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			To Helen Knode

		

	
		
			
				I do not know any way to explain why God’s grace touches a man who seems unworthy of it. But neither do I know any other way to explain how a man like myself—tarnished by life, unprepossessing, not brave—could prevail so far against the powers of the world arrayed almost solidly against him, to destroy him and defeat his truth. In this sense, I am an involuntary witness to God’s grace and to the fortifying power of faith.

				—Whittaker Chambers, Witness

			

		

	
		
			Confidential Memorandum

			From: Lt. J. T. Meadows, Jr./#294883

			Public Disorder & Intelligence Division

			Los Angeles Police Department

			To: Former Chief Daryl F. Gates

			Dana Point, California

			(By secure telefax)

			Subject: Further observations on the

			memorial service for Fred Otash

			and reflections on the “Mini–Red Scare”

			of October–November 1962.

			(This memo supplants the memo of 10/10/92.)

			10/24/92

			Sir:

			I won’t rehash topics previously covered in my telefax of fourteen days ago. That memorandum covered notable moments at the Forest Lawn service and the order of events, and offered up a biographical brief of the late Mr. Otash and his central role in the combined LAPD/Justice Department operation of Summer 1962. It is best summarized by flatly describing it as a cover-up of the death of actress Marilyn Monroe and her involvement with President John F. Kennedy. It was an endeavor that blew drastically out of control, with Fred Otash as the chief architect of the attendant chaos. The endeavor was followed by the Cuban Missile Crisis of October ’62 and a precipitously conceived investigation into American Communist Party activities in Los Angeles. Once again, the events blew out of control, and once again, Fred Otash maneuvered at the core of them.

			Mayor Tom Bradley attended the memorial service. At the time of the “Mini–Red Scare,” Mayor Bradley was a recently retired LAPD lieutenant, a lawyer, and a Democratic Party candidate for a recently vacated 10th District City Council seat. Mayor Bradley was a staunch supporter of the Rumford Fair Housing Act, which went to California voters in a September ’63 special election. I am concerned that LAPD’s overall conduct and efforts both for and against the Rumford Act will be exposed and damningly critiqued, with Fred Otash’s key role hotly scrutinized. The “Mini–Red Scare” featured a score of well-known players, among them ex–vice president Richard Nixon, Playboy magazine magnate Hugh Hefner, California State Assembly minority speaker Joe Shell—Nixon’s vanquished opponent in the 1962 gubernatorial primary election—as well as crooked bail bondsman/nightclub czar Tommy Tucker and CP member/traitor and Nixon foe Alger Hiss.

			A score of ambiguously resolved and still unadjudicated homicides and disappearances define the “Mini–Red Scare.” Reliable sources have informed me that in the two-plus weeks since Fred Otash’s death, no fewer than five journalists have submitted Freedom of Information Act requests pertaining to the scare. Then-chief William H. Parker vividly described the scare as an “all-star cluster fuck that garishly illuminates the burlesque of L.A. politics in the fall of ’62.” I deem it imperative that we mount an effort to ward off those journalists and deter any others who might seek to dissect this “Burlesque” and sully LAPD’s reputation in the process.

			Respectfully,

			Lt. J. T. Meadows, Jr./#294883/PDID

			Postscript:

			I observed the following incident at the open-casket viewing in a Forest Lawn anteroom on the night before the service. Judy Henske—Otash’s intimate companion from the time of the “Mini–Red Scare” up to the time of his death, despite her two marriages—laid a University of Wisconsin letter sweater atop his chest and kissed him on the cheek. A small gold crucifix was pinned to the “W.” Surreptitiously, Miss Henske slid a garishly adorned Makarov pistol into the left-breast pocket of Otash’s suit coat. I let the incident stand. Otash was buried with said firearm on his person.
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			1

			(Los Angeles, 9:40 p.m., Monday, 10/29/62)

			Party! Party!

			Fuckhead Jack and Bobby Kennedy saved the world. The Russkies blinked, wimped, and pulled their missiles out of Cuba. It’s a “Nuclear Standoff—and WE WON!!!!!” Revue. An Anti-Dick-Nixon Show runs concurrent. The ex-veep drags ass in the governor’s race. Election day looms a week from tomorrow. Tricky Dick slips, slides, and pratfalls toward defeat. The packed-tight crowd’s here to celebrate. It’s a double dose of jerkoff jubilation.

			The Losers Club. Beverly and La Cienega, West Hollyweird. The floor is jammed front-door-to-four-walls-to-bandstand. There’s no tables and chairs. There’s bombed-out standees and waitresses in red, white, and blue bikinis. They’re serving up Mushroom Cloud cocktails. Dry ice and absinthe supply the effect. The celebrants are tanked out of their skulls.

			Cigarette smoke plumed thick. Revelers drowned out the name acts onstage. They warbled “We Shall Overcome” and chanted “Integration Now!”

			Integration. Some hot topic. Loopy craze or potent issue? I didn’t know and didn’t care.

			I stood with Daryl Gates. An Integration Generation banner grazed our heads. We came here to work. We scanned the crowd for known commies, comsymps, pinkos, and noted left-wing geeks. The Hat Squad and my operatives worked outside. They photo-snapped arrivals and tallied license-plate stats. We’re the shock troops in LAPD’s biiiiiiiiiig anti-red probe.

			The AG ordered the probe. Ratfuck Bob Kennedy’s got a bug up his ass. He ordered a massive Intel file check on domestic CP dinks and possibly resultant field investigations. Said dinks might bust out rogue in the wake of the nuke tiff. Eddie Chacõn’s the Fed overlord. He’s the AG’s pet lawyer-goon. I’m still a DA’s Bureau lieutenant. Gates and I are the lead field IOs.

			So, we’re here at this soirée. So, we’re set to surveil a civil rights bash on November 2. It’s a pump primer for the Rumford Fair Housing Act. The venue’s a boss pad in Lafayette Square. The CP don’t feature integration. They’re out to subvert the civil rights groundswell and undermine the Rumford Act.

			“Integration Generation.” The crowd blared stale outrage from last month. The desegregation ruckus at Ole Miss. Two dead. The crowd worked up a locomotive chant: Ole Miss, Ole Miss, Ole Miss!

			I popped three Dexedrine. A cocktail waitress buzz-bombed me. I snatched a Mushroom Cloud cocktail off her tray and guzzled it. I tasted absinthe, scotch, and crème de menthe. Dry-ice shards burned my tongue. I orbed the crowd and snagged familiar faces.

			Movie machers up the ying-yang. Scenesters more than red filth. Hollywood Ten humps Dalton Trumbo and John Howard Lawson. There’s Big Tom Bradley. I worked Central Division with him, back in ’49. He’s a lawyer now. He’s running unopposed for the 10th District City Council seat. There’s his pal, Gilbert Lindsay. They’re Mutt and Jeff. Tom’s six-five, Lindsay’s five-three. He’s running unopposed in the 9th. Integration Generation. Bradley and Lindsay hobnobbed with William Byron Rumford. He’s an Oakland pharmacist. He authored the Fair Housing Act.

			My head swirled. The Dexies merged with the A-bomb drink and rerouted my bloodstream. I scoped the bandstand. Mixed-race Playboy Bunnies did the twist and the wah watusi. Their Bunny ears flip-flopped. Off to stage left: Playboy poseur Hugh Hefner and sleazoid Tommy Tucker. Hef and Tommy sniffed cocaine and went aaaaaaah, that’s gooooooood.

			The Bunnies watusi’d offstage. Harry Belafonte lugged two stand-up microphones on. The crowd whistled and stomped. Belafonte launched his trademark “Banana Boat Song.” The crowd cheered. A white woman braced the second mike. She cut loose and out-piped Mr. Calypso.

			She was young, dark-haired, good-looking. She wore a khaki Girl Scout uniform. A merit-badge sash was cinched across her chest. She magnetized me. She was over six feet tall. She popped pills straight from a pharmacy vial and swigged Metaxa straight from the bottle. I was zonked. My booze-and-dope load enhanced her pizzazz. She nullified Harry Belafonte. Fuck him—he’s got weak pipes.

			The “Banana Boat Song” crescendoed and went pffft. I blinked. Belafonte and the woman bopped offstage. Reynaldo Rey bopped on.

			He’s a jazz club comic. He opens for Dizzy Gillespie and Reggie Farrington. He does anti-fuzz/anti-honky schtick and insults un-hip Negroes and self-flagellant white squares. Bam—he went straight into his “I Wuz Framed” routine.

			He grabbed the left-behind mike stands. He let out a banshee howl and cut loose.

			“The Man planted that motherfuckin’ dope on me!”

			Call and response. The audience yelled the punchline: “I Wuz Framed!”

			Rey spritzed his second chorus. He brought his voice two octaves up.

			“The DA laid this stat rape beef on me. I ain’t that jailbait child’s daddy! Her mama’s more than thirteen!”

			The crowd yelled, “I Wuz Framed!”

			Rey cranked Chorus #3. He verged on male-soprano range.

			“Nixon aims to cut my welfare check. He’s a motherfuckin’ tool of the Klan!”

			The audience yelled, “I Wuz Framed!”

			Rey bayed falsetto. Mike reverb assailed me. A baby spotlight strafed my face. I covered my eyes and dimmed down the glare. A waitress caught the edge of the beam.

			She stumbled into Daryl Gates. She spilled two nuke-bomb cocktails on his suit coat. Rey pointed and yelled straight at me.

			“Hey, Freddy O. Dope any racehorses lately? You still a dirty trickster for Chief Whiskey Bill Parker?”

			The audience stomped and cheered. Gates pulled out a handkerchief and swabbed off his suit coat. I stepped out of the spotlight. Gates said, “We can’t have this. Take care of it.”

			I pushed into the crowd. Partygoers shrieked. I stiff-armed them aside. They retaliated and drink-drenched me. Loudspeakers kicked on and kicked off “We Shall Overcome.” College kids did that pumped-fist thing. I pulled my belt sap and arced shots at them. It cleared a path. Party punks hit the floor. I kicked my way through them and hopped up on the stage.

			Reynaldo Rey stood his ground by the mike stands. He assumed some candy-ass judo stance and bounced on the balls of his feet. I plowed straight into him. He went down. I kicked him in the balls and dragged him offstage.

			He squirmed. I grabbed his wrists and dragged him. He bitch-squealed. I clamped his wrists and bounced his head off the stage-right steps. The side alley door stood open. I got him outside and pulled him up to the La Cienega sidewalk. He bleated loud.

			The Hats and my men stood by the curb. The Hats traded pops off a flask and tried to look nonchalant. Phil, Nat, and Kareem rolled dice against the building. I dragged Rey up to them. They stirred and pounced.

			Harry Crowder pulled his cuffs and ratchet-clamped Rey. Max Herman and Red Stromwall tossed him in the backseat of their F-car. Eddie Benson planted a bag of weed in Rey’s right pants pocket.

			Daryl Gates pushed out the front door. He reeked of spilled booze, I reeked of tossed booze, the Hats piled into their F-car and U-turned due north. They weaved through thick traffic. They fender-bendered a ’55 Olds. The West Hollywood Sheriff ’s Station was three minutes off.

			Ole Miss, Ole Miss, Ole Miss. It echoed all the way out on the sidewalk.

			I went whew and lit a cigarette. I flashed on the tall Girl Scout with the big voice. Gates went whew and hanky-daubed his coat.

			Two sawed-off punks walked up to the club. Dos pachucos, for sure. Dig their Sir Guy shirts and slit-bottom khakis. One punk tittered. One punk said, “Costume party.” They pulled on Father Coughlin masks and went through the door. They vibed WRONG. I followed them in.

			Bombed-out revelry reigned. Sweat and cigarette smoke circulated a stench. College boys pawed drink girls. The Reggie Farrington Trio gigged onstage. I tracked the punks and lost them in the crowd.

			A Sir Guy–shirt arm shot up high. I saw a windup, a pitch, a hurled object. I heard a splat through the bop noise. The stench went to stink. As in week-old sewage and cancer-ward farts. Somebody yelled, “Stink bomb!”

			I heard shotgun slides rack. I saw muzzle flare and heard explosions. Revelers screamed and tried to run. The compressed body mass held them in. The Integration Generation sign blew up in shreds. Rack sounds and discharged rounds overlapped. A woman caught a blast in the back. She eeeked more than screeched. A roving spotlight caught blood trickles and crystal shards stuck to her skin.

			Rock salt.

			It wasn’t 12-gauge buckshot. This was a NO-KILL job. It was gadfly shit, malicious mischief, party crashers with Assault Two intent.

			The stink went waaay bad. I lost sight of the punks. Party geeks plucked at their salt-pocked clothes and pushed toward the door. I pushed with them, I pushed hard, I made the sidewalk and clean air first. A big throng poured out behind me. Women were salt-sheared down to their undies. Men brushed shards out of their hair.

			I got jostled out to the curb line. I caught a skewed glimpse of the punks. They piled into a ’56 Chevy. I saw Los scrolled above the right-rear wheel. The sled was super-juiced. It low-growled and laid tread southbound. It blew the light at Beverly and fishtailed through all four gears.

			The party moved inside to outside. The waitresses served nuke-bomb drinks smack in the chaos. Stink wafted out the door. The Reggie Farrington Trio lugged their instruments.

			There’s the Hats, Daryl Gates, and my guys. The Hats dumped Reynaldo Rey with the Sheriff ’s and doubled back quicksville. They popped out of the side alley and did a mass double take. Max Herman pointed skyward. Dig the craaaaazy fireworks.

			It’s a red, white, and blue Richard Nixon. Note his blood-drenched fangs.

			Gates walked up to me. Poof! Nixon/Drac burst into sparks. I heard gunshots. Pure handgun-kick explosions. I tracked the reverb north northeast. I gauged the distance at five or six blocks.

			I looked at Gates.

			Gates looked at me.

			We ran for our F-car.

			

			—

			We made the spot in 3.5 minutes. Four Sheriff ’s prowl sleds beat us there. 800-something North Kilkea. Right off of Melrose and Crescent Heights. It’s a whitewashed Spanish job. Midsize adobe. All dark inside. The Sheriff ’s parked in the driveway and tire-trashed the front lawn. The house stood double-dark. No porch light, no lights inside.

			Gates parked curbside. We got out and pulled our credential kits. A patrol sergeant flashlight-strafed us.

			He walked over and read our particulars. He hitched his utility belt.

			“There’s nobody home. A neighbor lady called it in. I’ve got three deputies out canvassing. A single man rents the place. He sounds like a fag type to me.”

			Gates held his walkie-talkie handset. We reeked of spilled liquor. The sergeant skunk-eyed us.

			He pointed down the driveway. Flashlights swooped through the backyard. I smelled loose dirt and gardening solvents. The chemical fumes torqued me. I’m an eidetiker. I employ Hans Maslick’s Man Camera techniques. I see, I hear, I smell, I imprint. The fumes hit me borderline familiar. I see, hear, or smell something once and never forget it.

			The sergeant said, “There’s some kicky shit back there. My deputies are all goggle-eyed.”

			We walked back. The yard was off to the left. Forensic arc lights bright-lit it. Grass strips were piled by the garage door. The yard was dirt-floored now. Four deputies stared at a big, wide hole in the ground.

			The hole was dug square. Sound baffling was laid in flush against the walls. A sign was staked at the left perimeter: “Joe Shell Bomb Shelters/Shelter With Shell.”

			I looked at Gates. Gates looked at me. He lip-synced holy fuck.

			Shell: Noted politico. California State Assembly cheese. He lost the Republican primary to Dick Nixon. He’s a rich oilman and purported right-wing nut. He’s tied to the Minutemen and John Birch Society. Nixon trashed his ass. Pat Brown’s trashing Nixon’s ass right now.

			There’s all that. Then there’s this:

			A Richard Nixon dummy at the bottom of the hole. He’s face up. His head is shiny plastic. He’s laughing and sticking out his tongue. The dummy sports a Nazi SS tunic and jodhpurs. He’s dirt-smeared, head to toe. His lightning-bolt insignia and Iron Cross still gleam. His swastika armband shines bright.

			I stared in the hole. I crossed myself. The deputies jabbered and cracked stupid jokes. Gates’s handset crackled. He stepped away from the hole and held the handset up to his head.

			He listened and went yeah, yeah, and uh-huh. He rogered out the call and motioned me over. The doofus deputies eyeballed him. I walked up.

			Gates said, “Officer down, presumed nonfatal. University Division took the squeal, and the Chief wants us there. It’s off of Jefferson and New Hampshire, right by all those USC frat pads. A 77th Street patrolman heard the call and realized he was close. He walked into a 459 in progress. We’ve got two suspects. They shot him and escaped.”

			The Salt-and-Pepper bandits. The odds veered to them. One white man, one Negro man. Mixed-race burglars are rare turds. They work heeled. I’d read all the bulletins. They’ve pulled three other jobs so far.

		

	
		
			2

			(Los Angeles, 11:14 p.m., Monday, 10/29/62)

			Surveillance choppers hovered low. Their belly lights scorched the whole block. Rotor thump sent up a racket. Local dinks stood on their porches and gassed on the show.

			New Hampshire—just north of Jefferson and west of Vermont. Officer down/leg wound/nonfatal. Two suspects at large.

			The dinks ran to types. College kids outside frat cribs and moms and pops perched on front steps. The kids glugged beer and lounged in their skivvies. The moms and pops vibed professors. They sipped cocktails and munched late snacks. We’d played our two-way radio on the ride down. Here’s the gist:

			No eyewits. Officer Roland D. Borchard barely glimpsed his assailants. Borchard’s at Georgia Street Receiving. He’ll be okay. He got drilled twice. He returned fire and shot wide of the bandits. They laid tread in a “late model” sedan. Borchard supplied that threadbare ID. No eyewits saw shit. The bandits hit a small wood-frame house at midblock. A single man lived there. Neighbors said he was off on a biz trip. The house stood empty. The entry point and stolen items remain undetermined. The Chief called the Hat Squad in. They witnessed the Losers Club chaos and got rerouted down here. Max Herman and Red Stromwall ran the house-to-house canvass. They’ve turned zilch so far.

			Gates double-parked and blocked up South New Hampshire. Chaos to chaos. Choppers, eleven black-and-whites, a meat wagon parked on the target house lawn. Radio broadcast noise. Gibberish overlap. Two-way squawk—loud, loud, LOUD.

			I counted fourteen bluesuits and eight plainclothesmen. Gates and I walked up the target house driveway and sidestepped blood spills. Lab guys chalked an outline of R. D. Borchard, shot and supine. A patrol lieutenant recognized Gates and veered over.

			“Borchard works a report car out of 77th. He was off his beat and looking for a food spot on Jefferson. He saw these two guys walking out the driveway from the backyard. He described them as ‘one big white guy and one small Negro guy,’ which is a piss-poor description in my book. He’d read bulletins on the Salt-and-Pepper team, so he hinked on them.”

			A fat plainclothesman cut in. “What’s hinky to me is that these guys hit all over the place, but always in LAPD’s jurisdiction. They’ve tapped one affluent location, two half-assed dumps, and now this place—right in the middle. They always clout jewels and cash, which they can carry on their persons. The thing is, the two dump locations don’t look as if there should be jewels and cash on the premises. We’ve got eyewits on two of the first three jobs, and they both laid out ‘one big white guy and one small Negro guy’ as our suspects.”

			I said, “The victims of the dump jobs are probably falsifying reports to their insurance companies. They’ve got cut-rate policies, and they’re overestimating the cost of the missing items on their possession inventories.”

			Gates said, “Yeah—but why did these humps select those dump-type pads in the first place?”

			I thought ENTRY POINTS. The race angle tweaked me. White criminals hated Negro criminals and vice versa. Serial 459s oozed vexation. They’d shot a cop now. It wasn’t my case. I’d be back on the red probe tomorrow. I peeled off from the confab and walked to the backyard.

			Man Camera.

			I stood on wet grass and faced the house from ten paces out. The surveillance choppers hovered and threw down white-hot light. Observe, imprint, memorize. Hans Maslick preached that. He worked Berlin Homicide and moved up to the Gestapo.

			I saw the service porch and a frayed screen door. I saw hook-and-eye-latched windows. I scanned eyes left and eyes right and caught an anomaly.

			The back wall. Three hammered-on 2-by-4s near the right edge of the house. Old, beat-up wood. Ugly. No ornamental value.

			I walked up to the wall and worked left to right. I yanked the first board. It was rigidly fixed. The second board, ditto. I yanked the third board. It snapped out of the wall and snapped straight at me. A fat and filed-sharp nail pierced my chest above my heart.

			It went in deep. I stifled a screech. I stumble-weaved out to the front of the house and fought off shock waves. The ambulance was still parked on the lawn. The back door stood open.

			I jumped in. The effort slammed the nail in waaay deep. I saw a pile of morphine syrettes on a gurney. I grabbed one, unwrapped it, and aimed the spike at my left arm.

			The tip hit the mainline. I hit the plunger. I got that warm and whirly rush and that dope fiend shudder and glow. I felt myself fading out.

			I collapsed on the gurney. I saw the tall Girl Scout with the big voice. She sang just for me.
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			(Los Angeles, 10:05 a.m., Friday, 10/26/62)

			LAPD Intel rocks twenty-four hours. Seventy men deploy in eight-hour shifts. Field investigations and infiltrations goose unpaid overtime. The unit collects and stores DIRT. Sex DIRT and subversive DIRT. Skeevy political DIRT and anti-LAPD DIRT. DIRT on rival cop shops. DIRT for blackmail bait.

			Daryl Gates prewarned me. The AG wants a big red probe. It’s a post–missile crisis safeguard.

			The “AG.” Ratfuck Bob Kennedy, his own self. A ripe rumor: Eddie Chacõn’s the Fed bossman.

			Eddie and I pulled some raucous shit last summer. Ripe Rumor #2: The AG made him over. He put Eddie through a crash diction/public-speaking course. He bought him a new wardrobe. He’s now an assistant U.S. attorney, assigned to L.A. He’s still a zealous anti-Castro Cubano. He’s still a right-wing nut. Yeah—but he looks good and talks good now.

			The full unit sat in the Intel briefing room. We faced a mike-mounted lectern. I hogged a first-row seat. I sat beside Daryl Gates, Chief Bill Parker, Deputy DA Miller Leavy. Down the row: Mayor Sam Yorty and his sketchy bodyguard—an ex-Sheriff ’s detective named “Motel Mike” Bayless. We clashed throughout the PD/Justice op last summer.

			Eddie Chacõn walked to the lectern and tapped the microphone. He’d dropped weight. He wore a trim-fit gray suit. Note his slick razor haircut. He’s New Frontier now. He’s Kennedyesque.

			He said, “We won. The United States prevailed. We’ve averted World War III.”

			The speech course worked. Eddie retooled his Cuban drawl and opened strong. Cops applauded, whistled, woofed. Eddie went hush.

			“The attorney general wants to mount a full-scale intelligence-gathering effort, with close scrutiny focused on potentially dangerous elements within CPUSA and their front groups and allies. As a sidebar, he’s mandated perusal of far-right groups who might serve as the CP’s antagonists or allies—as with the Hitler-Stalin pact of ’39 to ’41. As savvy Kremlinologists have always noted, the commies and fascistos are at base the same thing, and their common enemy is Western democracy, which means us.”

			Edgar Chacõn, reborn. He told me he fucked 14,000 women, just last summer.

			Eddie adjusted the mike. He shot his cuffs and exposed a cut-rate Rolex. He mimicked Ratfuck Bobby. Ratfuck put him through Georgetown Law School. He drove Bobby’s kids to school and walked Bobby’s dog. He told me he scalped Castro militiamen and cut their dicks off. That shit was passé now. He’d gone Camelot.

			“The administration fears gadfly moves, and the AG wants this operation to begin with a close perusal of Intel’s entire CP file cache, which runs in the neighborhood of twenty thousand red sheets—”

			Seventy cops stage-groaned. Bill Parker scowled. Sam Yorty slapped his knees.

			“—and it’s likely that any field investigations that emerge from your file study will be centered here in L.A. It has always been a red stronghold, red-controlled unions and front groups are clustered here, the movie unions are still heavily infiltrated, and we’re in the waning days of the governor’s race. Ex–Vice President Nixon, the more anti-commie of the candidates, is way behind incumbent Pat Brown, and is obviously headed for Shit City.”

			Judiciously timed trash talk. A Kennedy staple. The we’re-all-men-here ethos—très Jack and Bobby.

			Eddie smiled. He went hush and gripped the lectern.

			“The CP itself is in decline. You’ve got torpor, malaise, dwindling membership. The Hungarian revolt in ’56 caused defections, and this Cuban deal has put the CP down in the crapper. But—individual reds and comsymps are always dangerous. The administration strongly supports the civil rights movement and fair-housing initiatives. Civil rights organizations have been widely infiltrated by deep-cover commies, and the AG wants them identified, exposed, and weeded out. Since L.A. is also a far-right stronghold, the possibility of violent confrontation exists. In conclusion, let me state that this operation is strictly LAPD and the U.S. Attorney’s Office. The Sheriff ’s Office will not take part—despite the fact that SHIT—the Sheriff ’s Handpicked Intelligence Team—possesses a far greater store of red sheets. Off the record, we’re excluding LASO because the administration distrusts Sheriff Pete Pitchess’s political designs—and, we mustn’t mince words here—the LAPD packs far greater marquee value.”

			Claps, cheers, foot stomps, hound howls—

			Eddie shrill-whistled. The cops simmered down.

			“This is a document-assessing operation. It will probably result in some fieldwork. We’ve got a rubber-stamp grand jury impaneled, and you’ll be issuing grand-jury subpoenas with a seventy-two-hour/no-bail policy on each and every commo, comsymp, pinko, fellow traveler, or related right-wing shitbird you got the urge to lean on and pick up. Be provocative here. Go through your red-sheet stash and see who strikes your fancy. Don’t be afraid to make statements. There’s a questionable political review playing, one night only, at the Losers Club on the 29th. I want you there in force. Also, the AG wants a lineup, in the big room downstairs, tomorrow. Go through the files and find some dinks to play rough with.”

			Cheers rocked the room—

			Eddie waved them off. “I’m the Federal supervisor. Lieutenant Gates of Intel and Lieutenant Otash of the DA’s Bureau will be the lead field IO’s, with the Hat Squad working under them. Go to work, now. Cull those red sheets. ‘Know your foe’ and all that. Bag some good foils for the lineup. We’ve invited some friendly press to the show. Those Hollywood Ten shitheels are always good for kicks and grins.”

			

			—

			Prewarned means prearmed. Daryl Gates gave me one leg up on the probe. He low-downed me three days back. He said the probe would extend my DA’s credential a solid year. I wanted it and needed it. My credential was a license to steal and a ticket to ride.

			My cubicle was cram-packed with blue sheets, green sheets, red sheets. I greased John Howard Lawson two nights back. I laid five yards on him. He debriefed me at Ollie Hammond’s Steakhouse. We met at 8:00 p.m. and weaved out at 6:00 a.m. He gave me the Red Beast, then to now. Nooooobody knows the Party like Jack Lawson.

			Jack of the Hollywood Ten. The most bellicose witness at the HUAC ’47 tribunal. Jack refused to snitch. Jack did Fed time. Jack turned snitch for Big Freddy O. and Confidential magazine. His ratouts juiced our most sizzling CP exposés. Jack turned fink for money.

			He defamed communism and named names in ’54 and ’55. He told me what to look for in Intel’s file stacks. The file room is twice the size of the squadroom. CP files fill eighty-six floor-to-ceiling shelves. Jack gave me my second leg up on the probe.

			I raided the stacks last night. I cherry-picked files based on Jack’s leads and arranged them in rough thematic and chronological order. Names, dates, incidents, horrific communist perspectives. Jack knows my lurid sensibility and what pops my rocks as a detective. He gave me smidgens of disparaging data and supplied corresponding summaries. He told me what to look for on the “Key Word” sheet clipboards attached to the file banks.

			I haven’t Man Camera’d and imprinted the words on paper yet. I haven’t improvised my own visuals to enhance cold typeface. I popped three Dexedrine an hour ago. I chased them with three jolts of vodka-boiled opium and feel the surge right NOW.

			Paper tint drew me in. Blue sheets, green sheets, red sheets. I skimmed samplings. The blue sheets slammed individual commies and detailed their vice busts. Names, dates, locations, and offenses were listed. The dates ran out of sequence. Entire sentences and the filing cops’ names had been redacted. I knew why. It protected planted informants and cops on infiltration assignments.

			On to the green. They ran down the aggregate/all-offense rousts of individual commies. The lists ran in chronological order. That meant that individual cops maintained the files and compiled the indexes. Their names and probable informant names had been redacted. All the blue and green sheets were LAPD-filed. I knew why. The flimsy paper was standard LAPD stock.

			The blue and green sheets ran inflexible. They were strictly lists. The red sheets were red-tinted pink. They played off the slur “Pinko.” It designated left-leaners and suspected but unconfirmed CPites. The paper stock varied, the typeface varied, narrative summaries and biographical briefs replaced lists. I clocked L.A. Sheriff ’s stock paper. LAPD Intel and Sheriff ’s SHIT did file trades and cash purchases routinely. A few Sheriff ’s files were attributed to individual detectives. The redaction level dropped by 15 percent. It soared back up with Fed red sheets. They were all stamped “Retrieved from Los Angeles Office/FBI” and LAPD-typeface-dated.

			I got itchy to read, assess, think at warp speed. I jumped blue and green to RED. Give me the Red Terror, the Red Wheel, the Red Curtain. “Jumped” said it all. Words jumped at me. I indulged snap judgments. I let the words and my present dope jolt override all circumspection.

			“Apparat.” A Russian noun. English translated to “Apparatus.” Dictionary defined: “A contraption or mechanism of sturdy but limited utility.” Small commie cells and the CP at large are a public-face apparatus. Bolshevites spread the Bolshevik gospel to their rube countrymen. As in, “Communism is 20th-Century Americanism.” Secret apparatuses enact the CP’s criminal agenda. Their thugs and worker drones are known as “apparatchiks.” The term has mutated over time. It now means anyone subservient to the most vile goals of the apparatus.

			“Factionalism” jumped at me. Stalinists hated Trotskyites and vice versa. Stalin’s goons murdered Trotsky—Mexico City, summer of ’40. Communists kill other communists. They hate other communists. Jack Lawson told me this. They argue arcane points in Lenin and Marx. Knife fights erupt in crowded meeting halls.

			I flipped pages. “Mexico’s Red Reign” and “Presidente Plutarco Calles” jumped at me. He launched the Six-Year Plan for Social Reform. It aped Russia’s Five-Year Plan. He set out to eradicate the Catholic Church. He banned religious festivals and processions. He suspended worship. His “Redshirt” goon squads shuttered churches. Devout Catholics lived in terror. The Holy Mass was secretly performed.

			I flipped pages. The name “Dorothy June Siemers” magnetized me. She’ll be my co-host at the lineup tomorrow. She’s ex-CP, and now a professional anti-commie and paid expert witness. She’s a California girl. Born in Stockton, 8/14/13. A former nun. Graduate chemistry degrees. A Party apparatchik in Mexico under Plutarco Calles’s successor, Lázaro Cárdenas. Attached to the commie-infested International Brigade during the Spanish Civil War. Siemers describes “Party Marriage” to her unknown FBI handler.

			Any notably slavish CP man can “marry” any unwed CP woman—it’s sanctioned by the Party Marriage Central Committee. “D.J.” Siemers went the Party-marriage route. She bolted the CP and joined the ranks of anti-red lecture pros.

			The elite ranks. The founding father was Whittaker Chambers. He paired off with Congressman Dick Nixon at the ’48 HUAC hearings. They devised the strategy that exposed commie traitor Alger Hiss and led to his imprisonment. Chambers wrote a best-selling/lauded/castigated memoir titled Witness, and died last year. Louis Budenz, Harvey Matusow, and Elizabeth Bentley were Chambers’s imitators and acolytes. Liz Bentley is dying of cancer. She was a damn good lecturer and testifier. D.J. will likely assume her mantle of doyenne at large.

			Siemers pointed me back to the Spanish Civil War. I recalled the upscut back in high school. I flipped sheets and hit a bare-bones primer.

			It’s 1935. The Loyalists aka Republicans are the good guys. The reigning monarch’s not that bad. General Francisco Franco’s the boss fascist and thinks otherwise. He attempts to stage a coup. Hitler and Mussolini support him, fund him, and supply weaponry. The International Brigade forms to interdict Franco and neuter the strutting toro español. The brigade is packed with suicidal idealists, sincere squares, European and Soviet communists, and a good many American bolshies. It gets very ugly. Franco has proponents deep in the Spanish Catholic Church. Plutarco Calles taught the red boys some cool tricks. Los Communistos are vilely and sadistically anti-God.

			The war was a set-the-stage shit show. It prophesied the big shit show to come. Franco won the war. He’s still in power today.

			I was head-to-toe torched. I thought precursors, precedents, the Hollywood nimrods who pooh-poohed the Hitler-Stalin pact. I flipped sheets and found a summary of Stalin’s show trials.

			Uncle Joe anticipates Nazi non-aggression proposals. His anticipation pops years before the Nazi feelers come. He senses internal discord. Hordes of Soviet officers are soft on Der Führer. He holds mock trials and orders executions. He branches out from there. He kills a shitload of revanchists, mental defectives, closet Trotskyites, revisionists, premature formalists, dubious artists, homosexuals, and critics who praise the symphonic works of Dimitri Shostakovich while he’s at it.

			Stalin orders “agrarian reforms.” Apparatchiks burn the grain crops of kulak farmers. Three million men, women, and children die.

			Uncle Joe kills a million Soviet comrades a year throughout the 1930s. He composes kill lists over his morning vodka and coffee. D. J. Siemers provides a withering epitaph:

			“The CPUSA folk who rigorously deplore and castigate the HUAC hearings and the Hollywood blacklist knew all about Stalin’s hijinks throughout the ’30s. They gloated over them and gravely marveled at the necessity of his actions and his resolve. As he was preparing to flee for his life—this at a time when NKVD killers murdered quitters, runners, and perceived turncoats of all stripes routinely—Whittaker Chambers bid farewell to Alger Hiss. He said, ‘My God, Alger—don’t you know what Stalin’s doing?’ Hiss repeated that old chestnut: ‘If you want to make an omelette, you’ve got to break a few eggs.’ Chambers said, ‘Yes, but where’s the omelette?’ ”

			La Siemers was a sketch. Jack Lawson said she swings both ways. Her name buzz-bombed me. Daryl Gates shot me a memo yesterday. He mentioned Siemers. She’ll attend the civil rights/Rumford Act wingding in Lafayette Square next week. Lafayette Square is the Negro Côte d’Azur. The CP should show big. LAPD will show big. Gates and I will work inside. The Hats and my guys will work outside. The AG is a big civil rights man. He fears commie encroachment on the movement.

			I dug under the file stack and found the memo. It stressed Ratfuck Bobby’s civil rights hard-on. It stressed Tom Bradley and Gilbert Lindsay and said they’ll show at the show. They’re shoo-ins for their city council seats and are kicking back campaign contributions to the Rumford Fund. The Chief wants us to suck up to Bradley and Lindsay. He fears southside unrest and police brutality tsuris and wants them on our side.

			I skimmed through the memo. D. J. Siemers popped up again. She’s purportedly in the John Birch Society. She’s anti–Rumford Act. She disdains “coerced” integration. She sells commercial property out of Cormier Realty in Glendale. The whole office is John Birch. A woman named Janet Cormier owns the biz. She’s ex-CP gone Bircher.

			Civil rights. Embattled Negroes. Commies out to exploit racial tension and burn the whole of America down.

			Red sheets zoomed me back to summer ’43. The CP feeds off long-simmering grievance in the Detroit ghetto. Poverty. Endemic bigotry. Enforced segregation. Negro autoworkers take it in the shorts. White autoworkers hate them and log more overtime bread. The commies publicly hate FDR. He won’t sponsor anti-lynching legislation. The commies are covertly glad. Lynching indicts white America. White America must die and resurrect as RED. The CP hits the ghetto en masse and preaches insurrection. They flood impoverished neighborhoods with uncut heroin. A rash of ODs ensue. Party sharpsters run rigged dice games and fleece Negro line workers wholesale. Poison booze floods the ghetto. I know about this—my guys Nat and Kareem Denkins hail from Motown. Their Uncle Charlie guzzled contaminated hooch and lost a foot. He stumbled around slumtown Detroit and died young a few months later. The summer ’43 riots took forty-five recorded lives plus untold casualties.

			Detroit to Hollywood. My run of sheets comprised a travelogue. Red Hollywood. The furtive ’40s. Hyperbolic anti-Nazi flicks—post Hitler-Stalin pact—as the Waffen SS and Red Guardsmen slaughtered Polish freedom fighters simultaneously. Jack Lawson wrote the script for Action in the North Atlantic. Cultural commissars reviewed it and laced in agitprop. Party goons infiltrate Hollywood trade unions and extort their way to leadership positions. They cut side deals with studio bosses and funnel the gelt into Party bank accounts. Apparat, apparatus, apparatchik. CPUSA was always a criminal cartel.

			HUAC goes to Hollywood. Ten screenwriters and directors refuse to name names. D. J. Siemers visits the boys in stir. They name names to her. It’s all factionalism, petty grudges, sexual jealousy run amok. Stalinists snitch Trotskyites snitch Lovestoneites. Meeting hall shoutdowns and ineffectual fistfights are recalled and avenged. Cuckolded comrades snitch the comrades who fucked their wives back in ten thousand B.C.

			D.J. sets up “assignation dates” for her informants. Prison authorities provide overnight passes. D.J. chaperones the boys and their call-girl inamoratas to nearby motels.

			The “assignation-date” concept gored me. I checked my key word log and scanned for backup mentions. I snagged one. “Assignation date” links to “Indigenous Cell”/file #68221.

			I ran through three file stacks and found it. I popped two Dexedrine and read this:

			“Indigenous Cell,” noun in English. Yes—but indigenous to what or whom? The term designates wet-work men of murky provenance. They live in deep cover and maintain the façade of placidly anonymous lives. They are all Spanish Civil War vets. Their number remains unknown. They were born between 1910 and 1915. They were born into anonymous Party marriages. The indigenous-cell inception preceded the triumph of the Russian Revolution. The men have no certifiable or verifiable identities and were raised and educated in “Marriage Collectives.” The location of said collectives remains unknown.

			Their post–civil war mandate was to kill CPUSA turncoats, quitters, and runners. They operated in America then, and are presumed to live here still. Something tweaked me. It raised a question. Is the Indigenous Cell Russian or American-derived? Who orders them to kill? Nobody knows. Their standard means of execution? Two men deploy and hunt down the turncoats, quitters, and runners. They pack Makarov 9mm automatics. Their signature? Suppressor-muffled shots to the back of the head.

			The file was unattributed. It was typed on an L.A. Sheriff ’s Olivetti. The filing detective’s name was redacted. A typed postscript followed the redaction:

			(See Weiss, Sholem and Myra/DOD 4-16-54/file #68417).

			I flipped through red sheets and found it. The file was one-page scant. It was unattributed, the detective’s name was redacted, it was typed on an L.A. Sheriff ’s Olivetti.

			Sholem and Myra Weiss. Communist man and wife. Slain in their Hollywood apartment—Argyle north of Franklin. It was LAPD’s case. It’s dead-stalled unsolved.

			It was a sex-slash job. Cuts, mutilations, slashed throats. Al Goossen and Colin Forbes worked the case. I went back with them. They were top-notch.

			An unnamed CP man told Forbes:

			“The Weisses had a beef about Richard Nixon, Alger Hiss, and the HUAC hearings of summer ’48. It was hard to tell if they were Nixon or Hiss haters. They disrupted Nixon and Whittaker Chambers at some restaurant in D.C. That book, Witness, had come out, and they couldn’t stand it that an ex-red was cozying up with a sitting vice president, and that the book made him a lot of money.”

			Daryl Gates slid into my cubicle. I lit a cigarette. It squelched my dope load.

			“I just dropped the Chief off at Kwan’s. He’s been coming in half in the bag. He’ll dry out and get some rest, but he’ll miss the lineup.”

			I laughed. “The Cure never did anyone a single bit of harm.”

			Gates smiled. “The voice of experience.”

			I slid my chair back and scratched my balls. I was fried. I’d been on the sheets for six hours plus.

			“The Hats are hauling in fish for the show. They’ve bagged Dalton Trumbo and Joseph Losey so far.”

			“Speaking of the show, we’ll have two special guests sitting front row.”

			I went so? Gates said, “Richard Nixon’s two key men. A lawyer named Ehrlichman and an ad man named Haldeman. They’ve got something for us, and they mentioned you by name. Nixon will never be governor, but that doesn’t mean we can’t utilize him.”
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			(Los Angeles, 9:10 a.m., Saturday, 10/27/62)

			The lineup.

			It’s half intimidation foray, half publicity goof. Every aspect is steel-buffed controlled. It’s LAPD at their innovative and insensitive best.

			The lineup room adjoined the PAB lobby. It featured sixty staggered seat rows with ten seats per. The seats faced an elevated stage. The back wall was painted matte black. The white height strips stood out bold. Floor lights beamed up and glare-blinded standing suspects.

			The PD feigned civility today. Our suspects sat in hard-backed chairs. The Hats served them grand-jury subpoenas last night. They appear reluctantly—but voluntarily.

			They squirmed in their seats. The packed house glared down at them. Here they are, left to right:

			Chair #1: Hollywood Ten poobah Dalton Trumbo. A small man with a big head. Dig his yachting threads. Navy blazer, white ducks, gold-braided cap. He’s florid and droopy-mustached. He oozes woe-is-me grievance and distress.

			Chair #2: My snitch, John Howard Lawson. Jack’s dressed in tennis togs. He complements fellow blacklistee Trumbo. Jack called me. He begged for a shot to woo a hostile crowd and revamp his commie hatchet man image.

			Chair #3: Henry Cathcart Wilkins. He’s ex-CP and the ex-Burgermeister of L.A.’s Negro Nazi League. I popped Henry for drunk driving fourteen times, circa ’51–’52. He’s sporting a “Nixon for Governor” lapel pin today.

			Chair #4: Joseph Losey. Expatriate film director. He bugged out of his HUAC summons, back in the so-called “Plague Years.” He’s a tortured-artiste type. He chain-smokes Gauloises and quotes obscure frog intellectuals. He’s in town to cast his new picture.

			Four fish in the fishbowl. Cops and handpicked press scowling down. Morrie Ryskind from the Examiner. Morty Bendish from the Mirror—the PD’s lapdog and chief public dispenser of misinformation. Radio/TV gasbag George Putnam. KTTV rightist-centrist Tom Duggan. KTLA ham Hal Fishman. He screened a nightly “War-O-Meter” during the missile tiff. His “Nuke Holocaust” predictions topped out at 98 percent.

			Full house. I sat in the first row. Daryl Gates and D. J. Siemers flanked me. We exchanged nice-to-meet-yous.

			Miss Siemers was rangy and too thin. I nailed her type. She subsists on gin and cigarettes. She exemplifies vigilance and runs on frayed nerves.

			Down the row: H. R. Haldeman and John Ehrlichman. I hadn’t met them yet. Gates said a drinks date was set for tonight.

			Eddie Chacõn stood at the back. Tom Bradley, Gilbert Lindsay, and W. B. Rumford sprawled in Row #2. A hubbub burbled through the crowd. Where’s Bill Parker? Where’s the Chief?

			He’s in the basement clinic at Kwan’s Chinese Pagoda. It’s tucked behind the opium den. He’s boiling it out. He’s hooked to a dope drip, he’s noshing chop suey, he’ll get his first blood transfusion at noon.

			Gates tapped me. D. J. Siemers adjusted her lapel mike and winked. We stood up. I went ladies first. D.J. bowed. We walked onstage and faced the crowd. The pro-cop press gave up applause.

			D.J. said, “Good morning, and thank you for joining us. As I do, I’m sure you must all feel a great sense of relief in knowing that the free world prevailed in the just-resolved crisis wherein Soviet missiles installed in Cuba and aimed at our shores have been removed. No fewer than a dozen automobiles parked behind this building bear bumper stickers which read ‘Cuba. Don’t worry, it’s still 90 miles away’ and ‘You can trust the Communists—to be Communists.’ Two boffo bumper stickers, popular sentiments, to be sure. The four men sitting behind us are former communists, strayed-from-the-pack communists, perhaps still communists in their heart of hearts. The programs you were issued at the door detail their résumés, thus I will not repeat them. These men have been peaceably detained by officers of the Los Angeles Police Department, directed by LAPD lieutenant Daryl Gates and District Attorney’s Bureau lieutenant Fred Otash. Lieutenant Otash and I will be quizzing them on the status of the CPUSA today, and do they sense unrest within the Party since the craven Soviet retreat of just a few days ago? And, please remember. Cuba remains just ninety miles away, and you can trust the communists—to be communists.”

			Applause rocked the room. D.J. spoke firm and wrapped it fast. Her voice worked. Low-register contralto, smoker’s rasp, San Joaquin Valley drawl.

			The applause subsided. Dalton Trumbo piped in:

			“I wasn’t ‘peaceably detained,’ Dor—four big storm troopers entered my backyard and hauled me away. I was reading Sartre and unwinding by the pool, and before I could blink, I was under the hot lights in a dark cubicle upstairs. If I were a Negro, like Mr. Wilkins, I would have been lynched in Griffith Park.”

			Trumbo drew raspberries and low boos. The audience demographic disfavored him.

			Henry Wilkins said, “I weigh three-twenty. Ain’t no rope can hold me.”

			Henry glommed big yuks. I addressed Joe Losey.

			“You fled to Europe when HUAC subpoenaed you back in ’51, Mr. Losey. You didn’t have the nards to appear before the committee and tough it out like Mr. Trumbo and Mr. Lawson did. Are you here to apologize and seek absolution?”

			Losey went harrumph and plumped his silk ascot. His French-couture ensemble was shiny-elbowed and frayed.

			“No. I’m here to cast my new film, The Assassination of Trotsky. The most beautiful actresses in this town hound me for roles, day and night. I remain a committed Trotskyite. Leon Trotsky was a herculean womanizer. He was the undisputed King of Swordsmen, and he only put the boots to stunningly beautiful women, the type who remain solely indigenous to L.A.”

			I scoped the audience. Daryl Gates belly-laughed. W. B. Rumford roared. Haldeman and Ehrlichman seethed.

			Dalton Trumbo slid a cigarette into an ivory holder. D.J. went at him.

			“Let’s discuss your fatuously celebrated refusal to testify, Dalton. As you will recall, I took you and your nine other comrades out on chaperoned dates to motels, as a reward when you were deposing to Federal agents. You were ensconced in the Federal pen, but were treated with great deference. You answered for attribution the questions you refused to answer during the radio-broadcast proceedings. Don’t you see a level of cowardice and duplicity there?”

			Trumbo said, “You’re an old maid, Dor. You’ve made the cover of Spinster Turncoat magazine more times than I can count. I might add that you recruited the girls out of a lezbo bar you frequent, Linda’s Little Log Cabin.”

			Wilkins said, “You supposed ex-commies sure are bitchy. Nobody offered me no fine foxes when I was in stir.”

			Jack Lawson said, “That’s because you were a Nazi. Stalinists outscored Nazis ten to one in the young snatch department.”

			Hound howls, dog bays, woof-woofs. The crowd gassed on the Jack and Henry Show. We’d get goooood late-edition ink and lead TV spots tonight.

			I said, “What are you doing for a living now, Henry?”

			Wilkins said, “I own a rib crib on East Slauson. And it’s integrated, baby. I support one hundred percent integration, including integration for camel fuckers like you. I support Tom Bradley and Gilbert Lindsay for those city council seats they got their eyes on, because Big Tom saved me from a whipping when two patrol units jammed me up for drunk driving, eons ago. You were looking to put some hurt on me, Freddy. I could see that little gleam in your camel-fucking eyes.”

			I scanned the audience. Tom Bradley laughed and slapped his knees.

			D.J. said, “I think this event has gotten out of hand.”

			Wilkins shielded his eyes and pointed to the back rows. He went ooh-la-la and mimed a panting dog.

			“That Channel 9 anchorwoman’s out there. Give me some ugambo, you fine motherfucker.”

			Joe Losey said, “Young lady, I have a role in The Assassination of Trotsky that you would be just perfect for.”

			The anchorwoman slid over to the center aisle. She curtsied and hiked her skirt over her knees. Epidemic hoots and wolf whistles ensued—

			She called out, “I’ll consider the offer, if you’ll all link hands and sing ‘We Shall Overcome.’ ”

			A camera jockey slid from his seat and joined her. He hoisted his camera shoulder-high and aimed it at the stage. The onstage gang kicked their chairs back and milled around, in tight.

			Trumbo, Lawson, Wilkins, Losey. They didn’t know what to say or what to do. D. J. Siemers walked over and joined them. It went telepathic. They shared looks. Nobody spoke. Everyone shrugged, everyone smiled, they spread out and linked hands, five across.

			They sang “We Shall Overcome.” They knew all the words. TV cameras rolled. Flashbulb pops lit the lineup room, bright bright.
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			(Los Angeles, 6:04 p.m., Saturday, 10/27/62)

			Daryl G. and I glugged high-test scotch. Haldeman and Ehrlichman were four minutes late.

			We kicked back in the PD’s “Hospitality Suite.” The Ambassador Hotel supplied it. Two bedrooms/living room/kitchen/full bar. The suite was a bolt-hole. It served as a love lair and a strongarm hideaway. Married cops poked their girlfriends here. Detectives extracted confessions. Max Herman and I thumped Harvey Glatman in this selfsame room. He strangled three women. We levied hurt on him and packed him off to Death Row.

			The lineup made the p.m. editions, top-scale. We cleared off the coffee table and laid out the Examiner, Mirror, and Daily News. I rigged a spray of below-the-fold banners and subheads. They were all va-va-va-voom.

			The Examiner. L.A.’s Hearst rag looooves LAPD.

			“Lineup Signals Thaw in East-West Relations”/“Laff-Fest Lifts A-Bomb Blues.”

			The Mirror. PD lapdog Morty Bendish writes: “Commies, Nazis, Birchers Link Hands!”/“They Shall Overcome!!!”

			The Daily News goes whole hog: “Lineup-Cum-Summit Meet Proves Best Show in Town”/“LAPD Nukes Post-Crisis Ennui.”

			Right below the rave: “Nixon Falters in Latest Polls”/“Defeat Looms for Ex-Veep.”

			The bell rang. I stood up and got the door. Haldeman and Ehrlichman stood there. My booze breath set them back on their heels. They were Christian Science abstemious. Morty Bendish fed me the dish.

			Gates walked over. Handshakes circulated. I hit the wet bar and poured two ginger ales. Gates and I reclaimed our wing chairs. Haldeman and Ehrlichman took the couch.

			They sipped soft drinks. Haldeman fidgeted. Ehrlichman toed his briefcase and scoped the newspaper spray. Haldeman clocked it a beat on. They’d scowled through the “Best Show in Town.” I mind-read them. We thought it was undignified.

			Haldeman tapped the spray. “Chief Parker wasn’t there. I’m surprised that he allowed himself to miss it.”

			Ehrlichman smiled. “You don’t get a show like that every day.”

			I said, “The Chief had a prior engagement.”

			Gates said, “I debriefed him. He was sorry he couldn’t have been there, and he was particularly sorry that he missed the opportunity to meet you gentlemen.”

			Haldeman flushed. His flattop bristled.

			“We expected him to be here. That makes two opportunities to meet us that he’s missed, along with our opportunity to send the former vice president’s regards and expressions of esteem. He considers Mr. Parker to be America’s number-one law enforcement officer, far superior to Robert Kennedy and J. Edgar Hoover. Moreover, he admires him lawyer to lawyer. We have something to offer him, along with something to offer Lieutenant Otash.”

			Gates bristled. He drained his scotch. He shot his cuffs and displayed his gold-coin wristwatch. Our guests oozed grievance and censure. Gates bought himself time to cool off.

			“The Chief is indisposed. Let it go at that. It pains me to justify the actions of William H. Parker. ‘Indisposed’ is ‘indisposed.’ That covers a great many things. Lieutenant Otash sits across from you at this moment. Let’s hear what you have for him. I’m sure the Chief will be delighted to learn of Mr. Nixon’s expressions of esteem. I’ll get him to send Mr. Nixon a gift card and a bottle of champagne, by way of Mr. Haldeman’s office.”

			Haldeman said, “ ‘Indisposed’ is a euphemism. It denotes someone in duress.”

			Ehrlichman said, “Bob’s right. The way the Chief should have handled this was to have sent both of us notes expressing his regrets in advance of the lineup, and—”

			I cut him off. “The Chief ’s taking the Cure, down at Kwan’s Chinese Pagoda. It’s a health deal. He’s been hitting it too hard, and he’s taking a breather.”

			The geeks lip-synced the Cure? They shrugged, disingenuous. They went all invertebrate. They don’t know from no “Cure.”

			Gates said, “Freddy’s taken the Cure three times. I’m sure he can fill you in.”

			I said, “Chinese med students and Haitian witch doctors. Some good opium and Merck methamphetamine. A swell blood transfusion, round-the-clock naps, and lots of tasty peach duck and pork fried rice. You go in feeling lower than snakeshit, and come out looking to fight all the men and fuck all the women.”

			Gates yukked and futzed with his wristwatch. Haldeman and Ehrlichman blanched. A good minute ticked by. Haldeman and Ehrlichman froze. Haldeman unfroze first. He spoke straight to me.

			“If you do what we request, and Richard Nixon is elected governor, he will appoint Bill Parker chief justice of the California Supreme Court. The LAPD will earn the governor’s undying loyalty, the governor will urge Mayor Yorty to appoint Lieutenant Gates as acting chief and armlock the city council into making it a permanent appointment. You, Lieutenant Otash, will be very handsomely compensated with cash money.”

			I tapped the Daily News subheads. “Nixon Falters in Latest Polls”/“Defeat Looms for Ex-Veep.” I made the jerkoff sign.

			“Nixon can’t win. There’s nothing I can pull between now and election day that will swamp Brown’s lead. I know all the tricks, I’ve pulled them all, and I’ll be the first one the state cops will come looking for. Getting Pat Brown tanked and jammed for drunk driving won’t work. Honey traps with young woof-woof or this Venezuelan kid with a fourteen-inch schlong won’t work, because they’ll think ‘Freddy O.’ straight off.”

			Haldeman sipped his drink. He spasmed. Ginger ale spritzed his suit coat. Ehrlichman held up his hands and went whoa now.

			“Richard M. Nixon is a very lonely man. He has time on his hands—perpetually—since his law firm job is nothing but a sinecure to impress the rich rubes the firm caters to. He blows off steam by going on walkabouts that rather resemble fugue states. He disappears. He takes cabs, walks, he vanishes into what we might call the ‘Inner City.’ He has a nice house in Beverly Hills, and he clandestinely maintains what he refers to as a ‘Friendship Suite’ at the Beverly Hills Hotel. It’s equipped with an off-the-switchboard ‘Friendship Phone.’ He meets people on his walkabouts. He has innocent conversations with them—and most of them don’t even know who he is. I swear to you, it’s all innocent.”

			Gates coughed. “Lieutenant Otash and I have a field investigation to run. If you want a close surveillance, I don’t know when the lieutenant will find the time.”

			Haldeman blotted his shirt. “Dick’s been indulging this practice since the ’56 campaign. He did it in ’60, and he’s doing it now. He’ll get in trouble sooner or later.”

			Ehrlichman dug through his briefcase. He pulled out a color snapshot and passed it to me. Dig this tableau:

			A modest kitchen backdrop. A gaggle of little Negro kids. They’re dressed in go-to-church suits and dresses. They sit at two small tables pushed together. They wear paper party hats. They recklessly eyeball a chocolate birthday cake.

			Richard Nixon stands beside the tables. He wears a paper party hat. He’s poised to slice the cake. He’s grinning. A heavyset grandma type looks on.

			I got chills. I Man Camera’d the snapshot and imprinted details. The room went too hot and too cold.

			I said, “I’m in. Color-line shit intrigues me.”

			Haldeman passed me a note slip. He hovered close. I smelled Royall Lyme cologne.

			“This should play to another of your strong suits. Dick sees a Beverly Hills headshrinker. We want you to break into his office and photograph his Nixon file. Don’t say you’ve never done that sort of thing before. You come highly recommended.”
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			(Los Angeles, 1:04 a.m., Sunday, 10/28/62)

			Double duty. The red probe and the Nixon job. Commies and Tricky Dick’s southside antics. My workload decreed stimulation. I thrive on too much right now. I drove to the Beverly Hills Hotel and valet-parked. I breezed through the lobby and upstairs.

			Nixon was in Visalia tonight. He was bamboozling a youth group and some beet growers’ alliance. Haldeman fed me the Friendship Suite lowdown. Ehrlichman said we’d discuss money soon.

			A freight lift shot me up to four. I walked down a pink-and-green-flocked hallway. There’s 423. Double doors and a steel knob-and-plate lock. I buzzed the buzzer and got no response.

			I jammed a #6 pick in the keyhole and moved it counterclockwise. Tumblers click-clicked, the door popped wide, I stepped inside and shut the door behind me.

			Low-volt night lights burned and indicated the layout. Small foyer/pink-and-green living room/bedroom-bathroom left, kitchenette right. The night lights beamed atop end tables and dressers. I got out my penlight and flashed it through open doorways.

			Details hit me. The tidy bed coverlet. The stiff-vacuumed carpet. No disarray whatsoever. The suite ran inimical to fuck pads and male hideaways. It was swank-hotel de rigueur.

			I ignored wall switches, table lamps, floor lamps. I penlit a path and tapped the bedroom first. I saw the Friendship Phone, straight off.

			It was a standard bedside hotel phone. It was foo-foo pink. It sat on the right-side end table. The brass fixtures were anomalous and screamed covert intent. Callers called Nixon direct. Nixon bypassed the hotel switchboard and called them direct. I dialed my answering service and got line flak. Nixon dialed code numbers and notched outside-line hookups.

			I checked the bathroom. It was pink-and-green tiled. Nixon displayed his toilet items on a sink ledge. Razor, blades, shaving cream, cheap cologne, toothpaste and brush. I tapped the medicine chest. The contents dismayed me. Yawn—aspirin and cholesterol pills on a shelf. Tricky Dick was cubistic. He eschewed contraband. There’s no high-hoppers, yellow jackets, red devils. There’s no hybrid shit to induce outer space.

			I walked back to the bedroom and scoped the clothes closet. I flashed blue suits, gray suits, drip-dry suits. Plus white dress shirts, corny sport coats and too-baggy slacks. Plus four embroidered Guayabera shirts. South American dictators favored them. I yuk-yuk-yukked.

			The friendship suite was a yawn. I pocket-checked Tricky Dick’s full wardrobe. I netted sixteen cents and an old Time magazine.

			On to the kitchen. The yawn factor intensified. No utensils, no food in the fridge, no food in the cupboards. Nixon called room service or ate elsewhere. I crossed back to the living room and rifled drawers. Nada, nyet, zero. No stray campaign paperwork. No address book rife with hot names and numbers. No personal touches anywhere. No adulterous left-behinds. No female accoutrements anywhere. No rubbers in a rolled-up sock drawer.

			A standard extension phone on the coffee table. A hotel-chain notepad and pencil beside it.

			I flipped through the pad and hit all blank pages. I went back to page one and dragged the pencil point across it. No indentation marks appeared, white on graphite gray. I dragged the tip over the first eight pages. Page 9 showed white-on-gray indents. Neat block print. All caps. Ex-veep Richard M. Nixon wrote this:

			Tommy Tucker’s place

			WE9-6882

			Tommy Tucker. Near-southside player. Convivial barkeep. Sketchy bail bondsman. Purported fence. Purported house-burglary suborner. Tommy Tucker’s Playroom. Washington Boulevard, just east of La Brea.

			Washington and La Brea. A noted cool-cat enclave. It’s a mixed-race border zone. Just-erected billboards promote Tom Bradley, Gilbert Lindsay, and their council seat runs.

			Washington and La Brea. Two crown jewels sparkle there. The Playroom and France’s Drive-In. They eclipse nearby pool halls, hair-process joints, and Mumar’s Mosque #4. France’s rolls 24 hours. The carhops peddle pills and turn tricks. Jazz combos play the Parisian Room lounge. Minor cats abound. Reggie Farrington, Reynaldo Rey, Brother Jack McGann. Big names gig there, intermittent. Miles, Diz, Gerry Mulligan. LAPD surveils the strip, intermittent. It’s not high crime. It’s not deep ghetto. It projects that we’re cool near-southside panache.

			Tommy Tucker. Richard Nixon. What’s the oooga-booga there?

			

			—

			I raced home. My broiled brain raced out ahead of me. I straddled two opportunities. The Nixon gig meant money. Haldeman would divulge the amount next week. The red probe would sustain my cop sanction. The lieutenancy. The high-rank prestige. The carry permit, the subpoena power, the autonomy.

			Beverly Hills to West Hollywood. Dead-of-night traffic. I broomed it in six minutes flat. The red sheets were locked in my wall safe. My stash had expanded. I ran key word checks on “Party Marriage” and “Indigenous Cell.” The check yielded six red sheets. I hadn’t read through them yet. I cooked up a vat of jungle juice and crapped out on the couch.

			Jungle juice delivers simultaneous sensations and scorches you with paradoxical effects. Go fast, go slow. Speedball to conclusions and revise them with measured control. I’d imprinted the sheets already. I inventoried that pre-memorized data, sans paperwork and with my eyes shut.

			Time schizzed by. Sunday the 28th became Monday the 29th. My replay ran dawn to dusk to dawn. I recalled my first read-through and replayed it, error-free. It was a perfect procession of typeface on paper tinged red.

			Brain movies now. Recollection to pure imagination. I saw D. J. Siemers in her nun’s habit. I saw her in male drag on a street in Madrid, circa ’36. I created faces for the obscure commies the files demonized. I white-inked informant numbers atop their heads. The faces blurred into action shots. I played auteur. I crafted film footage. I saw the Ford strike in Pico Rivera. Nail-studded baseball bats tore flesh. I constructed a Washington committee room, August ’48. Sweltering heat, microphones, thick cigarette smoke. Whittaker Chambers testifies and indicts Alger Hiss. Chambers is seedy, sweaty, relentlessly precise. Congressman Nixon grills Hiss. He’s elegant and sweat-free. He dissembles with small twitches and hems and haws.

			I switched perspectives and made right-wingers the villains. Poughkeepsie, ’51. American Legion thugs attack lefties at a Paul Robeson concert and picnic. The thugs wield truncheons and beavertail saps. I saw scalp-line gouges and whole ears sheared off.

			My brain screen went blank. Something big, ugly, and unnamed invaded my head. I read through my fresh batch of red sheets. A blank sheet of paper appeared. Typewriter keys tapped Party Marriage on it. The two words rearranged themselves as INDIGENOUS CELL.

			I skimmed the new batch. I learned this:

			The Party marriage concept predated the Revolution. Promiscuous men and women screwed for the cause. Deliberate pregnancies ensued. No birth records were filed. It rendered the exact attribution of parentage impossible. New parents forfeited their offspring. Infants were placed in “Marriage Collectives.” They were raised and schooled there. They received no religious and/or secular instruction. They underwent group indoctrination. Male children were singled out for special training. They were whittled down to a very few. Those boys grew up to form the Indigenous Cell.

			The boys were born between 1910 and 1915. They were wet-work specialists and Spanish Civil War rapists. They murdered CP quitters, turncoats, runners, informants. They live anonymous lives in America now. Their birth years mark them as forty-eight to fifty-two. Here’s my evidential surmise:

			They’ve remained undetectable. They’ve escaped police scrutiny. The LAPD red sheet files revealed no individual names. I extrapolated this:

			They were never fingerprinted. Fingerprinting meant death. There’s no mugshots, print cards, photographic proof.

			Anonymous bloodlines. No verifiable ethnicity. The Party dictates your biology. The gift of life bestowed by God is usurped in the womb. Party marriage children grow up in dive pads and rancorous meeting halls. They are systematically brainwashed and know shit-all but communism. “Indigenous Cell.” Deep cover means expertly forged documents. Said documents cover a Party life within a Party life and the born and bred knowledge was that there is no God and only commie conquest exists.

			Horror vignettes hit me, unbidden. I saw faceless children rape women and murder turncoats and refuseniks. The apparatus made them plunder—from the Spanish Civil War to the sex snuffs of Sholem and Myra Weiss, April ’54.

			It got to me. I gobbled Seconals and dosed myself unconscious and blankscreened. I woke up at 6:12 p.m. A muster was slated outside the Losers Club at 8:00.

			I took an hour-long shower and fought off imagery. I vowed to work the red probe in God’s name.

		

	
		
		
			
				[image: PART 3 FUGUE STATE (OCTOBER 30–NOVEMBER 1, 1962)]
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			(Los Angeles, 11:40 a.m., Tuesday, 10/30/62)

			God’s name to personal profit and strategic advantage. The Nixon gig would provide the latter two. The Georgia Street injury clinic kicked me loose at 8:00. ER docs salved and sewed my spike wound. A Demerol patch numbed and nullified the pain. I felt okay now. Phil Irwin picked me up and drove me home. I showered, changed clothes, and went back out.

			Beverly Hills was late-a.m. clogged. Traffic snagged and snail-trailed. Max Herman called me at Georgia Street. He laid out the upshot of last night’s crazy shit.

			The shot-at cop reposed at Queen of Angels. He’d be okay. The Hats backstopped patrolmen and Burglary detectives and worked the three-block canvass at Jefferson and New Hampshire. They notched zero suspect and vehicle sightings. The Salt-and-Pepper bandits struck again. That makes four 459s and one attempted murder. You do not shoot cops in Bill Parker’s town. The cocksuckers were bought and paid for.

			Harry Crowder and Eddie Benson ran records checks. All known Salt-and-Pepper humps were locked down at Quentin and Folsom. These cats remained un-ID’d. The Pawnshop Detail turned up zilch. The clouted jewelry from the first three jobs was un-pawned. The Burglary guys leaned on fences. They notched zero. The jewels were un-pawned and un-fenced.

			The canvass netted one futile lead. A USC prof told Red Stromwall that all the houses on the target-house block featured Prohibition-era stills. Spiked booby traps were de rigueur. Federal revenuers got poked routinely. The target-house owner/renters retained their board traps as a safety measure and historical goof.

			The West Hollywood Sheriff ’s gave the Losers Club chaos short shrift. Ditto the shots fired on North Kilkea and the Naziesque Nixon dummy dumped in the bomb-shelter hole. Sheriff Pete Pitchess and Under-Sheriff Jimmy Downey blamed LAPD. My rowdy behavior spawned the rock-salt attack. The ’56 Chevy escape car? Ten zillion local taco wagons had “Los” for “The” painted on their wheel wells. So what? The assailants wore Sir Guy shirts and slit-bottom khakis. The assault vibed East L.A. gang initiation. Sawed-off beaners with Father Coughlin masks. The archaic facewear tweaked me. Max said Pitchess and Downey were chuffed that the LASO got barred from the red probe. Pitchess was a Democrat and Pat Brown partisan. He gassed on the Nixon fireworks. Fuck the Losers Club. It was a vice hub. The sheriff ’s blue-sheet file was stacked thirty deep.

			The lineup glommed yet more names. Hal Fishman’s War-O-Meter dipped to 14 percent. Morty Bendish inked a puff piece on Henry Cathcart Wilkins. Ex-Nazi/Commie now “Moderate Republican”/“Supports Ex-Veep Nixon for Governor’s Slot.” A photo showed Henry serving slop at his rib crib. Nixon campaign posters line the walls.

			Traffic unsnarled at Brighton Way and Rodeo. I cut southwest on Brighton and scanned meter spots. I taped the note slip Bob Haldeman had slipped me to the dashboard. Here’s the stats on Dick Nixon’s shrink:

			Douglas Kallman, MD:

			Practice in Psychiatry

			8612 Brighton Way/Suite 610

			Beverly Hills, Calif

			Crestview6-8992

			Haldeman and Ehrlichman. Two choice whipdicks. They’re in deep with Tricky Dick. They’re watch-dogging their long-term investment. They might be scouting blackmail bait. Daryl Gates is sucking up to them. They co-sign his Republicanesque image and precipitous urge to replace Bill Parker as chief. Tonight’s B&E will lube my agenda and Daryl G.’s.

			Kallman might maintain a narcotics safe. I’ve got a super-padded vial of nitroglycerin at home. I could blow the door in a heartbeat. Acoustical baffling would muffle the sound. I’ll leave deliberate break-in marks. The BHPD Burglary cops will roust known junkie burglars and hang it on some hapless stooge. I’ll fortify my stash and sell the injectable dope.

			I pulled up and parked in a curb slot. 8612 was straight across the street. I kicked my seat back and eyeball-strafed the building. I always run daylight recon.

			8612 Brighton. ’20s-vintage Spanish. Unkempt for Beverly Hills. Entrance foyer and seven floors upstairs. No doorman. Button-operated/self-service lift. A built-on coffee shop off the foyer to the left. Windowpane lettering: Open All Night.

			A glass door bisected the coffee shop and foyer. It was push through/no lock plate. The joint serviced a late-working office clientele. Plus restaurant workers and boozers seeking a quick nosh. Eat at the counter or hog a cracked booth. Pay the check and go through the glass door.

			I locked my car and jaywalked across Brighton. I breezed through the front door and imprinted details.

			No wall-mounted directory. Chipped linoleum floor. No wall art, whatsoever. Velvet-flocked wallpaper, shedding blue tufts.

			Man Camera now. I elevatored up to four and imprinted details.

			Ratty hallway carpets. Faux-wood paneled doors. Door plaques with dropped letters. Dentists, shrinks, gynecologists. Mail-order fronts and modeling agencies. Here’s a snap call:

			The gynos serviced VD patients. The modeling agencies sent out call girls. The mail-order fronts sold sex novelties. The dentists pulled teeth numbed by pharmacy cocaine and peddled one-gram vials on the side. The shrinks overprescribed dash-the-blues medication.

			I took side stairs up to the fifth and sixth floors. I Man Camera’d more of the same. A half-blitzed woman weaved out of 618. She swigged straight from a medicine jug. She exited a shrink’s office. She entered 624. The door plaque read “Sir Fontaine—Art Photographs for the Discerning Man.”

			I tingled. Richard M. Nixon—headshrunk in this building. Richard M. Nixon befriends Negro kids. Richard M. Nixon—closet swinger?

			

			—

			The wait dragged. I set the approach time at 1:00 a.m., straight up. The coffee shop would be packed then. Late shows at Beverly Hills movie houses adjourned at midnight. Late-shift restaurant workers clocked out then. I could wolf a sandwich and sidestep through the glass door to the lobby. The side stairwell would shoot me straight to 610.

			I packed my innocuous briefcase. Earmuffs and swaddle-wrapped nitro. Acoustical baffling. Lockpicks, file-drawer shims, Minox mini-camera. Magnifying glass and deep-dial microscope for in-tight work. Textured rubber gloves to block fingerprints and adhere to small objects.

			I took a four-hour nap and changed my spike-wound dressing. I tossed the Demerol patch and popped three Biphetamines. I drove to Beverly Hills and parked across from 8612. I walked in at 1:09 a.m.

			The coffee shop was jammed. I chugged two cups of java and dropped a dollar bill on the table. I sidestepped through the glass door and popped across the lobby. The side-stairwell door stood open. I walked straight up to six. The connecting doorway was ajar. The hallway lights were on.

			I walked straight up to 610 and slid a #5 pick in the lock. The door plate was loose. One twist and a shoulder nudge got me inside.

			Here’s the drill. Stand still in the dark. Fine-tune your senses. Let your orbital nerves filter in contrasting shades. I was amphetamized. The process took a split second. I smelled the waiting room. Stray perfume and dead cigarette butts. No furniture polish, no upholstery scent.

			I penlight-flashed the room and saw this:

			A wall-to-wall shag carpet. Visible grit. Unvacuumed since the Year One. Down-market sofa and three chairs. Ashtrays perched on the arms. Overflow cigarette stubs and discarded matchbooks. Drab white walls. Framed magazine covers. True Western Tales, He-Man Westerns, Ranchero Jack’s Western Round-Up.

			The covers featured rape and lynch-mob art. Apache studs pursue busty blondes. The studs pack heap big bulges. The blondes half shriek and half leer in delight. Indian chiefs in full headdress swing from tree limbs. Their red faces contort. Tight nooses, burst arteries, blood flow down their chests. Bodybuilder cowpokes and busty blondes look on.

			The receptionist’s cubicle door was carpet-snagged and half open. I walked straight in. File cabinets lined the walls. They were stacked six high. I counted forty-two file drawers, total. They were secured by top-line Diebold locks.

			I knew the brand. They were unbustable. Forty-two drawers meant forty-two separate combinations. I’d read the owner’s manual. The combination-number sheet was locked in randomly rotated drawers. Only the physician in charge knew which one on any given night.

			I was stymied. Kallman’s patient files had to be dispersed and stashed in these drawers. His narcotics stash, likewise. Nitro wouldn’t work here. Which drawer for whose file, which drawer for Nixon’s file, which drawer for the dope? If I blew a file bank I’d blow out a whole wall.

			I flashed a connecting doorway. “Douglas Kallman, MD” was brass-engraved across it. The Playboy rabbit insignia was blue-velvet-flocked above. I recalled something. An imprinted memory nudged me.

			The Losers Club wingding. Playboy putz Hugh Hefner and Tommy Tucker sniffing cocaine. The notepad in Dick Nixon’s Friendship Suite. The pay phone number of Tommy Tucker’s Playroom pencil-scrawled on a sheet.

			I jiggled the doorknob. The door popped easy. I stepped into Kallman’s office and penlight-flashed the walls.

			Knotty-pine walls. Super-shellacked. The kids’ rec room aesthetic. Festooned with framed wall art. The November ’58 Playboy, redux.

			The Playboy rabbit cover. The Playmate of the Month foldout. Signed by boss blonde Joan Staley. Separately framed: the clothed Joan Staley and Hugh Hefner in a side-to-side drape. Separately framed: a PR glossy of Joan Staley. Autographed: “To Doug—you shrunk my head!!!!! Love, love, love, Joan S.”

			I slow-eyeballed the office. The walls sat flush. There were no indented seams to indicate sliding panels and stash holes. There were no encased and triple-locked glass shelves crammed with files. The shrinkee’s couch was lint-flecked velour and sub–bargain basement. The shrinker’s desktop was covered with disordered paper piles. A Playboy rabbit paperweight held them down.

			I flopped into Dr. Doug’s desk chair and stretched my legs out in the well. I counted six side drawers and three drawers above the well. The drawers were unlocked and cracked open. I slid my rubber gloves on and went through them.

			Drawer #1: four black-and-white beaver pix of Joan Staley. A fat stack of smut mags: Rogue, Gent, Swank, Knave, For Studs Only, Beaveroo, Beaverama, For Bushmen Only, volumes I, II, III, IV, V, VI. Three illustrated eugenics textbooks. In German and unreadable. Nazi-era vintage. I logicked out master-race ruminations and let it go at that. Nutty photos of blond teenage boys hoisting barbells and blond teenage girls.

			Drawer #2: narco test kits. Eyedroppers and collection vials. Powdered chemicals and dissolving solutions. Kits to gauge the purity of heroin, cocaine, morphine sulfate.

			Drawer #3: one file folder. Five typed pages inside. The typeface was Underwood 1219.

			Page one listed the contents. It was marked “Interesting Patient Roster (female).” I flipped through pages two to five. Fourteen names were alphabetically listed. They ran from “Archuleta, Maureen” to “Zeissner, Sherry.” Their occupations were typed in beside their names. All fourteen women were call girls and “art models.”

			I Minox-snapped all five pages. I tapped Drawer #4. It contained twelve pharmacy vials marked “Desbutal.” Ooooh—I’d heard of it. The rumored ingredients enticed me: pharmaceutical meth/Nembutal/space-age sedatives. A speedball jolt in pill form.

			I unscrewed a vial and popped two Desbutal. Test-pilot Freddy. Dope-alchemist Freddy. Biphetamines in my bloodstream, Desbutal en route. I punched my ticket for Trans-Dope Airlines.

			Drawer #5: more Desbutal. I uncorked a vial and nicked ten pills. Drawer #6: one file folder. Six typed sheets inside. The Underwood 1219 typeface.

			Page one listed the contents. It was marked “Political Patient Roster (male).” I flipped through pages two to six. Eighteen names were alphabetically listed. I recognized three names. All three men were far-right nuts.

			Robert Boliver DePugh. A veterinary biochemist. A noted gun hoarder and paramilitary dink. The kooky kommissar of the Minutemen.

			James Madole. A classic fruitcake who lives with his mom. He sews custom armbands and peddles them across the far-right flank. He’s the bossman of the National Renaissance Party.

			John Rousselot. A John Birch honcho. The only certified Bircher in the lower house. A slick and handsome cat. He panders to rich dowagers and pervs on college girls. He’s ring-a-ding. He’s the public face of John Birch.

			I Minox-snapped all six pages. I pulled out the top well drawer. The Desbutal smacked me upside the head. I bayed like the hell hound I am.

			The drawer held pens, pencils, postage stamps, blank envelopes. Plus four two-liter jars labeled “Heroin/Field Grade/Uncut.”

			Whoa there, Spaceman. Get back to your launching pad. Let’s take this sloooooow.

			I unscrewed a jar. It was white-powder-packed. I wet one fingertip and dipped it. I took a minute taste.

			It was pure shit. I pondered provenance. “Field Grade” was military jargon. U.S. Army doctors confiscated Chicom heroin during the Korean War.

			I Minox-snapped the jars and shut the top well drawer. The lower well drawers were empty. I saw a sheaf of notebook paper tucked under Kallman’s desk blotter. I pulled the sheets out and skimmed them.

			Eight pages. Covered with near-illegible cursive and occasional block print. I checked the top page. It was marked “RMN.”

			The import slammed me. Richard Nixon’s initials. I re-skimmed the pages. Cursive jottings comprised 90 percent of the text. They were naked-eye illegible. Hans Maslick developed a technique to work through that. I packed my deep-dial microscope to surmount document-study contingencies.

			The block-print passages stood out, boldface. Kallman employed block print to ascribe emphasis. Short sentences, one per page. I read this:

			“BRUTALLY BITTER LONELINESS.”

			“WALKABOUTS.”

			“FRIENDSHIP HOTEL SUITE AND FRIENDSHIP PHONE.”

			“ENJOYS GIVING MONEY AWAY.”

			“BEREFT OVER THE DEATH OF WHITTAKER CHAMBERS, LAST YEAR.”

			“LONELY”

			“LONELY”

			“LONELY”

			I got out my magnifying glass and studied the cursive jottings, in tight. The bulk of them were comprehensible—if not legible. Proper nouns, brand names, and numbers partially clarified the text. They appeared to be impulsively scrawled notes pertaining to psychiatric classification, medical history, prescribable medication.

			The remaining cursive pages struck me as impromptu narrative. I went Maslickian. I got out my microscope and rigged a slide. I naked-eyed the assumed narrative pages and studied the size discrepancies between caps and lower case. I saw that Kallman formed wide-looped “J’s” and long-tailed “S’s.” His small A’s and B’s were indistinguishable. I imprinted these writing tropes and started feeding pages/paragraphs/sentences/words and individual letters under my microscope lens.

			I jotted scratch-paper notes as I studied and imprinted. I crafted my own Kallman lexicon and my own Kallman alphabet. It took me two full hours to study, reason out, decipher, imprint, and transcribe this paragraph:

			“RMN met Chambers during the notorious HUAC hearings of August 1948. Chambers accused lawyer/New Deal functionary Alger Hiss of being a CP apparatchik and key member of an espionage cabal that leaked crucial national security documents to the Soviet Union. RMN states that he knew Chambers was telling the truth. This was early on in the proceedings, when the bulk of the HUAC congressmen—Republican and Democrat alike—believed Hiss to be squeaky clean. RMN and Chambers, of course, nailed Alger Hiss, proved Hiss’s guilt, and only legal technicalities allowed for Hiss to be tried for perjury, when in fact the charge should have been sedition and/or treason. Hiss was convicted and served 4 ½ years in prison.”

			A brief block-print passage followed the paragraph:

			CHAMBERS TOLD RMN: “WE’RE GOD’S LONELY MEN, RICHARD.”

			I checked my watch. It was 6:08 a.m. I had to rush this work spurt along. I had the Maslickian rudiments down now. I had my Kallman alphabet and lexicon to consult. I ran the remaining cursive pages under my microscope lens.

			Kallman lapsed into fractured sentences and abbreviations, here. They read as gobbledegook. I worked for an additional half hour and pulled two proper-noun names.

			Sholem and Myra Weiss.

			I knew those names. I recalled them from my Intel file read and Man Camera memorization. They were murdered in their Hollywood apartment. It was 4/16/54. The Weisses were old-line CP. It was a sex-slash job.

			The gobbledegook pages evolved and ran to full sentences. Proper noun names repeated. Weiss, Nixon, Alger Hiss. Dates repeated: ’46, ’48, ’53, ’54. I popped two more Desbutal. The brain jolt revived me. I put the remaining narrative together faaaaast.

