at Parker Center. victims identified
it. wimberly and Langford were indicted on 18 counts of first-degree burglary.
No verifiable items stolen from the Boldt house or the houses of the other
murdered women were recovered. Stoner couldn't file murder charges on wimberly
a2d hangford. He wanted to kill the flicking photo man who squashed that piece
of cheese.

wimberly and Langford were tried and convicted. Langford got 17 years.
wimberly got 20 to 25. Langford_got paroled early. The Feds popped him with two
kilos of cocaine. Langford got Tife with no-parole stipulated.

Stoner went for multiple homicides and settled for burglary one. The
wimberly-Langford job Teft him pent up and afraid for his parents. wimberly and
Langford grew up middle-class. They were not abused at home. Stoner learned that
men killed women for Tawn mowers and crockpots.

A man kidnapped a 60-year-old woman. He tried to force her to get cash
at some ATMs. The woman kept punching in the wrong code numbers. The man got
frustrated and shot her to death.

He dumped her in a church parking lot. He stole her credit cards and
bought a pair of size-jo Kinney boots. The Riverside County Sheriff's chased him
down on an old parole warrant. He heard the knock on the door. He hid out in bed
underneath his 3o0o-pound girlfriend.

The Riverside cops popped him two days Tater. He told them he had the
goods on an L.A. County murder. A biker told him he whacked an old broad and
dumped her behind a church. He could find the biker for them--if they let him
out.

The Riverside cops called Stoner and relayed the man's story. Stoner
asked them if the man was wearing size-io Kinney boots. The cops said he was.
Stoner said he'd be right over with a murder warrant.

The man confessed. Sheriff's Robbery made him for some holdups. His
girlfriend was his driver. The man refused to snitch her off. Men killed women
and got gooey over women in a heartbeat.

A Cambodian man moved to Hawaiian Gardens. He had two kids from a
previous marriage. His first wife died in the war. He had two kids with his new
wife. They were hardworking Cambodian-Americans.

The man Tearned his wife was cheating on him. He stabbed their two kids
to death and stabbed himself to death. Stoner Tearned that men killed women by
proxy.

An angel dust addict went prowling in his bathrobe. He broke into a
trailer and stabbed an old man in the eyes. Deputies followed blood spots back
to his pad. The kid was trying to flush his bathrobe down the toilet. He said he
didn't know why he went out prowling.

Stoner figured he was Tooking for a woman.

Karen Reilly was a body dump. A guy got a flat tire on the 126 freeway
and saw his hubcap fly off into a field. He ?ooked for it. He smelled something
dead and almost tripped over Karen.

She was badly decomposed and chewed up by animals. Critters got her
hyoid bone. There was no way to determine strangulation. There was no way to run
serology or toxicology tests. There was no way to attribute cause of death.

Stoner and Farrington worked the crime scene. The temperature was
pushing three digits. They found some jewelry on the body and tagged it.

Stoner checked missing-persons reports. He found a twoweek-old LAPD case
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and contacted the assigned detectives. They told him his decomp sounded 1ike
their gir]. They picked up the jewelry found on the body and showed it to Karen
Reilly's parents. Her parents ID'd it.

Two private detectives were working the case already. Karen's parents
hired them a few days after Karen disappeared. They met with Stoner and
Farrington and gave them a progress report.

Karen Reilly was 19. She 1liked 1liquor and unsavory young dudes. She
Tived with her parents in upscale Porter Ranch.

She signed up at a temp agency. She met a young male Latin named John
Soto. Soto worked at the agency. He 1lived with his common-law wife and kid and
his brother Augie and Augie's 16-year-old girlfriend. Karen was fucking John
Soto. Her parents disapproved.

Karen was home right before she vanished. She was drinking jellybeans
with a girlfriend. She got zorched. She ranted against John Soto and his "wife."
She said they were crummy parents. She said she wanted to rescue their kid.

Karen left the house alone. Her mom and dad never saw her again.

The Ssoto brothers furnished the rest of the story.

Karen walked to a main drag and started hitchhiking. Two guys picked her
up. The driver asked her for her phone number. Karen gave it to him. The guys
dropped her outside the Soto brothers' bu11d1n?.

The soto guys let her in. Karen verbally attacked John's common-law wife
and ran out of the apartment. The wife chased her. They traded insults on the
sidewalk at 2:00 in the morning. John Soto ran down. He made his wife go
upstairs. Augie Soto and his girlfriend walked outside and talked to Karen.
Karen said she was going to hitchhike home or hitch to Los Banos Lake.

Augie and his girlfriend walked upstairs. John gave them the keys to his
car and told them to go find Karen. It was 2:30 a.m.

Augie and his ?ir1friend cruised around. They didn't spot Karen. They
drove over to the local 7-Eleven. They bullshitted with a clerk there. They
stayed until dawn. They never saw Karen again.

Karen's parents called the Sotos repeatedly. John Soto told them the
same story he told the detectives. Karen's brother kicked the Sotos' door in and
slapped John and Augie around. They stuck to the story they told the detectives.
The Reilly family thought the Soto brothers killed Karen. The detectives
disagreed. They figured Karen went hitchhiking and met some fuckhead freak.

Stoner interviewed Karen Reilly's parents and brother. They condemned
the Soto boys. Stoner interviewed John and Augie and their women. They all stuck
to their story. Stoner interviewed the 7-Eleven clerk. He disputed Augie's
account of their late-night bullshit session.

Augie said they dropped in around 3:00 a.m. The clerk said they showed
up at 5:00. Sstoner went back to John and Augie and asked them to take polygraph
tests. The brothers agreed.

John passed his test. Augie's test came back inconclusive. John's wife
and Augie's girlfriend refused to be tested.

Karen Reilly's mother called Stoner. She said Karen's highschool
boyfriend tried to kidnap her daughter a few months ago. He grabbed Karen at the
house and forced her into his car. Karen's mother interceded. The boy drove
away.

Stoner interviewed the ex-boyfriend. He said he was still in Tove with
Karen. He didn't want her hanging out with low-rent beaners. He forced Karen
into his car to talk some sense to her. The kid agreed to take a polygraph test.
His mother intervened and refused to allow it.

Stoner went back to the 7-Eleven. He found out the clerk moved to Vegas
and got snuffed in a drug contretemps.

Other homicides occurred. They demanded fast attention. The Karen Reilly
gasehwas rife with unindictable suspects. There was no conclusive cause of

eath.

Say the Soto boys beat the polygraph. Say the old boyfriend killed her.
Say a man picked her up hitching. They share some bad dope and Karen 0ODs. The
man strips the body and dumps it. A pervert picks Karen up. He rapes her in his
car and offs her to cover a rape bust. A serial killer was out strangling female
hitchhikers. Say he ran into Karen.

Stoner worked his fresh cases. He worked the Reilly case in his dreams.

He saw Karen alive and Karen shriveled red-black from heat and
decomposition. He saw the ways she might have died. He always woke up trying to
pinpoint the moment she crossed that line.

The 7-Eleven guy saw her flicking John Soto in the backseat of his car.
The car was bouncing on its rocker beams right there in the parking lot. John's
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wife caught the show and created a big ruckus.