			’53 into ’54. Sholem and Myra Weiss want to bolt the Party and lead squaresville lives. They’ve got old dirt on Vice President Nixon. Dig: Nixon had been told that Hiss was a commie spy, back in ’46, when he ran for Congress the first time. They know that because they told then-lawyer Nixon the whole story. But—

			Nixon sat on their information. He hoarded it and held it as a hole card, until he got elected and finagled himself into HUAC. He knew this anti-red tattle could make his career. Which it damn well did.

			November ’46. Nixon’s elected. August ’48. Nixon plays his hole card. ’53 to April ’54. Sholem and Myra plan to extort the sitting vice president of the United States. But—

			They’re murdered. Maybe it’s sex butchery, maybe it’s commie revenge.

			7:05 a.m. One page to go. I passed it under my lens. I caught the name “Dorothy June Siemers” and deciphered the concluding Weiss-snuff paragraph.

			“Sgts. Forbes and Goossen handle it for the L.A. police. But L.A. Sheriff ’s Captain Virgil Dawes (then married to ex-communist lecturer Dorothy June Siemers) kept sticking his nose into the inquiry.”

			Kallman was a slapdash organizer. He might be dope-impaired. He merged police data with psych ruminations.
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			(Los Angeles, 6:18 p.m., Wednesday, 10/31/62)

			Nixon Tail Night #1. I’m 2.4 hours in. Tricky Dick’s on the prowl. The hellhound’s on his trail—and it’s fucking Halloween.

			He boozed and scarfed alone at Trader Vic’s. I sat at the bar and maintained a diagonal sightline. The dining room burbled with there’s Nixon and he’s going to lose. Most diners took note and ignored him. An old girl waggled her fingers and went toodle-ooo. Nixon waggled his fingers and went toodle-ooo back.

			I tagged Nixon at his pad. Beverly Hills, Martin Lane, a modest ranch job. He walked. I leapfrog-car-tailed him. I cut up, around, and side-street cruised him. He hit the Beverly Hills Hotel and changed clothes. He ditched his blue business suit and donned a lounge ensemble. Corny sport coat, Banlon shirt, droopy trousers. He walked here, I drove here. Early nightfall cloaked my pursuit. I dodged trick-or-treaters and their chaperone moms. The kids wore dumb costumes and wolfed candy corn and Mars Bars. Trader Vic’s adjoined the Beverly Hilton. Moms and kid ghouls streaked through the lobby and ducked into the bar. Chinese waiters fed them leechee nuts and went shoo, you little cocksuckers.

			Nixon slurped his third mai tai and picked at rumaki sticks. I sipped a mai tai and popped two filched Desbutal. I called Daryl Gates, post–shrink’s raid. We rendezvoused at Ollie Hammond’s. We inhaled top sirloins and triple Bloody Marys. I laid out the break-in and detailed the upshot. Gates took it in. His response was pure Gates. Circumspect and measured. Expeditious underneath.

			He said, “Stick with the Nixon job, for now. The Hats are running the Intel probe, and they think it’s a full month of reading, indexing, and comparing notes. We’ve got seventy full-time men. That’s three reading and annotating shifts a day. I’ll have you back on it within two weeks. Nixon’s going to lose the election, but even if he’s just a schmuck lawyer, we need to keep him out of trouble, and we want him to owe us. Haldeman and Ehrlichman are nosebleeds, but they’re with him for the long haul. I’m calling Haldeman later today, and I’m telling him we don’t work for free, and after Nixon loses the election, we’ll expect their support for all goddamn time.”

			I said, “Ehrlichman’s more tractable. Haldeman’s a hard-line sack of shit. Call Ehrlichman and tell him what we expect.”

			Gates flashed the cutoff sign. “Ehrlichman lives in Seattle. Haldeman lives here, and he’s a hotshot adman. He’s the guy we present our bill to.”

			“What bill, Daryl?”

			“His agency, J. Walter Thompson, is now our agency. They make the Chief look good, but they make me look better. I’m younger, sexier, and more dynamic. I’m the JFK of American policework, and I’m the man to forge LAPD’s New Frontier.”

			I lit a cigarette. “What about me?”

			Gates sipped his drink and checked his watch. He was en route to Kwan’s. He wanted to drop in and buck up Bill Parker. The Chief gets a space-age blood transfusion today. Med students extract his putrefied blood. Hormone-laced blood supplants it. Witch doctors inject stimulant herbs. The Chief gets reborn.

			I went so? Gates went so? I crushed my cigarette.

			“Here’s my first summary report, beyond what I’ve already told you. Kallman’s batshit crazy and running a zoo out of his office. Heroin aside, he may or may not be dangerous. Nixon’s been out in the world too long. He needs a new wardrobe and a month in the Menninger psych ward. I deciphered Kallman’s notes and got some drift on a double homicide, back in ’54. Sholem and Myra Weiss. They were bit players back in the HUAC ’48 hearings, and they crossed paths with Nixon over a period of years. Nixon obviously spilled this to Kallman during the course of his psychoanalysis. I was already conversant on the Weiss job. Intel’s got it red-sheeted.”

			Gates said, “Per the money, I’m telling Haldeman that you get thirty grand. Secondly, I want daily, detailed summary reports, with carbons to the Hats. And I mean candid reports, Freddy. Report all your felony infractions, and rest assured that the department won’t pursue them. Haldeman teletyped me Nixon’s travel schedule for next week, through to the election. If we need out-of-town tails, we can have Phil, Nat, and Kareem bird-dog Nixon.”

			I stood up. Gates stood up. We shook hands. The tall Girl Scout with the big voice sideswiped me. I catnapped after the shrink’s-office raid and saw her as I passed out.

			The Gates meet was 9:00 a.m. It’s 8:00 p.m. now. Static surveillance. I saw Nixon palm a busboy and pay his check.

			He stood up and weaved a tad. The three mai tais sandbagged him. He split the dining room and walked right by me. I counted off sixty seconds and dogged him outside.

			Stage-door yokels ambushed him. Chaperone moms, trick-or-treaters, dinks jabbing Nixon and Brown signs. Tricky Dick reverted to type. He glued on a phony smile and shook hands all around.

			

			—

			Mobile stakeout. My surveillee is walking. He cut across Santa Monica and turned right on Lasky Drive. I pegged his destination as south by southeast. Tommy Tucker’s Playroom and similar hotspots. Six to one there’s a woman.

			I ticked eight minutes off on my wristwatch. Four to one he takes Olympic east. I shagged my sled and U-turned out of the lot.

			Lasky to Olympic eastbound. A heavy-traffic thoroughfare as camouflage. There’s Nixon. He’s trekking the right-hand/south side of the street. He’s poised to cross Beverly Drive now. A red light’s holding him back. He’s rocking heel to toe and grinning. Ten to one there’s a woman.

			He crossed the street. I pursued. Heavy traffic, dark sky, absorbed surveillance target. I slow-cruised in the curb lane. I cut Nixon thirty yards slack and sustained the interval. We approached the Beverly Hills/L.A. City line. Nixon dodged costumed kids and their fluttering mommies. The kids peeled off to ring doorbells and scrounge candy. Nixon pushed on.

			We crossed La Cienega. French-chateau fourplexes loomed. We’re in L.A. City. The trick-or-treat mobs multiplied. The mom brigades carried flashlights and beamed back at the kids to keep count.

			Nixon cut south on La Jolla. It was single-dwelling/low-traffic residential. I lagged back to forty yards. Nixon pressed on. Trick-or-treaters ruled the southbound sidewalk. Two women recognized the ex–vice prez. Nixon caught it. He swiveled and waved to them. They went eeeek.

			We crossed Pico. Nixon flagrantly jaywalked. I vibed his near-southside destination and eased off the gas. He turned east on Packard. This was mixed-race turf. The restricted-covenant line blurred at Pico. We passed a run of bungalow pads with Re-Elect Brown signs staked on the lawns. Nixon eyeballed them and made some sort of hex sign. I scoped sidewalk traffic and tabulated skin tone. Segregation Generation. The mommies and candy-scrounger gangs were all Negro.

			Two chaperone moms made Nixon and engaged him. Nixon shook hands and dispensed patter. Kids surrounded him and plucked at his corny sport coat. A little girl held up her loot bag. Nixon grabbed some loose Tootsie Rolls and bestowed a stage bow and handshake. The kids squealed, the moms slapped their knees, Nixon waved bye-bye.

			Packard to Orange Drive southbound. A quick right turn. Nixon goosed his pace. I hit the gas and closed the gap between us. Car traffic increased, kid traffic decreased. Nixon turned east on Washington and crossed to the north side of the street. It distorted my surveillance perspective. My instinct outrevved my blurred sightline. Tricky Dick’s a scent hound. He knoooows his near-southside. It’s preordained. He’s hotfooting it to Washington and La Brea. That notepad in his Friendship Suite. He’s bound for Tommy Tucker’s Playroom.

			There’s the intersection. That’s France’s Drive-In and the Parisian Room at the southwest corner. I heard faint bop choruses. I saw Nixon tweak the music. He smiled, he perked, he jaywalked straight back across the street.

			I pulled to the curb and idled in first gear. I caught the ecstatic Dick Nixon up close.

			He perched by the Parisian Room door. Bop strains drifted out, clear-cut. He snapped his fingers. Shout “Go, man, go,” Dick. You might scare up a few votes.

			I noticed something jammed down his back waistband. It bunched up the back of his coat. Nixon spastic-swayed with the music. The something slipped out and hit the sidewalk. Nixon bent down and picked it up.

			It was a corny tweed driving cap. It clashed with his corny sport coat and baggy slacks. Nixon donned the cap. It hit me, full flush.

			It’s camouflage and subterfuge, more than strict disguise. The Playroom will attract gawkers and Hey, who dats? It’s an assignation. He’s meeting a woman there.

			Tricky Dick’s a hound dog. He’s a foul owl on the prowl.

			I laid tread and blew through yellow and red lights at La Brea. Pissed-off motorists hit their horns and flipped me the bird. I grabbed a curb slot across the street from the Playroom. I saw the Oreo Strip, reborn and re-dressed from the ground up.

			It was always a be-cool hip spot. Now, it’s overnight radicalized.

			There’s street banners strung between phone poles. They’re stretched taut twelve feet up, across four traffic lanes. “Bradley for the 10th,” “Lindsay for the 9th,” “Fair Housing Now!” Phone wires grazed the banners. Crackle-sparks flew. It’s a big H&S code beef.

			It’s Halloween night. It’s 9:21. There’s no cop cars perched and poised. Where’s the fuckin’ fuzz, the heat, The Man?

			I adjusted my rearview mirror and framed a backward-north perspective. I saw Nixon walk up. He pulled his tweed cap low and breezed into the Playroom. He sidestepped a sidewalk crap game and squeezed in the door.

			I counted off two minutes. I clocked enhanced foot traffic, garbed for Halloween. Integrated foot traffic. Wolfmen and wolfwomen, taped-up mummies, female Frankenstein monsters with neck bolts and short skirts. They carried kids’ goodie bags. They extracted booze miniatures and guzzled them. They held transistor radios up to their heads and gassed on their very own sounds.

			My two minutes ticked down. I locked my car and jogged across the street. I entered the Playroom. My head grazed an Integration Generation sign, straight off. It hung between the east/west walls and drooped in the middle. I stood still and eyeball-trolled the joint.

			Dim lights, dark wood, cheap Naugahyde booths and black-lacquered tables. A low stage bisected the club and bail-bond office.

			The Reggie Farrington Trio gigged onstage. Reggie blew alto, a trumpet and bass backed him up. Double doors set off the office. They were cracked wide and bright lit.

			I stared into the light. I ignored the third-rate bebop and fixed on the back-office glow. Desks, chairs, workplace disarray. Tommy Tucker, Hugh Hefner, and Joan Staley—perched on desktops and dangling their legs. Those beaver pix of Joanie in Doug Kallman’s office. Hef and Tommy sniffing coke at the Losers Club bash.

			Reynaldo Rey walked up to them. I stomped him at the bash. He was still bruised and contused. He lit a reefer and passed it around. Hef, Tommy, and Joan took deep drags.

			I leaned against a pay-phone stall and scoped the Playroom at large. Integration reigns, baby. The Playroom rocks heterodox. It’s black, it’s white, it’s Oreo’d up in wraparound booths. I spotted Nixon at a back table. He wore his dumb disguise cap and motor-mouthed to a blond woman.

			She was about forty-seven. She wore glasses and dowdy threads. Wool skirt, white blouse, green cardigan sweater. My assignation vibe went blooey. Nixon meets a curvy blonde. They sip Manhattans and keep their hands far apart.

			I trolled for little nudges and signs of recognition. Hey, dig Nixon and that square-ass ginch he’s with. I caught zero there. I re-scoped the bail-bond office. Tom Bradley and Gilbert Lindsay passed through the light. I noticed a scraggly-ass kid with a Karl Marx beard. He eyeballed the Reggie Farrington combo and swayed to “Smoke Gets in Your Eyes.”

			My gaze strayed to nine o’clock. Integration Generation. Here’s an eyeball treat.

			Negro kitten, white tomcat. Miscegenation Generation. These two va-va-va-voomed. The woman resembled Reggie F. I made her as his kid sister. I knew the tomcat. He’s one Motel Mike Bayless. Sam Yorty’s bodyguard’s off his beat tonight. Cat and kitten sit side to side. They’re indulging below-the-tabletop gropes.

			Reggie and his sidemen wrapped “Smoke Gets in Your Eyes.” They garnered bored looks and mild clap-claps. The trumpet waved Reynaldo Rey up onstage.

			Reynaldo blew off the bail-bond gang and skipped up the backstage steps. He glommed righteous applause. He walked straight to the mike and launched his “I Wuz Framed” bit.

			“Them Kennedy Brothers saved the world, but they won’t legalize ‘Big H’!”

			The audience punchlined him: “I Wuz Framed!”

			Reynaldo went falsetto. “I got a fifty-dollar-a-day habit. Tommy T.’s paying me bupkes for this gig!”

			The audience yelled, falsetto: “I Wuz Framed!”

			A baby spotlight strafed me. I’d been made. The Losers Club, redux. Reynaldo Rey pointed straight through me.

			“Freddy Otash kicked my ass at this Westside dive! These Hat Squad shitheels put a case on me!”

			The crowd yelled, “I Wuz Framed!”

			I stood still and blinked back spotlight glare. Tom Bradley hopped up onstage. He stared straight at me. Reggie Farrington crept up on my left. He held his sax at port arms.

			He blasted discordant sax scales upside my head. I pulled my belt sap. Leather-stitched, ball-bearing weighted, twelve ounces of pure—

			Tom Bradley caught my gaze. He put out little nods and head shakes, little two-hand pushbacks, little cool now smirks. He semaphored me. I heard him loud and clear.

			Don’t start a race riot. This could get bad. We go back, you and me. We were young cops together, for better or worse.

			Reggie F. blatted me. He ran scales. They went clangerous. My ears buzzed and burned. He did the frug, the swim, the wah watusi. He vamped me in a full-body press. I nodded at Tom Bradley and about-faced.

			The audience made cluck-cluck/you’re-a-chickenshit sounds. Nixon and the blonde got up and made for the door.

			I slow-walked behind them. A beer bottle hit my back. I grazed the Integration Generation sign. I went through the door and ran for my sled.

			

			—

			They crossed to the south side of Washington and walked west. I slow-cruised them from forty yards back. Nixon ditched his disguise cap. They strolled a decorous distance apart.

			I tailed them to the La Brea intersection. They cut south, right by France’s Drive-In. They walked a block and turned west on 20th Street. The turf went strict residential. I lost my crowd cover. I cut the gas and lagged farther back.

			Mansfield, Orange, Sycamore. Dead quiet streets. It was late. The trick-or-treat kids were long gone. Nixon and the blonde turned south on Alsace Avenue. They strolled the east sidewalk and never brushed shoulders or touched.

			The blonde stopped outside a peach stucco house three doors down from the corner. She dug through her handbag and pulled out a fat key ring. She studied the keys and found the one she wanted. The ring was industrial-size. It must have held thirty keys. It vibed me wrong.

			They walked up the steps. The woman unlocked the door and flicked a wall switch. They walked in. I heard bolts snap and lock chains rattle.

			This small peach stucco job. Your classic postwar L.A. cube. 2082 South Alsace.

			I parked across the street and two doors back. The Oreo Strip was a half mile behind us. I heard faint jazz riffs. The Parisian Room was close but not close.

			Sitting tail.

			I smoked, brooded, and popped Dexedrine. I blurred the jangle with Old Crow. I eyeballed the house. The front-room lights remained on. The back room and presumed bedroom lights remained off. This was no assignation. I ventured a guess.

			It’s Dick’s first in-person meet with a longtime Friendship Phone pal.

			Midnight came and went. It pushed past one and two and closed in on three. The door creaked open at 2:46. Nixon and the blonde stepped outside and stood on the porch.

			No kiss, no friendly embrace. They talked for a moment. They spoke quietly. I was too far off to catch dialogue.

			They shook hands. The woman clutched the big key ring in her left hand.

			She stepped back in the house and shut the door. Nixon walked down the steps and popped north to 20th Street. I counted off a minute, U-turned, and tailed him.

			He walked east. I anticipated his destination: the cab rank at France’s Drive-In. I zoomed ahead and bypassed him. He showed six minutes later. He blew off the cab line and entered the Parisian Room.

			I parked in the back lot and followed him in. He sat in a back booth and watched a car hop/chanteuse maul “Someone to Watch Over Me.” The Parisian Room served after-hours booze at inflated prices. LAPD cosigned it. Cops met confidential informants and their covert girlfriends here. A waiter brought Nixon a highball. The cat recognized him. They chitchatted for four full minutes. The cat said he’d vote for Nixon now that he’d met him—but his wife was dead set on Pat Brown. The waiter split. A fresh car hop/chanteuse replaced the first one. She mauled “Tangerine.” Nixon dawdled over his highball. He got up and walked out at 3:41.

			I foot-tailed him to the cab rank. He went to the first cab in line. I heard “Martin Lane, Beverly Hills.”

			He split the Alsace pad at 2:46. He walked here. He juiced at the Parisian Room for fifty-one minutes. The blonde remained at the pad. The big key ring tweaked me. The blonde left me nonplussed. I reprised the tall Girl Scout with the big voice out of nowhere.

			

			—

			I resumed my sit-and-brood tail. 2082 Alsace was dark and dead still. The whole block, likewise. I indulged conjecture.

			The woman had no car. She walked to the Playroom. She probably lived here. The turf was color-line flexible. She was probably asleep now. Maybe she’s stirring. She just spent five hours with Richard M. Nixon.

			What’s with the key ring? She had the key ring in her purse at the Playroom. Why didn’t she detach her front-door key?

			I gnawed on all of it. I fretted it every which way. I succumbed to it—half intuition, half panic.

			I bolted. I walked up to the door and leaned on the buzzer. No lights popped on. No footsteps approached the door. Nobody called out, vexed at the intrusion.

			It was too dark and too still. I jabbed a #3 pick at the keyhole and fumbled at it a good minute. I made NOISE. The woman inside the house should HEAR it. A last tumbler clicked. The door stayed stuck. I elbow-snapped it and tripped my way inside.

			I kicked the door shut and smelled something. It was off left/diagonal. I got out my penlight and swept the front room. Pale walls, framed landscapes, innocuous dreck. I plumbed a line and lit a path toward the smell. I went through an archway and hit a short hallway flanked by two bedroom doors.

			The right bedroom door was locked. The left bedroom door stood ajar. Left/diagonal, that’s it. The smell emanates—

			There.

			I walked in. I patted the wall and tripped a switch. An overhead fixture beamed down flush. It haloed her, she, neutered dead now.

			Naked.

			Supine.

			On a blood-soaked bed.

			She’s been cut, cut, cut. The white coverlet’s saturated deep red.
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			(Los Angeles, 5:07 a.m., Thursday, 11/1/62)

			Man Camera.

			I worked by arc light. I doused the room lights and taped the window curtains shut. I tight-sealed the death environment. Hans Maslick taught me that.

			Tight rubber gloves let me touch and probe. A surgical mask subsumed the stink. I’d been home and back in ninety-four minutes. I packed two evidence kits, two camera cases, and three folding arc lights. I called Daryl Gates on my office line. I laid the whole deal out for him. Gates was unruffled. He said this:

			“You work it. We’ll smother it. You’ll have me, the Hats, and your boys. We’ll hold it back from the Chief for now, and we won’t let rank-and-file Intel near it. I’ll check cab logs and bus route sheets to determine how the woman got to the Playroom. I’ll do a covert records check on the ownership of the house, back to the year one. I’ll have Ray Pinker commandeer a morgue van and remove the body after you complete your forensic.”

			I laid out Nixon’s innocuous departure and stint at the Parisian Room. He didn’t kill the woman. The snuff occurred during the near-one-hour interval I surveilled him and returned to my perch spot. I eye-drilled the house between Nixon and the woman’s arrival and 2:46 a.m. That means the stiff is ripe for a toss.

			The fat key ring tweaked me from the get-go. I’ll scour the death pad for it. I’ve got ideas here.

			Gates said, “We’ll smother it. We’ll drop a blanket on it, and we won’t reveal shit to LAPD. Work it and take photographs. Work it. Contain the crime scene, and go at this smartly—we don’t want to tip off the neighbors. Canvass Washington and La Brea after you finish up your forensic and get some sleep. It doesn’t howl until dusk at the earliest. Take death pix, but craft an Identikit portrait to show on your canvass. I’ll check for phone records and call-outs, going back three months. The time frame clears Nixon, so we’ll hold the whole deal back from Haldeman and Ehrlichman. Freddy, let’s smother this—”

			I’d smother-sealed the whole house already. I taped all the window curtains shut. I triple-locked the front and back doors and jammed hardback chairs up against the lock edges.

			Ditto the death bedroom crime scene. My arc light scorch-lit the woman. I worked in a deep-focus tunnel. White light, black stage.

			Rigorously circumscribe and contain your settings. Eliminate all extraneous stimuli.

			Hans Maslick preached that.

			I stared at the woman. I inventoried and imprinted her wounds. The bed sat free and squared off. It was centered on the carpet. No pillows, no headboard. The bed was a death stage. The killer or killers knew that. I penlight-flashed the carpeted circumference. The clothes the woman wore last night were strewn upper-right.

			I flashed them. The brown wool skirt, the white blouse, the green cardigan, the white panties and brassiere. The low-heeled black shoes. All the labels had been removed. The shoe linings had been excised. The woman wore no socks or stockings, rough leather scratched her feet. The manufacturer’s name had been removed.

			It reeked of pro-criminal or tradecraft obfuscation.

			The wounds:

			The ear-to-ear slash. She bled out most heavily there. The coverlet absorbed the most blood there. Knife cuts circled her genitalia and breasts. I counted sixteen stab wounds, total. I noted sawtooth serrations on the wound flaps. They were inflicted before the neck wound. The flap tissue had begun to congeal, post–blood loss.

			I got out my Polaroid and photo-snapped the body. I snapped full-body shots and specific-wound shots. I burned two rolls of film and set 24 snapshots atop a dresser to dry.

			Perspective shots. I turned on the room lights and burned a full film roll. I shot the one piece of furniture. The dresser was scuffed to shit. All four drawers were empty and bristle-scrubbed pristine. No evidence could be culled here. It reeked of pro-criminal or tradecraft obfuscation. I shot six exposures, regardless.

			I redoused the room lights and studied the woman’s face. Postmortem bloat had set in. My arc light magnified minute details. Dried saliva extended from the corners of her mouth. It was drool leakage. I rummaged through my evidence kits and pulled implements.

			Microscope and slides, tongue depressors, my cellular-narcology textbook. I scraped the saliva off her face and spread the dried flakes and sticky matter on two slides. I clamped Slide #1 to a lens plate and dialed deep. I saw cell clusters indicative of regurgitated narcotics. I repeated the process with Slide #2. I saw identical clusters there.

			I skimmed my narcology text and examined microphotographs. I nailed three distinct cell patterns. I matched them to Dilaudid, Doriden, and Secobarbital, aka “red devils.”

			The triple dose constituted chemical overkill. The woman was far-gone unconscious as she was tortured and killed. That hinted at two killers and imbued one of them with an urge to impose mercy.

			The woman ingested powerful, sleep-inducing drugs. The sex-organ wounds played tentative and perfunctory. They ran antithetical to the ear-to-ear slash wound that surely killed her.

			The approach. The woman, restrained and subdued. The torture and murder. It all occurred within one hour. It all occurred because I abandoned my surveillance perch and tailed Nixon to the Parisian Room and the cab rank. The autopsy will narrow down the interval between the sex-organ wounds and the death slash.

			I flashed on the Sholem and Myra Weiss snuffs, 4/16/54. This snuff vibed borderline familiar.

			Did the woman dry-swallow the pills that rendered her unconscious? Did the killer/killers force her to slurp water?

			I penlight-strafed the room. I saw a near-empty glass set on a window ledge. There’s a ⅛-inch slice of water at the bottom.

			I went back through my evidence kits and removed implements. I immersed an eyedropper in the glass and siphoned the water. I squirted it into an evidence-collection stopper. The lab can check it for cellular residue. They can note the woman’s blood type and the precise degree of her intoxication.

			The killer/killers probably held the woman’s hand on the glass. They pressed it down to increase purchase and ram the pills down her throat.

			I got out my fingerprint kit and dusted the glass. I brought up rubber-glove prints. They confirmed my thesis. Smudged overlaps on the print outlines indicated that the woman thrashed and resisted. I got a full left-index print off the bottom of the glass. The print displayed unmistakable burn scars and too-wide whorls and ridges. That indicated old and fatuous attempts to eradicate her own prints.

			Tradecraft. Spycraft. Criminal obfuscation.

			I put down my penlight and restudied the woman’s face in deep focus. The mouth was rigor-mortis-set and open. She gasped and fought the dope onset. I flashed my penlight into her mouth and scanned her teeth and gums. I saw a red-and-blue capped left molar. I grabbed my forensic pliers and yanked the tooth free.

			There was nil blood leak. She’s dead and her heart’s not pumping. The cap was thin rubber. It was snugly tucked into a deep-gum cavity. This substitute tooth is a patent phony.

			I held it tight in my pliers and squeezed down hard. The fake tooth crumbled into powder. I smelled cyanide.

			The fake tooth is a suicide pill. The rest of her teeth look to be kosher. THE WOMAN HERSELF reeks of spycraft and advanced tradecraft.

			My postmortem forensic stood two hours in. I had to resume and complete my exam. I needed a respite. I needed to get away from her NOW.

			I gathered up my Polaroid, film, and flashbulb strips and stuffed them in a forensic rucksack. The house shrieked SAFE HOUSE. It was past full dawn now. I could turn on room lights and not arouse suspicion.

			I walked room to room and hit light switches. I snapshot the house, all the way. I was giddy and exhausted. I popped three Dexedrine to alleviate the death stench.

			I careened room to room, in no particular order. I photo-snapped lurid details that snagged my attention.

			Print-wipe solvents in a kitchen cupboard.

			Stacks of left-wing paperbacks on the living-room floor. Franz Fanon, Theodor Adorno, Herbert Marcuse. Plus, commo-porn stroke books. The covers depicted nude women raped by studs in Red Guard uniforms.

			A bottled acid-bath solution in the living-room closet. I know some chemistry. It has to be a document-dissolving salve. A paper shredder is packed in beside it.

			There’s no radio, no TV, no telephone. There’s phone jacks inset in the living-room wainscoting. Tradecraft, obfuscation. Portable bootleg phones can be installed for call-ins and call-outs.

			Two sawed-off shotguns in a hall closet.

			Plus four disguise kits. The kits include application cosmetics and a large store of male and female wigs, fake beards, and mustaches.

			Two additional closets jammed with men’s and women’s clothing, in all sizes and with all identifying labels excised.

			Man Camera. I’m an eidetiker. It’s a self-bestowed gift that I learned from Hans Maslick. I observe, imprint, memorize. I photographically record horrific and prosaic details. I’m a dope fiend. I lose details to chronic intoxication. I cultivate backup evidence assiduously.

			I photographed and imprinted the whole house. I burned 124 flashbulb strips and recorded 400-plus images. I scoured every plane, surface, and possible hidey-hole location for the woman’s key ring.

			I didn’t find it. That meant the killer/killers took it with them. The key ring implies safe houses, plural.

			I was giddy plus amphetamized and all but bouncing off of walls. I was stalling. I had to go back to the death room and turn the woman over. I had to complete my exam and touch her again. Shitwork tasks let me postpone the moment.

			I forensic-vacuumed all the rugs and carpets. I filled three evidence-collection bags with floor grit and unknown gack. I snapshot the dead woman’s clothes and recorded the label-removal points. I pulled up all the rugs and carpets and scanned for secreted booty. I found zilch.

			I girded myself. I walked back to the bedroom and hoisted the woman off of her back and onto her front. I leaned close and studied her posterior. My face mask barely allayed the now more ripe blood and death stink she emitted.

			Her anterior displayed the evidence of her torture and duress. The posterior displayed a coarse skin tone and no more. Her upper back was covered with age-faded acne scars, tattoo-removal abrasions, and tattoo-needle-burn marks. I lacked the chemical means to raise remnants of what was once tattooed there.

			I examined her right arm and hand. Rigor mortis had splayed her fingers wide and clamped them halfway shut. Nothing struck me as anomalous. Her left arm appeared normal. I examined her left hand and saw something.

			It was the faded but raised outline of a removed tattoo—on the left-forefinger-to-thumb web. Embedded ink and faulty tattoo implements caused the visible fade and incomplete and thus unreadable outline. The tattoo was obviously self-inflicted and drawn by the woman’s own unsupported and shaky right hand.

			I had a solvent that would lightly scald the affected skin and possibly raise the outline. A picture and/or words might appear. Subcutaneous ink often reappears in its original form. Retentive cell clusters account for this.

			The woman’s left hand was splayed and cramped like her right hand. I bunched up a swab of unbloodied sheeting and propped up her wrist. I dug out the solvent atomizer and gave her thumb-to-forefinger web a good spritz.

			Her skin bubbled and foamed and sent up its own morbid stink. Her pale tissue darkened. The solvent hit damaged clusters and burned subcutaneous flesh. The tattoo raised. Fresh scald marks merged with long-dried black ink.

			I saw this:

			An upside-down crucifix. The words Los Intrusos above the bottom of the cross.

			“Los Intrusos” meant “The Intruders.” The inverted cross was a Mexican-youth-gang adornment. The inversion and left-hand placement both honored and defamed God. It said I’m a Christian but I go my own way. It implied both evil temperament and the renunciation of sin. Half the dipshit gang kids in Boyle Heights displayed this tattoo.

			Evil temperament. Eerie self-knowledge and sin renounced. I crossed myself. I sent up a prayer for the dead woman and me.
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			(Los Angeles, 9:27 p.m., Thursday, 11/1/62)

			“Oreo Strip.”

			It’s a near-southside sobriquet. It’s fifteen years’ tenured. It’s a slur and a vouch of honor. It connotes tolerance and says it’s a motherfucking shuck. It exalts racial distinction and shits all over it.

			Then’s then, now’s now. The nickname comes home to roost. Integration Generation. The Strip’s aflame with civil rights zeal and Where’s the party? Let’s crash it! Tom Bradley and Gil Lindsay will inherit council seats. Retirements and lateral career moves favored them. They’re kicking back campaign bread to the Rumford fund. The Oreo Strip denotes crumbling façades and opportunities run wild.

			I walked east on Washington. I cut through a turn-away crowd outside Tommy Tucker’s Playroom. Integration Generation! and Fair Housing Now! banners brushed phone wires and threw sparks. Maryjane fumes tickled my nose. There’s no parked black-and-whites or F-cars in sight.

			The Strip hop-hop-hopped. I went home and slept the day out, post-forensic. I woke up and called Daryl Gates. We planned tonight’s canvass. We’ve made progress on the unknown woman/Nixon snuff already.

			Daryl G. tracked the ownership of 2082 Alsace. A dummy corporation bought the crib in ’34. It’s a paper drop attached to a bank account. Said account pays the city and state property tax. The Hats canvassed the blocks adjoining the death pad. Local yokels repeatedly stated this:

			There are no regular tenants. Irregular people show up and let themselves in. Gates braced the U.S. Postal Inspection Service. He learned this:

			The local route mailmen deliver nothing but junk mail and supermarket coupon books.

			I woke up from my six-hour snooze. I popped three Dexedrine and indulged brainstorms. I took four of my death pix and shaded them with a soft-lead pencil. The dead woman looks like herself alive and does not look dead. I built a feature-by-feature Identikit portrait and took it to the PAB. Gates photographed the ID kit and ran off a hundred photostatic copies. My shaded death pix, likewise. I rolled the woman’s prints, back at the death pad. Gates ran them through the fifty-state telefax and got zero. The Federal agency telefax turned up zero. Ray Pinker backed a camouflaged morgue van down the driveway at 2082 Alsace. Two morgue jockeys removed the dead woman and drove her downtown. She’s now “Jane Doe #16/11-1-62.” She’s on ice in the morgue’s sub-basement. Coroner Ted Curphey will perform the autopsy. Ray Pinker and a lab crew are running an augmented forensic at the death pad right now. They’re working off my photographic evidence and vacuum job. They’ll do a room-by-room print sweep and re-vacuum. It’s still too early for a full-on “Who is this woman?” canvass. We do not want to spark Nixon-at-the-scene sightings. It was most likely Tricky Dick’s sole visit to the pad. That said, we want to be sure. Let the local dinks succumb to standard memory loss first.

			Daryl G. made copies of the Nixon/kid’s-birthday photo. The Hats canvassed the Strip with it, all day. They nailed the provenance two hours back. The photograph was snapped a month ago. The birthday boy is nine-year-old Latrelle Bastian. Latrelle’s mom thinks Richard Nixon is a “Nixon lookalike” actor. He parlays his resemblance into TV spots and nightclub gigs. Mrs. Bastian says faux-Richard is a very nice guy.

			The Hats have flashed my shaded death pic and the ID kit all over the Strip and environs. They’ve logged ambiguous “maybe, maybe not” responses, exclusive. I’ve been at the same task for three hours. “Maybe, maybe not.” “Huh? Say what?” “Jeez, I don’t know.”

			The Hats and me. Five seasoned detectives. Sixty-odd man hours. No “I’ve seen her” or “I know her” nods.

			I ducked back into the Playroom. This was my fourth visit. I developed a dodge my first time through. I slid the barman fifty scoots and had him imprint my Diners Club card. I went through the club. I hopped table to table, booth to booth. I ladled out cop love and bought the whole place drinks. I inspired reciprocal love and got no, nein, nyet—multiplied ten trillion times. I passed out death pix and ID kit photostats and went spread the word.

			Three prior go-throughs. No bites as of yet. I hit a back booth. A white hepcat waved me up.

			I walked over. The cat tapped a photostat kit. He said, “I’ve seen her. She’s been around here the past week or so. She always stands by the pay phone and waits for calls.”

			Bingo. Eureka. Three-cherry jackpot. The notepad in Nixon’s Friendship Suite. The Playroom’s pay-phone number scrawled on a sheet.

			I slid the cat fifty. I told him to spread the word and call my service with any positive results. I hit the bar and ordered a triple vodka-rocks. Let’s reroute this Dexie rush.

			Reynaldo Rey hogged the stage. He spun tales. Dracula visits the ghetto. He craves blood and muff-dives black chicks on the rag. Reynaldo noticed me and flipped me off. I looked past him. The double doors stood open. The bail-bond office hopped. I glimpsed a sketchy tableau. I ambled up close and found an eavesdrop perch. Bunched-up curtains covered me goooood.

			Dig:

			Tommy Tucker and Hugh Hefner. They’re sniffing cocaine through a tight-rolled thousand-dollar bill. Joan Staley and four Oreo Bunnies egg them on.

			A portable crap table sat square on Tommy’s desk. Hef blew on a pair of dice and rolled. He indulged gamblerspeak. I heard, “Come on, ivories. Papa wants snake eyes” and “give me box cars. Baby needs a new pair of shoes.” His patter devolved to gibberish. He threw the dice and crapped out. The Bunnies went aaaaw. Their Bunny ears flop-flopped. Tommy T. huddled with Joan Staley. She wore tight jeans, a see-through blouse, and motorcycle boots. A push-button stiletto poked out the left boot top.

			Tommy and Joanie lit cigarettes. Tommy passed Joanie a notary-stamped form. She slinked up to Hef. He weaved on his feet. Hey, don’t I know you? You were Miss November ’58 or some such. Joanie passed him the form and a ballpoint pen. Hef signed it and went back to “snake eyes,” “I’m hot tonight,” and “bet the farm, ’cause these dice are warmed up.”

			Enough.

			I about-faced and walked out to the sidewalk. It was 11:10 p.m. Gates and I scheduled a meet for 1:00. The Parisian Room. A case debrief. Gates told me to bring my crime-scene pix. Our priority talking point: Is 2082 Alsace a commie safe house?

			I jaywalked across Washington and cut south on La Brea. The west side was hot-sheet row. Dive motels extended south to Jefferson. They offered short-time rates and clean sheets ten times a day. The Glo-Ann Motel, the Viking Motel, the Two Vixens, the Tip-Top, Sir Joseph’s Hideaway, the Rugburn Lodge, the Dandelion, Mister Mitch’s Motel, Krazy Jack’s Motel, and more.

			They flashed garish neon signs, 24 hours. The signs were dark tonight. Arc lights replaced them. Two-ton trucks lined La Brea down to 21st Street. The motels were all one-story, horseshoe-shaped, parking slots out front. The rooms stayed dark to cloak hokeypokey. It was aaall different tonight.

			The room doors were gone. Tripod-mounted arc lights clogged the center walkways. They glare-lit the rooms and the men at work within them.

			Massive renovation. Six consecutive motels, just south of 20th and La Brea. Ear-splitter hammer cracks and power-saw buzz. Multiplied by six motels/twelve to eighteen units each/add on painters and paint stink and foremen shouting commands.

			I stopped and watched. We’re past midnight now. It’s a rush job, sure as shit.

			Men dollied up lumber stacks and piled them on the grassy turf between property lines. It looked like a tear-down-and-unify job. Let’s turn these little dives into one Big Something a city block long.

			I scoped out the truck beds and saw six bulldozers. That confirmed my snap notion. I strolled the center courtyards of the Glo-Ann and the Viking. Men stripped old wallpaper and slapped on glow-in-the-dark paint. Men aimed fans at the walls to quick-dry them. Detail men painted Playboy rabbits on each and every wall. The color scheme jarred me. Iridescent purple and lime-green paint for backdrops. Playboy rabbits daubed in bright puce.

			I flashed:

			Hugh Hefner, Tommy Tucker. Glimpsed at the Losers Club and the Playroom. Tommy’s got Hef hooked. It’s usury. Joan Staley’s Tommy’s hench Bunny.

			I walked down to the Two Vixens. It reprised the Glo-Ann and the Viking. Men hauled lumber, men painted and blow-dried walls, men cut Playboy rabbit stencils. The arc lights glared bright and burned hot. Workmen donned anoraks to stay unsinged.

			Two men lounged on the sidewalk. They smoked and traded pops off a flask. One man wore painter’s coveralls. One man wore a sport coat and dust-coated slacks. I made them as the painting foreman and overall boss.

			I walked up and badged them. The head boss-type pulled city and county building permits from his hip pockets. The painting foreman said, “We’re legal, even if the whole place is crazy.”

			I said, “Crazy, how?”

			The boss lit a cigarette. “It’s the big integration fad, and certain guys cashing in. Like that barkeep guy, Tommy Tucker. I think the whole fad will fizzle, but Mr. Hugh Hefner don’t think so. He thinks it’s time to open some integrated Playboy Clubs on the southside. He bought all these dives, just for teardowns. What you’re looking at is supposed to be turned into Playboy City. You know, you’ll get all the Bunnies and high-style shit you see at the regular Playboy Clubs.”

			The paint man pointed to a knot of loser-types. They wore camouflage gear and flare guns hooked to utility belts. The paint man grabbed his crotch and spit on the sidewalk.

			“Our so-called security. I’ve heard they’re in the Minutemen. Gun-hoarder men are all wimps, but they work for the minimum wage and free eats.”

			I flashed back:

			The house on Kilkea. The shots fired. Joe Shell’s bomb-shelter hole in the ground. Shell: purported Minuteman backer. Shell: Dick Nixon’s ass-trashed primary foe. The Nazified Nixon dummy dumped in the hole. That weird/familiar/still un-ID’d smell wafting up.

			I said, “If you don’t like these Minutemen clucks, why did you hire them?”

			The boss-type tossed his cigarette. “The union guys recommended them.”

			“What union is that?”

			The boss-type said, “The Creative Trade Workers Alliance.”

			It’s a known commie front group. I read that in the Intel files.

			

			—

			The Parisian Room was late-night listless. We grabbed a big booth and ordered a big jug of cask-strength scotch. 128.6 proof—it scorches going down.

			I had stuffed my briefcase with death-pad photos and spread them out on the table. Gates studied the dead-woman pix and crossed himself. Protestants do that, sometimes.

			I scooped up the snapshots and replaced them with shots of the house itself. They showed the cleaning solvents, the label-removed clothing, the shotguns, the paper shredder, the leftist screeds and red-porn paperbacks. I wrote “the woman’s big key ring” on a cocktail napkin. I placed it beside the pix.

			“Give me your overall impression. Tell me what we’re dealing with. You’re up-to-date on everything that’s transpired. Lay out the special import of 2082 Alsace.”

			Gates sipped scotch. “It’s a commie safe house. The woman was a commie or a commie with doubts. She’s a longtime Nixon Friendship Phone pal. That explains their hesitant manner together. Nixon didn’t kill her. The snuff occurred while you tailed him back here. The big key ring contains the keys to other safe houses.”

			I smiled. “You’ve got it. That’s the way I think it plays out.”

			“And you see it as the red probe and the save-and-exploit Nixon deal conflated. I agree. I see it that way, myself.”

			I sipped scotch. It levitated me. Both jobs popped my rocks. I sniffed opportunities.

			“Update me, Daryl. Tell me what you think I don’t know.”

			Gates ticked off points. “The Salt-and-Pepper 459s are unrelated, and the Burglary cops are batting at fumes. The shit at the Losers Club and Kilkea are being fluffed by the Sheriff ’s, because they blame us for the grief. I checked with the DMV. There are 246 ’56 Chevys with the word ‘Los’ painted on them, registered in L.A. County. ‘Los Tigros,’ ‘Los Gatos,’ ‘Los Panteras,’ and all that. No ‘Los Intrusos,’ I’m sad to say.”

			I said, “The canvass is a bust so far, and that’s with our visual aids. I’ve got a half-assed urge to brace Nixon, and put the screws to Haldeman and Ehrlichman.”

			Gates went nix. “Emphatically, no. We’ve got to contain this. I want the Chief kept out of the loop until he gets back from Kwan’s. Nixon didn’t snuff the woman, and I can’t see Haldeman and Ehrlichman doing it. We’re dealing with high-stakes men who can hurt us or make us. We’ve got to keep all of this under wraps.”

			I said, “I agree. What about those daily summaries you ordered, circulated among the principal IOs?”

			Gates said, “Let me repeat. I want your summaries, candid and minutely detailed. Report everything legal, illegal, and dubiously legal that you’ve done and what you’ve learned. Omit nothing. Copy the Hats and me. None of these reports will ever touch a file bank. Feed your boys expurgated versions on a need-to-know basis. None of this paperwork should ever see the light of day.”

			I lit a cigarette. “You’ve seen the Oreo Strip, and you must have heard rumors pertaining to that construction on La Brea. What’s going on, and where’s the regular nightwatch deployment? The Strip is bustling, and the cops are nowhere.”

			Gates sighed and twirled his drink glass. He futzed with his wristwatch. It broadcast his distress.

			“The Chief is much diminished, Freddy. He’s afraid—and I think needlessly—that rigorous enforcement at Washington and La Brea will cause a riot, and the protests will exceed the Black Muslim riot last spring. Our unholy alliance is Tommy Tucker and Hugh Hefner. Mr. Playboy’s laying big bribe money on Sam Yorty, to secure permits to build ‘Playboy City’ here in Wilshire Division, and he’s greasing Pete Pitchess to open the main Playboy Club on the Sunset Strip. I don’t see Playboy Clubs on South La Brea, much less Compton or Watts. The Chief wants to see Tom Bradley elected, because he’s ex-PD, and the Chief thinks he’ll back us once he’s elected. Tom’s kicking back all his campaign contributions to the Rumford fund, as is Gil Lindsay. They’re raking in all kinds of money off this very turf. They’re both ethical, but Tom’s got a long-standing and understandable grudge against the PD. The Chief is delusional where Tom Bradley is concerned. The cocksucker will take office and become our sharpest critic. It’ll be vengeance for all the shit he had to eat on LAPD.”

			I tilted the bottle and poured refills. I saw Reggie Farrington and his sidemen walk in. They popped over to a back booth and sprawled out.

			“Our deals aside, how’s the probe going?”

			Gates said, “It’s going nowhere. You’ve got seventy cops reading red sheets, full-time. I don’t call that scintillating.”

			I said, “Alsace is a safe house. At the very least, our dead girl is jungled up with the CP. The Weisses—those reds snuffed in ’54—were killed in a similar manner, and they had intended to extort our pal Nixon. I think anything red is red-probe aligned. We have to work our homicide and the probe in that manner. Pulling Nixon out of the shit does us a lot of good—and I’m sure some reds will get scorched in the process.”

			Gates shrugged. “Philosophically, I like it. But I don’t see a specific punchline.”

			I glugged scotch. “The Weisses and our dead girl. If we notch three clean solves, we can point to them as proof of LAPD’s unilateral success on the probe. If we weed out some reds in the civil rights movement, all to the good. Integration Generation? Come on, Daryl. It’s not all bad.”

			Gates smiled and yawned. Chicken-cluck sounds clucked our way. Reggie F. pecked his way under my skin.

			“One last thing, Freddy. It pertains to the photos of the dead woman’s tattoo that you showed me. I did some file research on the way over. I should update you.”

			I said, “I’m listening.”

			Reggie cluck-clucked. Reggie hummed the novelty song “Ahab the Arab.”

			Gates said, “The inverted cross and ‘Los Intrusos’ derived from the Cristeros. They were an ultra-right-wing Mexican Catholic movement dating back to the communist regimes in Mexico during the ’30s, and in Spain during the Civil War. The reds murdered priests and raped nuns with impunity, and the Cristeros killed and scalped commies, willy-nilly. They got a brief foothold in L.A. after World War II, and they’ve created a rather lame revival in East L.A., as of late. They support the Cuban exile cause these days. They hate Castro and love the ex-Führer, Batista. They’re strictly small-fry. Nobody considers them a threat.”

			Reggie cluck-cluck-clucked. His two sidemen clucked along.

			I said, “I thought all that exile shit is Florida and Gulf Coast–based. Bob Kennedy recruited Eddie Chacõn out of Miami.”

			Gates checked his watch. It verged on 3:00 a.m. Gates yawned. I flashed on the dead woman. Commie/ex-commie/old-time Cristero. She bounced left, right, and sideways.

			Reggie cluck-clucked. Gates said something. I didn’t hear it. Reggie cluck-clucked. I grabbed the bottle of scotch and walked back to his booth.

			Reggie. His two sidemen. They looked up at me. Reggie stretched his legs in my direction. He wore perforated suede wingtips.

			He said, “Ahab the A-rab. Where’s your camel, motherfucker?”

			I said, “Have you ever had a hotfoot, Reggie?”

			Reggie laughed. His sidemen laughed. They went say what? in sync.

			I poured the bottle of scotch on his shoes. I flicked my lighter and dropped it on his feet. His shoes and socks immolated. His trouser cuffs torched.

			He screeched. I smelled scorched flesh. He flailed for a water glass. I tossed it out of reach. His trumpet man snatched at a belt piece. I caught his hand and pinned it flat to the table. I grabbed a steak knife and stabbed through flesh and tabletop. The blade severed bones and went in half hilt deep.
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			(Los Angeles, 9:51 p.m., Friday, 11/2/62)

			Hauteur. Noblesse oblige. Le haute monde de noir. LAPD infiltrates the Negro Gold Coast. We’re red chasers out of our depth.

			The Rumford Fund bash. Lafayette Square. Five guard-gated square miles. Eucalyptus trees and architectural gems across all style lines. Kareem Denkins slipped the gate guard a pint of Seconal-spiked T-Bird. He’ll snooze till next week. We’re in like Flynn, citizens.

			The swank pads. The wide streets. The solidarity banners. Pro-Bradley/pro-Lindsay/pro-Rumford/pro-Integration. Gold-tasseled silk, movie-spotlight lit.

			The Gold Coast is now radicalized.

			Glazed news pic displays were easel-propped on front lawns. Ole Miss in high-contrast black-and-white. The two dead on gurneys, with morgue tags attached to their toes. Rednecks fondling ax handles. James Meredith escorted to the registrar’s office. Two outsized Feds flank him.

			Plus, this boffo house: a mock–French chateau built to scale. Gilded people and some déclassé dinks who should have been banned.

			Harry Belafonte, Lena Horne, Sidney Poitier, Duke Ellington, James Baldwin, and Sarah Vaughan. Hugh Hefner, Joan Staley, Tommy Tucker and his bail-bonds goons dim the glow. Daryl Gates and I crashed the party. Reggie Farrington will not attend. He’s laid up with barbecued feet.

			Gates and I circulated. D. J. Siemers saw me and waved. We sipped martinis and wolfed quail-egg canapés. The Hats and my guys worked outside. They photo-snapped license-plate numbers and shot arriving guests. Bradley, Lindsay, and Rumford worked the room. No known commies, comsymps, fellow travelers, or pinkos approached them. I was here to tag mugshot-imprinted subversives. I was here to toss the cloakroom and rifle address books tucked in handbags and overcoats. Who-knows-who-who’s red is the probe’s raison d’être. The CP’s out to undermine civil rights groups. The AG wants that perfidy expunged.

			Gates and I circulated. A jazz combo perched on a carpeted platform-cum-stage. They played cool school. It murmurs more than roars. Dizzy Gillespie on piano, Miles Davis on trumpet, Gerry Mulligan on baritone sax. Tom Bradley hovered close to listen. We shared a look. I nodded. He nodded back. It meant thanks for the moment at the Playroom. We spared that joint some grief.

			Harry Belafonte stepped up on the platform. He scored big applause. She stepped up and joined him. Gerry Mulligan stepped up and made it a triad. They kicked off a wistful “Jamaica Farewell.”

			Gates pointed at Mulligan. “He’s got pinned eyes, and that’s a hypodermic bulge in his left pants pocket. He snitches for Sheriff ’s Narco, and I’d like to bring him over to our shop.”

			I barely heard him. I tuned my closest cop colleague out and tuned in the tall Girl Scout with the big voice.

			She ditched the Scout garb tonight. She wore a University of Wisconsin letter sweater, a plaid kilt, knee socks, and black-and-white saddle shoes. She topped it off with a felt whoopee hat with bottle caps attached. It was a goof outfit. She goofed on her size and ungainliness as she outsang Harry Belafonte and pitched her voice lower than Gerry Mulligan’s sax.

			I watched, I listened, I imprinted her for late-night recollection. She towered over the two men. She swayed to the beat. She inadvertently bumped Mulligan. He flushed and shot her an elbow. It failed to dislodge her, she didn’t react. He flushed dark and flubbed a note at the finale. He stepped off the platform and stormed toward a door to the backyard. He kicked half-parted curtains en route.

			I saw red. I didn’t hear the applause or see Belafonte and the Girl Scout take bows. I sidestepped bravo-shouting guests and followed Mulligan outside.

			He’s sprawled in a poolside lounge chair. I quick-walked up. He fingered the hypo bulge in his pocket. I read his eyes. He needs a fix. I double-read his eyes. He smells fuzz.

			He said, “Stretch back there’s got no range. She’s clumsy, and she fucked up my concentration. If she’s your girlfriend or something dumb like that, put her on skates while you can.”

			I kicked the chair over. Mulligan hit the pool ledge. I stepped on his neck and pinned him immobile and mute.

			“Do not put your hands on that woman again. Tell your handler at Sheriff ’s Narco that you’re coming over to LAPD. Call Lieutenant Gates at the PAB. He’ll fix you up at Narco and set you straight on a few things.”

			Mulligan croaked and nodded yes, yes. I released my foothold. He gasped and massaged his neck. I walked straight back inside. The bash bopped on. I saw Gates. He smiled and went Oh, you kid.

			It was 11:14. The soirée would wind down soon. An upstairs bedroom doubled as a cloakroom. A side staircase took me up.

			The room door was unlocked. I walked in, threw the bolt, and jammed a chair back under the catch. A daybed was piled with handbags and overcoats.

			I worked off a memorized commie-suspect list. I tossed nine women’s handbags and six men’s overcoats. The overcoats contained no address books. The nine handbags did.

			I went at them, systematic. The women’s driver’s license names registered zilch. I leafed through nine address books. No commie-suspect names popped up. I hit D. J. Siemers’s handbag and pulled out her wallet. I Minox-snapped her driver’s license and two Cormier Real Estate cards stashed in a sleeve. A flyer for a pending gig was tucked in the cash compartment. D.J. spiels at the Pan Pacific. Her topic: “Communism, liberalism, and the abridgement of property rights.”

			I photo-snapped the flyer and went through D.J.’s address book. I snapped photographs and reloaded my camera. I hit a run of innocuous names and the name “Virgil D. Dawes.”

			I got two memory jolts. One was old, one was new. Dawes was a storied lawyer/cop. He was fifty-five to sixty now. He was a U.S. Treasury agent and worked the Lindbergh/baby kidnap-snuff. He quit Treasury and went on the L.A. Sheriff ’s. He quit and went back on Treasury. He runs the L.A. counterfeiting squad now.

			That’s the old memory. It derived from cop talk I’d overheard. Here’s the new memory:

			Doug Kallman’s office. His deciphered hand-scrawl. A reference to the Sholem and Myra Weiss murders. “L.A. Sheriff ’s Captain Virgil Dawes (then married to ex-communist lecturer Dorothy June Siemers) kept sticking his nose into the inquiry.”

			I went through all D.J.’s wallet sleeves. I found a $400 check signed by Virgil Dawes. It was marked alimony/October ’62. It carried a Leimert Park address.

			I photo-snapped the check. I rearranged D.J.’s handbag debris. I poked through six more blah-blah bags and tapped hers.

			Well, there you are. I know your name now. I’ve got your driver’s license right here.

			Judith Anne Henske. 6'1"/145/brown hair/hazel eyes. DOB 12/20/36: Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin.

			I stared at her picture. I memorized her Horn Drive address. She lived just north of the Sunset Strip. I lived a mile east.

			Well, then.

			I Minox-shot her address book. La Henske listed folk clubs, recording studios, unknown male and female names. One name jumped out: D. J. Siemers—work number, home number, address.

			D. J. Siemers, ubiquitous.

			I got antsy. My watch ticked toward the end of the bash. I looked for the largest man’s overcoat on the bed. It had to be Tom Bradley’s.

			I found it. 46-long/gray cashmere. Tom always liked nice threads.

			A gator-skin address book dropped from an inside pocket.

			I leafed through it. I hit cop names, political names, civil rights group names, liberal-actor names, plus two names indigenous to this strange new demimonde I’m embroiled in.

			Dorothy June Siemers.

			Virgil D. Dawes.

			Somebody tapped the door. I flinched. Daryl Gates said, “Wrap it up. Tommy Tucker’s leaving, and his goons are hustling Hefner and Joan Staley out.”

			I rearranged the cloakroom and dogged Gates downstairs. We saw Tommy T., his goons, and zonko Hefner make the door. Joan Staley lagged behind and slipped Sidney Poitier her number. Call me, baby. Sidney went oh, yeah. Sarah Vaughan scowled and tugged Poitier back to the party. Mahalia Jackson was set to sing the Lord’s Prayer.

			Someone sideswiped me. A red sweater and green kilt blurred past. It was a handoff. I knew who it was but did not look back.

			I unfolded the note slip. Her block print was stylish. She underlined for dramatic effect.

			
				Mr. Otash,

				Lois Nettleton has candidly mentioned you on numerous occasions. Thanks for ditzing Gerry. He’s a creep. I hope I have the chance to meet you.

				Best wishes,

				Judy H.

			

			

			—

			We tailed Tommy Tucker’s Brougham back to the Oreo Strip. I thought Judy Henske, nonstop. “Lois Nettleton” and candid occasions meant last summer. They meant the grief Lois blamed me for and left me for.

			Judy Henske. She’ll call me very late tonight. Lois told her I wait by the phone and will women to call.

			Lafayette Square to the Playroom. Crenshaw to Washington and west. The Brougham parked behind the club. Gates found a curb slot in front. We walked in the door. Patrons looked over and smelled cops. Our heads brushed a new banner: Integrated Wet T-Shirt Revue!!!

			College girls gyrated to “The Peppermint Twist.” They crowded the bandstand and danced six across. They were braless. They wore bikini bottoms and nothing else. Seltzer siphons lined the bar top. A sign was propped up beside them: “Five dollars a spritz. All proceeds to the Rumford Fund. Give till it hurts! Jim Crow must go!”

			Three white girls, three Negro girls. Horndogs lined up, hot to spritz. Gates and I bypassed the stage and stood in my now-established peep spot. The double doors stood open. The bail-bond office rocked.

			Tommy played to his gang. They riffed a call-and-response schtick. The goons, Joan Staley, deep-pockets Hef.

			“I tried to buy a crib in Lafayette Square, but those uptight honky would-bes showed me the gate.”

			The gang laughed. Reynaldo Rey appeared. He rezipped his fly. He rolled up his sleeves and picked at his needle tracks.

			He said, “Tommy, you wuz framed.”

			The gang laughed. Joan Staley said, “I was hopping cars at Stan’s Drive-In, across from Hollywood High. Two Vice cops popped me for soliciting. You know what?”

			The gang yelled, “Joanie, you wuz framed!”

			Hef said, “The postal cops have a no-bush policy on the interstate passage of mail. They’re out to get me. You know what?”

			The gang yelled, “Hef, you wuz framed!”

			Tommy said, “I’ve been called a commie and a Nazi. I was in the Party, back in the ’30s, like all the socially conscious motherfuckers in this country. I told the Feds I marched for the Scottsboro boys, but I hired my bouncers from the Negro Nazi League. You know what?”

			The gang yelled, “Tommy, you wuz framed!”

			Tommy made the hand-across-throat sign. The comedy hour’s over, you dig?

			“Deputies are moving John Schoeneweg from the Hall of Justice Jail to Wayside Max. He’s confessed to snuffing another coed. You guys take some lawyer money to Johnny, when the deputies waltz him out. Slide them twenty bucks apiece and they’ll look aside. Tell Johnny I’ve talked to his daddy, and his daddy sends his love.”

			The bail-bond goons crowded Tommy. He slid them two fat envelopes. Gates said, “Schoeneweg. Holy shit.”

			John Schoeneweg. Age 26. Hot prowl burglar/killer. He smothered a 94-year-old granny and strangled three college girls. He’s working a beat-the-green-room dodge. He keeps claiming new victims. That necessitates renewed police intervention and possible new trials. Miller Leavy’s got it in for Johnny. He wants to burn him next week.

			The bondsman goons went out the back door. Joan brandished a checkbook and straddled a chair beside Hef. She said, “Playboy City. We told you it wouldn’t be cheap.”

			Hefner packed his trademark pipe and tamped down the tobacco. Joan lit him up. He puffed smoke and went cross-eyed. Hash chunks in a Dunhill blend. Tommy and Joanie bilked their mark with great care.

			Tommy passed Hefner a pen and checkbook. He swiped at it and missed. Joanie grabbed the pen and aimed it at the checkbook. She said, “Thirty grand, baby. We’ll have closed-circuit TV in every room. We’ll show naughty movies, but nothing too hard-core. I know you want Annette Funicello to strip. Tommy knows her dad. He’ll facilitate it for sure.”

			Hefner signed the check.

			Usury. One felony bounce down from extortion. Gates nudged me—let’s move this along.

			We walked past the bandstand. The girls twisted their hearts out. Male patrons siphon-spritzed their chests. They raised goosebumps and more.

			

			—

			We took Olympic east and Hill Street north. It was less than a tail and more than loose mobile surveillance. Gates drove. I cogitated.

			Siemers and Dawes. Ex-commie and cop. Dawes stuck his snout in the Weiss case. Goossen and Forbes were covetous and short-tempered. They hated County interference. They surely told Dawes to fuck off.

			The demimonde expands. Threads intertwine. Bradley/Lindsay/Rumford. Upright but savvy. Big Tom laps up Tommy T.’s largesse. Playboy City as zonked-out wet dream. The Oreo Strip. Hard by 2082 Alsace. Siemers and Dawes. He married a communist. She renounced the CP at some point. Dawes meddled in the Weiss case.

			We approached the Hall of Justice. They transferred jail fish at midnight. The release door led to a back lot. Loved ones huddled there. The deputies would couch an F-car at the end of the walkway. They’d belt Schoeneweg down in the back.

			We cut east on Temple and parked by the walkway. The loved-one brigade fingered bouquets, homemade empanadas, and short dogs of T-Bird and Jim Beam. The cliques were mostly Mexican and Negro. Gates and I mingled with them.

			The procession kicked on at 12:01 a.m. Released misdemeanants greeted moms, dads, wives, and kids. Boo-hoo. We’ve missed you. Awww, come on. It was just sixty days. Take me home. I need some real food, and some liquor wouldn’t be bad.

			The release guys dwindled. The loved-one mobs dispersed. Three deputies waltzed the Coed Killer out at 12:16.

			This frail little putz. Blond, craggy, underfed. He was straitjacketed, shackled, and come-along chained. Three deputies tended him. The bail-bond goons popped out of Tommy T.’s Brougham. They braced the deputies and dispensed double-sawbucks. They slapped the two fat envelopes into Johnny’s hands.

			The goons made nice-nice. They passed the deputies Dodger tickets and drink coupons for the Playroom. They passed on Tommy’s best regards.

			Gates and I scoped the Coed Killer. The same thing struck both of us.

			He wore capaciously oversized jail denims. His chains jangle-jangled. An armband adhered to his right straitjacket sleeve.

			It was tricolored felt—like the old Nazi jobs. Red, white, and black. That color scheme endured. No swastika, though. The white circle offset a commie hammer-and-sickle. It stood out bold black.
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			(Los Angeles, 3:18 a.m., Saturday, 11/3/62)

			Some shit-kicking task force.

			I breezed through the Intel squadroom. The graveyard shift read-and-annotate men slogged. They dozed and snored at their desks. They yawned and poked at file stacks. They sipped coffee and perused girlie mags. They checkmarked file entries and sighed.

			The cot room overflowed. Sixteen cots, sixteen cops crapped out in their skivvies. I scoped the wall-fixed message board. Hot items were posted there.

			Dig this:

			Last week’s Viva Fidel wingding in Pershing Square. Total attendance: fourteen. Beatnik-types beat bongo drums. Retread reds Dorothy Healey and Gus Hall called for JFK’s impeachment and proposed the annihilation of Fulton, Missouri—“As atonement for crimes against the People’s Paradise of Benevolent Cuba.”

			Twelve commie cells banded up and held a bake sale. Red-frosted chocolate cakes went for two bucks a pop. Hammer-and-sickles were squiggled on in contrasting blue. Seven cakes were sold. Juvenile delinquents attacked the crowd and stole the cakes. Footbeat cops egged them on.

			Dorothy Healey announced that she would seek the Democratic presidential nomination in ’64. She denied persistent allegations that she and Mayor Sam Yorty had a decades-long liaison.

			I heard typewriter clack back in Daryl Gates’s office. I clocked the conference room and saw the Hats on the job. They worked four phone lines and stiffed DMV calls. They worked off their license-plate checks on the cars at the Lafayette Square do. They DMV-checked the names on Dr. Doug Kallman’s “Interesting Female Patient” roster. I was on the job. I dropped off my Minox film at the lab and said chop-chop.

			I was wired out of my gourd on Dexedrine and Judy Henske. I needed a brain transplant to enhance my progress on the real work per the probe—the Nixon offshoot and the Weiss snuff job.

			I hauled toward my cubicle. I almost tripped on the feet of a conked-out cop named Larry Porter. He had a single red sheet squared off on his desk blotter. The words “Indigenous Cell” and “Party marriage” were triple-underlined. Jotted below: “Russian or American-derived? They seem American to me. (See file #841660).”

			My initial file read. I had that very same thought.

			I ducked back to the stacks. Paper stink hit me and made me cough and sneeze. Colors hit me some strange new way.

			End papers. File pages extending from ten trillion shelves. Blue, green, red. Blue sheets, green sheets, red sheets. The criminal-political world displayed in candy-cane shades.

			I shook off the hallucinogenic effect. I combed shelves and found 841660. I grabbed it and schlepped back to my cubicle.

			I checked the first page. I noted L.A. Sheriff ’s file paper and their unmistakable typeface. I skimmed the four-page entirety. They were redaction-free. I scoped the concluding page. It was dated 9/14/52. The author was Captain Virgil D. Dawes.

			Demimonde. Confluence. Small world, isn’t it?

			Virgil Dawes was D. J. Siemers’s ex-husband.

			I skimmed the four pages and imprinted details. My first file read glossed over the Indigenous Cell and Party marriage concepts. Virgil Dawes combined these two phenomena. He did not cite factual sources. He slammed the two vile phenomena and connected them because he believed everything he thought and wrote to be true. I got my first glimpse of lawyer/Treasury agent/ranking Sheriff ’s cop Dawes. He’s a classic autodidact of the Freddy O. school.

			He indicts, condemns, and critiques in one sentence. Party marriage is “coerced chattel slavery.” “Dorothy June Siemers endured six such unions.” Party marriage forms the psychic and biological foundations of the Indigenous Cell. The four boys who will become the Indigenous Cell were born into anonymously assigned Party marriages. Their births go back to 1914, three years pre-Revolution. The boys have no certifiable identity. Their births go unrecorded. They are raised in “Marriage Collectives.” Their chief occupation? Kill Party turncoats, quitters, runners, suspected informants. Who gives the orders? Nobody knows. The standard form of execution? 9mm Makarov automatics. Two pops to the back of the head.

			Dawes attributed the rise of Party marriage and the Indigenous Cell to International Workers of the World factions in the Pacific Northwest, circa 1912. The four boys who will become the cell are native-born Americans. They are all youthful Spanish Civil War International Brigade vets. They are all sexual psychopaths and sadistic killers of the first order. They are among the most vicious and prolific nun rapers, priest killers, and Christian haters of that horrific ramp-up to the Big War. They torched churches and slaughtered entire families believed to be Francoites. They raided Catholic cemeteries and desecrated the corpses of priests and nuns. They hid—and continue to hide—in plain sight. They were not known to rank-and-file commies—foreign and domestic. They maintain normal lives and do not attend cell meetings or regular CP functions. Sexual psychopathy and hatred of the Christian God define them. Their backs are dotted with x-ed out crosses to indicate the number of priests they’d killed and nuns they’d raped.

			I thought of the dead woman. I thought of the old inverted cross that I’d chemically raised. I pondered Nixon’s meet with the dead woman at a commie safe house. Why? Because it stood close to the Playroom.

			Captain Virgil Dawes, LASO, wrote this report. I didn’t know how much of it I believed. And—somehow—it was placed in the LAPD file stacks. Plus this:

			The block-printed margin notes played effeminate. They were scrawled in a feminine hand.

			I locked the file in my top desk drawer and bopped down to Daryl Gates’s office. Gates said, “I don’t know if it’s good news or bad news, and I was hoping you’d tell me.”

			I said, “I’m listening.”

			Gates futzed with his watchband and his jade paperweight. He rolled up his shirtsleeves with a flourish. He’d been miming JFK’s mannerisms since the probe was announced.

			“Gay Edgar Hoover went over Bob Kennedy’s head and told the L.A. SAC not to let our men brace rank-and-file Feds vis-à-vis their defectors, and anything that might be relevant to our probe. A Sheriff ’s captain taking the cure at Kwan’s told the Chief. We’ve been hung out to dry, and you’re smiling.”

			I lit a cigarette. “It’s politics. Bob Kennedy excluded the Sheriff ’s from the probe, and the old poof ’s soft on Pete Pitchess, and sees Pete as his replacement. And Jack the K. will fire Hoover after he’s reelected. In practical terms, it means that Eddie Chacõn is running the probe, and Eddie is nothing if not corruptible, which plays to our advantage.”

			Gates said, “The probe?”

			“It’s all ours. It’s the dead woman and the Weiss job. We notch clean solves and weed out some commies in the Bradley, Lindsay, and Rumford campaigns, and we’ll be shitting in tall cotton.”

			Gates stood up. “We’ve got to come clean with the Chief. I’m hungry. Come on. Peach duck at 4:20 a.m.?”

			

			—

			Kwan’s basement. This loopy labyrinth. You turn left off the armory. Uncle Ace Kwan stores his tong-war arsenal there. Uncle Ace is a Hop Sing warlord. Hop Sing rumbles with Four Families, intermittent. Ace hoards trench guns, sawed-off pumps, tommy guns, and percussion grenades. You cut straight through the opium den. “O” fiends sprawl on pallets. Stale fumes leave you woozy and crazed for more. Daryl Gates held a handkerchief up to his face. I sucked in dope residue and got an impromptu buzz.

			You head out the back door, veer left, and enter the rec room. Joan Crawford and fat auteur Robert Aldrich tossed dominos. Joan clocked me. She said, “Call me, Freddy. I still remember that night in ’49.”

			A short hallway took us back to the clinic. Chinese med students fluttered. The Chief ’s room was four down on the left. The lights were on. There’s the Chief. He’s sprawled in a big, cushy bed. He’s got an IV tube stuck in his arm. He’s getting a jolt of super blood and other good shit—and he looks revitalized.

			He waved us in. We pulled chairs up to the bed. Parker said, “Make this engaging. I want to hit the plunger, indulge some euphoria, and go back to sleep.”

			Gates smiled. I laughed outright. The Chief radiated pizzazz. He was conversant on the Nixon gig up to the dead woman—already. Gates cut straight in with the upscut.

			“The probe’s a loser. The Hoover guys are out, Eddie Chacõn’s the new jefe, and Bobby K.’s running a skeleton crew of Cuban-exile goons that he put through law school and nursed through the Fed bar exam. They’re all constitutional psychopaths of the Eddie Chacõn ilk. That Irish shitheel is queer for hunky young Cubans, that’s for damn sure.”

			Parker twirled a finger. Let’s move this along.

			“The probe’s a loser, sir. Our men are turning up trivialities. Freddy was tailing Nixon Halloween night. You’re up-to-date on his walkabouts, his Friendship Phone and Suite. Nixon walked to Tommy Tucker’s Playroom, on the hot new Oreo Strip. Freddy leapfrog-tailed him—”

			Parker cut in. “Tommy’s a criminal shitbird. He was CP, back in the ’30s. It’s in his Vice package.”

			I lit a cigarette. “It’s true, sir. Moving along, Nixon met a forty-five-ish woman at the Playroom that night. They walked to a house on Alsace, two-thirds of a mile southwest. Nixon was inside until the cusp of 3:00 a.m. The woman let him out. I tailed him to France’s Parisian Room and surveilled him inside for close to an hour. He caught a cab back home to Beverly Hills. I went back to the house, broke in, and found the woman dead. She was snuffed during the interval that I was tailing Nixon, so he didn’t do it. It was a sex job, and the pad is a commie safe house.”

			Gates said, “Freddy did a comprehensive forensic. He and the Hats did a thorough canvass, the deal’s smoothed, we got the stiff out, the autopsy’s been sched—”

			Parker went stop. “The probe’s a dud. It’s an inducement for every shithead liberal on God’s green earth to start laying us out as fascists, McCarthyites, and worse. Haldeman and Ehrlichman know that Nixon’s prone to step on his dick, and they’re out to protect their investment in him. You want to work the dead-girl caper and buy some favors with those dinks. If you notch a clean solve, we’ll be the heroes of the probe, and Bobby K. and his Cuban bun boys will eat shit.”

			Gates squared off his necktie. “We’ve got a double unsolved homicide from ’54. Two pinkos got it in a pad up in Hollywood. Colin Forbes and Al Goossen worked it. We want to tie that job in, get two solves, protect Nixon, and show the AG that at least we have the brains and savvy to achieve results.”

			Parker lit a cigarette. “Bobby K.’s a rare turd. He bleeds for poor oppressed Negroes and psycho Cuban exiles. Talk about a pair to draw to.”

			I popped two Dexies on the sly. Gates checked his watch. Parker said, “And you’re wondering why I’ve pulled the Wilshire nightwatch and Central Vice from Washington and La Brea, so I’ll tell you. Vice has a plant in Tommy’s bail-bond crew, and he’s reported that Tommy wants to establish a ‘worker’s paradise’ on the Oreo Strip. He’s extorting Hugh Hefner for money to rehab those crappy motels on La Brea, and turn them into ‘Playboy City.’ I’ve pulled our nightwatch enforcement, so that our ex-colleague Tom Bradley and Gil Lindsay can get elected, and do us some good. Tom’s dirty, going back to the war, but I’m not telling you why. He’ll get elected, read his constituency, and try to fuck us. I’ll threaten to expose him, and bring him back into line.”

			I grinned. Gates slapped his knees. Parker pushed his IV plunger and went back to sleep.
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			(Los Angeles, 5:42 a.m., Saturday, 11/3/62)

			She’ll call very late. It’s very late now. She’s working a replication play with Lois Nettleton. I could get out my projector and pull screen. I could run Lois in Naked City and Route 66. That would turn too late to too early. I could brainstorm the probe, the Nixon gig, the Weiss job. Hans Maslick said, “Your mind is a sieve. See what slips through.”

			Confluence, demimonde. D. J. Siemers is Virgil Dawes’s ex-wife. My address-book toss. Judy Henske has D.J.’s phone number. Doug Kallman hoards beaver pix of ex-playmate Joan Staley. Joanie and Tommy T. are extorting Hugh Hefner. The “Playboy City” construction. The crew is unioned-up with a commie front group. The Party marriage/Indigenous Cell connection. Virgil Dawes pressed the city cops on the Weiss case. Dawes posited Party marriage and the Indigenous Cell as American-derived. Douglas Kallman is Richard Nixon’s psychiatrist. The sex-slashed Weisses went waaaay back with Nixon. The dead woman on Alsace Avenue was slashed in a similar fashion. Nixon tattled the Weiss relationship to Doug Kallman. The Weisses planned to extort Tricky Dick.

			Demimonde, confluence, key locations. 8612 Brighton Way torqued me. The building is a criminal hive/nuthouse. Kallman’s hoarding heroin. The “modeling agencies” are surely call-girl fronts. The cut-rate dentists most likely push anesthetic cocaine. BHPD does not surveil a medical building packed with shrinks sure to maintain dope safes. It was the easiest shrink’s office 459 that I ever pulled.

			The phone rang. I crossed myself and grabbed it.

			“Otash.”

			“That was brusque. Sir, it’s Judy Henske.”

			I laughed. “When someone calls me at 6:14 a.m., I figure one of my operatives got popped for drunk driving, and they’re looking for me to go their bail.”

			Miss Henske said, “You’re being disingenuous, sir. Given what I know about your friendship with Lois Nettleton, I know that you’re a night owl who fields all sorts of calls at all hours.”

			I lit a cigarette. “I’m wondering how detailed a brief Lois dropped on you. You’ve got me at a disadvantage here. I tossed your handbag at the Lafayette Park wingding, so I’ve got your vital statistics and the names of the people in your address book, but that’s about it.”

			“L.A. cops play rough. But ‘tossed your handbag’ is beyond me.”

			I laughed. “I’m with the DA’s Bureau these days. I’m attached to a task force investigating the CP threat in the wake of the missile deal. Social gatherings and cloakrooms yield address books, and address books quite often yield the names of subversives.”

			“My dad took me to mass at Saint Mary the Divine, during the war. Cardinal Mindszenty officiated. The reds oppressed him and made his life a living hell, you know. I’ve got no use for reds, fellow travelers, and their apologists.”

			Her voice. Deep contralto, the north Midwest. No up-inflected Wisconsin bray.

			“I’ll pray for Cardinal Mindszenty, when I remember to.”

			“Well, sir, God bless you.”

			I said, “What’s going on, here? You and Lois set me up on a blind date, and I’m wondering why.”

			Miss Henske laughed. “Well, I’m at loose ends in a new town, and Lois told me you’re always at loose ends. And it isn’t exactly a blind date, because we saw each other at the Losers Club, and at the Rumford benefit. Also, I saw you put a whipping on two men I have no use for, Reynaldo Rey and Gerry Mulligan. You put cleat marks on Gerry’s neck, you know. I thought, ‘Lois was right about Mr. Otash. He’s quite the caution.’ ”

			“I wear thick-soled shoes with heavy rubber soles. I walked a footbeat for three years. What do you do here in—”

			“I’m a folk singer. It’s a craze, you know. Crazes come and go, but I’m earning a tenuous living. All the folk clubs are clustered in West Hollywood. The Unicorn, the Troubadour, the Ash Grove. I’m gigging at the Ash Grove right now, and I’d be honored if you caught my act.”

			I crushed my cigarette. “I will. You’ll look out at the audience and see me, and you’ll be surprised, because people tend to blow off invitations like that.”

			Miss Henske said, “They do indeed. Say, I’ll bet you don’t know where I’m calling from right now.”

			I said, “You’re calling from the terrace suite at the Chapman Park Hotel. I know this, because I know Lois sent you my way to atone for dumping me for all my raw behavior last summer.”

			Judy Henske brought her voice down two octaves. She whispered into her phone.

			“That’s just what she did. And I told her you’ve got a clean slate with me, so I think I’ll call Mr. Otash when I get to L.A.”

			My throat went dry. My hand trembled on the receiver.

			“How did you meet Lois?”

			“I took some drama classes, at the Goodman School in Chicago. This was back in ’59. Lois was the instructor, but she was more like one of the kids. Did you really ‘toss my handbag’?”

			I laughed. “Yeah, I did. And my one police-type question is ‘how well do you know D. J. Siemers?’ ”

			“Well, not as well as D.J. would like to know me, if you follow my drift.”

			I yukked. “Don’t stop there.”

			“I never stop. That’s my big trouble. As Mr. W. B. Rumford told me, ‘Be patient, God isn’t through with you yet.’ ”

			Or with any of us.

			“So, D.J. tried to recruit me for the CP, after she supposedly quit the Party. Talk about impolitic. She told me she snitched Richard Nixon for signing a racially restricting housing agreement, back in ’50, and leaked it to the Kennedy campaign during the ’60 election. Moving this travelogue along, the L.A. Examiner leaked the story in ’61, when Nixon announced for the governorship. Then D.J. left the Party, again, and went on a lecture tour against the commies. Then tried to recruit me for a agit-prop short financed by some crazy apparatchik. It was called ‘The Cry of Jazz,’ Part 2, and was all about oppressed Negroes. She wanted me to strip for the camera, but I said, ‘No, ma’am, not this little black duck.’ ”

			I said, “Don’t stop now. You’re working up a cliffhanger here.”

			“Okay. So D.J.’s a commie, or she’s not, and she allegedly deplores the oppression of Negroes, but the real estate office where she works is full of Birchers and Negro haters. D.J. swings in all directions, and not just politically. I think she’s a seducer and entrapper in her soul. Her ex-husband, a man named Virgil Dawes, was a Treasury agent way back when, and he worked on the Lindbergh kidnapping case. He had some kind of breakdown, quit Treasury, and went on the L.A. Sheriff ’s. From what D.J. told me, they had a very odd relationship. To Mr. Dawes’s everlasting credit, I’ll grant him this. D.J. may be ambivalent about the CP, but Mr. Dawes is obsessively anti-red.”
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			(Los Angeles, 12:40 p.m., Saturday, 11/3/62)

			Colin Forbes and Al Goossen. They hated me. I was a criminal in ranking-cop mufti. I besmirched upright cops worldwide. They’ll address me demeaningly as “Freddy.” I’ll take it from there.

			The squadroom was lunch-break dead. Forbes and Goossen munched tunafish on wheat. Forbes cut loose with the “Freddy.” I stopped it right there.

			“Address me as ‘Lieutenant’ or ‘Sir.’ I’ve got no sense of humor regarding this. I’m out to file insubordination complaints against you. ‘Lieutenant,’ ‘Sir.’ I’m ranking DA’s Bureau brass. The eight-year-old unsolved I’m here to discuss with you supersedes all the current work you’ve got going.”

			A pissy silence stretched. Forbes called me “Lieutenant.” Goossen called me “Sir.”

			I said, “Before you start wondering if I’ve turned just that chickenshit, the answer is yes. I’m working on this red probe you’ve been reading about. We’re looking at a double you worked in ’54.”

			Forbes shuddered. Goossen said, “Sholem and Myra Weiss.” He crossed himself, I crossed myself.

			I said, “Update me.”

			Goossen cut in. “It was the most horrific sex-torture job I ever worked. It was obviously a torture-to-elicit-information job. It went down in their apartment. Argyle, north of Franklin. They were found naked, they were covered with stab wounds near their genitalia, and slashed ear to ear, which killed them. The sex wounds were made by a serrated-edge knife.”