Karen invited Augie Soto out to Los Banos Lake. Augie showed up with
some buddies. Karen's aunt and uncle wouldn't Tet them in their cabin. Karen
camped out with her Mexican friends.

Karen was drinking too much. Karen loved to shock her friends and her
uptight parents. Karen was 1living out a predictably rebellious pattern.

She left her house drunk. She'd just announced her new career goal to a
drunken girlfriend. She wanted to be a hooker. She left her house to rouse some
unfit parents and rescue their neglected child.

She was confused and stupidly guileless. She was 19. She could have
pulled out of her tailspin as easily as she crossed that line.

Stoner couldn't let her go.

Stupid rebellious girls had Timited options. Life favored stupid
rebellious boys. Stupid rebellious girls repulsed and titillated. Their act was
aimed at this big world out to ignore them. Sometimes the wrong man caught their
act in a too-perfect incarnation.

Stoner Tlearned that men killed women because the world ignored and
condoned it.

He worked dozens of homicides. He maintained a salutary solve rate. He
spent time with his victims' families. He neglected his own family. His sons
grew up fast. He spent half their birthdays at crime scenes. The Los Angeles
County murder rate kept escalating. He hacked at his paperwork backlog and sat
in stalled freeway traffic. He picked up fresh murders and juggled old murders
and went on suicide and industrialaccident calls. He solved nineteen out of
twenty-one cases in one calendar year. He worked with good partners and did half
the work. He worked with bad partners and did all the work. Some cases jazzed
him. Some cases bored him. He worked a million mom-kills-pop and pop—ki%1s—mom
murders. He worked two million Mexican bar killings where all 40 eyewitnesses
were in the bathroom and claimed they didn't see nothing. Some cases got him
musing on some wild fucking topics. Some cases put him to sleep like a big meal
and a bad movie. He chased leads on the "Night Stalker" case. He solved the
"MiniManson" case and took down some fiends killing fag hustlers. Murders
accumulated. It sent him into Murder Commitment Exhaustion. He went on vacation
and suffered Murder Commitment withdrawal. He worked all his cases with the same
commitment and discriminated in his head and heart. Court dates accumulated.
They circumscribed a wide array of murders. Some were recent. Some were old. He
juggled a wide array of facts and rarely flicked up on the witness stand.

He spent eight years on the Drop zZone Expressway. He had no desire to
exit. His one dream was simple and altogether silly.

He wanted to 1imit his murders to a meaningful few.

He got his dream. He got it because Bob Grimm got this wild bug up his
ass. Grimm wanted to clear the _Cotton Club_ case. He moved Stoner into the
Unsolved uUnit early in '87.

Stoner protested the transfer. Unsolved was an old man's job. He was
only forty-six. He wanted to work fresh cases. Grimm told him to shut up and do
as he was told.

The _Cotton Club_ job was famous. The victim was a show-biz sleazebag
named Roy Radin. He was killed in '83. His death purportedly derived from dope
intrigue and Hollywood flimflam. It all connected to a shitty flick called _The
Cotton Club_

Grimm told Stoner he'd be working with Charlie Guenther. It was good
news. Guenther was the man who _really_ broke the Charles Manson case. He worked
the Gary Hinman job for Sheriff's Homicide and busted two freaks named Mary
Brunner and Bobby Beausoleil. They wrote "Pig" and "Political Piggy" on Hinman's
walls after they killed him. Similar slogans were scrawled at the Tate-LaBianca
crime scenes. Guenther went to the LAPD and laid out the Hinman murder. Brunner
and Beausoleil were in custody during the TateLaBianca time frame. Guenther told
the LAPD to check out their pals at the Spahn Movie Ranch. The LAPD ignored
Guenther's advice. They solved Tate-LaBianca by fluke luck several months Tater.

Guenther was on vacation now. Grimm told Stoner to get acclimated at
Unsolved and study the initial _Cotton Club_ file. Stoner browsed old files to
97E2;9e1Un501ved gestalt. Something Ted him to Phyllis (Bunny) Krauch--DOD

The case was semi-famous. A reporter ran it by him years back. The Bunny
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Krauch job caused havoc at Sheriff's Homicide.

Bunny west grew up rich in Pasadena. She married a man named Robert
Krauch in the Tate '50s and had four kids by him. Krauch was a reporter for the
_L.A. Herald_. His father was a big cheese with the paper.

Bunny Krauch was beautiful. sShe was kindhearted and pathologically
cheerful. Robert Krauch was possessive and illtempered. Everybody 1liked Bunny.
Nobody Tiked Robert.

The Krauches moved to Playa del Rey in the early '6os. They bought a
beautiful beachfront home. Robert developed a bad reputation. People considered
hjg eccentric. He rode his bicycle around Playa del Rey andput out hostile
vibes.

Marina del Rey was the new hip enclave. It was just a mile north of
Playa. It featured boat sTips and yachts and lots of groovy bars and
restaurants.

Charlie Brown's opened up in '68. It was a freewheeling bar and
steakhouse with a swinging clientele. The waitresses were all stone foxes. They
wore lowcut tops and short dresses. The manager dug the L.A. Lakers. He sucked
up to the players and got his girls dates with them. Charlie Brown's became a
big sports hangout.

Bunny Krauch got a waitress job there. She worked the late shift and
$u1t1around midnight. She started 1living a separate life a mile away from her

amily.

Charlie Brown's swung hard. The waitresses were always dodging passes.
Bunny Krauch got pawed and groped every night.

This Don guy was the King of the Gropers. He worked as a bug
exterminator. He was unattractive and well into his '50s. The waitresses loathed
him. He became Bunny Krauch's Tover. Nobody could figure them out.

Don was 20 years older than Bunny. Don was disgusting. Don was a
flagrant ass-pincher and a drunk.

The affair went on for three years. Don and Bunny met at a motel on
Admiralty way. They met at charlie Brown's and other restaurants in the Marina.
They were not discreet. Bunny's friends knew the score. Robert Krauch did not.

Robert got a vasectomy. Bunny said she wanted to stay on the pill. The
pill regulated her period.

Robert did not get the picture.

Bunny died in her car. It was parked in a cul-de-sac near Charlie
Brown's. Somebody strangled her. They tied two Charlie Brown's napkins around
her neck and pulled. Somebody raped her and sodomized her. Her dress was pushed
up and her blouse was ripped open. She Teft Charlie Brown's at midnight and died
soon after. She died in her Charlie Brown's outfit.

A private patrol guard found her. Sheriff's Homicide took over.

Don had an alibi. Robert Krauch said he was asleep at home when the
murder occurred. A witness saw a man on a bike near the crime scene. Robert
Krauch said it wasn't him. Robert Krauch said he didn't know his wife was
cheating on him.

The patrol guard was a red-hot suspect. A woman said the man and his
cousin raped and sodomized her two years ago. It was her word against theirs.
The cops believed them. The matter went no further.

Detectives leaned on the guard. He denied the earlier sex beef and
denied killing Bunny Krauch. He took a polygraph test and passed it.

A half-dozen detectives were assigned to the case. Dozens more
volunteered. The case became the rage of Sheriff's Homicide. It featured a
beautiful victim and a rocking milieu. It was _Laura_ updated to a promiscuous
era. Bunny Krauch bewitched all the guys. They wanted to find her killer and
fuck him over good. They wanted to meet all the charlie Brown's girls. They
wanted to shake up the Marina.

They hit the area hard. They turned Charlie Brown's upside down and
hassled every creep who ever pawed Bunny Krauch. They interviewed the L.A.
Lakers and Bunny's waitress pals. They leaned on tit pinchers and registered sex
offenders. They chased Bunny's ghost.

Some drank too much. Some fell in love. Some got righteously Taid. A few
took the big plunge behind sex and murder and flushed their family lives down
the shitter for women they just met.

Bunny Krauch put a hex on Sheriff's Homicide. Stoner loved her for it.
He was sorry some other women got hurt. He knew how to keep things straight. He
knew how to keep his thing with women sealed up inside him.

He fell hard for Bunny. He wished the guys who took the big plunge knew
how to Tove 1like he did.
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He clicked with charlie Guenther. They both Tiked to work full-tilt.

They read the _Cotton Club_ file individually and together. They talked
to the surviving investigator and got their facts straight.

It started as an LAPD missing-persons case. Roy Radin's assistant
reported Radin missing. Radin was staying at a hotelapartment complex in West
Hollywood. He walked out the door on 5/13/83. He got into a 1limo with a female
coke dealer named Laney Jacobs. Radin and Jacobs were pissed off at each other.
Jacobs thought Radin got one of her minions to steal some dope and money from
her. Radin and Jacobs were hooked up with a has-been producer named Robert
Evans. They were haggling over the _Cotton Club_ film project. It was
acrimonious bullshit.

Radin and Jacobs were meeting to hash out their disputes. They were
supposed to dine at La Scala in Beverly Hills. Radin feared foul play. He told
his pal Demond wilson to tail Laney's limo. wWilson was a has-been actor. He used
to star in the _Sanford and Son_ TV show.

Radin split with Laney. wilson blew his tail. Radin dropped off the face
of the earth.

The LAPD couldn't find Laney Jacobs. Bob Evans didn't know where Roy
Radin was. The LAPD had Radin pegged as a fly-by-night cokehead. They figured
he'd turn up sooner or Tater. They dropped their investigation.

Radin turned up dead five weeks Tater. A beekeeper found his body 1in
Caswell Canyon up near Gorman. It was badly decomped. Twenty-two-caliber shell
fragments were scattered all around it. Somebody stuck dynamite in Radin's mouth
postmortem. The explosion failed to obliterate his teeth. Forensic techs ID'd
the body from dental charts.

Gorman was in L.A. County. Carlos Avila and willy Ahn caught the case
for Sheriff's Homicide.

They studied the LAPD missing-persons file. They tagged LaneyJacobs as a
major coke dealer. They learned that she was tight with a strongarm man named
Bill Mentzer. They located Jacobs in Aspen, Colorado. They decided not to jerk
her chain just yet. They couldn't locate Mentzer.

Months passed. Willy Ahn got sick. He learned he had a potentially fatal
brain tumor. He worked the Radin case anyway. Carlos Avila checked the LAPD
computer and learned that Bill Mentzer was suspected of a recent contract hit.

The victim was named June Mincher. She was an ugly, 200-pound bTack
woman. Most people thought she was a drag queen or a man. She was a prostitute,
phone-sex entrepreneur and shakedown artist.

She was hassling a wealthy family. The grandson was one of her tricks.
The family hired a private eye named Mike Pascal to teach her a Tesson. Pascal
farmed the job out to Bill Mentzer. Mentzer pistol-whipped June Mincher and a
trick she was fucking at her pad. Mincher kept bugging the family. She was shot
to d$ath on 5/3/84. Mentzer was their number-one suspect. They had jackshit for
proof.

Avila couldn't find Mentzer. Months went by. Avila worked fresh murders
and came back to the Radin case when his workload thinned out. willy Ahn was now
gravely il1.

An LAPD narc named Freddy McKnight shot his mouth off to a guy in the
DA's Office. McKnight said he had the inside scoop on the Roy Radin job. He was
going to bust a big Sheriff's case himself.

The DA's man called Bob Grimm. Grimm called his top contact at LAPD and
ﬁq]d him to squeeze McKnight. The squeeze worked. McKnight told Grimm and Avila

is story.

McKnight had a snitch named Mark Fogel. He popped Fogel with a big Toad
of Laney Jacobs' coke. Fogel ran a limo service. Bill Mentzer and a guy named
Bob Lowe drove for him part-time. Fogel said that Mentzer and Lowe were in on
the Radin snuff. Fogel just clued Mcknight to a big coke deal. Mentzer and Lowe
were bringing two kilos in to the L.A. airport. It was Laney Jacobs' dope.
McKnight was set to bust Mentzer and Lowe right there at LAX.

Avila joined the arrest team. The bust went down smoothly. They took two
kilos off Mentzer and Lowe. Mentzer and Lowe refused to discuss the Radin snuff.
They bailed out of custody fast.

Mentzer and Lowe shared an apartment in the valley. Avila got a warrant
and searched it. He found a snapshot of Mentzer and two unknown men in the
desert. It looked 1like the spot where Roy Radin's body was found. Avila found
some car registration papers. Laney Jacobs gave Bob Lowe a Cadillac the very day
Roy Radin disappeared.
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Avila revisited the Radin crime scene. The photo was shot right there.
Avila ran the photo by his witnesses. Nobody knew the two men with Mentzer.

willy Ahn died. Mentzer and Lowe beat the dope rap on a
search-and-seizure glitch. Avila braced the DA. The DA read his Radin case
summary and declined to file. He said the case was weak.

Avila caught some fresh murders. He ran the Radin case by the DA's
office every so often. Nobody wanted to file. Two years and some months passed.

Stoner knew they could break it. They had to make the right people talk.

It was all there.

Radin vanished in a 1imo. Mentzer and Lowe drove 1limos part-time.
ﬂentzer worked for Laney Jacobs. Laney hated Roy Radin. Mentzer was an amateur

it man.

Stoner wanted to move. Guenther wanted him to study another case first.
The Tracy Lea Stewart job was Guenther's béte noir. He knew the killers. He
wanted to pop the main guy before he retired. He wanted to get Stoner hooked on
Tracy.

Stoner read the file. He got hooked instantly.

Tracy Stewart was 18. She lived with her parents and kid brother 1in
Carson. She was quiet and shy and easily frightened.

She disappeared 8/9/81. She met a boy named Bob at Redondo Beach that
da¥i Eob was about 21. He was nicelooking. He asked Tracy out. Tracy told him to
ca er.

Bob called at 6:00 p.m. He suggested a drive and a few games of pool at
a nice bowling alley. Tracy said sure. Bob said he'd be right over. Tracy told
her mother she was going out on a date. Her mother told her to call home at
Teast once.

Bob picked Tracy up. Tracy called her mother one hour Tater. She called
from a bowling alley in Palos Vverdes. She said she'd be home by midnight or 1:00
a.m.

She didn't come home. Her parents waited up. They called the Carson
Sheriff's station in the morning.

A deputy went by the bowling alley. He talked to some people on duty
last night. They recalled Tracy and Bob. They didn't know who Bob was.

The case was bounced to Sheriff's Missing Persons. Sergeant Cissy
Kienest talked to Tracy's friends and dozens of beach habitués. Nobody knew Bob.
Nobody saw Tracy or Bob the night of 8/9/81.