			Forbes lit a cigarette. “I made it as a variation on the old commies-wasting-a-turncoat deal, big in the thirties, but not so much now. There was more than one killer, and the genital wounds bore hesitation marks. It was as if we had two separate motivations. The second killer delivered the ear-to-ear cut, and that wound was applied forcefully.”

			I thought: Potentially, just like my case.

			Forbes crushed his cigarette. “Trotskyite flags had been taped to the living-room walls and pissed on. Stalin flags were taped to the walls in their place. Again, we come back to the second-killer scenario. The throat-slash wounds that killed the victims were delivered with lots of spunk.”

			My case, replicated.

			Goossen said, “Neighbors found the bodies, three days later. The decomp stink wafted out of the death crib and down the hall of the building. We canvassed the area three full times. We found two eyewits who saw—from behind—a tall woman who ran from the building at the coroner’s projected time of the snuffs. The Weisses had no phone in their pad. A third eyewitness saw a second ‘tallish’ woman run from the building at the coroner’s estimated time of death. We think that both women were running to the pay phone outside the Farmer John Market on Franklin and Bronson. This eyewit—a man—was half in the bag, and proved himself wholly unreliable. We think the first two women faltered at the brutality of the killing, and called a male comrade to come over and finish the job. That was an old commie trope. Make women commit horrible murders, to inure them to the class warfare sure to come. So, the final killer rolls to the pad and finishes the job. After that, they did some impromptu decorating.”

			I went Come ON. Don’t string this out.

			Forbes turned his chair around and grabbed the slats. He was getting worked up.

			“The killers obviously had an anti–Alger Hiss and Richard Nixon bias, which was odd, because most folks hated either one or the other. They left rule-printed notes on chairs. The notes slandered Hiss, Nixon, and his witness crony, Whittaker Chambers—who exposed Hiss as a commie and as a traitor who passed secrets to a Soviet espionage network.”

			Goossen said, “The notes went into significant detail, and the Weisses were already looking to bolt the party. They brought Nixon some documents that proved Hiss was a commo, but Nixon sat on them until he could grandstand at some HUAC hearing. Also, the notes included this internecine-rivalry jive—Stalinists, Trotskyites—all that shit, so that was another aspect of the killers’ motive.”

			Forbes cracked his knuckles. “We interviewed Hiss. He did four years Fed time—for perjury, not sedition, and he should have burned for it. He came in with his parole officer, so the big commie lawyer had been disbarred and was now working as a greeting-card salesman. But—of course—he was still a rabid-dog commie, doing an I-was-framed bit. He laid out the Weisses, but not their beef with him, and he said that everyone hates Nixon with a fury. He was a prick cocksucker, all the way.”

			Goossen tossed his sandwich bag in the trash. He was bored. Dead commies from eight years back—it’s soporific.

			“The Weisses knew their killers. They drank vodka with their killers, and the toxicologist said they ingested Seconal, Dilaudid, and Doriden, and were unconscious at the time of their deaths.”

			ANOTHER connection.

			Forbes said, “The Weisses were loudmouths and big pains in the ass. They booed Dorothy June Siemers at her Wilshire–Ebell Theatre gigs shortly before their deaths.”

			D. J. Siemers is “tallish.” A tallish woman was seen running from the Weisses’ building at the time of the snuffs.

			Goossen stretched and yawned. “We braced D.J., but she clammed up. All in all, we worked the shit out of the case, but it went nowhere.”

			I said, “Virgil Dawes. He was a captain on the Sheriff ’s, and he was D.J.’s ex-husband. He was sticking his nose in the case.”

			Forbes went bingo. “He’s an anti-commie nut and do-gooder. His old man commanded colored troops in the war. He lost some men, so Dawes Junior has supplied their wives and kids with free apartments in a nice building he owns in Leimert Park. He’s got his own anti-commie file stash that he keeps there.”

			Goossen said, “Colin and I found invisible ink markings on all the clothes in the Weisses’ closets. The labels had been removed, but we found Western Costume Company markings on the hems of Myra’s dresses, and the cuffs of Sholem’s trousers. They’re Western Costume SOP. Oh, and before we wrap this up, let me state that the paperwork for this case has been dispersed to hell and gone. Downtown homicide took some boxes. And some college-prof cops took borrowed material to use as classroom exhibits, so they’re all over hell and gone. Also, Rabbi Magnin put pressure to bear on the Chief. He cleared it with the Chief ’s drinking pal, Cardinal McIntyre. ‘Please, William. Let us not besmirch the Jews with this sordid mess.’ ”

			Western Costume. D. J. Siemers. I should rattle her cage.

			

			—

			The main downtown public library. Their news-event summaries. All the gist and none of the fluff. Controversial occurrences categorized and laid out for easy comprehension.

			The librarian brought me a single thin volume. Here it is: the HUAC hearings and Richard Nixon, Alger Hiss, and Whittaker Chambers.

			The hot summer of ’48. HUAC’s rancorous and très combative rep. Prez Harry Truman expressed his desire to disband the committee. The chairman was Republican congressman J. Parnell Thomas. He was bellicose, in the extreme. The Southern Democrats were all big race baiters. Hiss was forty-four. He was a handsome and too brilliant lawyer. He served in FDR’s administration and was crucial to the creation of the United Nations Charter devised by the Democratic Party after the war. Here’s the rub: Truman administration hotshots had a hunch. Hiss was a secrets-passing red—but they kept mum about it. Then Whittaker Chambers—ex-red, on-the-run Party defector, high-priced editor at Time magazine and too notable to liquidate—accused Hiss of passing secret documents to a Russian espionage network, and detailed his close relationship with Hiss and his wife, Priscilla, during the 1930s. Chambers’s courtroom declarations drew shocked outrage, censure, and disingenuous denials from the Truman White House. The suave and goooood-looking Hiss. His lovely wife. The obese, unkempt, and altogether seedy Whittaker Chambers. Thirty-five-year-old rookie congressman Dick Nixon—who believed Chambers’s allegations and figured he could prove them and stick Hiss the big one where it hurt the most.

			Nixon interviewed and reinterviewed Chambers. He grew ever more convinced of his veracity. Chambers was brave and astonishingly candid. He told Nixon he was a homosexual and would gladly admit it in open court, lest Hiss’s lawyers dig up the fact and exploit it to prove their accusations. Nixon let that one slide. Bit by bit, Chambers testified. Bit by bit, Nixon and a corps of HUAC investigators researched the lives of Hiss and Chambers and their time together in ’30s Baltimore. Bit by bit, Hiss prevaricated, dissembled, and crumbled on the witness stand. Right-thinking folks of the liberal/centrist persuasion decried the established facts presented at trial and have championed Hiss and heaped scorn upon Nixon and Chambers—up to and through the event of Chambers’s death and the attendant hoo-haw. Two perjury trials resulted in Hiss’s conviction and a four-and-a-half-year jolt in the Federal pen. The “Tricky Dick” of popular lore derives in large part from Nixon’s savage anti-communist stance. Yeah, but—there’s the undeniable but still denied fact that he proved Hiss to be guilty and put him down in the shit, where his seditious actions mandate that he will dwell for the rest of his life, while Tricky Dick goes on to be elected vice president, narrowly loses the presidency, and will soon lose his ill-conceived gubernatorial run. Chambers writes a bestselling memoir and crystalline critique of communist malfeasance. Nixon and Chambers were the good guys of HUAC ’48. Hiss was the villain. Hiss-versus-Nixon-and-Chambers remains a hot topic right up to right now.

			Right now.

			Nixon is embroiled in a horrific sex snuff. Nixon/Hiss must be part and parcel of the killers’ murder motive.

			I want to know what all of this is. I’m the only one who can put it all together and lay it out true.
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			(Los Angeles, 7:30 p.m., Sunday, 11/4/62)

			The Weisses fed me the cue. They “heckled” D. J. Siemers on this very stage shortly before their deaths. I had a packed house. I’d planted Phil Irwin and the Denkins brothers in the audience. I’d paid a dozen winos off with two short dogs of T-Bird apiece. I’d rehearsed Phil and the brothers. I’m here to rattle D.J.’s cage.

			She torqued me. She was tallish. Two tall women ran from the Weisses’ building in the post-snuff aftermath. She was in and out of the Party—and a Bircher.

			I was wired out of my gourd. I’d been pulling unknown-woman print cards and notching zilch all day. The Hats are recanvassing the 187 location with my visually crafted renderings of the dead woman. We notched zilch on our tallies of parked-car license plates. Their DMV checks have revealed zilch—no commies, comsymps, pinkos, and car owners with green sheets. It might be time to bring in Morty Bendish and the Mirror-News to lay out misinformation.

			D.J. walked onstage and up to the lectern. Big applause ensued and slowly subsided. D.J. adjusted the microphone and let loose.

			“The essential difference between the Soviet Union and the United States of America. Commies lie, murder, and routinely subvert the due process of law. The United States pratfalls under liberal stewardship, appears foolish on more than a few occasions, and surmounts the godless wit of commie materialists who claim that we don’t know you-know-what from Shinola—”

			The audience roared.

			“It comes down to this. We are a free society. And we know that the two fundamental rights of all Americans are freedom of speech and the ownership of private property. In that latter instance, I am here to inveigh against the Rumford Un-fair Housing Act, which will go to California voters in next fall’s special election.”

			Phil Irwin stood up. I’d rigged him with a loud lapel mike.

			“You snitched ex-veep Nixon to the Kennedy campaign in ’60, because Nixon signed a restricted covenant pledge back in ’52. The Herald ran the story in ’61, and now it’s haunting Nixon. Why did you snitch Nixon—since I know you support such covenants, and you’re known to work at a Glendale real-estate office full of Birchers.”

			D.J. gulped. Her Adam’s apple bob-bobbed. Nat Denkins stood up. His lapel mike worked goooooood.

			“Listen, lady. You sell real estate—and the whole biz is built on restrictive covenants and suppressing the Negro man. Also, I’ve got a snapshot of you cavorting at the Saints and Sinners Drag Ball at Linda’s Little Log Cabin, and the word in the industry is that your Marlene Dietrich impersonation is boffo.”

			The audience re-roared. I paid them to roar LOUD. The winos started shouting: “Better Dead Than Red!” They locomotive-chanted it. The room rocked with it. D.J. turned and walked offstage.

			She seethed on overdrive.
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			(Los Angeles, 9:46 a.m., Monday, 11/5/62)

			Movie monolith.

			Western Costume. Eleven floors cram-packed with film garb going back to 1919. Forbes and Goossen set me up with color snapshots from the gore-streaked threads the Weisses were snuffed in. The full ensembles were draped on mannequins. The individual wound-seepage points had been shot in close and stood out plain.

			The pix were tucked in my briefcase. Alongside them: pix of the dead woman’s clothes from Alsace Avenue. The label-removal points were soaked blood-black.

			I elevatored up to ten. Colin Forbes told me to talk to Al Lopez. His kid brother was on Gardena PD. “Al’s been there since God was a pup.”

			The elevator stopped at ten. A slender cat pushed through rolling clothes racks to greet me. We shook hands and walked over to his desk. I popped my briefcase and laid out my wares. Seven label-removal shots for the dead woman, nineteen for the Weisses.

			Lopez bopped back to his office and brought out two Weiss photo boards and a magnifying glass. He examined the label-removal spots on his boards and my pix. He stared, he squinted, he held the magnifier out at odd angles. He said, “Identical scissor marks on both sets of clothing. You’ve got premeditation, right there.”

			I lit a cigarette. “Explain that.”

			Lopez said, “The Weiss costumes were unreturned—stolen—in February ’54. And they were killed in mid-April. Whoever stole them could have purchased them for far less than the very high deposits we require. The unknown-woman clothes were unreturned—stolen—in August of ’53. In both cases, the names of the renters and the references they provided were phonies. They had to have plants waiting in pay phone booths to receive our reference-call checks.”

			“You’re saying that they rented the clothes the Weisses were killed in two months before they were killed. Yet, the unknown woman was killed in late October ’62.”

			“Yes, and it makes me think that they were pondering the poor woman’s fate way back in ’53.”

			I crushed my cigarette. “What does all this suggest to you?”

			Lopez said, “Spycraft. As in the reds. My brother’s on Gardena PD, and he’s laid this kind of thing out for me. There’s a Russian enclave a few blocks east of here. It’s supposedly a White Russian enclave, but I’m not convinced. There’s the Polar Palace skating rink at Clinton and Van Ness, Crown Liquor at Melrose and Ridgewood, and the apartments above it. There’s the KTLA movie theater, where they film those audience-participation TV shows, and a little Russian restaurant, called the Balalaika. Maybe it’s not the bolshies, but it’s crooks, sure as shit.”

			

			—

			Lower Hollywood.

			The Paramount gates ruled the landscape. I walked it first. Trek east from there. It’s all movies, film-biz hangouts, gin mills that cater to Paramount wage slaves. The Nickodell adjoins KNX-TV. Lucy’s El Adobe serves third-rate Mexican food. The Green Gables Apartments are built directly onto the lot. Western Costume dominates the skyline. There’s the KTLA theater—“Audience participation shows nitely.” Below that sign: “Available for private art-film screenings/Inquire within.” That hinted at smut flicks, screened on the sly.

			All Paramount hands welcome. Likewise, Moose and Shriners on the loose.

			I walked it first. I noted the hole-in-the-wall Balalaika/“Open 5:00 p.m. daily.” I checked out Crown Liquor. It was a downscale bottle bin. They peddle low-rent pints and half pints, for that quick push out of the gate and faaaast return to work. Crown purveyed dirty paperbacks but stopped short of downright filth. The Call Girls, The Gynecologists, The Stewardesses, The Wife Swappers, The Beatnik Babes.

			I bought a half pint of Smirnoff. I popped three Biphetamines and guzzled the jug. Aaahhh, there’s that quick push out of the gate.

			The label removals torqued me. I sensed more premeditation. The Weisses and the unknown woman should have been wearing already-shorn safe-house stock. I teethed on it and moved it to my back-burner brain.

			I walked outside and scoped the mailbox bank for the pads above the store. I noted all male names on the slots. That was hinky all in itself. I walked upstairs and noted four apartment doors—two right, two left. A swish-type knocked on the third door left.

			Fruit-hustler pads. The dump neon-vibed it. The swish clocked me as fuzz and bolted downstairs. I memorized the four mail-slot names and reversed course back to my car.

			The names radiated studio riffraff working strongarm gigs on the side. They worked out of the pads. Bad actors. Mean queens. Mischief makers in need of a few phone-book shots to the head.

			I shagged my car and drove to the Polar Palace skating rink. It was a block south, off the Melrose strip. It was seedy and innocuous. Big skate rink. Coffee shop, cocktail lounge, three locked storage-room doors. Nobody skated. Nobody noshed at the coffee shop. The lounge did stellar biz. They serviced a shots-and-beer/back-to-work clientele.

			I drove back to Crown Liquor and parked. I eyeballed the stairs and fruit-hustler traffic. Older men popped in, up, and back down the stairs. The prosties worked half-hour shifts. A good day meant ten tricks. A bad day meant half that.

			Chester Jenkins, Ronald Disbrow, George Douglas Lederer, Wilton Duntzler. I unhooked my handset and called the names in to LAPD R&I. I requested criminal records checks on all four men—chop, chop.

			I consulted my business-ownership reverse directory. I called the phone line and laid out the addresses of the Polar Palace, the KTLA Theater, Café Balalaika, Crown Liquor and the apartments above it. The kickback took sixteen seconds. Three-cherry jackpot: all four were owned by the Balalaika Group, a subsidiary of the CTWA.

			The teardowns on South La Brea. The all-new motels to resurrect on the spots. “Playboy City”—brainchild of Tommy Tucker. Bankrolled by dope-ditzed Hugh Hefner. The foreman told me the Alliance supplied workers for the gig.

			My radio squawked. I hit the receive switch. The R&I clerk spieled progress on the boys upstairs.

			Chester Jenkins/DOB 6-21-33. Seven fuck-film priors. Conspiracy to distribute pornographic material.

			Ronald Disbrow/DOB 9-19-20. Fourteen fuck-film priors. Twenty-one male prosty convictions.

			George Douglas Lederer/DOB 8-4-34. Six fuck-film priors. ADW. Badger-game rousts up the ying-yang.

			Wilton Duntzler/DOB 3-8-32. Nine fuck-film priors/459/ADW.

			I pictured the roust. Make a statement. Telefax the Red Beast. Blow out the walls with percussion grenades or buckshot. Manhandle the boys and put them under the hot lights.

			

			—

			I hit at 11:43 p.m. Lower Hollywood again. That film-tech-shop row on Cahuenga north of Melrose.

			I packed lockpicks and my evidence kit. Daryl Gates and I confabbed four hours back. We agreed: bust the pervdogs. Trash the pads and inform the Alliance: we’re coming for you. This will hurt.

			Cahuenga, just south of Waring. A dozen camera-rental shops, grab-bag electrical huts, sound-equipment purveyors. The Alliance was halfway up the east side of Cahuenga. I walked the whole block first. I penlight-flashed the packed-dirt walkways between buildings. I noted this:

			Exterior phone cords connected the buildings. They were glaze-coated to ward off erosion. The cords would facilitate unrecordable and untraceable building-to-building phone calls. Every building on the block was outfitted in this manner. There’s one standout. It’s the Creative Trade Workers Alliance.

			It features a full bootleg phone line. Its outside line extends to a big power main. These humps can call anywhere at any time and never endure wiretaps or call traces.

			I opted for a back-door approach. The rear entryway was steel-plated/industrial-strength/mock-impregnable. I had a fat #2 lockpick. It reached deep and hit recessed tumblers. One jab and twist got me in.

			I worked by penlight. I’d entered a small storeroom. My penlight lit this:

			Stacks of mock-library books piled on tables. Commie shit: Marx, Lenin, Engels, Fanon, Marcuse. Book-spine stamped, Dewey Decimal stamped. Books to be planted in public libraries. Probably coded. Probably tools to facilitate informational drops.

			Plus:

			Boxes packed with bug gear. Boxes packed with label-removed clothing. Four unbustable time-lock safes. A stack of innocuous-looking chemistry texts. Note the typed pages covered with bomb recipes, folded over and tucked between the pages.

			I heard teletype clacks. The clacks echoed behind a closet door on the north side of the room.

			I worked a pinhead pick in the lock and threw a shoulder nudge. The closet door popped. I penlight-flashed the interior.

			I saw a teletype machine and feeder tray. Said tray was stuffed with received teletypes. I pawed through them. All were coded—except one.

			
				Not Reggie & Mike. They’re too good. I’ll hit up Bob DePugh for some guys from his bomb-shelter scam. Who says the far-right & far-left can’t achieve détente? Your comrade (in 1932) for ten seconds—

				All the best, but I’ll never be Kommissar of Kalifornia.

				Joe—

			

			I nailed the sender. The Kommissar of Kalifornia was Joe Shell schtick. Nixon trounced him in the Republican primary.

			Bob DePugh. The Minuteman Führer. Minutemen goons supplied security for the “Playboy City” teardowns. The “bomb-shelter” scam. The house on Kilkea. The staked signs: “Shelter with Shell.” The Nazi-garbed Nixon dummy at the bottom of the pool. The mention of an old Party flirtation. De rigueur in ’32. The Kommissar schtick.

			Joe Shell wrote and sent the teletype. Shell: minority leader of the State Assembly. Shell: rich oil wildcatter. Shell: Dick Nixon’s low-rent stepping stone.
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			(Los Angeles, 12:10 p.m., Tuesday, 11/6/62)

			I drove back out to the enclave. I’d spent the morning at Intel. I typed a full-disclosure narrative of my solo forays since Halloween night, the Nixon tail, and the dead woman. I took the narrative straight up to last night and Joe Shell’s teletype to the Alliance.

			I distributed copies to Daryl Gates and the Hats. Gates read it and ran to my cubicle. I told him that I wanted to door-knock Shell. Gates nixed it. He wanted more facts and wanted Miller Leavy to set up the house call. He told me Shell had a hideaway at the Algiers Hotel-Apartments. Brace him there. Keep going on the commie enclave for now.

			Today was election day. Early signs indicate a Brown victory and Nixon trouncing. Plus shoo-in councilmanic victories for Tom Bradley and Gilbert Lindsay. There’s a Nixon “Victory” bash at the Beverly Hilton Hotel tonight. Gates, the Hats, and I are cooking up plans. Gates wants to mollify Haldeman and Ehrlichman and assuage them per our perceived lack of results.

			I parked on Van Ness, south of Melrose. I bopped into the Polar Palace and saw truant high school kids out twirling on the rink. The storeroom doors stood wide open today. I peeked in the first two. I saw craps felts, roulette wheels, a bookies’ tote board, movie projectors, and pull-down screens. Call it: The Polar Palace is a restricted gambling den. Call it: The Polar Palace harbors filmfest gear for all-male, private-party smokers. The third storage room door stood ajar. I toed it open and walked in. It was packed with clothes racks. Dig the outré threads drooping off of hangers:

			Nineteenth-century Russian costumes. Men’s threads, women’s threads. Czarist dress kit. Symphonic dance attire. Flouncy shit out of Tchaikovsky and Rachmaninoff.

			I backed out of the room and drove over to the Balalaika Café. It was open for lunch. I downed two vodkas and observed. I saw obvious Russians peddling numbers-racket sheets. It was too obvious. It vibed window dressing on a harmlessness façade.

			I walked outside. I saw a huge Negro man—6'6"/260—get out of a car and walk up the steps of the apartments above the Balalaika. This man astoundingly resembles Benjamin Davis, Jr.—the former commie “president.” Davis Jr. did time on Smith Act charges, circa ’49. It’s weird. The man is lugging groceries. He’s obviously going home. And this area is restricted.

			I scoped the car. It was a ’55 Ford Fairlane sedan. The Playboy rabbit insignia was painted on the trunk. I got in my F-car and stiffed a call to R&I. The kickback hit solid. The sled was registered to Benjamin Davis 3, at this restricted address. And—there’s a business address for the car:

			Tommy Tucker’s Bad Dog Car Repossessions, on South La Brea.

			I walked across Melrose and checked the marquee for the KTLA theater. It advertised a double bill of Stewardess A Go Go and Starlet A Go Go. I wasn’t surprised. I had the dump pegged as a smut drop.

			I drove to the Crown Liquor and static-tailed the front door to the fruit cribs. I eyeballed the building for four straight hours. I’d memorized mugshots of the four fruit freaks. Chester Jenkins walked out at 5:08 p.m.

			Jenkins walked to Melrose and cut west. I ditched my sled and foot-tailed him.

			He stuck to the north side of Melrose. I dogged him from thirty yards back. He jaywalked south on Bronson and bopped in the gate of Raleigh Studios. I cut him ten minutes’ slack and badged the gate guard. The guard pointed me to a costume warehouse some twenty yards off. I caught the fitting, full on.

			Jenkins stood in a wide-open doorway and preened. A woman helped him into a pink and purple opera gown. It was nineteenth-century quintessential—except for the crotch hole and Jenkins’s monster schlong hanging out.

			

			—

			I resumed sit-and-wait surveillance. I parked outside the entrance to the fruit cribs and willed action. I was itchy to work and move. Tough shit. My job was to sit-tail this building.

			I sit-tailed for two hours and forty-seven minutes. I eyeball-trolled the stairway, the door to Crown Liquor, the Melrose and Ridgewood sidewalks. Here’s a muted bingo:

			Wilton Duntzler—459/ADW/fuck-film priors—walked out. He strolled to the wall-mounted payphone outside Crown Liquor. He fed coins to the slot. I was parked in gooooood eavesdrop proximity. I heard a click, a pickup sound, and a woman’s voice: “The Luau. How may I help you?”

			The Luau. Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills. Very close to lunar-looped Brighton Way.

			Duntzler mush-mouthed something about his shift tonight. The woman said something garbled. Duntzler hung up and walked back upstairs.

			I grabbed my reverse residential directory and looked up the name “Virgil D. Dawes.” Beside it: the address of a Leimert Park apartment complex. Dawes housed the widows and orphans of his dad’s dead soldiers there. Most importantly: his extensive red-sheet file was stashed there. The address was swank southside: 4312 South Degnan.

			Let’s roll.

			The run south took twenty minutes. There’s Virgil’s hideaway.

			Good neighborhood. Upscale Negro. A wood-trim/white-shutter building. A straightlined three stories. A landscaped front yard. Beautiful topiary adornments.

			Note the railed-in walkway along the top-floor façade. See the open windows, smack in the middle?

			File shelves, floor to ceiling. File-folder packed. Colorful end papers exposed: green, blue, red.

			

			—

			I drove downtown and parked in the PAB lot. I snagged a radio call pulling in. Daryl Gates rogered on.

			“We got a tip. There’s a big demonstration outside the Beverly Hilton tonight. The CP’s going up against a college-kid outfit called the Young Americans for Freedom. I want you and the Hats there. I called Nat, Phil, and Kareem and told them to infiltrate the CP picket line. 7:00 p.m. tonight. Let’s make something happen.”

			I rogered off and locked my sled. The downtown Federal building was four blocks off. Virgil Dawes was ripe for a walk-in. Let’s jerk his chain.

			The day was balmy working on muggy. I broomed north on Los Angeles Street, cut west to Spring, and walked right in the door. Painted wall signs showed the way to the FBI, IRS, BNDD and Customs. Treasury was the first office suite beyond them.

			Dawes ran the counterfeiting squad. He held tenure and rank. He’d have a big office setup.

			I strolled. I smelled the suite before I saw it. Atkinson’s Briar cologne. It was slathered on thick. I saw it and stood back to take it all in.

			Burled-walnut walls. Highly varnished busts atop pedestals, strategically placed. Severe Shaker furnishings. Remingtonesque oils—gunfights, weary cowpokes, a poker-game shootout. No receptionist, no ashtrays, no magazine racks. A connecting door to individual offices and the unit at large.

			I walked through it. I smelled yet more Atkinson’s Briar and followed the scent. The inner door stood open. I primped and stepped in.

			Dawes stood behind his desk. He was tall, fit, a vital fifty-seven. He wore a flannel chalk-stripe suit. More burled-walnut walls. One full wall depicted the Gunfight at the OK Corral. Troll-like cowboys traded fire with the square-jawed Earp brothers and Doc Holliday.

			Dawes said, “I commissioned the painting. A protégé of Frederic Remington spent over a year on it. Those shadow-boxed Buntline revolvers were carried by Morgan Earp and Tom McLaury at the Corral.”

			Dawes had a deep-South drawl. He stood behind his desk, immobile. He did not step up to shake hands. He assessed me, judged me, condemned me, and stood still. He knew who I was. He knew what I was. He knew I was overmatched.

			He said, “It’s Mr. Otash, isn’t it? I won’t address you as ‘Lieutenant,’ given that it’s a temporary sinecure, proffered for as long as you remain useful to Whiskey Bill Parker.”

			I slow-orbed the room. I caught four framed photographs of young Dawes in a side-to-side drape with the young Charles Lindbergh. The pix were early ’30s vintage. Dawes was working the Lindbergh kidnap caper then.

			He checked his watch. It was a solid gold Rolex.

			“Was there something I could help you with?”

			I said, “I’m on the red probe. I’m here to request the honor of perusing your personal CP files.”

			Dawes said, “Under no circumstances. Don’t issue the request a second time. It will only serve to make you appear small.”

			I smelled chemicals. A long-buried smell memory surfaced. I attended a college seminar, back in ’46. The chemicals were utilized to age counterfeit money. I’d caught the same scent more recently. I couldn’t place the context.

			I made a big, expansive gesture. It took in the wild-ass room and posed the question “What IS this?”

			Dawes said, “Some men destroyed my relationship with Charles A. Lindbergh. Those same men stole something dear to me. I’m determined to get it back and punish the men who stole it.”

			I detail-trawled the room. I saw a file folder marked “Burglary Division/LAPD” on Dawes’s desk.

			

			—

			The Luau. Wilton Duntzler’s “shift” tonight. Duntzler was no waiter, cook, or busboy. He was a male prostitute. His assignment: Show up, look good, some horny cat will cruise you.

			I hogged a dark booth. I popped Dexedrine and nursed a double Zombie. I ping-ponged between Judy Henske, D. J. Siemers, Virgil Dawes. I saw Wilton Duntzler enter the lounge and gravitate toward the bar. A man gravitated his way. I recognized him. Judge Henry Goldblatt. He officiated my horse-doping beef.

			Old man Goldblatt. Young man Duntzler. They meet, they flirt, they do an arm-stroking bit. They leave together—all inside ten seconds.

			I left a sawbuck on the table and followed them out. They bopped south on Rodeo and west on Brighton Way. They bypassed the all-nite coffee shop and entered 8612.

			That unkempt building. The lax security. Douglas Kallman, Richard Nixon’s crazy shrink.

			I stood under an awning and scoped the building and the coffee shop. Obvious call girls darted in and out. Henry Goldblatt and Wilton Duntzler walked out 54 minutes later.

			I studied the coffee shop. I noticed a man hauling dishes and wiping tables. He was young, tall, heavyset. He came off hard-eyed and hard-edged. He’s overqualified for this chump job. He vibes cop in a very large way.

			I chain-smoked and stretched. I was due at the picket line in twenty minutes. I waited for something to happen. Stand-still surveillance pays off sometimes.

			U.S. Attorney Edgar Chacõn walked into 8612. He beelined to the elevator bank.
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			Picket lines à go go. Shouts, catcalls, pumped fists, placards jabbed high. The CP and the YAF. “Nix on Nixon,” “Better Dead than Red,” “Pardon Alger Hiss,” “We Won WWIII!!!”

			The Beverly Hilton. The Wilshire sidewalk beside the travel agencies and upscale boutiques. The CP line moved east. The YAF line moved west. The factions brushed shoulders. Wimpy shoving matches ensued. Commie scum! Nazi pigs!—curses overlapped.

			“Nixon: Two-Time Loser,” “Pardon Alger Hiss,” “HUAC Frames Hiss: the Pain Lingers,” “Stop Police McCarthyism NOW!”

			Cars whizzed by and rode their horns. Motorists flipped off both factions. “We love Alger! We hate Dick!” The fucking scene was echo-chamber/mixmaster LOUD.

			I stood with Daryl Gates and the Hats. We were ten yards back from the ruckus. A squad of BHPD bluesuits held billy clubs and electric cattle prods at port arms. Nat, Phil, and Kareem played “Commie for a Day” and marched with the idiot insurgents. The Hats roamed the CP line and snapped on-the-sly pix. We required a near-riot for our deal to work. Gates planted four rookie cops in the YAF line. My three guys marched for the reds. I signaled Kareem. It meant this:

			The big blond kid’s a cop. Tell him his mama sucks black proletariat cock. That should kick this off.

			Kareem and the blond kid converged. Kareem let it rip. The blond kid slugged him. Kareem picket-sign bonked him. It spawned shoves, pushes, nudges, and more raucous repartee. A few for-real fistfights erupted. Gates signaled the BHPD squad: break it up and bust them.

			BHPD waded in. They swung tight baton shots. They goosed commies with their cattle prods and raised sparks. A paddy wagon pulled up. The cops tossed picket punks in the back. I pulled Nat, Phil, and Kareem out of harm’s way—

			

			—

			Rip-snorting riot to doofus despair. Gates and I cruised the Nixon victory bash. We sipped martinis and scanned the crowd for Haldeman and Ehrlichman.

			Fellow losers swarmed the freebie bar. They snarfed hors d’oeuvres and guzzled cheap champagne. Gates spotted Haldeman and Ehrlichman. They sipped ginger ale and seethed. I pointed to a cloakroom off to the left. The dinks about-faced and walked over. Gates and I killed off our drinks and joined them.

			The cloakroom was small and packed tight with handbags and dowagers’ mink coats. We stood too tight. Haldeman fidgeted and picked at his dumb flattop.

			“Well, do you have any positive results to report?”

			I said, “Yeah. Nixon’s in the shitter, and we still expect to be paid.”

			Haldeman and Ehrlichman flushed. Haldeman tried to crowd me. Ehrlichman restrained him.

			Gates said, “Mr. Nixon attended a major criminal event over on the near-southside. He’s not culpable of a single damn thing, but we’ve been busy trying to notch a solve on this event, and even more busy attempting to keep Nixon’s name out of any press coverage that might arise.”

			Ehrlichman said, “What criminal event?”

			I said, “We’re not telling you. Here’s what we are telling you. You’ve got Lieutenant Gates, me, four other detectives, and my three men working on this caper, full-time. It’s our entire focus on this so-called red probe, which is nothing but a paper-pushing cluster fuck. We’ll contact you when we have something to report. Don’t bug us until then. Get it? Cut us some slack to get this work done.”

			Haldeman and Ehrlichman double-seethed. I went boo! The whipdicks rushed the door. They tripped over mink-coat piles and pratfalled back to the ballroom.

			

			—

			Face-off.

			The basement drunk tank at BHPD. Twenty-seven commie firebrands ensconced within. Plus Nat, Phil, and Kareem—back in to work the geeks. We cut the YAF kids and undercover cops loose in the parking lot.

			Face-off.

			The tank reeked of urine and regurgitated hooch. I stood with the Hats and Daryl Gates. I stepped up close to the bars and laid down the law.

			“You’re here for unlawful assembly, for illegal membership in the CPUSA, and you’re all under Federal and municipal seventy-two-hour-no-bail-hold and grand-jury-subpoena-hold for Smith Act violations. If you cooperate and answer some questions about a double homicide in 1954, and a perhaps related matter today, you’ll be released in a few hours. If not, you’ll be held for the grand jury.”

			The commies moaned, groaned, kvetched, tantrum-tossed, and pump-fisted. A jailer racked the door. Gates, the Hats, and I stepped into the tank. Max Herman passed out my pencil-shaded pics of the dead woman. Red Stromwall passed out photographs of the Identikit portrait I created. Talk rumbled up—loud, loud, LOUD. I grokked the sign. It was the onset of snitch fever.

			

			—

			The interrogations ate up three hours. We reconvened in the back room at Googie’s and prepped for the debrief. Otash—table for nine. I ordered two fifths of cask-strength scotch to move things along.

			We got out our notepads. We knocked back three shots per man to raise a sweat and goose our perceptions. I kicked it off.

			“Here’s what I’ve got. These humps never forget. The Nixon-Hiss deal is still fucking vivid in their minds. Likewise, the Hollywood Ten and all that horseshit. Hiss was a player. He had lots of women on the side, and his wife, Priscilla, swung with college girls that D. J. Siemers set her up with.”

			Gates said, “I’ve got more of the same. They love Hiss, they hate Nixon, they hated Whittaker Chambers most of all, because he was an ex-red who got rich off that book he wrote. Nobody ID’d Freddy’s visual aids, but I noticed a certain glint of recognition in the eyes of a dozen people, who still denied that they recognized the dead woman.”

			Max Herman said, “I got nine confirmations that Tommy Tucker is still Party, not ex as he claims. Also, Joan Staley is a red-diaper baby, as is that fuck that Freddy and Daryl saw wearing a commie armband. They were raised in a collective, and never knew their righteous parents. I got four confirmations that the Cristeros are remobilizing to pull jobs and push heroin for the Cuban-exile cause. Apparently, Nixon’s shrink, Douglas Kallman, is a right-wing nut, and he’s got a shitload of ‘H’ in his office.”

			I said, “I saw it.”

			Red Stromwall said, “Also, the Cristeros have purportedly got a shitload of heroin snatched from a Federal evidence vault.”

			Eddie Benson said, “I got two snitchouts that the dead woman resembles a boomerang CP woman—un-ID’d—that went back and forth between the CP and the Cristeros.”

			I said, “I saw Eddie Chacõn enter 8612 Brighton Way, yesterday afternoon. Kallman keeps an office there, and he’s harboring large quantities of dope. Eddie’s right-wing for the Kennedy administration, and he’s hipped on the exile cause. He’s stone rogue—I wouldn’t put pushing dope past him.”

			Phil Irwin said, “I’ve got four confirmations that the Weiss snuffs were a money deal. Sholem Weiss was siphoning CP bread into real estate.”

			Kareem Denkins said, “I got the same thing.”

			Nat Denkins said, “I got that, plus the fact that Myra was a nympho. As in, ‘If it moves.’ ”

			Max Herman said, “Myra Weiss was Alger Hiss’s lover, with her hubby Sholem’s consent. But Myra believed that Hiss was guilty of treason, and ratted him to Nixon in ’46, as we know from Freddy’s reports. They were allegedly killed because they intended to extort a sitting vice president, along with the motive that Myra and Sholem publicly proclaimed Hiss’s guilt.”

			Harry Crowder said, “I got nine confirmations that Indigenous Cell psychos killed the Weisses and our still-unknown girl. They were big priest-killers and nun-rapers during the Spanish Civil War. Nobody knows their names, but they purportedly live now in L.A., lead normal lives, raise criminal racket money for the CP, and they assuredly looooove their work. Once again, they were red-diaper/Party marriage offspring, and raised in a commune. Again, there’s four of them, total. Also, I got six confirmations on that commie enclave off of Melrose and Van Ness. White Russians, bullshit. It’s a Party stronghold, and the humps work for the Creative Trade Workers Alliance, on Cahuenga. And, the Indigenous Cell guys love weirdo, baroque, nineteenth-century pornography, and they’ve got these jive moviemakers to film the smut, and those fruit hustlers that Freddy uncovered, to act in the films. They screen the flicks at the Polar Palace, and the audience is strictly Party.”

			Gates said, “If we take down the Indigenous Cell, that’s it for the probe. We did our part for the AG, and we can call this meddlesome gig even.”

			I said, “I approached Virgil Dawes, and asked to see his private red sheets, but he blew me off. I’ll try him again. And, since he’s ex-CP and teletyping the Alliance, I’m looking to lean on Joe Shell and maybe worm my way in with him.”

		

	
		
		
			
				[image: PART 7 FRUIT SHAKE (NOVEMBER 7–9, 1962)]
			

		

	
		
			19

			(Los Angeles, 11:49 a.m., Wednesday, 11/7/62)

			Cormier Realty. Colorado off of Brand. A ginchy mock-Southern manse. Their motto, scrolled above the door: Superior Homes for Superior People.

			I breezed in. The interior was mock-Southern manse. White cane desks and chairs, flouncy white drapes. It provides a repressive plantation effect. All-female sales staff. All working at bumper-stickered desks:

			“Better Brinksmanship Than Chicken_ _ _ _”

			“Who Is John Galt?”

			“Goldwater in ’64”

			“Cuba: Don’t Worry, It’s Still 90 Miles Away”

			“Property Rights: Our Last Remaining Freedom”

			“Defeat the Rumford Act!!!”

			D. J. Siemers sat at a double-wide desk. A wall portrait of Congressman John Rousselot backlit her. Her bumper sticker? “Social justice is always class justice—and class justice is always chaos/Edmund Burke.”

			She stood up and waved me over. Her ashtray was double-overflowed. She went oops and dumped the butts in her wastebasket. She said, “Don’t tell me. You have questions, which you could have asked before your disreputable minions disrupted my show at the Pan Pacific.”

			I smiled. “It’s hardly the first time that occurred. I was told that Sholem and Myra Weiss pulled that same stunt shortly before their deaths.”

			D.J. lit a cigarette. “That was ’54, wasn’t it? You’re talking about a far more rancorous time, what with Joe McCarthy and the CP running amok. Really, Mr. Otash. We’re on the same side, and I’ll always cooperate. And, by that I mean ‘work for candor with the police.’ ”

			I lit a cigarette. “Here’s some candor back at you. I tossed the cloakroom during that Lafayette Square benefit. I went through a dozen address books. I saw your ex-husband’s name in your book, and I got the impression you’re still friends with him. He intrigues me.”

			D.J. blew smoke rings. “Virgil is a fanatical anti-communist, and quite circumspect in his expressions of contempt. He dislikes Birchers and loves Negroes, which marks him as a rara avis in my book. He’s admiringly egalitarian, and a deft talent scout. He met Tom Bradley and put him in a sleeper cell, back when we were still married and he was on the Sheriff ’s. Tom was too outsized and publicly notable to be placed in a standard CP cell, so he floated between Party cliques and reported directly to Virgil.”

			I said, “Your name was in Tom Bradley’s and Judy Henske’s books. Miss Henske told me you tried to recruit her for a CP-backed film called The Cry of Jazz, Part 2. Would you care to comment on that?”

			“There’s a long tradition of coercing and cajoling attractive young women into the CP, and I’m good at it. I was trying to promote Judy into appearing in the buff, and can you blame me? I saw the ardent gazes you were sending her way at that fatuous minstrel show.”

			“Are you in or out of the CP at this moment? There’s mixed opinions here.”

			D.J. said, “I keep up with people from all of my lives. You’d do well to think of me as a dilettante.”

			“Why would Ben Davis 3 live in an all-white restricted building in a purportedly White Russian enclave off of Melrose and Van Ness?”

			“ ‘Purportedly’ tells the tale. The area is a very well-laid-out CP façade and a restricted vice zone, which permits the FBI to consider it harmless, when it’s really an informational conduit and espionage hive.”

			“Smut films. Smut’s all over that conduit.”

			D.J. smiled. “Yes, but in the Stalin-sanctioned manner of Vsevolod Meyerhold, before Stalin decided he was a revisionist, and killed him, his wife, and his children. NKVD agents stabbed his wife’s eyes out, as well.”

			I said, “Ben Davis 3 is a lawyer. I went by his place on my way out here. He wasn’t home, but he has an ‘attorney-at-law’ sign on his door.”

			D.J. sighed. I induced vexation. My bouncing-ball interrogation unnerved her.

			“Ben 3 is a lawyer, and his one client is Tommy Tucker, who wants to annex Washington and La Brea and reincorporate it as a worker’s paradise and a resort for swinging miscegenists. Hugh Hefner is Tommy’s chief backer. But, mostly, Ben 3 repossesses cars and bosses the construction crews for Tommy’s integrated Playboy Clubs.”

			I said, “Joan Staley?”

			D.J. rolled her eyes. “A tasty bonbon with a mean streak. A red-diaper baby who assimilated a great deal of Party lore and packs two stilettos in her boots.”

			“Any final thoughts on Virgil Dawes?”

			D.J. twirled her ashtray. “He collects grisly historical artifacts. He’s a hobbyist on a mission to punish the men who ‘stole something from him,’ and he’s devoted his life to getting it back, but no one knows what ‘it’ is. He’s never gotten over his brief relationship with Charles Lindbergh. The world looked rosy for a while, but Lindbergh turned his back on him, and Virgil consoles himself with anti-communism and his fatuous regard for Negroes. By the way, Joe Shell is another artifact-collection nut. Those are two peas in a pod.”
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			Bad Dog Repossessions. Dig their logo: a three-headed canine with two-foot fangs and a three-foot forked tongue.

			The lot was cyclone-fenced and overlit. Pimpmobiles, taco wagons, and imported rice rockets were offered up dirt cheap. I popped four Dexies and yawned my way onto the lot. I spent the day with Daryl Gates and Miller Leavy. We agreed on this:

			Let’s haul in some known hoods with red ties. They may have tangential info on the dead-woman and Weiss jobs. It’s a longshot. But—it’s time to utilize the probe’s grand-jury power and sweat the key Oreo Strip habitués. I’m packing subpoenas for Tommy Tucker, Hugh Hefner, Joan Staley, Ben Davis 3, and a blanket subpoena for Tommy’s bail-bond slaves. Bill Parker told Daryl Gates and me that LAPD has a snitch planted in Tommy’s crew. I have a hunch that it’s Ben 3.

			Also agreed:

			We’ll dun Federal Parole and haul in Alger Hiss. That’s a hot-ticket interview. It may take some time to pull off.

			Caddy Broughams. Kandy apple lime green with purple seat covers. Chopped and channeled ’53 Chevys. Gang-car impounds. No down payments. Cash up front.

			I located the ops hut and rang the bell. A man yelled, “It’s open!” I walked in. Ben Davis 3 saw me and howled.

			“Freddy the O. The ‘Hellhound Who Held Hollywood Captive,’ and noted dirty trickster. And at midnight, no less.”

			I pulled a chair up to Ben 3’s desk. Ben 3 stood up and scratched his balls. I flashed my credential kit. He said, “Nice. I’ve always wanted one of those.”

			I forked over the subpoenas. Ben 3 slipped on glasses and studied them.

			“Tommy, Joanie, Hef, me, and Tommy’s guys. Seventy-two-hour/no-bail clause. The grand jury is impaneled for a full year, so testify or sit it out in the Hall of Justice Jail.”

			I said, “That’s right. But I’m looking for you to sell out your friends, because Tommy Tucker Enterprises is stone dirty, Tommy and Joanie are bleeding an unhinged Hugh Hefner dry, the union doing your construction is a commie front group, and Tommy may well have holdings in that CP enclave off of Melrose and Van Ness.”

			Ben 3 cracked his knuckles. “What’s in it for me?”

			“The DA’s Office is running short on prosecutors. As of now, I can see you slamming felony offenders for kicks and grins.”

			“Well, you’re right about Melrose and Van Ness. It’s a Party façade, and lots of criminal shit transpires there. Tommy’s got a piece, and the Alliance is deep red and pulling the strings. Tommy’s ex-CP, Joanie’s red-diaper, and Hef ’s non compos mental. I’ve been looking to ditch this gig for some time, so maybe I’ll play.”

			I said, “Are you a confidential LAPD informant?”

			Ben 3 went sssshhhh and lip-synced yes. Ben 3 cracked his knuckles and thumbs.

			“For what it’s worth, the CPUSA is going broke, and the Comintern’s looking to let them wither and die. You’ve got criminal cabals—rogue reds—working all kinds of deals, and they’re rather remiss on delivering their tithe to Mother Russia. I’m anti-red, have been for years, but my daddy casts a big shadow. Tommy, Joanie, and Tommy’s guys are playing the integration card very strong, but they’re holding back thirty percent of the coin folks donate to Bradley, Lindsay, and Rumford, and siphoning it into this Playboy City deal, because Hef ’s got a race-mixing bug up his ass, and Tommy and Joanie are feeding him the best cocaine on earth. I’ve been sticking around because I’m Tommy’s legal counsel, and sometimes I do not-so-legal work on the side.”

			I stood up. “Tommy’s been known to suborn house burglaries. You must keep a pad where you store the shit. Let’s take a ride, so you can show me.”

			

			—

			We motored south to 61st and Budlong. The pad was a dilapidated shit shack. Ben 3 waltzed me inside and hit the lights. The living room was double-stuffed with stereos, TVs, mink coats, pricy flatware. Plus boxed automotive parts, coin collections, near-new motorcycles, car radios, and six Klee and Kandinsky oils.

			I went whew. “Attest for me, Ben. Tell me that you know it’s 459 swag, and that Tommy and Joanie suborned it.”

			Ben raised his right hand. “I so attest, you camel-fucking motherfucker.”

			I grabbed a wall phone and dialed Max Herman’s number at Intel. I said, “We’re on. Ben 3 turned. Meet us at the motel strip in an hour. Tommy, Staley, and Hefner are touring the construction sites. Order up a drunk wagon. We’ll grab the goons back at the Playroom.”

			Max rogered off. I hung up. Ben 3 whisked me outside. I clocked a car covered by a tight tonneau protector. The shape looked familiar. The contours were pure ’56 Chevy.

			I whipped the cover off. Los Intrusos was scrolled above the right-rear wheel well. It’s the getaway sled from the Losers Club assault. Los Intrusos. Like the expunged tattoo on the dead woman’s hand.

			Ben said, “It’s a three-month delinquent, so I’ll be repo’ing it. It’s supposedly a caper car, used by some Mex kids in some nutty right-wing group. They park it here because they know it’s a crook pad. They figure this place is fuzz-proof, because the cops know it’s dirty, but never raid it.”

			

			—

			The construction site rocked at 1:00 a.m. Round-the-clock shifts on the motel rehabs produced boocoo results. Property lines had been unified. Paint crews slathered the Playboy rabbit insignia on interior and exterior walls. Kool kolors. Tommy Tucker’s new “Pimp Tone” of purple and lime green. Newfangled water beds had been installed. Projectors and pull-down screens adorned the rooms. Off-shift workers crapped out and scoped explicit fuck flicks. They featured Playboy Bunnies and the fruit hustlers from the pads above Crown Liquor. Playboy City rocks—food, booze, and pharmaceuticals, 24 hours.

			Ben and I toured the emergent Playboy City. We ran smack into Tommy, Joanie, and zonko Hef.

			I cued the Hats. They plowed their drunk wagon over curbs and through rubble heaps. They fishtailed over to the shitbirds and hit their high beams.

			The shitbirds froze, glare-blind.

			The Hats packed handcuffs, leg restraints, and come-along chains. They grabbed all three and threw them down in the rubble. They stepped on their necks and force-fed them construction debris and skittering beetles.

			I read the subpoenas. The gist: You’re fucked. Testify before the grand jury or do a full-year in the Hall of Justice Jail. Joanie pulled a stiletto from her right boot top and stabbed at my feet. I kicked the knife out of her reach. Tommy skunk-eyed Ben 3. The Hats shackled, restrained, and chained the three, up-tight and mummified.

			Flashbulbs popped. Morty Bendish and a photo crew ambushed them. Morty’s piece would headline tomorrow’s Mirror-News. The clucks would get biiiiiiiiiiig TV and radio play.

			

			—

			I got an idea. The idea sandbagged me and worked itself out beyond my volition. I drove to the Ash Grove and perched out of sight. I could see and hear Judy. She could not see and hear me. I wanted to capture her and read her in solo reverie. I’d give it an hour, go home and change clothes. You’ve got to dig it. Judy at the club. It would approximate a rendezvous.

			Judy sang “Danny Boy” and “Till the Right One Comes Along.” Her contralto held rock-steady and issued breathy undertones. She wore a white scoop-neck dress and black heels that put her up at six-four. She was ungainly. The heels were a bum touch. She strummed her guitar and dug her heels into the stage boards. Wood audibly cracked. She laid out lame patter and satirized herself as a Wisconsin farm girl out of her depth. Her upper arms were bare and bruised. She bumped into things. She left her bruises untreated. It infused her with an I-don’t-give-a-shit panache. She broke my heart with “God Bless the Child.” She rocked the roof with the Woody Guthrie song “Reuben James.” She flubbed high notes in “Farewell, Aldebaran.” It was a sparse night-owl crowd. Judy badgered them and urged them to spend more bread. Her dress rode up. She pulled it down and covered her scabby knees. I liked her more than I lusted for her. That told me something.
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			There she is. She’s been working it and indulging corny dance steps. Her underarms are sweat-stained. Her white dress is soaked through to yellow. Night owls and college kids gassed on the big brunette. Judy sat down at the piano and played Chopin’s “Heroic Polonaise.” It was a show-off/class-clown maneuver. I was amazed. She performed the piece flawlessly.

			I’d gone home, showered, and changed clothes. I donned my best suit and looked good. I sat front-row center. Judy played to me. She offered up prayers for James Meredith and the dead at Ole Miss. She closed her set with “Gilgarry Mountain.” It was an Irish ode to criminals and philanderers. She closed out her set with me in mind.

			She joined me. She kicked off her heels and rubbed her feet. They were bigger than mine. A waiter brought her a double espresso. I spiked it with jungle juice. Judy went electric. She caught herself talking a blue streak and curtailed it with an imposition of simple good manners. Judy sat to my left. I raised her right arm and kissed the dark stubble growing out. We yukked, flirted, probed, and held hands.

			Judy said, “You’ve always got your cop head on—but I’ll credit you with decorum. You haven’t pressed me for more information on D. J. Siemers—not one bit.”

			I laughed. “D. J. Siemers—talent scout and corrupter of young women for the CP. You foxed her, though. You weren’t going to strip for some jive propaganda flick.”

			Judy crossed herself. “Some girls weren’t so lucky. Two girls disappeared and were never seen again. D.J. was distraught over it.”
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			I prowled the Intel stacks and plucked files. I felt good. I kissed Judy goodnight in the parking lot. She lifted her arms and let me taste her again. Morty Bendish ran a boss piece in the a.m. Mirror. He called Tommy Tucker a “hellacious hoodlum.” He called Hugh Hefner a “smut kingpin.” He called Joan S. “pizzazzable.” Tommy, Joanie, Hef, and Tommy’s goons are locked down at the PAB. They’ll stew for 48 hours. Then, Gates, the Hats, and I will put the screws to them and force them to NAME NAMES.

			Morty’s pondering a front-page series on Joan Staley. He’s going to call it “Elegy for a Hopped-up Car Hop.” I’ll tell Morty exactly what to write.

			I snagged a subversive file on the Cristeros and a “Controversial Police Personnel File” on Dawes, Virgil D.

			I walked back to my cubicle and settled in to read. The Cristeros file ran two pages.

			The Cristeros emerged in Mexico during brutal communisto regimes in the ’20s and ’30s—and in Spain during the Spanish Civil War. The membership was devotedly Catholic, vindictive, wholly reactive. They avenged the destruction of churches, the murders of priests, and the rapes of nuns by “Rape Clubs,” comprised of members of the International Brigade. The Cristeros determinedly avenged religious atrocities performed on Mexican soil. A Mexican lawyer named Salvador Abascal turned ragtag groups of Catholic laymen into vicious commie killers. The fuckers scalped a shitload of reds on two continents.

			Franco won the Spanish Civil War. The International Brigade disbanded. The Cristeros concentrated on avenging Mexican atrocities. Their membership dwindled after World War II. There has been unsubstantiated talk of a currently revived Cristero presence in L.A.—with Joe Shell among their financial backers—but no violent incidents have been recorded.

			I hopped files—Virgil Dawes and his vertiginous personal history grabbed me.

			Born Montgomery, Alabama, 8/8/05. Army brat. His father commanded Negro training battalions in World War I, the peacetime army, and World War II. Young Virgil developed a powerful affinity for Negroes and a powerful enmity for commies. He graduated from Yale and Yale Law School. He passed the New York, Connecticut, and Federal bar exams. He signed on as a U.S. Treasury special agent, 1929. He married a dentist named Helen Linscott, 1932. Dawes devised the strategy that resulted in the capture of the kidnap/murderer of the Lindbergh baby, Bruno Richard Hauptmann. Dawes suffered a nervous breakdown during the ramp-up to Hauptmann’s execution. His first wife divorced him, May ’35. Dawes told a series of near-insane stories to the score of government psychiatrists who examined him. All said stories pertained to fanciful events related to the Lindbergh case. Dawes remained at Treasury and was given reduced duty. His brief: to recruit young law school grads for Treasury appointments. He resigned from Treasury, 12/3/40. He went on the L.A. Sheriff ’s, 4/41, and married Dorothy June Siemers the same year. Dawes rose rapidly on LASO. He invested in midcity L.A. real estate and earned big profits. D.J. divorced him, 7/59. He significantly aided LAPD Lieutenant Tom Bradley’s study for the California bar exam and now supports Bradley’s efforts to become the 10th District city councilman. Dawes is also close friends with councilmanic candidate Gilbert Lindsay and Fair Housing proponent W. B. Rumford. Dawes resigned under duress from the LASO in January 1958. He went back on Treasury, 3/4/58, and is now the lead field investigator for the counterfeiting squad.

			Holy shit. That’s a career.

			

			—

			Confab. Me, Gates, the Hats, my three men. Gates’s office, SRO. Topics to discuss: tonight’s raid on the fruit cribs, the missing file boxes per the Weiss job.

			Gates said, “Phil, Nat, Kareem. Find me those boxes. Cal State L.A., Cal Fullerton, San Diego State. Al Goossen told me the Weiss deal is featured in at least forty-odd criminology course catalogs. Go shake the trees. Get me those boxes.”

			Max Herman said, “Someone should goose Miller Leavy. Freddy wants to audit Virgil Dawes’s private red-sheet stash. Miller’s dragging his heels. Grant Cooper’s Dawes’s lawyer. Miller’s chary of Grant. A, he’s the best criminal lawyer in L.A. history. B, Miller has to be able to horse-trade with Grant on capital cases, so he’s reluctant to bug him over this file request.”

			Red Stromwall said, “Let’s get to the raid. I heard you talked to the Chief, Daryl. He wants a show of force.”

			Gates said, “In spades. That said, the most important thing is to keep civilians out of this. Nat, Kareem, Phil. You surveil the poof cribs from 5:00 p.m. on. The rule here is no overnight lovers, male or female. Secondly, grab some master keys, gain access to the pads, search out guns, remove the live ammo and substitute duds. And I don’t mean blanks, because then you’ll have to go in with vests. Also, toss the pads for criminal contraband. Here’s the Chief ’s thinking on this. We’ve got LAPD versus CPUSA, because the Alliance owns that building. I’m serious. We want to see if the Alliance will report the crime. I don’t think they will. I want them to know that we’re coming after them, and that there’s just the two of us now.”

			Harry Crowder said, “The ordnance?”

			Gates ticked off points. “Percussion grenades. Drop them down the laundry chutes and fuck up the guts of the building. Twelve-gauge automatic shotguns, drilled for slugs and triple-ought buckshot. Suppressor-fitted sidearms. I cannot overemphasize this. We’re there to make a statement and soften these dinks up for Freddy’s initial interrogation. Freddy, go in hard, fast, and limited. Emphasize the criminal gestalt first. We’ll grill them on all political aspects later. We’ll squeeze them, we’ll squeeze Tucker, Staley, and Hefner, and we’ll turn something up, and that is no shit, la verdad.”
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			Melrose and Ridgewood. Crown Liquor shut down at 2:00 a.m. Kareem stiffed the go-ahead call 24 minutes back. The boys were ensconced and alone.

			I was distracted. The results from SID’s backup forensic on the death pad arrived. Ditto, the autopsy results on the dead woman. I need time to study them.

			We parked curbside. We crossed the sidewalk and spot-checked our gear. Percussion grenades—check. Kevlar vests and Browning automatics—check. Suppressor-fitted Magnums—check.

			The streetside door stayed open all night. We single-filed upstairs and stood point.

			Max and I took the first door on the left. Harry Crowder took Door #2. Eddie and Red took the two doors on the right. The hallway gave us room to maneuver.

			Max counted down. One, two, three, GO. We all raised our right feet and kicked the four doors off the hinges.

			They went down hard and flat. They made BIG noise. Max and I jumped in Room #1. Chester Jenkins shrieked himself awake. Max cuffed him and duct-taped his mouth shut. I pulled my percussion grenade. I yanked the pin and dropped it down the laundry chute. The explosion shredded sheet-metal walls and blew shrapnel chunks and dirty laundry back into the room. The scorched-metal stink stung my eyes.

			Max hauled Chester Jenkins out to the hallway. We aimed our shotguns at the walls and blew them out with buckshot and slugs. The walls collapsed, floor to ceiling. Mortar chunks and timber joists got mulched to slivers and pulp.

			I stood on Jenkins’s neck and pinned him docile. Max tossed the bathroom. He penlight-flashed pill baggies and probable cocaine. I sniffed the probable coke and went stratospheric.

			I heard two grenade blasts and four shotgun blasts across the hallway. Construction grit whooshed out the doors and powder-hazed the hallway. Red and Eddie hauled Duntzler and Lederer out by the hair. Harry Crowder dragged Disbrow out by his belt loops. The boys moaned for their mamas.

			War zone.

			War zone.

			War zone.

			Grit, airborne debris, sheet-metal shards, toasted laundry. We dragged the boys to the middle of the hallway and dog-piled them. We went back into the pads and ransacked. We dumped drawers, overturned shelves, ripped out drywall planks. We turned up this:

			Archaic Russian attire. Pastel opera gowns and loungewear. Russian guard uniforms. French ticklers, amyl nitrate poppers, Makarov 9mm automatics. Bags of maryjane, Biphetamine, Seconal, Nembutal. Plus—dig this:

			Call sheets for the Raleigh Studio’s stage production of Vsevolod Meyerhold A Go Go: A Risqué Reimagining of Czarist Oppression Confronted with Revolutionary Consciousness. One night, 12/4. The Polar Palace.

			That cracked us up. We hauled the dinks downstairs and dumped them in the back of the wagon.

			

			—

			We reserved four sweat boxes. Small, cramped, double-mirrored, wired for sound. Bolted-down tables and chairs. Wall speakers piped interrogation grief to cops standing outside. A crowd stood ready. The Chief, Daryl Gates, Miller Leavy.

			Four miscreants. Jenkins, Disbrow, Lederer, and Duntzler. Cuffed to bolted-down chairs. Note the phone books squared off on the tables.

			I started with Jenkins. I said, “The easy way or the hard way?” He said, “Fuck your camel-fucking mama.” I phone-booked him. It was a relative love tap and a preview of real shit to come. I pulled a Luau free-drink card from his pajama-top pocket. Jenkins spit out a loose tooth. He cleared his throat and lapsed straight into snitch fever.

			“Okay, okay, okay. I pick up older men and take them to a suite at 8612 Brighton.”

			I said, “There’s more.”

			Jenkins said, “Joan Staley runs the male hustler crew. They work the Luau/8612 Brighton circuit. A Playboy Bunny corps services the straight-guy trade.”

			I hopped to Room #2. Ronald Disbrow said, “Eat shit.” I phone-booked him. My love tap foretold future punishment. Disbrow boo-hooed. He cleared out his pipes. He confirmed Jenkins’s spiel between skreeks. He added this:

			“Joanie S. is a five-bill-a-night dominatrix. She looooves to terrorize her tricks and knife-slice them. The Brighton building is owned by a leftist/rightist combine of fat cats. They call themselves the Hitler-Stalin Pact. It rehashes crazy shit from the war. You’ve got two biggies from the CTWA. They rep the left. Doug Kallman and Joe Shell rep the right.”

			I torqued him: “How come BHPD doesn’t enforce extant vice laws or routinely surveil the building?”

			“Because 8612 is protected. BHPD lets shit there slide, because the shrinks on the premises rat out overprescribing shrinks and other rogue doctors. Also, the BHPD Chief is Joan Staley’s regular trick. And a bunch of superior court judges are boy-bangers, and regular tricks of the hustlers you fascists have brutalized tonight.”

			I hopped to Room #3. George Douglas Lederer grabbed his crotch and said, “Eat me.”

			I phone-booked him. I overswung my shot. He spit out a mouthful of damaged bridgework.

			He sniveled. I force-fed him three shots of Old Crow. He said, “There’s a cop who’s been working the coffee shop attached to 8612, for weeks now. He’s got a waiter job, and he’s not a waiter type. I was working the cash register at the Luau one night, and this cat came in and had dinner. He opened his wallet, and I saw his badge. He’s IRS.”

			I hopped to Room #4. I phone-booked Wilton Dunztler on GP. My shot strayed and broke his nose. I felt bad for him. Merciful Freddy. I held my jug out. He drained it in three gulps.

			“The flicks my pals and I star in are craaaazy. There’s lots of rape scenes played in period costumes. It’s all Meyerhold. The Red Army soldiers are always the good guys. The bad guys are always the puto Cristeros. The Cristeros want to avenge the sexy rapes of nuns, but the acts themselves are really the enforcement of the laws of the people, which justify all transgressions. Before you ask, I don’t believe this shit. It’s just a gig to me.”
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			F-car stakeout. Two sleds, the Hats and me, pump shotguns. We eyeballed Tommy Tucker’s swag pad. The Los Intrusos car was parked in the same spot.

			It was warm. 61st and Budlong was early p.m. still. The Chevy was still tonneau-cloaked. The dinks had a crash-crib adjacent. They thought the location was A-OK. This was supposedly fuzz-protected turf. They’d stroll over and slide in their boss ride. They’d roll out and commit bogus crimes.

			Max Herman and I perched in F-car #1. It was parked across the street and three car lengths south. Red Stromwall, Harry Crowder, and Eddie Benson perched in F-car #2. It was parked two doors down from Tommy T.’s crib.

			I was frazzled. The fruit-hustler thumpings drained me. We got the lads sewn up at Georgia Street Receiving and took them to Kwan’s for Singapore slings and chop suey. They divulged jackshit per the CTWA. They were afraid to. They knew bupkes per the hierarchy there. They were fuck lads and “actors” in commie-smut extravaganzas. They were task guys and planted coded library books and other chump chores. They knew zilch per Doug Kallman and Dr. Doug’s star shrinkee, Dick Nixon. They knew the overall “Hitler-Stalin Pact” gestalt at 8612 Brighton, todos. Demimonde, confluence, proximity. October 29. The rock-salt raid at the Losers Club. The anti-Nixon fireworks. The shots fired on Kilkea. The nazified Nixon dummy in the bomb-shelter hole. The adjacent sign read “Shelter with Shell.” Yeah, and right-wing dink Joe S. was tight with the CTWA. The rock-salt shooters ex-caped in the Los Intrusos car. That night’s mischief was all CTWA/Shell-initiated. It had to be.

			Recent incidents. They hit rapid fire—bam, bam, bam. That weird chemical stench I caught at Kilkea. I caught the same scent at Virgil Dawes’s office.

			Max and I passed my flask and fought off the stakeout blahs. Our plan: Tail the Los Intrusos ride to the pachucos’ next criminal action. And swoop down hard, right there.

			I dozed, I stirred, I thought about Judy. We cut the hustlers loose and told them to keep it zipped tight. Daryl Gates radioed in an hour back. His news: The CTWA issued not one peep. We decimated the upstairs of their building. They still played it mute.

			Max said, “This reads like a trash run. We’re sitting here for nothing. They’ll roll to some dope house in Boyle Heights and poke some chiquitas who think they’re Cristero warriors and America’s first line of defense against the reds.”

			The two-way radio hummed. I hit the on switch.

			Harry Crowder said, “They’re walking. Three dinks. They’re wearing high-top sneakers and Belmont High track silks. They’re out to hit some cut-rate jewelers—downtown—I’d bet on it. They’ve got smash-and-grab written all over them. They’ve got work-glove bulges in their pockets, and that reads window-busting to me.”

			I rogered off the call. Max grabbed the mike.

			“They’ll cut east on 61st and north on Broadway. All those cheapshit jewelry stores are on Broadway and Hill. Count off two minutes and roll. We’ll take the pole slot. You follow from fifty yards back.”

			Harry rogered off. Los cholos removed the tonneau and stashed it in the trunk. Their ’56 Chevy was baby-blue metalflake. They piled in and hung a U-turn. Harry nailed it. They laid tread straight east on 61st. Max counted off two minutes and gunned the gas.

			Trash run. The prospect gored me. Tommy T., Hugh Hefner, and Joan Staley sweated it out in the PAB jail. They sweated baaaaad. No bail/grand-jury warrants/good for one year inside. I wanted to ditch this gig and hardnose them on all things RED.

			We homed in on the Chevy. It turned left on Broadway and broomed north. I checked my rearview. F-car #2 hovered behind us.

			Three-car convoy. 58th, 57th, 56th. I fixed on the Chevy’s raccoon-tail antenna and brain-broiled the dead-woman job.

			Ted Curphey’s results came in. The autopsy revealed this:

			Cause of death: the ear-to-ear slash. She was half dead from the forced drug ingestion. She never had kids and was not now pregnant. Plus no fuckee-fuckee in the past 24.

			I cogitated. All subdue-the-victim, dope her, mutilate her, and kill her actions occurred while I tailed Nixon to France’s Parisian Room, watched him schmooze strangers and gas on bad jazz. He caught a cab. I motored back to Alsace Avenue and resumed my surveillance. The time frame? One hour, tops. The killer/killers went out the back door. I went in the front.

			The SID forensic hit positive. One backup stooge had to be female. The crew did a walking portrait. The suspect had big feet and wore leather-soled/pointy-toe flats. Her scuff marks indicated a long stride and size 11 woman’s shoes. She tracked in damp grass from the backyard. She keyed her way in. She tracked threadbare carpet strands identical to the extant strands in the safe house.

			BUT:

			The safe-house carpeting was brown. The tracked-in strands were blue. That means this:

			She went from one commie safe house to another. The woman was a heavy smoker. She left rubber-glove prints near the death tableau, BUT:

			She removed her gloves as she split the pad. She closed the door lightly but bare-handed. She left no latex prints, smudges, or smears. Her light touch left a heavy nicotine residue.

			AND:

			The killer/killers vacuumed the entire breadth of the house. They left no walking-portrait indentations—of themselves.

			44th Street, 43rd Street, 42nd. Max said, “Fucking trash run. I’m hungry. I should have brought some sandwiches.”

			41st Street, 40th Street, 39th. The Chevy cut an instant left turn and instant right on Montclair. The driver goosed the gas and fishtailed through the gears. It hit me, hard:

			Jolly Jug Liquors. It’s a heist. The store was hard by 34th and Montclair.

			Max and I went telepathic. Eddie Benson, ditto. He rogered in. He said, “Jolly Jug. Let’s throttle back and go through that alley down by the end of the block. We’ll get ahead of them.”

			Max swung hard left. We shot down an east–west alley, and swung up the connecting north–south one. I checked my rearview. Red, Eddie, and Harry bird-dogged us. Lead-foot Eddie caught up and grazed our back bumper. We swung out at 38th, hauled west and instantaneous north on Montclair. It’s your classic leapfrog tail. We left the cholo car somewhere behind us.

			I radioed F-car #2. “They’ll swing back to Broadway and park in front, nosed-out southbound. We’ll park in back and get them the second they come in the door.”

			Harry rogered off. Max punched the gas and made the lot at 85-plus. Eddie swerved and knocked off our rear bumper.

			I clocked our lead at one minute. We went sloooow motion then.

			We grabbed our Remington pumps and stepped out of the cars.

			We jacked the slides and primed them.

			We slow-walked into Jolly Jug.

			The day man stood behind the counter. He was alone in the store. He saw us. Eddie went Down! The day man dropped to the floor. We stood behind a canned-goods rack and orbed the front door.

			Sixteen seconds. I’m counting down.

			Los vatos walked in on eight.

			They went for their waistbands. It punched their tickets. We stepped out and let fly.

			We nailed them in overlapped spreads. Five-round capacities, double-ought buck. They blew up as one bloody SOMETHING. Severed arms flew. Stray pellets scorched off faces. The punks spastic-twitched. They knocked over shelves and bottle racks. They went down as one bloody SOMETHING. Max and Red walked up and pulled their belt guns. They put two each in the backs of their heads.

			Harry kicked the bodies apart. Eddie went through their tracksuit pockets. He pulled out a piece of paper. Max grabbed it and read it.

			He whistled. He said, “This hump has Eddie Chacõn’s phone number.”

			I tripped over the stiffs and stumbled outside. The Chevy was jam-parked, with the front wheels up on the curb. I grabbed the key out of the ignition. I ran back and unlocked the trunk.

			There’s a bald spare tire, a tool kit, and eight small glass jars. I grabbed one and unscrewed the lid. It was white-powder packed.

			I wet a finger and dipped it. I tasted the powder. It was heroin. I took a second taste and went weavy. I recognized the sensation. This shit was identical to Dr. Doug Kallman’s shit.

			I staked out the Brighton building on election night. Eddie Chacõn walked in the front door and veered to the elevator bank. Kallman’s office was on the sixth floor.
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			La casa de Eddie. A starter flop in the hip new Bunker Hill Towers. Dinette, bedroom, living room. Skid Row and smog out an 18th-floor window.

			The flop’s booby-trapped now.

			I picked the lock an hour back and lurked in the dark. I rigged an ankle-high tripwire between two chairs set three feet in front of the doorway. El Eddie would fall flat on his pimped-out shag carpet.

			He decorated the crib himself. Joan Staley’s Playboy foldout adorned a bathroom wall. Eddie inked in a speech balloon. La Joanie sighed, “Pour me the pork! I crave your big chorizo!” A black-and-white blowup covered the living-room wall. The Oval Office served as backdrop. Jack and Bobby Kennedy flanked Eddie. The boys looked half-lit.

			I tossed the dump. The job took four penlight sweeps and twelve seconds tops. I found forty-one grand in a shoebox under the bed. Eddie’s dead guys had been pushing horse for some time. It’s my money now.

			“Eddie’s dead guys.” Identified as:

			Mondo Archuleta/age 19. Ignacio Herendon/age 21. Luis Andrade/age 18.

			Former Belmont High sprinters. Smash-and-grab men, heroin pushers, abortive armed robbers. Eddie neglected to caution them:

			You do not commit 211 PC in Bill Parker’s town. Cops nest in liquor stores routinely. The second you touch your waistbands they kill you.

			Patrol cops and coroner’s men cleaned up the Jolly Jug carnage. The Hats and I ran the dead guys through R&I. They were Preston grads. They fell for twenty-six counts of smash-and-grab/grand larceny between them. They shared an above-garage bolt-hole a half block from Tommy Tucker’s swag pad.

			The Hats and I kicked the door down. We searched the premises and inventoried some provocative shit:

			Bossman Eddie’s wall-mounted “To Do” list. Typed on U.S. Attorney’s office stationery. Item #1: “Go to Mass.” Item #4: “Daily calisthenics.” Item #7: “Lead wholesome Catholic lives.” Item #9: “Develop regular customers for our merchandise but don’t use it yourself. Lincoln High and Nightingale Junior High are good spots to troll for users.” Item #12: “Visit your parents at least once a week.” Item #13: “Kill one Castro sympathizer a month.”

			Plus:

			One and a half pounds of uncut heroin—identical in consistency, taste, and fast onset to Doug Kallman’s office stash.

			Plus:

			Nine sawed-off shotguns.

			Plus:

			A closet packed with ’30s-vintage Cristero tracts. All Spanish-language. Illustrated pix of the desecrated caskets of priests and nuns—skeletons cloaked in holy vestments.

			Plus:

			Fetishistic snapshots of Francisco Franco in brocade bullfighter garb and Il Duce Mussolini in blackshirt and jackboots.

			Plus:

			Taped-on wall pix of nativist nabobs Charles Coughlin, Joe McWilliams, Gerald L. K. Smith, William Dudley Pelley, and Conde McGinley.

			Plus:

			Twelve commie shrunken heads. Spanish Civil War–era. Affixed with red-starred garrison caps. Red rhinestones where their eyes used to be.

			Plus:

			Stencils for crafting perfect inverted-cross tattoos. Just like the one on the dead woman Halloween night.

			I Polaroid-snapped all of it. I took the pix to the PAB and showed them to Daryl Gates. He said, “I’ll call Robert Kennedy. In the meantime, you lean on Eddie. Press him on anything and everything pertaining to 8612.”

			That was four hours back. I’ve got a ratty BarcaLounger set up two feet in front of the wire. I’m wearing lead-weighted sap gloves and cradling a silencer-fitted Magnum.

			Sustained darkness. No way to smoke. It hyper-torqued my audial nerves. Building noises amplified. I heard the 18th-floor elevator ding and the door slides engage. Footsteps approached the apartment. There’s Eddie’s key in the lock. There’s a carpet scrape. There’s a slice of light from the exterior hallway.

			Eddie stepped inside and dropped his briefcase. He yawned and stretched. He took a half step into the room and tapped the wall behind him for a light switch. The ceiling lamp fluttered and blinked. Eddie rubbed his eyes and moved into the room.

			He hit the tripwire and fell down hard and flat. The ceiling lamp kicked on, full. He hit the floor face-first. I heard his nose break. He screeched. Blood spattered the cheezoid shag rug.

			I jumped him. I kicked him in the head and left-hooked him to the ribs. Bones sheared. Eddie screeched LOUD. I pulled two sets of cuffs from my pockets and ratchet-clamped his wrists and ankles. He flailed. I pulled off his belt piece and tossed it on the BarcaLounger.

			Eddie muffled sobs and ate carpet. His smashed nose soaked the shags red. I grabbed his hair and yanked his head up. Eddie coughed blood and cleared his pipes. That was good. He had to talk, I had to hear him.

			“The Hats and I killed your boys. It’s on the radio and in the p.m. papers. You’re through. Daryl Gates called Robert Kennedy. I stole the forty-one thousand in the shoebox, and I’m curious about 8612 Brighton. Lies, evasions, and tough-guy shit will get you one rib shot. Five or six will pierce your heart and kill you. Spit out the rest of the blood in your mouth, so I know you can talk. Open wide, Eddie. I’ll feed you some Old Crow to move this along.”

			Eddie spat blood. Two big hurls. The second hurl ran thin. He could talk.

			I pulled my flask and force-fed him. He coughed but kept most of it down. He croaked more than talked. He said, “I know people. We could make money together. We could—”

			I jerked his head back. Eddie had thick hair. I ripped big tufts out at the roots.

			Eddie screeched. I said, “Where’d you get the dope your dead guys were pushing?”

			Eddie gasped. I fed him a second jolt. He sputtered out this:

			“Evidence locker. Old seizures. This headshrink at 8612. He gets it from Chicoms he palled with in Korea.”

			I said, “Richard Nixon. Have you ever seen him at 8612? Kallman’s his shrink.”

			“I’ve never seen Nixon. Come on, that’s nuts.”

			“How about Joe Shell? He’s a hotshot politician, and Kallman must know him.”

			“Joe passes through. Everybody passes through. It’s a fuck pad and intel drop for all reds, ex-reds, fascistos—and nobody discriminates, because you can get whatever you want and gab with types from all spectrums.”

			I said, “The ‘Hitler-Stalin Pact.’ That’s the gestalt there. But where’s the money behind all of it?”

			Eddie coughed out a chunk of his spleen. He couldn’t take much more. I anticipated the hurt. It was 8:24 now. I told the Hats to have a meat wagon here at 8:30.

			“Shell and Kallman got nothing but bread. But the CTWA uses the building as a hub for their subversive shit, and their racket shit.”

			The door snapped off its hinges and hit the floor. Max Herman and Red Stromwall stood there.

			Max said, “Eddie, what’s shaking, baby?”

			Red said, “The ambulance is downstairs. They’ll get him to emergency at Queen of Angels.”

			Eddie sobbed, gurgled, heaved, trembled, spasmed.

			I said, “Here’s a last question. Don’t answer ‘yes’ just to mollify me. Is the CTWA the rackets enforcement arm for the whole of CPUSA?”

			Eddie tried to shout through all the tsuris. I heard yes, yes, yes, you dumb camel fucker, everybody who’s hip and left, right, and center knows that. Get me a doctor, get me a priest, get me out of—
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			I breezed through the Intel squadroom. Read-and-annotate cops stood up and cheered.

			They flashed the a.m. Mirror. The headline was “LIQUOR STORE INFERNO!!!” The subhead was “THREE PUNKS DEAD IN DARING BLASTOUT!!!”

			Morty Bendish always delivers. Below the fold:

			“PACHUCOS’ HIDEOUT REVEALS GRISLY COMMIE TROVE!!!” The kicker: a foto of J. Miller Leavy grinning and holding up a shrunken head. Below that: “Ace D.A. sez, ‘Better dead than red!’ ”

			Cops cheered me and backslapped me. I took big stage bows and yuk-yuk-yukked. Daryl Gates stood in his office doorway and waved me in. A shrunken head reposed beside his jade paperweight.

			I straddled his deskside chair. Gates held up my telefax on the Jolly Jug caper/the hideout details/the Eddie Chacõn interrogation.

			“I talked to the surgeon at Queen of Angels. Eddie was listed in ‘stable condition.’ He’s been medevacked back to Washington, rapidemente. I talked to Bob Kennedy. He has draconian plans for El Eddie.”

			I lit a cigarette. “I’m listening.”

			Gates patted his shrunken head. The fucker’s evil red eyes glowed.

			“He’s being deported to Cuba, as part of a prisoner exchange. Twenty-three rowdy anti-Castroites for twenty-three stalwart Bay of Pigs survivors. He’ll be tortured and executed, of course.”

			I said, “Live by the sword, die by the sword.”

			Gates said, “Novelty items aside, the inverted-cross stencils were the high points of your inventory.”

			“I think we should have Morty run a derogatory series on the Cristeros, display my drawing and the Identikit portrait of the dead woman, and include a big morgue photo of her left hand.”

			Gates said, “Agreed. And here’s the punchline on your actions yesterday. Bobby K. called me at home, late last night. He’s pulling the Feds out of the red probe. As in, no Sheriff ’s, no Feds, the probe is now one hundred percent LAPD, with our full autonomy. The only damper is that General Kennedy does not want us dunning Federal agents for information of any sort. It’s a sop to old man Hoover. He sees the probe as a shit magnet, and any and all investigators involved as McCarthyite storm troopers.”

			I tingled. I got hot and cold flashes. It was all ours.

			“The Weiss job. The dead-woman job. Eddie’s little nugget, last night. The CTWA is the racket-enforcement arm for the entire CPUSA.”

			Gates fondled his paperweight. “Yes. That’s the trifecta. Two solves—one current, one belated. Plus, a corrupt union smashed. It gets us buybacks on all the Chief ’s recent gaffes, puts me high up on Sam Yorty’s list for the Chief ’s replacement, and extends your DA’s credential indefinitely.”

			I stubbed out my cigarette. I faked a cough and popped two Biphetamines.

			“Ratfuck Bobby’s giving us the world. He must expect something in return.”

			Gates nodded. “He does. He wants the Bradley and Lindsay apparatuses combed for commie infiltrators. Ditto, the Rumford Fund. He wants names, names, and more names. He wants the reds and ex-reds expunged, despite the liberal good intentions of Tom Bradley, Gil Lindsay, and W. B. Rumford.”