Tracy's parents distributed flyers and ran newspaper ads. Tracy remained
missing. The case lay dormant for four years.

A man named Robbie Beckett assaulted his girlfriend in 1985. He was
arrested in Aspen, Colorado. He was sentenced to two years in the Colorado State
Penitentiary. Sergeant Gary White handled the case for the Aspen PD.

white and Beckett had a cordial relationship. Robbie told white he
wanted to buy some time off his sentence. He knew about a murder in L.A. The
date was August '8 1. The victim was a girl he picked up. Her first name or
middle name was Lee. He forgot her Tast name.

white said he couldn't promise any deals. Robbie laid out his story
anyway.

His father was named Bob Beckett Sr. He used to live with him in
Torrance--down by Redondo Beach and Palos Verdes. His father was an artist. He
ran a rinky-dink art school and made extra cash as a strongarm enforcer. He
collected money for some mob-connected guys in San Pedro. His father was 6'4",
270. His father knew karate. His father was in the Society for Creative
Anachronisms--this group where people acted out this weird medieval shit. His
father hung out with a faggy guy named Paul Serio. Paul Serio was a big shot in
that weird society. His father was 45 years old now. His father was a baaad
son-of-a-bitch.

His father had a girlfriend named Sharon Hatch. sShe broke off their
relationship in May '81. Bob Beckett Sr. went crazy. He stalked Sharon and
threatened her. He told Robbie to round up some bikers to gang-rape her.

Robbie Toved and feared his dad. Robbie hated to see him hurt and angry.
He rounded up some guys to rape Sharon. He called it off at the last moment.
Robbie Tiked Sharon. He didn't want to hurt her. He figured his dad would
outgrow this whole vengeance thing.

Bob Beckett Sr. stayed hurt and angry. He dropped his Sharon fixation
and developed a new one. He told Robbie to find him a young girl. He could rough
up the girl and get back at Sharon that way.
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Robbie stalled him. He figured his father would outgrow the young-girl
fixation. Bob Beckett Sr. persisted. Robbie gave in.

He met that girl Lee at the beach. He got her number. He called her and
asked her out. He took her to a bowling alley and shot some pool with her. They
ﬂeCkﬁd and drank some beer. He told her he had to stop someplace before he took

er home.

The girl said okay. Robbie took her to his father's apartment. The
Tights were off. Bob Beckett Sr. was waiting in the bedroom. Robbie left the
girl in the Tiving room and walked in. His father said, "Did you bring me
something?" Robbie delivered the girl.

Bob Beckett Sr. pawed her and raped her. Robbie got blind drunk in the
Tiving room. Bob Beckett Sr. spent two or three hours alone with the girl.

He told her he'd drive her home. He told her to take a shower first. He
locked her in the bathroom. He told Robbie they had to kill her.

Robbie didn't want to kill her. Bob Beckett Sr. grabbed a homemade sap
and insisted. Robbie gave in.

Bob Beckett Sr. unlocked the bathroom and told the girl to get dressed.
Shezdgg it. Robbie and Bob Beckett Sr. walked her down to their van. It was 2:00
or 2: a.m.

Robbie swung the sap. It caught on a tree branch. The blow stunned the
girl and ripped her face. Robbie couldn't dredge up the guts to hit her again.

Bob Beckett Sr. hit her and threw her in the back of the van. He got in
and pinned her down with his knees. He strangled her bare-handed and wrapped a
plastic garbage bag over her head.

They drove the body south on the 405 freeway. They took some weird roads
out to the boonies. They dumped the girl in some bushes near a fence.

They drove home and sweated out exposure. The papers ran some
missing-girl stories. Bob Beckett Sr. told Robbie to gut the van. Robbie
replaced the paneling and bought a new set of tires. No cops came around. Robbie
figured coyotes ate the body.

Robbie Tived scared for a while. He moved out of his father's apartment
and moved in with his mother. Bob Beckett Sr. gave the van to Robbie's brother
David. Time dragged by. Bob Beckett Sr. married a woman named Cathy. Cathy had
two daughters. Bob Beckett Sr. started molesting her 1 2-year-old.

Robbie told a few friends what happened. They thought he was
bullshitting. Robbie was a boozer and a brawler and a sometime fruit hustler.
His friends didn't feature him as a murdervictim procurer.

Bob Beckett Sr. moved to Aspen. ?ot a job with his old karate buddy
Paul Hamway. Robbie moved to Aspen and sett ed in near his father.

Gary white bought most of the story. Robbie threw in a little teaser. He
said his father did a contract hit in Florida. He knew the details--but refused
to divulge them.

Gary white called sSheriff's Homicide. He ran Robbie's story by cCharlie
Guenther.

Guenther consulted the Missing Persons Unit. Cissy Kienest said "Lee"
might be Tracy Lea Stewart. Guenther sent a Tracy Stewart photo to Aspen. Gary
white placed it in with a dozen shots of other young women. He showed them to
Robbie Beckett. Robbie pointed to Tracy.

white called charlie Guenther and told him he hit paydirt. Guenther and
Cissy Kienest flew to Aspen.

Bob Beckett Sr. visited Robbie in prison. Robbie told him he snitched
him off for the dead girl. Bob Beckett Sr. convinced him to retract his story.
He laid on threats and recriminations and stressed plain old father-son loyalty.
Robbie kowtowed to his dad Tike he always did.

Charlie Guenther and Cissy Kienest tried to interview Robbie. Robbie
pissed backwards. He said the story he told white was bulishit. He wouldn't
issue a formal statement confirming it. He wouldn't testify against his father.

Robbie wouldn't budge. They couldn't arrest him or Bob Beckett Sr.
w};hout a sworn statement and some kind of formal arrangement with the L.A. DA's
office.

white laid a side trip on Guenther. Daddy Beckett's stepdaughter just
accused him of fondling her. She told a social services counselor. It wasn't a
criminal matter yet.

Guenther decided to fuck with Bob Beckett Sr. He found him and goosed
him with his stepdaughter's story. Beckett flexed his muscles and stayed frosty.
Guenther wanted to rumble. Bob Beckett Sr. probably sensed it.

That was 1 8 months ago.

Stoner read the Stewart file a half-dozen times. The case was as
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workable as the _Cotton Club_ job. They knew who killed Tracy. They knew who
killed Roy Radin. They couldn't do a fucking thing about it right now.
CharTlie got him hooked on Tracy Stewart. Bob Grimm got him hooked on
_The Cotton Club_. He had a brilliant partner. Two cases constituted a
manageable few.
They had to make some people talk.

They knew ex-wives were good talkers. They knew Bill Mentzer had an
ex-wife named Deedee Mentzer Santangelo. Her father was a heavyweight Teamster.
They contacted him. They told him they were checking out Deedee's %ow1ife ex.

The old man hated Mentzer. He called Deedee and told her to cooperate.
Stoner and Guenther met with her. She examined the photo that Carlos Avila
found. she 1D'd the two men_standing with Mentzer.

One man was named Alex Marti. He was from Argentina. He was a scary,
violent guy. Deedee saw him provoke a couple of fights. She was afraid of him.

The other man was an ex-cop named Bill Rider. He used to be tight with
Larry Flynt, the porno king. He was married to Flynt's sister. He used to be
Flynt's security boss. Rider was back in Ohio now. He was engaged in litigation
against Flynt.

Stoner got Rider's number and called him. He told Rider he needed to
know the exact spot where that photo was taken. It pertained to an active
homicide investigation. Rider said he'd think about it and call Stoner back.

He called back the next day. He was pissed. He'd talked to Deedee
Mentzer Santangelo. He knew the cops were after Bill Mentzer. Stoner should have
leveled with him.

Stoner acted apologetic. Rider said he'd fly out if the Sheriff's
Department paid for his airfare and Todging. Bob Grimm okayed the expenditure.
Rider flew out and talked to Stoner and Guenther. He dropped Tlittle tidbits on
the Mincher killing and the Radin job straight off.

He took Stoner and Guenther out to Caswell Canyon. He said Mentzer and
Marti bragged about the Radin hit. Bob Lowe did the job with them. Marti was a
p§¥%ho punk with Nazi tendencies. He was selling dope out of a pad in Beverly
Hills now.

Rider shot his mouth off and started acting regretful. He said he was
afraid of Mentzer and Marti. He had a family. Mentzer and Marti knew it. Stoner
said he could supply protection. Stoner told Rider the catch.

Rider had to make Mentzer and Lowe talk. They had to talk in a
closed-in, buggable venue. Rider said he'd go home and think about 1it.

Gary White called Charlie Guenther and broke some good news.

Robbie Beckett got out of prison. He got popped for another assault and
was Tooking at a solid dime. Robbie called white. Robbie said he'd make a formal
signed statement. Robbie made that statement. Robbie gave up Daddy Beckett for
Tracy Stewart and a lot more.

Robbie Beckett was suicidally talkative. He laid himself out as his
father's full-time sTave and onetime murder accomplice. The best deal he could
get for handing up Bob Beckett Sr. was murder two and 20 to 1ife. His second
assault conviction would have cost him five years net. Robbie torched his whole
1ife to flick Daddy Beckett.

Robbie put his story in writing. He tacked on the story of Bob Beckett
Sr. and the Susan Hamway hit.

Bob Beckett Sr. worked for Paul Hamway. Susan Hamway was Paul's
estranged wife. Paul and Susan were fighting a divorce war. Susan was living 1in
Fort Lauderdale, Florida. She had custody of their 1 8-month-old daughter.

Paul hated Susan. He asked Bob Beckett Sr. if he knew any professional
killers. Bob Beckett Sr. said he'd set it up for $10,000.

Paul Hamway told him to do it. He added one stipulation. Somebody should
call him after the hit. He'd concoct a way to rescue his baby daughter then.

Bob Beckett Sr. called Paul Serio and arranged a rendezvous in Miami.
Serio flew out. Bob Beckett Sr. met him. He brought a knife, a gun and a dildo.
They rented a car and drove to Susan Hamway's house.

They knocked on the door. Susan opened up. She recognized her husband's
friend Bob Beckett Sr.

Susan let the men in. Her baby was asleep in the bedroom.

Bob Beckett Sr. hit her in the head with his gun. Paul Serio strangled
her with a telephone cord. Bob Beckett Sr. stabbed her in the back with a
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kitchen knife. Serio helped him remove her clothes and pull down her panties.
They couldn't get up the nerve to stick the dildo in her vagina.

The baby slept through the murder. Paul Serio and Bob Beckett Sr. left
the house in broad daylight.

They drove to a causeway near Miami Beach. They tossed their weapons in.
Bob Beckett Sr. called Paul Hamway and told him his ex was dead. He said he made
it look 1ike a random sex killing.

Hamway was supposed to call one of Susan's neighbors and express concern
for Susan's whereabouts. The neighbor would find the body. The neighbor would
give him an alibi and rescue his daughter.

Serio flew back to L.A. Bob Beckett Sr. flew back to Aspen. Nobody
rescued the baby

The baby starved to death. She pulled big tufts of her hair out before
she expired. The Fort Lauderdale PD investigated the Hamway murder. They hung
the rap on a retarded man who lived nearby.

His name was John Purvis. He was tried, convicted and sentenced to 1life
in prison. His sentence carried a strict no-parole clause.

Stoner and Guenther flew to Aspen. Robbie Beckett's Tawyer wouldn't Tet
them interview Robbie. He wanted a written deal with the L.A. DA first. Stoner
called Deputy DA Dale Davidson. Davidson contacted Robbie's lawyer and offered
him murder two--if Robbie testified against Bob Beckett Sr. The Tawyer accepted
the deal. He told Robbie not to waive extradition just yet. He told him to get a
good L.A. lawyer. Robbie said he'd sit tight and await instructions.

Stoner and Guenther flew to Miami. They looked for Laney Jacobs and came
up empty. They drove to Fort Lauderdale and researched the Susan Hamway case.

The prosecutor was a judge now. He admitted the case against John Purvis
was shaky. Stoner and Guenther told him Robbie Beckett's story. The judge said
he'd look into it. Stoner and Guenther flew back to L.A.

A Fort Lauderdale detective called Stoner. He gave him some details on
the Hamway investigation. Stoner caught the gist: The cops wheedled a bogus
confession out of a mentally deficient suspect.

Stoner ran down Robbie Beckett's version. The detective acted shocked.
He said he'd talk to Robbie--after he testified against his father.

Stoner and Guenther talked to Daddy Beckett's ex-wife and daughter
Debbie. The ex said Daddy was bugging David Beckett. He wanted him to dump that
van he gave him. She said David refused.

Debbie Beckett was dying of ATDS. She said her father used to molest
her. She said he beat up David and Robbie regularly. She said he ruled by
terror.

The van was crucial. Stoner and Guenther found David Beckett and
sweet-talked him. His father told him to burn the van. David said no. Stoner and
Guenther impounded the van. A lab team went through it. They found no hair,
blood or fibers attributable to Tracy Lea Stewart.

Stoner and Guenther interviewed Mark Fogel. He fingered Laney Jacobs as
a major coke dealer and played dumb on the Roy Radin murder. Stoner and Guenther
drovg tg Taft, california. They told Tracy Stewart's parents that their daughter
was dead.

They took it hard. They wanted details. Stoner and Guenther supplied
them. Mrs. Stewart said she renewed Tracy's driver's Ticense every year. Stoner
said they'd try to recover her body.

Both their cases were in Timbo. The Radin reinvestigation was almost a
year old. They were waiting for Bill Rider to help them entrap their suspects.
They were waiting for Robbie Beckett to waive extradition.

Stoner and Guenther located Laney Jacobs. She was married to a dope
dealer named Larry Greenberger. They were 1living in Okeechobee, Florida. Stoner
and Guenther decided to let Laney sit.

They located a string of her dope associates. Most of the people talked.
They said Laney was vain, shallow, greedy, ruthless and conniving. She was
Florida Panhandle trash. She was cheap ambition personified. She started out as
a dope lawyer's secretary. She met dope dealers, flicked them and learned the
trade. She was a plastic-surgery freak. She'd had her face and most of her body
altered to strict specifications.

She buzzed around in Stoner's head. She joined Bunny Krauch and Tracy
Stewart.