			I shrugged. “We’ve got Ben Davis 3 on our side now. His old man was the ex-bolshie premier. He knows the Party, Jack Lawson knows the Party, and Jack will name any name on God’s green earth for money.”

			Gates propped his feet up on his desk. He scoped the shrunken head and stifled a yuk.

			“The Chief and Tom Bradley smoked the peace pipe at Kwan’s—but up in the restaurant part. Tom, Gil Lindsay, and Bill Rumford have been getting death threats, and they want you to bodyguard them. They’ve got a rally coming up at the Crenshaw Mall, so you can start then. In consideration of your help, Tom will curtail his critique of LAPD once he’s sworn in as a city councilman.”

			I stood up and stretched. Gates motioned me back down.

			“Keep going on the misplaced file boxes from the Weiss job. Also, I want a confab with you and the Hats, sometime in the next few days. The Weisses, our dead girl. I want to discuss everything we’ve got to date.”

			The shit hit my bloodstream. I got revivified.

			“I want to interview Virgil Dawes. He was snouting around the Weiss case back in ’54, he’s got his own red-sheet files, and I found a savvy précis of his on the Indigenous Cell that ended up in our files.”

			Gates said, “I’ll have Miller Leavy reapproach him. No subpoena, though. Dawes has Grant Cooper on retainer, and Miller can’t afford to offend him. He’s got to horse-trade with Grant on capital cases. Also, it may be time for you to hit Joe Shell. He’s all over this deal, and it shouldn’t be hard to make him think you’re up for grabs.”

			I cracked my knuckles. I was bugs-up-the-ass itchy to GO.

			“Hefner, Tucker, and Staley. Put them in adjoining sweat rooms. I’ve got questions for them.”

			

			—

			Sweat-box row. Rooms 2, 3, and 4. Two-way mirror-fitted. Wired up the ying-yang. Hallway speakers with piped-out sound.

			The show would draw spectators. Daryl Gates, the Hats, Miller Leavy, extraneous Intel cops. The parlay: Hefner to Tucker to Staley.

			I dawdled in Box #2. I told the booking cops to confiscate Hefner’s pipe and tobacco. They kicked it loose twenty minutes back. I packed it with amphetamine-spiked Dunhill blend. Hef was more mark than provocateur and/or commie-front collaborator. I wanted him fatmouthed and tractable. I wanted to scare off Tommy T.’s cash cow.

			The box was a bleak twelve-by-twelve. One table, two hardbacked chairs, ashtray. No phone book to move things along. No head smacks to elicit candor and remorse.

			A booking cop ushered Hefner in. He’d lost weight, he slept in his street clothes, he needed a shower and shave. He’s a wino in Sy Devore threads.

			He beelined for his pipe and gold lighter. He ignored me and lit up. Juiced-up fumes hit his bloodstream. Hold for some high-flying rebop and jive.

			He inhaled and exhaled. He sucked in smoke and let it out slooooow. He took three more hits. He scoped me out then. Hey, who’s this cat?

			He said, “I know you. Your sleazy magazine slandered me in ’57. You called me a ‘smut magnate,’ and a ‘poseur,’ and you called my Bunnies and Playmates ‘Harlots headed for Hell.’ I threatened to sue the magazine, and you had some cops plant a bag of maryjane on my lawyer, and it scared him off.”

			I smiled. “That was five years ago. Things change. I was out to get you then, and I’m out to save you now. You’re in with some very bad people. They’re bilking you. Integrated Playboy Clubs on South La Brea. Hot-sheet flops that exploit the Playboy imprimatur that you’ve worked so hard to burnish to perfection. Pornographic films available on in-room TV sets. Prostitutes in the Bunny costumes that have become synonymous with high-class entertainment for men of distinction worldwide. Illegal drugs for sale. Water-filled transparent mattresses. I respect your drive to redress social inequities and make the Playboy ethos available to people of all races, colors, and creeds, but ‘Playboy City’ on South La Brea looms as the American equivalent of the donkey-show emporiums in Tijuana. LAPD Vice will shut it down in short order, and you will face a battery of serious felony charges and resultantly flush Playboy and everything it stands for down the fucking toilet—and all because you deludedly believed that donkey-show-style entertainment would further the noble goal of integration.”

			Hef scoffed, Hef cringed, Hef came off downcast and defiant. Hef scraped the stars on Freddy O.’s euphoric new blend.

			“Listen, baby doll. You’ve got to play to your racial demographic. Negroes invented jazz, this country’s premier indigenous art form. Jazz exemplifies the nitty-gritty of life, stripped of all pretension. Playboy City represents an ongoing symposium of urban life today, open to all, forbidden to none, conceived in the wake of Ole Miss and the prospect of nuclear holocaust—because Playboy City defines the nitty-gritty of life for all races, and until the Playboy City ethos takes hold in this country, there will always be Jim Crow, Emmett Till, the Scottsboro Boys, and Ole Miss. Playboy City is existential solace and enlightenment for the price of a motel room, no more and no less.”

			I throttled back. “Did you know that Tommy Tucker is a former communist, a racketeer, and a suborner of house burglaries?”

			Hef said, “No.”

			“Did you know that Joan Staley—your Miss November of 1958—is a violent young woman and the probable lover of a dope-pushing psychiatrist named Douglas Kallman?”

			Hef did the wavy-hand thing. “Well, I’ll concede that Joanie can be a little rough around the edges.”

			“Have you spent time in a purported medical building, in reality a clandestine vice zone, in Beverly Hills? The address is 8612 Brighton Way. In its libertine atmosphere, I would call it a moral forerunner of everything you are trying to achieve in Playboy City.”

			Hef puffed his pipe. He was somewhere off on Cloud 69.

			“No. I’ve never been there, and I’ve never heard of the place. And it can’t be the moral forerunner of Playboy City, because the Bunny dorm on North Kilkea inspired Playboy City, which is why Tommy hired CTWA workers to do the construction there, because CTWA owns the Bunny dorm, but I’m the spiritual father of the Bunny dorm, and without me there’s no dope, no pussy, no orgies, and no Playboy ethos and gravitas.”

			Whoa now.

			Hold it.

			Stop right there.

			Let’s replay this—NOW.

			“Sir, are you talking about a modest Spanish-adobe house on the 800 block of North Kilkea, off of Waring, on the east side of the street?”

			“That’s right. It’s innocuous.”

			“And why is that?”

			“Well, because the CTWA boys insist on it. And before you lay some red-baiting bullshit on me, I will frankly state that I know the CTWA is a communist-front organization, and I don’t care.”

			I lit a cigarette. “The CTWA owns that house on Kilkea?”

			“Yes, and I rent it from them. It’s a dorm for wayward Bunnies and Playmates, and Joan Staley is the Bunny mother. She keeps the girls in line, sees to their VD tests, and makes sure they check in with their parole and probation officers.”

			Slow now—place the bait, set the trap.

			“Who, specifically, rents you the house on Kilkea?”

			Hef yukked. “The CTWA is very secretive. They all live under pseudonyms, dating back to when they were little boys, raised in various Party collectives. They’re fanatically secretive and clannish, but all the names have the syllable ‘Mak’ in them, because the old-time commie assassins killed turncoats with Makarov automatics, which goes a long way to explaining why communists and Russians in general are so much cooler than Americans, with the exception of those who live by the ‘Playboy Philosophy.’ ”

			Slow now, slow now.

			“On the night of October 29, there were shots fired outside the house, and a Nazi-clad Richard Nixon dummy was found in the bottom of a bomb-shelter hole being excavated in the backyard. There was a ruckus at the Losers Club, two-thirds of a mile away, at the same time. Do you know any—”

			“—I wasn’t there that night. I don’t know about any shots or anything at the Losers Club, but the Nixon dummy sounds like a Joe Shell stunt. Nixon beat Shell in the governor’s primary, so Shell hates him. Strange bedfellows, huh? Right-wing Shell’s all jungled up with a bunch of party-hearty communists.”

			I twirled my ashtray. “Who facilitated your initial contact with the CTWA?”

			“Tommy Tucker. Tommy was CP in the ’30s, and makes no bones about it. And Joanie’s as red-diaper as they get.”

			I bored in on Hefner. I let out a loooong stage sigh.

			“Here’s where you decide, sir. You can walk out of here, now, or you can remain in custody until the grand-jury charter concludes, a year from now. Tommy Tucker and Joan Staley are putting you in shit up to your ears. Playboy City will be shut down by court order within a week of its opening. You will be subject to serious criminal charges and exorbitant fines. Don’t you think you can serve the cause of integration far better by hitching your star to gentlemen like Tom Bradley, Gilbert Lindsay, and W. B. Rumford? Don’t you think that Playboy City is an unsound investment, attributable to your dependence on the dope that Tommy Tucker and Joan Staley have you hooked on? Wouldn’t you be better off seeing to the full integration of all the Playboy Clubs extant, and supporting the cause of integration in the editorial pages of your magazine? Don’t you think it’s time to move on?”

			Hefner trembled. He gripped his pipe. His fingers went white. The bowl broke apart in his hand. Dope-laced tobacco spilled on the table. Hefner burned his fingers but did not yelp or visibly react.

			His eyes welled. He said, “I want to go home. I want to pull up the covers and rest for a while.”

			I said, “You’re free to leave, sir.”

			

			—

			I placed a short dog of cask-strength scotch on the table. “In the spirit of peace and reconciliation.”

			Tommy T. made the jerkoff sign. The hallway gallery howled. It seeped through the jive soundproof walls.

			“You mean I snitch and waltz out the door, but I don’t get nothing in return.”

			I uncorked the jug. High-test fumes stung my eyes.

			“Hefner waltzed, you can waltz, Joan Staley can waltz. You make some sacrifices, I make some concessions. We give and get equally, which is a damn sight better than the raid on your 459-swag pad that Daryl Gates and I had initially planned.”

			Tommy sniffed the jug and took a double-long pull. He hound-howled and shimmied. His chair almost capsized.

			“You’re dying to lay out the terms, so lay out the terms.”

			I ticked points on my fingers. “We’ve got you for twenty-nine counts of suborning house burglaries and receiving stolen goods. You make restitution, but you don’t rat out your B&E men. We’ve got you for Usury and Extortion One on that deal you pulled with Hefner, but the DA declines to file and Hefner eats the money he put into Playboy City. You’re left with financial equity in two city blocks on South La Brea. You see to the erasure of the name ‘Playboy’ and all your painted-on depictions of the Playboy rabbit insignia. Hefner will not sue you for the money he lost. Should he attempt, the Mirror-News will run a six-part series lampooning his financial folly and the drug-addled state he was in when he conceived Playboy City. You will repay the donations you skimmed from the campaign funds of Tom Bradley, Gilbert Lindsay, and the Rumford Fund. You will abstain from suborning house burglaries from this moment until the end of your days. You will candidly answer all my questions pertaining to the Creative Trade Workers Alliance and the CPUSA in general, the goings-on at a house on North Kilkea in West Hollywood and an office building in Beverly Hills, along with events that occurred on the night of October 29th of this year, and most likely unrelated house burglaries that climaxed in the shooting and wounding of an LAPD officer at the scene. It’s the sweetest immunity deal of all time, and I’ll require a yes or no answer now.”

			Tommy lit a Kool Filter King. “Okay. My answer is yes.”

			I glugged scotch. It stirred up my amphetamized blood and made my scalp itch.

			“Have you heard anything pertaining to these so-called Salt-and-Pepper 459s that have occurred on four occasions in various parts of L.A. City? Jewels and cash were clouted, and these were not what anyone would consider the ‘jewels-and-cash’ type of dwellings.”

			Tommy popped sweat and peeled it off with a pocketknife. Cask-strength scotch—126.8 proof.

			“I haven’t heard shit about any such jobs, but I’d tell you if I did, because I want that waltz you’re dangling in front of me. Now, that stated, I should tell you that you’re the second cop who’s questioned me about those 459s.”

			I went so? Tommy said, “The first cop was my old pal, Virgil Dawes.”

			Demimonde/confluence/convergence. The circle constricts.

			“Explain ‘old pal,’ and get to the questioning.”

			Tommy kicked his chair back. “I got a history with the Dawes clan. Virgil’s late daddy was my CO when I did my infantry training at Camp Benning, Georgia, in 1942. He trained Negro troops, exclusive, and he was good at it. Back then, Virgil had just transferred from Treasury to the L.A. Sheriff ’s, but he got a dispensation and got commissioned in the MPs. Okay, that’s the travelogue—and Virgil and me have always stayed half-ass in touch, and Virgil is a great man, and a troubled man, and a rich man—and he provides the widows and kids of all the men his daddy lost in the big war with beautiful and absolutely free apartments in these spiff buildings he owns in Leimert Park. Okay, that’s Virgil, and here’s that bracing he hit me with—you dig?”

			I twirled a finger. Let’s move this along.

			Tommy said, “So, three of the Salt-and-Pepper capers go down, and Virgil drops by and asks me if I’ve heard any rumbles. I said nyet, and Virgil explained about the odd dissimilarities of the places that got burglarized. I started thinking, ‘Well, Virgil collects pricey historical artifacts,’ and he’s always telling people ‘some men destroyed my friendship with Charles Lindbergh,’ and ‘some men stole something dear to me, and I want to get it back.’ What I thought was ‘Maybe these Salt-and-Pepper motherfuckers are historical-artifact thieves, and Virgil’s thinking they might know something about that precious shit of his that got stolen.’ ”

			I retingled. Dawes ran the Charles Lindbergh and “something got stolen from me” schtick by me in his office. Confluence/convergence. Dawes was D. J. Siemers’s ex-husband.

			Tommy slurped scotch. His eyeballs burned red. I curveballed him.

			“I tailed you and your men from the Lafayette Park do to the Playroom, and your men to the Hall of Justice Jail. You gave them a fat envelope to slip to John Schoeneweg when the deputies moved him out the jail-transfer door. You said the bread was from his daddy. My question is ‘Who’s that psycho cocksucker’s daddy?’ ”

			Tommy shrugged. “My answer is ‘beats me.’ There’s a rumor kicking around the CTWA that there’s these four Party-marriage brothers working there. They all got the same mommy, but they all got different daddys, and they were all bred to kill and all that commie horseshit. They’re all deep-cover/wet-work guys who always work through dead drops where you pick up messages and money. All those types of guys are psychos and rape-o’s and worse, and since Johnny’s red-diaper and a stone lunatic killer, maybe this Mr. X motherfucker just likes the cut of his jib.”

			I kicked it around. Schoeneweg. The “Coed Killer.” He bonus-snuffed a ninety-four-year-old granny on his kill spree. Daryl Gates and I observed the jail transfer. Schoeneweg wore a Nazi-type armband emblazoned with a hammer and sickle.

			Tommy said, “So, one rumor is that one of these rumored psycho brothers sired Johnny. He was supposedly hatched in Spain during the Civil War. Another rumor is that Johnny’s mama’s this sad-ass punchboard CP chick named Mary Beth Crane. She cut a wide swath during that punk-ass war, and if it moved and was male she’d do him.”

			I kicked it around. I sipped firewater. The room swirled. I saw three Tommy Tuckers. I popped two Biphetamines to rewire my head.

			“The CTWA. They provided the workers to rehab those blocks on South La Brea.”

			“That’s right. I stay in touch with my old comrades, but that don’t mean that I’m CP.”

			“And they rent Hefner that pad on Kilkea?”

			“That fuck pad? That orgy pad? That’s right, they do. Joanie lords it over all the Bunnies lounging around to service the CTWA guys, and Hef and his guys, and a high time is had by all, except me, because I got the wrong skin color, and fucking communists are race-baiters, so I’m persona non grata at Kilkea and 8612 Brighton, which is on a par with the Klan, the National States Rights Party, the National Renaissance Party, and George Lincoln Rockwell and his candy-ass Nazis. And, as commies go, the CTWA is supposedly the worst of the worst, and those four maybe/maybe-not brothers are the worst of the worst of the worst, and the thing about the CP is that nobody knows what’s real, what’s rumor, who’s doing who, who did what—and the only thing that I know for sure is that all these CTWA dinks are somewhere between their late forties to their early sixties, and one thing that each and every CP motherfucker cleaves to is that you ain’t a real bolshie unless you went to Spain and pulled some hair-curdling shit. And I don’t doubt for one second that the CTWA is comprised of one hundred percent Spanish Civil War vets.”

			The room realigned itself. The plural Tommy Tuckers remorphed as one.

			“Go home, Tommy. Stay out of trouble. Consider yourself absolved.”

			

			—

			Joan Staley drew a big hallway crowd. She quadrupled the head count of the Hugh Hefner and Tommy Tucker shows. Some dipshit cop unlocked Sweat Room #4. Joanie schmoozed up the boys.

			Joanie did impromptu dance steps. Joanie unbuttoned her jail smock halfway down and displayed boocoo cleavage. The dipshit cops brought copies of the November ’58 Playboy in for her to sign. Joanie scribbled, “To Jack, Jerry, John” et all, “You were the best! XOXOXO, Joan S.”

			I restored decorum. I whistled shrill. I said, “Assigned personnel only.” The extraneous cops drifted back to the Intel squadroom. Daryl Gates, Miller Leavy, and the Hats remained. Joanie slipped Harry Crowder her phone number.

			The #4 door stood ajar. I shooed Joanie inside. She grinned and plopped down in the interrogee’s chair. I sat across the table from her. Joanie lit a cigarette and blew smoke rings.

			“Freddy Otash is a killjoy. I never would have guessed.”

			I lit up. “Candidly answer a few questions, and you walk. Hefner and Tommy T. have walked, and so can you.”

			Joanie said, “So, ask.”

			“The questions pertain to your access to the Bunny dorm on Kilkea and the office building on 8612 Brighton Way in Beverly Hills. A psychiatrist named Douglas Kallman practices out of there. You autographed an explicit photograph of yourself to him. How did you come to know Dr. Kallman, were you intimate with him, what’s with that building, and how did you get hip to it?”

			Joanie crushed her cigarette. “I used to car-hop at Scrivner’s Drive-In, down the street where Brighton veers into Wilshire. It’s one of those places where you can get amphetamine-spiked milkshakes for five bucks. It’s open 24 hours, and all the hip film-biz kids know it. The other car hops hipped me to 8612. I’m red-diaper, so the nutty politics of this oasis of nuttiness intrigued me. Okay, I signed up with one of the outcall services there, and got to know the gestalt. 8612 is full of nutty doctors hopping left to right and back again, and vice versa. I’d see lots of jazz musicians there—name guys—Diz, Gerry Mulligan, Reggie Farrington—”

			I cut Joanie off. “Tommy told me that Kilkea was strictly segregated. Are you telling me that Negroes were in and out of 8612, routinely?”

			Joanie said, “I’m telling you exactly that, and they only habituated 8612 for one reason. The docs there would write you scripts for anything. Here’s the drift on the CP and Negroes, by the way. They hate them and fear them. Here’s a Doug Kallman anecdote. He kept a portrait of a muscled-up man who looked just like Paul Robeson in a closet. He was supposedly the CP’s secret executioner. He supplied the death cuts when the assigned female assassins faltered at their tasks. Are you grokking how fucked up all of this is? The high-up guys who ordered the killings got their rocks off giving the jobs to women, to subjugate and eroticize them. That’s the CP in a nutshell—if it’s even true—because commies are the world’s biggest liars, prevaricators, and bullshit perpetuators on earth.”

			The Negro kill artist hit me as bogus. I brain-filed it on a back shelf.

			“Let’s get back to you and Doug Kallman.”

			“Okay. Doug was the doc with the spookiest rep at 8612, and he had the most high-powered patient roster. He saw name politicians, jazz guys, commies, nativist shitheels, and he let you pay on time. He was ex-CP turned right, and he tortured Chicoms in Korea and tossed them out of airplanes. Also, he allegedly pulled some gnarly shit during the Spanish Civil War. In other words, he was scary, which always turned me on.”

			I twirled my ashtray. I cogitated. Joan Staley came off candid and breezy. The combo drew me in. She vibed credible.

			“So, you and Kallman became lovers.”

			“Well, we did it a few times, but it was late in the relationship. It was okay, but he never took his shirt off. He said it was a kink of his. I pulled the back of his shirt up once, and I saw all these burned-off tattoo marks. His whole back was covered in them. He beat the shit out of me then. I told this geeky old ex-CP lady about it. She’d been to Spain and loved to spin tales. She said a bunch of war vets got tattoos to commemorate all the nuns they raped and priests they killed.”

			I kicked it around. I brain-filed it. Raped nuns, murdered priests. They pervaded Intel’s red sheets.

			“Who was this ‘geeky ex-CP lady’?”

			“A woman named Mary Beth Crane.”

			Tommy T. mentioned her. He reported a stray rumor. Promiscuous Mary Beth. She may be Johnny Schoeneweg’s mother.

			“You said your affair with Kallman began ‘late in the relationship.’ How did the relationship unfold? What were you and Kallman doing?”

			Joanie lit a cigarette. “We gossiped about anything and everything CP. I worked outcall out of 8612. Doug came to trust me, so he gave me a paying gig couriering his psych files on his CP patients to dead drops, where some NKVD-adjunct guys picked them up, mimeographed them, and sent them along to Russia, or some such cloak-and-dagger shit.”

			“Did you read the files?”

			“No. I wanted to, but I couldn’t. They were locked in steel document cases.”

			I popped two Biphetamines. Joanie went gimme. I shook two more out of the vial. Joanie dry-swallowed them.

			I said, “Old comrades stay in touch. I keep hearing that. Also, the in-or-out-of-the-Party status of apostate commies is routinely ambiguous. D. J. Siemers, for example.”

			Joanie shivered. “Dorothy June. Another Spanish Civil War alum. She marries a wealthy, fanatically anti-communist policeman who knows she keeps a hand in with her old Party chums, and is rumored to do Party scutwork on the side.”

			I said, “Such as?”

			“Such as forging red-sheet files and bribing civilian police clerks to insert them in Intelligence Division lockups. Talk about scutwork. It’s that grinding minutiae of spreading the misinformation that CP geeks are so obsessed with.”

			That Indigenous Cell file I pulled. Un-redacted. Mid-’50s vintage. Ascribed to Captain Virgil Dawes, L.A. Sheriff ’s. D. J. Siemers and Virgil Dawes—not yet divorced. Inked margin notes—in a feminine hand. D.J.’s commie scutwork? D.J. and Virgil Dawes’s collaboration?

			“Tommy told me about Kilkea. Your Bunny mother gig, the parties, the girls, Hefner and his inner circle, the high-ups at the CTWA, Joe Shell on occasion. I know that the CTWA is the executive criminal arm of CPUSA, and I know about the four Party-marriage-bred brothers with different fathers who are purportedly the worst Spanish Civil War killers and rapists of them all. We don’t need to rehash any of that. I’m only interested in any drift you may have picked up about the CTWA’s recent endeavors and the four gunshots fired outside Kilkea on the night of October 29th.”

			Joanie said, “I’m only impolitic up to a point. My gig at Kilkea entails intimately entertaining very dangerous men, along with the buffoonish Hugh Hefner and his equally buffoonish colleagues, and the rather sweet-natured Joe Shell. I won’t divulge specifics, but I’ll tell you that the CTWA is currently bankrolling segregation-propaganda comedies distributed to backwater drive-in movie chains in Alabama and Mississippi. As far as the shots fired goes, it was me. Some fat commie fuck groped me on the front lawn, so I pulled the gun he carried and let fly at the moon. It was either that or grab my boot knife and stab him through the heart.”
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			(Los Angeles, 1:16 p.m., Saturday, 11/10/62)

			We circled chairs upside Daryl Gates’s desk. We went eyeball-to-eyeball with Daryl’s shrunken head. We’d just replayed the three interview tapes. Everyone had shit to say.

			Max Herman said, “Freddy, you had Joan Staley in the hot seat. She’s got an extended history with 8612 and Doug Kallman—and you never dropped the name Richard Nixon.”

			I said, “Dropping that name linked to that milieu and Nixon’s batshit headshrinker blows any and all interviews straight to hell. He’s too notable, and as we all know, reds and ex-reds are the world’s biggest gossips. He’s the deus ex machina of the Weiss job and the dead-woman job. I deciphered Kallman’s notes on Nixon and the Weisses during my break-in. They ratted Alger Hiss to Nixon in ’46, and he sat on the tattle until the ’48 HUAC hearings. The Weisses allegedly soured on Nixon and planned to extort him as the then VP. The Nixon-Weiss connection may be a partial motive for the Weiss homicides, but it’s not the main one. The crime is too sexualized.”

			Daryl Gates said, “I agree. So, once again, I’ll reassert. Max, Red, Harry, Eddie. Redouble your efforts to locate the file boxes filched by those college-prof cops who worked Hollywood Detectives and Patrol in ’54.”

			Red Stromwall said, “Tommy Tucker’s a snake. He’ll dawdle on paying back the bread to Bradley, Lindsay, and the Rumford Fund, and he’s just inherited two blocks of near-complete motel property on South La Brea. He’ll be running whores and dice games out of those, sure as shit.”

			Eddie Benson said, “Tom B. and Gil Lindsay are now officially councilmen-elect. The Rumford Bill doesn’t go to the voters until next September. The Chief cut that deal with Tom—we pulled our enforcement on the Oreo Strip, so you muzzle your critique of the PD. I think Daryl should urge the Chief to reinstitute and redouble enforcement, crawl up Tommy Tucker’s ass to keep him kosher, and stand poised to crack down on whatever he tries to pull with those new motels of his.”

			Harry Crowder said, “All our DMV checks on the Lafayette Square wingding and Alsace safe house are a bust. All our canvasses with Freddy’s death pic and the Identikit portrait are a bust. It’s frustrating. We should have turned names and rap sheets by now.”

			I said, “I want to put my guys out to work the Cristero offshoot. They’re all Spanish-fluent, and I keep thinking of the tattoo I raised at the crime scene, and the fact that the three heist guys that we dusted had stencils for that same tattoo as our dead girl. If there’s a significant Cristero presence in L.A. now—beyond those punks that Eddie Chacõn recruited—I want to lean on them and press them on the death pic.”

			Red said, “The Cristeros peaked back in the ice age. Remember Eddie’s ‘to do’ list we turned at the heist guys’ pad? I checked city and county murder sheets going back a full year. Get this. There are zero homicides of Cuban émigrés, Castroite or otherwise, recorded.”

			Harry said, “I like Joan Staley. She slipped me her number. You think my wife will let me escort her to one of Tommy T.’s new motels?”

			The whole room yuk-yukked.

			I said, “I like Joan Staley. I think we can bring her over to our side. She’s simpatico under that tough-chick façade of hers. She fired those shots in the air, and she’s our one potential conduit to Kilkea and 8612. I’m going to cultivate her, and I think Miller Leavy should call Bob Kennedy and hit him up for a substantial informant fee and a relocation waiver if the CTWA clucks or Tommy T. go into a tizzy.”

			Eddie said, “Speaking of relocation, I got a CI tip that Reggie Farrington plans to kill you, Freddy—because you french-fried his feet, and he’s still limping. My CI said Reggie’s damn serious, and he’s capable of doing it. My CI said he’d call me back if he picks up any more rumbles.”

			I grabbed my crotch. Kill this, you horn-honking cocksucker.

			“If he calls you back, I’ll kill Reggie first.”

			Daryl Gates said, “Let’s talk about Kilkea.”

			I lit a cigarette. “I’m going to surveil it, tonight.”

			Max said, “Toward what end?”

			“Hot-wiring the premises. Bugging the phones. Shooting infrared from a parked car.”

			Gates said, “Nobody’s mentioned Tommy’s pitch on Virgil Dawes and his interest in the Salt-and-Pepper burglaries.”

			Red said, “Not to mention his interest in the Weiss job, back in ’54.”

			Max said, “October 29th. The Losers Club fracas. The rock-salt attack by the now-dead pachucos. The Nixon fireworks, the Nixon dummy, Joanie’s shots fired at Kilkea. Here’s the kicker—the fucking evening ends with the fourth Salt-and-Pepper job and one of our guys shot.”

			Gates checked his watch. He was due at Kwan’s. The Chief wanted an update on the red probe/Nixon-adjunct homicide.

			“Joe Shell, Freddy. He’s our second link to Kilkea and 8612 Brighton. He’s got a bolt-hole at the Algiers. You know it, right? Rossmore, north of Beverly. Right upside the front nine at Wilshire Country Club.”

			I said, “I’ll go in blithe. Joanie likes him, so I’m inclined to like him, too.”

			

			—

			I called up a confab with my guys. The spot: KKXL/low-volt radio/South Figueroa.

			Nat Denkins owned the station. I bought it for him. I extorted a film-biz dink and suffered a case of the guilts. Nat introduced me to Lois Nettleton. I called off my shakedown payments and dropped KKXL on Nat. He signed up with me in ’55. He runs experimental jazz and ghetto discourse round the clock.

			Phil Irwin was ex-Sheriff ’s. He hooked up with me in ’54. Kareem Denkins joined Nat at the Otash Detective Bureau. Kareem infiltrated Black Muslim mosques for Daryl Gates and 211’d Dairy Queens.

			We had jerry-rigged a conference room. Five scuffed Eames chairs and two scuffed ottomans. We hashed out shit and kicked each other’s feet to make points. I breezed in at 3:30. The guys were already poised and ready to go. Ben Davis 3 took the fifth chair. Miller Leavy gassed on him. Ben renounced communism and named names to state HUAC. Miller shot Ben a law-clerk position. He’d be prosecuting misdemeanants in six months’ time.

			I grabbed my chair and put my feet up. Nat passed a fifth of Smirnoff 100 around. We took two pops apiece. The guys had read all my summary reports to Daryl Gates and the Hats. They knew up from down per the whole case web.

			The guys pulled out notebooks and pens. I said, “Nat, Phil, Kareem. You’ll be working the Cristeros offshoot. Gates is procuring U.S. Customs credentials in your names. We need to determine how much of a presence—if any—the Cristeros have in L.A., apart from the three clucks that the Hats and I 86’d, all of whom Eddie Chacõn recruited. You’ll be hitting Catholic churches in Boyle Heights, Lincoln Heights, and East L.A., in general. You’ll be chatting up priests, nuns, and lay administrators. You’ll be showing around my death pic and the Identikit portrait to a whole new witness demographic. Stress the fact that our murder victim had the Cristero inverted-cross tattoo on her left hand, and press on anyone they’ve seen that has that same tattoo. Keep logs and submit daily reports to Daryl and me. Kareem, get a tight haircut and shave off your beard. You’re not a Muslim firebrand, you’re a Federal cop.”

			The guys chortled. I said, “That’s one aspect of the gig. Here’s the second. There’s a Rumford Act rally coming up next Monday, the twelfth. The Crenshaw Mall parking lot should be jammed. Tom Bradley, Gilbert Lindsay, and W. B. Rumford will be making speeches and passing the hat. Intel’s been tipped that some Klan types plan to disrupt the show and hurl watermelons. The five of us plus the Hats are going to squelch it, and anything else these humps might attempt. Here’s the third flank I need you for. You’ve heard Joan Staley’s interrogation tape. She laid out that house on Kilkea, and I’m going to creepy-crawl it tonight. I want twenty-four-hour surveillance for the next foreseeable run of days, detailed logs kept, license-plate pics for the general vicinity of the place shot and developed, not to mention high-speed infrared close-ups of anyone and everyone who walks in or out of the front door. I want to get inside while the place is empty and lay in wire mounts. I’m bringing in Bernie Spindel to bug the phones and plant microphones. From that point on we’ll have full audio, and my wet dream is to gain visual access and shoot nightly infrared.”

			Nat kicked my feet. “The money?”

			I said, “Gates is paying double-time on this one.”

			Phil kicked my feet. “It’s a lot of work you’re laying on us.”

			“I know. That’s why you’ll get my daily wage and double-time from Gates.”

			Nat raised his bottle. “Te salud, Lieutenant Daryl Francis Gates.”

			Ben 3 kicked my feet. “Freddy, you said something about expunging known CPers and hinky ex-CPers from the Rumford Fund volunteer groups. I’d be good at that. I know names, faces, and pedigrees going back to the late ’40s.”

			I kicked Ben 3’s feet. “I’m glad you mentioned that, because there’s a woman—a Spanish Civil War alum—that both Tommy T. and Joan Staley mentioned. I looked her up in the PD’s ‘Known Provocateur’ index. Her name’s Mary Beth Crane, and her alleged specialty is infiltrating civil rights organizations.”

			Ben 3 whooped. “I knew that crazy old girl. She allegedly hatched that psycho-killer screwball Johnny Schoeneweg, and she was allegedly part of the crew that ran the poison-booze operation in Detroit during the ’43 riots.”

			Nat and Kareem shared a hellacious look. Their Uncle Charlie guzzled poison hooch and lost a foot resultant.

			Nat said, “The tax-stamp division at Treasury traced that booze back to the reds, but the trail went dead there.”

			Kareem pulled his carbon-steel switchblade and tested the heft. I knew that tick of his. He futzed with the knife when some old grief tore through him.

			

			—

			Party pad. CP-adjunct pad. Orgy pad/fuck pad/Bunny dorm. Message drop, espionage conduit, suspect location. “Hitler-Stalin Pact” outpost.

			Bomb-sheltered. “Shelter with Shell.” October 29th. Twelve days back. The Nixon dummy, that familiar smell I caught by the shelter. Walpurgisnacht. The Losers Club raid, the Nixon fireworks, the Salt-and-Pepper 459 five miles southeast. The wounded cop, recovered now.

			Joan Staley’s four shots in the air. Some commie fuck groped her. La vida loca. Her life’s depraved. She almost knows it. She’s ripe to turn.

			It’s 9:15, Saturday night. TV light beams out front windows. Hi-fi music overlaps. There’s limited curbside parking. I ditched my sled fourteen houses south, off of Melrose. I packed a satchel and strolled.

			Polaroid camera, flashbulb strips, penlight. Folding boom microphone and forensic stereoscope with battery-fixed sound receptors. Suction-cupped to adhere to window glass.

			I strolled. I passed the house. Lights burned inside. I walked up to Willoughby and strolled back. I passed the house a second time. There were no posted guards. I bopped down the driveway. The bomb shelter was complete. That smell I swore I smelled before was absent. Synthetic grass covered the ditch I’d seen. Squared-off furrows at the left-hand edge indicated a hatch door and steps down and in.

			I walked back south to Melrose. I scoped neighboring houses and walked back north past the house. I Polaroid-snapped parked cars. Burned bulbs set off mini-explosions. Tradecraft, obfuscation. Never park outside the house you intend to enter.

			I shot east-curb plates and south-curb plates from Melrose to Santa Monica. I detoured one block east and one block west on perpendicular Willoughby and Waring. I shot side-street plates and blew eight flashbulb strips. Kilkea was one block west of Crescent Heights. It was a wiiiiiide thoroughfare. It was a non-tradecraft and obfuscation byway.

			La Jolla, Harper, Sweetzer. They followed Kilkea westbound. I doubled back and shot plates from Melrose to the south and Romaine to the north. Santa Monica Boulevard ran parallel to Romaine, one block north. It was a double-wide byway with no-parking signs posted. That cued me to return to my car and swap out equipment.

			On to phase two. I repacked my camera gear in the trunk and grabbed my boom mike and stethoscope. The boom mike retracted into an innocuous walking stick. I wore the stethoscope around my neck. I’m Dr. Freddy, out for a stroll.

			I beelined to the house. I circled it—target-house driveway to the backyard. Up to a grassed-in walkway. A high hedgerow covered me. It closed off the north-neighbor house and closed the circle, tight.

			I eyeballed all the house windows. Two-thirds were curtained. Four were raised. They displayed five- and six-inch cracks of window light. Interior screens cut down my eyeball access. I squinted and fine-tuned my vision. I saw, heard, and smelled this:

			Closed bedroom doorways. Sex grunts reverberating within.

			Shucked duds on hallway floors. Trousers, sport coat, shirts, shoes, socks. Bunny costumes, black tights, Bunny ears. Left-behind highball glasses. Stale hashish fumes. A Makarov automatic—balled up in yanked-off pants.

			No voices.

			No discernible chitchat.

			I recircled the premises. I utilized my boom mike. Closed doorways and drawn curtains rebuffed sounds and muffled words down to zilch. The sex grunts replayed—two volume-clicks enhanced.

			I re-recircled the premises. I stethoscoped the windowpanes raised those five or six inches. I heard this:

			A man said, “Percussion grenades…brutalized our actors…they are the animals they say we are.”

			Hugh Hefner said, “We can’t recycle our playmates, Heidi, as much as I’d like to give you a reprise.”

			A man said, “The integration thing will wither and die. There’s only a moment in time to piggyback it.”

			A woman said, “That’s harsh.”

			The man said, “People crave the material. Integration is undefined and abstract.”

			I moved two cracked windows down. I attached my stethoscope and heard this:

			A woman said, “…and I saw one of those Mouseketeer girls at Linda’s Little Log Cabin. What would Walt Disney say if he knew?”

			D. J. Siemers said, “I don’t know why I come to these things. There’s no girls who like older women, and all the men talked themselves out with me in Madrid back in ’37.”

			The woman said, “Tell true. Are you in or out right now?”

			D.J. said, “Let’s say I’m up for grabs, not that I’ve ever been anything else.”
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			(Los Angeles, 11:51 p.m., Saturday, 11/10/62)

			I F-car-staked 8612 and the adjacent coffee shop. 8612 was all-lights-off dead. The coffee shop did brisk biz. Late moviegoers and restaurant drones out for a nosh.

			Two waiters worked the rush. An old guy and the young guy George Douglas Lederer tagged as IRS.

			I orbed him. He was thirty-four or -five. Six feet/two-ten/burly/dark hair. He oozed brusqueness and impatience. He eyed the 8612 lobby. It was deadsville. I knew his type. He was amped-up on GP.

			It was chilly. A drizzle kicked on. I detoured by the Unicorn en route to here. Judy was between sets. I cadged five minutes with her. I stood tiptoe and brought us up to eye level. I slid a hand around her waist and sniffed her hair. I said, “Tomorrow night.” Judy said, “Find me. I’ll be here.” We bumped hips and disengaged slooooow.

			The Fed/waiter swabbed tables. I rolled my window down and caught some cool air. A ’61 Valiant sedan pulled up two car lengths in front of me and parked. I wrote the plate number down on GP.

			Three men got out and shook themselves loose. I made all three.

			Alto sax man Reggie Farrington. Note his orthopedic shoes for folks with bum feet. Reggie and his jive threats to kill me. Reggie courts death his own self.

			Plus:

			Baritone sax man Gerry Mulligan. I put cleat marks on his neck and told him to switch his snitch allegiance to LAPD. He delivered. Daryl Gates set him up with the Narco squad. He joined the ranks of celeb finks and ratted his dope contacts. The third man played non sequitur. It’s Motel Mike Bayless, his own self.

			Ex-Sheriff ’s detective. Sam Yorty’s bodyguard. I jammed him on my wild-ass caper last summer. Integration Generation. I saw him with Reggie’s obvious kid sister. They spooned at Tommy Tucker’s Playroom. On Halloween night.

			One hinky trio. They jaywalked across Brighton and entered 8612. They veered to the elevators. The faux-waiter/cop caught a sidelong view.

			The Valiant looked like an unmarked fuzz car. The ’61 Valiant is the current L.A. Sheriff ’s fave. I unhooked my radio mike and buzzed R&I. I laid out the plate number and went chop, chop.

			The kickback buzzed through fast. It was a Sheriff ’s car. But—it was out on a long-term sublease.

			To Reginald T. Farrington/Male Negro American/DOB 9/12/23. 1804 South Meadowbrook, L.A.

			Meadowbrook Drive. Hard by the Oreo Strip and Alsace Avenue.

			I scoped the streetside windows at 8612. The cats were elevatored up now. The building stayed dark. No lights just popped on.

			I eye-shifted back to the coffee shop. The faux-waiter swabbed a table and moved toward the men’s room. I piled out of my car and hit the coffee-shop door at a sprint.

			Dish clatter, talk overlap, and cigarette smoke hit me. I weaved through roving waitresses and pushed through the men’s room door. The faux-waiter stood washing his hands. He looked up at the mirror above the sink and saw me.

			I snared his eyes. I held up my credential kit. I said, “DA’s Bureau.”

			He pivoted and reached in a back pocket. He flashed a credential kit. He said, “Internal Revenue.”

			

			—

			We talked in my car. He told me his name was Morris Gelb. He was nine years tenured with the IRS. He made me back in the coffee shop. I caught it plain.

			Oh, yeah—the Freddy O. And now he’s a DA’s Bureau lieutenant?

			We patted each other down for tape rigs and wires. I read him. He wants a meet-and-greet. I preempted him and suggested it. He was relieved.

			He was un-wired. Big fucking deal. I was un-wired. He was yet more relieved. We got in the car. A full-on rainstorm kicked in. I cranked the heater and warmed up the car.

			Gelb said, “You can’t be too careful. Two law-enforcement men and two variants of a similar assignment. Municipal and Federal. Rivalries exist, you know. Our supervisors might have conflicting agendas.”

			I lit a cigarette. He waved smoke away. Good. I wanted him discombobulated. He looked like a bruiser and came off like a dweeb. Toss some bait, reel him in slow.

			“Bullshit. You heard my name and double-clutched. You’re wondering how I got this credential, so I’ll tell you. I’m an informant and shit magnet for Bill Parker and the LAPD. We’re looking into the L.A. Communist Party contingent, now that the missile deal’s come and gone. That’s my story, so let’s hear yours.”

			Gelb went tut-tut. “The owners of 8612 Brighton Way have deliberately and dramatically underpaid their Federal income tax since they purchased the building in 1951. That’s not as racy as the L.A. CP, so I wouldn’t blame you for being bored, despite the fact that the building appears to be a hotbed of criminal, political, and all-around vice activity.”

			I pulled out my flask and uncorked it. Gelb coughed and wiped his eyes. 126-proof fumes hit the car. Gelb cracked his wind-wing and breathed deep.

			I offered him a jolt. He twitched and declined. I took two good glugs and replugged the flask.

			“You’ve got your assignment, and I’ve got mine. Municipal PD Intel squads play rougher than the IRS, as I’m sure you may know. I see no need for us to share information, and I’d be content to leave it at that. One thing, though. You used the term ‘L.A. CP,’ and for one split second you sounded like a city cop and an insider, as opposed to the investigative accountant that you are and that you come off as. Do you have experience with the CP? Friends, family, people that you knew in college?”

			Gelb flushed. “I’m not red-diaper, if that’s what you mean.”

			“You’re being disingenuous, Mr. Gelb. I’ve observed your surveillance of 8612 on several occasions, and you came off as ferociously intent then as you come off diffident now.”

			“Well…I had a personal motive for requesting this assignment.”

			“Which is?”

			“My aunt and uncle were CP. My aunt was besieged by emotional problems, and she saw a psychiatrist in this building. He was at the very least ex-CP, but apparently now he’s gone off in an entirely antithetical fashion. My aunt and uncle were murdered in 1954. The crime remains unsolved, and that’s why I’m so engaged by this assignment. It’s the building itself, and what goes on there that intrigues me. I’ve always wondered if somehow the place contributed to my aunt and uncle’s deaths.”

			I got body-snatched. I smelled the dead woman at the safe house. I hardly heard my own voice.

			“Sholem and Myra Weiss.”

			Gelb did some cross-eyed and back thing. His eyes went to pinpoints. He popped a sweater button and grabbed the six-point star around his neck. The chain broke. Little gold beads scattered.

			

			—

			He resisted strict Q&A. He wanted to lay out Aunt Myra and Uncle Sholem his own way. I wanted to protect the integrity of my two homicide jobs and my personal agenda. I dissembled and told him the initial IOs fed me all my Doug Kallman data. I did not mention shrink’s office B&Es or the Weiss-case forensic links to the dead-woman job. I did not mention Richard Nixon. I wasn’t out to co-opt sidekicks or cultivate interagency rapport. Gelb wanted to talk. I let him talk.

			Rain slammed the car. I sipped scotch and chain-smoked. The front seat fumed up and smoked up. Gelb barely noticed. I played shrink on this one. Tell me about it, son. Dr. Freddy knows it’s all bottled up inside you.

			He wasn’t red-diaper. Myra Slotnick Weiss was his mother Yanna’s sister. They were middle class/Fairfax District arrivistes. He was L.A. born and bred. Myra was wild, Yanna was weak. Myra met Sholem Weiss in ’31, when he was four. Myra and Sholem were hard-line Trotskyites. Myra doted on her nephew Morris. The Weisses had no kids. Morris had no siblings. Myra loved Morris and told him EVERYTHING. Myra cracked up behind commie politics. Myra indulged Party marriages. Sholem indulged his own. Myra fought off a nagging sense that communism was evil.

			She went to Spain in ’36 and saw the Spanish Civil War unfold. She told Morris that she saw and did terrible things. She returned to America and began a long if intermittent affair with Alger Hiss. She knew he belonged to a Washington apparatus. It leaked Roosevelt administration secrets to a Soviet spy ring. Sholem shared her ever-surging belief that communism was evil.

			He talked her into ratting out Alger Hiss. Congressional candidate Richard Nixon seemed like a comer. It was 1946. Nixon promised to pass the dope on to strong men with clout. Nixon lied. He held the information tight. Then Whittaker Chambers surfaced in August ’48.

			Myra loved and hated Alger Hiss. He was the CP’s #1 cad. Myra loved and hated Richard Nixon from afar. The conflict tore her up. Her health deteriorated. She bared her soul to her comrade, Dorothy June Siemers. D.J. tattled Myra’s torment to fellow comrade Douglas Kallman.

			Kallman was a psychiatrist. Myra began therapy with Dr. Doug. She refused to discuss it with anyone. CP, non-CP, Sholem, not even Morris himself.

			Whittaker Chambers, Richard Nixon, and HUAC took Hiss down. Myra was overjoyed. She blabbed her joy, Party-wide. She engendered resentment and outright hatred. Dr. Doug heard Myra out. He was a closet fascist and resoundingly approved.

			We’re pushing into the ’50s now. Sholem and Myra made plans. They would become informants to then vice president Nixon. Sholem and Myra made concurrent plans. They would blackmail Nixon. They had big-time dirt on the veep. He said he’d rat Hiss in ’46 and reneged.

			Myra’s health deteriorated that much more. She suffered a series of strokes. She lived within a fantasy reel. She cast herself as Nixon’s patroness, lover, informant. Myra had a friend. A CP woman ten years younger than her. Myra never knew her real name. Myra knew her string of Party cover names. She was an ex-Party marriage concubine of Alger Hiss. She harbored a secret crush on Richard Nixon. She attended the August ’48 hearings and studied him. She was a tried-and-true commie. She went to Spain in ’36 and saw and did horrible things. She was blond, shapely, goyische—everything Myra was not. She told Myra how a group of CP killers killed. How they made CP women wield the knife and the gun. How a fearsome Negro man performed final exsanguinations when the squeamish women punked out.

			Myra was flat-out senile then. It was ’53 into ’54. Morris Gelb was now full-on Treasury. Myra’s sanity drastically devolved. She dwelled on her Negro killer obsessively. She called him the Nightbird. She blathered Nightbird, Nightbird, Nightbird to comrades, Party-wide. She blathered up to the moment she blathered too much or Sholem shot off his mouth per his plans to cuddle up to or extort Richard Nixon—and some CP tribunal ordered them killed.

			Morris Gelb was an IRS agent. He talked to Sergeants Forbes and Goossen. They told him a woman fed the Weisses vodka and pills and rendered them unconscious. The woman mutilated them but couldn’t take it all the way.

			She ran to a pay phone. She left drops of Sholem Weiss’s blood on the floor of the booth. If Myra’s mythic Nightbird existed, her killer called him then and there.
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			(Los Angeles, 1:48 a.m., Sunday, 11/11/62)

			Jungle juice.

			Opium boiled in 151 rum. Merck pharmaceutical meth. Two yellow jackets to make it all cohere.

			I brewed up a batch and crapped out on my couch. I brain-tripped on COMMUNISTS and all their crazy real-world and fantastical shit.

			My two prior encounters served as a goad. D. J. Siemers and an unknown woman chat at Kilkea. Why are they there? Because—in or out—they remain Party and know nothing else. Because they’re middle-aged and trekked the Spanish Civil War in their youth. Because the CTWA stands tall as the worst of the worst and these woman-defiling monsters make them nostalgic for the time when they were all in because they all believed unequivocally.

			It’s Saturday night. They’re lonely. They’re spinster wallflowers at an orgy. They breathe hashish fumes. They kick their way through doffed trousers and Bunny outfits. Monstrous men and fatuous young women rut behind closed doors. Hugh Hefner plays MC and picks up the tab. Steel-spined D.J. revealed herself to me last night. Morris Gelb revealed his Aunt Myra and Doug Kallman, once removed.

			Aunt Myra “saw and did” terrible things in Spain. So did her unnamed shapely/blond/goyische comrade. It hit me as Morris Gelb spieled it—she was the dead woman with the expunged Cristero tattoo. Doug Kallman had Nixon file pages scattered in with jottings on the Weisses—out in plain view on his desk. Morris Gelb confirmed Kallman’s Nixon-Weiss saga.

			Special Agent Gelb torqued me. He’s an accountant-cop working an infiltration. He’s not in his office scanning financial ledgers or interviewing the tenants at 8612. He says he wants to solve his aunt and uncle’s murder. I think not. I think Aunt Myra coddled, dominated, and smother-loved the boy and T-man Morris. I think Myra nakedly exposed Morris to headshrinker Doug Kallman—and T-man Morris is afraid the tax-evasion investigation will necessitate a massive seizure of his patient files and spawn a public exposure of Myra’s contempt for her dear nephew as the case hits open court. I think Morris Gelb is a would-be burglar and file thief without the balls to pounce.

			Joan Staley told me she couriered CP patient files to dead drops at the behest of Doug Kallman. She said they came in impregnably locked metal cases. I don’t believe that. Such cases would be too expensive and too incongruous to secrete. I think the files came in zippered courier bags and that Joan read the contents before she made the drops. Joan vibes blackmailer. Joan’s red-diaper—but not CP. She’s not in or out. She’s always been adjacent and looking to score.

			Joan Staley, Morris Gelb, Doug Kallman.

			I don’t credit Myra Weiss’s senile ramblings. The Negro executioner. Nightbird, Nightbird, Nightbird. Joan snitched off Kallman’s portrait of the Robesonesque assassin. I think Kallman transposed his racial animus onto Myra Weiss and sent her into a race-hate frenzy as her senescence peaked. I think Morris Gelb believes this preposterous race shit because he possesses a similar strain of Aunt Myra’s hysterical fear.

			Myra Weiss. We’re back in Spain, ’36–’37. Myra’s blond/shapely/goyische comrade. My certainty: she’s our dead girl. Cut to D. J. Siemers at Kilkea, last night. D.J., ever wistful per Spain. Kilkea and the Gelb monologue produced one bombshell. Here it is:

			D.J. damn well knows the identity of said dead girl. They went all the way back to that sacrosanct and ugly little war. She’s seen my death pic and the Identikit portrait. She dissembled. She did not ID well-etched forensic portraiture. She did not expand her confirmation in the standard cooperative-witness fashion. Oh, yeah—that’s ———. I knew her—where else?—in Spain.

			I typed my thoughts into a summary report. All my thoughts were undercut with skepticism. Communists are not to be believed.

			I sent copies to Daryl Gates and the Hats. I subdivided my thoughts under the headings “CTWA Kilkea House/First Actions and Perceptions: 11/10/62” and “SA Morris Gelb Attests: 11/10/62.” I added a list of the principals discussed: Sholem and Myra Weiss, Richard Nixon, Alger Hiss, D. J. Siemers, unknown woman at Kilkea house, Joan Staley, Douglas Kallman, unnamed murdered woman, Hugh Hefner, “Nightbird” (most likely nonexistent). I red-stamped the names of presumed current and purportedly ex-CP members. I typed a starred list of pressing questions below:

			
				* Murdered woman’s key ring. Precisely how many safe houses in L.A., and where?

				* Is D. J. Siemers currently in or out of Party?

				* J. Henske states: “Two teenage girls recruited for the Party” (by D. J. Siemers or other sources) “vanished and never seen again”?

				* Joe Shell and Douglas Kallman. What’s the basis of their relationship?

				* What’s the status of Douglas Kallman’s counseling of Richard Nixon?

				Per Tommy (*ex-CP) Tucker’s ruminations on the unknown father of convicted sex killer John Schoeneweg. Tucker stated there are four men, Party-marriage spawn, with the same mother but different fathers. They are particularly vicious psychopaths, CP assassins, and were prodigious nun-rapers and priest-killers during the Spanish Civil War. (All four brothers are currently active in the CTWA.) One of these men is “rumored” to be the father of Schoeneweg, who was conceived in Spain in 1937. Tucker also stated that Schoeneweg’s mother may be an ex-CP woman named Mary Beth Crane, who was a promiscuous “punchboard” during the Spanish Civil War. Note: Joan Staley also made derogatory, but unrelated, comments about Miss Crane.

				* John Schoeneweg’s sex-killer status. Does it evidentially connect to CP intrigue related to the Weiss and unknown-woman homicides?

				* Virgil Dawes’s fanatical anti-communism and his repeated assertions that “men ruined my friendship with Charles Lindbergh” and “men stole something dear to me.” Why did Dawes have an LAPD Burglary Division file on his desk? Dawes queried Tommy Tucker on the Salt-and-Pepper 459s. Why?

				* Did D. J. Siemers forge the handwritten margin notes on the Dawes-attributed red-sheet file pertaining to the American origins of the Indigenous Cell? It was and remains a common practice to have CP and ex-CP women insert misinformation in this manner and to suborn female police department clerks into infiltrating the files into Intel Division storage facilities.

				* What did Tom Bradley learn about specific reds while serving as then-Sheriff ’s Captain Dawes’s plant in various local CP cells? What’s the story behind Dawes’s asserted nervous breakdown?

				* As we’ve discussed, the Spanish Civil War pervades our investigation, on all fronts. The CTWA is reputedly staffed by Spanish Civil War vets. Notable female war vets: D. J. Siemers, Myra Weiss, our unknown murder victim. Did a precipitating incident occur during the war?

			

			It was 3:18 a.m. I’d been at it for twenty-six hours. My bones ached. Spots jumped across my eyes. I weaved on my feet. My fingers stung from pounding my typewriter.

			I wanted to see Judy. I wanted to touch her and smell her and hold her.

			

			—

			I weaved the car, driving over. The double white line shimmied when it should have laid flat. The Sunset Strip looked like some space-age shithole out to consume me. Late-night club hoppers pranced with their hair aflame.

			The Unicorn marquee glowed off-color. I swerved into the rear parking lot. I walked around to the front door to make a grand entrance. My feet felt detached. I came through the door and used chair backs as handholds to walk toward the front.

			Judy stood by the first seat now. She chatted up stray folkies. She wore high heels and her trademark white dress. She saw me and knock-kneed her way over.

			She loomed over me. I was tall once. I let go of the chair backs and let her steer me around the stage to the back. She read my condition and got me to her dressing room. I tripped on a carpet runner and tumbled onto a daybed. Judy kicked off her shoes and laid down on top of me. The length and scope of her anchored me and let me draw breath.

			She laced up our fingers and stretched our arms out taut. I registered scents and not much more. The bedspread wafted detergent and almond shampoo. Judy said, “Smell my hair. I washed it, because I knew I’d see you tonight.”

			I scrunched over to look sideways. Judy settled herself in and put us face-to-face. I smelled her hair. It was more violet than almond. I clocked the gray flecks in her eyes.

			She popped a pill in my mouth. I swallowed it. She popped a pill herself. Our eyes went in close. The gray flecks dispersed.

			I said, “Don’t leave me anytime soon.”

			She said, “Don’t summon that sort of shit up.”

			The daybed twirled and upended. It spun us someplace warm.

			

			—

			It was light out. Full-on daylight. We were still where we were when we spun. Judy stirred and opened her eyes. She yawned out “Good morning.” I nuzzled her hair.

			She laced her hands behind my head and held me still. I said, “Did we do it, or did I just dream it?”

			Judy said, “We didn’t do it. I would have known.”

			My body felt real again. Judy took my shoes off while I slept. She kissed me soft and light.

			“There’s something I forgot to tell you, so I’ll tell you now, so I won’t forget. I just hope it won’t kill the mood.”

			I said, “Tell me.”

			Judy said, “It’s about those missing girls. I’m not sure if D. J. Siemers recruited them for the Party, or if it was this FBI agent she told me about.”

			It sailed past me. I said, “I’ve got it bad for you.”

			Judy said, “Back at you, babe.”
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			I sat poolside at the Algiers. Industry-hopeful girls splashed water just short of my feet.

			Deep dusk in deep fall L.A. Movie spotlights swept through the courtyard and lit the room and suite façades. Space heaters put out subtropical warmth.

			A breeze kicked up. Artificial palm trees swayed, fake palm fronds shook.

			All this. Flush upside square-ass Wilshire Country Club.

			I came to hardball Joe Shell. Right-wing fatcat/oil tycoon/brief and distant CP drone. The minority State Assembly Speaker. Glued up with the CTWA, 8612, Kilkea. He owned four stitched-together top-floor suites. The roof served as his personal golf tee. I watched him hit drives out on the third fairway. He’d been at it for two hours. I wanted him ensconced in his plush hideaway. Knock, knock. I’m here to disrupt and suborn you.

			Culture clash. South Hollyweird abuts Hancock Park and gives us this. I’d greased the day-shift manager. He said the Algiers rocked libertine. Drag balls in the Casbah Lounge. Mop closets equipped with pool-floats-cum-beds.

			I was revitalized and keyed up to perform. I left Judy and shitworked the day away.

			I transcribed the plate numbers I snapped at Kilkea and environs and got them to the Hats and my men. They pledged rapid DMV and R&I checks. Phil, Nat, and Kareem compiled a list of eastside Catholic churches and set out to impersonate Customs men. The Hats cold-called the police-science department at twenty-three local colleges and laid down queries on the Weiss file. They logged zero so far. Eddie Benson peeled off and poked through file bins at the PAB and Hollywood Station. He logged zero so far.

			Ratfuck Bob Kennedy called Daryl Gates. He said Eddie Chacõn was now in Havana. The tradeout of Bay of Pigs survivors for anti-Castro zealots is on right now. Gates pressed Ratfuck per my brainstorm to turn Joan Staley. Ratfuck said he’d consider goooood snitch-fee bread. Gates reasserted: the Weiss job and dead-woman job. CTWA, 8612, Kilkea. If we notch clean solves, your red probe’s a success. He did not utter the name Richard Nixon. He dropped Hugh Hefner’s name and supplied spicy details. Ratfuck whooped at that one. Gates said we co-opted Ben Davis 3. Ben would help us weed out commies in the Bradley/Lindsay/Rumford combine. Detention time would soften them up. They’d shit bricks and fink out deep-cover commies in the civil rights movement, nationwide.

			Gates told me to expect grief at the Crenshaw Mall tomorrow. The Chief wants a show of force and a PR display to warm the hearts of LAPD critics in the Negro community. I told him to call Morty Bendish and dispatch him to the mall. A three-part series on the PD as civil rights enforcers rings all the gongs. Gates checked the ownership records of Kilkea. The CTWA bought the house in 1944. They remain up-to-date on all fees and taxes.

			I scanned the south rooftop. Shell grabbed his driver and ball bucket and bopped to the stairway door. I killed off my scotch-rocks and popped three Black Beauties. I walked to the south elevator, pushed “4,” and zipped up. Shell owned apartments 410, 11, 12, and 13. I ambled and scoped door plates. Door 410 stopped me short.

			It was bumper-stickered: “Freedom Isn’t Free, Who Is John Galt?, Hungary Will Be Avenged!!!”

			I rang the bell. Shell opened up. He was a big, flattopped guy. He wore a polo shirt, madras shorts, and sharp-cleat golf shoes indoors. The wall-to-wall carpet was ripped to shit.

			I said, “Good evening, Mr. Speaker.”

			Shell said, “What’s the notorious Fred Otash doing knocking at my door?”

			I flashed my credential. “I’m with the DA’s Bureau. I had a few questions.”

			“Pertaining to?”

			“I’m on an inquiry into domestic Communist Party activities, in the wake of the Cuban missile tiff.”

			Shell scoffed. “You mean you didn’t get that badge in a box of Rice Krispies? Confidential greatly distressed my pal, Duke Wayne. One of your so-called writers asserted that Duke dresses up in women’s clothing, although the piece did state that he’s not a homo. Duke worked it out with a psychiatrist, even though it wasn’t true.”

			I stepped up close. Shell stepped back. His cleats ripped new holes in the carpet.

			“It is true. The Duke buys his duds at Large Marge’s Big Girls Boutique in Huntington Beach.”

			Shell stifled a yuk. “I should allot you twenty minutes of my time. As you well know or should know, I’m as anti-red as they get.”

			I stifled a yuk. “Despite your co-ownership of the building at 8612 Brighton Way in Beverly Hills, where the extreme left and right owners are known as the ‘Hitler-Stalin Pact’? Despite your direct teletype contact with the commie-front Creative Trade Workers Alliance? Despite your occasional presence at the CTWA-owned orgy den on North Kilkea? Despite your bootleg telephone on that table I’m glimpsing out of the corner of my eye? You’re either a bookmaker or a rightist subversive aligned with a very dangerous cadre of communists, and my money’s on the latter.”

			Shell motioned me inside. He zipped to a liquor sideboard and poured two tall glasses full of high-test bourbon, straight.

			I zipped to a green leather wing chair. Shell pulled a matching chair eyeball-to-eyeball close. He passed me my drink. He drained half of his.

			He said, “What do you want beyond your few questions?”

			He smells shakedown. He KNOWS FROM SHAKEDOWN. 8612 and the CTWA have rubbed off on him.

			“You were CP back in the ’30s. Back when it was just a synonym for ‘too-left Democrat.’ Nobody cares, you were one of trillions, none of the other investigators assigned to this probe care, and Attorney General Robert F. Kennedy—who conceived and ordered this probe—cares least of all.”

			Shell said, “If you’re establishing a baseline, I’ll take it.”

			Here comes my big lie. Here’s where my reputation stands out, boldfaced.

			“You’re involved with criminal factions within the CP, and rightist criminal factions violently opposed to the CP, and not above expressing their extreme animus through violent means. My colleagues and I care not one whit, me least of all.”

			Shell smirked. My concluding statement’s got him thinking “Shakedown Freddy’s back.”

			“Can you cite me chapter and verse on that ‘rightist criminal faction’ spiel of yours, sir?”

			I said, “You’re alleged to donate money to the Cristeros. You’re alleged to support their agenda of violent retribution for the atrocities the commies committed during the Spanish Civil War and the atrocities they committed in Mexico even further back, before any of the current Cristeros were born.”

			Shell lit a cigarette. “That’s true enough, sir. You’d do well to look on me as a swinger, a bit of a dilettante, and a player with a nihilistic streak.”

			“Are the Cristeros making a comeback?”

			“They might have been, until you and the Hat Squad blew up those Mex kids, and you beat Eddie Chacõn half dead. I’m as up-to-date on you as you are on me. We’re both on the ticker tape, which bodes well for a respectful relationship.”

			He’s coming over, he thinks I’m up for grabs, he can be suborned.

			I said, “Who set off that Nixon fireworks display?”

			Shell said, “Me. I flew the airplane, too.”

			“Why?”

			“Because Tricky Dick destroyed my political career, and because I’m possessed of a puerile streak, as my shrink once told me.”

			“Who’s your shrink?”

			“Douglas Kallman. He’s Dick Nixon’s shrink, too.”

			“Who put that Nixon dummy in your bomb-shelter hole at Kilkea?”

			“Me.”

			“Who stink-bombed the Losers Club?”

			“Those selfsame beaners you and the Hats toasted. At Doug Kallman’s behest, I might add. Doug’s ex-Party, he’s batshit crazy, he was a Korean War spook, and he’s très right.”

			I lit a cigarette. “Why do you see a shrink?”

			Shell said, “To mollify my wife. She wants me to quit boozing and poking Playboy Bunnies.”

			“Like Joan Staley?”

			“Joanie’s too rough for me. You never know if you’ll end up getting shivved in the back.”

			I curveballed. “Who’s behind this big bomb-shelter boom?”

			Shell slurped his mega-drink. “Me and my pal, Bob DePugh. He’s the Minuteman Führer. The CTWA has a percentage of our company. I’ve got an unsullied name, so that’s where the ‘Shelter with Shell’ comes from. Bob’s a veterinary biochemist. We’re both big animal lovers.”

			Here’s Curveball #2. “Let’s talk about the CTWA.”

			Shell said, “Whoa, now. I’ll speak judiciously, but you’re talking about some evil cocksuckers who’ve killed a whole lot of people.”

			“And you party with them at Kilkea.”

			“I’ll concede that, yes.”

			“They’re all Spanish Civil War hard-ons, nun-rapers, and priest-killers. Joe, this goes beyond ‘puerile’ and ‘I’m a dilettante.’ ”

			“No comment. Come on, you’re blowing the rapport we’ve worked so hard to establish.”

			I said, “Makarov automatics. Two pops to the back of the head. Very popular in that ugly little war and the aftermath.”

			Shell stood up and weave-walked into the next room. I heard him clattering. He returned with a large walnut case. He stood in front of me and popped the lid. Dear Lord—puerile, grisly, resplendent.

			Four Makarov automatics. Form-fitted in purple velvet slots. Buffed black steel. Inlaid with emeralds, rubies, sapphires. Old guns, refurbished. Solid-gold notched on the right sides of the grips. Fourteen, seventeen, twelve, twenty-three.

			The numbers designated murders and rapes. Diagonal cuts, hashmarks of devastation, I knew it.

			Shell said, “Spanish Civil War vintage. I had them refinished by a master artisan in Berlin. The CTWA needed money, and I supplied it.”

			My first thought:

			The four quasi-brothers. The worst of the worst. Party marriage stock. Different daddies, same mom.

			I said, “The CTWA. All the men have anagram names. They utilize the first syllable ‘Mak.’ ”

			Shell said, “No comment.”

			“ ‘Indigenous Cell.’ Ring a bell?”

			Shell said, “No comment.”

			“The Balalaika Group, the string of business fronts in lower Hollywood, the pornographic Meyerhold films and stag shows.”

			Shell said, “No comment.” His mood dipped south. He vibed fearful now. I had to place the bait.

			“Confirm this rumor for me, Joe. You infiltrated deliberately obtuse right-wing tracts into the Progressive Bookshop, on 7th Street, just west of downtown.”

			Shell smiled. “Right. Products of the White Dog Bünd, the stupidest fasco outfit in existence. Norm Krause wrote them. You know Norm, right? He’s an ex-LAPD motor cop. He owns a shitkicker bar called Norm’s Nest, way up in bumfuck Van Nuys.”

			I knew Norm. We clashed during the big shitshow, last summer.

			I said, “I know Norm. I wish I didn’t, but I’m curious about something. Why did you insert the files?”

			“Because those bookstore dingalings put out a newsletter. Mock sayings in the style of Chairman Mao. ‘Chairman Mao say Joe Shell have small penis.’ I have a standing offer all over the right flank. Ten grand to anyone who firebombs that shithole.”

			Well, then.

			I looked at Shell. He looked at me. He jumped up. He’d dropped the bait. He’d gone puerile-gleeful again.

			“Come on. I’ll show you my museum.”

			I followed him through his hideout. His shoe cleats tore fresh chunks of carpet down to the boards. We trekked hallways lined with pix of Shell posed beside warplanes and tanks. We hit a closed door with Chez Shell embossed in gold filigree.

			Shell pushed the door wide. He said, “My museum. It’s almost complete.”

			I stepped in. Plexiglas cases lined shellacked-wood walls. I moved right to left. The cases displayed grisly knickknacks bottled up in quart jars. Attached cards detailed their historical significance.

			In Case #1: a scorched brassiere from the Triangle Shirtwaist fire, New York City/1911. Female seamstresses were locked in their workrooms, high above lower Fifth. A conflagration arose. The women faced two deadly options. Burn to death or jump out a window and plummet ten stories. Most chose Option #2.

			In Case #2: President Ulysses S. Grant’s booze-ravaged liver, preserved in formaldehyde.

			In Case #3: John Dillinger’s gigantic schvantz, preserved in formaldehyde. It was a sponge-rubber fake. It resembled a fuck-film prop.

			In Case #4: a singed anarchist flag from a Sacco-and-Vanzetti protest march, 1923. Sacco and Vanzetti were heist guys. They robbed a shoe factory in Braintree, Massachusetts, and killed an armed guard. They burned for it. A weepy worldwide ruckus ensued.

			In Case #5: a swastika-embossed hypodermic spike that Nazi nabob Hermann Goering geezed morphine with. The spike was displayed on a purple pillow.

			In Case #6: the Catholic church vestments worn by Father Charles Coughlin at the peak of his radio ham/nativist-numskull celebrity.

			In Case #7: the blue-and-gold Klan sheet worn by Indiana Grand Dragon David Stephenson—before he crashed on an aggravated rape charge, circa ’25. Pillow-posed beside it: rape victim Madge Oberholtzer’s skull. Miss Oberholtzer killed herself in the wake of the assault.

			Shell wheeled a blanket-cloaked contraption toward me. An electrical cord trailed behind the pushcart. Shell plugged the contraption into a wall outlet and walked up.

			He beamed. He milked the moment. He solicited swoons.

			“It’s my masterpiece. Schoolkids and their chaperones will see it and go apeshit.”

			I eyeballed the room. This dink was a speaker of the California State Assembly.

			“Who has the swingingest collection, you or Virgil Dawes?”

			“Me. Virgil’s well-heeled, but he’s not as fat as me. He blows a lot of green on destitute Negroes, so that cuts into his research-and-acquire fund. He’s got his heart set on an item that he says was stolen from him, but I don’t believe it. He shared spit with Charles Lindbergh for a couple of months, and it went to his head.”

			He was itchy to pull the cloak. I went in for the close.

			“I’ll torch that bookstore for fifteen grand.”

			Shell beamed wiiiide. His upper denture plate slid out. He pushed it back in. He whipped off the cloak. I went Holy Shit.

			The Plexiglas case quadrupled the size of the first seven cases. The walls were festooned with early-’50s tabloid headlines.

			“Rosenbergs Convicted,” “Atom Spies Earn Hot Date with Hot Seat,” “Eisenhower Denies Clemency,” “Julius and Ethel to Face Chair.” “All Appeals Rebuffed!! June 19’s the Date!!!”

			Two electric chairs sat on wood planking. The legs were tagged: “Actual hot seats from the execution, purchased at great expense.”

			Life-size wax replicas of Julie and Ethel were strapped in. They wore steel-plate dunce caps to shoot them the juice. The dummies were knock-you-dead realistic. Their facial sets were perfectly etched.

			Shell flipped a wall switch. Sound effects kicked on. A generator whined, buzzed, and crackled. Julie and Ethel shimmy-shimmied. Their acrylic hair ignited. Smoke blew out their ears.

		

	
		
			31

			(Los Angeles, 12:30 p.m., Monday, 11/12/62)

			“Integration Generation!”

			The Crenshaw Mall, the west southside, the big Sears parking lot. Hard by Baldwin Hills and Leimert Park. Oreo, Salt-and-Pepper, more Negro than white. Upscale neighborhoods. Voluntary integration. Blurred color lines, going years back.

			Parked cars were dispersed today. Foot traffic got diverted. I estimated the crowd at 1,000. The dais stood near the sidewalk stretch outside Sears and a large Safeway. Tom Bradley worked the lectern and the microphone. Gilbert Lindsay and W. B. Rumford stood close and flanked him. Crowd rumble and applause taxed the loudspeaker system. Big Tom inveighed against bigotry and repressive housing statutes. His audience was mixed, 50/50. They poked “Integration Generation!” and “Arriba Rumford” signs in the air.

			I circulated. The Hats, ditto. My guys and Ben Davis 3 spent two hours at University Station, scoping mugshots. The rumor was Watermelon Attack. The mugshot geeks were melon tossers from way back. They were membership-certified and always wore civilian threads. The American Nazi Party, the Minutemen, the Thunderbolt Legion. We memorized mugshot faces then. We trawled for white cats with reinforced paper bags now.

			Horn-honk noise blared loud loud LOUD. YAF kids stood on the streetside walkway and faced southbound traffic. They held HONK IF YOU HATE RUMFORD signs. Synchronized John Birch caravans and stray motorists did.

			The noise was all-time, no-shit bad. It all but drowned Tom Bradley out. I maneuvered with a billy club pressed to my right leg. The Hats, my guys, and Ben 3, likewise. The dais was the chief melon-attack threat. We pushed toward it. I spotted mugshot faces packing brown bags. I saw 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6—getting toooo close. The packed-tight crowd held me back.

			Ditto the full cop/goon contingent. I keyed on mugshot faces. They keyed on mugshot faces. Skewed glances, telepathy—

			We nudged, shoved, and elbowed spectators aside. We came up behind the mugshot dinks and swung our billy clubs.

			Paper bags exploded. Watermelon pulp blew out waist-high. The mugshot dinks and close-in spectators got spattered, sprayed, spritzed. People started shouting and screeching. Tom Bradley cut off his speech. He eased Lindsay and Rumford behind the dais and out of spritz range.

			I smashed one, two, three, four, five bags. Pulp and green rind blew up all around me. The other guys notched hits. We all caught melon blowback and got waist-high melonized.

			The crowd dispersed behind us. The melon throwers ran from us and ran straight into the podium slats. They were pinned there. I arced leg and chest shots. I was out to shear ribs and dislodge kneecaps. Skewed glances, telepathy. The other guys nailed chest and leg shots. The melon throwers shrieked, sissified.

			I heard music—loud, loud, LOUD. It was off to my right—maybe two blocks west. I recognized the song, shrill and super-amplified. It’s Odis Cochran and the Three Bigots, with their “Segregation Generation” hate hit.

			A knot of burly white men moved toward us. They wore identical dark suits and Israeli blue-and-white/Star of David armbands. Daryl Gates arranged it. They hailed from some Jewish war vets lodge. They came to enact “Citizen’s Arrests.”

			I stopped thumping and stepped aside. The other guys caught my cue. We circled back behind the dais. I stood tiptoe and caught the upscut.

			The melon dinks cringed on the ground. The war vets beat them with beavertail saps.

			The rally was dead. Bradley, Lindsay, and Rumford were stone gone.

			I ran to the corner of Crenshaw and Jefferson. I snagged my car, laid tread west, and cut north two blocks over. Here’s what I saw:

			The hate hit emanated from a flatbed truck. Six loudspeakers cranked it. The truck slow-crawled north. White high school kids dirty-dog twisted on the bed. The block was integrated. “Integration Generation” signs were staked on front lawns. Mixed-race stiffs stood on said lawns and gawked the show.

			I pulled up to the northbound curb and got out of my car. Tom Bradley pulled up behind me. The Hats fireballed southbound in two F-cars. They cut off the truck and piled out. The truck was dead-stalled. The Hats jumped on the running boards and pulled the driver and another guy out. They kicked them prone and cuffed them behind their backs.

			Harry Crowder and Eddie Benson billy-clubbed the loudspeakers. Cracked wood, diode debris, and tube glass exploded. “Segregation Generation” died out. The kids jumped off the flatbed and boogied off in all directions. The mixed-race stiffs applauded.

			It went very quiet then. I was watermelon-whacked. I brushed green rind out of my hair. Melon juice trickled down my legs and soaked my socks.

			I felt a hand on my shoulder. Tom Bradley loomed over me.

			“I suppose it could have been worse.”

			“Do I start calling you ‘Mr. Councilman,’ or do I wait until you take the oath?”

			“Come on, you know I’m not the high-hat type.”

			I said, “The PD stood up for you and the others. I bet you never thought you’d see the day.”

			Bradley smiled. “The death threats. I know it’s most likely kid bullshit, but we should go someplace and discuss it.”

			“Let me go home and clean up. I’ll meet you at Ollie Hammond’s in ninety minutes or so.”

			Tom Bradley stretched. He was too tall and handsome to live. I wondered how far he’d go. Councilman, mayor, governor—

			“Freddy, there’s two other things. One, Transom’s going to try to discredit me as a communist—and not without some justification.”

			“ ‘Justification,’ how?”

			“A Sheriff ’s captain named Virgil Dawes sheep-dipped me. I infiltrated a floating cell for three and a half years. With the Chief ’s consent, I should add.”

			I lit a cigarette. Tom bummed one out of my pack.

			I lit him up. “I’ve already heard the rumor, and I wouldn’t worry about Transom. I’ll 459 their office and toss it for documentation that could hurt you.”

			Tom squeezed my shoulder. Virgil Dawes, redux. He’s some weird hellhound on my trail.

			“You said you had two things.”

			Tom sighed. It meant I’m exasperated and vexed.

			“Bill Rumford. Some other dirt-rag assholes are looking to sandbag him with a white girl, because that’s how he rolls, and he’s always on the hunt. And if he can’t find one on his own, I’m sure they’ll plant one in his path.”

			

			—

			Ollie Hammond’s kept a private room for ranking cops. Tom and I settled in and shut the door behind us. I’d been home to clean up and call Morty Bendish. I eradicated the melon stink and told Morty to play up LAPD’s quash job on the parking lot putsch. I suggested the headline: “Mall Melee!!! LAPD Routes Race-Haters! Jewish War Vets Make Citizen’s Arrests!!!”

			Tom and I sipped double martinis. I placed a soiled paper bag on the table and slid it toward him. It contained the forty-one grand I stole from Eddie Chacõn.

			Tom looked inside. He grabbed a stack of twenties and ruffled them. He whistled long and low.

			“How much, and where did you get it?”

			“Over forty thousand. It’s dirty money I’ve co-opted, and I’m looking to divest. Don’t tell me the Rumford Fund can’t use it.”

			Tom placed the bag at his feet. I read his look. Freddy O. Gives Money Away. Eighth Wonder of the World Confirmed.

			“Ben Davis 3 is working the probe now. Miller Leavy’s grooming him for a prosecutor’s spot. He knows the Party, inside and out. He’ll be helping us weed out active commies and suspect apostates that could hurt the fund.”

			Tom sipped his drink. “I’m skeptical. It goes against my experience during the immersion. Virgil Dawes dipped me in the wake of the Hungarian revolt. A great many people had bolted the Party, outraged that the Soviets killed over ten thousand people. From what I’ve read, it’s happening again with the missile deal, the Party’s on the ropes, and we can’t afford to lose capable volunteers.”

			I went what can you do? I expected Tom’s response and stood firm.

			“That’s straight from Robert Kennedy, which means it’s straight from Jack. The administration is bullish on civil rights, and the brothers are Democrats you’ll be needing during your stint on the council.”

			Tom put his hands up. What can you do?

			I said, “The death threats are a jerkoff. They were made from pay phones adjoining Marshall High, Lincoln High, and Flintridge Prep. What does that tell you? I’ll take care of Transom, and we’ll deal with those other dirt-rag guys if they try to sandbag Bill Rumford with a white girl.”

			Tom sipped Gilbey’s and cogitated. I mind-read him. He wants a red-probe update. He considers the concept injudicious.

			“Where’s the probe headed? What are you turning up? Don’t shit a shitter on this one. You’re looking for buyback on Bill Parker’s snafu with the Muslims, Daryl Gates senses advancement, and you’re looking to extend your DA’s credential and secure a permanent appointment. The probe’s a moneymaker for LAPD, or we wouldn’t be sitting here.”

			I said, “We’re building our grand-jury presentation on two unsolved homicide jobs. A double from ’54, and a murdered commie or ex-commie woman on Halloween night. We’re looking at the Creative Trade Workers Alliance very strongly.”

			Tom whistled. “The CTWA is hermetically sealed and impenetrable. They’ve got lots of money, they have a long criminal history, they’re rumored to be dangerous in the extreme. Give me the stats on the double from ’54. I might recall rumbles I’d heard.”

			I said, “Sholem and Myra Weiss. Loudmouth Trotskyites. A political-resentment job laden with sexual overtones. Hollywood Division. Goossen and Forbes handled it.”

			“I see where this is going. The CTWA, the Weiss case, and the Halloween night homicide comprise a showcase. If you can structure the three elements to prove a conspiracy, the grand jury will swoon for it and vote true bills up the ying-yang.”

			I drummed the table. “Exactly. And Virgil Dawes’s name keeps popping up, along with the now-notable name of his ex-wife, D. J. Siemers. I’d like to hear your account of your immersion, and I’d be very curious to get your take on Dawes and Siemers.”

			Tom speared the olive out of his drink. He was agitated. The probe vexed him. He’d dropped the term “McCarthyite.” He’d never worked detectives. He wasn’t a case man. He had a brand-new career. He was a civil rights man now. Why rehash old grief?

			“The immersion was a yawn. The defections spawned a certain panic and a lot of consternation. My mock-comrades feared the Party was kaput. There was a great deal of talk of mounting a PR campaign—along the lines of ‘Communism is 20th-Century Americanism,’ back in the ’30s. Virgil, however, was complex and fascinating in the extreme, and his union with D. J. Siemers impressed me as sexless and abstracted.”

			I said, “Don’t stop there.”