Bunny tried to Tive two Tives a mile apart. Her tyrant husband drove her
toward an unknown killer. Tracy was the quintessential female murder victim. She
was killed for sex and quick disposability. Laney was Tower than snakeshit. She
killed a man for money and a two-second movie credit.
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Robbie Beckett waived extradition. Gary white flew him out to L.A.
Stoner and Guenther met the plane. They told Robbie they wanted to find Tracy's
body. Robbie studied maps of Riverside and San Diego Counties. He pinpointed a
few Tocations.

Stoner and Guenther drove him around for 14 hours. Robbie checked out
various Tandscapes and said he couldn't be sure. They didn't spot any shredded
clothes or human remains. Stoner and Guenther drove Robbie to the Main County
Jail and processed him in.

Robbie talked to his public defender. The PD conferred with Dale
Davidson. They cut a formal deal. Stoner and Guenther were free to bust Bob
Beckett sr.

Gary White ran a public-utilities check and found him. He was Tiving in
Tustin with his new wife. Tustin was Orange County. Stoner called the Tustin PD
and arranged for three backup patrol units.

The bust was a nonevent.

Stoner and Carlos Avila knocked on the door. They asked Frau Beckett
where Bob Beckett Sr. was. Bob Beckett Sr. walked out and placed his hands in
handcuff position.

Stoner and Avila drove him to the Main County Jail. Charlie Guenther was
ecstat;c. He was set to retire soon. They nailed Daddy Beckett on the home
stretch.

The Stewart case was closed. The _Cotton Club_ case was in limbo. The
reinvestigation was 14 months old.

Bill Rider called Stoner. He said he was 1living in San Pedro. He wanted
to help Sheriff's Homicide. He wanted to spend time with Stoner and Guenther to
see if he could trust them.

The process took three months. Stoner and Guenther met Rider two dozen
times. Rider fed them tidbits on Mentzer and Marti. It was good background
stuff. It wasn't crucial information.

Rider said he had the gun that killed June Mincher. He lent it to
Mentzer and got it back a few days Tater. He did not know it would serve as a
murder weapon.

He let Stoner and Guenther borrow the gun. They took it to the crime Tab
and had it test-fired. They compared the rounds to the rounds from the Mincher
killing. They matched perfectly.

Charlie Guenther retired. Carlos Avila replaced him. Stoner and Avila
went to Bob Grimm and explained the Rider deal.

Rider was a "security consultant." He had to earn a living. He had to
stay out of sight to avoid reprisals from Mentzer and Alex Marti. Rider was
essential to the case. He deserved a monthly paycheck.

Grimm talked to Sheriff Block. Block okayed $3,000 a month. Rider took
the money. He agreed to formally snitch off the _Cotton Club_ killers. The next
step was entrapment.

Rider called Bob Lowe in Maryland. He was working a bartender gig there.
Rider dropped some obfuscation on Lowe. He said he was coming to Washington to
do a surveillance job. He needed a backup man. Lowe said he'd Tove to help.

Stoner, Avila and Rider flew to Maryland. The Maryland State Police
bugged Rider's car and hotel room. Rider called Lowe to set up the surveillance
job. Lowe said he was busy and recommended his pal Bob Deremer. Stoner and Avila
hit the roof. Rider said they should tape Deremer anyway. He used to bunk with
Bill Mentzer. They were tight throughout the _Cotton Club_/June Mincher time
frame. Deremer might spill some good shit.

Rider faked two surveillance jobs with Deremer. The State Police taped
one car and one hotel-room surveillance. Deremer said Mentzer did the Radin hit.
Bob Lowe was part of the team. He got paid 17 grand and a cCadillac.

Deremer said he drove Mentzer around after the Mincher hit. Rider asked
him how much Mentzer paid him. Deremer said three months' free rent.

Rider braced Bob Lowe at a bar. He was wearing a full-body wire. Lowe
said he drove for Mentzer twice. He saw Mentzer clip the fat nigger woman. They
shot Radin with .22 hollow points. Exploded .22S looked 1ike shotgun pellets.
They tossed the guns in a lake near Miami--3,000 miles from Caswe%1 Canyon.

Stoner and Avila flew back to L.A. They had to Tet things sit for a
while. They couldn't bulldoze Rider through a fast bug string. He had to connect
with their suspects at a relaxed and believable pace.

Months dragged by. John Purvis was still in prison. Robbie Beckett and
Daddy Beckett were engaged in pretrial motions. The Fort Lauderdale cops were
waiting for Robbie to testify. Convincing testimony would exonerate John Purvis.
They could go after Daddy Beckett and Paul Serio then. They could nail them for
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Susan Hamway.

Robbie Beckett and Daddy Beckett were housed in different jails. They
met during a botched court transfer. Daddy talked to Robbie. He convinced him to
retract his sworn statement. Robbie called Dale Davidson and told him the deal
was off. He wouldn't testify against his father. Davidson told Robbie he'd be
tried for murder one. Robbie said he didn't care.

The DA'S office Tost their case against Bob Beckett Sr. They released
him from custody.

Stoner and Avila talked to two dozen people close to Mentzer and Jacobs.
They stayed away from Mentzer and Jacobs deliberately.

They conducted their interviews. They put the _Cotton Club_ story
together from the ground up.

Roy Radin's father produced schlock stage shows. He died young. Roy took
gver his operation at age 17. He got rich working his own crass variation of the

usiness.

He put on police and civic benefit shows. They featured washed-up stars
Tike Milton Berle and Joey Bishop. Charity benefits were regulated by strict
state Taws. Radin broke those Taws. He took egregiously Tlarge percentage fees
and embezzled money earmarked for charity.

Radin weighed 300 pounds. Radin was a cocaine addict. Radin threw wild
parties at his Long Island estate. Radin almost got in big trouble circa '78.

An actress named Melonie Haller stumbled away from a Radin soiree. She
was half-nude and bombed out of her gourd. She told the cops that Radin and some
other freaks gangraped her. The cops investigated. They popped Radin on a
gun-possession charge. Radin paid a fine and stopped throwing wild parties. He
got an itch to crash the movie biz and moved west in '82.

He met Laney Jacobs at a party. He started buying coke from her. Laney
used a Timo company partially owned by Bob Evans. She favored a driver named
Gary Keys. Keys told Laney that Evans was Tooking for money. He wanted to make a
movie about the Cotton Club--the Harlem nightspot popular in the '30s. Laney
told Keys she had money to invest in the right movie project.

Laney worked for a coke magnate named Milan Bellachaises. He sent her
out to L.A. to distribute his west Coast supply. Her dope runner was a redneck
named Tally Ro?ers. They were selling 30 kilos a month. They were making a
halfmilTlion-dolTar monthly profit.

Laney was a cocaine addict. She wanted to be a movie producer. Gary Keys
told Bob Evans she had money to burn.

Laney and Bob got together. They started partying and fucking. Laney
rented an apartment in Beverly Hills and turned it into an orgy pad.

Evans told her _The cCotton Club_ was big-budget stuff. He needed 50
million dollars minimum. Laney said she knew a guy named Roy Radin. He had Tots
of money and wanted to break into movies. Evans told her to set up a meeting.
Laney set it up fast.

Radin tumbled. He told Evans he'd sell his house and tap into some
filthy-rich investors. Evans promised Laney a $50,000 finder's fee.

Radin contacted a banker friend down in Puerto Rico. The banker was
close to the territorial governor. He got the governor hot for the _Cotton Club_
deal. He hit him up for 50 miTlion dollars in government money. The governor
said he'd pop for 35 only. Radin accepted his terms. He flew to New York to
discuss the deal with Bob Evans.

They met at Evans' apartment. Laney showed up. She told Radin she was
getting % of the _Cotton Club_ profits for putting the deal together. Radin
objected to her percentage. Evans sided with Laney. Radin threw a tantrum and
stormed out.

Laney flew back to L.A. She got into another ruckus straight off.

Tally Rogers wanted more money. He was driving dope up and down the
coast and making relative chump change. Laney refused to up his wages.

Tally's wife, Betty Lou, showed up. She flew in from Tennessee
unannounced. Laney showed her some L.A. hotspots. Tally convinced Laney to take
her to Vegas.

Laney and Betty Lou split. Tally raided Laney's garage. He stole 12
kilos and $250,000 in cash.

The maid called Laney. She said she saw Tally poking around in her
garage. Tally called Betty Lou and told her to disappear. Betty Lou caught a cab
to the vegas airport.

Laney flew back to L.A. She called Milan Bellachaises. He told her to
get the dope and money back.

Laney knew this guy Bill Mentzer. He'd allegedly do anything for money.
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Laney called Mentzer and hired him to find Tally Rogers.

Mentzer rounded up Alex Marti and Bob Lowe. They flew to Memphis and
kidnapped Tally's best friend. He showed them Tally's known haunts. They didn't
spot Tally. They released his friend and flew to Miami. They discussed the Tally
problem with Milan Bellachaises. Nobody came up with anything constructive.

Mentzer called Mike Pascal. He ?ave him the names of Laney's tight
friends and told him to check their toll-call records. They might get a lead on
Tally that way.

Pascal called Mentzer back two days later. He knew Mentzer wanted
results. He knew Laney hated Roy Radin. He knew Radin partied with Tally Rogers.

Pascal lied to Mentzer. He said Tally called Radin right after he stole
the money and dope. Radin was calling the Bahamas a Tot. Tally was probably
hiding out there.

Mentzer flew back to L.A. Laney was in L.A. Milan Bellachaises told her
to obey Mentzer's orders. Radin was in L.A. Laney called him. She accused him of
stealing her dope and money. She said he was trying to flick her out of her
_Cotton Club_ percentage.

Radin denied the theft. He said he didn't know where Tally Rogers was.
He was telling the truth.

Mentzer told Laney his plan.

She lures Radin into a limousine. Bob Lowe is driving. She tells Lowe to
stop for cigarettes. A car 1is tailing them. Mentzer and Marti jump out and jump
in the Timo. Laney gets lost. The boys take Radin somewhere and torture the shit
out of him. He talks when the pain gets bad.

The _Cotton Club_ story was ridiculous and petty. The killers were
clowns. The victim was a greedy piece of shit. The supporting players were
parasitic slime.

Stoner kept reaching for Bunny Krauch and Tracy Stewart.

Mentzer and Marti were in L.A. Lowe was in Maryland. Laney was in
ﬁkeechobee, Florida, with Larry Greenberger. Stoner and Avila turned up the

eat.

Bill Rider called Mentzer and told him he was in L.A. He invited him
over to the Holiday Inn. Rider's room was bugged. Stoner and Avila were
stationed next door.

Rider talked up his lawsuit against Larry Flynt. Mentzer talked up the
Radin snatch.

Three black & whites pulled up behind the 1imo. Mentzer thought they
were cooked. Marti stuck his gun in Radin's crotch. Mentzer stuck his gun in
Radin's mouth. The black & whites sped past them--ha, ha, ha!

Mentzer segued to other topics. Stoner and Avila needed more
incriminating talk. They had to bug Rider and Mentzer again.

They decided to stage a dope buy. They called in Sheriff's Narco and
worked out a plan.

They wired up a room at the Long Beach Holiday Inn. Rider called
Mentzer. He said he was making a dope buy and needed a bodyguard. He offered
Mentzer $200. Mentzer took the job.

They staged the buy in a parking Tot near the hotel. They used real
dope. Sheriff's deputies portrayed coke dealers. Rider brought Mentzer up to his
room after the buy. Stoner and Avila were hooked up to headphones next door.

Mentzer ran his mouth nonstop.

He had a load of guns and C-4 explosive stashed in a public storage
Tocker. They shot Roy Radin with soft-point .2 25. The stupid cops thought he
was shotgunned.

C-4 was pure combustion. Public storage was a public health hazard.
Stoner wanted the shit contained. He gave Rider an old safe and told him to call
Mentzer. Rider called Mentzer and offered him the safe. Mentzer accepted the
gift. Rider and Mentzer hauled the safe to the storage shack and put the guns
and C-4 in it. Rider was wearing a body wire.

Mentzer said Larry Greenberger was dead. He shot himself accidentally.
It happened in Okeechobee. Mentzer thought the deal was suspicious.

Stoner called the Okeechobee cops. They thought the deal was suspicious.
Laney Jacobs was hiding out behind legal counsel. Stoner knew she shot
Greenberger.

The Okeechobee cops called Stoner back. They told him Laney Jacobs was
running. Stoner started tracking her by her credit card receipts.

It was time to hit hard.
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Stoner went to Deputy District Attorney David Conn. He told him the
entire story. He played the Rider-Lowe and Rider-Mentzer tapes. Conn gave him
the green light.

Charges were filed. Warrants were secured. Stoner cooked up a plan with
the Okeechobee cops.

They said they'd help him pin down Laney Jacobs. They'd call her Tawyer
and set up a meet and promise not to bust her for Larry Greenberger's death.
They'd say they just wanted to question her. They'd question her and bust her on
a California warrant abstract. They'd hold her for the L.A. County Sheriff's.

It was a great fucking plan.

Stoner set up a command post. It was midway between Marti's house and
Mentzer's apartment. Stoner set up two SWAT teams to hit them.

Carlos Avila flew to Maryland to arrest Bob Lowe. Bob Deremer was on a
Tong-haul truck job. Nobody knew where he was.

10/2/88.

The Okeechobee cops arrest Laney Jacobs. The SWAT teams hit Mentzer and
Marti simultaneousTy.

They cut their phone 1lines and patch in calls on a closed circuit. They
tell Mentzer and Marti to look out the window and see all the cops with guns.
Mentzer and Marti Took out their windows and walk outside with their hands up.

Search teams are deployed. Dope-and-bomb-sniffing dogs go with them.
They rip through Marti's house and Mentzer's apartment.

g Carlos Avila busts Bob Lowe. Local cops snhag Bob Deremer in Lafayette,
Indiana.

Deremer waives extradition. He's transported to L.A. and arraigned on
accessory charges. Laney Jacobs and Bob Lowe fight extradition. They remain in
custody back east.

Carlos Avila 1is exhausted. Bill Stoner is exhausted. He's still hooked
on Tracy Lea Stewart. He still has a big hard-on for Bob Beckett Sr.