			Tom said, “I wasn’t intending to. For one, we had Virgil’s bond with Negroes, which wasn’t all that hard to understand, when you consider him to be an Army brat whose daddy commanded Negro troops, his dead suffragette mother, and Virgil as a brilliant and lonely only child, a wealthy Alabama white boy, and a kid with a big and troubled heart and a fertile imagination. All right, Yale, Yale Law School, and Treasury. The Lindbergh case and his key role in the investigation. His breakdown—and I still don’t know what caused it—and his assertion that he had been robbed of something dear to him. He had always been anti-communist, but now communism became his raison d’être. He married D. J. Siemers, then a communist, then a renouncer, and anti-communism became something like a hobby with them. He spent a great deal of money buying files and evidence briefs from Federal agencies and municipal PD red squads, and he and D.J. built a file cache that is considered to be second to none, although I’m not so sure. He quit Treasury and went on the Sheriff ’s, I met him, he sheep-dipped me, and D.J. divorced him. She’s a lezbo or at least a switchhitter, and now she’s a Bircher and professional anti-red with a budding expert-witness career. Virgil’s bent is for studious Negro college girls, and he’s very considerate and decorous with them. D.J. divorced him, they’ve remained cordial, but it was never a true marriage in the standard sense. The thing that strikes me most strongly is my sense that the two of them share a great many secrets, most of them in no way pretty at all.”

			None of it truly surprised me. It was shockingly revelatory, nonetheless.

			“I know that you and the Chief cut a deal to relax enforcement measures on the Oreo Strip, for an unspecified period of time. Fine and good, but the Chief told Daryl Gates and me that you were ‘dirty,’ although he declined to divulge immersion details. I’m wondering if this alleged dirt in your past supplied the impetus for Virgil Dawes to coerce you into infiltrating the CP.”

			Tom smiled. He was no career juicer. The “Mall Melee” was heady. The martinis cut him loose. I’d never seen him this candid.

			“I wanted the assignment. I told the Chief about it, and he urged me to accept. People enter your life, and they move you toward renunciation and repentance. Do you know how that is?”

			I thought of Judy. “Yes, I do.”

			“Then you know how it is. Virgil didn’t coerce me in, but he told me he knew about an episode in my past, and he gave me the opportunity to atone.”

			I said, “I’m listening.”
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			He was good at everything he attempted. He was lithe in his crib and read fluently at three and a half. Books provided him with second-hand adventure. He inserted himself into the texts and made himself one with the stories. He never second-guessed his shape-shifting autonomy. The little Negro kid fit right in with sea captains and cowboys in Zane Grey Westerns. This immersion facility served him well when he infiltrated commie cells for Virgil Dawes.

			His imagination alleviated the iniquities of Jim Crow Texas and the constant grind of impoverishment. His folks worked hard and supplied him with three hots and a cot. The family uprooted and hopped their crank-up Model T to California. He looked out the window and counted sunning gila monsters en route. The LAPD “Bum Blockade” stopped them at the Arizona border. As a policeman, he learned that the Bum Blockade was a highly illegal move. LAPD Chief James Edgar “Two-Gun” Davis assumed that all Depression-era riffraff would wind up in L.A. and commit crime. Thus, his illegally assigned border guards eyeballed all incoming motorists and calculated their financial solvency. Those who fell below the bar were given a choice: turn back or face transport to Los Angeles for a six-month jolt on the county work farm. His daddy had a typed-out pledge of employment at a southside canning plant. The guards almost let them through. Little Tom pushed them past the guards’ doubts. He said he wanted to become a Los Angeles policeman. They had Negro policemen in Los Angeles, didn’t they? The guards conceded that they had a few. Two-Gun Davis had a weekly radio show with the snazzy moniker Calling All Cars. It huckstered the City of Los Angeles and its snazzy police force. He listened to the show every week and impressed the guards with his perceptions of the last several episodes. The guards solemnly shook hands with all of them and waved the Bradley folks through.

			He was a charming and good-looking boy. People got a kick out of him. He exploited his charm and good looks. He was just that calculating that young. He knew it at the time.

			L.A. had Texas beat—and that was no shuck. The late boom in Texas was barely okay for Negroes. The late boom and Depression were hardscrabble and bearable in L.A. Public libraries were integrated, housing was not. Public schools admitted Negro kids who lived within their geographic districts. That regulation enforced de facto segregation. The county grand jury sacked Two-Gun Davis. His puritanical breakfast-cereal sponsor shitcanned Calling All Cars. He didn’t care. He made a vow as he crossed the Arizona border. He would become a Los Angeles policeman—whatever it cost, whatever it took.

			Privation assailed the Bradley family. He grew up with the dynamics of bigotry, segregation, discrimination in all things, large and small, and racial animus both bellicose and pettily expressed. He understood social injustice. He defined crime as individual moral forfeit on an epidemic scale. It kept him from hating white folks. He liked some, he disliked others. He discovered that most everybody liked him. Girls told him he was the colored Clark Gable. He worked hard at school, got top-notch grades, and worked three part-time jobs to help out his family and get him the wardrobe that would out-clotheshorse every clotheshorse boy in sepia L.A. He hated sticky feet and changed his socks three times a day. He owned forty pairs of socks back then. He owns two hundred today.

			He grew tall and topped out at six-five when he hit seventeen. He was the finest all-around athlete at Polytechnic High School. He lettered in football, basketball, track. He epitomized the Big Man on Campus. His letter sweater featured three rings on each sleeve. He held his dream of becoming a Los Angeles policeman tight and endeavored to meet Negro officers who might provide him with practical tips. They told him that the LAPD was a hybrid proposition teetering on the cusp of reaction and reform. Two-Gun Davis epitomized reaction. A Berkeley progressive named August Vollmer represented a new enlightened breed of chief. The mayor and city council hired and fired chiefs at whim. Negro officers worked Negro divisions—77th Street and Newton—exclusively. They lived south of Florence Boulevard and east of Vermont. Gentlemen’s agreements and restrictive covenants curtailed their westward march. They attended the same AME church. They sent their kids to mixed-race Congregationalist and Catholic schools. He began attending the same churches. He made friends with the policemen. He got a portent of his future that makes his skin tingle today.

			Most of the men were World War One vets. A score of them had served in France during the worst of it. They shared the same battalion commander. That was Major Lyman R. Dawes. Major Dawes was a great and big-hearted man. He was a Southern man. He commanded Negro troops exclusively. His son Virgil was something of a celebrity of late. He was a lawyer and a U.S. Treasury agent. He devised the strategy that resulted in the capture of the kidnap-killer of Charles Lindbergh’s baby boy. Tom first heard the name “Dawes” in the spring of ’36. Bruno Richard Hauptmann had just been executed. The electric chair overjolts doused half the lights in Trenton, New Jersey.

			He graduated Polytechnic with three-sport trophies and academic honors. UCLA snagged him with a full-boat scholarship. He rented a storage locker to accommodate a second slew of three-sport honors and academic scrolls. It was 1939. He was twenty-one. The war loomed, inevitable. He feared the peacetime draft. He didn’t want to serve, he didn’t want to fight, he didn’t think he could fight. He wanted to become a Los Angeles policeman and perish in a blazing gunfight, if at all. He took the LAPD entrance exam. He blazingly passed it. He took the mandatory physical and failed. The doctors said he had a bum ticker. The never-winded distance runner had a defective heart.

			He solicited second, third, and fourth opinions. Three cardiologists refuted the entrance board’s diagnosis. He took a second entrance physical. The doctors found evidence of early arteriosclerosis this time. He solicited a second run of opinions. Three internists refuted the entrance board’s diagnosis. A third entrance physical revealed brain damage caused by repeated football concussions. He was refused an LAPD appointment for a third time. Three neurologists refuted the entrance board’s decree a third time. He chalked the refusals up to endemic bigotry and sued in court for reinstatement to the police academy waiting list. He pondered the exclusionary tactics. Other Negroes had preceded him. He was a prime catch by any and all standards. He knew that his race impeded him. He realized that this excellence hurt him more. He possessed hauteur. He embodied a sense of superiority. He refused to forfeit it. He was the sin of pride, personified. His keep-the-world-at-bay decorousness read as arrogance. The LAPD entrance board recognized it, three times running. His rigorously constructed persona had abetted race-based bias and deep-sixed him. People saw through him. He was just a dark-skinned arriviste looking to score.

			He won his lawsuit. He entered the academy. The fall 1940 class was star-studded. Ed Davis, Jim Fisk, and Tom Reddin stood among his classmates. Precipitous climbs were predicted for all three. He graduated and was assigned to 77th Street Patrol.

			He walked a foot beat and picked up an all-Negro and white-merchant-and-landlord cohort. Folks liked him. He embodied civility, declined to manhandle suspects, rarely raised his voice. He intimidated by way of his sheer physical presence and stretched-thin composure that never snapped. He outran fleeing street creeps and corralled them by the gentlest of means. He decided to take the sergeant’s exam the moment he hit the length-of-service mark. He toyed with notions of law school and politics. He loved being a Los Angeles policeman. His moment with the Bum Blockade guards had come home to roost.

			Then the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor.

			FDR declared war. The peacetime-draft parameters were expanded to suit the perceived manpower requirements of Pacific-front and probable European-front wars. He didn’t want to serve, he didn’t want to fight, he knew he’d die in his very first skirmish, sure as shit. He got lucky. Race bias once hexed him. Race bias saved him here.

			L.A. was home to a sizeable native and foreign-born Japanese contingent. Washington conceived a detainment and internment strategy. The Los Angeles Police Department and Sheriff ’s Office were chosen to implement it at ground level. His superiors had noted his size and gracious demeanor. He possessed superior manners. He was concurrently accommodating and commanding. He was ordered north to Central Division and assigned to the PD’s Alien Squad. His superiors were keenly aware that racial bias worked in all directions. The Japanese feared and hated Negroes. He was a fearsome Negro.

			He was declared “Wartime Essential.” The usurpable-warm-bodies draft could not touch him.

			The Alien Squad worked out of the old Central Station, on 1st and Hill. Twenty-four men worked twelve-hour shifts. He was the only Negro. He was in with a slew of likeable white guys and a few hate-dog crackers. They were all big men. He was half a head taller than the next tallest man. The squad lieutenant liked him. He singled him out at his very first roll call. He said, “Nobody fills out a bluesuit like Officer Bradley here.” The crack engendered widespread resentment. The resentment simmered as the squad strode out.

			Central Station was three blocks west of Little Tokyo. Chinatown adjoined Little Tokyo to the north. The Chinese and Japanese hated each other. Chinese vendors sold I AM NOT A JAP T-shirts. Proprietors banned all Japanese from the slop chutes on North Broadway. He understood the Chinese-on-Japanese rancor. The Rape of Nanking, 1937. Japanese soldiers forced Chinese men to rape their own daughters. Japanese airmen tossed Chinese children out of airplanes at 5,000 feet. He hated the Imperial Japanese who dropped those eggs on Pearl Harbor. He had no beef with native-born Japanese. They were fellow Americans. He had no beef with legally emigrated Japanese. This was pure and simple Christian logic. Hatred was wrong. He witnessed it now in wide context. His old epigram haunted him. Moral forfeit on an epidemic scale.

			The squad walked Little Tokyo. They packed pump shotguns, shackles, and come-along chains. They carried eviction notices and detention warrants scribed by FBI agent-lawyers. They strongarmed Japanese from their rightfully owned and/or rented homes and turned them over to sheriff ’s deputies parked in paddy wagons outside. The county cops installed them in city jails, the Hall of Justice Jail, and work farms, county-wide. Husbands, wives, and children were separated and housed in separate facilities. The city and county lockups burst with pre-internment camp overflow. Excess detainees were housed in tents and horse paddocks at Santa Anita racetrack.

			He did the work. His colleagues shotgunned apartment-house doors to pulp. He never did. He was accommodating and commanding. He learned some pidgin Japanese. The people he cuffed and shackled never noticed him outside his skin tone. He was the largest man on the Alien Squad and hands-down the most deferential. He was the most feared man on the Alien Squad. The local Japanese were disinclined to acknowledge his decorum. He chased fleeing Japanese, caught them and cuffed them. He did his job sans rancor and displays of racial pique. It did him no good and garnered him no respect. He was the “Black Beast” to all Japanese and a handful of rednecks on the squad. He loaded entire families into puke-caked drunk wagons and drove them to Santa Anita. This thought haunted him. If slavery is America’s original sin, the Japanese internment is L.A.’s.

			He became locally notable as the Black Beast. The newspapers ran glowing articles on the Alien Squad. Tom Bradley stood out in all the news pix. Two colored newspapers profiled him. He openly discussed his life to date and desire to make rank and ultimately attend law school. Affluent Negroes sought him out. They cultivated him. They took him to high-swank southside restaurants and the jazz clubs at 46th and Central. He met and traded barbs with Duke Ellington and Jimmie Lunceford. He sensed that his cultivation was cloaked in specific intent. The affluent Negroes were ruthless talent spotters and ruthlessly attuned to their personal advancement and the advancement of their entire race. They anointed him as “Their Man” and hired him to haunt downtown law libraries and study eviction law, eminent domain, and the usurping of otherwise owned and perhaps foreign-power-owned property. The Affluent Negro Combine colluded with a White Real Estate Magnate Combine to perpetrate a land grab.

			Little Tokyo would soon be strewn with empty houses and apartments. The rightful owners and renters would be locked up through to the end of a terrible world conflict. America would win the war. America’s industrial might would tip the balance in the Allies’ favor. If the war attenuated, so be it. There was money to be made, with social progress as a secondary but still potent consideration. The war would last for years. Japanese victories would extend the hate blast of Pearl Harbor. Legal records would be—or could be—lost. Legal statutes would change—or could be changed. Little Tokyo. What better place to house Negro defense workers? It was close to streetcar routes to defense plants in westside L.A. and San Pedro. It was close to L.A. police headquarters. Why mince words? The defense workers loomed as rowdy types—misdemeanor jailbirds, at least—or they’d be off fighting the war. They might require occasional incarceration. Tom Bradley might well prove himself invaluable there. In the meantime, Their Man would be researching legal loopholes that served to sanction the theft of private property. In the meantime, Their Man worked the Alien Squad and facilitated massive roundups and evictions.

			The Affluent Negro Combine and the White Real Estate Combine cinched their deal and began the process of implementation. He drew up the contracts with a rudimentary knowledge of contract law. Both combines believed that their subornment of an amateur, a policeman, at best a would-be lawyer, was pure genius. He would never inform on them. His fear of exposure prevented that. He would not gossip to his downtown-legal-crowd cronies—because he had none. Both combines viewed fully mandated integration and legally vouched housing rights as utopian hoo-haw. The Affluent Negro Combine had their eyes on Lafayette Square. It was a white enclave of once-grand homes now in disrepair. Wide streets, abundant greenery, numerous vacant lots to build on. It was close to their businesses and churches. They saw Lafayette Square as their very own Black Riviera, sans ocean and beachfront. The White Real Estate Combine had pull with the mayor’s office and city council. The three factions hobnobbed and formulated a plan to assure them the first pick of now slovenly homes in need of refurbishment and abandoned lots within Lafayette Square. West Boulevard to the west, Venice Boulevard to the north, Crenshaw to the east, Washington to the south. The mayor’s office and city council swooned for their plan to keep Negro defense workers rigorously contained and flush up against Central Station and cops with downtown foot beats.

			The roundups began in February and March of ’42. It was a rushed and precipitously engaged affair. Legal guidelines were blurred. Ownership deeds were lost, permanently misplaced, ambiguously defined at best. Native-born and legally emigrated Japanese were transported to Manzanar and other camps north and east. Empty houses and apartment buildings rendered Little Tokyo a ghost town. The westside and San Pedro defense plants scrounged up Negro workers. They worked cheap and did not soil up the westside and the prime residential pockets within San Pedro. In the meantime, the Affluent Negro Combine had the gifted Officer Tom Bradley to accomplish their scutwork. The war would not last forever. Lafayette Square could wait. The combines solicited renters for their now-vacant properties. Little Tokyo re-filled. Money was made. His law school tuition fees and living expenses were assured years in advance of his law school attendance. The annexing of long-held private property was a long-term proposition. He knew this. He was ruthless behind his nice-guy façade. He was savvy. He was uncommonly sophisticated in matters such as these.

			

			—

			Tom wrapped it up. We drank our way through the recitation. I was woozy and gobsmacked.

			“The Chief told me you were dirty. I’m sure the whole deal is something of an open secret, and nobody’s inclined to squeeze you with it now.”

			Tom shook his head. “A great many powerful white folks—and black folks—are complicit. And they’re still active in the civic arena, and inclined to forgetfulness. So far as I know, they all support integration and oppose collusive housing bans.”

			I smiled. “Did they put you through law school and cover your expenses?”

			“No. When the time came, I refused their help. The Chief and Virgil Dawes coached me for the bar exam, though. The Chief got me the watch commander’s slot at Wilshire Station. I holed up in my office and hit the books, roll call to roll call.”

			“And now Bill Rumford’s got you atoning. And Virgil Dawes never brought any of this up when he sheep-dipped you to crash the CP?”

			Tom smiled. “No. He never dropped the words ‘repentance,’ ‘renunciation,’ or ‘atonement.’ He sure as shit tweaked my conscience, though.”

			“Tell him I need to talk to him. I’ve got leads on the Weiss case he was teething on, back in ’54. There’s some related questions I’d like to ask him.”

			Tom said, “He’s hosting a bar-b-q at his Leimert Park place, on the eighteenth. I’ll see if I can wrangle you an invitation, and tell him you’re anxious to talk.”
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			(Los Angeles, 9:10 a.m., Tuesday, 11/13/62)

			I hit the confab early. I circled the chairs and laid out ashtrays around Daryl G.’s desk. I sat down and put my feet up on the ledge. I stared down the shrunken head and hexed the Worldwide Communist Conspiracy.

			I distributed my new summary late last night. I described my yak with Morris Gelb and the lead dropped by D. J. Siemers and embellished by Judy Henske.

			Two teenage girls were recruited for the Party—either by D.J. or “some FBI agent.”

			They vanished and were never seen again. I spent this morning on the horn with LAPD and Sheriff ’s Missing Persons. They dredged for MP reports on two young white females. The reports would have been filed during that ’59 time frame when D.J. tried to con Judy into starring in that commie Cry-of-Jazz flick. Both my contacts said, “Sorry, we’ve got zilch.” My report ran fourteen pages. Gelb’s woeful family tale got the bulk of the ink. I summarized his account of Aunt Myra’s life and emphasized the blond, shapely, goyische woman. She was—along with Myra—the lover of Alger Hiss. She also—like Myra—both despised and admired Richard Nixon. I laid out Myra’s nutty ramblings on the Negro executioner she called the Nightbird and described his MO. CP-assigned female killers faltered and called the Nightbird to consummate their botched slayings. Joan Staley told me that Doug Kallman showed her a moronic portrait of a Paul Robesonesque golem who matched the description of Aunt Myra’s senile blathers.

			My report concluded with a riff on my nutty two hours with Joe Shell. I omitted the punchline.

			I suborned him. He thought he suborned me. He hired me to firebomb a left-wing bookshop. I intend to do it.

			Gates and the Hats filed in. They went whew! and took their seats. Max Herman said, “Let’s dump the prosaic shit first. We’re up to seven recanvasses of the Alsace house, and we’ve covered a full-mile radius on the last four. We ran the address through the ‘Suspect Location’ file in with our overall red sheets. It’s a for-sure safe house. There’s never been a premises phone listed with PC Bell. There’s phone jacks, if someone’s got the expertise to rig a plug-in, call-out line.”

			Red Stromwall said, “A final note on the car plates at the Lafayette Square do. We’ve got a ’59 Buick registered to D. J. Siemers, who as we know all too well is the ex-wife of a Sheriff ’s–Treasury man named Virgil Dawes. Here’s something I consider hinky. What’s a certified John Bircher doing at a fair-housing soirée?”

			I said, “D.J., ubiquitous. I circled the Kilkea house with a boom mike Saturday night. I picked up D.J. and another woman chitchatting in the living room, while Hefner and the CTWA dinks were audibly fucking and sucking with a bunch of Bunnies in the bedrooms. I think she’s a fifty-year-old bolshie keeping her hand in, and she’s always gathering information to peddle to some committee or to kick back to the Party itself. Once again, is she in or out?”

			Eddie Benson said, “She’s lez, but she’s been known to swing in the opposite direction. I think she’s ambivalent in more ways than one.”

			That garnered yuks. Gates swiveled his shrunken head to scope all five of us. That garnered more yuks.

			I said, “D.J. may have forged margin notes on a Sheriff ’s red sheet that found its way into our files. The sheet was authored by her then husband, Virgil Dawes, and it pertained to the Dawes theory that the Indigenous Cell is American, and not Russian-derived. CP women are trained to alter files and to bribe civilian police clerks into planting them.”

			Harry Crowder said, “I was checking blue sheets. D.J. got caught up in an ABC raid on Linda’s Little Log Cabin, in April ’55. They were serving booze to high school girls.”

			I lit a cigarette. “I boozed with Tom Bradley, after the riot yesterday. He laid out his old pal Dawes in some detail. Get this. Dawes runs CP plants when the mood hits him. He put Tom in a floater cell, back in ’56, with the Chief ’s consent.”

			That rocked the room. Gates said, “Your boys have been on the Cristero angle for a couple of days now. What have they reported?”

			I said, “I talked to Kareem Denkins an hour ago. I’ve got all three men working the Cristero bit days and surveilling Kilkea nights. Kareem says they’ve hit two dozen churches in Lincoln Heights, Boyle Heights, and that gang turf north of Belmont High. They’ve got six confirmations on Eddie Chacõn coming in, badging the clerical staff, and talking shit about rehabilitating gang boys by immersing them in a venerable Catholic anti-communist group. The clerical folks kicked loose more clerical referrals, but none of them had even heard of the Cristeros, and they wouldn’t divulge the names of the gang boys they put Eddie on to. I’m only running this flank of the investigation to ID our dead girl, given that Cristero tattoo I raised off her hand. Phil Irwin’s been drawing pictures of that tattoo, and all the priests and nuns he’s shown them to have crossed themselves like they’ve seen the Devil himself. And all my men are showing around my death pic and Identikit workup. A dozen priests and nuns have double-clutched. They’ve seen her, they know her, but they will not spill.”

			Max said, “Freddy, here’s something crucial from your notes on Morris Gelb. Myra Weiss’s ‘blond, shapely, goyische’ friend sounds just like our dead girl.”

			“I think she is our dead girl, that she was a plant with the Cristeros, and that Gelb’s repetition of his Aunt Myra’s assertions about the woman confirm it point by point.”

			Red ran them down. “She went to Spain. Myra said she ‘saw and did terrible things.’ She confirmed that hoo-haw about the Negro executioner, but I still don’t believe them. She had a fling with Alger Hiss, and she alternately hated and loved Nixon, just like Myra.”

			I said, “Raise your hand if you think she’s our dead girl.”

			Gates raised his hand. The Hats raised their hands, four across.

			I said, “Spain. ’36 and ’37. D. J. Siemers and our now-anointed dead girl were there. They had to have known each other. Here’s the kicker. I personally showed D.J. my death pic and the Identikit. She examined them and said ‘I’ve never seen her.’ The questions are ‘What is she hiding?’ and ‘Why did she lie?’ ”

			D.J. and the dead girl. They hung there between us. We locked eyes, six across.

			Eddie Benson curveballed the room. “I’m thinking of Joe Shell. Look how he’s hooked in, across this crazy spectrum. He’s Doug Kallman’s shrinkee. Kallman was also Dick Nixon’s shrink, and he was Aunt Myra’s.”

			I came clean. “Shell’s non compos mental. He thought he was suborning me, but I was suborning him. He dangled some bait. I cut him some line slack and grabbed it. I’m going to firebomb a left-wing bookshop. Shell’s paying me fifteen grand.”

			The room swerved. All eyes swerved to Daryl Gates. Daryl said, “Do it. Book the money into evidence. We’ll collude on a backstory later. We’ll have to prevent Shell from appearing before the grand jury. Tell him that suborning this act will protect him.”

			Max said, “We can always cite national security.”

			Red said, “The threat of communism usually works.”

			Eddie said, “If Shell’s in with the commies, he’s playing a money angle.”

			Harry said, “The CPUSA is broke. This missile-crisis grief is making it worse. The CP hierarchy has got to be leaning on the CTWA.”

			Red lit a cigarette. “You know that old adage, ‘politics makes for strange bedfellows’? Come on. Hugh Hefner, Tommy Tucker, and Joe Shell. Okay, Freddy put the fear of God into Hefner and Tucker, but how long will the warning last?”

			Gates squeezed his jade paperweight. “Tommy’s an incorrigible criminal. He’s bent in the manner of all bail bondsmen, and now he’s got that strip of the former ‘Playboy City’ motels to work out of.”

			Eddie said, “He’s announcing a grand reopening. I drove down La Brea and saw billboards from Washington to Jefferson.”

			I faked a cough and popped two Dexies. I was itchy to hobnob with my guys and devise a get-inside-Kilkea-and-hotwire-it strategy.

			“Let’s not forget the Salt-and-Pepper jobs. For one thing, those pukes shot and seriously wounded an LAPD man. Two, look how far apart the locations of their scores are, and how these guys only clout cash and jewels, from victims that look like they shouldn’t possess cash and jewels. And, the jewels—so far—have never been insured, and I checked a Burglary Division circular. Burglary dicks have checked every pawnshop and known fence in L.A., with zero results. Also, I should restate this. I was in Virgil Dawes’s office, and he had a Burglary Division file on his desk. And, most tellingly—Dawes braced Tommy Tucker for dirt on the Salt-and-Pepper jobs.”

			Harry checked his watch. Gates was antsy. He squeezed his jade paperweight tight-tight.

			“Here’s some new news to goose all this recap. It pertains to the Alsace recanvasses. Three eyewits have described a ‘tall, fair-skinned but obviously Latin-type woman,’ going in late at night and dropping off grocery bags. Let’s remember this. Ray Pinker’s walking portrait inside the house turned up rug marks made by a tall woman with a long stride, wearing pointy-toe flats. Also, I should remind you all that eyewits saw two tall—but nobody specified Mex for either of them—women running from the scene of the Weiss snuffs, and one of them probably left a Weiss blood spill on the pay-phone floor when she called the guy who finished them off. The Weisses’ blood was typed back in ’54. There were a few other, more minute spills. They weren’t tested—but we might be able to pull gender markers off of them. Testing procedures have improved since eight years ago.”

			I made the jerkoff sign. “Maybe she called that cartoon guy, the Nightbird.”

			Red made the jerkoff sign. “I checked the moniker file for that ‘Nightbird’ handle and got double-zero.”

			Eddie said, “Let’s get back to the Mex woman. A neighborhood lady reported a woman who matched that description going through the trash cans outside the safe house, and photographing the trash. Now, there’s an L.A. Fed named Mitch Norby. They call him the ‘Trashman.’ He’s been taking in used-up CP defectors for years.”

			I said, “Here’s our best lead. The shapely blond woman sounds like our victim. Okay, Myra Weiss was senile when she was talking up all that ‘shapely blond’ and ‘Nightbird’ shit, but it’s still our best lead toward ID’ing our victim.”

			Gates tapped his watch. “Freddy, Mayor Yorty wants to see us in his office, tonight at 5:00. Also, the Chief confirmed what Tom Bradley told you. Transom’s planning to sandbag Bill Rumford, and the Chief wants you to smash it flat and let it serve as a warning.”

			I cracked my knuckles. “I’ve gone over the so-called ‘death threats’ on Tom and Gil Lindsay, and they’re just kid-phone-prank bullshit. Also, per the AG’s hard-on to oust commies from the Rumford campaign, I’ve got Ben Davis 3 on that. He’s ex-CP, and he’s encyclopedic when it comes to names and faces. He’s checking out employment applications as we speak.”

			Red quashed a big yawn. “We haven’t discussed the matter of the expunged tattoos on Doug Kallman’s back. I’m not sure that they’re x-ed out or inverted crosses, a là the Cristeros. It might just be shit like ‘Doug loves Sally.’ Plus, Joan Staley fed you the skinny, and she’s crazy.”

			Gates’s intercom buzzed. His secretary said, “Lieutenant, the attorney general on line four.”

			Ratfuck Bobby himself. The room tone flatlined.

			Gates punched “4” and picked up. He said, “Good morning, General.”

			Flat silence extended. Ruddy Daryl Gates went pale. He futzed with his shrunken head. He went pale green. He dropped the head. It bounced off his desk blotter and hit the floor.

			The flat-out silence built. I timed it off my wristwatch. Four minutes ticked by. Gates said, “I’ll have the lieutenant take care of it,” and hung up.

			He breathed out, he cleared his throat, he squared his necktie.

			“Eddie Chacõn is dead. He was executed in Havana, shortly after his arrival. He was scalped. His scalp was packed in dry ice and somehow transported to Miami. From there, it was express-mailed to the Plaza Hotel in Hollywood. The U.S. Post Office keeps a large courier box in the lobby to receive and send out the mail of registered guests. From there, it was routed to General Kennedy’s home, outside D.C. The General doesn’t want the word to go out at Justice, and specifically to the FBI. Two Justice lawyers he trusts have repacked the scalp and transported it back to the Hollywood Plaza. They flew government transport, overnight. The two men laid down the law to the manager. The General does not want Federal forensic crews or pathologists to view this evidence. As of now, nobody on the Federal end knows the name of the recipient at the hotel who facilitated the transfer. An unknown and barely seen male guest in Suite 621 is the most likely suspect. The suite has been sealed. It has not undergone forensic scrutiny. The scalp is currently in the kitchen refrigerator. Freddy, he wants you to do the forensic and report to me. He mentioned some work you did last summer for him. The scalp will go to Ray Pinker and Coroner Curphey for final disposition.”

			I crossed myself.

			Eddie, you silly cocksucker.
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			(Los Angeles, 11:50 a.m., Tuesday, 11/13/62)

			Hollywood and Vine. It late-a.m. bustled. A bellman met us in the parking lot. He wheeled a large baggage cart. Max and Harry hit the lobby ahead of me. They lugged fingerprint kits. Their job: elimination-print the full hotel staff. Log the last time staffers stepped inside suite 621.

			I lingered by our F-car and ran down the chronology. Gates got it from Ratfuck Bobby and passed it on to me. The Eddie Chacõn De-scalping Show ran lickety-split. I strongarmed and hospitalized Eddie on Friday night, 11/9. He ambulanced from Queen of Angels to the National Guard airport and flew east at 11:00 p.m. The D.C. flight took five hours. A Justice prop jet transported Eddie and twenty other rowdy exiles down to Havana, muy pronto. They were snuffed on arrival, predawn on Saturday.

			The severed scalp required special handling. It was flown to Miami and private-planed to L.A. later that day. Informed surmise told me that. Daryl Gates and the Hats co-signed it. The rest is wild-ass speculative.

			Castro’s shitheel minions wanted Ratfuck Bobby to know THIS:

			The CTWA passed the scalp on for reshipment to D.C. A man checked into suite 621 on Saturday night. The scalp was repackaged and placed in the USPS Plaza shipment box on Sunday morning. It was urgent/expedite returned to Ratfuck’s home at Hickory Hill. Ratfuck and three of his kids opened the box and viewed the scalp. Ratfuck shipped it back to the Hollywood Plaza and browbeat the hotel manager. He told him to clear suite 621 and place the box in the kitchen refrigerator. He wanted me to see it intact/in situ.

			The unknown hotel guest split the hotel on Sunday morning. The AG called Daryl Gates two hours ago. Suite 621 has remained empty since the unknown man left. No cleaning crews have tended to it. The suite has remained forensically certified virgin since the unknown man walked out the door.

			The CTWA building is three blocks west and nine blocks south of the Hollywood Plaza. The severed-scalp transport avenged LAPD’s trash job on the Crown Liquor building. Robert F. Kennedy told Daryl F. Gates, “Your job is threefold now, Lieutenant. The Weiss homicides, the dead-woman homicide, destroy the CTWA. It’s my Intel probe, and I demand that you accomplish these three tasks to my satisfaction. My young children saw the severed scalp of their Uncle Eddie. He was very kind to them. I would advise you to give Fred Otash and the Hat Squad free rein.”

			I unloaded the trunk and placed my three suitcase bags on the baggage cart. I wheeled it out to the sidewalk and through the lobby. I saw the USPS-mail transfer box. Gates told me the Postal Inspection cops were working that end. Max and Harry were rounding up hotel employees and jotting clipboard notes. The lobby was jam-packed. Max and Harry had thirty-odd people to print. If I turned up full-latents or partials, I’d have thirty-odd cards to review.

			I wedged the cart into an empty elevator and pushed “6.” I zoomed upstairs. The doors slid open. I looked left and saw two Justice-drone types flanking a double doorway. They saluted me, swung the doors wide, and went after you.

			There’s suite 621.

			I locked myself in. The jumbo living room was done up mid-century mod. The wall-to-wall carpet was a street-grit suction cup. The floral-print wallpaper was flat-matte finished and would sustain full latent prints and visibly offset smudges and smears.

			I rolled on tight rubber gloves. I walked the suite. I saved the kitchen and the refrigerator for last.

			The living room. Purple-and-beige-upholstered sofa and chairs. Rough nubby-wool fabric. The wall-to-wall: dark green, spongy fabric, probably acrylic. I stamped my right foot down in three spots. The piles bounced back, resilient. That meant no walking-portrait indentations.

			One large window/due east exposure/beige venetian blinds. I pulled the cord and looked out. There’s the Brown Derby and the Taft building. That’s the Miller High Life neon sign on top.

			The pocket dining room. Round expandable table, mock-teakwood constructed, four matching chairs. Violet wall-to-wall carpet. The same spongy fabric as the living room. Striped red, white, and blue wallpaper. Flat-matte wallpaper. More print-magnet surfaces to dust.

			The bathroom. Black-and-white-checkerboard-tile walls and shower stall. Oversized bathtub. Red washcloths draped on a white porcelain sink ledge. Used recently but stiff now. No soap residue or rinsed-razor schmutz in the bowl. No beard stubble to analyze.

			The bedroom. There’s a find.

			There had been no maid service between then and now. Daryl Gates told me that. Hotel guests rarely make their beds. They leave that for the chambermaids. They straighten the covers at best. The man was splitting Sunday morning, he would not be returning, why make the bed?

			The bed was a savor-and-save-for-later item. I would unmake it, photograph it, close-scrutinize it, vacuum it, spray it, and rip off swatches to analyze for stains.

			I gulped and walked into the kitchen. It was all too too white. Glossy white-painted cabinets. Small three-burner stove and pull-open oven. Recent vintage Kold King refrigerator.

			I opened the door. Cold air hit me. There’s the urgent/expedite shipping box.

			Not you, not yet. Let me savor you first. Hans Maslick believed that grisly evidence possessed souls akin to those of human beings. They were vengeful and demanded acuity and vigilance.

			I walked back to the living room and unpacked my suitcases. I inventoried this:

			My fingerprint kit. Ink, brushes, powder, print-blow-up camera. My Polaroid camera. Twelve flashbulb strips with eight bulbs preloaded in. Three forensic arc lights: wide angle, short focus, handheld/up close. Two-tiered tool tray on casters. Three forensic vacuums/nozzles in four sizes/brush dimensions in six widths. Varied horsehair densities to sweep wide or go in tight-tight. One single lens and one double lens instant-comparison microscope. Spritz atomizers—with ninhydrin to clarify print swirls, luminol to raise bloodstains, acid phosphatase to pull semen spills. Beakers, siphons, test tubes, a forensic hot plate. Forty glassine evidence envelopes, a toolkit specifically designed to dismantle drain traps, cellular narcology textbooks, ballistics texts, and a beat-up copy of Hans Maslick’s Advanced Forensics for Police Officers, 1939, translated from the German. Maslick was in the Gestapo then. Plus test kits to determine the presence of heroin, opium, morphine, amphetamine compounds, barbiturates, and medicinal narcotics in urine, saliva, and blood.

			Plus a thermos full of cask-strength jungle juice.

			Print sweeps and fiber pulls first. Max and Harry would slide a set of blowup photo glossies under the living-room door once they’d printed the hotel staff. Hollywood Station was a mile southwest. It featured a police lab and darkroom. They’d do the blowup work there.

			Touch-and-grab surfaces first. Doorknobs, drawer pulls, door ledges. They were the most obvious print-lift locales. I laid out ink pads, brushes, print powder, lift tape, and print camera on my tray. I rewalked the suite and counted doorknobs, drawer pulls, door ledges. I dusted Living-Room Drawer #1. I got nineteen total hits. I hit SHIT FUCK/SHIT FUCK/SHIT FUCK straight off.

			Rubber-glove prints. Smooth-textured. Scalp Man had big hands. The latexed fingertips were stretched long and wide.

			He was right-handed. The pull trajectories ran right to left. I opened all three living-room drawers. All were empty. I got more, more, and more of the same.

			I dusted Drawers #2 and #3. Red powder on white-enamel paint. I turned three glove-print sets and got sharp-contrast look-sees. Scalp Man opened all three drawers to see what was inside.

			I Polaroid-snapped the three hand spans. Scalp Man had huge thumbs. Flashbulb glare bombarded and double-visioned me. I laid the snapshots on the baggage cart to let them dry.

			Tradecraft, obfuscation. Scalp Man wore gloves at all times in suite 621.

			I dusted and photographed the bathroom cabinet and kitchen cabinet drawer pulls. The bedroom cabinet drawer pulls, likewise. I popped a sweat. I swigged jungle juice and got electrified. Forensic shitwork with forgone conclusions. Scalp Man was just that schooled and fanatically thorough. The made-up bed drew my eyes. It titillated and tantalized me. Something wrong happened there—I knew it.

			I dusted every door ledge in suite 621. Bedroom-to-living-room door, kitchen door, bathroom-to-kitchen door. Every ledge came up pristine. Why photograph clean surfaces? I was oversupplied with drawer-pull pix. They served as my Scalp Man template.

			I assumed Scalp Man’s perspective. He wakes up in the middle of the night. The gloves are cramping his circulation. He’s thirsty. He walks into the kitchen to guzzle tap water. He works the sink knobs with his bare knuckles and leaves no prints. The original scalp box is stashed in the fridge. He’s a sick psychopath, and he’s got to look. He hooks a full bare finger around the refrigerator handle and pops the door. He leaves no prints. He scopes the scalp box. He pops a woodstick. He gets split-second careless. He pushes the door shut with his right-hand fingertips.

			The door was glossy-white stainless steel. I gathered up my print shit and dusted the door, top to bottom. My brain-to-brain stint with Scalp Man paid off. I pulled a middle-fingertip latent print.

			Whorls, swirls, one tented arch. Very partial. Roughly one-fifth of one digit. I photographed said partial. It was not courtroom valid. I could compare it to Max and Harry’s elimination sets.

			Let’s say hello to Mr. Scalp. I succumbed to the urge for cheap kicks and popped the refrigerator door. There’s the box. It looked like it did the first time I saw it. I thought scalp/bed, scalp/bed, scalp/bed—and pushed the fridge door shut.

			Eddie Chacõn and me. He was Cuban, I’m an Arab. We’ve both got thick black hair. We caroused last summer. We pulled a black-bag job for Ratfuck Bobby. We split some stray contraband at a profit.

			I put off the print-lift wall work. People don’t touch flush-walled surfaces. I put off the fabric-covered venetian blinds. They wouldn’t sustain latents. I got out my vaccum gear and got down on my knees. Trace elements, street gack, extraneous shoe grit. Potential left-behind evidence to pinpoint interior milieus.

			I arrayed my nozzles. I had large wall-to-wall carpets to sweep. I went with a wide-width/stiff-horsehair combo. I willed my brain numb. I had to comb every carpeted surface in the suite, grid to grid. I hit my knees and swept.

			I got clean pulls and tight tugs. I got the little click-clicks that indicated I hit something minute. My back spasmed. I slurped jungle juice and alleviated the ache. I wall-to-wall swept every surface in one hour and fourteen minutes.

			The sweep vibed low-yield. I jiggled the vacuum bag and got faint click-clicks. I unzipped the top and penlight-flashed the contents. Trace-element analysis requires full-lab technology and expertise. I could eyeball vacuumed debris and indulge guesswork. I saw minute particles of incomprehensible grit and what might have been a smallish movie-film snip.

			My thoughts zoomed to the Creative Trade Workers Alliance. It was close by the hotel. It was surely the Havana-to-Miami-to-L.A. end of the line. It was staffed by Spanish Civil War vets known to be expeditiously brutal and ghoulishly sadistic as well. I was going off unattributed red-sheet data and third and fourth-hand tattle. The CTWA was a criminal cartel run by vicious war criminals. The Indigenous Cell fiends reposed in plain sight there—if they existed beyond the collective commie mindset/imagination. The purported “Worst of the Worst”/Indigenous Cell/Four Party Marriage Brothers/One Mommy/Four Daddys/Spanish Civil War Rape Kingpins—WERE the CTWA. Ratfuck Bobby Kennedy now demanded that we burn the cocksuckers, one and all. The CTWA had a film-processing lab on the premises. I was sure of it. The small film snip in the vacuum bag might have come from there.

			I was reaching. I knew it. I was jungle-juiced from Hollywood and Vine to the Planet Mars. I had to tighten up my wig before I hit the scalp box and the hinky made-up bed.

			Let’s slow it up. Let’s go prosaic. Let’s print-dust the far side living-room wall.

			I worked left to right, north-wall juncture to south-wall juncture. I spread my brush powder wide and eyeball-tracked the adherent consistency with a magnifying glass. The consistency stayed uniformly smooth and flat, until—

			I’d tapped one third of the wall space, one half hour in. I hit two sets of smooth rubber-glove prints.

			The larger set of prints was splayed flat and spread wide apart. They were Scalp Man’s prints, for sure. They exactly matched the dimensions of Scalp Man’s prints on doorknobs and drawer pulls. A second set of much smaller glove prints were wall-etched within Scalp Man’s spread. They were pressed close together and bespoke a wall-bracing posture. The print size denoted a small-handed woman. Scalp Man’s wide arc and flat-splayed print pattern bespoke an encompassing and containing pose.

			I stepped back and eyeballed the wall swath. I arc-light-illuminated it and photographed it. I studied it from four different angles and concluded this:

			Scalp Man screwed a woman from behind, braced up against this wall.

			His feet would have been planted on shag carpet. His feet would have been planted at a farther up, toes against the carpet-wall juncture point.

			He completes and withdraws. Spilled semen and vaginal secretions. He might be a forensic secretor. He might reveal his blood type in his ejaculate. The woman might have secreted blood traces. Scalp Man might have played rough and inflicted abrasions. The state of her menstrual cycle would have played in. Women very rarely secrete their blood type in sexual arousal flow.

			I grabbed my toolkit scissors and cut a wide swatch of carpet right where Scalp Man and the woman would have stood. Any coitus completion fluids would have dripped there.

			The carpet swatch was ten inches by ten inches square. I grabbed my acid-phosphatase-test atomizer and walked into the kitchen. I spread the swatch out on the kitchen sideboard and spritzed it. I allowed ten minutes for liquid to permeate fabric. I walked back to my evidence kit and returned with my single-lens microscope.

			I ran every millimeter of the swatch under the lens and hit negative for the presence of semen.

			Scalp Man wore a condom. He removed it in the bathroom and flushed the condom down the toilet.

			The woman:

			Wife, steady girlfriend? No, this whipdick wasn’t the type. Street prostitute, Playboy playmate from the Kilkea stock, call girl from the 8612 smorgasboard?

			The woman could ID Scalp Man. She might be able to provide a name. His surname would contain an anagram. It would feature the letters M, A, K for Makarov. I believed that bit of CTWA lore.

			I walked back to the living room. A manila envelope poked out of the bottom door crack. Max and Harry had finished their print-elimination run. I grabbed my snapshot of the partial on the refrigerator door. I took the envelope and my extant print photo into the kitchen and worked my way through thirty-two blowups.

			It went fast. I was looking to match or refute middle fingers/digit tops. I went through Max and Harry’s thirty-two rolls in under twenty minutes. No news is good news. I got no match. Scalp Man was not a wage slave at the Hollywood Plaza Hotel.

			I fucking ached to get to the scalp and the bed. I chugged jungle juice and circuited the solar system. I zipped suite 621 to the Planet Mars out to the Planet Pluto. I walked out to the living room and stared at the spot where Scalp Man poked Unknown Woman. I entered Scalp Man’s head and brain-screened his postcoital state.

			He’s spent, he’s relieved, what he thinks next depends on his relationship to the woman. He’s popped his rocks and might want her gone. He might want to keep her around for a reprise. A connection torqued me. I’d been wearing tight rubber gloves for hours now. My fingers ached. Scalp Man braced his glove-clad hands on the wall for his coupling with Unknown Woman. His hands had to ache baaaaad. He would have reflexively removed his gloves and flexed his hands against something close by.

			I went eyes left and eyes right. I saw a standing floor lamp within reflex reach of Scalp Man’s right hand. A thick smooth metal pole covered the floor base to the bulb housing. I snatched my print powder and brush and gave the pole a thorough wraparound dusting.

			Bingo, eureka, three-cherry jackpot. It’s right there in the grab-and-flex range of a midsized man.

			Partial Latent Print #2. A left-side quadrant. Loops and whorls, with obvious print-eradication tissue beneath it.

			Old scar tissue. As in decades old. I shut my eyes. I saw typed text on musty book paper. Words typed themselves out across my brainpan, letter by letter.

			From Hans Maslick’s Advanced Forensics for Police Officers, 1939, translated from the German.

			The notion of altering human fingertips is patently ridiculous, although unscrupulous and greedy plastic surgeons have attempted it in Europe in the wake of the recent Spanish Civil War, and in America in the mid-’30’s, at the time of rampaging robbery gangs in the Midwest, such as the Dillinger, “Baby Face” Nelson, Pretty Boy Floyd, Alvin Karpis, and Ma Barker gangs, who killed numerous policemen, Federal agents, and civilians before meeting violent ends themselves. It was commonly known in German police circles that many American “mad-dog” robber-killers and Spanish Civil War rapist-killers of the communist ilk, fighting under the aegis of the International Brigade, sought out plastic surgeons “known to be proficient in fingerprint alteration” and had surgery performed upon them. Ha! The “surgery” was in fact an exercise in butchery, which left permanent and identifiable flat and smooth scarring. The most radical elements within the communist terror apparatus had been admonished—under penalty of death—never to submit to police fingerprints. Nevertheless, many of them stupidly believed that fingerprint alteration would grant them an enhanced degree of protection. Ironically, a number of greedy plastic surgeons in Spain, Italy, France, and Germany were murdered by former patients enraged that the “foolproof” procedure failed. The murders were perpetrated in the classic NKVD fashion. Two assassins armed with Makarov automatics shot the physicians in the back of the head.

			Maslick’s encyclopedic recollection. My eidetic memory. The no-fingerprinting edict—attributed to the masters of the Indigenous Cell and first affirmed by my red-sheet study.

			I reeled. Spots blipped across my eyes. My forensic was almost complete. The Scalp and the Bed/the Scalp and the Bed/the Scalp and the Bed. I capitulated and went for the scalp first.

			I fast-walked to the kitchen and pulled the box out of the refrigerator. I rummaged drawers and chose a carving knife. I stabbed the top of the box. I punctured a textured cold pouch and loosed dry-ice fumes. I stumbled backward and stayed clear of a scalding. The fumes dissipated. I waited a full minute for a cooldown. I tore the box and the rest of the cold pouch apart with my bare hands.

			There’s Eddie Chacõn’s scalp. Thick black hair. Metallic glints within the tufts. I picked them up and held them up to the ceiling light. I recognized fragments of explosive-tipped 9mm-Parabellums. Eddie took two Makarov pops to the back of the head.

			The scalp weighed more than it should. I flipped it over. The tissue between hair and bone had been sutured. A white-cotton protective crown had been glued on and stitched into it. A chin strap was affixed to the crown. It buttoned at the bottom. The scalp was meant to be worn.

			I looked sidelong into the bedroom. The bed glowed radioactive now. I fast-walked in and unmade the bed. My hands spasmed. I willed myself to work slow.

			I pulled back the coverlet and turned back the blanket. I saw fragments of Eddie’s thick black hair on the pillows. I saw small gnawed-on pieces of the white-cotton chin strap beside them. They were stiff with congealed saliva.

			The oversheet. I knew what I’d find there. I weaved back to the living room and grabbed my acid-phosphatase-test atomizer.

			I pulled the blanket all the way back. The oversheet was fully exposed. The fabric was pale green and white suffused with foreign matter. The amount of stiff ejaculate shocked me. It soaked through the sheet in overlapped spills. I plucked at the sheet and got no give. It adhered to the bottom sheet and the mattress pad beneath it.
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			(Los Angeles, 5:40 p.m., Tuesday, 11/13/62)

			Mayor Sam held court. He put on the dog for select LAPD and Sheriff ’s personnel. His office exceeded capacious. Gates and I got the green leather couch. Mayor Sam got the throne chair. The happy hour kicked off at 2:45. Mayor Sam was half in the bag.

			“How’s this big probe of yours coming along? I think it’s injudiciously conceived. It’s a smoke screen for the Kennedys to weed out reds in the civil-wrongs movement and sanitize their coerced-brotherhood agenda. People gravitate to their own kind, and that includes those of the same skin tone. And the Rumford Act? I’ll sell my house to whoever I damn well please, and chances are, they’ll be white folks who’ll vote to reelect me.”

			Gates and I sipped Mayor Sam’s trademark Singapore slings. I was still shell-shocked. Gates looked shell-shocked. I laid out suite 621 driving over.

			Mayor Sam relaunched. “I hate the commies, but they’re on a life-support hookup now. When I was a kid in Congress, back in the ’30s, commie women would screw you to secure a donation or drag you to a cell meeting. I poured the pork to Dorothy Healey roughly six thousand times.”

			Gates yukked. I yukked. It was halfhearted. The Scalp and the Bed scrolled through my head in slow motion.

			Mayor Sam said, “What’s going on at Washington and La Brea? My man Mike Bayless told me Tommy Tucker’s still making with the mischief. Hugh Hefner pulled out of that integrated Playboy snafu of his, but Tommy T.’s bootjacked the property, and he’s got a state liquor license, already. Tommy snitches for the L.A. ABC office, and they’re moving his application along.”

			Gates sipped his drink. His color receded, shock-pale to plain queasy.

			“Integration’s going on, Mayor Sam. I got a tip that Washington and La Brea plans to secede from L.A. proper. Freddy’s punch-out on Tommy Tucker only served to fire him up.”

			I lit a cigarette. “The Chief ’s still afraid of a backlash, if LAPD hits too hard on the Oreo Strip. Bradley, Lindsay, and Rumford are still nesting there, scrounging donations for the housing act. It’ll calm down, eventually. But I was going to hit you up for a block-party permit, to ease the grief when all the ruckus abates and the LAPD resumes full enforcement.”

			Mayor Sam replied. “Sure, I’ll issue your permit—but how will Bill Parker react?”

			Gates killed off his drink. He twirled his glass on Mayor Sam’s mock-ebony table.

			“The Chief ’s in and out of Kwan’s. He comes in to work and sends out for a jug, first thing. He’s lubed by lunchtime, and I think he’s incorrigible.”

			I crushed my cigarette. “It’s preventing him from meddling in the probe, and that’s a blessing. The Feds are out, the Sheriff ’s were never in, so it’s LAPD’s exclusive show now. The Chief would have gone hog wild with that kind of autonomy, so Daryl’s running things, and he’ll serve as a moderating force until we cinch up this deal.”

			Mayor Sam bored in. “You’re my choice for chief when Bill Parker steps down, Daryl. And I want the cocksucker to step down, and he should step down, because he extorted me into the fold, and it still rankles. You’re young, and Tom Reddin and Ed Davis have got more burnished credentials, but you emit that JFK/New Frontier aura, even though I’ve heard that JFK’s a closet fruit, and all his womanizing is nothing but a shuck to hide the fact that he’s a boy-banger.”

			I yukked. “Who’s your source on that, Mayor Sam?”

			“Joe Shell’s my source. Look, let’s cut the shit. I’m a Democrat, but I veer right. Especially on shit like this fair-housing monkey business.”

			Gates cleared his throat. “Is there anything you need, Mayor Sam?”

			“I need a Swiss bank account, a blow job from Doris Day, and a big raise for serving as mayor of this turning-to-shit, integrated metropolis. What I need from you is twofold. One, stick close to Bradley, Lindsay, and Rumford, even though that nutty housing act doesn’t go to the voters until next year. Two, I need to issue a warning to you, Freddy. This comes straight from my man, Mike Bayless, who I know you clashed with during that tsuris last summer. Shockingly, given that Motel Mike’s my bodyguard, he’s best friends with a colored jazz musician named Reggie Farrington, and he’s poking Farrington’s admittedly good-looking kid sister. Mike told me to warn you that Reggie intends to kill you, and he ain’t woofin’ about that. Forewarned is forearmed, and I would advise you and the Hats to make Reggie disappear before he can try anything untoward. Lastly, Mike’s got a source at the governor’s office, so he’s privy to lots of good scuttlebutt. The source told Mike that you told that prick Bob Haldeman to fuck off, and it so impressed Governor Brown that he asked me to relay a message to you and Bill Parker. If the Chief continues to lay off the Oreo Strip so that Tom Bradley can rake in some good Rumford contributions, he’ll appoint him deputy attorney general for major crimes, which is a hell of a prestige gig, and would make Bill Parker a shoo-in to become attorney general for the State of California, once that numbnuts currently holding down the job retires before the ’64 elections.”

			I said, “Not bad.”

			Daryl Gates whistled.

			

			—

			The City Hall parking lot was night-shift deserted and near hushed. We sat in Gates’s F-car and passed my flask back and forth.

			I said, “Suite 621. There’s two ways we can go on it.”

			Gates said, “You’re right. Eddie Chacõn was killed in Havana, and we’re not obliged to investigate a homicide that occurred on foreign soil. Conversely, Bob Kennedy expanded our mandate in no uncertain terms. We are to take down the CTWA as well as notch solves on the Weiss snuffs and the dead-girl job. If we accomplish all three, we’ll earn the AG’s gratitude and his undying patronage, and we’ve got to secure it at all costs.”

			I glugged cask-strength scotch. My thoughts boomeranged. Suite 621/Judy, Suite 621/Judy. My brain ticker-tape-scrolled.

			“Hear me out on this, Daryl. The Hats are chasing boxes on the Weiss caper. My guys are overworked. The Cristero front is flat-stalled. Three men, ten-hour shifts, and their Catholic church and admin approach has gone nowhere. A dozen priests, nuns, and lay administrators have scoped my death sketch and the Identikit on the dead girl. My guys have laid her out as a commie and a Spanish Civil War vet, and all these particular humps have done is double-clutch and say, ‘No, I’ve never seen her.’ That’s a dozen bogus denials and two hundred sincere ones. If you conclude that Myra Weiss’s ‘blond, shapely, goyische’ younger woman is our victim, and we both do, then that’s our bottom line. The Cristeros are a joke, Eddie Chacõn’s dead, and my guys are working nights on the Kilkea pad. We’ve got to ID the woman our Scalp Man poked in suite 621. Let’s drop the Cristero front and put my guys on that as their day work. And I’ve got a damn good notion as to where they should start.”

			Gates glugged high-test scotch. He went ruddy to vein-popping red.

			“If you’re thinking 8612, I agree. If you’re thinking the Bunny dorm at Kilkea, I don’t disagree. I know your guys have shot film on the Bunnies, going in and out of the place. You’ve got copies, and you can show them to the staff at the Hollywood Plaza and try to log ID’s. Meanwhile, your guys can triangulate outside 8612 and shoot long-lens pix of all the for-hire women coming and going.”

			I said, “Roger that. In the meantime, you can solicit Bob Kennedy and tell him, ‘Okay, you’ve increased our workload by thirty-three percent, so if you really want the CTWA to fall, as vengeance for Eddie Chacõn or on GP, shoot us some buy-off witness bread. I’m thinking of ten grand for Joan Staley.”

			Gates said, “I’ll call him tomorrow. Our AG’s a piece of work, you know. He sends Eddie off to be killed, and then he gets all outraged over the scalp deal.”

			“ ‘Piece of work’ doesn’t begin to describe Robert F. Kennedy. He saved me from a murder rap on that deal of ours last summer, but I’m sure he’ll nickel-and-dime us on the CTWA end of this deal.”

			The car heated up. Gates kicked on the AC.

			“I’m thinking aloud here, and I’m thinking ‘connective tissue.’ First and most recently, we’ve got Scalp Man. He’s the L.A. transfer man for the scalp, he’s obviously CTWA, given the proximity of the union and the Hollywood Plaza, plus the fact that he has the CTWA psycho-killer/rape-o profile. He screws a woman up against a wall in 621, and he takes the scalp to bed with him and pulls his pud X number of times. He stitched that protective covering and chin strap to the scalp, Freddy. The scalp was unadorned when the AG received it. This cat is nothing but psychosexual, the Weiss snuffs and dead-girl job were psychosexual, so that makes for psychosexual connections across all three flanks of the probe.”

			I glugged scotch. It overloaded me. 621 wrung me out. I needed to go home, fall down, and sleep.

			“Psychosexual motives and political motives combined. Myra Weiss knew the blond/shapely/goyische woman in Spain. Morris Gelb said his Aunt Myra ‘saw and did terrible things.’ Myra and the dead woman were both Alger Hiss inamoratas. They both loved and hated him and had the same ambivalent deal going with Dick Nixon. The Weisses were planning to extort Nixon. Nixon was the last one to see the dead woman alive. These two motive strains cohere right there. Sholem Weiss was a financial wizard. He could represent a money motive on top of the first two.”

			Gates yawned. I yawned. I saw Motel Mike Bayless wheel his ’59 Fairlane through the garage. He didn’t register the F-car and Gates and me. He pulled up and parked by the elevator bank. He got out and hit the near elevator. The door stood open. He got in and zipped upstairs.

			I said, “He’s meeting Mayor Sam. Sambo’s addressing the Jonathan Club tonight.”

			Gates said, “His passenger-side door’s ajar. He’s tight with Reggie Farrington, warning or no warning. Give the car a toss. I’ll stand point by the elevator.”

			I nodded. We got out and walked over. Gates stood by the elevator door. I cracked the passenger door and slid into the front seat.

			I got out my penlight. The front and back seats were spiff-clean and clutter free. I pushed the glove-compartment button. The door popped down, easy. I penlight-flashed the interior.

			A .32 snub-nose in a clamshell rig. A pint of Jim Beam and a glassine bag of maryjane. A stack of invoices issued by Feldschmitt Industrial Chemicals.

			I quick-scanned the bills. Motel Mike purchased large quantities of the chemical Lorhipten. I studied it in my college criminalistics class, back in ’46.

			Lorhipten. Industrial stink defuser. It allays soil erosion. It’s used to age paper for faux collector books. It’s used to age counterfeit money and preserve legitimate bills. The U.S. Treasury Department keeps large quantities on hand.

			It hit me then. October 29th. The shots fired outside Kilkea. Gates and I responded. The backyard bomb shelter in progress. “Joe Shell Bomb Shelters: Shelter with Shell.” That familiar smell I smelled then. That smell I first smelled at a college seminar. The smell I smelled in a corridor upside Virgil Dawes’s office.

			I got out my Minox mini-camera. I shot each and every invoice, up close and in tight.
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			(Los Angeles, 8:10 a.m., Wednesday, 11/14/62)

			I shitworked at home. I ran up my phone bill and stayed even on loose ends. I wrote an explicitly detailed report on my suite 621 forensic and the Lorhipten invoices I’d seen in Mike Bayless’s car. I telefaxed it to Daryl Gates and the Hats. I’d dropped off my print blowups, perspective photographs, and carpet-vacuum yield with Ray Pinker at the lab late last night. I included the chin strap from the scalp mask that Scalp Man gnawed on. Some men secrete blood-type markers in their saliva. I included jizz-stiff sheet swatches off the bed. It was alllll a long longshot.

			I pulled my guys off the nowheresville Cristero end of the job and put them on the photographic job at 8612 Brighton. Position yourself outside of 8612 and in the lobby. Snap the call girls and “artists’ models” going in and out of the building.

			I took a phone break and drove to the Hollywood Plaza. It was a blitzkrieg attempt to ID the woman who frolicked with Scalp Man. I assembled the hotel staff and showed them the pix my guys shot of Playboy Bunnies entering and leaving the Kilkea Bunny dorm/orgy house. I logged straight negative responses.

			More phone work boded. I drove home and called the U.S. Postal Inspection Service. I inquired per Lorhipten. Was it a regulated and tracked industrial compound, given its possible criminal usage? The agent said it was, indeed. Suppliers forwarded all submitted orders to the Postal Inspection cops. The agent read off a list of local L.A. residents who had ordered Lorhipten to “retard soil decay.” Among the many anonymous names he read off, four familiar names ditzed me:

			Michael J. Bayless, Joe Shell, Virgil Dawes, and that ex-cop/barkeep nut I’d met last summer, Norm Krause.

			I recalled Virgil Dawes’s perennial quotes: “Some men stole something dear to me” and “Some men destroyed my relationship with Charles Lindbergh.” My new reactive conclusion:

			Dawes was the boss of the counterfeiting squad at the L.A. Treasury office. Was the “something dear” real or counterfeit money? Did those particular thieves destroy T-man Virgil’s relationship with Lucky Lindy?

			My DMV contact finally called me. He ran down the registered owners of the plate numbers I’d snapped on my creepy-crawly night around Kilkea. 98.9 percent of the cars were owned by anonymous schlubs. Four were leased to the Balalaika Group. Those four cars were parked a half mile away from the Bunny dorm/orgy house. My men tracked those selfsame cars to different untenable spots as far off as a full mile from Kilkea.

			Tradecraft, obfuscation. The men walked the rest of the way to the pad. My guys had been holding down round-the-clock surveillance. They’d been tracking parked cars ad infinitum. They’d snapped the plate numbers of arriving Bunny sleds. I gave my DMV man their numbers and went chop, chop.

			I called R&I. I submitted the collective plate numbers to them. They reported that all said numbers came up clean. That meant no pandering busts on the Bunnies.

			Tradecraft, obfuscation. The Balalaika Group and the CTWA were police-squeaky-clean.

			The day ran into the night. I snoozed and dreamt of Scalp Man. I woke up and laid out some boss threads for my date with Judy.

			The phone rang. I picked up. I said, “Otash.” It was probably my service with message slips.

			It’s Lenore with her smoker’s rasp. She always says, “Ever so brusque. I’ve got two messages, sir.”

			I lit a cigarette and coughed. I drained the dregs of a pre-snooze highball.

			“Hit me.”

			“A Mr. Tom Bradley at 1:05. You’ve been invited to a bar-b-q, at the Degnan Street home of Mr. Virgil Dawes, at 2:00 p.m. on Sunday, the eighteenth. You may bring a date.”

			Big Tom delivered—good.

			“A Lieutenant Gates at 3:42. This is a direct quote. ‘Go by La Brea between Washington and Jefferson. You won’t know whether to laugh or weep.’ Ooooh, that sounds enticing.”

			I yukked. I said, “Thanks, Lenore,” and hung up. I always slide her a grand at Christmas. She indulges me.

			My gray chalk-stripe suit, white broadcloth shirt, maroon tie, black wingtips, black porkpie. Judy deserved my best ensemble.

			

			—

			I broomed south. Judy was pulling a Lois Nettleton replication number. Her West Hollywood backhouse was being refurbished. She’d moved into Lois’s old digs at the Chapman Park Hotel. She raked in good bread at the Unicorn. The club paid her bupkes. She scored a yard a night in tips.

			Fairfax to Olympic to La Brea. Due south from there. I saw swerving movie spotlights from a half mile out. They glowed ultra-bright and hit looming rain clouds and stars.

			Ultra-bright went to glare-bright. I parked in the France’s Drive-In lot and strolled south. Kudos to Tommy Tucker. He turned the former Playboy City around quick. Eat your heart out, Hugh Hefner. Tommy revised your revision of cheezoid motels and renamed them “Tommy Tucker’s Scimitar City.”

			Looooong city blocks of low-rent motels. All painted Tommy’s signature lime-green metalflake. The street-facing façades featured the identical obscene artwork. I howled and cringed, simultaneous. The artwork spooked me. I nailed the provenance, fast.

			The “Tommy Tucker’s” possessive credit. Kandy-apple purple on lime-green flake. The street-facing artwork, repeated all the way down to West Jeff.

			A giant stud-like black man, stripped to the waist. Huge muscles tapered down to a twenty-eight-inch waist. Super-tight white harem pants with bell-bottom flares. A boa-constrictor-thick schlong outlined down his left leg to his knees. Two harem-clad women—one white, one black. They kneel at his feet and run their hands up his muscleman calves. The head of the schlong is curved and scimitar-sharp. It comes to a point and tents his harem pants a foot out.

			The stud’s face. That’s what got me. That’s what bespoke the provenance. It was Paul Robeson’s face, rendered cruel. Joan Staley described a portrait that Doug Kallman kept. The portrait pre-replicated this logo, sans supplicant women and harem garb. The resemblance was too close to pass for coincidence.

			Twin billboards stood atop the façades. They repeated straight down the full row of blocks. Giant light bars made them stand out.

			Sign #1: “Haitian Herbs Available 24 Hours.” “Potency Pills and Spanish Fly for Sale.”

			Sign #2: “Reynaldo Rey and the Reggie Farrington Combo in the Blade Room nitely.”

			Hotfoot Reggie. He wants to kill me. I may have to kill him first.

			I strolled. I ducked into the courtyard at the former Glo-Ann Motel. I jiggled the doorknob of the first room on the right. The door swung wide, the lights were on, I clocked this:

			The Playboy rabbit adornments had been expunged. The walls were painted metalflake lime. A transparent mattress faced a tripod-fixed TV set. The mattress was water-filled. A large painting covered the wall above the TV.

			The Robesonesque caricature reappears. It’s just his face this time. A speech balloon extends from his lips. It reads:

			“Scimitar Sid say, ‘Man who fucks woman on ground has piece on earth.’ ”

			I backed out of the room and strolled southbound. I ducked into the courtyard of the former Crazy Jack’s Motel. I jiggled the doorknob of the first room on the right. The door swung wide, the lights were on, I reclocked a replica of Room #1. Only the wall painting diverged.

			There’s Paul Robeson, aka Scimitar Sid, once again. The speech balloon reads, “Scimitar Sid say, ‘Stay away from my sled, motherfucker! Gas, grass, or ass—nobody rides for free!’ ”

			I backed out of the room and strolled southbound. I hit the former Mr. Mitch’s Motel. The first two rooms had been converted to the Blade Room. Lime-green lacquered tables and chairs faced a small bandstand. The walls were lime-green metalflake. Scimitar Sid snarled down from all four.

			“Scimitar Sid say, ‘Integration now!’ ”

			“Scimitar Sid say, ‘Welcome, you race-mixing motherfuckers!’ ”

			“Scimitar Sid say, ‘Jim Crow must go!’ ”

			“Scimitar Sid say, ‘Support the Rumford Act—or I’ll steal your woman and give it to her like she never had it before!’ ”

			I noticed a coat check/concession stand inset in the back wall. A sign above it read “Hot Mama’s Herb Hut.” Apothecary jars were lined up on an outside ledge. They were labeled “Donkey Dan’s Dick Extender,” “Spanish Fly (Tijuana De-Luxe),” “Scimitar Sid’s Dick of Death,” “Instant EXXXtasy De-Luxe.”

			I plucked ten Instant EXXXtasys and dropped a C-note in the jar. I got out my notepad and pen and scrawled a friendly missive:

			
				Reggie:

				Can’t wait to catch your act at this swingin’ new venue!

				All best,

				Freddy O.

			

			The same bungalow, the same terrace, the same white wine and lobster salad. Judy explained it: “I gas on motifs extended and passed on to people I care about.”

			We spiked our Sauterne with Instant EXXXtasy caps. We agreed: it was repackaged Desbutal, Haitian-herb camouflaged.

			We picked at our food and sipped our drink/herb concoction. I overdressed. Judy wore jeans and a corny Wisconsin lumberjack shirt. We kicked off our shoes and compared the size of our feet. Judy won out there. Instant EXXXtasy. It let us drift apart and reconverge at whim. We sat on the terrace, linked hands, and did just that. Time drifted someplace inconsequential. I didn’t question Judy’s thoughts, she didn’t question mine. The linked hands were enough.

			The largest U.S. purchaser of Lorhipten is the U.S. Treasury. It deploys the drug via atomizer. Lorhipten is utilized to determine erosion in real and counterfeit currency. Dear Lord, let me live up to her and refrain from saying “I love you” too soon. I’ve got a gas-filled Molotov cocktail in the trunk of my car. I’ve cased the bookshop. There’s no overnight watchdog. I’ll abort before I torch some innocent hound. I can’t predict the clothes she’ll wear. They always let me catch her scent some new way. She looks clunky in that stark white dress. The heels put her too tall. She stomps in time to the music and tears holes in the floorboards. She’ll teeter and fall at some point. She’ll get back up, crack a dumb joke, and resume the thread of her song.

			Judy said, “What was it with you and Lois? Why didn’t it work in the end?”

			I said, “It was intermittent with her. I was a curiosity that she got anxious for once in a blue moon. There was nothing I could do and nothing I could abstain from that would make her love me more.”

			A cold breeze blew through. I pulled our chairs closer together and covered our legs with the room-service tablecloth.

			Our arms brushed. I felt fabric-on-fabric crackle. We both laughed. I thought I saw sparks. Instant EXXXtasy. It was probably the faux-Haitian herbs and romantic projection.

			It all goes back to the Spanish Civil War. HUAC ’48 reasserts the first glimmers of motive. Maslick. The murders of plastic surgeons in the wake of the Spanish conflict. I could query Interpol for details as to locations and dispositions.

			I said, “I almost plotzed when you played that Chopin piece.”

			Judy laughed and squeezed my hand. The breeze blew her hair across her eyes. They looked green sometimes, sometimes brown.

			“I took lessons for nine years, and became slightly better than proficient. I’ve got a Bösendorfer grand at my parents’ house in Wisconsin. I practice six hours a day when I go home for visits. I’ve got five showpieces memorized, and I can play the shit out of them. I always demand a piano onstage for my gigs. It kills the audience when the girl folkie sits down and bangs out Chopin or Rachmaninoff. A lot of times I’ll close with the Bach-Siloti B-minor Prelude. It’s Emil Gilels’s standard encore, it’s very simple and beautiful, and it’s not that challenging to play. I always rake in good tips when I play it.”

			A drizzle blew light raindrops on our faces. It put a sheen on Judy and made odd blemishes stand out. She never wore makeup. I liked that. She noticed a rivulet pooling on my left ear. She scrubbed it dry with her napkin.

			I said, “I punked out of the war. I was in the Marine Corps, which I enlisted in for all the dumb-kid reasons. Reality set in after boot camp. ‘If you go to Tarawa, Saipan, or Guadalcanal, you will surely die.’ I wrangled a permanent duty station at Parris Island, South Carolina. I was a drill instructor. It let me play the hard-ass without having to go up against the Japs and prove it for real.”

			Judy said, “I would have done that, in a fast heartbeat. I would have repented at a much later date, just like I know you have.”

			The temperature dropped. Judy grabbed a blanket off the terrace sofa and draped it over us. The Ambassador Hotel was just across Wilshire. Music and ambient sound carried over. Dick Haymes headlined the Cocoanut Grove. He kicked off “How Are Things in Glocca Mora?” I’d heard that same song, in this same place, with Lois last summer.

			Judy said, “I could never learn that song. The tempo, the Gaelic names, and the circumlocutions cut my vocal range down to nothing. My breath control for fast-paced lyrics stinks, so I hate that song because it doesn’t permit me to soar.”

			The clouds cleared, the drizzle abated, bright stars sparkled through. My thoughts flatlined for a good long time.

			Judy said, “Last summer. What exactly happened with you and Lois?”

			I said, “I’ll have to marry you first. Wives can’t testify against their husbands.”

			Judy grinned and poked me in the ribs. “Don’t think I haven’t considered it. Marriage, I mean.”

			I started to cry. I laughed instead. I knew they both meant the same thing. Judy laced our hands double-tight and held them to her breasts.

			The night, the stars, the moment. This strange and strangely powerful woman gives me her heartbeat.

			A slow fade into sleep hit me. Our clasped hands synced me to Judy’s pulse. I felt her pulse lull and sensed her fade into sleep. My screen blanked out. Anesthetized sleep was still sleep. I saw D. J. Siemers and opened my eyes.

			Judy was awake and looking down at me. She still clasped my hand to her breasts.

			“I wanted to see you when you woke up. I wanted to ask you what the last thing you saw before your eyes fluttered was.”

			I yawned. “I had a little mind blip of D. J. Siemers.”

			“That’s fair enough. The unconscious is the unconscious. You’re a policeman, and I’ve known D.J. longer than you. What’s the first question you can think of to ask me?”

			“What did D.J. do before she became a full-time commie and professional ex-commie?”

			Judy said, “She was a nun, and the Jesuits paid her way through Stanford. She’s got an advanced degree in chemistry, full scholarship, which is impressive to a Roman Catholic girl like me, but maybe not so impressive to a Maronite Catholic boy like you. She taught at the Goodman School, where I met her, and along the way she became a student and advocate of Russian abstract drama.”

			I laughed. “And she dragged you to see weirdo shows in warehouses and lofts?”

			“Right with Eversharp.”

			“Let me put this together. You’ve got explicit content performed in places like those ones I told you about around Melrose and Van Ness. The Polar Palace, the KTLA Theatre, people in flouncy period costumes simulating sex or actually having it, playing to an all-red audience.”

			Judy said, “Right. The period costumes, stark-industrial settings, lots of nudity and sex, and D.J. always wheedling students into appearing in the buff.”

			I put my hand behind Judy’s head and eased her down forehead to forehead. She did not relinquish our hands to her breasts.

			“I’ve got a job to do. It’ll be brief. It’s expedient, it’s illegal and destructive, but it’s the right thing to do.”

			“Will it serve the cause of truth, beauty, and God’s will in the end?”

			I said, “Yes.”

			Judy said, “Let’s go.”

			

			—

			Judy drove. I explained the gig. Judy gulped and crossed herself. I held the Molotov cocktail in my lap. High-test gasoline in a half-gallon jug that once held Thunderbird wine. The wick? Strips off a gas-soaked T-shirt.

			We took Wilshire to Witmer and cut south to 7th Street. Judy hung a right turn. We reversed course and slow-crawled back west. I checked my watch. It was 2:16 a.m. 7th Street was shut down and car-traffic free.

			I pointed to a row of shabby one-story buildings. Judy skimmed façades and pulled to the curb. There it is, Joe Shell’s nemesis—the Progressive Bookshop. Note the large and flimsy plate-glass window.

			Judy idled the car. She kept her foot on the clutch for a quick peel-away. I eased out of the car. I held my lighter and thumbed out a flame.

			I lit the fuse and let it burn down. It closed in on the bottle neck.

			I two-hand-hurled the jug at the window. Glass shattered inward. The bottle hit the wood-plank floor and exploded. Flames burst and consumed tables and chairs stacked with old books.

			I got back in the car. Judy popped the clutch and fishtailed in first gear. We laid tread westbound. Judy hell-hound bayed.

		

	
		
			36

			(Los Angeles, 9:16 p.m., Thursday, 11/15/62)

			I rendezvoused with my guys at Rodeo Drive and Brighton. 8612 had no premises parking lot. We formed two-man teams and hit the four lots that most likely serviced the building.

			Kareem and me, Nat and Phil. Packing long-lens camera cases. We targeted two lots on Dayton Way, two lots at Wilshire and Linden. We parked our own sleds curbside and walked. I thought JUDY nonstop.

			We slept together. I wore a T-shirt and boxer shorts, Judy wore a flannel nightdress loomed in rural Wisconsin. We didn’t do it. We were waiting for some outside event or shared resolve that okayed it. We woke up and played the radio. The Progressive Bookshop caper got perfunctory play. The Times and Examiner ran one column apiece. They spieled “possible arson,” “bookshop spawned controversy,” “local fringe groups likely firebugs.” Morty Bendish let it all hang out in the Mirror. He cited a “commie-on-commie contretemps.” “Trotskyites and Stalinists are always at each other’s throats. Trust this reporter. It will play out as an inside job. A disgruntled ex-employee torched this hotbed of subversion because they were too commie or not enough commie to suit his subversive tastes.”

			I laughed it up. Judy was subdued, at first. Then she jumped in my lap and howled. Her howl went to a grin. She said, “What have I gotten into with you?”

			Kareem and I hit the Wilshire and Linden spots. They stood closer than the ones on Dayton Way. I slid the attendants sawbucks and laid down the ask. An old guy was ultra-sharp. He said the 8612 people—farkakte men, dubious women, young foxes—parked at the Dayton lots. They rolled in about 10:00 and schlepped around the corner to “that crazy edifice.”

			Crazy? No shit, pops.

			Kareem and I walked to Dayton Way. We spotted Phil and Nat by the work hut closest to 8612. Phil palmed the attendant. Two yards changed hands. Nat unpacked the cases and screwed zoom lenses to our four Leicas. Polaroids wouldn’t cut it here. We had to shoot plate numbers and close-up face shots, surreptitious. My pad was darkroom-equipped. I’d develop the pix and run them by the Hollywood Plaza staff. Phil would play at-the-spot bird dog. He’d tail possible call girls to 8612 and tally the offices they entered. The attendant would ID the 8612 habitués and narrow down Phil’s tail bait.

			We perched by the work hut. We breakfasted: Black Beauties and Smirnoff 100. The 8612 gang started pulling in at 9:56. We shot rear license plates and face-framed young women.

			Tail-ace Phil dogged them back to 8612. He zipped back and forth and filled his notebook with suite numbers. Doug Kallman pulled in. I plate-and-face-shot the loopy cluck, just for kicks. Young foxes arrived in droves. Phil tailed two and three at a clip. They were raking in good gelt. They drove late-model Chevys and Austin-Healey Sprites. A good-looking woman in Ivy League threads pulled in. She resembled a Yale coed and drove a white Vette. I shot her anyway. The 8612 men vibed pill-pushing shrinks, coke-peddling dentists, and talent-impresario/pimp daddies.

			The attendant flashed the cutoff sign at 10:33. Nat, Kareem, and I dumped our photo rolls in my briefcase. Phil gave me a list of forty-six suite numbers and corresponding young-fox descriptions. Scalp Man cavorted with one of them. I was half-ass sure of that.

			

			—

			I hauled back home. Bad news dinged me. My service called. Lenore said Lieutenant Gates left a message:

			“The AG nixed the snitch fee for J. Staley.”

			It pissed me off. Joanie S. dissembled per her courier gig for Doug Kallman. She said he passed on the transcripts of his CP-member patients in locked metal boxes. Bull-fucking-shit. That was unsustainably expensive. Joanie worked the gig for years. Zippered plastic document sheaths were the ticket. I liked Joanie—and read her loud and clear. She was a gossip maven. She unzipped the sheaths and gorged on commie neurosis. It had to be.

			I got a kamikaze-play brainstorm. Daryl Gates might quash it, stillborn. The Scalp Man/CTWA flank of the probe ran hot-hot. The Weiss case/dead-woman job ran Iceberg City. We need to shake, rattle, and roll the whole deal—and fuck the risk.

			Morty Bendish was a juicehound and a scofflaw drunk driver. He told me he had warrants out in counties from Ventura to Tulare. I got out my California atlas and police agency directory. I worked south to north and stiffed cold-call queries. I schmoozed misdemeanor-warrant clerks in Ventura, Santa Barbara, Kern, San Luis Obispo, Monterey, Sacramento, and Tulare Counties. Dig it, citizens:

			Morton Meyer Bendish, DOB 5/21/12, had outstanding 502 warrants in all seven counties.

			I called Max Herman at Intel. I told him to buzz Morty and issue the words “Command Performance.” Meet us at the Ambassador suite at 10:00 tonight. Promptness and ultimate compliance will result in all your jive warrants rescinded.

			And tell Red, Harry, Eddie, your own damn self, and Daryl G. to meet me there a half hour early. I’ve got a bomb to detonate.

			Max rogered off the call. I spent six hours in and out of my darkroom. I played my portable radio as I worked. The Progressive Bookshop firebomb job played backup to JFK did this and that and L.A. Rams football. I developed the young-fox pix and clipped them to the shots of their plate numbers. My guys were charged with buzzing the DMV and matching names to the numbers.

			Plus:

			Call the entire Hollywood Plaza workforce. Tell them Lieutenant Otash requires their assistance.

			Be at the Hollywood Plaza banquet room, 7:00 p.m. tonight. Be prepared to tax your memories and scan pictures.

			

			—

			I re-rendezvoused with my guys at 6:00 sharp. We usurped the banquet room. The DMV kicked loose the numbers. Phil and Kareem clipped the face pix to the plate pix. Nat wrote the women’s names and addresses on the back of their headshots. I called Daryl G. from a house phone and shot him a progress report. We discussed possible approaches should hotel staffers supply positive ID’s. The Hats and I could brace the young fox who dallied with Scalp Man at her home or her work hutch. If she ratted off a probable CTWA man, it would put her in deep-shit peril. That suggested a clandestine, at-home approach. But—I wanted to bag her at 8612 and put the word out—as per our hard-charging assault on the Crown Liquor pads.