Laney Jacobs waived extradition at Christmas. She was transported to Los
Angeles and held at the Sybil Brand Institute for women. Robbie Beckett went to
trial in February '89.

The trial lasted a week. The jury was out one hour. Robbie was found
guilty and sentenced to 1ife in prison. Daddy Beckett was scot-free. John Purvis
was still in prison. The Fort Lauderdale cops gave up on the Hamway case.

Fuck John Purvis. He was already convicted. They had no case against
Daddy Beckett, Paul Serio and Paul Hamway. They needed Robbie Beckett. Robbie
would not betray his father.

It took three years to adjudicate the _Cotton Club_ case. Prelims,
motion hearings and the jury-selection process ate up months. The trial lasted
fourteen months. The penalty phase dragged on. Carlos Avila retired. Bill Stoner
worked for the prosecution team full-time. He flew around the country. He
interviewed a hundred witnesses. He Tlogged in thousands of airplane miles and
thousands of freeway miles. The _Cotton Club_ case consumed four and a half
years of his Tife.

The jury came back on 7/22/91. Mentzer, Marti, Lowe and Jacobs were
found guilty. They all got 1life with no shot at parole. Stoner still didn't know
exactly why they killed Roy Radin.

Mentzer said their torture plans went screwy. Marti goaded Radin in the
Timo. Marti kept calling him a fat Jew. Marti shot him the moment they hit
Caswell Canyon.

Marti told a different story. So did Lowe. Stoner was way past caring.

A Fort Lauderdale cop called Stoner in January '93. He said John
Purvis's mother just hired a Tawyer. The Tawyer was going on some nighttime TV
show. He intended to start a big ruckus. The Fort Lauderdale PD was reopening
the Hamway case.

Stoner wished him well. The Fort Lauderdale cops reopened the case and
mishandled it again.

They misidentified Paul Serio. They confused Daddy Beckett's pal with a
vegas hit man of the same name. They figured the Vvegas guy and Paul Hamway set
the Susan hit up. They offered Daddy Beckett full immunity if he testified
against them. Daddy Beckett accepted the deal and testified before a Florida
grand jury. The grand jury handed down indictments against Paul Hamway and Paul
Serio. Daddy Beckett told the cops that his Paul was not a Vegas hit man. His
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Paul was a schoolteacher currently living in Texas.

John Purvis was released from prison. The Fort Lauderdale cops popped
the real Paul Serio. Serio contradicted Daddy Beckett's account of the Hamway
snuff and Taid all the guilt on Daddy. Serio's account was worthless. Daddy
Beckett was exempt from prosecution.

John Purvis joined his mother and lawyer on the Phil Donahue show.
Donahue screened some Tively footage. It was Daddy Beckett's taped confession to
the Fort Lauderdale cops.

There's Daddy Beckett. He's showing the cops how he strangled Sue
Hamway. There's Daddy Beckett--exempt from prosecution. Daddy walked on the
Stewart caper. Daddy breezed on Sue Hamway and her baby.

Robbie Beckett saw the show in Folsom Prison. He saw Daddy Beckett stage
the Hamway snuff with true brio. He saw Daddy's eyes. He knew he was reliving
the moment he killed Tracy.

Robbie called Bill Stoner and told him he wanted to talk. Stoner and
Dale Davidson flew up to Folsom. Robbie gave them a formal statement and agreed
to testify against his father. He told them he wouldn't piss backwards this
time. Stoner and Davidson believed him.

Davidson drew up a warrant. It charged Robert wayne Beckett with the
murder of Tracy Lea Stewart. Stoner located Daddy Beckett in Las Vegas. He
called in a Vegas PD fugitive team and arrested him in his front yard.

Daddy wanted to cut a deal. Stoner told him to get flicked. Daddy saw a
judge. The judge said no bail. The L.A. courts were brutally backlogged. The
cocksucker wouldn't get to trial before 1995. Stoner was daydreaming a lot. He
was seeing things fast and bright. He was spending lots of time with his dead
women.

He was exhausted. He was retiring next month. A funny Tittle thought
kept running through his head.

He wasn't sure he could give up the chase completely.

_You're poised to run. You've got time and stealth on your side. Time
favqrﬁ gunners. Their tracks disappear. You can't tell how they hid before they
vanished_

_You don't want me to know. Your secret Tife was designed to shut
certain men out. You ran from men and to men and cut yourself down to noth1ng
You possessed runner's guile and wore runner's camouflage. Your runner's passion
killed you_

_You can 't run from me. I ran from you for too Tong. This is where I
force a runner's confrontation_

_It's our time now_

14

I flew out to L.A. to see my mother's murder file. My motives were
ambiguous at best.

It was March '94. Jean Eliroy was 35 years and months dead. I was 46
years old.

I was living in high-Tine Connecticut. I had a big house like the ones I
used to break into. I flew out a day early and got a suite at the Mondrian
Hotel. I wanted to hit the file with a clear head and a cold heart.

It started six weeks back. My friend Frank Girardot called me. He said
he was writing a piece on old San Gabriel valley murders. The piece would be
published in the San Gabriel valley _Tribune_ and the Pasadena _Star-News_. It
would spotlight five unsolved killings--my mother's included. It would spot1ight
the L.A. Sheriff's uUnsolved uUnit.
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Frank would view my mother's file. He would read the reports and see the
crime scene photos. He would see Jean ElIroy dead.

] ] It hit me immediately. It hit me hard and fast and on two distinct
evels.

I had to see the file. I had to write about the experience and publish
the piece in a major magazine. It would stir up publicity for my next novel.

I called my editor at _GQ_ and pitched him. He jumped on the idea and
talked to his boss. The boss green-lighted me. I called Frank Girardot and asked
him to brace his men at Sheriff's uUnsolved. Frank contacted Sergeant Bill
McComas and Sergeant Bill Stoner. They said I could view the file.

I made travel arrangements. The big L.A. earthquake hit and diverted me
for weeks. The Hall of Justice was condemned. Sheriff's Homicide moved out.
ThS;r gi1es were stuck in transit. The delay gave me some time to dance with the
redhead.

I knew it was time to confront her. An old photograph told me why.

My wife found the picture in a newspaper archive. She bought a duplicate
copy and framed it. I'm standing at George Krycki's workbench. It's 6/22/58.

You can't discern my state of mind. I might be bored. I might be
catatonic. I'm not giving anything up.

It's my 1ife at ground zero. I'm too stunned or relieved or lost in
calculation to evince signs of simple grief.

That picture was 36 years old. It defined my mother as a body on a road
and a fount of Titerary inspiration. I couldn't separate the her from the me.

I Tike to hole up in hotel suites. I 1like to turn off the lights and
crank the AC. I 1like temperature-controlled and contained environments. I Tike
to sit in the dark and let my mind race. I was set to meet Bill Stoner the next
morning. I ordered a room-service dinner and a big pot of coffee. I turned out
the Tights and let the redhead take me places.

I knew things about us. I sensed other things. Her death corrupted my
imagination and gave me exploitable gifts. She taught me self-sufficiency by
negative example. I possessed a self-preserving streak at the height of my
self-destruction. My mother gave me the gift and the curse of obsession. It
began as curiosity in Tieu of childish grief. It flourished as a quest for dark
knowledge and mutated into a horrible thirst for sexual and mental sti