			Gates agreed—pack shotguns and go in strong. We’ll relocate the girl out of town until this whole fucking thing blows over. Gates knew a woman lieutenant on Santa Barbara PD. Vicky Perkins. The young-fox-in-peril could bunk in with Vicky for as long as need be. Disingenuous Daryl. Vicky Perkins was his on-the-side girlfriend.

			We put two buffet tables together at the front of the room and spread out the clipped-together photos. The hotel staffers started trickling in at 6:45. They took seats facing the table spread and looked attentive. The trickle died out at 7:07. Phil counted heads. Nat said, “All accounted for.” Kareem said, “Damned if all the motherfuckers didn’t show up.”

			I stood in front of the tables. My guys positioned themselves in back. I cleared my throat.

			“A very dangerous man spent last Saturday night in your hotel. He stayed in suite 621, and the few sightings and descriptions of this man we’ve received thus far read as ambiguous. A young woman visited this man in suite 621, but we don’t know her name or what she looks like, any more than we know those particulars per the man. I doubt very much that the woman was his wife, sister, old family friend, or girlfriend. I believe she was a prostitute who he invited to meet him there. He did not call her from the phone in his room, so the assignation had to have been arranged in advance.”

			The hotel folks burbled and displayed mild shock. They were doofus-disingenuous. They knew aaaaaall about hotel hanky-panky.

			“My colleagues and I have compiled photographs of young women whom we believe may have been the young woman in question. They are spread out on the tables behind me. I now ask you to form a single-file line, slowly walk by the front of the tables from the right-hand side, and study the photographs. If any of the young women look familiar to you, and you can place them as visiting this hotel Saturday night, tap the photograph and stand off to the left.”

			The hotel folks burbled and stood up. They were good scouts, good wage slaves. They veered over to the right side of the room and formed an orderly line. Phil stood behind the left table. He held a head-count clicker to nail the number of tapped-on photos-cum-positive ID’s.

			The line moved slow. People dawdled, histrionically studied the pix, and evinced sincere stares of recognition. I joined Phil behind the table. People filed by. A man tapped the photo of the Ivy League–clad woman I saw this morning. He said, “She was here Saturday night. I thought, ‘Man, that’s a dish.’ ” The woman behind him scowled. Two men behind her chortled.

			The man moved to the left side of the room and leaned against the wall. People filed by and scoped out the pix. The line dragged ass. A woman tapped the pic of Miss Ivy League—twice. She said, “Oh, yes. I remember her.” The woman moved to the left side of the room and chatted up the lecherous ID man.

			The line slowly dwindled. Miss Ivy League notched two more taps. The other forty-five photographs notched zero. An old lady filed by and tapped Miss Ivy League. She said, “I was standing by the lobby elevator, about 7:00. So I saw her up close. She sure don’t look like no hooker to me.”

			Moms slid over to the left wall. The line dwindled down to dregs. A man tapped Miss Ivy League and waved rosary beads over her image.

			Six positive ID’s.

			No alternative ID’s.

			No fence-sitters.

			No “maybe, maybe nots.”

			I snatched the photo and corresponding stat sheet off the table. I walked up to the six people and said, “Hi.” They jabbered all at once and sent up a ruckus.

			“She was so lovely.”

			“Looks are deceiving, Granny. That blonde on the Lawrence Welk Show’s a real bitch.”

			“I never forget a face. I thought, ‘Why’s she alone on a balmy Saturday night?’ ”

			“I knew she was a ho. I’ve had experience with that type, let me tell you.”

			“You can’t judge a book by its cover, and I’m quite sure she’s the one I saw.”

			“Somebody get me her phone number. I could go for some of that.”

			The jabber went cacophonous. I checked out the stat sheet. Miss Ivy League, there you are:

			Barbara Lynn Duhamel. White Female American/5'8"/124/brown hair/blue eyes. DOB 2/17/39. Her home address: the Algiers Hotel-Apartments on North Rossmore.

			Well, shit. Joe Shell’s got a crib there.

			Baby, you’re in the dirt now.

			

			—

			Daryl Gates said, “Okay, let’s catch up before Freddy detonates this so-called bomb of his, and Morty’s due in a half hour.”

			LAPD’s hospitality suite. The six of us crammed it, floor to rafters. Room service sent up cask-strength scotch and pupu platters.

			Red Stromwall said, “I read Freddy’s last report. Why’s he so hipped on that soil-retardant and counterfeiting chemical, Lorhipten?”

			I said, “It’s in the report, Red. I smelled it at the Kilkea house when Daryl and I caught the shots fired. I recalled the stink from a college course, way back when. I stiffed a call to the postal cops. They supplied a list of purchasers. Virgil Dawes and Joe Shell are jungled up in our whole deal. Motel Mike Bayless and Norm Krause are as dirty as ex-cops get.”

			Eddie Benson said, “Outside of you, Freddy.”

			Red said, “Okay, I get it now.”

			Gates said, “Barbara Lynn Duhamel. When are you popping her?”

			I sipped scotch. “Tomorrow, at 10:00. At 8612. It’s deliberate overkill. Five men with shotguns will make a big statement at that commie shithole.”

			Gates said, “Agreed. Take Miss Duhamel someplace nice for lunch and work her with kid gloves. Call Vicky Perkins from there. Vicky will come down, drive her up to SB, and hide her out.”

			“Vicky Perkins” drew smirks and grins. Daryl the G. blushed. He said, “Come on, I’m married.”

			Harry Crowder said, “So’s Vicky. By the way, I called Joan Staley. She slipped me her number at the DB, as you may recall. I said, ‘Hi Joan, it’s Harry Crowder.’ She said, ‘Harry who?’ I said, ‘Well, babe—it was memorable but all too brief ’ and hung up.”

			The crack worked. Harry C. ran side-splittingly droll.

			Gates said, “Okay, Freddy. Detonate your bomb. Morty’s due, and you’re popping the Duhamel girl tomorrow. I sense synchronicity here.”

			I said, “Full exposure of the Weiss deal and the dead woman, three full pages in tomorrow’s Mirror. That’s two of our three flanks covered, and busting Barbara Lynn covers our third one. The CTWA knows we’re coming after them, and they’re delusional if they think the AG hasn’t figured out they facilitated the L.A. end of the scalp caper. Here’s the kick in the head. Morty’s piece has got to go right to the edge of naming Richard Nixon. He’s the linchpin of the political motive for the Weiss snuffs, he was the last person to see the dead woman alive, and Morty’s piece will shake everybody in this deal up. Virgil Dawes, D. J. Siemers, Doug Kallman, Joan Staley, Joe Shell, everyone in our suspect pool. I’m subornable now. Shell will pass the word. I followed through and torched that commie bookshop. Add on the Crown Liquor bust and the Duhamel twist—and the CTWA and the freaks at Kilkea will be shitting bricks.”

			Gates said, “I think it’s precipitous, and dangerous, but I’ll go with a consensus.”

			I raised my hand. The Hats raised their hands. Gates said, “Do it.”

			Max sipped scotch and speared a shrimp. He flipped his chair around and straddled the slats.

			“Morty should stress the commie safe house as the crime scene, the Mexican woman who photographed the trash, and come down hard on the mutilations that link the old to the new homicides. He shouldn’t mention Mitch Norby, because we don’t know if he’s the Mex woman’s Federal handler.”

			Gates nodded. I said, “Agreed. And Morty should stress the dead woman’s Cristero tattoo, but lay off the Cristeros and Eddie Chacõn. That’s an outside issue. Eddie got popped in Havana, and Scalp Man is a CTWA dink looking to get laid and pull his pud. I’m subornable now. Joe Shell will pass the word. Some CTWA whipdick will approach me.”

			Max said, “Tell Morty we want lots of grisly pictures.”

			Red said, “We want readers to key on the ‘prominent politician’ as Dick Nixon. He deserves a hotfoot in the Reggie Farrington style.”

			Eddie said, “I re-braced those eyewits who saw the tall Mexican woman bringing groceries in, just this afternoon. They worked up an Identikit for me. Morty should run it front page.”

			The doorbell rang. I got up and ushered in Morty.

			The Hats stood up and backslapped him. They did that “You My Main Man” bit. Morty didn’t buy it. He muttered “Sing for your supper” and “Oy, storm troopers on parade. Somebody’s going to die today.”

			Gates sat Morty down and brought him a quadruple scotch and a plate heaped with egg rolls and rumaki. Morty shoved the food aside and drained half the drink.

			“I foresee a late night, wherein I’m pressed into service without my consent.”

			I said, “It’s for tomorrow’s a.m. edition, Morty. Big headlines and three full pages. We got the Chief to call your city editor. He called the night editor and your copy chief. The typesetters are standing by. We’ll have it on the streets by 5:00 a.m., and that includes subscribers. I’ll feed you the cues and edit you as we go. Eddie, show him the artwork.”

			Eddie Benson popped his briefcase. He pulled out my dead-woman pic, the Identikit on her, the eyewit Identikit of the Trashwoman. My guys dug up Mirror glossies of the Weisses alive and Sholem and Myra under blood-soaked morgue sheets.

			Morty weaved on his feet. The scotch sucker-punched him. He popped two digitalis and chased it with thirty-four-year-old McClennons.

			“We need a commie-scare headline, right? And something like ‘Red Ripper’ Sex Snuffs?”

			Daryl Gates said, “Morty’s got the picture.”
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			Corrosive Commies

			Lay Siege to L.A.!!!

			Red Ripper Sex Snuffs

			Shell-Shock Angelenos!!!

			Halloween Horrorshow

			May Link to ’54 Homicides!!!

			Dig, all you red-baiting readers:

			My back-page beat—“All the Lurid Lore You Live For”—has been moved up to Page One, as a national-security consideration and a top-notch tale. I spent a long night with LAPD lieutenant Daryl Gates, DA’s Bureau lieutenant Freon Freddy Otash, and the ever-expeditious LAPD Hat Squad. They laid out their work on the Federally mandated post–missile crisis mishigas they’re embroiled in, and this reporter came away shaken, rattled, and rolled.

			Whacked-Out Walpurgisnacht

			A still stacked and stunning 45-ish woman was found knife-gnashed and slashed ear-to-ear in a commie safe house on Alsace Avenue off of 20th Street, near the hip-happening “Oreo Strip” at Washington and La Brea. That’s a death portrait of the violated vixen, labeled “cool kitten killed Halloween nite.” It prompts this quivering question: “What prominent politico spent six hours with Vivid Vixen immediately before her doomonic death?”

			Freon Freddy O. says, “I had the pad staked out for the entire time the two of them languored inside. ‘Prominent politico’ didn’t slice her. I know that for sure.”

			Yeah, Daddy-O—but:

			Was incriminating evidence left behind? There’s an Identikit portrait of Vivid Vixen beside Pic #1. Look to your left. There’s an eyewitness Identikit portrait of a tall and mucho magnifica Mexican mujer we’ll call the “Trashwoman.” She was seen fotographing the contents of garbage cans outside the safe house. Hat Squadder Eddie Benson says, “She may have tidied up the crime scene in the wake of Vivid Vixen’s death. Exemplary evidence points to that.”

			Vivid Vixen remains unidentified. If YOU’VE got noxious knowledge of who she might be, call the LAPD’s toll-free tip line: 805-SEX-SNUF on your dial.

			Let’s pop back to April ’54 now, as we delve deep into the:

			Wicked Weiss Murder Job

			Sholem and Myra Weiss were contemptible commies. Note their alive-and-well pix labeled Red Reptiles 1 & 2. Also, gravely grok the pix of them under blood-blossomed sheets. They were sex-slaughtered and coolly coup-de-graced in their Hollywood apartment. The blasphemous bladework was identical to that of the knife-gnashed Vivid Vixen, eight years up the line. Freon Freddy Otash says, “Two tall women were seen running from the Weisses’ apartment house. They zipped to a pay phone at Franklin and Bronson and dripped Sholem Weiss’s blood on the floor of the booth. Did they falter and fail to complete their slashwork? Were they calling a fearsome Negro man known as the ‘Nightbird’? This man was a purported CPUSA executioner. He finalized snuffs when female assassins pooped out. There’s a portrait of this cruel creep in circulation. He certainly resembles boss basso Paul Robeson.”

			Yeah, Freon Freddy—and it prompts this quivering question:

			Drive by La Brea between Washington and Jefferson. Dig the façades of the newly open-for-biz mile of dive motels reconsecrated as “Tommy Tucker’s Scimitar City.” Does the Homerically hung and Robesonesque rascal portrayed on the building walls righteously resemble the cool commie killer known as the “Nightbird”—and is Tommy Tucker subliminally laying a seditious subtext on us—jamming us with jumped up juju?

			The Weiss job, the Vivid Vixen job. It’s got to be the same commie-fied killer or killers. Let’s go with a sicko singular designation and call him/her the Red Ripper.

			These two confoundingly connected murder cases inspire a surging surfeit of quivering questions:

			The woeful Weisses were out to blackmail the Prominent Politician last seen with Vivid Vixen. How’s that for certain circumstantial evidence?

			Hat Squadder Red Stromwall says, “Man, those Robesonesque portraits on the streetside walls of Tommy Tucker’s Scimitar City spook me. And, did you know that Scimitar City was once to be christened ‘Playboy City,’ because Tommy T. was tight with that Titian of T and A, Hugh Hefner? And, did you know that there’s a certain building in boss Beverly Hills whose owners include a lesser-known Prominent Politician and a hellhound headshrinker who’s now the shivering shrink of Mr. Prominent Politician himself? Loony leftists and wrathful rightists rent space in the building to call-girl conclaves and dirty dentists doling out carcinogenic cocaine. The Shivering Shrink also panders to politicos with baleful Bircher leanings as well as Regiments of Red Filth. Shivering Shrink and Mr. Lesser-Known Politician. Their kooky consorts within the bustling building. They call themself the ‘Hitler-Stalin Pact.’ ”

			There’s a second venal venue three miles northeast. It’s a commie-front trade union that panders pornography to the putzy pervs who lurk in their lower Hollywood turf. Their fershtunkener forte is stage shows in the strident style of Soviet playwright Vsevolod Meyerhold. Stalinist goons murdered meshugganah Meyerhold, and his wife and kids, back in ’40. The goons stabbed Mrs. Meyerhold’s eyes out. The treasonous trade union is also producing a series of “segregationist comedies” for distribution in Mississippi and Alabama. There’s nothing funny about segregation, sahibs and memsahibs. The LAPD has been unjustly accused of racial insensitivity in their southside patrol policies. They’re out to redress the wrongness of those accursed accusations by falling in with Attorney General Robert F. Kennedy’s stated desire to weed out commies charged to subvert the civil rights movement, most specifically the pass-the-Rumford Act campaign. Look for a climactic cleansing of insidious insurgents in this newspaper in days to come.

			Hat Squadder Max Herman says, “And what about those Salt-and-Pepper burglars. One woeful white guy, one blasphemous black?”

			Freon Freddy Otash says, “We’re bewitched, bothered, bewildered, bushed and beat to you-know-what by this red probe, its putrid permutations and cancerous cast of characters. We keep confronting the twenty-five-year-old specter of the Spanish Civil War at every turn. Our subversive suspect pool for the Wiggy Weiss and Vivid Vixen snuffs runs rife with red Civil War vets. We’re up against codes of silence adhered to by a cadre of nun-rapers and priest-killers known as the Indigenous Cell. We’re hoping our twenty-four-hour tip line will kick loose snitchouts on the IC and an especially vicious group of four half brothers called the Worst of the Worst. Confirmed commies split the Party and name names to government committees with some regularity. That’s what we’re looking for here. The cultivation of information proffered by repentant former communists constitutes our best bet at solving the Red Ripper murders. Let’s deep-clean those gas pipes in the Green Room up at Quentin. We’re out to hunt down vicious killers and secure them hot dates with the hot seat.”

		

	
		
			37

			(Los Angeles, 6:14 a.m., Friday, 11/16/62)

			Breakfast at the Algiers. Jungle-juice-spiked coffee and orange juice.

			My terrace table featured an all-courtyard view. Barbara Lynn Duhamel had a ground-floor bachelorette. Joe Shell had a top-floor fourplex. 108 and 411–414 were hailing distance close. They weren’t Mirror-delivery subscribers. I delivered their a.m. editions forty-five minutes back. They’d scope the cover piece and wig out.

			Morty and I worked up to 3:18 a.m. We phoned the piece in on schedule. It went to press and hit the delivery-truck platforms at 4:00 sharp.

			The piece was fact-filled, tactless, flamboyant, offensive. We hit all the essential points, sans two. We omitted the Kilkea-orgy-den hijinks and the Playboy/8612/CTWA nexus there. Plus Barbara Lynn and Scalp Man’s pay-for-play convergence at the Hollywood Plaza Hotel. Kilkea must stay virginized. I planned to creepy-crawl it and boom-mike-record interior dialogue tonight. The Plaza omission allotted Barbara Lynn a measure of protection. The Hats and I planned to raid 8612 today. We’d kick doors in until we nailed Barbara Lynn’s office spot.

			Dawn by the Olympic-size pool. Early studs and bikini girls churning out laps. Call me Mr. A-Bomb. The juice had me pizzazzed. Fuck due process. The day was all vigilante intent.

			Vicky Perkins would meet us at the lunch confab and snag Barbara Lynn. The LAPD tip line would be installed ninety miles from L.A. Vicky and Barbara Lynn would shag calls. Gates tapped the PD’s Trouble Fund for phone fees and Barbara Lynn’s per diem.

			Joe Shell popped the 312 door at 6:38 and stood on the walkway in his skivvies. He scratched his balls, yawned, and greeted the day. He peered down and scoped the Mirror. I read his look. I don’t subscribe to this shit rag.

			The headlines gobsmacked him. “CORROSIVE COMMIES LAY SIEGE TO L.A.!!! RED RIPPER SEX SNUFFS SHOCK ANGELENOS!!!”

			He grabbed the paper and ducked back inside. He had to know Barbara Lynn. He has to be on his bootleg phone now. He’s buzzing his CTWA and 8612 pals. He’s laying out Tropical Storm Freddy.

			He remained indoors. Barbara Lynn popped the 108 door at 8:16. She wore a pink bathrobe and suede moccasins. The Mirror sat on her doormat. She saw it. The freebie newspaper and skank headlines flummoxed her. She plucked the paper and bopped back inside.

			Her workday began at 10:00 a.m. Her Vette was parked in the Algiers underground lot. She’d read the paper, dress for work, and cut out. I was parked two slots over. The Hats and my guys perched in the Dayton Way lot. We all packed sawed-off .12-gauge pumps in shoulder rigs.

			I walked down to the lot. I perched in my car. I gassed on the fershtunkener First Amendment.

			Overkill. National-security sanctions. Ratfuck Bobby Kennedy undermines the rule of law.

			Barbara Lynn approached the Vette at 9:16. She looked flustered. She dressed for a Princeton trunk show. Penny loafers, cord skirt, blue blazer. She jumped in the Vette, hit the gas, and U-turned out onto Rossmore southbound.

			I tailed her. Rossmore to Wilshire west to Rodeo Drive north. That slight diagonal cut through to Dayton. The Hats and my guys milled around the attendant’s hut. Barbara Lynn stepped out of the Vette and paid them no mind. She possessed zero street sense. Four huge men in gray suits and matching fedoras. Two Negro men and lanky Phil Irwin with a hip piece in view. Seven men glugging off two flasks. Barbara Lynn’s a babe in the woods.

			She tossed her keys to the attendant and waltzed. The attendant said, “604. Fernando’s Au Naturel Cuties. Lots of bush shots. The Postal Inspectors are always crawling up Fernando’s ass.”

			I slid the attendant a C-note. He genuflected. My guys lay back to await contingencies. The Hats and I fast-walked to 8612 and went in the front door.

			The middle lift door stood open. We stepped in. Harry pushed “6.” We whooshed upstairs. We unhooked our pump guns and racked in double-ought rounds. The doors creaked open. We disgorged single file.

			There’s 604. It had to be 604. Two life-size au naturel statues flanked the door. Their pudendas and breasts were painted kandy-apple pink.

			Telepathy crack-crack-crackled. Max and I made the door first. We shotgunned the statues. They blew into plaster chunks and billowing dust. Silt whooshed through the hallway. Red kicked the door off the hinges. It obliterated a magazine rack and hit the floor flat.

			A Latin-lover type stood by and sucked on a reefer. He skimmed the Mirror-News with one hand and shrugged. The explosions left him nonplussed. He reached for his wallet. Barbara Lynn said, “Postal cops, huh? We could pay you off with girls this time.”

			They were bored. They exuded ennui. Barbara Lynn ogled handsome Harry Crowder.

			

			—

			The bust was a bust. I slapped the reefer out of Fernando’s hand and told him to clean up the mess in the hall. Max and Red cuffed Barbara Lynn and served the grand-jury warrant. I called Morty Bendish and told him I had a second scoop launching his way. Meet us at 8612 Brighton. Bring a photo crew. I’d compose and memorize an addendum to this a.m.’s headline piece.

			Morty called the piece sin-sational. The Mirror switchboard was backed up with calls on two-hour hold. Car traffic on La Brea was backed up southbound to Olympic and northbound to Baldwin Hills. Local yokels were nuts to orb Tommy Tucker’s Scimitar City and the Robesonesque murals on the streetside façades. All the rooms in the six once-anonymous motels were now booked two weeks in advance. The Haitian herb hut was sold out of potency pills, dick enlargement lotions, and Spanish Fly. Reynaldo Rey and Reggie Farrington’s four shows a night were full-booked through December ’62. The sidewalks and courtyards were filled with looky-loos. The dinks jabbered “Playboy” and “Hugh Hefner” nonstop. Hef could have scored big on this one.

			I started brain-broiling the addendum. Morty said he’d round up a crew and make the scene at 8612 within fifteen minutes. Vicky Perkins showed at the lot early. She body-frisked Barbara Lynn and tagged her clean. Boo-hoo, boo-hoo—Barb made with the tears. Vicky sat her down in the Vette and berated and mother-henned her. Morty and his crew showed early. Morty promised a front-page spread for my addendum, plus pix of “Buxom Barb” in duress. I laid out my addendum, verbatim. Morty held up a portable tape recorder and hit Play.

			“National security measures are seldom pretty, and the story I’m about to tell you proves that point. An evil man ordered an innocent young woman to his hotel suite Saturday night. He is a card-carrying communist who has lived an anonymous, innocuous, unprovenanced life in the employ of a seditious trade union since returning from his reign of atrocity during the Spanish Civil War in the mid- to late ’30s. He was awaiting an obscene package in the hotel mail, sent from Fidel Castro’s Cuba. This package contained a bizarre souvenir of the two weeks plus wherein the U.S. went toe-to-toe with the Soviet Beast and declawed the Beast in the end. The evil man wanted an intimate evening with the young woman to soothe his sick soul at the prospect of the commies’ most hated foe triumphant. The young woman succumbed to his blandishments. She regrets it now, but she’s here to aid the police personnel working this red probe, by providing her most intimate recollections—the ones not fit for readers of the stalwart L.A. Mirror. She’s here to engage in a practice that many deluded people find cowardly and unsavory. She’s here to name names.”

			The Hats, my guys, Vicky P., and the attendant clap-clapped. My spiel was two-thirds bullshit and damage control on that bust of a bust upstairs. I came off pious and shrill. The name-names bit was 100 percent sincere. Ratouts, snitches, finks, paid informants, coerced information. It was the only way we’d solve our three murders and derail the CTWA’S reign of horrifying shit.

			Barbara Lynn walked up to me. She put her hands on my shoulders and squared my necktie.

			“It didn’t really happen that way, but now I won’t be embarrassed to tell you what really went down.”

			I shrugged off her hands. I felt like a fool and a limpdick way out of his depth.

			“There’s a woman I’m looking to fall down with. I was trying to impress her. Don’t look so damn adoring. I can’t see past her, and I don’t want to.”

			

			—

			We lunched in the private cops’ room at Ollie Hammond’s. It was chummy but tense. The Hats and I were chagrined. We blew the 8612 operation. We shotgunned the statutes out of arrogance and pique. We failed to instill fear and awe.

			My guys blew off lunch and broomed down to KKXL. Nat was setting up an all-Mirror-News-headline show for tonight. He planned to read Morty B.’s recording of my name-names pitch and solicit call-ins and ratouts. Judy would serve as the special guest star. She’d sing social-protest songs and old spirituals. Rightist hams George Putnam, Hal Fishman, and Tom Duggan were hosting anti-bolshiefests on their shows. They’d lay out the tip-line number every ten minutes.

			A waiter cleared the table and left us alone. I kicked the Q&A off.

			“Barb, were you recruited to infiltrate 8612, and—if so—by whom?”

			Barbara sipped Martini #3. It tamped down her nerves and rendered her effusive.

			“I was hawking menswear at Phelps-Wilger. An FBI man named Mitch Norby was looking for a gray-flannel suit. We got to talking. He asked me if I’d like to be a pretend-communist, and work out of a sketchy publishing outfit in Beverly Hills. He said Fernando’s Au Naturel needed a new office girl. Fernando was tight with a communist or fascist or whatever he was shrink named Douglas Kallman. I told Agent Norby that I was in the market for a shrink, and was looking for a career in movies. Fernando hired me and referred me to Doug, lickety-split.”

			Harry said, “Kallman’s ex-CP, and currently a stone fasco. He still tried to recruit you for the Party?”

			Barbara popped the olive out of her drink. She ate it and lit a cigarette.

			“That’s right. He said that all idealistic young women—which he pegged me as, on no solid evidence—should start off far left, and then make accommodations and move right to a more amenable totalitarian allegiance.”

			I sipped Martini #5. Black Beauties undermined the booze undertow.

			“Did he make overt passes at you?”

			Barbara said, “No. He said he kept his hand in with the CTWA, these guys he’d known since the Spanish Civil War, way back when. He said I’d have the opportunity to go out on call jobs, but I wouldn’t be coerced. I only went out on the one, and here we are.”

			I said, “That’s the only offer you accepted. Who proffered it?”

			“Doug Kallman. He told me the man was very generous, dashing, good-looking. Doug was prescribing Dexedrine for me, and it got me aroused, so I said yes. Listen, sex-wise, 8612 is a zoo. Politics-wise, too. I don’t have to tell all of you that.”

			Red said, “Kallman never suggested any other clients?”

			Barbara stubbed out her cigarette. She pulled a vial of dexies from her purse and popped two.

			“Doug, Fernando, and some of the other girls at 8612 were afraid that there was a Federal cop working at the coffee shop next door, and that he was out to lay tax-evasion warrants on the building itself, and audits on all the nutty people working there. He urged me to ‘get next to him,’ and I knew that meant putting out. This man didn’t flip my switch, but I thought ‘when in Rome’ and worked him a bit. He was totally resistant. I figured he was a homo.”

			Morris Gelb. Myra’s nephew. The 8612 gang found him hinky at the get.

			Max quaffed his beer. “Did you ever see Richard Nixon at or around the building?”

			“ ‘Tricky Dick’? Hell, no, but Doug bragged that Nixon was his analysand, all the time. He said Nixon was twisted and lonely, but surprisingly tractable and sweet-natured. Doug was astoundingly impolitic. He said that the shrink-patient confidentiality bond was bullshit.”

			I said, “Joe Shell’s a neighbor of yours at the Algiers, and he’s all over 8612 and the CTWA. Did he ever—”

			Barbara cut me off. “No, but I spend the night with him once in a blue moon. He’s another one of those ‘I-was-far-left, now-I’m-far-right, it’s-democracy-I-hate guys, who proliferate at 8612.”

			Daryl G. and Vicky Perkins laced hands under the table. Daryl was married, Vicky was married to a Ventura cop. He has two girlfriends. She was high up on the captain’s list. She planned to run for Santa Barbara County Sheriff in ’64. She had a middling shot.

			“Was there a good deal of generalized talk about politics, and specific talk about communism, in the building?”

			Barbara said, “The funny thing is no. There was lots of nostalgia for the ‘good old days’ of the Spanish Civil War and all the crazy stunts they pulled, like they were actors in some dumb caper movie. The nostalgic types were Dr. Doug, some other shrinks, and these coked-up dentists who were in the CP and went to Spain. I got the feeling they wanted to cut up on some really ugly stuff they did over there, but they didn’t want to reveal too much with me standing around.”

			Eddie said, “The war ran from ’35 to ’38, all told. These men were all in their fifties and sixties?”

			Barbara nodded and lit a fresh cigarette. She was all nerves and bad habits.

			“Right. And before you ask, I never met anyone that I knew to be in the CTWA at 8612, until I’d been there awhile and Dr. Doug suggested that man I tricked with at the Hollywood Plaza.”

			Vicky said, “Did you tell Mitch Norby what you intended to do?”

			“Yes, and he was ecstatic. He’d been trying to get someone inside the CTWA for eons.”

			Red popped his briefcase. He pulled out a selection of cardboard Identikit pieces. He cleared space on the table and laid out noses, chins, ears, lips, cheekbones, foreheads, and hairline parts. Barbara poked at them and went ick.

			I lit a cigarette. “Let’s get to your date at the Plaza. Kallman suggested it and saw to the arrangements. What were you to be paid?”

			“Hold on to your hats. The fee was a thousand dollars. I was supposed to wear the collegiate clothes I always wear, and no makeup. He told me the man was high up in the ‘Union,’ which is what the 8612 guys called the CTWA. He said the guy was only interested in straight-up intercourse, but he loved to talk, and—big surprise—he was a Spanish Civil War alum, and he loved to cut up old touches about the ‘good old days’ when they killed and raped and pulled all kind of unspeakable stunts like the ones Dr. Doug hinted at, although he did tell me he tossed Chicoms out of airplanes during the Korean War.”

			I said, “Describe him.”

			Barbara said, “He was about five-ten, and he looked average. He had thinning dark hair, he was pale and had a thin build. He had a circular, pink scar-tissue patch under his right eye. He caught me looking at it, and he said he’d had a malignancy removed. I don’t know why, but I didn’t believe that explanation. Oh, and there were little black dots embedded in the scar tissue.”

			I got chills, hackle bumps, heebie-jeebies. Powder burns, gunshot stippling. He’d been bullet-grazed in the face. He’d been in a close-range gunfight. It was impossible for surgeons to remove all stippling particles without sanding facial tissue down to the bone.

			I scoped Daryl and the Hats. They scoped Barbara and me. The consensus ran unanimous.

			Vicky said, “Describe the sex act itself. I’m betting it was perfunctory.”

			Barbara went uh-huh. “It was. He told me to strip and to brace myself with my hands above my head on this particular stretch of wall. He wanted my arms and hands stretched wide. He came up behind me and got inside me, and I could tell he wore a rubber. He stretched his arms and hands out wider than mine, pinned me to the wall and did what he did. Oh, and I forgot to mention that he wore tight rubber gloves the whole time he was in the suite, he made me wear them, and he mentioned a package he was anxious to open, and some headwear he was anxious to try on for size. I figured he’d bought a hat.”

			Max whooped. The rest of us played it deadpan.

			I said, “What did you do then? You still had the bulk of the evening in front of you.”

			Barbara said, “We drank vodka. I can put it away, as I’m sure you’ve noticed. He outdid me four to one. He talked about his origins, and what else?—his halcyon days during the Spanish Civil War. I mostly tuned him out, but I studied him, so I wouldn’t get bored and so he’d think I was engaged in what he was saying.”

			Short nods circulated. Barb was a Class A fabulous witness.

			Daryl said, “Before we get into all that, did he mention an orgy house on Kilkea Drive? Where select CTWA men cavorted with Hugh Hefner, random Playboy Bunnies, and a head Bunny named Joan Staley?”

			Barb shook her head. “No. It sounds like a blast, though. But Dr. Doug did have framed photos of Joan Staley all over his office, including a very obscene one.”

			“Did he mention a Communist Party executioner, a Negro man who finished the job when apprehensive female assassins couldn’t get up the gumption to do it? He allegedly had a portrait of this man, tall and muscular, who very much resembled the singer and actor Paul Robeson.”

			Barb nodded and went yes, yes, yes. She was snitch-fevered and out to make friends. We’d blown her 8612 orbit. She segued from girl commie to police informant rapido.

			“Dr. Doug did better than that. He showed me the painting, and a series of sketches that the painter used to get the picture right. You could see that the original creation showed a much smaller, lighter-skinned man, without Robeson’s face, but with a thinner, more angular face. Actually, this guy looked like a spidery little man with a mean face, not at all commanding like Robeson.”

			That torqued me. Artist’s model or imaginary construction? Reggie Farrington, revised? I wanted to know.

			Daryl said, “Okay. You were bored with Comrade X’s spiel, so you studied him. One, what caught your attention? Two, what did he talk most excitedly about?”

			Barb poured Martini #4. “He’d had plastic surgery. I could tell. There were hairline marks on his chin and around his eyes. Lots of the thirtyish girls at the Algiers have had surgeries like that, so I know what to look for. Also, he took off his gloves for about two seconds, to flap his hands and get some circulation going. I saw smooth patches on his fingertips, and I knew he’d tried to have his fingerprints altered. I know about that type of thing, because I always read my dad’s true detective magazines, and guys like John Dillinger tried that fingerprint dodge back in the ’30s, but it just doesn’t work. The piece I read said these Midwestern robber guys killed a lot of plastic surgeons out of spite.”

			My hackle bumps resurfaced. The Maslick text. Maslick cites rogue Francoites and International Brigade reds. They tried the print dodge in Europe, post–Civil War. Plastic surgeons wound up snuffed. The CP hierarchy killed print-dodge fuckups.

			Gates looked at me. I nodded once. Gates nodded twice. It meant this: query Interpol for plastic-surgeon-murder stats, circa ’37–’39.

			Harry Crowder said, “Okay, you studied this dink. He’s blitzed on all that vodka. Would you say he ran off at the mouth?”

			“In spades, cutie. It was a woe-is-me riff, like the riffs Doug Kallman told me all these neurotic, do-nothing commies laid on him. Woe-is-me. I’ve got three half brothers, but we never knew our moms and dads. We were Party marriage boys. Our mommy was a breeding sow for the Party and we all had different dads. Woe-is-me. We were brought up on Marx and Lenin, and we never got to read for kicks, go to ball games or follow sports. I followed the Lindbergh-crosses-the-Atlantic story on the radio, and these CP proctors beat the shit out of me. Now the four of us are midlevel drones in this union that does nothing but commit white-collar crime and finance drive-in dreck like these segregationist comedies these rubes in the South will eat up. He actually offered me a role in one. I said ‘Sure,’ but he was so blitzed that I doubt if he’ll remember it. You know what I think? I think this lunatic boils over once every few years, hires a girl, pops his rocks in twelve seconds, and boo-hoos for the next four hours. Then he slinks back to his evil little commie world where everything’s a secret.”

			Holy shit.

			The IC.

			The “Worst of the Worst.”

			One of the four brothers.

			Rendered pathetic and impolitic.

			Baring his evil soul. Out to wear a dead man’s scalp and yank his crank.

			The table went hush-hush. Barb went what did I say?

			Vicky said, “You’re coming home with me. My husband and I will look after you. We’ll be working the LAPD tip line. Maybe this nut will call and pitch more boo-hoo. You might recognize his voice, and I can run a phone trace. We’ll keep a call log. You’ll get a hundred a week from Lieutenant Gates’s Trouble Fund. We’ll go by the Algiers before we hit the freeway. You can pick up whatever you need.”

			Barb nodded along. Red shoved a pile of cardboard face parts her way. She inventoried the selections. She was very quick. She plucked noses, chins, hairlines, cruel mouths and eyes.

			Eddie Benson stood up. He stretched and kicked blood in his legs. He winked at Barb.

			“I’m calling Morty Bendish. You’re working on tomorrow’s headline, right there.”

			

			—

			I wanted to eyeball Scimitar City, in-tight. I caught Washington east and stashed my sled at France’s Drive-In. I slid the car hop fifty scoots. She served me a free cheeseburger. I joined the crowd at 20th and La Brea and migrated south.

			Barbara Lynn Duhamel testifies. Comrade X is Brother #1 out of 4. He lives in L.A. We’ve got an Identikit headline and a hot new Mirror piece pending. We’re close on the CTWA. We owe Ratfuck Bobby a deep commie cleanse on Rumford Fund personnel. We’re laggard on the Weiss and dead-woman jobs.

			I strolled south. I orbed street-facing façades. There’s the Robesonesque golem with the anaconda schvantz. Integration Generation. There’s a white wench and a sepia sister, worshipful at his feet.

			Loudspeaker hookups blared the real Robeson. He sang “Ole Man River.” He intoned and orated more than he crooned. His voice induced quivers. People stopped to listen. His depth-charge basso made the speaker slats shake.

			The golem, the figurehead. Symbols of ’62. Something for everyone. The crowd was half black, half white. Black women and white women pushed strollers and talked about their kids. Black men and white men walked their dogs and shot the shit. I stopped at the Haitian herb hut. I bought a handful of camouflaged and repackaged Desbutal. I popped them and floated south. I ducked into the courtyard at the former Crazy Jack’s Motel. A black man’s pit bull leaped up on me and licked my face. I kissed his snout. I said, “Give me some canine love, you good-looking motherfucker.” The pit’s master roared.

			Tommy T. hired boys in Dorsey High letter sweaters to guard the room doors. I badged the kid outside Door #6. He let me in. I stretched out on a water-filled mattress. A sign nailed beside the bed read: “Water Flop c/o Saul’s Waterworks.”

			I felt sorry for doofus Hugh Hefner. Playboy City could have been Scimitar City. The latter obviated the former. Playboy City would have been corny and superannuated inside three years. Scimitar City debuted six weeks after Ole Miss. Tommy T. rode the zeitgeist. Hugh Hefner partied with pinkos, killers, and rape-o’s. He lowered a bar a Negro criminal raised.

			I meandered. Street vendors sold hot dogs and rib plates. I ducked into the Blade Room. Reggie Farrington and his combo set up. Reggie limped for good now. His vow to kill me still rang true. A brain blip hit me. I played with it.

			Barb’s testimony. She saw pencil sketches of the Robeson/Scimitar Sid prototype. The golem started out as a spidery fuck, à la Reggie. He metamorphed into imperious Paul Robeson. I about-faced and split the Blade Room. I saw Reggie, he didn’t see me.

			He intended to kill me. I should kill him first.

			I didn’t want to kill him.

			I credited Judy Henske with that resolve.

			

			—

			Creepy-crawl mission. Two guidelines drove me. Motel Mike’s Lorhipten invoices. My call to the Postal Inspectors. They revealed the other notable purchasers: Virgil Dawes, Joe Shell, Norm Krause. My olfactory memories from October 29th. The “Shelter with Shell” bomb shelter in progress. It was full-finished now. The stink had abated. Lorhipten was a counterfeiting chemical—both for counterfeiters and counterfeiting detectors.

			More pressingly:

			I had to get inside and hot-wire Kilkea. I had to scout points of egress and brainstorm the means. Counterfeiting shrieked CTWA-style endeavor. Counterfeiting detector Dawes, the lunatic Shell, stone criminals Motel Mike and Norm Krause. The Mirror piece was out and still glomming coverage. The backup piece would hit tomorrow. The Hats shot Morty Bendish a brief on Barb Duhamel’s snitchout. Her Identikit portrait of Scalp Man would sidelight the piece. The Hats and I blew the 8612 approach. It didn’t matter now. Barb ID’d one of the Worst of Worst brothers. The CTWA knew we were after them. Kilkea went unmentioned. They didn’t know that my guys had repeatedly surveilled the location and determined the lax security. CTWA bigs partied there. Hugh Hefner and Playboy Bunnies starstruck them. Badass commies starstruck Hef and his cohort. It was a mutual jerk-off connection, booze-and-dope suffused. It rendered them impervious to standard security restraints.

			I loaded up my trunk. Phil Irwin hooked up my boom mike to a portable tape rig. My guys were back at KKXL. Nat stood on-go for the Mirror piece/Freddy O. Show. He’d take call-ins. He’d run my name-names schtick. Social protest songs and civil rights ditties would hit the air. He’d repeat the LAPD tip-line number once per hour. Vicky Perkins and Barb would shag calls.

			It was 8:10 p.m. I drove down to Kilkea and parked four blocks southeast. “Nasty Nat’s Soul Patrol” full-throttled my ride over. Nat played Morty B.’s recording. Freddy O. solicits informants. It would drive commies, comsymps, and movieland leftists batshit fucking crazy. Judy sang the Jacques Brel antiwar song, “La Colombe.” Nat dubbed in a cello accompaniment. It ripped me up.

			I lugged my gear the four blocks. I recognized the plate numbers of six innocuous and irregularly parked cars, en route. I cased the Kilkea pad. Lights burned behind window ledges. It granted me minute visual access. The windows were covered by mesh screens. It impeded climb-in access. It afforded me the means to record full sound.

			I circled the backyard first. There’s the bomb shelter, sans Lorhipten stink. I circled through the yard and cut back around the north side of the house. That restraining wall cloaked me. The south side of the house was wide open. The driveway bordered it. I’d always be nakedly exposed there.

			I hugged the north-side wall of the house. Hugh Hefner’s pipe-tobacco stench drifted out a window crack. I heard voices and made them.

			Joan Staley’s querulous. Hef ’s mollifying. They’re in the front north hallway bedroom. I’d heard them there on my first crawl.

			I peeped the window crack. I saw discarded clothes dumped off the left side of the bed. Hef ’s Sy Devore suit. Joanie’s too-tight blouse and blue jeans. Her fetishistic boots on the floor.

			My boom mike featured a feathered mop top. It muffled reverb sounds. I turned on the recorder. The spools ran soundlessly. I tracked the dialogue, sans earmuffs.

			I heard this:

			Match strike, exhale. Joanie lit a cigarette. She mimicked a pissy Bette Davis. It defined her existential pose.

			She said, “We’ve got to fix the window risers. They’re stuck all the time. The window screens, too. I can’t breathe, and the air conditioning freezes the place up like a goddamn igloo. The Bunny-dorm girls are kicking up a fuss.”

			Hef said, “The cleaning lady’s husband’s a handyman. I’ll get him to oil the runners.”

			Joan: “There’s that, but while he’s at it, he should install some new window screens. The ones we’ve got now are all clogged up with gack and fly shit.”

			Hef: “You don’t sound too worried.”

			Joan: “About that Mirror deal, you mean?”

			Hef: “Well, there’s that. And that jazz station on the southside is giving it a lot of play.”

			Joan: “Yeah, an all-jigaboo station with a twenty-five-watt broadcast range, and a bunch of zonked-out listeners predisposed to hate the white man.”

			I heard newspaper rustle. Hef cited Morty’s piece.

			“Okay, the piece riffs on that building in Beverly Hills, where a lot of tight friends with our tight friends ply their trades. That’s not so bad. Then, that shitheel writer states, ‘There’s a second venal venue three miles northeast. It’s a commie-front trade union that panders pornography to the putzy pervs who lurk in their lower Hollywood turf.’ There’s some lines about the Meyerhold shows that the CTWA produces, then we go back to direct quotes. ‘The treasonous trade union is also producing a series of ‘segregationist comedies’ for distribution in Alabama and Mississippi.’ Baby, I’ve put big money into producing those flicks, and so has Joe Shell. Also, the piece mentions the Indigenous Cell and the four brothers, which means the fuzz knows a lot about our union buddies. One of my editorial guys knows people at the Mirror, and he says there’s a second piece coming out tomorrow. They’ve turned out a witness—one of Joe Shell’s pieces of fluff—and she lays out tricking with one of the brothers in a hotel suite, and he’s dead drunk and revealing lots of shit the union pulls, and the brothers and the IC pulled back in the Spanish Civil War. And, baby, grok this. The cover features a composite picture of the brother—you know—the guy with the burn scar under his eye, which is nothing short of disastrous.”

			Joan: “Poor, poor Hefie-baby. He’s soooo anxious to suck up to Negro criminals and badass communists, because he thinks it makes him look cool and makes his pretentious T-and-A rag look cutting-edge and respectable.”

			Hef: “One of those putz Hat Squad guys called me the ‘Titian of T and A’ and said that shithole ‘Scimitar City’ was once supposed to be ‘Playboy City,’ which makes mock of me, my magazine, and my commitment to integration.”

			Joan: “What commitment? You were committed to Tommy Tucker’s cocaine and all the chocolate pussy he was supplying you. Okay, the stuff about the CTWA and the brothers is disturbing, but Scimitar City is nothing but a jig joint, and Playboy City would have been nothing but white stiffs slumming, for maybe three weeks, until they got bored and found some new kick, and you were left holding your dick.”

			Hef (shrieking): “You’re nothing but a ball-busting virago!”

			Joan: “And you’re nothing but a closet queen. Doug Kallman gave me the goods on you, you faggot.”

			I heard a door-slam reverberate. Hef whimpered and puffed smoke double hard.

			

			—

			The Algiers rocked late. A poolside twist party overamplified a three-block radius. Joey Dee and the Starliters blasted “The Peppermint Twist.” Industry-hopeful foxlets twisted with well-heeled older men. Joe Shell’s room lights burned at 11:14 p.m.

			I door-knocked him. He opened up. I saw today’s Mirror spread out on his coffee table. He’d black-crayon underlined offending passages.

			“You camel-fucking cocksucker. You called me a ‘lesser-known politician,’ you called Doug Kallman a ‘shivering shrink’ and said he panders to me. You said I consorted with red filth and said we call ourselves the Hitler-Stalin Pact.”

			I elbowed Shell inside and kicked the door shut behind me. Shell balled his fists and swayed, blotto.

			I said, “Wait until you see tomorrow’s Mirror. The Hats and I popped your neighbor and occasional bedmate, Barb Duhamel. She’s in protective custody. She laid out her role in the ‘segregation comedies’ you and the CTWA financed. She vividly described her paid assignation with one of the four ‘Worst of the Worst’ brothers. You know that cat I’m talking about? He’s got a burn scar under his right eye, and Barb crafted a composite portrait of him for the Mirror. It’s their cover art for tomorrow’s a.m. edition.”

			Shell cupped his hands over his ears. I smiled. He dropped his hands and blubber-mouthed me.

			“Your mother’s a camel-fucker. That’s how she begat you.”

			I smiled and slapped my knees. Shell’s eyes welled up. He leaked tears. They dripped off his face and stained his polo shirt.

			I said, “I torched the Progressive Bookshop. You owe me fifteen grand.”

			Shell reached in a back pocket and passed me an envelope.

			He said, “I didn’t know the dead chick, or that Mex ‘Trashwoman’ chick in the piece. I don’t know anything about any murders, in ’54 or two weeks ago. I’ll concede my part ownership of 8612 Brighton, I’ll concede that I go back with the CTWA, that I put bread into those segregationist comedies, and I’ll concede that I offered Barb Duhamel a recurring co-starring role, because I’m real fond of her. I know about the shit going on at 8612, and I’ve got some idea of the evil shit the CTWA pulls. I’ve heard rumors about those ‘worst of the worst’ brothers, but that’s as far as it goes. What I don’t know is what you want out of me, outside of money.”

			Shell struck a big stage pause. It said, “Coax me, Daddy-O.”

			I twirled a finger—let’s move this along.

			He said, “I’ve been playing KKXL all evening. I’ve suffered through these sappy folk songs, and I’ve heard your ‘name-names’ spiel a half dozen times. It made a lot of sense to me. A half dozen of those Hollywood Ten shitbirds called in and excoriated you. Abner Biberman, Abraham Polonsky, Jules Dassin, et cetera. Freddy O.’s a fascist, a cowardly red-baiter, Joe McCarthy reborn. I thought, ‘No, he’s just a ruthless cat with the balls and the nutty convictions that I wish I really had.’ I concede that I put some bread into the Cristeros, and that Eddie Chacõn was running them. I know you and the Hats toasted them, and you’ve probably realized what I realized—that the Cristeros in today’s political market are just a fucking joke. I know you beat Eddie C. half dead, and that Robert Kennedy deported him to Havana, and Castro finished the job. Okay, I’m up to the minute on you. What I don’t know is what you want from me.”

			I steered Shell to his green leather couch. I sat down beside him.

			“I want to make money. I want to solve the Weiss job and the Halloween job and retain my police credential. I can’t see you as anything but a nutty sidekick in with some very evil motherfuckers. I want to walk out of here with some named-names under my belt, or at least some spiel on what you know about the so-called ‘Worst of the Worst.’ ”

			Shell grabbed a high-test jug off the floor. He took two good pulls and passed me the jug. I took two good pulls.

			Shell cracked his knuckles and gave his hands a good pull. I read the signs. Here comes his aria, his Prelude to a Snitch.

			“It was May of ’49. I’d made lots of oil money, I’d been CP for two seconds, years back, and I fell in with the CTWA. I’d heard lots of talk about the four brothers, but they were likeable, so I didn’t credit the yarns. They used to invite CTWA members and investors, like me, on pub crawls down to T.J. You know, score some bennies and weed, get slammed, and catch the donkey show at the Blue Fox. They invited me, so I went along, we had a blast, and they told me about all the shit they pulled during the Spanish Civil War, how they feared exposure, and how they got plastic surgery to cover themselves. They said they killed the surgeons who cut them, in Berlin, and destroyed their records of the surgeries they performed. What they didn’t tell me was that they killed all the guys they invited on the pub crawls. They felt some deep urge to unload their shit on strangers and get some relief, but then reality set in and they killed the guys they confessed to. We were on our way back to L.A., when one of the brothers suggested a piss stop outside Escondido. That’s when I had the flash and figured it out. We walked to a grove of trees, and I took off and ran. They didn’t fire after me, because we were too close to town. I ran and I kept on running, as in three years. I had a family back in L.A., and I built myself a new one in Victorville. I robbed two banks for seed cash and set myself up in some businesses. I found a new town, found and married a new wife, and had three kids with her. I got a hankering to get back to L.A. with my first family and get into politics. I called some people in the CTWA and said I had more money to invest. They told me, ‘Come home, the brothers have been kicked down to supporting roles. They’ve had more surgery, you wouldn’t be able to recognize them if you see them.’ So, I came back to L.A., and everything’s been hunky-dory ever since. I still send my family in Victorville two grand a month, and I go down for family visits three times a year.”

			I smiled, I laughed, I studied Shell. I believed every word he said.

			I glugged sour mash. I pressed for Subornment Gig #2.

			“Okay, let’s call the two of us square. That prompts me to ask. What else can I do for you?”

			Shell glugged sour mash. “I’m real fond of Barb Duhamel. I’m thinking of dumping my first two wives and marrying her, but I think I’ll go for four kids and make it an even ten.”

			I laughed. “Go on, Joe. Lay it out for me.”

			“I want you to make goddamn sure that Barb is kept absolutely safe until that damn grand jury of yours convenes and the CTWA is brought to the bar and compromised to the extent that they cannot and will not attempt reprisals.”

			I said, “Yes. I guarantee that.”

			Shell said, “Secondly, I want you to B&E Doug Kallman’s office. He wrote three spicy monographs that secured his literary reputation. I want them for my collection. The first is called JFK as Pathological Satyr and Closet Fag—which made Dick Nixon his patient. The second is called Forced Housing Assaults and Their Negative Impact on Racially Restricting Covenants for the Public Good—which brought me in. The third is called Polyamory: Party Marriage and Its Lustful Message for the Afraid-to-Swing World. Talk to Hugh Hefner—it’s the basis of his ‘Playboy Philosophy.’ ”

			I said, “What will you pay me?”

			Shell said, “Twenty-five G.’s. I’ll warn you, though. Doug’s got them stashed in an impregnable and very hard-to-find safe in his office.”

			I said, “I’ll blow it with nitro. I should caution you on one thing, though. Joan Staley told me you’ve attended a few of the swing parties at the Kilkea house. Stop doing it. The brothers attend, and I don’t want them to key on you.”

			Shell shook his head. “Joanie’s nuts. I wouldn’t go near those parties, for just that reason you’ve cited.”

			I sighed. “Why do you want to defeat the Rumford Bill so badly?”

			Shell said, “Money, honey. I want to rehab slum areas and short-sell the land to a consortium of me, myself, and I.”

			I laughed. Shell motioned me into the kitchen. I followed him. Shell pulled a draped sheet off a large swath of wall.

			A sign at the top spelled out “Freedomland.” Artfully painted oils depicted historical scenes below. I skimmed the three paintings, left to right. Shell provided commentary.

			“Revisionism, Freddy. My utopian visions, brought to life. Here’s the Battle of Little Bighorn—but Custer and his men slaughter the Indians. Next, we have Vietnamese jungle warfare—but the French annihilate the Viet Minh at Dien Bien Phu. Next, we have Patton’s Third Army pulling into Moscow after V-J Day. This next one’s going to be set up interactively, so that visitors to my museum can take part. Engineers are building a model of Red Square. Visitors will be able to push a red button and blow up the Kremlin. Dry ice and synthetic smoke cartridges will produce an explosion effect.”

			I laughed. Shell pointed to a red telephone on a pedestal.

			“That’s a gag call-in phone. You dial a number, and a mock-JFK picks up. He quivers about fighting communism, posits the need to kowtow to the commies, and begs kids to set him up with their moms.”

			I slapped Joe on the back. Genius was genius—whatever form it assumes.

			Shell said, “Here’s the rub. I’m determined to build Freedomland on 9th and 10th District councilmanic grounds, and I don’t think Tom Bradley or Gilbert Lindsay will play ball. I want to build a giant monorail system between rides, which will require miles of elevated track. That means I have to see Rumford defeated. I’m exploring the laws of eminent domain, to lay out a plan to annex the 9th and 10th Districts, withdraw them from L.A. altogether, and pay taxes to the city that they’ll find irresistible.”

			The double-life syndrome. Hans Maslick coined the term. This man comported competently and tactfully within the real world. He lived within an insane imagination and imposed his best self upon it.

			Shell steered me back to the living room and plopped us back down on the couch. The sour mash went back and forth.

			“I want to tell you a story of Dick Nixon, Virgil Dawes, and myself. This was Virgil after his crack-up, when Treasury kicked him downstairs to a recruiting job—bringing in young lawyers and CPAs who couldn’t get on the FBI, and trying to get them to apply to Treasury.”

			I sipped sour mash. Shell upended the jug. He glowed nuke-blast pink.

			“So, Dick and I flunked the FBI tests, and Virgil was shepherding us around to various venues, to try to convince us to test for Treasury. It was ’39, the time of the Hitler-Stalin Pact, and there was a costume party staged as a goof, with all the guests garbed as Nazis or Soviet Guardsmen. America First threw the party—because they figured the Nazis and commies would bollix the pact up, attack each other, and keep America out of the war.”

			I corked up the jug. I was half gassed. I popped two Black Beauties to reset the load. Shell pulled a rolled-up map or photograph out from under the couch. He removed the rubber band cinching it and spread it out across our laps.

			It was a long-lensed black-and-white photo. Shell reached under a couch cushion and passed me a magnifying glass. I squinted into it and saw this:

			A German beer hall backdrop. Uniformed men and period-garbed women milling about. I scanned magnified uniforms and faces. I saw the twenty-six-year-old Richard Nixon, dressed in SS officer black. I saw the twenty-four-year-old Shell, garbed in Soviet dress threads. I saw thirty-four-year-old Virgil Dawes, in Hitlerian jodhpurs, brownshirt, and Nazi armband.

			Shell said, “Move the glass two inches to the right and check out the two barmaids.”

			I did it. I saw something. My hand jiggled, the image blurred, the two nineteen- or twenty-year-old girl-women looked just like—

			Shell said, “Sure looks like a young version of your anonymous dead woman and a tall Mex girl to me.”

			I looked closer.

			I squinted harder.

			The young blond woman was undoubtably the middle-aged woman I saw with Richard Nixon. The tall Latin girl looked like a young version of the “Trashwoman” the Hats Identikit built. I rescanned the photograph. Virgil Dawes talked to a woman. She wore an Italian Fascist blackshirt and tight black skirt. She was unmistakably D. J. Siemers.

			It was 1939. D.J. was twenty-six. She was back from Spain. Her fingers brushed Virgil Dawes’s Nazi armband. Read their faces. D.J.’s the butch aggressor.

			Virgil was back from his crack-up. They were married in ’41. Virgil was on the L.A. Sheriff ’s then. They were the two best-looking people at the party.
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			(Los Angeles, 8:17 a.m., Saturday, 11/17/62)

			Ben 3 drove. I rode shotgun. We wheeled to Louis Pasteur Junior High. The Rumford volunteer committee met Saturday mornings, at four L.A. junior high schools. They stuffed envelopes with donation requests and tabulated checks received. The schools kicked in a postage meter, gratis.

			Morty Bendish and his photo crew followed us. Daryl Gates decreed on-the-spot expulsions. The AG wanted action text and hard-line expulsion pix. Tom Bradley was meeting us at Pasteur. He would seek to soften blows and soothe ex-commies. He fears an “LAPD-McCarthyite” backlash.

			I replayed my late call on Joe Shell. That photograph. D. J. Siemers, the dead woman as a young girl, and the “Trashwoman” in one location. And Richard Nixon, Virgil Dawes, and Shell himself. D.J.: prevaricator, dissembler, omitter. She couldn’t lie her way out of this.

			Shell called my service at 6:18 a.m. He left Lenore a long message. She read it to me. Here’s the gist:

			Barb Duhamel’s Identikit portrait of Scalp Man missed the mark. The man she described in no way resembled the four brothers he pub-crawled with thirteen years ago. A normal aging process would not alter his appraisal. He simply wasn’t the guy.

			Shell added one bit of mitigating evidence:

			He noticed curlicue-shaped scarline adornments on all four men. He mentioned it to them. Shell believes it was a plastic surgeon’s signature touch. It may have sealed the brothers’ now-we-must-kill-him decree. The Identikit misfire hinted at additional plastic work between ’49 and now.

			Ben 3 grabbed me at the Intel squadroom. Daryl Gates read us a long teletype from Interpol.

			A Berlin plastic surgeon was murdered in his office, 6/14/38. He’d performed maxillofacial surgery on four brothers between 6:00 a.m. and p.m. that day. The before-and-after photographs were missing. The surgeon had been shot twice in the back of the head. The weapon employed: Makarov 9mm automatic. All of the surgeon’s 1938 files had been stolen. The responding Interpol official added this:

			Generalissimo Franco’s secret police had deployed throughout Europe. They were out to kill International Brigade nun-rapers and priest-killers. They were rounding up known communists and torturing them for information on the Indigenous Cell and Worst of the Worst contingent. They were making the rounds of plastic surgeons’ offices as part of this effort. They’d turned up six more plastic-surgeon snuffs as they worked. All seven homicides remain unsolved to this day.

			Vicky Perkins called me. She stated that the first day’s tip-line calls were a star-studded bust. Dalton Trumbo, Abner Biberman, Alvah Bessie, Abe Polonsky, and two dozen anonymous commies had called in to excoriate rat, fink, snitch, squealer, fascist toady, and moral coward Freddy O. Elia Kazan and Budd Schulberg called and went Attaboy, Big Fred. The 7:00 a.m. radio news replayed my “name names” tirade. Newscasters reported an instant boom in “Name Names” and “Freddy Otash for President” bumper stickers. Entrepreneurs had been mimeographing stickers and slapping on adhesive sticking since the first a.m. Mirrors hit the stands at 4:00 a.m.

			Pasteur Junior High. 18th and Crescent Heights. A mixed-race student body. Good football teams.

			Ben 3 pulled into the parking lot. Tom Bradley stood by his ’56 Olds. Morty B. and the photo crew pulled in behind us. Tom went Oh, shit.

			We hobnobbed at the door. Morty and his crew hovered ten feet back. They orbed Big Tom and sniffed censure. They wanted to snag pix of Ben and me manhandling commies out to the lot. They were hoping the dinks would pull their overcoats over their faces, like busted criminals always did.

			Tom said, “The breakdown’s fifty percent men, fifty percent women. Ben’s been around the CP for a dog’s age, and he’ll try to tap some ID’s. Kid gloves for any women you might pop, and be tactful with one and all—the committee will take some hits on these roundups, which Robert Kennedy seems to remain unaware of.”

			I said, “I brought handcuffs.”

			Ben said, “So did I.”

			Big Tom shook his head. “Request that they stand up and follow you. Clamp their arms if you have to. You’ve seen Jimmy Hoffa at the McClellan hearings. He didn’t kick up a fuss, and neither will these folks.”

			The volunteers co-opted empty classrooms for their meets. This crowd was couched in room 103. Ben and I hit the front door and east-floor hallway, fast. Tom Bradley slow-walked behind us. Morty and his crew lurked outside.

			The 103 doorway was wide-cracked. Ben and I stepped in and stood at the front of the room. Forty-odd people sat at schoolroom desks and worked at long tables. They opened envelopes and stuffed envelopes. Negroes, whites—a near even mix. They scrawled notes on legal pads. They looked up and saw us. Tom Bradley lounged in the doorway. They vibed square-ass and streetwise. They knew this was a roust.

			I cleared my throat. “I’m Lieutenant Fred Otash, and I’m with the Los Angeles District Attorney’s Bureau of Investigations. My colleague here is Mr. Benjamin Davis the Third, and he’s with the DA’s Office as well. We may well have questions to ask of some of you, and this will entail transport downtown to the Police Administration Building.”

			Tires squealed, out in the lot. The four transport patrol cars we ordered were ten minutes late.

			A middle-aged Negro man raised his hand. “Benjamin the Third here looks just like his late daddy. I’m not ashamed to say that I served under him in the CP when Ben was a schoolboy, and he wasn’t no demon, no way. Then was then and now is now. The U.S. just won the Cold War. If this is some jive postmortem, why are you picking on us? And why is Councilman-Elect Tom Bradley hanging back like he don’t want to be seen with you?”

			A hubbub burbled. The volunteers stared us down. Tom Bradley stepped into the room. A score of people clapped. People called out “I voted for you.” Tom bowed and smiled. More people clapped.

			Ben 3 threw an arm around me and whispered. His deep voice carried. People at the front desks heard.

			“Pops there—the guy who baited me—is as red as red gets, and he got tried and acquitted on Smith Act charges, the same time my daddy went down. He’s our fish number one, and the white lady three chairs down from him is a cell hopper and a pal of Henry Cathcart Wilkins, that ex-Nazi clown who went CP, then shucked it all and renounced. She’s supposedly Party-marriage stock, so I think we should pop her.”

			I whispered back, “Who else? Two fish out of forty prospects is a low yield.”

			A fat white man called out. “Mr. Otash here has been all over the radio and TV. He wants us to name names. I’m Party, and proud of it. What’s that got to do with passing the Rumford Act? Mounted cops busted my head with nightsticks in Pershing Square when I marched for the Rosenbergs, and these three big bruisers ain’t going to get me to go without a fight.”

			A cheer went up. “Don’t name names, don’t name names! Freddy Otash ain’t my president! Remember Ole Miss!”

			Ben 3 whispered, “Fats has got to go. He’s been coming to cell meetings shit-faced drunk for twenty years that I know of, and he always rats out his comrades to get waltzed from the drunk tank.”

			I said, “That’s three. Who else do you recognize?”

			Ben 3 whispered, “The tall dude in the back row is a part-time lover of so-called ‘Red Queen’ Dorothy Healey. He’s infiltrated the NAACP, the United Negro College Fund, and half a dozen ban-the-bomb groups known to be commie fronts. He’s the kingfish of this sad-ass group.”

			I whispered back, “That’s four, which makes for a ten percent yield. Who else do you recognize?”

			Ben 3 whispered, “The older ginch with the too-big cross around her neck. I’ve heard all the interrogation tapes, and both Joan Staley and Tommy T. mentioned her. She’s a Spanish Civil War vet, she’s purportedly a Party-marriage breeder, and she was rumored to be a big wheel in the Party’s riot operation in Detroit, back in ’43. Don’t pop her. We should debrief her in private. That’s the notorious Mary Beth Crane. I’ve heard she’s the mama of that psycho killer cluck, Johnny Schoeneweg.”

			I tingled. That’s a witness. The big cross jazzed me. Ex-commies get religious in droves.

			I said, “I’ll brief her. Let’s go get them and move them out. Four out of forty isn’t bad.”

			Ben 3 peeled out and gestured at our infiltrators and snitch candidates. He was brusque—he came off just short of On your feet, motherfuckers.

			Tom Bradley stomped up to me. He grabbed my right arm and yanked me out to the hallway. I pried his hand loose. He clenched his fists. He kept his voice loooooow.

			“What the hell do you think you’re doing? Do you know what this looks like? Do you know just how much harm this is causing?”

			I put my hands flat on his chest and pushed him back into the wall. He was a big man. He hit with a big thunk.

			I put my hands down.

			I stepped back.

			I went Whoa, now.

			I said, “Unclench your fists, Tom. This is a fight neither one of us can win. This whole deal was not my idea, not Ben’s, not Daryl G.’s or the Chief ’s. This comes straight from Robert F. Kennedy. He’s the one with a bug up his ass about reds in the Rumford organization. And he’s your fellow Democrat, who you’d damn well better play ball with.”

			Tom went limp. He did the corny punch-in-the-arm/you’re-my-man-man bit and quick-walked out to the parking lot.

			Four patrol cars were jammed up at the front of the lot. Two bluesuits flanked each one. Tom B. held up four fingers. He sent out sign language. FOUR. It’s not right, but we’ve got four.

			Ben 3 herded the fish outside. He shoved the three men and eased the one woman. All four pulled their overcoats and suit coats over their faces. They gave Morty and his photo boys the shots they drooled for.

			I walked back to the room and braced Mary Beth Crane. She looked up. She had uncanny blue eyes.

			I said, “We’d like to speak to you in private, Miss Crane, about a number of matters. You can remain with the committee, regardless of what you may tell us.”

			Miss Crane said, “I have a lot to tell you, but it comes with a price. And I will name names.”

			I walked back outside. Morty raised his hands and mimed a bandleader’s downbeat. The photo guys chanted “Name names! Name names! Name names!”

			

			—

			The scene replayed at Foshay and Nightingale Junior High. Tom Bradley stayed away. We bagged six commies at Foshay and three at Nightingale. Ben and I absorbed harangues. I was a fascist, a Klan man, a Birch boy, a quisling, squealer, snitch, fink. Ben 3 was an Uncle Tom, capitalist tool, traitor to the Party, and faux-white boy.

			Patrol cops transported the fish to the PAB. Rank-and-file Intel cops were on call to interrogate them. Mary Beth Crane showed up at Nightingale. She slipped me her card and urged me to call her.

			Ben 3 dropped me at my pad. We made plans to bring in Daryl Gates and razzle-dazzle Mary Beth. I said I’d suggest the cops’ room at Ollie Hammond’s.

			I cleaned up, changed clothes, and drove out to Glendale. The 1939 beer hall pic drop-kicked me. D. J. Siemers posed with Virgil Dawes. Flirtation simmers between them. The tall Mexican waitress and “Trashwoman” suspect. The dead woman as young woman. Say we believe Myra Weiss here.

			Myra described the young woman as everything she was not. She went to Spain in ’36. “She saw and did horrible things.” She told Myra how a group of male CP killers killed. They made CP women wield the knife, the gun, the poison. They had a fearsome Negro man perform the final exsanguinations—should the assigned female assassins punk out.

			Morris Gelb believed Myra to be senile then. She called the killer the Nightbird. Rumor, uninformed speculation, pure fantasy. I lived within my imagination and transposed it against my materialist-detective’s milieu. I credited the psychic troika so emblematic to commies. I believed the Robesonesque painting and the current motel logos to be extensions of the Nightbird myth. And, I instinctively believed the myth of the painting’s derivation: a light-skinned, spider-thin man inspired it.

			I took Los Feliz to Brand Boulevard and cut east on Colorado. I played radio KKXL the whole route. I heard my “Name Names” spiel and heard Judy sing the Brecht/Weill song “Pirate Jenny.” I parked outside Cormier Realtors and walked in.

			D. J. Siemers worked the sales floor, solo. She stood behind her desk and hotly addressed a young Negro woman. She wore France’s Drive-In car-hop attire. I’d seen her before. It was Halloween night. She trucked through Tommy Tucker’s Playroom. She was with my nemesis, Reggie Farrington. They were obvious siblings. Here’s the weird aspect:

			Her date appeared to be Motel Mike Bayless. White man/married man/all-around shitbird. I’ve got a blip-like memory of Motel Mike with Reggie Farrington. It will pop to consciousness at some point.

			I walked up to the two women. They took note and curtailed their squawkfest. I said, “Did I miss a good catfight? Don’t stop on my account.”

			The women laughed. D.J. said, “Janelle Farrington, Fred Otash.”

			She made my name. Her eyes clicked. She replayed my rancid rep at warp speed. I doffed my hat, we shook hands.

			“D.J. disdains my taste in men, because she swings in the opposite direction, despite a long-term marriage.”

			D.J. laughed. I said, “I’ve seen you at Tommy Tucker’s place, Miss Farrington. You were with your brother Reggie and Mike Bayless. And given what I know about Motel Mike, I’d advise you to seek greener pastures.”

			D.J. said, “Janelle has a lively wit and a lively interest in men. The other point of this triangle is Ben Davis the Third. Mr. Davis followed in his august daddy’s footsteps, as per women, and was CP for a number of years. And you know how I hate the CP.”

			“Yes, and as you told me, you like to keep up with people from all your lives.”

			Janelle Farrington smiled. “We’ve got a stalemate here, so I think I’ll go home. I’ve got the swing shift at the drive-in in two hours.”

			I bowed and said, “Enchanté.” Janelle bowed and about-faced. D.J. offered no farewells. She opened her top desk drawer and rummaged through it. She pulled out a sheaf of “Name Names” and “Freddy Otash for President” bumper stickers.

			I laughed. “Who sold them to you?”

			“A rightist buffoon named Norm Krause. He’s the Führer of the White Dog Bünd, and he’s spent today making the rounds of what he calls ‘Birch Bins.’ ”

			Norm the K. Another stray mention.

			I laughed. D.J. lit a cigarette and blew perfect smoke rings.

			“Will you challenge the feckless John F. Kennedy for the Democratic Party nomination in ’64?”

			“I’m considering it. For now, though, I dropped by to ask you a few questions.”

			D.J. sat down at her desk. She pointed me toward her visitor’s chair.

			“I’ll gladly answer them. But, first, please permit me to scold you for your friend Mr. Bendish’s inflammatory piece in the Mirror, which greatly disturbed my friend Bob Haldeman. He’s afraid that Mr. Bendish’s ‘Prominent Politician’ is Richard Nixon, and he’s in the process of issuing a restraining order against you, Chief Parker, and Lieutenant Gates. You are not to approach Mr. Nixon in any way, shape, manner, or form.”

			I hit D.J. sideways. “I didn’t know you were friends with Bob Haldeman. He doesn’t impress me as your type of zealot.”

			“I cultivate all manner of people. Witness Janelle Farrington. She vouches my egalitarian side, as does Bob Haldeman.”

			I lit a cigarette. “I’ll mention the restraining order to Chief Parker and Lieutenant Gates, although I’m sure it won’t deter them in any way, shape, manner, or form. One other thing, though. I’m wondering why you should counsel Miss Farrington against Ben Davis, a lawyer and an articulate former communist, in favor of a criminal like Motel Mike Bayless.”

			D.J. sighed. It covered her fury. I’m better than you. I was a red when all the hip people were. Do not challenge me.

			“Janelle and Reggie are very close siblings, and Reggie and Mike have been pals for years. I’m a eugenicist, Mr. Otash. I subscribe to racial science, and I see a Janelle–Ben Davis 3 union as a mismatch. Motel Mike is very handsome, and Janelle and Reggie are light-skinned Negroes who hail from superior stock. Now, you said you had questions for me?”

			I leaned in. I tented my arms and laced my hands. I pressed against D.J.’s desk. It rankled her. She pushed her chair back.

			“Joe Shell showed me a photograph, taken in 1939. The backdrop was a beer hall in Pasadena. America First threw a costume party to celebrate the Hitler-Stalin Pact, which they mistakenly believed would keep America out of the war. Hotshot people dressed up in Nazi and Soviet finery, notably Mr. Shell, Richard Nixon, and your future husband, Virgil Dawes. You were done up in Italian-Fascist black, and you appear to be flirting with Mr. Dawes. A blond woman, quite young, and a Latin woman, also quite young, appeared as waitresses. The blond woman became the dead woman in the safe house on Alsace Avenue, and an artist’s rendering of her has been all over the newspapers and TV, so I’ve known that you’ve seen it and recognized her. She was apparently a Spanish Civil War alumna, as you are, and yet you never told the detectives on the red probe that you recognized and were acquainted with the woman, in Spain and Los Angeles. I’m wondering if the CP infiltrated America First, and if you, the blond woman, and the Latin woman were inserted as plants. I’m also wondering if the CP told you to seduce Virgil Dawes.”

			D.J. flushed. She unzipped a fresh pack of cigarettes. It was a craft-a-response move. She futzed with her lighter and lit up. I read her face. Aaaah, she’s got it now.

			“The two young women you described were most likely faces in passing during the Spanish misadventure, when anybody who was anybody went to Spain. I’m surprised you didn’t go, Mr. Otash.”

			I smiled. “I was in high school. My parents refused to sign a consent form.”

			D.J. said, “How shortsighted of them. The war was a disaster, but it was more fun than a barrel of monkeys. You could have let your id run wild and got it out of your system, rather than postpone your kicks until you became a policeman.”

			I said, “You haven’t answered my question.”

			“All right, I will now. I recall the party, I forgot who invited me, but it sounded like a goof, so I went. I looked good in fascist basic black, and I knew it. The Latin woman rings no bells with me, but the blonde may have been a Civil War poseur who slept with Francoite officers on demand, and who always operated under pseudonyms. I can’t recall any of them, but she always utilized the initials L.B., because those were her mother’s initials, and mommy was a suffragette.”

			I twirled my ashtray. “I’m not satisfied with your answer. It was disingenuous, you’re a skilled dissembler, and you deftly bought yourself moments to craft a response.”

			“All right. Here’s the rest of my response. The Party did not infiltrate America First, nor did they tell me to marry Virgil Dawes. I met him at the celebration, and ran into him again in ’41, after his divorce. I was becoming disillusioned with the Party, and he was a noted anti-communist, as well as a wealthy man, and like many sapphically inclined women of my generation, I was looking for a husband who would afford me a long leash. Virgil fit that bill, to a T. It’s why we’ve remained good friends all these years.”

			Curveball. “Who killed Sholem and Myra Weiss? What was the CP poop on that at the time? You’re at Linda’s Little Log Cabin, and you and your sapphically inclined comrades are kicking the topic around. What were the theories expressed?”

			D.J. grinned. “Jealousy, for one. Of the long-simmering type common to the generally impotent men in the Party. Myra was the town pump of Barcelona and Madrid. She took all-new and momentarily exciting men more seriously than her own husband. An old lover came back to haunt her in Los Angeles. Things veered out of hand. A Stalinist-versus-Trotskyite undercurrent played in. That’s one theory. The second prominent theory pertained to Sholem the financial adviser, the shylock of the CPUSA. All he needed was a prosthetic hook nose to complete the portrait of a man who offers up financial advice at a twenty percent commission.”

			I said, “Are you anti-Semitic?”

			D.J. said, “You’re an Arab. Aren’t you?”

			Curveball. “Name some names for me. Pull some names off the grapevine, be advised that I appreciate informed tattle, and its ultimate veracity doesn’t concern me.”

			“Give me a hint. I’ll name names for you, but narrow down the field.”

			I said, “Commies infiltrating the civil rights movement. Currently and historically. I’m following the attorney general’s lead here. This offshoot of the probe is his bête noir.”

			D.J. stubbed out her cigarette. “The first name that comes to mind is Mary Beth Crane. And, before you ask, she was yet another Spanish Civil War alumna, as well as serving as the Party’s ambassadress to the dark-skinned community at home here in America. The last I heard, she had infiltrated the Rumford Un-fair Housing Act Committee. She’s in her late sixties now, and she was very much present in Detroit during the ’43 Negro riots, where the Negroes did possess legitimate beefs, and the Party very cunningly worked to exacerbate them.”

			I knew the gist. Red-sheet files laid them out. Nat and Kareem hailed from Motown and supplied personal touches. Rigged dice games, poison heroin, debilitating booze. Nat and Kareem’s Uncle Charlie lost a foot and died.

			“Ben 3 and I will be dining with Miss Crane. We’ll pass along your regards.”

			D.J. stood up. The sustained repartee and compressed prevarication drained her. She needed to get lost somewhere. She needed to scream herself to sleep.

			“Mary Beth’s still rabid-dog CP, and not to be trusted. Don’t credit her tales of atonement and apostasy. She’s cast herself as yet another savior of the Negro people, in the Virgil Dawes mode. Virgil’s deluded, but he leads with his heart. Mary Beth rolls the opposite way.”

			

			—

			I walked outside. D. J. Siemers unnerved me. Every word, every gesture played oblique. Janelle Farrington leaned against my F-car. She held a transistor radio up to her cheek. I caught KKXL on the job. John Coltrane faded into my “Name Names” speech.

			Janelle saw me and hit the off switch. She beamed. She got some obscure kick out of me.

			“You’re a local celebrity, Mr. Otash. For this week, at least.”

			“And you’re a woman with something on her mind. If you’re here to warn me about your brother, you won’t be the first.”

			Janelle said, “Reggie’s nobody to underestimate. My squeeze Mike Bayless is afraid of him, so what does that tell you?”

			I yawned. Janelle yawned. Glendale was hot while L.A. proper was balmy. D.J. drained both of us—I could tell.

			She said, “I’ve served you a bunch of upper-spiked malts. France’s Drive-In makes the best. I don’t suppose you’ve got something of that ilk to share with me?”

			I reached in my pocket and passed her three dexies. She dry-swallowed them.

			“You and Motel Mike. That’s a pair to draw to.”

			“Well, even that bigoted D.J. thinks we look good together, which is the whole deal with men and women, and we like each other a lot, which is icing on the cake.”

			I lit a cigarette and offered the pack. Janelle took one and lit up.

			“How’d you happen to meet Mike?”

			“Him and Reggie go back to high school. Mike was one of six white kids at Jordan High, and Reggie protected him. Then Mike got his growth spurt and played all-city football. He protected Reggie from all the tough colored boys who thought he was a sissy because he played the saxophone.”

			I kicked that around. “Who’s the alpha dog, as far as the friendship goes?”

			“Oh, that’s for sure Reggie.”

			“I’m surprised. Mike’s a rough boy. Although that nickname of his is a shuck.”

			“I’ll say. But I’ll also say he’s a soft boy, and Reggie calls the shots on these little not-so-legal deals of theirs, and Mike prays for those poor Mexican boys who got him the nickname most every night. You know the real real story, don’t you?”

			I went Yep.

			Janelle said, “Well, I’ll tell you anyway. Mike was working Firestone Patrol, back in ’49 or ’50. These four Mexican kids raided a dirty-book stall and ran off with some skin magazines. They holed up at the Don José Motel and yelled out they had guns. They didn’t have shit, but Mike kicked the door down and blew them boys up. He planted throwdown guns on them, and he won this big medal. Now, he’s Sam Yorty’s main man, he’s an all-time badass, and he lives with this lie he created. And damned if he don’t hit his knees and pray for them boys every night.”

			I kicked D. J. Siemers and the Farrington sibs around. The connection vexed me.

			“Did Reggie go to a conservatory or some prestige academy? Before he built up a touring ensemble and started cutting records?”

			“No. He was an artist’s model, because he was a colored boy, and so well-built and pretty. He’d pose for these acey-deucy amateur painters, and I think they got off on looking at him, more than anything else.”

			I felt little click-clicks. I recalled something. I staked out 8612 on election night. Reggie walked in with Eddie Chacõn and Gerry Mulligan. Reggie drove a ’61 Valiant. I ran the plate through the DMV.

			The kickback stunned me. It was a Sheriff ’s ride. It was co-opted to Reggie Farrington.

			Motel Mike Bayless was ex-Sheriff ’s. Gerry Mulligan was an ex-Sheriff ’s Narco snitch. Reggie F.—probable Sheriff ’s snitch?

			“Janelle, how did you and Reggie come to know D. J. Siemers? I can’t picture the three of you in any sort of social context.”

			Janelle laughed. “Reggie saw this weirdo psychiatrist. He unloaded all his crazy shit out on this guy, and the guy prescribed the best dope on earth for him. The guy was an amateur painter, and Reggie posed in the altogether for him. D.J. was friends with the shrink, and that’s how we met her.”

			“Was the shrink’s name Douglas Kallman?”

			“Yeah. That’s the cat.”

			“Was the shrink and/or Reggie fixated on Paul Robeson?”

			“Well, Reggie dug on Robeson because he was an inspiration to all of us darky folks, and the shrink dug on him because he was a commie who went to Russia and never snitched off the damn place as the hellhole it really is. Here’s the weird part. The shrink thought Reggie looked like Robeson, which he don’t, and he thought Robeson’s bone structure resembled Reggie’s, which is likewise bullshit. Robeson was twice Reggie’s size, and he’s got a big, thick face, whereas Reggie’s face is all chiseled and cut. You want my opinion? The shrink was a fruitcake with a thing for that big brother of mine.”

			

			—

			South La Brea hop-hopped in broad daylight. Tommy Tucker did a remodel job since my first visit. King-size billboards stood atop the roofs of all six motels.

			“Integration Generation!,” “Jim Crow Must Go!,” “Support the Rumford Act!,” “Remember Emmett Till!,” “Remember the Freedom Riders!,” “Remember Ole Miss!”

			I stood on the sidewalk outside the Glo-Ann Motel. I reran brain tapes:

			On Janelle Farrington, on Reggie and Motel Mike, Reggie and Doug Kallman, Reggie transmogrified as the great Paul Robeson.

			I started to see it. I altered paint on canvas within my head. Robeson’s nose was Reggie’s nose, flared and expanded. Reggie’s scowl was Robeson’s cuckold scowl as Othello. Robeson was Reggie enhanced to heroic dimensions. Reggie’s inner meanness was Robeson vilified.

			Commie re-mythology. The Nightbird assassin—real or myth? Reggie’s vow to kill me. Brain tapes and brain clicks. They stopped short of conclusion and indictment. Nightbird, Nightbird, Nightbird. Myra Weiss midwifed the Nightbird. She was far-gone senile then. She was Douglas Kallman’s patron and muse. He painted the Nightbird. She was his long-term analysand. He knew her as no one else did. He understood her madness. He knew that she and her husband would be murdered. His painting was prophetic communistic art. She lived in doubt since her first contact with Dick Nixon. She renounced her vow of red subservience and reclaimed her soul with a fury that no one else had ever possessed. She created the Nightbird and brought it on herself. Makarov pops to the back of the head wouldn’t do it. She and her husband would submit to the most vile and sordid communist deaths.

		

	
		
			39

			(Los Angeles, 7:05 p.m., Saturday, 11/17/62)

			My head spun. Revelations clashed, contradicted, overlapped. Joe Shell escapes the Four Brothers. He labels Barb Duhamel’s Identikit portrait of Scalp Man erroneous. His 1939 photograph puts Nixon/Dawes/Siemers/the probable “Trashwoman,” the “Vivid Vixen,” and Shell himself in the same room at the same time. D.J. blithely dissembles it away. Janelle Farrington reveals the Mike Bayless/Reggie Farrington relationship and links Doug Kallman to Reggie F. Kallman painted the Nightbird portrait. Reggie played artist’s model. The Nightbird offshoot played as commie fantasia. One solid conclusion emerged from all of it. Myra Weiss was the primary murder victim. Sholem Weiss and the woman D.J. called “L.B.” were secondary kills. Myra bore the motivational brunt for all three killings. She was too impaired and insane to be allowed to live. She had renounced and betrayed the Party too thoroughly. She created the Nightbird myth during her fleeting lucid moments. She screamed it to Doug Kallman and Morris Gelb. It grew to be half-credited rumor at the least and commie gospel at its crest. It justified her self-mandated death. Kallman recognized the Nightbird as symbolic madness. He gave it artistic life and passed it on to a worldwide mass movement that thrives on madness and anoints insane rumors as facts.

			Ben 3 and I sat in the cops’ private room at Ollie Hammond’s. Mary Beth Crane called Ben and insisted that Miller Leavy attend. Her design was nakedly obvious. She was going to name names and drop provocative tidbits. She would hint at revelations and beg Miller to spare her sex-killer/son’s life.

			I was beat to shit and overamped past exhaustion. Ben 3, ditto. The late-edition Mirror lauded our Rumford Fund expulsions. The AG teletyped Daryl Gates a congratulatory note. He hadn’t seen the Times and Examiner yet. The “Red Ripper” schtick and my Name Names spiel were now stale bread. The Times and Examiner hit “LAPD McCarthyism” full-blast. Tom Bradley absorbed residual blows. Ben 3 and I rated #One and #Two on his shit list.

			Mary Beth Crane walked in. I pulled a chair out for her. She tucked her too-large cross down her coat front. Miller Leavy followed Mary Beth, a moment on. He saw her. His look said You Again? He checked his watch. This better be good.

			She’d bombarded him with mercy pleas. She cited her religious conversion and renounced the CPUSA. She apologized to the American Negro. She had served as the CP’s hatchet woman in their subjugate-the-Negro affairs. Please don’t send my son to the Green Room for the four murders he’s committed. Johnny’s a good boy at heart.

			Miller shook hands all around. He dropped bon mots and sweetened the pot.

			“Freddy, you look good. I’d vote for you for president, any day.” “Ben, you look good. You’re the best law clerk I’ve seen in years. You’ll be a lead felony prosecutor within six months.” “Miss Crane, how lovely to see you again. Tom Bradley and I were discussing you just a few hours ago. He told me that he credits your renunciation of communism, and he assures me that you’ll be allowed to continue your volunteer work for the Rumford Committee.”

			Mary Beth faux-beamed. I glimpsed the cut-the-shit/hard-line Stalinist beneath her supplicant-mommy façade.

			Miller checked his watch. He made a big show of it. Fuck dinner and small talk. Where’s the waiter, where’s our drink orders, we three men are dead-bushed—we crave double blasts.

			Mary Beth cleared her throat. She shot her cuffs and displayed her chain bracelet, replete with a cameo of her sex-killer son.

			“I came to name names, Mr. Leavy. Let me start with the alleged ex-communist, Miss Dorothy June Siemers, who remains, albeit covertly, one hundred percent red. She takes her direct orders from the unprovenanced big wheels at the Creative Trade Workers Alliance, and when she was married to the famously anti-communist Treasury agent Virgil Dawes, she redacted the names of established CTWA bigshots on red sheets that Inspector Dawes keeps in his private anti-commie files. She has also enlisted civilian police clerks to insert those bogus files in the Intelligence Division red-sheet stacks of various police departments, with fictitious alternative names and physical characteristics ascribed for the men whose files she has altered.”

			Miller Leavy sighed. It was stale news to him—and to me. I’d suspected D.J.’s file-reduction antics from the get-go. Mary Beth’s accusation ran half-assed, uninformed, dramatized for effect. D.J. wasn’t jungled up with the CTWA. She knew no names and possessed no physical stats. If she’d studied such hot-shit files, they’d still be stashed in her ex-hubby’s trove.

			Miller re-sighed. Mary Beth said, “I’ve got a blue sheet on D. J. Siemers in my purse. She was arrested at a drag ball at a lezbo nightclub in the Valley. Numerous underaged girls were present and dressed up as men.”

			Leavy said, “Mary Beth, you’re wearing me thin.”

			Mary Beth worried her charm bracelet. John Schoeneweg’s charm jiggled.

			“D.J. is a chemistry whiz. She’s got advanced degrees from Stanford University. She knows how to lift redaction marks and type in fictitious names.”

			Leavy went nix. “Johnny burns, Mary Beth. I’ll be there to watch, but I would advise you not to attend.”
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			(Los Angeles, 2:30 p.m., Sunday, 11/18/62)

			Chez Dawes. Down-home affluent.

			The Integration Generation, writ swank. Inimical to the Oreo Strip, aka “Secession City” and “Tommy Tuckerville.” Leimert Park. White swells take note—it’s a swell place to live.

			I’d reconned the Dawes spread two weeks back. This jaunt affirmed its lazy-luxe appeal. A twenty-odd-unit apartment house. Postwar ranch style. White-stucco moderne. A perimeter-wide front lawn, Kentucky bluegrass, picnic tables spread throughout. A big bar-b-q pit. Serve-yourself brisket, ribs, fortified lemonade. The house riveted me. Virgil Dawes stashed his files there. The raised windowpanes shot me a view.

			Tall metal shelving. Red, blue, and green sheets stored ceiling-high.

			Judy and I arrived a half hour late. Dawes’s tenants were already tucking into the chow and gingerly smacking the high-octane lemonade. It was a church revival, minus hallelujahs. It was radicalized, most of all.

			Photographic easels. Propped up in front of the building. Ole Miss consecrated, six weeks back. James Meredith looks apprehensive. He wears a brown church suit and bow tie like I wore to church. General Edwin A. Walker exhorts segregationist throngs. Uniformed marshals look wary. Rednecks hurl catcalls and wave Confederate flags. Men yell into bullhorns. German shepherds tug at leashes. Women weep, men shout and jab protest signs, bloodied protesters on gurneys are pushed through. The photographic easels were interspersed with black-and-white signs. They all read REMEMBER OLE MISS!

			I scanned the revelers. Familiar faces popped out. Tom Bradley, Gil Lindsay, Bill Rumford. Ben Davis 3—tossing baleful looks four tables over. There’s Reggie “Hotfoot” Farrington and his sister Janelle—playing footsie with Motel Mike Bayless. Motel Mike matched Ben 3—evil look for evil look.

			Virgil Dawes stood up and waved us to the head table. Tom Bradley, Bill Rumford, and Ben 3 sat with him. Judy and I walked over. She wore blue jeans, saddle shoes, and a University of Wisconsin letter sweater. A small gold cross was pinned to the white W. Judy served in the student chaplain corps. She volunteered at VA hospitals, post–Korean War.

			I knew everyone at the table. I introduced “Miss Judy Henske” around. I was nervous, and too, too decorous. I mind-read the table. She’s taller than him.

			Waiters put plates and lemonade jars in front of us. I blew off the chow and quaffed the lemonade. Judy charmed the shit out of Tom Bradley and Ben 3. Tom smiled at me. I read him: That’s some girl you’ve got and I’m glad we didn’t toss blows yesterday.

			That flyby memory nudged me. The first nudge was yesterday. I jousted with D. J. Siemers. There’s the nudge. It nudged into full bloom right here.

			I learned that the CTWA supplied the labor for the South La Brea teardowns. They were soon to be recast as “Playboy City.” I broke into the CTWA office late that night. I read teletypes stacked in a tray. Jocular Joe Shell wrote this:

			“Not Mike and Reggie. They’re too good.”

			Too good for WHAT?

			The nudge bopped baleful, right here. Mike Bayless and Reggie Farrington are the Salt-and-Pepper bandits.

			Bayless, Shell, Dawes. Right-wing dink Norm Krause. They all purchased large quantities of the chemical Lorhipten.

			The chemical retards soil erosion. It ages or allays the aging of U.S. currency.

			Judy chatted up Tom B. They riffed on Ole Miss and the Rumford Bill, full speed. Ben 3 sat next to me. He pointed four tables over and skunk-eyed Motel Mike.

			“I’ve had enough of that lily-white cocksucker who thinks he’s too handsome to live. I’m going to sandbag his punk ass, brown him up the dirt road, and tell him to stay away from my woman.”

			I yukked. “If you can wait a few days, I’ll help you.”

			Ben 3 went huh?

			I said, “He’s got some information I need, and he won’t give it up cheap. Between the two of us and the Hats, he’ll give it up easy.”

			Ben 3 said, “I’m in.” We shook on it. Virgil Dawes stood up and gestured to me. I stood up. Judy stood up. She sidelong caressed me. I smelled her hair.

			Dawes walked away from the table. He was Mr. Peremptory. I started off after him and glanced streetside. D. J. Siemers, Bob Haldeman, and John Ehrlichman stood upside a ’61 Lincoln.

			Once again:

			How and why does D.J. know these cats? What’s her agenda? Old Guard Republicans hate Birchers, nonstop.

			

			—

			Virgil Dawes and I holed up in his office. We sipped forty-year-old sour mash. Mock Remingtons festooned the walls. Portraits of Wyatt Earp and Doc Holliday. Twenty perspectives of the Gunfight at the O.K. Corral. Plus, shadowboxed firearms packed by Bonnie Parker and Clyde Barrow.

			The office was iceberg AC’d. A brick fireplace burned scented wood. The temperature moved to just right. Virgil Dawes worked for effect and achieved it.

			We pulled cashmere-tufted chairs up to the fire and sipped our way through to a jolt. Fortification. He required it. I sensed that, big-time.

			Dawes said, “I was rude and unconscionably obtuse on the first occasion we met. I apologize for that. I knew you were on the red probe, and I’ve always had a tendency to overrate myself as Red Hunter #1, when in fact the honor goes to the late Whittaker Chambers. So, I’m sure you have questions. And, if you have prefatory comments, I’d be happy to hear you out.”

			I sipped sour mash. “My forte as an investigator is condensing seemingly unrelated facts to form a conclusive and accurate thesis. This pursuit often takes the form of applying my lurid imagination and forensic expertise to irregular-seeming bits of data and letting them steep within me. The red probe is a bust. That stated, I came across a double homicide from April ’54 and a single homicide from Halloween night, two and a half weeks ago. I believe that the antecedents to all three deaths date back to the HUAC hearings of ’48, and originally derive—in their atavistic savagery—from atrocities performed by communist factions within the International Brigade formed to fight the rightist junta of General Francisco Franco during the Spanish Civil War. The presence of Spanish Civil War veterans pervades all three fronts of my investigation—the third front being the destruction of the Creative Trade Workers Alliance, the CP’s foremost criminal arm operating currently in the U.S. A number of barbarous civil war vets—most likely American, and fully unprovenanced and unidentifiable—hide out in the Alliance and perpetuate its criminal designs. I intend to identify these men, four in particular, and inflict violent retribution upon them. I want to solve the three homicides, and crush the CTWA in order to extend my admittedly corrupted lieutenancy with the L.A. DA’s Bureau. A criminal demimonde attends the three homicides. It is political in nature, but is in no way exclusively communist. The undeniable facts are these: You and Joe Shell are both avid collectors of extremely expensive artifacts of violent American crime. In my few minutes of time in your office, I glimpsed an LAPD Burglary Division file folder. I believe it was for the four so-called Salt-and-Pepper burglaries that have occurred in Los Angeles within the past six months. You are an expert counterfeiting investigator. You have told a good many people that some men destroyed your relationship with Charles Lindbergh and stole something quite dear to you. Before I request to hear the story behind those statements, I will tell you that only four individuals within this demimonde have ordered Lorhipten from the only chemical supply house that provides it, going back three years. The four men are you, Joe Shell, a corrupt ex-Sheriff ’s deputy named Motel Mike Bayless, and a right-wing ex-LAPD man named Norm Krause. That something ‘dear to you’ is also coveted by Joe Shell, and—like you—he will go to any and all lengths to possess it. That’s why I respectfully ask that you tell me the whole story.”
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			Geography damned him and liberated him. 1905 Alabama was bigoted, stratified, impervious to Christian virtue. His mother was a northerner cut from abolitionist stock. His father was Mississippi born and bred. He graduated Ole Miss in 1896. Four years in ROTC garnered him a U.S. Army commission. His duty postings restricted him to the Deep South. His mother passed her abolitionist leanings on to her husband and only child. Virgil Douglas Dawes. Son of Lyman Ridley Dawes. The obscure Army lieutenant was the first cousin of Douglas MacArthur.

			Typhus killed his mother in 1913. He traveled post to post with his daddy, all by themselves. Lyman Dawes was assigned to command all-Negro troops. He sought out a career path that other young officers avoided and disdained. His son was educated in all-Negro schools in segregated training facilities, detached from all-white facilities and fitted with all-Negro barracks and restricted off-base housing for Negro soldiers with young families. Young Virgil Dawes—Douglas MacArthur’s second cousin—grew up in voluntary privation. He enjoyed it. He got a kick out of his Negro friends. They got a reciprocal kick out of him. He read about a jazz musician named Mezz Mezzrow. Mezz was white and Jewish. He described himself as a voluntary Negro. Virgil Dawes mimicked Mezzrow’s stance.

			His daddy led Negro troops in the Great War. He stayed behind. He finished his basic education in tin-roof colored schools and flourished. His bargain basement education failed to impede him. He was whip-smart. His imagination was wholly unfettered.

			He went on to Yale and Yale Law School. He adhered to the disciplines of rigorously prescribed academics and privately reviled them. He read Emma Goldman’s book My Disillusionment in Russia and became a rabid anti-communist. He was a wild-ass autodidact of the Mezz Mezzrow ilk. He boozed in Harlem speakeasies and coupled with Negro girls with designs on rich white boys. His father made rank and yet more rank. He trained crack Negro troops and developed a reputation as the best black-and-khaki man in the U.S. Army. October ’29 brought the Crash. The Dawes clan remained solvent. Gold coins stashed in Swiss bank vaults saved them. He passed the New York and Federal bar exams. He signed on with Treasury in November ’29. He studied communism, its antecedents, and its shuck of a workingman’s utopia. The Treasury academy proved to be a breeze. He married a comely woman named Helen Linscott. She was a dentist and a hard-drinking flapper who loved to hit uptown nightspots and take in the Harlem Renaissance and le jazz hot. She fixed colored jazzhounds’ teeth for near gratis. He was assigned to the New York City Treasury squad. He kept his egalitarian views under wraps.

			Treasury agents studied counterfeiting from all angles. The chemistry of paper aging and alteration consumed him most of all. Counterfeiting required patience and the wherewithal to delay the gratification of instantly spendable cash. The printing process mandated expensive equipment and technical expertise. He broke up three major counterfeiting rings between his academy graduation and March 1, 1932.

			The toddler son of Charles Lindbergh was kidnapped that night. A barely literate ransom note was left behind. Lindbergh’s son was snatched from his crib in an upstairs bedroom. He was the first child of an unparalleled American hero and his wife, the daughter of a United States senator. Lindbergh’s solo transatlantic flight in a flimsy two-seater plane instantly canonized him. His marriage to Anne Morrow and the birth of his son deluged him with idiot adulation and stiflingly redundant publicity. He was twenty-nine years old and America’s hands-down greatest hero. He was an Army Air Corps colonel by dint of his astonishing achievement. He was on the board of directors of Pan American Airways. He was rich, renowned, reserved in the presence of strangers—and a man the whole world wanted a piece of to love. He lived on a large estate in Hopewell, New Jersey. The kidnapper built a ladder to get to the second-floor bedroom. He demanded fifty thousand dollars or the child would be killed.

			A cluster fuck ensued. The New Jersey State Police were unschooled and ill prepared to mount and sustain a complex investigation. A crazy if well-meaning old Bronx school teacher wormed his way in with Colonel Lindbergh. The kidnapper sent illegible notes demanding cash drops in Bronx cemeteries. Lindbergh decided to pay. He was hidebound, intransigent, intractable. He believed that the Mob, the Mafia, the Black Hand, or an unnamed gangster combine stole his son—and, if paid, would return him unharmed. The final cemetery drop was accomplished. The New York City Police Department, Treasury, and the IRS Criminal Division were called in. The fifty-thousand-dollar ransom was serial-number-noted, bill by bill. We were on the gold standard then. Franklin Roosevelt’s election the following November changed all that. We went from the gold standard to Federal Reserve notes. Chemical alterations to the print paper were mandated. FDR wanted all gold notes recalled. All gold notes were to be redeemed for their full value.

			The kidnapper murdered the Lindbergh baby. The body was discovered two and a half months after the snatch, in a rural swath not far from the Lindbergh estate. The body was badly decomposed. A pathologist surmised that the child was killed and dumped the very night of the kidnap itself.

			FDR was inaugurated. Gold notes were recalled, Federal Reserve notes were issued in loosed-floodgate numbers, gold notes were handled as collector’s items and historical artifacts that would surely escalate to peak value. The investigation dragged on—’32 to ’33 and into ’34. Charles Lindbergh remained implacable—a gangster cabal kidnapped and killed his son. Special Agent Virgil Dawes thought otherwise.

			Helen Linscott Dawes dragged her husband to a lecture at The New School in Greenwich Village. A psychiatrist named Dudley David Schoenfeld was scheduled to speak. He was the chief of psychiatry at Bellevue Hospital. His general field of study was the criminal mind. His pinpoint interest was in psychopathic men driven to murder and the delusions that compelled them to take lives.

			Helen Dawes squeezed her husband’s hand. Dr. Schoenfeld revealed his pinpoint interest early on in his lecture. Virgil Dawes was a clue chaser/gold-note chaser on the Lindbergh job. He tallied the serial numbers of gold notes and where they were spent. He was a four-year tenured, obscure Treasury agent who disdained the consensus thinking of the Federal and state cops working the investigation. He listened to Dr. Schoenfeld and knew he’d cut to the Lindbergh case before his one hour onstage elapsed. Schoenfeld got there forty-six minutes in. He unequivocally stated that a lone psychopath killed the Lindbergh baby and curtailed his lecture short of elaborating the how and why. He was scheduled to see Colonel Lindbergh the following week. There were aspects of his thinking that were meant only for Lindbergh’s ears.

			Helen Linscott Dawes dragged her husband home to their apartment in Flushing Meadows, Queens. He couldn’t sleep. He wrote Dr. Dudley David Schoenfeld a lawyer’s brief on the Lindbergh case and what he believed to be true.

			
				1: The kidnapper-killer was German. The syntax and misspellings of the ransom notes proved that.

				2: The kidnapper-killer was suicidally incautious, suffused with a sense of his own omnipotence and driven by the idea that he was greater than the great Charles Lindbergh himself.

				3: The kidnapper-killer was a political radical in inflation-ravaged Germany. He was either a National Socialist, a communist, or a Leninist-derived Spartacist. He held himself to be a greater leader than Adolf Hitler or the communist-Spartacist commandants. He was a lawless alien invader given to grandiose criminal designs. He stowed away on a merchant ship and entered the United States illegally. He considered his transatlantic crossing to be more daring and resourceful than the solo airplane flight that immortalized Charles Lindbergh.

				4: He is a latent homosexual. He is both attracted to and repelled by Charles Lindbergh’s rangy good looks. He is married to an unattractive woman and has fathered one male child.

				5: The kidnapper-killer’s incaution is most glaringly displayed in his cashing in of twenty-dollar gold notes to purchase seventy-five cents’ worth of gas. He carries incautious amounts of Federally annotated gold notes on his person at all times. It sexually arouses him and further proves his omnipotence.

				6: The kidnapper-killer is a carpenter. The kidnap ladder exemplifies his slapdash workmanship. He weighs no more than 160 pounds. Forensic woodworking experts determined that the ladder could sustain weight no greater than 160 pounds. I believe that the added weight of the Lindbergh baby caused one or more rungs to loosen in their dowel housings, and that, resultingly, the Lindbergh baby fell to his critical wounding or death. The kidnapper-killer smothered the child if the former proved to be true.

				7: The kidnapper-killer lives in a German-speaking enclave in the South Bronx, near the lower 200-numbered streets and Woodlawn Avenue. He keeps the bulk of the kidnap money secreted in slipshod lumber-built compartments. The house itself showcases his inferior woodworking craftmanship and is full of luxury items such as expensive kitchen appliances and radio consoles.

				8: The kidnapper-killer will never confess to the crime. He will offer up ever more outlandish explanations as to why other individuals or criminal cartels were responsible.

			

			He sent the letter off to Dr. Schoenfeld. He spent long hours in his office. He authored bulletins and mailed them to banks, small businesses, shops, post offices, gas-station chains, restaurants, department stores, five-and-dimes, nightclubs, and delicatessens. The bulletins listed fourteen pages of serial-numbered gold notes from the ransom payoff. He maintained Gold Note Spent Here pin maps in his office and in his apartment. The IRS cops and NYPD cops did likewise. The bulk of the pins pierced street junctures in the South Bronx and upper Manhattan. The kidnapper-killer spent ever more recklessly. He knew they’d get him this way. The successful passing of gold notes for trivial purchases got the killer Federal Reserve notes in return, and surcease from his overweening grandiosity and impotence every time he pulled it off.

			Dr. Schoenfeld called him. The gifted psychiatrist congratulated the rookie T-man. The good doctor told him they both saw it the same exact way. Sadly, Colonel Lindbergh disagreed. The colonel was cordial and distant. The colonel praised the pin-map approach and figured they’d get the guy that way. The smart money was on the mob theory—and that was that.

			He told Dr. Schoenfeld that the colonel would have to do better than that. He was going to door-knock him, badge him, and tell him: “Now, listen here, sir.”

			He did just that. He laid his theory out for the colonel. The colonel said, “I think you’re right.” It was May 28th, 1934. The kidnap/probable murder date was two years and two months back. The kidnapper-killer was spending yet more recklessly now. Shopkeepers and pump jockeys said, “Ain’t you got no bills smaller than that?”

			One man said, “Gold note, huh? You don’t see many of those no more.”

			The capture was inevitable. He told Colonel Lindbergh that. The colonel seemed to believe him. The colonel stared at him, long and slow.

			The colonel said, “What did you say your name was?”

			He said, “Special Agent Virgil Dawes, sir.”

			The colonel said, “Well, Mr. Dawes. I sure as shit hope you’re right.”

			They shook hands then. Their powerful brief bond kicked off then. They were similarly tall and good-looking. They married good-looking, capable women. Anne Morrow Lindbergh got a kick out of Helen Linscott Dawes. She was a dentist. She pulled teeth and encouraged oral hygiene. That was a very large charge. Anne met FDR at a fundraiser and said he was half in the bag. Helen said she was passing through Baton Rouge and got a call from the Louisiana State Police. Governor Huey Long had an impacted wisdom tooth. She rushed over to the governor’s hotel suite. The Kingfish was decorous. She called him “Governor.” He said, “Call me Huey.” She gave him a shot of morphine. He said, “I could get used to that.”

			The colonel and SA Dawes discussed “Mr. X.” They discussed him incessantly. They never mentioned the dead child. They discussed lineage. Minnesota and the colonel’s near-socialist dad. A congressman now. The colonel’s mother and her religious calling to teach high school chemistry. Alabama, rural Army bases, his dead mother. His father’s deep affinity for his Negro troops. The one time he met his second cousin, Douglas MacArthur.

			They talked every few days. Phone calls, mostly. Helen and Anne were briefly close friends. Mr. X continued to spend recklessly. The colonel said, “He’s the Devil, but he thinks he’s God.” The summer of ’34 passed. September dawned and continued hot, hot, HOT.

			Mr. X bought ninety-eight cents’ worth of gas at a filling station on September 15th. He paid with a ten-dollar gold note. The attendant found the transaction hinky. He wrote the car’s license number on the back of the bill, and turned it over with the day’s other receipts to the bank the station ran their deposits through. A woman noticed the anomalous gold note and checked it against the Lindbergh-note list. She got a match. She noticed an inked note on the back of the bill. She thought it looked like a license plate number. She called the number listed on the gold-note bulletins.

			He took the call himself. He jotted the number down and ran it through the state DMV.

			4U-13-41. It linked to a Bruno Richard Hauptmann, 1219 East 222nd Street, the Bronx, New York.

			That was it.

			Hauptmann was a kraut, a carpenter, a German stowaway. He was married to a dowdy woman, with a young son. He lived in a German enclave. He had a pocketful of gold notes when they ran his car off the road and flashed badges and aimed .38 revolvers at his kraut head. His garage contained a lumber-built-compartment stuffed with Lindbergh gold notes. Dr. Schoenfeld called it. He called it. He was there for the bust and the search of the dive duplex apartment. He counted the unspent gold notes. He met Frau Hauptmann. She said Richard made the money in the stock market. Colonel Lindbergh issued a perfunctory statement. The NYPD took Hauptmann to the 3rd Precinct, in Greenwich Village. He lied and refused to confess. The cops black-gloved him, phone-booked him, rubber-hosed him. He still refused to confess.

			It was over. He wondered if he’d ever see Colonel Lindbergh again. The colonel spread the word, off the public record. A kid T-man named Virgil Dawes cracked the case. Offers popped his way, out of nowhere. He was offered police chief jobs in Sarasota, Florida, and Sioux Falls, South Dakota. He was offered postings as the district attorney of San Mateo County, California, and Corvallis, Oregon. He was twenty-nine years old. Governor Al Smith called him and asked him if he’d like to be the U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of New York. He considered all the offers and elected to stay on at Treasury. Colonel Lindbergh called him and offered him the job as head of security for Pan Am. He accepted the offer. The colonel rescinded the offer two days later. The board of directors decreed that Agent Dawes was simply too young. The colonel came up with a consolation prize.

			“Mr. Dawes, I’ll teach you how to fly an airplane, and I’ll give you fifteen grand in recovered gold notes. They might dramatically increase in value commensurate with some sick assessment of their historical import. You could let the money sit and appreciate, and find yourself harboring a small fortune.”

			He accepted the offer. Glorious days followed. He knew why. He touched a chord in a great man that permitted him to be happy. The lawyer-cop never begged favors or crowded a man who achieved and endured what the colonel had. The lawyer-cop lived in a state of grace bestowed in colored training camps. He simply behaved the way he was taught to behave and door-knocked a decent man overburdened past comprehension.

			The next run of days played out glorious.

			Colonel Lindbergh taught him the rudiments of flight. He learned to play in high-altitude wind. They flew a cramped Beechcraft two-seater. Their knees were jammed up to their chins. The colonel clamped his hand upon his own hand on the stick. They bumped heads and bumped roof panels as the wind played with them. The colonel always said “Ouch” or “That smarts.” The colonel taught him to ignore the instrument gauges for now. The up-and-down feel of the aircraft was everything at first.

			They flew across the Hudson River and air-toured Manhattan. They almost impaled themselves on the Chrysler Building spire. He learned to level his way through gusts and conquered his fear of heights. Colonel Lindbergh taught him that the world was his world to enjoy and to express his love of the world through flight. They were glorious days and uncanny nights. They followed Broadway uptown to downtown and read the neon news crawls along building façades. They flew every day and night up to November 9th, 1934. Then everything changed.

			He was driving back home to Queens. It was late. He’d had dinner with the colonel and a few stray Morrows at the Morrow estate. Colonel Lindbergh handed him a satchel of money that night. He was on a two-lane access road northeast of the George Washington Bridge. Traffic was sparse. A large black sedan bumped over a median strip and smashed him diagonally.

			His car stalled out. His chest hit the steering wheel. The impact cut off his breath. His head hit the roof liner and scraped his head bloody. Blood and scalp shards dripped into his eyes.

			Four men leaped from the sedan. They wore red Ku Klux Klan sheets. The sheets were BRIGHT red. The hoods were BRIGHT red. Yellow hammer-and-sickles were stitched over the eyeholes. His front windows were rolled down. Three men approached the driver’s-side window. One man approached him from the right. They carried automatic pistols and shot him three times. Slugs tore into his shoulders and chest.

			He engaged the single man on his right in a gunfight. He was crushed beneath the steering wheel and fired close-range right. His right arm was full-extended. He had long arms, the Klan man had long arms, his right arm was full-extended. His shots tore the velour seat covers all to shit.

			Their recoil kicks caused their right hands to smash at full extensions. They dropped their weapons and flailed to grab them off the seat. The Klan man snatched his .38 Smith. He snatched the Klan man’s Makarov automatic. It was an early-prototype Makarov, a work-in-progress/no-patent/prone-to-excess piece. Heavy muzzle flare and gunpowder explosions were common. He aimed for the man’s face and fired wide-right. He grazed his face, and tore his Klan hood. Muzzle flare illuminated the details. Black powder explosions distorted his sight. The man yelped, “My eye. I’m hit.” He sounded American. A left-flank man said, “Don’t be such a siss—”

			He heard metal-on-cracked-cement sounds. He heard kicked-on-motor sounds and went black.

			

			—

			He passed out and went someplace black-gray. He woke up and found the entire left side of his chest and shoulders bandaged, gauze-wrapped, and enclosed in a shot-removal plaster cast. He smelled strong disinfectants. He was in a hospital bed.

			He’d been out for sixteen hours. Doctors had removed the bullets, inserted sutures, and had already drawn blood and assessed the results. They found significant amounts of cocaine in his blood. His wife was a dental surgeon. Cocaine was a local anesthetic in common use then. SA Virgil Dawes raided Helen’s medical stores for a drug with stimulating and euphoric properties. He put in twenty-hour days on the Lindbergh investigation. He craved jolt upon jolt and developed a habit. He continued to snort cocaine after Richard Hauptmann’s arrest. Blood tests revealed the habit. Helen knew, his colleagues at Treasury knew, Colonel Lindbergh knew. The Klan men stole his satchel stuffed with gold notes. He told his story of the Red Sheet Men to Helen, to ranking cops, to Bellevue psychiatrists. Dr. D. D. Schoenfeld shunned him. Men in red Klan sheets, hammers-and-sickles, the Makarov automatic, and a Klan man’s face aflame. No one believed his story. Doctors and cops alike posited a late-night street heist, over and out. Physicians pointed out the hallucinogenic impact of extended cocaine use. They pointed out the fact that a cocaine-addicted Atlanta dentist had coke visions that resulted in Georgia’s bloody resurgence of the Klan itself. Charles Lindbergh refused to talk to him.

			He was deluded. He was a commie, a Klansman, or worse. Treasury hushed the story up and decided not to terminate his appointment. The word of SA Virgil Dawes’s outlandish and surely cocaine-addled adventure leaked out to certain money-grubbing circles. He was offered good dough to perform stage shows and discuss the dangers of cocaine and his seduction by communist agents and the Grand Dragons of affluent Klan Klaverns. Treasury kicked him down to a chump PR role. He was to debrief young lawyers and CPAs who had flunked the FBI’s rigorous entrance exam. He wined and dined these young men and ballyhooed the advantages of a career in Treasury. He met failed FBI applicants Joe Shell and Richard Nixon in that capacity. America First threw a garish costume party. He brought along a cadre of Treasury prospects who viewed the soirée as a kick. He met D. J. Siemers that night.

			Helen divorced him. He quit Treasury and moved to Los Angeles. He went on the L.A. Sheriff ’s in ’41. He ran into D. J. Siemers and married her. The Japs bombed Pearl Harbor. The war was on. He received a dispensation to join the MPs for the duration. His publicly cloaked Klan man episode remained cloaked. His reputation as the man who cracked the Lindbergh case got him commissioned as a major. He was stationed in Great Britain. He established martial law for American soldiers stationed there. U.S. Army men who raped British women were put to the noose upon conviction. He signed death decrees for six convicted rapists. The hangings quashed the rape epidemic cold.

			The European war concluded. His father died in ’46 and left him rich. He bought property in near-southside L.A. and flourished. He housed the survivors of the men his father lost in Europe—in perpetuity and for free. He returned home to his Sheriff ’s sergeancy and D. J. Siemers. She was not an exciting woman, a tender woman, a devoted woman. She was an out-and-out communist who fed his now-rampant hatred of commies with barrage upon barrage of astounding facts and recollections. She taught him how commies thought and acted. She told him how commies would age, chemically alter, and refine the gold notes to the point where the provenance itself would net huge monies, bill by bill, and how the bills might be chemically treated and left to age for decades—until they were ready to serve as prototypes for the manufacture of undetectably counterfeited old/new bills.

			And now—in November ’62—the CPUSA was going broke. Joe Shell wanted the gold notes and the original documented list of serial numbers just to drool over them. The CP needed to reestablish long-neglected espionage networks and to give the CP a much-needed PR facelift. And Inspector Virgil Dawes—now back on Treasury late in his career—wanted the gold notes returned because Charles Lindbergh gave them to him—and because Charles Lindbergh gave him the best days of his life.

			

			—

			I believed every word of it. Dawes expected sweeping comments on his narrative. He delivered said narrative in a perfunctory fashion. He exemplified male vanity. He wanted me to shake my head and go whew!

			D. J. Siemers lied to me. She told me she did not know the full story of Dawes’s breakdown and its aftermath.

			I curveballed Dawes. Mary Beth Crane slammed the Dawes/Siemers marriage. She accused D.J. of working directly for the CTWA and implied that D.J. knew the purportedly anonymous handles of the top men there. She said that D.J. redacted the names of the big wheels that Dawes attributed in his private files.

			“Inspector, I met Mary Beth Crane recently. She accused your ex-wife of working—to this day—under orders from the CTWA, and stated that you and she altered files routinely, and that she redacted the names of CTWA high-ups in documents you keep in your private files.”

			Dawes said, “D.J. and Miss Crane despise one another. Nobody except those within the CTWA have any inkling of the unprovenanced names of the members. D.J. had margin-annotated files that civilian clerks have inserted in LAPD and LASO files, back in the days when those two agencies kept log-out sheets on the files checked out by individual detectives for sustained scrutiny. I wanted to keep track of who was studying my insertions. The log sheets were discontinued in the mid-’50s.”

			Dawes was right. Log-out records were abandoned in ’56.

			“I’d like a day to go through your files, Inspector.”

			Dawes said, “Under no circumstances. I will give you a tour of the file bay, however. You mentioned ‘exacting violent retribution’ on the CTWA. I’ve created an edifice that you might enjoy seeing.”

			I stood up. Dawes hooked a finger. I followed him down a short hallway. He unlocked a steel door and shoved it wide. A large room housed at least thirty file banks. The files were tucked in Morocco-leather file cases. Red sheets outnumbered green and blue sheets ten to one.

			I noticed a second steel door at the rear of the room. Dawes saw me clock it. He said, “I think I can trust you with a glimpse. You’re a man who appreciates violent retribution.”

			We walked down. Dawes unlocked the door. He flicked a wall switch. It cast light on a ghastly, built-to-scale replica.

			I knew what it was. Dawes liked to be coaxed. I let him explain.

			“The Lubyanka. Stalin executed four to six men at a pop in rooms like these during the show trials. The whole building is as ghastly as this little space. Think of four to six men crammed in here. Standing room only. This is a detail-perfect replication.”

			A commie death chamber. Twelve-by-twelve feet. Slick light-olive-painted walls. Deep blood gutter/urinals along all four walls. Low-ceilinged. Tall men would have to stoop. Stalin’s executioners wore rubber jumpsuits to shield them from blood spray and entrail spatter. They fired dumdum-loaded Makarovs into the compressed body mass of naked men standing anterior to posterior, with no way to squirm or budge.

			Dawes said, “I intend to identify the men who stole my gold notes and destroyed my friendship with Charles Lindbergh and kill them in this very spot.”

			

			—

			Dawes had more to tell me.

			We went back to his office and sipped sour mash. I was his confessor. I sensed a coda coming on. I curveballed him first.

			“Sholem and Myra Weiss. You braced the original IO’s on the case.”

			Dawes smiled. “Yes, and they stonewalled me. In the end, I chalked it up to a Trots-versus-Stalinists grudge with sexual overtones.”

			I said, “You could be right. One thing, though. I can’t see you sitting on your hands for twenty-eight years, while the gold notes steadily increased in value.”

			Dawes stretched his arms and laced up his fingers. He got a good stretch in. I made the gesture as prelude. Hold for the aria.

			“I tracked the sale of the soil-retardant Lorhipten, just as you have. Of course, I’ve studied Lorhipten as a counterfeiting-paper accelerant or retardant, since it’s my business to keep abreast of counterfeiting as a science and an art. I tracked the chemical to dozens of houses in L.A., all of which possessed backyard bomb shelters. This was back in ’59, after I’d quit the Sheriff ’s and gone back on Treasury. I knew that the chemical was purchased to allay soil erosion caused by pipe-to-pipe leakage. I narrowed the Lorhipten sales down to the four houses that were hit by the Salt-and-Pepper bandits. The four men who owned the houses simply could not be paper-trailed to the extent that it would elaborate the arc of their lives. The number four tweaked me. Four men robbed me and stole my gold notes, the number four was the exact number of men in the Indigenous Cell and the number of mythic half brothers who comprise the mythic ‘Worst of the Worst.’ I applied—several times—to the U.S. Attorney for search warrants, and was refused all four times. I hired a well-recommended but highly criminal PI named Norm Krause, who was on your list of Lorhipten purchasers, years later. He found that the four men who vacated the houses had left no paper trails. He broke into the houses and found them cleaned out. I believed, since the houses remained empty until earlier this year, that there would be Lorhipten residue on the premises, and perhaps remnants of counterfeiting gear. Krause broke in and found Lorhipten traces in the backyard soil, and bill residue under the floorboards of the houses. That told him that all the houses had been used for aging the gold notes. Here was the big tell for me. Krause shot his mouth off all over the L.A. right, and Joe Shell heard and assessed the rumors. Also, early this year, four men, middle-aged bachelors, non-provenanced men, moved into the houses, with no monies changing hands, which was a veritable admission that presses, chemical stores, and perhaps gold notes remained on the premises, in some reduced form. I thought the men were Party, but now I believe not. If anything, they were just Party drones babysitting the houses, for appearances’ sake. I thought that enough time had passed since my search-warrant boondoggle and Mr. Krause coming around for them to reconvene their efforts to age the bills. Then, the Salt-and-Pepper bandits hit the four houses, and assuredly found nothing. I’m sure the current ‘owners’ are deep-cover Party nobodies, and legally untouchable. I’m also betting that the original gold notes are out in the world, in some reduced form, and have been shopped to wealthy collectors. Those bills are the only bills that I love and wish to recover.”

			I knew something that Dawes obviously did not know. Joe Shell—tight with the CTWA and a part-time Kilkea habitué—constructed a “Shelter with Shell” bomb shelter at Kilkea—most likely at the CTWA’s urging. That means that Shell knows that the CTWA is churning out new bills on the Kilkea premises—and that he’ll get first crack at purchasing the bills at some supersonically inflated price.

			Dawes said, “The habitants of the houses the Salt-and-Pepper boys hit only care about crafting new bills. The only bills I love and must own again are the gold notes which have passed through Charles Lindbergh’s hands.”
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			(Los Angeles, 9:15 a.m., Monday, 11/19/62)

			Virgil Dawes and D. J. Siemers. Their seventeen-year marriage. It fixated me. I teethed on it. Their union registered as EVIDENCE. It pervaded all three case fronts.

			Mary Beth Crane. Our brief session Saturday. She said D.J. redacted the names of CTWA bigshots. She and her then husband. They doctored his private file stash. They hoarded vital intelligence. She engaged civilian police clerks and charged them to insert bogus files in the stacks of municipal intel divisions.

			I didn’t believe Mary Beth. I didn’t disbelieve her. Mary Beth said D.J. received direct orders from the unprovenanced big wheels at the CTWA. That was patent bullshit, but—

			Mary Beth asserted: “Miss Dorothy June Siemers remains, albeit covertly, one hundred percent red.” I believe that, 200 percent.

			I curveballed Virgil Dawes, just yesterday. I critiqued Mary Beth’s long-standing accusations. Dawes laid out the Siemers/Crane animus. I accused D.J. and Dawes of altering files routinely. I’d seen one Dawes-altered/Sheriff ’s red sheet myself. It was margin-scribed in a feminine hand. Dawes conceded that civilian clerks planted Dawes-Siemers files at LAPD and Sheriff ’s Intel, back when both agencies kept checkout logs on files requested by individual detectives.

			Dawes was credible. The log-check requirement was pulled in ’56.

			Dawes wanted to know exactly who studied his purported facts and assertions. He hoarded vital intelligence and planted deliberate misinformation. It reeked of megalomania. Mary Beth was oddly credible. The Dawes-Siemers marriage left me incredulous. I deemed it perverse and collusive.

			I crapped out in my cubicle. Daryl Gates was overdue. I dropped off my twenty-four-page report on the Dawes interlude with Daryl and the Hats late last night. I reprised Mary Beth’s accusations and Dawes’s response. I wanted Daryl’s input. I had a big request in mind.

			Daryl showed. He wheeled a chair in and perched it by my desk. He fell into it and went whew!

			“Lindbergh, the commie Klan guys, Lorhipten, Mike Bayless, Norm Krause. The red-sheet redaction shit, and Dawes’s take on the current status of the gold notes. How much of it do you buy?”

			I lit a cigarette. “Almost all of it. Daryl, what are the chief historical antecedents on all three flanks of the probe?”

			“The Spanish Civil War and the ’48 HUAC hearings.”

			“Here’s antecedent number three. The Dawes/Siemers marriage. Perverse, collusive, sexless. The file shenanigans—maybe innocent, maybe not. I don’t see D.J. as any sort of CTWA insider, but I’ll lay you dollars to doughnuts that some Party honcho put D.J. up to seducing Dawes and marrying him.”

			Gates said, “I’ll buy that, and here’s something else I’ll buy. You’re hipped on the file insertions, and you want to see how many more the Dawes and Siemers apparatus may have inserted and secreted in our stacks.”

			I crushed my cigarette. “I want all the day-shift read-and-annotate men to start combing files. When the swing-shift and night-shift men come on, I want them to stick with it. There’s something to the insertions, and my guess is there’s more red sheets to be had.”

			Gates sighed. “Collusive, I’ll buy. You want to see if D.J. margin-noted more than that one red sheet you attribute to her. Beyond the nut quality of the marriage, it may be nothing but D.J. and Dawes defaming reds that they particularly hate. I’m thinking of sexual motives, money motives, and general factional motives, Stalinist-versus-Trots, and all that bullshit.”

			“Yes, but will you—”

			“—Yeah, I’ll jump on it. As for your report, the kicker was your assertion that Motel Mike and Reggie F. are the Salt-and-Pepper guys.”

			I laughed. “I’ve got more on Reggie. I talked to Ben 3 an hour ago. He told me that Reggie was ex-Party, for five seconds back in the late ’40s.”

			Daryl winked at me. “That’s another good reason to kill him before he kills you. And, before I forget. On my way up, I saw D.J., Bob Haldeman, and John Ehrlichman, parked by your civilian car. I’m sure they’re still steaming over Morty’s pieces, and I’m sure that Nixon’s seen your drawing of our dead girl, and he’s shitting boulders about now.”

			

			—

			Those numbnuts cocksuckers. They leaned flush up against my boss ride. I just had it waxed and buffed. They smeared it all to shit.

			I got right up in their faces. I stepped on Bob Haldeman’s wing tips. I crunched his toes and fucked up his shoeshine.

			“Quit dogging me around. What’s-his-name’s in the clear. Nobody will ever know about the time he spent at the crime scene. We’ve muzzled the Chief. He’s in residence at Kwan’s for the foreseeable future.”

			Haldeman squirmed his feet free. He scoped out his shoes. He wore this indolent putz/how could you? look.

			Ehrlichman squelched a grin. I liked him fine. D.J. seethed. She gripped a small silk clutch. The fabric outlined a short-barrel automatic. It was .25-caliber at least.

			I buttonholed Ehrlichman. “Give me a private moment, will you, sir?”

			Ehrlichman nodded. We walked to a spot twenty yards off. That notion re-torqued me. How does D. J. Siemers know these square-john cats?

			“You owe me thirty thousand dollars, sir. I want it, and I’m in no mood to wait.”

			Ehrlichman made nice-nice. “You’ll get it, and soon. Dick has a fund he can draw on. There’s paperwork involved. Is that all you—”

			I cut him short. “No. When you first engaged my services, you mentioned Mr. Nixon’s ‘Friendship Phone.’ I’m wondering if, over the years, a number of women—specifically CP women—have called him on the phone in his hotel suite, or on earlier prototypes. What I’m digging for is the origin of the ‘Friendship Phone,’ because I can’t see Mr. Nixon dreaming it up himself.”

			Ehrlichman went tut-tut. “The concept originated with Whittaker Chambers, and he told then congressman Nixon about it. Friendship Phones were quite common in the Party, because there were a good many men and women who didn’t want to get embroiled in the sordidness of a Party marriage, and the CP was full of working-class types who could rig bootleg lines.”

			I said, “Mr. Nixon met Mr. Chambers in August of ’48. Do you know if Mr. Nixon began implementing the concept and utilizing Friendship Phones at that time?”

			Ehrlichman smiled. “He went wild with the concept. Remember, August of ’48 was Nixon-versus-Hiss in a very big way. Hiss was an astonishingly prolific womanizer, and a good many attractive young women took a shine to the young congressman, because he landed on Hiss with both feet. Hiss was a notorious cad, so Dick picked up a generous amount of reactive affection as a result. Also, the Nixon-versus-Hiss donnybrook alerted a slew of susceptible young women to the fact that Alger Hiss, their lover, was a seditionist and a traitor, and a whole slew of these young women bolted the Party as a result. But here’s the sad thing, Lieutenant. Women may bolt the CP for a while, but they damn well keep coming back. D. J. Siemers, for example. Nobody really knows if she’s in or out for sure, but she’s a damn good witness against communism, if tainted by the fact that she’s a rabid Bircher.”

			

			—

			I shitworked in my cubicle. I cold-called the Police Science departments at fourteen L.A.-area colleges and JCs. I inquired per retired LAPD men, homicide-procedural classes, and the Sholem and Myra Weiss case/April ’54, within the department’s curriculum. I got fourteen straight no’s and no leads on possible file boxes stored in departmental closets and cubbyholes.

			Vicky Perkins called me. She said the tip line had tapered off a good 80 percent. The tips they did log were from hunger. This commie hump fucked my wife back in ’51. He was hot-tempered and known to pack a blade. These Trotskyite revanchists threw a party. A Trot nympho pulled a train, and a Trot junkie geezed smack and OD’d. Mamie Eisenhower was a stone commie. Rock Hudson was a stone commie and a stone swish. “Subsidiary victims of HUAC tyranny” called in. They berated “Der Führer” Freddy Otash and dumped on his “Name Names” pitch. The “Literary Critic” of the Thunderbolt Beacon nominated Morty Bendish and the L.A. Mirror for the Nobel Prize.

			Vicky said Barb Duhamel was stir-crazy. Barb had decimated her booze supply. Vicky caught her necking with two neighbor boys. She missed the Algiers and 8612. Santa Barbara was deadsville. L.A. was a place where young chicks could swing.

			Daryl Gates dropped off the day-watch red-sheet yield. That’s eleven Sheriff ’s rat reports. They were dated May to August ’56 and early ’57. The LAPD’s log-out process was moribund by then. All eleven reports were authored by Captain Virgil Dawes. They stressed unrest within L.A.’s Hungarian community. Communiqués from loved ones in Budapest were fraught with fear and outrage. Soviet goons beat four dissidents to death. Organized dissidents had “some tricks up their sleeves.” These six reports boded prophetic. October 23rd, 1956. Soviet tanks roll into Budapest. Freedom fighters hurl Molotov cocktails. Twelve Soviet Guardsmen get bar-b-q’d alive. Guardsmen embark on reprisals. Six to ten thousand protesters are slaughtered that week.

			The reports were typed on Sheriff ’s-stock paper. They were typed on Sheriff ’s Olivettis. The standard Sheriff ’s typeface was deployed. All six contained right-hand margin notes. The feminine hand matched the handwriting I glimpsed on the Virgil Dawes–ascribed report on the American origins of the Indigenous Cell. These notes differed. They featured scrawled chemical formulas. Letters, numbers, and symbols were combined. And, there’s this:

			D. J. Siemers is a hotshot chemistry grad. She’s Phi Beta Kappa/magna cum laude from Stanford U.

			Below the chemical jottings:

			A block-printed polemical rant. A feminine hand. Not D.J.-like. This woman scrawled artful/moderne.

			“Comrade Khrushchev was too lenient. Comrade Stalin would have killed many more. The Workers’ Revolution is the omelette!!! We should have broken more eggs!”

			The five ’57 reports ran inimical. The author was again Virgil Dawes. D. J. Siemers must have furnished the vindictive tone and racy details.

			They regurgitated sapphic nightclub tattle. Commie women acted up. “Jane and Marsha are back to their old tricks again. Linda’s Little Log Cabin is very much chagrined.” “Is it true that Katharine ‘Biff ’ Hepburn and Barbara ‘Butch’ Stanwyck are very much an item? The ‘We Three’ bowling team looks hard to beat this year. I’ll bet they’re closet Trots at heart.”

			D. J. scribed those notes. D.J. scribed this: “Ha! Ha! Ha! The cops who pull this sheet will surely be surprised!” The artful-print woman wrote: “I realize this is just a test insertion—but, really—the tenor is so jejune.”

			The Linda’s Little Log Cabin reference tweaked me. I heard two Vice cops gassing in the coffee room this morning. The Log Cabin was hosting a slumber party/filmfest tonight. 8:00 p.m. to 8:00 a.m. German-language all-girl classics. Mädchen in Uniform, German buffet, draft-brew lager. Bring your sleeping bag!!

			An idea slammed me. I had an informant at the Log Cabin. I called her and pledged a C-note. I told her to read off the RSVP list. Do it alphabetically.

			She did it. Twenty-nine women had signed up. D. J. Siemers was Signee #26.

			Night-owl D.J. She’d be gone from dusk on. She had a cottage north of Glendale. It was deep into Chevy Chase Canyon. It was tree-shrouded and remote.
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			(Los Angeles, 7:51 p.m., Monday, 11/19/62)

			The Log Cabin was just that. Raw-cut timber rolls cinched by glazed mortar. A pitched tar-paper roof and contrasting pine door. The girls parked in a side lot and lugged their bedrolls in a side entrance. It was a German-themed bash. Sauerkraut fumes swamped Ventura Boulevard. Valley nights ran hotter than city nights. Ventura Boulevard stunk.

			I parked across the street. I aimed my long-lensed Leica out my window. Daryl Gates cued those Vice cops I heard gabbing. Don’t raid the Cabin tonight. Intel’s got something going there.

			The girls favored Jeeps and lumberjack shirts. D. J. Siemers drove a ’59 Buick and bopped in garbed in a serge business suit. She schlepped a nylon mummy bag and two fifths of Beefeater gin.

			I cut her slack time to get acclimatized. I secured a schematic of her cottage from the county planning board. I memorized the floor plan and had the positioning of closets and crawl spaces down cold. I heard her tell Janelle Farrington that she didn’t keep pets and that tall hedgerows allotted her seclusion.

			I took surface streets northeast. Ventura to the Cahuenga Pass. Los Feliz to Brand and up two steep hills. I packed light. Rubber gloves, Polaroid, wide-beam penflash. I couldn’t risk bulb glare. Neighbors might catch blips and buzz the fuzz.

			It was quiet. Chevy Chase Canyon was boocoo John Birch. Folks stayed home and read Barry Goldwater tomes and the Protocols of the Learned Elders of Zion.

			I parked three houses down and walked up brisk. The hedgerows covered my direct approach. I crowded the door and went for my lockpicks. The #8 got me in. I eased the door shut and leaned against it.

			Night lights low-lit the rooms. Diffuse beams bounced off and illuminated the living room itself. I pinpointed two short hallways. It situated me and confirmed the floor plans I’d memorized.

			The living-room lights picked up little color jabs. I turned on my penflash and circled it 360. The jabs were glossy photographs, wall-mounted in Lucite sheaths. Men and women in pink, purple, yellow, bright blue, and orange garb cowered. The threads were Gilded Age pomp and flounce, ruffle and swirl. Men and women in cropped Joan of Arc haircuts berated them. They wore black-and-red prison pajamas. It was a stage set. The people were actors. Steel girders interspersed with Russian country houses formed the drywall backdrop. The early Kodachrome photographs said opening night/Moscow/1924. The playwright had to be Vsevolod Meyerhold. He was yet to spark Stalin’s wrath. Stalin’s men tortured and killed him at the Lubyanka. They murdered his wife and children and stabbed his wife’s eyes out.

			D.J.’s long sleepover favored me. I could premises-prowl at my leisure. I re-flashed the living room and grokked the range of brutalist touches.

			Steel-girdered ceiling beams. Decorative first. Utilitarian second. Uncarpeted, matte-cement floor. One long couch and two square-built chairs. Upholstered in red-and-black carpet strips. They perfectly matched the combat PJs the bolshies in the wall pix wore. Coffee table with a concrete-block surface and unevenly sized steel-drum legs. They skewed the surface off-kilter and gave it a right-to-left list.

			On the surface:

			One coffee-table book. East German Chic: Hip Hutches in the Shadow of the Berlin Wall. The wall went up a year ago August. The book was a capitalist put-on. D.J. employed it as her decorator’s guide.

			Beside the book:

			Three Makarov automatics. Two nail-studded beavertail saps. A box of .25 caliber dumdums. Baaaad dumdums. Dispersible buckshot suspended in soft-point caps.

			D.J.—the communist, ex-commie, John Bircher now. She lived in this totalitarian burlesque. She found it beautiful and hilarious. She looooved its power to shock and offend.

			I pulled on rubber gloves and Polaroid-snapped the whole room. My flash beam approximated normal lightbulb glow. The pix came out haunted-house shadowed. They enhanced the room’s satirical affect.

			I laid the prints on the couch and trekked the right and left hallways. They connected to a rear perpendicular hall. A wall-photo motif worked sequentially—left to rear to right and back again. D.J. mounted movie stills of the mutiny scene in Battleship Potemkin. I caught the hatred behind the goof. She mocked doctrinaire belief as she lived within it.

			I Polaroid-snapped representative wall pix. I checked out the Soviet-primitivist kitchen. The refrigerator was a 1910-vintage icebox. The table and chairs were built from speckled linoleum strips. D.J. created her own style: interrogation-room moderne.

			I’m an eidetiker. I memorize so that I might describe and define to other policemen. I did that here. I assiduously memorized this adroit madness. I did not want my cop colleagues to hate D. J. Siemers or consider her prosaically insane. I admired her misguided rigor and accepted her sans censure. D. J. Siemers was an object lesson that Judy Henske taught me.

			I homed in on glowing nightlights and counted doorways. One large bedroom, two small bedrooms, one bathroom, one office.

			The bathroom first:

			The period style held firm. Squat-down commode and bidet. Stark white enamel. Stark-white enamel walls and institutional shower stall. Three nozzles, for a snappy women’s-prison look. Hammered-tin soap dish, harsh lye soap. No bathtub. Corroded white sink and medicine chest with a cracked-mirror door.

			I looked inside. I saw a straight razor and strop, plus a toothbrush stuck in a half pint of vodka. Stalin brushed his teeth with vodka. So does D. J. Siemers.

			Plus:

			One diaphragm pouch. D.J. trucked with occasional men.

			The two small bedrooms next:

			They were identical. Gray cement floor, gray tin walls, fold-up bunks wall-attached by collapsible chains. They were replicated jail cells. They complemented Virgil Dawes’s Lubyanka death stall.

			The large bedroom next:

			The style disjuncture surprised me. The bargain-basement bed and dresser were tossed off and devoid of satirical intent. The bedspread was frayed chenille. The sheets and pillowcase were starched stiff. I went through the dresser drawers. D.J. starched her all-white undergarments. Slips, bras, white-schoolgirl panties—D.J. starched them all.

			I opened the closet door and flashed my light in. D.J. always wore solid-color business suits. Here they were: two dark-gray wool, two light-gray wool, two navy serge. Plus a dozen white broadcloth blouses. Her shoe rack? Stacked-heel slip-ons/brown and black, brown and black oxfords.

			No stockings anywhere. D.J. always went bare-legged.

			A shelf up at eye level. Six cloche hats arrayed. They were out of the Roaring ’20s and anachronistic. D.J. was born in 1913. The hats hit me as commies-at-play accoutrements. Off to one side: flat-out commie headgear.

			A bright-red beret. Frayed from overuse. A contrasting olive-drab Soviet star. The letters “IB” stitched on in coarse thread. Of course:

			The Spanish Civil War. The International Brigade. D.J. made the scene. Anyone who was anyone made the scene. D.J. was nine years my senior. I failed to make the scene.

			I grabbed the beret. I sniffed it. It smelled like wet wool and stale sweat. I checked out the lining. It was silk acetate. A white-on-black death’s head was sewn in. Six red hashmarks were stitched diagonally across the symbol.

			I got chills and hackle bumps. I popped a cold sweat. The hashmarks commemorated dead Francoites. D. J. Siemers killed them.

			I tried to don the hat. It was too small. It would fit D. J. Siemers just swell.

			I replaced the beret on the shelf. I saw something else.

			A vertical seam in the back closet wall. A push-to-release seam, for sure.

			I pushed. A panel retracted and slid into the left closet wall. I smelled a bombardment of fabrics and preservative cedar blocks. I reached in and fumbled for a light switch.

			A switch dropped. Overhead lights revealed this:

			The bombardment. Revolutionary attire. The all spectrums that are really the spectrum of the One Totalitarian Beast.

			Italian Fascist Blackshirts. Mexican-commie Redshirts. Cristero Goldshirts, circa ’28. Nazi Brownshirts with swastika armbands insewn. Soviet Guard dress uniforms: olive-drab jackets/coarse wool/over-the-knee/form-fitted skirts. Shoulder-sewn symbols anointed Dorothy June Siemers as a Comrade Lieutenant Colonel in the USSR.

			I glanced right. I saw a second burst of olive-drab wool under sheer cellophane. I lifted the wrapper. Trousers replaced the skirt. A male-cut jacket replaced the more fitted garment Colonel Siemers wore. It was a large man’s jacket. The Comrade Wearer was tall and heavyset. Colonel Siemers dramatically outranked him. He was a lowly one-stripe lieutenant.

			The death’s head, the hashmarks, the full-fabric bombardment, and the man’s threads. It was too much all at once. I popped three Black Beauties to make it go away. I conjured Judy to make the pictures stop. The pills caught in my throat. I choked them down. I tapped the panel and closed the compartment off.

			One room to go. The presumed office. I stumbled two rooms down and flailed for a light switch. Wall and floor lights went on. I saw an exact duplicate of D.J.’s office space at Cormier Realty.

			The antebellum plantation decor. The white wicker chair. The adjacent office furniture and file cabinets. D.J.’s bumper-stickered desk, fully up-to-date:

			“Who is John Galt?”

			“You can trust the Communists—to be Communists.”

			“Cuba. Don’t worry—it’s still 90 miles away.”

			The Edmund Burke quote: “Social justice is always class justice, and class justice is always chaos.”

			“Defeat the Rumford UN-Fair Housing Act.”

			“Name Names!!!”

			“Freddy Otash for President.”

			I laughed. The Biphetamine sucker-punched me and sent me giddy. Comrade Colonel Siemers stayed au courant. The two Otash bumper stickers made the scene last week and were stale news already. I popped a sweat on top of my first sweat and wiped my face on my coat sleeve. I glanced left and saw a white-lacquered table with three typewriters laid out on top.

			I stepped over and examined them. Left to right, we’ve got:

			The Olivetti 2119. It’s the standard L.A. Sheriff ’s issue.

			The Underwood Selectronic. It’s the standard Justice Department/FBI issue.

			The IBM Officemaster. It’s the standard LAPD issue.

			Four file cabinets flanked the table. If they were locked, I was fucked. I couldn’t break the locks and blow my whole D. J. Siemers approach.

			I grabbed the two door-pulls left, the two door-pulls right. They all slid open easy.

			Go slow. One at a time. You’ll find police-file paper. Try for an exemplar match first.

			The Virgil Dawes–authored memo on the Indigenous Cell. Certified Sheriff ’s red-sheet paper. The feminine-hand margin notes. The key-strike anomaly on the letter R.

			I pulled all four drawers wide. I saw stacks of plain white paper, red-sheet paper, blue-sheet paper, green-sheet paper. I felt the porousness of the red-sheet paper. It was certified L.A. Sheriff ’s stock. I plucked a sheet and rolled it into the Olivetti. I hit the letter R. The identical key-strike anomaly appeared.

			I rolled the red sheet out and slid it into my inside coat pocket. I felt the porousness of the blue and green sheets. They matched both the LAPD and Federal stock.

			Four file cabinets. Cram full of cop-issue paper and nothing else. Where does D.J. keep her redaction ink and application tools? I need a handwriting sample to compare to the notes on the Dawes-authored sheets.

			D.J.’s top desk drawer. It’s the first and most logical place to look.

			I crashed into her desk chair. Her swabbed-out ashtray still reeked of cigarettes. I slid the top-middle drawer open. I got the bifecta, right there.

			The ink. The brush-to-paper applicators. An X-Acto knife to remove excess ink. A handwritten to-do list. D.J. buys groceries and drops off dry cleaning—just like all of us.

			The file paper.

			The three typewriters.

			The redaction kits.

			The handwriting confirmation.

			The one loose end: Whose artful block printing matched the other sheets I’d seen?

			The Siemers/Dawes marriage. I had a bead on it now. It was about communism and nothing else.
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			Dark-room stakeouts. The loooooong long shot defined. I’m back at the Alsace safe house. The Vivid Vixen snuff is now twenty days in. All dark-room stakeouts feature specific rationales. Morty Bendish’s Mirror piece furnished mine.

			Morty laid out some “evidence left at the scene” bullshit. Maybe said bullshit will draw heat. The killer and/or accomplice is too smart to re-show. Maybe some stooge commie will enter and prowl the pad for left-behind goods.

			The D. J. Siemers crib-prowl left me overamped. I was too amped to go home. Judy was working the Unicorn. I went by the Intel squadroom and found the Hats overamped. They co-signed my dark-room stakeout. They’re parked on Alsace, two doors down. I’ve got a forensic arc light and a plug-in phone to buzz their F-car. The read-and-annotate cops turned ONE additional Dawes-authored red sheet. It read innocuous.

			8/4/57. Dawes snitched off a Stalinist/Trotskyite row in Silver Lake. D.J. did her “Ha! Ha! Ha!” margin-note bit. The artful block-print woman wrote: “Is this trivial occurrence worth reporting?”

			Boocoo police man-hours. The full swing shift yanks files. Two commies toss blows. Their wives break it up. The Dawes/Siemers marriage. Perverse, collusive, powerful because they are. Yeah—but it’s tinged with ennui. This insertion smacks of make-work.

			D.J.’s secret closet. Her spectrum-wide trousseau. The male uniform. Who wore it or wears it and why was it there?

			I sat in the dark. Midnight crawled by. I couldn’t smoke. My thoughts raced to no avail. Reggie Farrington lived four blocks away. I could bop over to his pad and kill him. I could resume this shit stakeout with that maladroit shitbird off my mind.

			I picked up back-door noise. Lockpick sounds. Some dink’s torquing the tumblers, the door’s popped, he’s walking this way. There’s his shadow, right—

			Now.

			I flipped the arc-light switch. It glare-smacked a fiftyish white man. He was slight. He vibed aging Fed on the skids.

			He blinked. He raised his hands. He said, “Easy now, I’m FBI.”

			I said, “Unclip your belt piece and drop it on the floor.”

			He went all slow-motion and did it. I stood up and shoved him into a ratty wing chair. I grabbed the porta-phone and plunged it into a wall jack. I dialed Max Herman’s F-car phone. Eddie Benson picked up.

			“Yeah, Freddy.”

			I said, “We’ve got one,” and hung up. The unkempt Fed picked his nose and de-waxed his ears with a paperclip. The arc-light beam scorched him. He oozed juicehound sweat.

			I left the front door unlocked. The Hats walked right in. They left the lights off and walked up to me. The arc-light beam toasted the Fed. The Hats saw him and yukked.

			Red Stromwall said, “SA Mitch Norby. He’s been working the L.A. red beat since God was a pup.”

			Norby said, “Turn off that light. You’ve got a Federal officer here.”

			I scoffed. “Like Eddie Chacõn. All fucked up with some would-be Cristeros. These gentlemen and I killed three of them. Eddie had them pushing heroin. He fed them a song-and-dance about bankrolling some anti-Castro dinks.”

			Norby said, “I heard about that. He crawled back to D.C., and Bobby Kennedy’s got him cooling off in the nut ward at Walter Reed.”

			Norby recruited Barb Duhamel. The conduit ran thus: Norby to Fernando’s Au Naturel. Fernando sics Barb on Doug Kallman. Kallman sets her up with Scalp Man.

			I wanted to get to that. The Hats pressed on the dope angle. I had to let them play it out. It might boomerang back to 8612 and the CTWA.

			Red said, “Where did Eddie get the dope?”

			Norby picked his nose. “Some of it was Bureau confiscation stock that Eddie filched. How do I know this? Because Eddie was bombed out of his gourd and told me. I ratted Eddie to the SAC, but he fluffed it because he and Eddie were tight pals. I think the bulk of the dope was shit he got from a once-commie, now-fasco headshrinker named Doug Kallman. It was Chicom stock. Far-left, far-right. These days, who knows and who cares?”

			I said, “Kallman’s a piece of shit. He raped nuns in the Spanish Civil War.”

			Norby went ooh-la-la. “There’s some nuns I wouldn’t mind sticking it to.”

			I bitch-slapped him. Norby whimpered. Blood dripped from his nose and mouth.

			Eddie Benson said, “Confirm it for the formal record, Mitch. Is this a CPUSA safe house?”

			Norby wiped his nose on his sleeve. He spit excess blood into a grimy handkerchief.

			“That’s right. One of twenty-three in the greater L.A. area. I’ve got the addresses, back at my office. But Mr. Hoover pulled the Bureau out of this ding-a-ling red probe of yours, so I’m not going to give it to you.”

			I balled my right fist. Max Herman squeezed it tight. Calm down, son. He’s on our side.

			“What’s the drill here, Mitch? We’re in the room with you, and Mr. Hoover’s back in D.C.”

			Norby said, “Kill the light, will you? Turn the room lights on if you’ve got to scowl at me.”

			I killed the arc light. Harry Crowder flicked on the room lights. Norby re-wiped his face.

			“It stays empty, mostly. They all do. You’ve got equipment storage, they serve as message drops, and sometimes they host wet-work guys. You know, so they can get up the stones to pop dissidents, revisionists, premature formalists, and all that other crazy shit the commies believe in.”

			Harry said, “What’s your gig at the Bureau, Mitch? You must have developed a specialty by now.”

			Norby picked his nose and excavated nuggets. He exemplified the G-man elite.

			“I’m a talent scout. I get paid to habituate college campuses and recruit starstruck young foxes. You follow me, papa-san? I target drama majors and get them to infiltrate commie cells and film-biz front groups and report back to me, in exchange for TV spots, studio contracts, and Photoplay spreads.”

			I bored in. “You put Barb Duhamel in with a freak named Fernando at 8612 Brighton. She was looking for a shrink, so Fernando set her up with Doug Kallman. He sent her out on a call job with a very perverted guy from the CTWA, one of the so-called ‘Indigenous Cell’ or ‘Worst of the Worst.’ Think fast, now. We’ve got Barb in protective custody. What’s the first thing that pops into your head with all this?”

			Norby mimed concentration. He wasn’t exactly crass and neglectful. He was overmatched on the red beat.

			“Okay. My first thought is ‘Is Barb okay?’ Fernando’s a nonviolent poofter type, but Doug Kallman’s got a reputation, he pushes dope, he’s been around, and rumors stick to him like glue. So, if you’re looking for some good generalized dish from a seasoned Federal man, you’ve got to assure me that Barb’s okay, and you’re not shucking me with that ‘protective custody’ line.”

			I said, “Barb’s okay. We’ve got her stashed with a husband-wife set of cops up in Santa Barbara. I fucking assure you she’s okay.”

			Norby unclenched. “Give me a drink. Come on. At least one of you guys has got a flask, so send it my way.”

			Red passed Norby his flask. Norby deep-glugged it. His sweat dried, he went loose, he breathed deep.

			“I’m three weeks away from mandatory retirement. I know who you guys are, and how you operate. My SAC has expressly forbidden the L.A. office agents to talk to anyone on this jumped-up red probe, particularly the five of you, under threat of immediate termination. I’ve got accumulated sick leave up the ying-yang, and I can call it in anytime I want. You’re looking for something like full disclosure, and I’ve been impolitic already. Guarantee me protective custody, and I’ll give you everything I have on what seems to be concerning you.”

			I cracked my knuckles. “And what would that be?”

			Norby said, “You mentioned 8612 Brighton, Doug Kallman, the CTWA, the so-called ‘Indigenous Cell’ and ‘Worst of the Worst,’ which may be one and the same, or nothing at all, or typical commie hyperbole. I’ve been around since ’46, I’ve heard a lot, I’ve seen a lot, and I’m not bad at separating the wheat from the chaff. You sound me, muchacho?”

			Five-way looks circulated. The Hats and I smiled. We all raised our right hands. It meant “Protective custody? Sure.”

			I said, “The PD keeps a hospitality suite at the Ambassador. We’ll stash you there tonight. There’s twenty-four-hour room service, wet bar, girls on call. You know what we want, so let it fly.”

			Norby killed off Red’s flask. He upended it and proved it dry. Harry tossed him his flask. Norby double-glugged.

			“The CTWA is all CP, pure CP, but nonpolitical. They run their own union shit, and they run the nuts-and-bolts, day-to-day shit of half a dozen non-CP front unions, strictly scab—scab longshoremen, scab film workers, scab warehouse workers, scab airline workers, on and on and on. They’ve got a racket hive off of Melrose and Van Ness, which they operate under the auspices of a dummy corporation called the Balalaika Group. They push maryjane, pills, hash, and Dilaudid out of their business fronts there. They’ve got percentages of L.A. business buildings up the wazoo, and something like an eight-to-twelve percent ownership of 8612 Brighton, which is heavily protected by the medical community that practices there and rats out unprotected shrinks who overprescribe roughly half as much as they do. You know that ‘Hitler-Stalin Pact’ moniker, right? There’s lots of CP—ex and current—on the premises. But to get back to the CTWA—let me say that rumors, innuendo, half-truths, and myths abound, particularly as they pertain to the Indigenous Cell, aka ‘Worst of the Worst.’ ”

			Max passed his flask. The five of us double-glugged. Norby white-knuckled Harry’s flask. He re-glugged and smiled smug.

			I said, “The IC, the Worst of the Worst. Dispel the illusions, lay out what you think is true.”

			Norby lit a cheap cigar. It fumed the room up, foul and thick.

			“I’ll dash your illusions, first. There’s maybe a dozen unprovenanced, Party-marriage-bred, wet-work guys who hold down consultant gigs at the CTWA, because they’re long-tenured, they’ve been everywhere, they’ve seen everything. The other forty-odd men making the deals—legal, illegal—are younger, trained as accountants and lawyers—and handle all the real moneymaking endeavors. Some people will tell you that the IC was a fiction, a terror tactic to keep would-be quitters and runners in line, particularly back in the Spanish Civil War, when the rank-and-file reds in the International Brigade were escaping into France in droves. The Worst of the Worst are different and do exist, but they’re in their dotage now. And the one mommy, four different daddies bit is supposedly kosher, as well.”

			I lit a cigarette. “Barb Duhamel. Her call date with one of the brothers. You’ve seen the Mirror, so you’ve got the gist. We’ve got the details, but they’re not for you to know. All right, the second cover piece in the Mirror. The Identikit portrait that Barb created. The facial scarring and probable gunshot stippling. Who is this specific sick motherfucker?”

			Norby said, “I don’t know. The four guys are fiftyish and long-term unprovenanced. That said, he’s probably the weak-link brother with the mental problems, taking all these psychotropic drugs to keep him pacified, and his brothers get him a girl every five years or so. The girl gets a grand, he’s a quick in-and-out man, and then he guzzles some high-test potato brew and cries on the chick’s shoulder for half the night and heads back to whatever hole he cowers in.”

			Norby confirmed Barb.

			Barb confirmed long-standing rumors.

			I kept mum per Virgil Dawes and the Klan-sheet commie bandits who stole his Lindbergh notes. Gunshot stippling, Dawes’s close-range gunfight with the Klan man, could have/would have caused it.

			Max tossed a curveball. I should have tossed it when Mitch first walked in.

			“Mitch, what are you doing here tonight?”

			Norby said, “Looking for that Mexican woman your eyewits saw bringing groceries in and photographing the trash. She’s the ‘Trashwoman’ to my ‘Trashman.’ Her name’s Hazel Medina. I saw her Identikit picture in the Mirror, and I started worrying about her. She’s been in and out of my defector stable since I was a rookie, and she’s got no fixed address. She crashes in safe houses half the time, so I’ve been making the rounds.”

			Joe Shell’s 1939 photo. D. J. Siemers and the blonde known as “L.B.” The tall young Mexican girl. Norby’s long-term defector/gofer/informant—Hazel Medina.

			Max said, “Give us the fill-in, Mitch. Chapter and verse.”

			Mitch blew poison smoke rings. “Hazel’s forty-eight or -nine, she’s a Civil War alumna, she’s an ex-nun, she was in a tight ex-nun clique with D. J. Siemers and that blond ginch who got killed here. Before you get your hopes up, I don’t know her name. She was sheep-dip unprovenanced, reputedly because some CP high-up had her infiltrate the Cristeros, back during—you guessed it—the Spanish Civil War.”

			Click.

			Lines crossed. Intersections cohered. My amp hit overdrive. The ex-nun clique. D. J. Siemers/Hazel Medina/the late L.B.

			“Let’s get back to Hazel, Mitch. Run her by us. Stitch up the fill-in.”

			“She’s been in and out of the Party all her life, she’s Party-marriage spawn, she never knew her parents, she was raised in some fucked-up collective in Mexico. She’s a Stalinist, she hates the Trots, she camps out in safe houses, in the dorms at Marymount High, in the rectory at Saint Brendan’s, wherever you’ve got pinko clergy. She’s an art teacher. She gets gigs at Marymount, and they provide a room. Part-time, she works as a freelance artist. She was ill used during that shitty little war, and her wig is veeery loose.”

			The ’39 photo. Hazel Medina is quite tall. The walking portrait in this very house. The long-stride woman. The nicotine-stained doorknob.

			I said, “How tall is Hazel?”

			“Way tall. A good five-ten.”

			“Is she a heavy smoker?”

			“Two packs a day, at least.”

			I dug the 8/4/57 red sheet out of my pocket. That artful block print. “Is this trivial occurrence worth reporting?”

			I passed Mitch the red sheet. He quick-scanned it. He said, “That’s Hazel’s printing, for sure. It’s unique. I’d know it anywhere.”

			“Do you think she’d plant red sheets in Intel Division files, at the behest of Virgil Dawes and D. J. Siemers?”

			Mitch snorted. “She’s been D.J.’s veritable slave, going back to the ’30s. ‘Slave’ in more ways than one, if you follow my drift.”

			All four Hats went whew. Red did the gaping-jaw bit. Max patted his too-fluttering heart. Eddie curveballed Mitch—hard.

			“A reliable source picked up some tattle from D.J. Two teenage girls who were planted in a commie cell vanished and were never seen again. As in, they were snuffed.”

			Mitch said, “That’s the first I’ve heard of it. D.J. planted a shitload of young girls, and so did I. So far as I know, they’re all doing just fine. Check with LAPD and Sheriff ’s Missing Persons, and see what you get.”

			I said, “They’ve got zero. But while I’ve got you, lay out D.J. for me. Give me the oooga-booga from your informed G-man’s perspective.”

			Mitch snuffed out his cigar and dropped it in his shirt pocket. Mitch cracked his knuckles and thumbs.

			“ ‘Sick twist’ fails to capture her. She was there when the Nazis bombed Guernica, and it messed with her head. She carries a purse gun, in case you haven’t noticed. During all that chaos before and after Guernica, she shot a half-dozen nun-rapers. They were either her fellow Stalinists or creeps in Franco’s Falange. As my SAC once said, ‘How’d you like to wake up next to that.’ ”

			Max said, “Virgil Dawes woke up next to her for a good many years.”

			Mitch Norby made the jerkoff sign. “El Anti-Communisto Supremo. He has visions and talks to God. He’s like Moses leading the Jews out of Egypt. Only with Virgil, it’s leading the Negroes out of American servitude. He’s always on the horn with Martin Luther King and Duke Ellington. They discuss civil rights and poontang incessantly.”
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			(Los Angeles, 11:26 p.m., Tuesday, 11/20/62)

			Nitroglycerine.

			Shrink’s-raid essential. The last-ditch measure. If nothing else works, blow the safe.

			Kallman’s office. B&E #2. The same lax security, the same cheesy furnishings.

			Joe Shell tagged the safe well-cloaked. Joe Shell was wrong. Doug Kallman tossed a sheet over it and used it as a booze sideboard. Joe Shell said the safe was a beast. Joe Shell was right. It was a carbon-steel-reinforced Diebold.

			The break-in was easy. The locked doors were cake. I came to steal Kallman’s three “Seminal Monographs.” It was Subornment Gig #2. The Progressive Bookshop firebomb job went pfft in the news. My attaché case was packed with bust-the-safe gear.

			Magnifying face shield. Pebble-grip gloves. Kevlar body vest. Carpenter’s hammer. Small eyedropper. Gauze-wrapped protect-your-soup vial.

			The soup’s dynamite-extracted. It’s flammable and combustible. Do not agitate.

			I donned my gloves. I laid out my gear. I checked the safe from all angles. I worked, distracted.

			Phil Irwin had called me. He said the Kilkea orgy pad surveillance was blown. Joan Staley’s spooked behavior and tattle tipped him off. Hyper-acute Bunnies and CTWA goons had seen too much of him, Nat, and Kareem. This tricked-out trio. They couch in cars and lurk. “It’s a bust, Freddy.”

			The DMV checks bought us zilch. They started and stopped at the Balalaika Group. No sublease drivers were listed. Phil was ex-Sheriff ’s. He knew the current nightwatch boss at the West Hollywood Station. I told him to rig a ruse. Have the nightwatch man dispatch some deputies. Have them door-knock the whole block. Tell the squarejohn citizens and the Bunny-dorm freaks that there’s a dope bust in the prep stage. The white guy and two Negroes? They’re dope sentries. Phil said, “Joanie dropped the snitch because she likes you. You cut her loose at the PAB. She vibes our intent and wants to help out. She knows we want to get inside. She’s got a cleaning crew coming in, sometime later this week. The pad will be dark that night. Call Bernie S. Tell him we can wire the place then.”

			Joanie the S. She was turning. I knew she would.

			Phil added this:

			All the infrared stills they shot were pure shit. No viable ID’s resulted. Male guests wore hats and huddled in their coats. Tradecraft, obfuscation. They assumed surveillance at all times.

			I circled the safe. I studied the seam-abutments. I gulped, I popped sweat. I unwrapped the nitro and unscrewed the vial. I inserted the eyedropper and extracted the soup.

			It gets spooky here.

			I placed minute drops all along the seam-abutments. I trailed a larger stream up to the top of the safe. That’s the ignition point.

			I got out my hammer and put on my face shield. The soup pooled at the ignition point. One sharp hammer blow should pop the door.

			Prayers now. I couldn’t justify them. I prayed anyway. I flexed my arm and hefted the hammer. I aimed. I slammed the head down and hit the ignition point square.

			The nitro THUMP was loud and brief. The reverb tossed me back on the floor. The door blew outward. It hit the floor two feet from my head. The CRASH-LAND noise was loud and brief. The room went dead still then.

			I stood up. My legs almost caved.

			I flashed my penlight into the safe. Here’s the swag:

			A stack of zippered plastic document sheaths. I knew Joanie lied to me. She described her dead-drop conveyances as steel cases. She read every CP file she couriered. How could that girl not look?

			Plus:

			Eugenic comic books. I skimmed one and yukked. They were Nazi-issue, circa ’36. Stud-like blond boys and nubile fräuleins. They landed their spaceship in the Nuremberg Stadium. Der Führer greeted them.

			Plus:

			More beaver pix of Joan Staley.

			Plus:

			A softbound textbook. The title: Indoctrination for the Children of Party-Marriage Parents: A Red-Diaper Primer.

			Plus:

			Softbound Textbook #2: The Racial Division of Eminent Domain: An Immodest White Man’s Proposal.

			Plus:

			The three monographs that Joe Shell just had to have:

			JFK as Pathological Satyr and Closet Fag.

			Forced Housing Assaults and Their Negative Impact on Racially Restricting Covenants for the Public Good.

			Polyamory: Party Marriage and Its Lustful Message for the Afraid-to-Swing World.

			I roared, I howled, I almost pissed my pants. I went light-headed and felt slightly concussive. I hit Kallman’s desk and yanked drawer pulls.

			One, two, three drawers. Aha. There’s six jars of Big H.

			I grabbed one and unscrewed the top. I wet a finger and took a light hit. My headache abated, my mind doubled down and raged on. I could not un-grip my three case jobs for one instant.

			The Hats hit paydirt at Cal State L.A. They located a big Weiss-snuff file box. There may be more.

			Check that.

			Mitch Norby is ensconced at the PD’s hospitality suite. He’s ordering room-service booze, food, and call girls on the PD’s dime.

			I’ve got to huddle with Ben Davis 3. We’ve got to waylay Motel Mike Bayless and extract information per Lorhipten. Mike’s got to rat Reggie Farrington. He’s ex-CP, he’s a part-time burglar, he’s out to kill me.

			Check—

			My mind fritzed. I went into a dope nod. My case replay died stillborn. I flailed at my pockets and snared three Dexedrine. I dry-popped them, I deep-breathed, two women brain-blitzed me.

			Dope nod, concussion. I’m body-snatched. There’s Judy Henske and D. J. Siemers. Surreal versions of both.

			Judy emits a glow. She’s backlit as a Madonna. D.J. bedevils me. She wears her commie dress greens. She zips her lips shut. She removes her red beret and shows me the stitched hashmarks. Judy/D.J./Judy/D.J./Judy/D.J. Judy’s glow expands. The whole room goes bright white.

			Doug Kallman stood by a wall switch. He’s no-shit for real.

			I went for him. I weaved and tripped over the safe door. I crashed into Kallman. He tried to launch a judo chop. I pinned him to the wall and kneed him in the balls. He jackknifed. I elbowed him in the face and heard his nose snap. I spun him and pushed him into a red Saarinen chair. I pulled my belt piece and trained it on him.

			He was about fifty-five. He was midsize and sleek. He had slicked-back chestnut hair. I heaved for breath, he heaved for breath. I saw red-sheet outtakes. Typeface turned to snapshots. The IC humps. The tattoos on their backs. X-ed out crosses. Murdered priests and raped nuns.

			I said, “Take off your shirt and show me your back.”

			Kallman’s smashed nose leaked blood. It ran down his face and soaked his white shirt red. He stood up. He did not weave. He unbuttoned his shirt and let it drop. He pivoted and showed me his back. I saw faded tattoo-excision scars. Old scars. They were more like white blotches now.

			I said, “Indigenous Cell.”

			Kallman swiveled and snuggled into the chair. He smiled. He just got sandbagged and shit-kicked. He assumed an upper-hand pose.

			I pulled up a matching ottoman. I jammed his knees. Kallman smirked.

			I said, “The scar tissue. How many priests and nuns?”

			Kallman deadpanned me.

			“November ’34. Who broadsided Virgil Dawes’s car and stole his Lindbergh gold notes?”

			Kallman curveballed me. He oozed upper-hand panache.

			“Aren’t you one of us, now? Is Joe Shell fibbing, or haven’t you been coaxed into the fold? I’m not saying you’re a fasco—or, heaven forbid, a communist—but I’ve noted the damage you’ve done to my office, and I see the three monographs that Joe so dearly covets, on the floor by the safe. He offered me ten thousand, but I said, ‘Fifty takes them.’ I’m sure he’s paying you less than half of that, but more than he paid you for that firebug job. This building, the CTWA, the Weiss murders, and the dead woman with the Cristero tattoo. I know you have to cover your bases while you work your sidebar agenda and get next to us. That said, Joe was way out of line when he hired you to do this, and I’m peeved.”

			He thinks Shell suborned me. My criminal résumé vouches his conclusion. Go hangdog now. You’ve been alpha-dogged.

			I slouched. I went mock-limp. Watch Kallman gloat now. He knows you’re up for sale.

			“The CP keeps extensive files on vulnerable policemen. The drunkenness and piety of William H. Parker, the linear ambitions of Daryl F. Gates, the untoward vindictiveness of J. Miller Leavy, and your own astounding penchant for corruption. I know you have to query me on a number of topics in order to justify your inclusion on the red probe. I’ll answer candidly, as long as I’ve a mind to. But you’re not walking out of here until I suborn you to fuck Joe Shell for his actions tonight, and for free.”

			I thought it through. I went in hard. I crossed the line and came in suicidal. He’ll refuse to spill. I want him to.

			“Tell me about your analysand Myra Weiss. I want the full drift.”

			Kallman said, “Under no circumstances.”

			I said, “Let’s get back to my initial query. Lay out the Indigenous Cell.”

			Kallman sighed. I’m just toooo bored to live. He was effeminate. He probably swung both ways.

			“The IC is meticulously devised CP misinformation. It was conceived to keep Trotskyites, revisionists, and others inclined to defect to sit still, rather than cross the border from Spain into France, which hundreds did during the thick of all the madness. An NKVD colonel commissioned me, along with three other men, to portray the living embodiment of the IC. That man crafted our backstory. Its historical basis was the Plutarco Calles reign of terror as the communist ruler of Mexico during the ’20s, when a great many churches were torched, priests were murdered, and nuns were raped. All of that did occur in the Spanish Civil War, but not quite to the extent that it did in Mexico. The four of us—the fictive IC—were common defector assassins, directed through cutouts. We didn’t kill priests and rape nuns, but the rank-and-file CP—who knew we would win because we did just that—believed it. The strongest believers were the cliques of ex-nuns who had been to Mexico and seen the horror firsthand. The NKVD tattooed us. The crosses on our backs, the X-marks through them. We were told to bare our torsos every chance we got, so we strutted around bare from the waist up and instilled terror among our fellow Stalinists and any others who happened to look. We had advance warning of the Guernica bombing and decided to sit it out in a natural sauna protected by a rock outcropping that rendered it impregnable. We entered it, and found four Spanish men in civilian clothes already there. We shucked our duds. The men pulled Lugers and shot us at near-point-blank range. I survived. The other three men didn’t.”

			I bought Kallman’s pitch. I pressed for an update.

			“Lay out the upshot. Were there reprisals? Were the men who shot you Franco’s Falange? The concept of the four IC men has metamorphed over time. To this day, we have the so-called ‘Worst of the Worst,’ couched within the CTWA. They’re also known as the Four Brothers, with one brother mentally and psychically impaired. Give me the drift there.”

			Kallman said, “I’ll concede a smidgeon of truth as regards the Four Brothers, but that’s as far as I’ll go.”

			“Virgil Dawes? November ’34?”

			“Forget it. I’m not crossing that line.”

			I said, “Mary Beth Crane. Did you know her in Spain? What’s the first thing that crosses your mind?”

			Kallman fitted a cigarette into an ivory holder. He lit it, he breathed out. My thumping took a toll. He was stretched thin now.

			“She was a good forger, but an otherwise negligible human being. She was very Protestant, and a nun-clique hater. She particularly hated D. J. Siemers and her clique. That was Hazel Medina and a deep-dipped woman who we called Lucretia Borgia. I’ve seen and read the Mirror piece that caused such a stir. Lucretia was the dead woman in the safe house, twenty-odd years later.”

			I lit a cigarette. “She got that handle because she was a former nun, and she rebounded between the CP and the Cristeros?”

			“My, aren’t you deft and quick on the uptake? Don’t make me regret confiding in you.”

			I smiled. “D.J. and Virgil Dawes. They may or may not have planted numerous veracious or fraudulent red sheets in LAPD and LASO files. What, if anything, have you heard?”

			Kallman fidgeted. The Q and A dipped south. He’d suborned me. He wanted to deploy me. He’d concoct some ugly task.

			“I’ve heard nothing. I’ve always found the insertions boring, and you’re starting to bore me now. You’re a common thief. You stole forty-one thousand dollars from Eddie Chacõn, whom I’ve always liked. Eddie possessed savoir faire. You possess none. You hail from inferior racial stock. You exploit human weakness in ways I never would. Let’s wrap this up, so I can sic you on Joe Shell for the mess he made.”

			I saw it then. Nightbird, Nightbird. Kallman was vulnerable there.

			“You painted a garish portrait of Paul Robeson. Reggie Farrington modeled for you. Reggie in no way resembles Robeson, but you created a likeness there. I see the portrait as a labor of love, Doctor. It must gall you that Tommy Tucker has perverted your very obvious feelings for Reggie and smeared them on signboards all over South La Brea. Did Reggie betray you with a woman, or another man? Did you create the Nightbird-assassin myth to torque Myra Weiss’s bigotry, when she was already out of her mind? I know Reggie was briefly CP. Did he whack a few runners and quitters for some trumped-up Party tribunal, or for you personally? I don’t doubt that he’s a killer. I made him a cripple, he’s threatened to kill me, and I don’t doubt that he’ll try. Are you so sadistic that you made him kill for you? Are you so petty and evil that you terrified an unhinged woman like Myra Weiss with your own unhinged fantasy of this man you purported to love?”

			Kallman trembled. His eyes welled. His voice went thin.

			“He killed two runners, at my direction. He shot them, because he lacked the wherewithal to slash their throats. I’m your savior, Freddy. Reggie will bide his time and kill you when you least expect it. You will redress the havoc you created here tonight by killing Reggie in a manner redolent of Lucretia Borgia and the two Weisses.”

			I trembled. The floor dropped beneath me. My teeth chattered. Kallman terrified me.

			He said, “I told you a fib, and I want to redress it while I’ve still got you speechless and I’m still in the mood to redress. I raped a woman in Barcelona, a month after I was shot. It was a method-actor bit, straight out of Stan the Man Stanislavsky. I thought, ‘Well, if I’ve got to live my life in this fictive Indigenous Cell, then I’d better get back to the U.S., get my tattoos removed, and rape this woman before I go home.’ ”

			I moved very fast. It was one swift movement. I tumbled off the ottoman and pulled the dope drawer of Kallman’s desk wide. I grabbed the heroin jar. I wheeled and kicked Kallman in the stomach. He screeched and sucked in breath. I threw myself at him and jammed the jar in his mouth. He choked and gasped. I grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. I upended the jar and fed him every last bit. He convulsed beneath me. He turned cyanotic blue. Nightbird, Nightbird. Kallman dope-smothered and died.

		

	
		
			45

			(Los Angeles, 9:19 a.m., Wednesday, 11/21/62)

			I paced and chain-smoked. I was booze and dope free since the moment I snuffed Doug Kallman. I critiqued the suicide tableau I created at his office incessantly. That job took me up to 2:12 a.m. I drove home and crafted an expurgated summary report. That took me up to now. The kosher version ran 241 pages. The abridged one ran 49. The narrative covered Halloween night up to now. It sanitized the events that I full-disclosed to Daryl Gates and the Hats.

			It’s 9:19 now. Nobody’s called or knocked on my door. There’s no newspaper, radio, or TV coverage yet. I don’t think there will be. Kallman’s receptionist will unlock the door and see what she sees right about now. She’ll call BHPD. Shock waves will rumble. The BHPD chief is Joan Staley’s regular trick. 8612 provides girls, boys, and dope to Beverly Hills Municipal Court judges and DAs. 8612 is a snitch hive for BHPD. A convergence will occur around 10:00 a.m. Powerful men, hoarse whispers. The news blackout and agreed-upon fix will kick in then.

			The tableau:

			Nobody saw me go in or out. Morris Gelb was not on shift next door. I wore flat latex gloves or pebble-finger gloves my entire time in the office. The threadbare carpet would not sustain indentations. I wore tennis shoes that would not spread outdoor grit. I’m a seasoned B&E man and skilled forensic technician. The aggregation of cops and legal men were compromised at the get-go. “Suicide” would stand as their most logical expedient conclusion. I crafted my tableau from their perspective. Nightbird, Nightbird. The Doug Kallman/Reggie Farrington liaison inspired me.

			That’s my rationale. Here’s how I accomplished it:

			I raided my evidence kit. I pulled a syringe and extracted liquid and congealed blood from Kallman’s trashed nose. I smeared drops and congealed chunks on the carpet to and from Kallman’s desk. I left Kallman in the chair he died in. I dipped my own bare fingertips in his blood and typed the suicide note on his typewriter, with his “Douglas Kallman, MD” paper stock. I went over the keypad with my microscope. The left-behind blood would register as unascribable smudges and smears. The text revealed this:

			Kallman’s masochistic love affair with a junkie/office burglar. I utilized the pronouns “he” and “his.” I did not ascribe race or name. The man was a junkie first and always. Kallman was his dope connection first and his lover a far-back second. This man was a shrink’s-office burglar of the exalted Freddy O. school. He knew from nitro and blew Kallman’s safe. He thought he’d find dope. He miscalculated. He found the Nazi comic books and the two stray monographs that Joe Shell did not want. He jammed Kallman’s desk drawers open and stole the pill vials and heroin jars inside. I stole the dope, I stole the explicit pix of Joan Staley. I brought them home. I shredded the pix and flushed the dope down the toilet. I scrunched the dope vials and jars in my trash compacter and dumped them in an industrial-size trash bin outside the Thrifty’s at Sunset and Fairfax. The note oozed self-pity. The act itself oozed self-negating horror. Kallman upended the one jar of “H” his lover left him. He burst his own broken heart and smothered himself dead. The cop conclave would succumb to this surmise:

			The lover-burglar broke in and blew the safe. Kallman returned to the office late. The lover beat Kallman unconscious. He stole the dope and split.

			I quadruple-checked the office. I found Kallman’s notes on shrinkee Richard M. Nixon. I brought them home and shredded them. I found no art supplies and no appointment-book notations on Reggie Farrington or Joan Staley. I saw the Myra/Sholem Weiss notes I’d seen on my first visit. I let the bulk of them lie. I pulled the notes wherein Myra blathered on Dick Nixon. Myra’s basic shrink-session notes had been couriered to some Party high-up by Joan Staley. Myra presumedly excoriated nephew Morris Gelb within. Joanie presumedly peeped those notes. I wanted to keep Joanie out of all this.

			I got in clean, I got out clean. I speedballed home and typed out my abridged summary report.

			I eschewed names and deployed initials. Nixon was the “Surveillee,” “HRH” and “JE” were Haldeman and Ehrlichman. They hired me to tail the “Surveillee.” I found the dead woman. The dead-woman/Weiss jobs were exposited in bare-bones factual style. Morty Bendish’s Mirror pieces served as my chief explicator and subtext. I deleted the raid on the fruit-hustler pads. I deleted Tommy Tucker, Hugh Hefner, Joan, and the Playboy City snafu. Morty B. covered all that in the Mirror. I deleted all my felony actions and bouts of overzealous police work. I notably deleted Kilkea. I had pending work there.

			I paced and chain-smoked. The clock ticked toward noon. The cop conclave was still in their oh, shit phase. Thus—they were moving toward a perfunctory pronouncement of “Suicide/Case Closed.” I expected Joe Shell to call me. He co-owned 8612. He knew by now. The blown safe would spook him. Where’s my monographs? Did YOU kill him, Freddy? YOU’RE a Nitro Man from way back. I don’t want my name besmirched by this.

			Somebody would call me or knock on my door. They’d tell me. I’d call Daryl Gates and the Hats then. They’d fucking know I killed Kallman. He was a world-class piece of shit. They wouldn’t care.

			I unclenched a tad. I brunched. I snatched half a bagel and chewed it with three Biphetamines. The doorbell rang. I opened up.

			Morris Gelb stood there. He wore his coffee-shop-ruse dungarees and apron. He was all herky-jerky. I projected why. He saw the cops in the 8612 lobby. He followed them upstairs.

			I said, “Hello, Mr. Gelb. What brings you here? And you shouldn’t have dressed up for the occasion.”

			He was sweated-up and frazzled. He wiped his hands on his apron.

			“There was a big ruckus at 8612 Brighton. I’ve never seen so many plainclothesmen in one room. Douglas Kallman killed himself. A burglar blew his office safe, with nitroglycerine. Kallman caught him at it. He beat Kallman very badly, and made off with the dope in the safe. The BHPD men think Kallman was a fruit and he had a thing going with the guy. Kallman typed out a suicide note and left words to that effect. He left blood all over the typewriter keys, and the guy might have stolen some of Kallman’s files. I was just thinking that—”

			I motioned Gelb inside. He got up too close to me. He was a nudge. He creeped me. I pushed him into the wall with my fingertips and held him there.

			“And you’re wondering if he stole your Aunt Myra’s file, and if she told him things about you that you don’t want the big bad policemen to know. You’re thinking I’m working a parallel gig to yours, so let’s collaborate on this. The LAPD and DA’s Office have our deal, and you and the IRS have yours, and we’re keeping it that way. I’ve kept an ongoing summary on this job, and I’ll let you read through it. That’s as far as our dialogue on this deal is going.”

			Gelb gulped. His Adam’s apple bob-bobbed.

			“I’m a sworn Federal agent. You should treat me more respectfully. And you should address me as ‘Special Agent Gelb.’ ”

			I withdrew my hand and stepped back. I brushed mock-lint off his apron. I heard a loud thump on my doorstep. Gelb slid away from me.

			“All right, then. I’ll read your summary. I’ll get it back to you within—”

			I went nix. “You’ll read it in my office. ‘Now’ might be a good idea. I’ve got things to do later.”

			Gelb shrugged. “I thought you’d be full of notions on Kallman. I hope I’m not as inured to suffering as you are when I’m your age.”

			Special Agent Gelb. Aka the Nudge. I tried not to laugh in his face.

			

			—

			That thump on my doorstep. It was a big file box. An LAPD messenger routed it here. Two notes were stuck to the top:

			Weiss/Sholem & Myra/187 PC/4-16-54/Hollywood Division, LAPD.

			Freddy—Forbes and Goossen belatedly turned this box at Central Homicide. Imperative that you study, assess & call me.

			Max Herman wrote the memo. It oozed URGENT. Gelb was back in my office. He was reading my jive summary. I lugged the box over to the couch and fetched my X-Acto knife.

			I slit the top. I pulled a heavy stack of folders and manila envelopes out. I saw what I had, straight off.

			It was a squad lieutenant’s first file compilation. An index page was taped to the top folder. It was dated 5/4/54. That was eighteen days post-snuffs. The index listed this:

			Crime-scene report. (Precedes assignment of lead IOs C. Forbes & A. Goossen)

			Crime-scene photographs

			Toxicological report/blood & urine on the premises

			Blood samples (in stoppered vials & scrape sheets) double-thick envelope/later spectographed: 6/9/54

			Extrapolative report/analyses of photographic evidence/4-23-54

			Eyewitness statements/plus extrapolative analyses

			Toxicological report (2 of 3)/Sholem Weiss’s autopsy

			Toxicological report (3 of 3)/standing urine left in toilet bowl by unknown man

			Toxicological report/(addendum to above)/further blood analyses of standing urine left by unknown man

			I worked off the index. I employed Hans Maslick techniques. The Conquistador Apartments, 1923 North Argyle. A half block north of Franklin. I’d been by there. I recalled the building. Unkempt upper Hollywood. Four floors, six units per. White stucco façade, cracked through to drywall. Small-roomed apartments. Cheap white stucco walls, cracked through to drywall. I’d never been inside. I just knew I was right. I opened the crime-scene report. The first-at-the-scene detectives described it as I just did. I read through their overall floor plan.

			Small front living room. Cramped with too much furniture. Communist-sloganed signs propped on sofas and chairs. Plus wall-taped and ruler-printed signs. No cursive, no block print, no handwriting analyses to be utilized here. Two small bathrooms. Two toilets, one shower, one bath. A dive pad. Fifty scoots a month then, eighty scoots a month now. A short central hallway. One bedroom off each side. Room-to-room heating. No fans, no central air. Okay, I’ve got the layout. Describe the bodies, show me the photographs.

			“Photographic evidence reveals that Sholem and Myra Weiss were tortured in separate bedrooms, and their bodies were placed together on one bed, postmortem. The autopsy reveals that Sholem was tortured with pliers and rectal probes for a far greater length of time than Myra was.”

			“It was extraction-of-information torture.”

			Okay, I’ll buy that. You felt free to speculate, I’ll speculate, too.

			“Hey, Sholem—where’s the Lindbergh notes? I or WE need them more than you do.”

			“Myra underwent sexual mutilations while unconscious from sedation caused by the ingestion of Seconal, Dilaudid, and Doriden.”

			Yes, just like L.B., “Lucretia Borgia,” the Vivid Vixen in my Halloween job. I shut my eyes and saw L.B., supine. The killer/killers took their time with Myra. L.B. was a more frenzied snuff. It occurred while I tailed Dick Nixon to France’s Drive-In and resumed surveillance on the safe house. I was gone an hour, tops.

			I put down the crime-scene report and went through the crime-scene photographs. I recalled what Goossen and Forbes told me: the Weisses’ bodies were found by neighbors three to four days post-snuffs. Decomp stink wafted down the apartment hallway and tipped them. There’s the pix, they’re on one bed, they’re bloated, their skins bursting and releasing bile and gas. It’s still apparent they’ve been cut like L.B.

			Back to the crime-scene report. “Sholem was sedated later, after the hours-attenuated torture was performed. He bled all over the bed he was tortured on. The sheets and coverlet were washed in the apartment’s washing machine and dried in the apartment’s dryer. Frayed sheeting and coverlet lint were discovered in the dryer by a backup forensic crew. Sholem was then removed to the second bedroom, sedated, and placed by his already sedated wife.”

			I closed my eyes and brain-screened it. TWO killers lifted and carried Sholem, bedroom to bedroom. ONE killer dragged him, heels on the floor.

			“The ear-to-ear knife wounds that caused the death of both Sholem and Myra Weiss had not yet been performed. The killer who faltered at this task had not yet faltered and had not yet bolted to call the coup de grâce provider at the pay phone outside Farmer John’s Market at Franklin and Bronson.”

			Yeah, and the provider ain’t the dread Nightbird—aka Reggie Farrington. If all this “Killer Summoned” bullshit is even true.

			I went through the “Eyewitness statements/plus extrapolative analyses” envelope. The reporting detective wrote this:

			“Eyewits report two tall women huddling on the Weisses’ porch and then hurriedly approaching the pay phone, where they left a minute blood spill of Sholem Weiss’s blood. Besides the previously typed blood of the Weisses’, the two women left highly eroded samples of their probable own blood, which were too microscopically small to type.”

			Too small to type in ’54. Not in ’62. We can pull gender markers now, we couldn’t then. And what did the detective mean by “HUDDLING ON THE WEISSES’ PORCH”?

			I dropped the eyewit report. I grabbed the Sholem Weiss autopsy report and read this:

			“Toxicological reports detailed a large quantity of Lorhipten in Sholem Weiss’s blood. Fragments of twenty-dollar gold notes were found in his gastric tract and fecal matter at autopsy.”

			Sholem, you greedy cocksucker—you were working a scam on the Lindbergh notes, weren’t you?

			I dropped the Sholem report. I grabbed Toxicology Report #3: “Standing urine left in toilet bowl by unknown man.” The reporting detective wrote this:

			“Most startlingly, a tox report on standing urine left in the rear bedroom toilet bowl revealed urine left by a separate and distinct man—a man other than Sholem Weiss. The urine was suffused by AB-negative blood, while Sholem Weiss’s blood was O-positive. The unknown man’s blood was also suffused with silver colloidal—a substance used as an adherent in the manufacture of dumdum-tipped bullets. The unknown man had recently been shot—at a separate location—for no bullets or bullet residue was found in the Weiss apartment. Coroner Ted Curphey posited that the man had been shot, twice, by a small-caliber automatic with large stopping power. They were graze wounds, because no bullet fray was detected in the Weiss apartment, and dumdum wounds are known to seep for periods as long as six months.”

			MAN CAMERA:

			Two flashbacks.

			The small automatic outlined in D. J. Siemers’s clutch.

			The box of dumdums on her weird-ass coffee table.

			

			—

			Morris Gelb read slow. It was 2:00 p.m. now. I’d already run the radio and TV dials. Doug Kallman’s “suicide”—not one peep.

			Gelb walked in at 3:08. He plopped on the couch. He kicked loose zero comments per my summary. I ran down the reports I’d gone through. The dink deserved a glimpse. He heard me out and weighed in.

			“The Lindbergh money, or at least samples of it, had to be stashed somewhere in my aunt and uncle’s apartment. All right, so Sholem was forced to eat it. As far as the unknown man who left the urine goes, my uncle had a gofer. He was a perpetual student at USC who hung around the campus and took his basic classes. My uncle was an extraordinarily gifted economist, so he had to be masterminding the distribution of the gold notes. That makes the notes and their potential profitability a major motive for the murders. My uncle’s gofer—more his slave, really—was a CP weirdo who called himself Danny Marxman. He looked like Karl Marx, and he wore a Marx-like beard. He used to hang out with that jazz guy, Reggie Farrington, and that red-diaper kid who became known as the Coed Killer, John Schoeneweg.”

			Demimonde/confluence/the circle constricts.

			I saw a Marx-like kid at Tommy Tucker’s Playroom.

			On Halloween night.
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			(Los Angeles, 8:46 a.m., Thursday, 11/22/62)

			No newspapers, no radio, no TV. No door-knocks since Morris Gelb, no phone calls. I stayed abstinent. I worked. I messengered the blood samples in the box to the lab. I typed a fourteen-page report on yesterday’s file-read and telefaxed it to Daryl Gates and the Hats. I stressed the separate-bedroom torture of Sholem and Myra Weiss, the Lorhipten in Sholem’s bloodstream, the ingested Lindbergh notes in his gastric tract. I stressed the silver colloidal in the standing urine in the rear-bedroom john. I stressed silver colloidal as an adherent in the manufacture of dumdum bullets. I stressed D. J. Siemers’s dumdum-packed automatic, most of all.

			The phone rang. I picked up. I started to say, “Otash.” Daryl Gates cut me off.

			“A source at BHPD called me and brought me up-to-date on Kallman. I need you to give me a simple yes or no answer. Is this you? Yes or no, Freddy?”

			I said, “Yes.” Gates said, “I’ve got two more things. One, Scalp Man called the tip line, up in Santa Barbara. It’s been recorded. He left a message. Barb never talked to the dink. Vicky’s bringing the tape down, as in right now. The manager at the Algiers called Barb. He said there’s scratch marks all over the front-door lock of her pad. He hasn’t been inside, but Vicky thinks we should get inside and have a look. She forgot to bring her belt gun. I need you to lend her a spare piece. We’re meeting at the Algiers at 10:30. I’ve reserved us a cabana, where we can play the tape. Two, we’re due at the lab at 1:30. Ray Pinker’s got rush results on the old Weiss blood you sent him, and results from your forensic at the Hollywood Plaza.”

			I said, “I’ll see you at the Algiers.” Gates rogered off. The phone rang again. I picked up and said, “Otash.” A deep-voiced man said, “Freddy, it’s Bill Rumford, and I’ll be brief. That peckerwood Tommy Tucker is stiffing Tom, Gil, and me on the payback of the donation money he embezzled. We need you to put the boots to him—today.”

			I said, “I’ll take care of it, Bill. Sometime this afternoon.” Rumford thanked me and rogered off.

			The phone rang again. I almost got “Otash” out. Phil Irwin cut me short.

			“We got lucky, boss. Kareem spot-tailed Kilkea and saw Joan Staley bossing around some Bunnies on the front lawn. They’ve got to vacate for a cleaning crew to come in around 8:00 tonight. There’s a big party scene set for the wee hours, and I think we’ve got time to bring Bernie in and hot-wire the place.”

			I whooped. I popped two Biphetamines and shitcanned my abstinence, flat.

			“I’ll call you back later. We’ll go over the details. Call Bernie and tell him what we’ve got.”

			Phil rogered off. I replaced the receiver. The phone rang again. I picked up, I said, “Otash,” Tom Bradley said, “You sound harried.”

			I lit a cigarette. “You’re perceptive, and I’m sure you have work for me. It’s for today, right?”

			Tom said, “Right. I’m giving a speech at Belmont High. That’s at 5:00 today. I don’t think we’ll have trouble, but it is a bodyguard job.”

			I said, “I’ll be there.” Tom said, “You’re a gent.” I rogered off and hung up.

			My teletype buzzed. A tear-off sheet rolled out. I tore it off and went SHIT.

			Virgil Dawes invited me to a party. The Fed building. Tonight at 7:00. Morris Gelb announced his retirement. He scored a job at a hotshot ad agency. J. Walter Thompson. They’re top-notch. Dick Nixon’s their marquee account.

			

			—

			We converged at the Sultan’s Tent cabana. A waitress in harem pants and bikini top seated us. Vicky brought her tape rig. I brought her a hip-holstered .38 Smith. She wore a tailored slack suit. She clipped it to her back waistband.

			Daryl G. scrutinized me. He expected the “yes” answer. He kept a Freddy O. balance sheet. The Kallman snuff moved me up or down. I didn’t know which.

			Vicky ordered a pitcher of Casbah Coolers. The waitress scrammed. The tent cloaked us and rebuffed eavesdroppers. Vicky placed the tape rig on the table. Barb Duhamel’s bachelorette was ground floor/poolside. We had direct views.

			Vicky tapped the “on” switch. Static hit the air. A man cleared his throat. Tradecraft, obfuscation. The phone soundbox was doctored to disguise the speaker’s voice.

			“Hello, Barb. Do you miss me? I miss you, because I’m not getting any younger, and my comrade-brothers allot me only one date every five years, and at that rate we’ll only have two or three more dates before I die of old age or the Collective declares me redundant and kills me with honors, for my service to the People’s Republic, which is the whole world, in case you haven’t guessed.”

			The tape stuttered and stalled. Vicky put a hand up—it’ll kick back on soon. I indulged speculation. He’s American. He’s batshit crazy. He subsists on psychotropic meds and his brothers’ forbearance. His Pacific Northwest drawl shows through. That Virgil Dawes–authored red sheet. He stated that the Indigenous Cell hailed from the Pacific Northwest. There was and is no Indigenous Cell. Scalp Man is certified Four Brothers. He’s fiftyish. His voice old-man creaks. He’s had vocal-cord surgery. It supplants the plastic surgery war criminals seek out.

			The tape stuttered and went smooth. Scalp Man resumed.

			“You were kind to me, but not while you were under duress. I can always spot fearful women. We’re taught to equate normal fear with treason and revanchist leanings. I equate normalcy with my own desires to do the bad things that the capitalist hierarchy of this country levies laws against. Do you agree with that? If you agree I might suggest a second date sometime soon. I see you as a comrade-manqué and a potential convert to our own Dialectic of Oneness that I am working on now in my Historical Journal of Life. I will call you again soon and tell you about my journal, which I have kept since the spring of 1937, before you were born.”

			The tape clicked off. Vicky said, “The spring of ’37. What does that suggest?”

			I said, “The Spanish Civil War. All these commie fucks of a certain age came of age then. It was Disneyland for psychopaths, and not just the reds. The Nazis firebombed Guernica in April.”

			Vicky looked across the courtyard. She orbed in on Barb’s door. Daryl G., likewise. The door radiated. Daryl said, “The manager slipped me a passkey. I said, ‘I’d rather kick it in.’ ”

			We stood up in sync. We skirted the pool. Studs and honeys tossed beachballs. They clocked us and scattered. We beelined over and covered the door. The lock housing was scratched to shit. I checked the doorjamb. The edges fit skewed. Scalp Man shoulder-popped his way in.

			We unholstered. Daryl stuck his passkey in the lock and gave it a twist. The door popped inward and snagged on a carpet patch. Vicky squeezed in and patted the walls. She tripped a switch. A weak ceiling lamp illuminated this:

			A modest living room. A career girl’s hideaway. Sofa and chairs that came with the flop. Cheesy wall pix—surfer boys ride big waves, surfer boys twist with surfer chicks, surfer kids congregate by their woody. Plus a corny photo-portrait of my old pal and dope customer, John F. Kennedy.

			Hey, Jack—what’s shakin’, baby?

			Vicky went through the room. She turned on floor lamps and full-lit the place. I saw glossy photographs propped up on the sofa and chairs. The scene replicated the Weiss crime-scene pix. No commie slogans, though. This time we got this:

			Horror shots. Grave-robber chic. Unearthed coffins, corpses dressed in Catholic vestments, skeletized hands holding missals and rosaries. Headstones pounded to rubble. Skeletons posed in sex shots. Dead nuns in full habit locked in lewd embrace. Wide-angle photos. Toppled crosses across a battlefield. God’s messengers limp-lolled on the ground. Smashed skulls. White bone pulp scattered throughout the whole scene.

			I crossed myself.

			Gates crossed himself.

			Vicky crossed herself.

			Scalp Man wanted to desecrate Barb just like this.
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			(Los Angeles, 1:32 p.m., Thursday, 11/22/62)

			Ray Pinker debriefed us in his office. Chemical fumes fouled the air. The lab proper stood just outside his door.

			He’d set up a wall screen and a magnification projector. Max Herman joined us. He’d worked off of Morris Gelb’s riff to me yesterday. Uncle Sholem. His perpetual-student stooge, Danny Marxman. Max ran the name through the DMV and R&I and got nada.

			We pulled chairs up to Ray’s desk. Vicky drove back to Santa Barbara. She didn’t want to leave Barb alone. Gates ordered a forensic crew over to Barb’s apartment. Plus a bluesuit canvass crew out of Hollywood Station. They might turn Scalp Man at the Algiers leads. Gates and I brainstormed a plan already.

			Scalp Man/Barb Date #2. An outdoor venue. We grab him or kill him right there.

			Ray said, “I couldn’t pull blood-type secretions out of the nicotine stains on the doorknobs at the safe house. That’s a debit. As far as Hazel Medina goes, I remember her working as a civilian clerk here, back in the mid-’50s. She did file work at Intel, back when Jim Hamilton ran the division, so that lends some credence to your whole red-sheet planting theory. As for the blood vials and scrape sheets Freddy sent over yesterday, it’s a bit anticlimactic. The vials contained the blood of Sholem and Myra Weiss. I know that because we’ve got frozen exemplar sets here, which we’ve had since ’54. The scrape-sheet samples were too small and too eroded to pull blood type from. We do know they weren’t from Myra or Sholem Weiss, because according to all accounts they were already dead when the two women stood in the phone booth. We pulled gender-match cells from the larger of the booth stains. We got zilch from the smaller stain. The marker was female. That’s all we’ve got from the blood. If you’ve got female suspects, we could run comparison tests from established samples of their blood.”

			D. J. Siemers and Hazel Medina. Established hospital-stay bloodwork. That would goose comparison tests.

			Max said, “What about Freddy’s forensic at that Hollywood Plaza suite?”

			Ray smiled. “I have some good news, and frankly crazy news there. Your vacuum job flushed out some good yields, Freddy. You turned up granulated pebbles of movie-camera lubricant. Typically, you’d find tracked samples such as those on the floors of places where movie equipment is stored. But the mother lode is that small strip of film you scooped up. I’ve been able to expand the image it contains, colorize it with aniline dyes, and enhance the clarity of the image itself. It’s why I’ve set up that projector and screen.”

			Movie-camera lubricant. The CTWA HQ on Cahuenga. Scalp Man was in and out of there.

			Ray doused the room lights. He flipped on the projector. The wall screen glowed plain white. I held my breath. Plain white film strips glowed on.

			Ray said, “We’re almost there. I think the dyes brought out accurate colorization. It’s the image itself. You know this whole welter of cases better than I do. Let’s see what you think of this.”

			Click/click/click. The projector threw white light. It darkened three frames on. There’s the image, right there:

			A desert backdrop.

			A mountain range some miles off.

			A drab stucco/horseshoe-shaped building in the foreground. Postwar modern. Off in deep nowhere. It’s a real dump.

			Four men stand in front of the building. They’re lined up four across. They’re giving the camera holder and the whole world the middle-finger/Fuck You salute. They wear red Ku Klux Klan sheets. They’re pointy-headed. They peer through slit eyeholes. Yellow hammer-and-sickles are emblazoned above their eyes.

			Ray said, “Is that the nuttiest thing you’ve ever seen?”

			Virgil Dawes. November ’34. He’s seen it very close. That’s his whole life up there on the screen.

			

			—

			I drove to the Oreo Strip. Tommy Tucker owed the Rumford Fund significant bread. I was the designated extractor. The Hats piled into four F-cars and drove out to Riverside and San Berdoo counties. Their job: Identify that desert stretch, that mountain range, that dive motel.

			I sipped jungle juice straight from a thermos. My Man Camera ran haywire. I saw Scalp Man’s horror shots. I saw Scalp Man and his three brothers somewhere out near Twentynine Palms. Midtown L.A. took on a colorized sheen.

			I parked on Washington Boulevard. The “Integration Generation” signs were still up and billowing. I walked into the Playroom. It was de rigueur dark. Today recolored everything. A red-sheet hue desaturated everything I saw.

			The Playroom was midafternoon lulled. I knew why. Scimitar City was the action spot in these parts. Tommy T. stood behind the bar. I grabbed a stool. Tommy grabbed a jug of cask-strength scotch and poured me a jolt. I ignored it. It would divert my jungle-juice ride.

			“The Rumford guys want their percentage. You’re flush these days. They sent me to collect.”

			Tommy lit a Kool Filter King. “I may not be flush much longer. BNDD’s over at Scimitar City. They’ve rented three rooms, so it’s all on the up-and-up. They’ve purchased all my Haitian herbs, and I have it on good account that they’re running them through chemical ID tests as we speak. You’re a dope man from way back. Would it surprise you to learn that I’m really pushing Desbutal?”

			I shook my head. “The money, Tommy. I doubt if you’ve tallied the percentage, but I’m sure the boys will be satisfied with any decent kickback.”

			Tommy smiled. “I’ve come up with a figure, before you start issuing threats that I’m damn sure you’ll make good on.”

			I smiled and leaned back on my stool. An “Integration Generation” banner bonked me on the head. I laughed, Tommy laughed. He said, “Serves you right for all the race-baiting shit you pulled on LAPD.”

			I laughed, Tommy laughed. He said, “I’m calculating a figure while we speak. Before I go open my safe, let me tell you about a miracle I heard about today. It’s some heartwarming shit which I know you’ll appreciate.”

			I said, “Tell me.”

			“I’m sure you know the surely infamous and lily-white Motel Mike Bayless, who is currently tangled up with the lovely sepia goddess Janelle Farrington, sister of Reggie, currently afflicted with bad feet. Well, Motel Mike has knocked up Janelle and has left his lovely lily-white wife and three kids for her, although he has retained custody of his dog, Motel Mike Junior, who is now the co-dog of the lovely Janelle, whom Motel Mike has moved in with, while the soon-to-be ex-wife pushes for a divorce.”

			I howled. This horrible day took on a glow.

			Tommy said, “Twenty thousand?”

			I said, “That’ll be swell. I’m sure the Rumford cats will be tickled pink.”

			Tommy walked back to his bail-bond office and returned with a stuffed paper bag. He put it down by my unguzzled scotch.

			“While I’ve got you, let me run a pedigree check by you. Danny Marxman, surely an alias. I saw him in here Halloween night. Big Karl Marx beard, in his twenties, CP or ex-CP, and on the flipped side.”

			Tommy made like The Thinker. He rubbed his chin and dredged deep thoughts.

			“Flip City is more like it. I remember seeing him Halloween night, I know he sleeps rough, and he used to cadge rooms on the motel strip, before Tommy Tucker’s Scimitar City replaced it. He also habituates that commie enclave around Melrose and Van Ness. The only noteworthy story in his pedigree is that some nutty woman shot him, some years back, and that’s what flipped him. He took two to the gut, it was some money-and-sex snafu, and if my memory still serves me correct, it all would have went down in early ’54. Oh, and he does chores for Reggie Farrington, who rumor has it wants to kill you.”

			

			—

			I went by the Ambassador. Now-retired G-man Mitch Norby usurped the hospitality suite. He decimated the booze supply and snarfed Reuben sandwiches three times a day. He wrote out a list of the twenty-three known commie safe houses in greater L.A. Hazel Medina crashed in them, interchangeable. I schemed a north-to-back-south route and cut out to find her.

			Mitch supplied master keys. The first safe house was one mile due north. Melrose and Normandie. A ratty woodframe house, circa 1910. No Hazel. No nicotine-stained fixtures. Closets packed with shotguns, coded library books, plug-in phones, bug-and-tap gear, shortwave radios. No signs of recent habitation. I crossed off Safe House #1 and broomed to Safe House #2.

			Berendo off of Sunset. Another grimy 1910 job. No Hazel. No nicotine-stained fixtures, no stale cigarette fumes. I crossed off Safe House #2 and hit Safe House #3.

			It was nearby. Melbourne Avenue, east of Vermont. A stucco job this time. A mini-mosque pad done up with spires and minarets. No Hazel. No Hazelesque indicators. Mitch told me Hazel crapped out in the Marymount High dorm. Marymount was close—Los Feliz and Western. I bopped over and braced the Mother Superior. She said no, Miss Medina is not in residence. She may drop by next week—to prep for her next art class.

			I cut back south. Mitch said Hazel bunked at the Saint Brendan’s rectory. Third and Wilton—there’s regal old Saint B.’s. The prelate hadn’t seen Hazel in a dog’s age. No, she does not store her belongings here.

			Three safe houses, one parochial school, and one church down. Safe Houses #4, 5, and 6 were clustered in kosher canyon—the Beverly/Fairfax district. More small houses, more grime, battered spy gear, commie smut, canned goods, and closet-cloaked shotguns. No Hazel, no Hazelesque indicators, no feminine items in the john.

			I parked and took a breather. Phil Irwin buzzed my F-car line. He told me we were on. 8:30 tonight. I’ll put our shit together. Bernie Spindel’s got his shit lined up. The Kilkea house “Scene” won’t begin until 2:00 a.m. We should get in and out in under two hours.

			I rogered off the call and buzzed Miller Leavy at his office. I told him to wrangle John Schoeneweg down from Wayside Max. I wanted to grill him per the two “vanished” teenage girls. The “Coed Killer” was red-diaper. He probably had Party scuttlebutt dialed. Put in a jail-transfer chit. Johnny will talk, Johnny will snitch, Johnny loves to play big fish at the Hall of Justice lockup.

			Miller said he’d jump on it. I rogered off the call and bombed back northeast. I kept seeing things. Scalp Man’s photo frieze. The sex-entwined skeletons, the crosses smashed to pulp. I wanted to see Judy. I wanted to hide someplace safe with her and poke my head out sometime next year.

			Three more safe houses. 1st and Kingsley, Oakwood and Mariposa, Clinton and New Hampshire. No Hazel or signs thereof. It was bugs-up-the-ass shitwork. I kept seeing things. The four Klan-sheet commies. The desert. That rat’s-ass motel. The Hats were tracking that lead. Their F-cars were out of phone range.

			I pulled up to Safe House #6 or 6,000. Beverly and Alexandria. Yawnsville East Hollywood. I tapped the lock and let myself in. I saw something straight off.

			A seedy living room. A car battery plugged into a wall outlet. Note the stink. That’s scorched skin and frazzled pubic hair. Note the wires curled on the floor. Note the skin and blood matted on the frayed tips.

			I pulled my belt gun and prowled the house. Nobody’s home. No Hazel, no signs of commie squatters, male or female. Think fast, now. Hans Maslick taught you how. What’s your first instinctive thought per Who did this?

			Virgil Dawes. He called me at home, he called me at Intel. He called Daryl Gates and made inquiries. Where’s Otash? Daryl said, “Check with Mitch Norby. He’s at the PD’s flop at the Ambassador. Freddy’s on a safe-house run. Mitch fed him the stats.”

			Mitch knows Virgil, Virgil knows Morris Gelb. They’re all Fed brothers under the skin. Virgil tortures some dunce communist? It does not surprise me one whit.

			I popped out to my F-car. I checked my police-agency call sheet and buzzed Treasury. The switchboard put me through.

			Dawes came on—chop, chop. He wanted something. He embodied hauteur. His response spelled urgency.

			“Lieutenant Otash. I’ve been trying to locate you.”

			I said, “Why?”

			Dawes said, “Call it a sidebar to our chat on Sunday. We have people in common now, and your name came up. Morris Gelb asked me if I had file stats on Danny Marxman. He told me you two had discussed this man, and I said I’d never heard of him. Your Lieutenant Gates referred me to Mitch Norby. Mitch and I go back years. We talked, and he showed me the safe-house list he shared with you.”

			I lit a cigarette. “I’m outside the safe house at Beverly and Alexandria. It wouldn’t surprise me if you told me you preceded me here.”

			Dawes said, “Aren’t you smug? Perceptive, though. I was looking for Danny Marxman while you were looking for Hazel Medina. I didn’t find him. But I found an errant commie, and put it to him. Don’t critique my interrogation methods, as long as you and Miller Leavy grovel for a peek at my files.”

			“This is my investigation. Don’t crowd me while I work it. You’ll benefit in the end, because I’ve turned leads that verify that attack on you all those years ago. And Miller and I will not desist on your files, even if it entails securing a court order.”

			Dawes went harrumph. His age showed. He had a fuddy-duddy side.

			“Forewarned is forearmed, sir. Don’t forget the party tonight. Morris Gelb is pulling the pin early. He’s a decorous young man. There’s things he could teach you.”

			I said, “Somebody tipped you that Danny Marxman squatted here. Who was it?”

			Dawes said, “Janelle Farrington.”

			I winced. The console light blipped red. Dawes hung up on me.

			

			—

			Belmont High, the football field, a dais perched on the twenty-yard line. Tom Bradley worked the lectern. Gilbert Lindsay and Bill Rumford flanked him.

			Night-game lights halo’d the field. The all-standee crowd extended back to the sixty. Big speakers pumped out sound. I arrived late and stood at the back. I eyeball-trolled for shitbird types who might bait Tom or provoke a scene.

			The speakers spit static along with Tom’s words. Crinkle-pop ate up whole sentences. Tom issued the phrase “the Right to Ascend” at one-minute intervals. The crowd stood transfixed. He was a second-rate orator, but his physical presence magnetized. The crowd watched him more than heard him. The garbled words left them unfazed.

			He defined the Right to Ascend. It was not “personal ambition couched in ruthless resolve.” It was a “flexible personal freedom wherein bold, tender, and selfless thoughts may flourish.”

			I walked the sidelines and studied the crowd. It was mixed race and well turned out. Belmont High teachers, college kids, downtown business stiffs. An undercurrent perked me. The static level increased. Tom’s spoken volume decreased. Then a static-shrieked blast of Odis Cochran and the Three Bigots drowned everything out. It was hurt-your-ears loud. Some tape-spool/speaker tampering set the music off. Strains of “Der Horst-Wessel-Lied” were laced in.

			The crowd cupped their ears. Tom Bradley stood motionless. Gil Lindsay and Bill Rumford stepped off the dais. People milled around and looked around. Where’s it coming from? Lindsay and Rumford hit the crowd and started shaking hands. Handshake lines formed amidst all the noise. Tom Bradley stood motionless. He was making like the Big Mahatma. He was above all the folderol. He exhibited cop wisdom. When in doubt, stand tall and look good.

			

			—

			The crowd dispersed and vanished. Custodians destroyed the speakers and consoles with lead-tip fungo bats. Lindsay and Rumford cut out in a chauffeured limo. The night-game lights went off. Tom and I sat on a bottom-row bleacher. I passed him Tommy T.’s money sack.

			“Twenty thousand. Tommy took the high road. I never raised my voice.”

			“Freddy O.’s a bagman for the civil rights movement. I promise I won’t let it out. You’ll never get strongarm work again if I do.”

			I smiled and passed my flask. Tom took two pops.

			“We got another tip that Transom’s working up a smear piece on Bill Rumford and me. Not to mention these rogue guys looking to sandbag Bill with a white girl. Bill wants to hit the Sunset Strip. That’s his preferred prowling turf.”

			“Who fed you the tip?”

			“That jazz guy, Gerry Mulligan. He called Ben 3 and told him. Mulligan’s snitching for Daryl Gates and Narco now.”

			I went gimme. Tom passed me the flask. I double-glugged.

			“Ben and I will put it to Transom. We’ll squelch the other job, too. By the way, the Chief ’s still holed up at Kwan’s, so you’ve got at least another ten days to milk the Oreo Strip. Daryl got the Chief to agree that the ‘festive atmosphere’ can extend and end with a block party. You should be able to score some good donations.”

			Tom went gimme. I passed the flask. Tom single-glugged.

			“Everybody and their spotted dog’s a tipster. It’s like I’m a policeman again. Ben talks to me. You talk to Ben. I’m up-to-date on the ins-and-outs of these cases of yours, so I’ve got a weird little story to tell you.”

			I leaned against the second-row bleacher. My view was straight up and wide. Rain clouds hovered low.

			“Tell me. My life’s a weird little story.”

			Tom chuckled. “Joe Shell sought me out, seven or eight months ago. He wanted something, but I had no idea what. He was up against Nixon in the primary then, he’s certain to lose, and he’s seeking me out.”

			An errant star zipped and zinged. I sent up a prayer. Tom passed my flask back.

			“We met at Ollie Hammond’s. Without a word of explanation, he stuck a purported Lindbergh ten-dollar gold note in my coat pocket and said, ‘I can get quite a few more of these.’ I asked him what the catch was. He asked me to withdraw from the 10th District race, convince Gilbert to withdraw from the 9th, and convince Bill Rumford to ‘shitcan’ his fair housing act. Why, you might ask. Well, because Mr. Shell wants to erect a giant, right-wing-nut theme park on 9th and 10th District land, and he can’t have ‘do-gooder Negroes and commie legislation fucking it up.’ Mr. Shell is nothing if not egalitarian. He offered me quite a few of those gold notes, and a job as ‘Big Tom,’ the head greeter at ‘Freedomland,’ and the spokesman for a ‘new generation of negroes who know how to play the white man’s game.’ ”

			Lindbergh notes are out in the world. Speculative jump. The Salt & Pepper 459s were some sort of diversion. Some nutty woman gut-shot Danny Marxman, early ’54. The Weisses go down in April.

			“Have you told Virgil Dawes any of this?”

			“No. And I don’t intend to.”

			“That’s wise. By the way, I hope there’s more to the story.”

			Tom said, “There is. I met Shell for lunch a second time. He stuck another Lindbergh note in my pocket and asked me if I knew any ‘soldier of fortune’ types who would like to perpetrate a burglary ruse for him. One had to be white, one had to be Negro. I thought of you and the Denkins brothers, but then I reconsidered and mentioned Motel Mike Bayless and Reggie Farrington. Mike’s more bent than you on a bad day, and Reggie’s into all sorts of dirty shit. When I met Shell for lunch a third time, he told me he’d hired Mike and Reggie, and he’d signed on Norm Krause as a ‘consultant.’ You know Norm, right? He stands as the definitive right-wing-nut cop of our era.”

			I laughed. Norm’s story enhanced my spiraling brain loop. Demimonde/confluence/convergence. Norm was the first bird dog to sniff out the Lorhipten pads.

			“Tell Ben 3 to meet me at Ollie Hammond’s, tonight at 6:00. We’ll hit Transom then, and we’ll shake down Mike Bayless the next day or so.”

			Tom stage-sighed. “I miss the cop life, Freddy. Dicey politicians and criminals seek me out. They know I know things that I shouldn’t know, and I love it. I miss the camaraderie, and I miss the intrigue most of all.”

			

			—

			I hit six more safe houses. I got no-Hazel and no-Hazel paraphernalia six times over. All six pads were uninhabited, unclean, and unkempt. No Hazel Medina, no Danny Marxman, no stray commies since Virgil Dawes clamped some errant commie’s balls and sluiced him the juice. More squalid little cribs. More closets stuffed with disguise kits and label-removed clothing. More commie-smut pornography, sawed-off shotguns, print-eradicating salves.

			I swung north and hit the commie corridor. I trolled for a young putz with a Karl Marx beard. I hit the KTLA Theater, the Polar Palace, Crown Liquor. I tapped the fruit hustler pads above the store. I braced the guys I beat on two weeks back for drift on one Danny Marxman. They sort of knew him, he was CP, he was hip to the CTWA, we all know each other. There’s a biiiiiiiiiiiig Meyerhold stage show at the Polar Palace. It’s on December 4th. It’s gala. Danny will surely make that scene. It’s SRO, sold out already.

			I had time to kill before the Gelb retirement bash. I took Los Feliz to Brand out to Glendale. I door-knocked and window-peeped Cormier Realty and D. J. Siemers’s bungalow.

			La Siemers was nowhere.

			She moved me in some all-new way. It wasn’t sex. She projected a ghastly and fearless resolve. She belittled my extremity. I admired her for it.

			

			—

			The IRS Squad briefing room. Redone as the Copacabana. Streamers and fake potted plants with fake dirt and fake date palms. A long table on casters. Tonight’s serve-ur-self bar. Bottles, highball glasses, ice bucket. Bourbon, scotch, gin, vodka. You want mixer? There’s a Coke machine down the hall.

			The chairs and desks had been removed. Federal investigators mingled. FBI, Treasury, BNDD, IRS. Cigarette smoke hung smog-cloud thick. I circulated through it.

			I’d called Phil from a lobby pay phone. He said the Kilkea incursion was on for 8:00 sharp. He dropped something he forgot to drop on our first call. Joanie told a cleaning-crew woman to bring in her fix-it-man husband. He should un-jam the stuck windows. Oil the runners or something. We need the windows to slide all the way up. We’re suffocating in there.

			That was good news. We could shoot normal film stock in wide-screen now. Phil dropped more good news. West Hollywood Station deputies had blanketed the street. They door-knocked the local citizens and told them the dope pushers had been popped and jailed. Phil worked a swinger-type and scored the use of his driveway. He’d let us shoot film from that vantage point. His pad was across the street and three houses north. The “Scene” would commence around 2:00 a.m. Phil had a small flatbed. We’d park it right there.

			I circulated. I eavesdropped. BNDD cops confabbed with assistant U.S. attorneys. I picked up tattle. Scimitar City was due for a raid. Tommy Tucker was moving Desbutal disguised as Haitian herbs. The Spanish fly was cayenne pepper with no sex-stimulating zap. Bill Parker will withdraw the PD’s vice-bust ban. The Oreo Strip will get spanked.

			Virgil Dawes spotted me and beelined. He was half lit working on full. He weaved my way. He got in close and addressed me, hush-hush.

			“Kudos, Otash, on that ‘suicide.’ I picked up some drift from BHPD. You killed him, right? Not that anyone cares. I smell you on this deal.”

			I sidestepped him. I coughed my way through smoke clouds. I poured a scotch-rocks and quaffed it. Morris Gelb walked up. He was tipsy. He had that I-don’t-drink-but-tonight’s-my-night glow.

			He arm-draped me. I tossed his arm back to him. He went aww, that’s not nice. I noticed his belt gun. It was more like a purse piece. Low-caliber, pearl grips.

			“I caught the cop show at 8612. The receptionist called it in. The office was crowded, I had room to maneuver and blend in. All these papers were out in plain sight. I looked for my Aunt Myra’s name, but I didn’t see it. I saw Richard Nixon’s name, though, and I grabbed those papers. I’m only telling you this because I thought, ‘That’s a Freddy Otash move, and he’ll get a kick out of it when I tell him.’ ”

			I didn’t hit him or bitch-slap him. I put my fingertips on his chest and eased him away from me.

			“And what did you do with the papers? Did you read them?”

			“Sure I did. He told Dr. Kallman about his dreams. He didn’t divulge any state secrets or anything like that. Hey, why are you being so agg—”

			“What did you do with the papers?”

			“Well, I’ve followed Mr. Nixon’s career, and I know the names of all his key men. I called Mr. H. R. Haldeman at his ad agency, and I got the papers to him. Mr. Haldeman was grateful, so he offered me a job. I am now a junior account exec at J. Walter Thompson, and the best thing is that Mr. Nixon owes me.”
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			We worked in the dark. Five men, five penlights, five narrow beams held low. We shared three equipment satchels. We worked faaaast and stayed ahead of schedule. Here’s why:

			Bernie Spindel examined the phone receivers, first thing. The microphones were hard-drilled in. There was no place to insert spacers and stash backup mikes. All three extensions were bootleg-rigged. No PC Bell registry, no phone bills, tap-proof all the way. We could plant room mikes and record live-time conversations, todos. Kilkea was inhabited, 99 percent of the time. We couldn’t get in and out to fix faulty feeds. We got lucky per this one way:

			Joan Staley’s cleaning-crew tirade. Fix the window-sash risers, we’re suffocating in here. And, replace the screens—they’re flecked with fly shit.

			The risers slid way up now. The screens were gone. It was a muggy night. Kilkea was non-AC’d. The windows would be up-up and unscreened. We could roll non-infrared film. We could record it, live-synced. Phil Irwin made friends with that swinger-type. We’d shoot from his driveway. That gave us front-door and north-house-side access. I could roam the driveway and shoot handheld film. That meant south-side access. We could nail the imminent “wee-hours” scene.

			We worked. We rigged bedroom and living-room microphones. The pad was cheazoid furnished. The walls and wainscoting featured drab white paint. The wainscoting was a godsend. We could plant mikes and repaint in ten seconds flat. We packed rubberized white enamel and smooth brushes. The paint dried in six seconds and left no just-painted stink.

			We worked. We worked faaaast. Ben 3 and I were set to hit Transom at 10:00. Ben scheduled a drop-in on Mary Beth Crane, just after. He said she had good shit to feed us. The scene wouldn’t kick in until 2:00 a.m.

			We moved room to room. We planted loose mikes in overhead light fixtures. They were high-pickup/low-voltage jobs. They’d broadcast to the swinger-type’s driveway and maybe a block farther on. Small house, three small bedrooms, a quick-built 1944 bungalow. We bugged floor lamps, bedside lamps, wainscoting patches. I was a wainscot-plant pro. I scraped off extant paint. I glued on mini-microphones. I painted over them and watched the paint dry. I perforated the paint job with a super-sharp pin made for the job. It was almost naked-eye invisible. The mikes were Jap-manufactured. They were wireless. They broadcast via interior sensors. Our transceiver was dialed to their frequency. Kareem would work that part of it. The mikes were voice-activated. That meant the sound-to-camera-footage match was hit or miss. It didn’t matter. We’d get voices, we’d get pictures, we’d get matches here and there.

			I wainscot-miked the three bedrooms and living room. I whistled and summoned Nat Denkins. He dug in his satchel and passed me a porta-vac. I walked room to room. I suctioned up old paint flecks and spackle-paint dust. My thoughts scattergunned.

			Where’s Hazel Medina? Daryl Gates issued an APB. I had to scour the rest of the safe houses. Vicky Perkins broomed back to Santa Barbara. She and Barb D. ran the tip line there. Here’s my big wet dream. Scalp Man calls back and talks to Barb D. He pleads for Date #2. We set the trap then. Motel Mike Bayless. Ben 3 and I were set to hardnose him. I favored a broad daylight abduction. Big Ben agreed.

			The Hats were still combing the desert. That small film snip. It linked 1934 to right now. It validated Virgil Dawes’s craaaazy backstory.

			We were done. Kilkea was wired for sight and sound. We walked the pad. We ran inventories. We checked for left-behind gear. All five of us agreed:

			We’re interior pristine.

			The guys took off. They planned to couch by the truck in the swinger-type’s driveway. They wanted to run transceiver checks and hear dead-air hum. I planned to work a hunch and scope the bomb shelter. Gross negligence impaired the fucked-up factions utilizing Kilkea. Would they keep the bomb shelter locked? I nursed a persistent hunch as to what might still be there.

			I walked out to the backyard and penlight-flashed my way over. The shelter hole was camouflaged by synthetic grass. I saw the above-ground handles and lock plate at the westernmost edge. I close-up flashed the lock. It was top-line impregnable. I squatted and grabbed the two handles and gave them a tug. An inner hinge popped the door up.

			I smelled Lorhipten. I flashed the wood-plank stairs leading down. The Lindbergh gold notes were out in the world now. Joe Shell and Tom Bradley formed a possessive chain. That hunch drew me here.

			I smelled Lorhipten—stronger now.

			I walked down the stairs. Wooden-plank walls enclosed me. I flashed them and saw a steel switch plate on my right. Two switches were inset.

			I flipped them both. An air-cooler kicked on. The floor of the shelter lit up. I walked toward the light. Here’s what I saw:

			Four printing presses.

			Wall shelves crammed with bottled chemicals and plastic jugs. I uncorked the jugs. They were filled with black and green ink.

			Wadded-up towels in a trash bin. Saturated with too-light and too-dark smears of ink.

			Three metal worktables. Covered with too-transparent and too-dark gold notes. A stack of clipped white notebook pages beside them.

			I riffed through the pages. Lindbergh gold note serial numbers were listed sequentially.

			May 1927. I was five years old and lived in Methuen, Massachusetts. The radio was on and turned up loud. My born-in-Lebanon mom and dad jumped up and down. My dad kept shouting, “Lindbergh—he did it!”

			Trash bins were stashed below the tables. I pulled them out and rummaged through them. The notes were too thick, too thin, too dark, too light. The serial numbers were imprinted too faintly. The embossed seals were applied off-kilter.

			The Salt-and-Pepper 459s. The bandits tapped the first four print plants and got nada. The commies stayed ahead of them. They wound up HERE.

			It’s a scam. D. J. Siemers said it: “You can trust the communists—to be communists.”

			The commies plan to sell multiple copies of Lindbergh gold notes cut from the original stock. They have yet to manufacture perfect replicas. They will peddle the replicas to rich, deluded, and gullible collectors. They will peddle counterfeit Treasury agents’ serial-number lists along with them. Lorhipten, expert forgers, chemically aged and now decades-old paper. Your very own Lindbergh gold note. An official and original police document to go with it. The collectors will believe that only they possess this one note that no one else has seen. Numerous copies of the same numbered note and document will be sold to collectors identically deluded. The commies know from sin. To hoard is to sin. Lindbergh Gold Note #1234567. How many one-and-only originals can we sell? We’ll swamp the market until the notes become a gag item. They’ll hold a legal patent on the notes then. The collectors will weep, crestfallen. A psychopath murdered an innocent child on March 1st, 1932. They wanted to touch something that passed through this man’s very hands.
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			Transom—“Your Pervy Peek at the Secret World Awaits You.” It’s the dirt-rag nadir. Fifteen cents per issue, intermittent publication, race-bait cartoons, substandard paper stock. It was an in-and-out/smash-and-trash/protect–Tom Bradley job.

			I was due back at Kilkea. The “Scene” would unfurl at 0200 hours. Ben 3 overbooked me. Mary Beth Crane just had to talk. Ben inked in a midnight rendezvous. Transom worked out of a shit shack behind Stan’s Drive-In. Hollywood High stood catty-corner. Their “Future Journalists Club” performed aaalll the Transom shitwork. They set type, ran the offset press, drew cartoons, and swept up. They were paid in Stan’s cheeseburgers, Krazy Dogs, and jacked-up malts.

			I parked in a car-hop slot and slid the hop fifty scoots. She swooned and comped Ben and me two amphetamized malts. We ambled over to the shack. Ben covered my back. A three-lockpick foray got us inside.

			I knew the interior layout. Morty Bendish and I schmoozed and boozed here numerous times. Ben 3 locked us in. Neon drive-in signs supplied glare-light to work by.

			Transom. One room. Twenty feet square. Writers’ table/“Art Department”/supply shed. Cardboard sheets, X-Acto knives, and tear sheets strewn about. A derelict print press and typesetting tray. Three file cabinets, tape-labeled “Research.” All half cracked. A cat box full of cat turds but no cat.

			Ben 3 sipped his dope malt. “Why’d I go to law school? Journalism’s where it’s at.”

			I pulled the left-hand drawer wide. Files dangled off sliding rods. They were alphabetized. I went straight to the B’s. It shouldn’t be this stupid and easy. There’s the folder: “Bradley/Rumford Act.”

			Ben grabbed the folder. We penlight-flashed the “artwork” inside. Page #1 featured a cartoon strip.

			Mama and Papa Negro move into YOUR neighborhood. They drive a jalopy and drop jumbo watermelons on YOUR lawn. Their rasty-ass son geezes dope on YOUR porch. Their hooker daughter solicits YOUR lily-white neighbor. He sports a clerical collar. His tongue’s hanging out.

			Ben yukked and guzzled his dope malt. I sipped mine. We flipped to Cartoon Strip #2.

			Dig:

			We’re inside YOUR new neighbors’ house. Diseased junkies shoot dope, en masse. Charlie “Bird” Parker blows alto. He’s got a spike in his arm. Martin Luther King beats bongo drums. His giant fangs drip blood.

			Ben said, “I’ll say this for Transom. They encourage young talent. These drawings got pizzazz.”

			Here’s Cartoon Strip #3. Jack Kennedy twists with sepia comic Moms Mabley. Sidney Poitier twists with Jackie Kennedy. Tom Bradley, Gilbert Lindsay, and W. B. Rumford stand around and snap their fingers.

			Ben said, “Move over, Rembrandt—these high school kids got you eclipsed.”

			I flipped pages. I got more cartoons and four clipped-together sheets. The top sheet was marked “CPUSA Contributors to Bradley/Lindsay Campaigns & Rumford Bill.”

			Ben went hel-LO. I skimmed all four pages. They listed names, addresses, phone numbers. I counted 289 names.

			Ben killed off his malt. He looked barbwired and electrified.

			“It’s an old Party dodge. It went into vogue when Joe McCarthy was up to his tricks. CP dinks rat off themselves to provoke a batshit-crazy backlash. They say, ‘See, we are for civil rights, but the fascist squares still won’t concede that we care.’ ”

			I killed off my malt. I went barbwired and electrified.

			“Go by the DA’s Office and get Miller Leavy to formally deputize you and issue you a carry permit. Tell Miller he should deputize another dozen law clerks, so you can spread the work around. Then, you hit all 289 of these clucks with grand-jury subpoenas and lock them up in the Lincoln Heights drunk tank. It’s a seventy-two-hour no-bail deal. We’ll sweat them. They’ll snitch out their comrades until they’re blue in the face. Bobby Kennedy will cream his jeans.”

			Ben said, “I’ll jump on it tomorrow morning. And I’ll tell you, Freddy. Being a communist was never a gas like this.”

			I passed Ben the pages. I turned more pages. I hit a page marked “Mr. Liberal Violates Rights of Innocent Japanese.”

			Oh, shit.

			I read the ensuing six pages. Japanese eyewits were cited. They detailed Tom Bradley’s part in the Alien Squad roundups. They cited his “race-based” brutality. It carbon-copied and distorted Tom’s confessional spiel to me. The piece concluded with a big fat J’accuse!!! Below that, one final cartoon.

			We’ve got a simian Tom Bradley. He’s LAPD bluesuit-clad. He’s pulling little Japanese kids away from their weeping moms and dads.

			I came prepared.

			I pulled a roll of bookie’s flash paper from my hip pocket. I dropped it, the cartoons, and the six pages on the floor. I lit a match. I dropped the match. The pages immolated and sent up a whoosh.

			I stomped out the blaze. Ben said, “Let’s get two more malts before we go see Mary Beth. I’m going for pineapple this time.”
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			I said, “Miss Crane, if you invited us here to plead for your son’s life, I should tell you that it would take a whoppingly rich load of information for Miller Leavy to even consider it. Of course, by that I mean you would need to name a great many names.”

			“Here”: a backhouse apartment off Highland and De Longpre. A stone’s throw to the Transom/Hollywood High/Stan’s Drive-In nexus.

			Ben and I hogged a Naugahyde couch. Mary Beth curled up in a Naugahyde chair. Her Party membership predated the Russian Revolution. She was sixty-eight. She sired sons who fought in the Spanish Civil War. Breeding sow Mary Beth. I credited the rumor.

			She said, “ ‘Name names.’ It always comes down to that. I suppose I shouldn’t complain. You came here very late, and at a moment’s notice.”

			I orbed the living room. Two plastic nativity scenes sat atop a bookshelf. A crewel-work picture was wall-mounted above. I sensed that Mary Beth stitched it herself. Praying hands and the words “Lord, Thou seeist me.” A half-complete crossword puzzle covered a card table. Jesus preached to little children and a flock of lambs.

			Ben 3 mollified her. “We were in the neighborhood, so this visit isn’t much of a chore.”

			The room was cold. Mary Beth shivered under a frayed afghan.

			“I’ve been reading about you and your various investigations, Mr. Otash. And I recognized the two women on that first Mirror cover. The Mexican woman is Hazel Medina. I knew her and the dead woman in Spain, but she worked under pseudonyms and was known to the comrades in our circle as ‘Lucretia Borgia.’ ”

			Ben slapped his knees. “Well, as far as naming names goes, that’s a start. What about the man in the Identikit portrait on the second cover? Is he one of the four male children you purportedly bore during your tenure as a Party-marriage mama?”

			Mary Beth seethed. “I would say yes, and I would add that you are dredging names out of me in a most perfunctory fashion. Since me naming names is our means of barter for my fifth son’s life, I will confirm the quite rampant Party rumor that I’m the mother of the four boys who became variously known as the Indigenous Cell, the IC, the Worst of the Worst, or simply the Four Brothers. I might not be able to recognize them, given the amount of plastic surgery they’ve undergone, but I’ve picked up rumors that three of them have Maltese crosses tattooed on their backs.”

			But not Scalp Man. Barb D. would have told us.

			I nudged Ben. It meant whoa now. She worked at candor, she was here to spill, she vibed Combustible Informant.

			“Let’s return to Spain. You knew Hazel Medina and ‘Lucretia Borgia’ there. Did you know D. J. Siemers?”

			“I knew D.J., all too well. She, Hazel, and Lucretia were former nuns, and they were collectively known as the ‘raped-nun clique.’ D.J. was the eldest, and she had been raped in Mexico, as a novice. She went off to Stanford then, became snottily educated, formed CP cells in Palo Alto, and went to Spain after she concluded her accelerated studies.”

			Ben said, “What’s your beef with D.J.? You have to admit she’s a formidable piece of work, even though she’s damn inaccessible.”

			Mary Beth said, “D.J. is volatile in a most male fashion, a trait I view as untoward in educated and worldly women. Once again, we come back to rumors, and I will concede that communists are the biggest rumor-mongers on earth. D.J. was rumored to have shot and killed numerous nun-rapers in Spain, which delighted my four sons, despite the fact that they were prodigious nun-rapers and priest-killers themselves. They were born-and-bred terrorists, and although quite young, they achieved positions of authority within the International Brigade. They ordered Hazel and Lucretia to kill two nun-rapists apiece. They would not or could not do it. Their refusal was to ramify years later—because issuing flat refusals to my sons came with a price.”

			Ben said, “Party-marriage kids always remained anonymous to their parents. I’m guessing your boys figured out you bore them, and they looked you up because they wanted to know their mama.”

			Mary Beth said, “Yes, that’s true.”

			I said, “The price for refusal. What was it?”

			Mary Beth huddled under her afghan. She was too thin. She plugged a space heater into the wall behind her. The coils glowed, red red.

			“D.J. married a quite disturbed policeman named Virgil Dawes. They would get drunk and have Hazel Medina insert their own ascribed red sheets into LAPD and Sheriff ’s Office Intelligence Division files. Their purpose was twofold. It was to have fun and slander people that D.J. disliked, and to name the names of comrades that Virgil and D.J. considered to be dangerous. My sons learned of this activity. They got Hazel and Lucretia file clerk jobs at those two police agencies and sent them in with redacting ink to blot out their real names if they came upon them, along with the real names of other comrades employed at the CTWA. Hazel and Lucretia accomplished the task, but broke down and told D.J. and Virgil. D.J. finagled her way into the file stacks, retrieved the files, and inserted them in Virgil’s private file stash. Everything you need to destroy my sons and the CTWA is housed in Virgil’s file banks. That stated, I should add that I would prefer that you kill my sons, because they will surely kill me if you don’t. They have more than earned that punishment, and I possess no compunction in suggesting it to you. If you convince Mr. Leavy to extend mercy, I’ll still have my son Johnny. His sins are as nothing when compared to the other boys.”

			My body prickled and went numb. I levitated and saw my case demimonde expand, constrict, explode. The Virgil Dawes–authored/Siemers and Medina-scrawled red sheets were kicks and grins. Virgil’s file bank housed the real and deadly intelligence. Ink redaction could be erased. Hans Maslick taught me that.

			Mary Beth said, “My sons raped D. J. Siemers, Mr. Otash. I sense that you possess a misguided regard for her, so I think you should know that. My sons ran the Detroit operation during the ’43 riots. Endemic American race hate spawned the riots, so how could the Party resist the urge to throw burning oil on the wound? The rigged dice games, the poison booze, the too-pure heroin that killed so many innocent people. I’ve repented, but my sons are bereft of the capacity to renounce and atone.”

			I passed Mary Beth Transom’s list of CP contributors. She put on eyeglasses and quick-skimmed it.

			“Most of these people are hopeless and helpless Party drones. Roughly seventy people are surely plants who will seek to undermine the passage of the Rumford Act and the civil rights movement in general. I will X-mark those names and double-X the names of people within the CTWA.”

			I stood up. Ben stood up. Our legs almost caved. Mary Beth worked for astonishment. We grabbed each other’s arms to stay upright.

			I said, “I’ll plead your case to Miller Leavy. If he refuses to withdraw his death decree, I’ll go over his head and talk to Robert Kennedy. I go back with the Kennedy brothers. This red probe is entirely my show, and they know it. I’m sure they’ll comply.”
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			Distance gauge—the swinger-type’s driveway to Kilkea. My field glasses had a range-finder gizmo. I cranked dials and got a read. Twenty-two yards, north–southeast, diagonal.

			Phil’s truck bed held firm under our weight. Phil, Nat, Kareem, Ben 3, and me. Plus our transceiver and camera gear. All the visible Kilkea windows stood wide open. The sashes slid on fresh-oiled runners. The screens were out for a deep-clean.

			Nat zoomed our roll-em camera in close. He nailed the north-facing side windows and an oblique slice of the front-facing-west. The south-facing windows stood out of range. I could creep-crawl and circle the perimeter of the house. I could shoot handheld footage. Bernie’s microphone contraption could sync sight to sound.

			We shot footage. We caught bodies in motion and voices, overlapped. Nat zoomed in and out. He established perspective and nailed the personnel. Hugh Hefner and Joan Staley. Six extraneous Bunnies. All the women were full-Bunny-garbed. Dipped-bodice getup, tight leotards, Bunny-ear hair clips. Plus putzoid Hefner and five middle-aged men in too-tight suits.

			The men dressed un-hip. The women dressed fetishistic. They worked at depravity and came off Squaresville USA.

			They lounged on couches and chairs. Bunnies hopped, man to man. They dispensed cuddles and tongue kisses. The gang smoked maryjane and sniffed cocaine, via straws on tabletops and laid-flat magazines. Twist music served as a soundtrack. None of the men resembled Barb D.’s Scalp Man Identikit. None possessed facial scars imbued with gunpowder scorch.

			Hef and a brunette Bunny tied off and geezed dope. They gasped and went bemused. Their chins hit their chests and bounced back into nods. They entered the opioid void.

			All five of us wore headphones. The interior bugs worked goooood. We heard word stew and the “Percolator Twist” again and again. A man moved out of camera range. He rebuked Hef and the brunette. “Come on. You don’t boot smack with your windows open. What will the neighbors think?”

			Hef dope-nodded. Hef said, “They’ll think we’re cool. They’ll think we embody the Playboy Philosophy.” Off-camera people tittered. A blond Bunny straddled a man on the couch. He pulled down her bodice and nuzzled her breasts. He said, “As long as they don’t think we’re communists.”

			On-and-off camera people laughed. I reached over and pulled down Nat’s right earmuff. I said, “Go for extreme close-ups. We’re looking for fiftyish men with immobile faces.”

			Nat said, “I get it. They got a skin full of plastic. They don’t wrinkle up like normal guys their age do.”

			I gave Nat a thumbs-up. I trained my field glasses ten degrees right. A blond Bunny peeled off her costume. She did twist steps, all-the-way raw. A man mock-tackled her and put her down on the floor. The thud came in loud. Her head bounced on the floor. She yelped, it had to hurt, the man turned her prone and pulled down his pants and boxer shorts. He weaved on his knees and lowered himself. He tried to make the fit and stayed limp. He shrugged and grabbed a bottle of vodka off a chair. He upended it and spilled some down his chest. He found his mouth. It took three swipes. He sucked the spout down deep. His Adam’s apple bobbed. He coughed and regurgitated on the Bunny’s back.

			He stood up and put his clothes back on. He tripped into his trousers. He crashed into Hef and the brunette and disrupted their nod-outs. The brunette tongue-kissed him. He elbowed Hef aside. The brunette heavy-clinched him. He tried to undress her. He couldn’t find the right zippers and snaps.

			It chilled me. We were shooting extortion dirt and trawling for facial ID’s. I kept seeing Judy and wallflower D.J. Mary Beth Crane told me to read Virgil Dawes’s files and kill her four sons. Relevant leads clicked into place. I was close to close on the full deal. Four men in red Klan sheets. The Hats were overdue. They were out in the desert. Why those men and that house? Who filmed them there?

			I grabbed the handheld camera and hopped out of the truck. I fast-walked to the south-perimeter driveway. I clocked the two half-cracked and unscreened bedroom windows. Two women talked. It was measured back-and-forth chat. Their voices bounced out the second window down. I inched over and peeped in. Joan Staley and a redheaded Bunny sat on the edge of the bed. The Bunny wore a Kelly-green costume. It was clawed and scratched down the front. One breast was half-exposed.

			Joan wore street clothes. Her standard ensemble: white blouse, blue jeans, high black boots. Two stiletto handles poked out the top.

			I saw them, I filmed them, I heard them.

			Joan: “When you’ve had enough, you’ve had enough. If you think it’s gone wrong for you, that means it’s wrong.”

			Red-haired Bunny: “You’re closer than me. I mean, you’ve got your street clothes on.”

			Joan: “That’s right. I could just walk right out of here, traipse up to the Raincheck Room, and catch a cab. It wouldn’t be all that hard.”

			Red-haired Bunny: “What about the money? I mean, it’s really good pay.”

			Joan: “It’s not Hef and the Playboy thing. It’s the CTWA guys and what I know about them.”

			Shriek and glass-breakage sounds echoed. A man and woman shrieked. The living room. The opened and unscreened windows. Maybe the neighbors heard, maybe they slept through it.

			The red-haired Bunny shivered. Joan Bunny-mothered her. She ruffled her hair. The redhead pulled off her Bunny ears and dropped them on the floor.

			Joan: “I hate the Party, and I hate the CTWA. The whole sick romance doesn’t work for me anymore. I’ve made a bunch of money double-dealing the Party, and I’ve kept most of it. I could just walk right out of here.”

			Doug Kallman. Joan’s courier job. Endemic commie neuroses. Dr. Doug’s patient files. Joan takes peeks.

			Blackmailer Joan. Her ghastly knowledge of frail and duplicitous people consumed by vile ideals. It’s the only agency she’s ever possessed.

			I’d heard enough. More breaking sounds echoed, more women shrieked. A male chorus formed. Drunken commies sang the “Internationale.” I bopped back to the swinger-type’s driveway and climbed into the truck bed. Nat D. grabbed me. He held up his zoom-affixed Polaroid. He looked hyper-jazzed.

			“I got close-up shots of three early-fiftyish men. They don’t look like brothers, but they’re the same size and they all have the same-sized heads. They’ve all got small brown eyes, so that’s another point of connection. It’s their faces that impressed me. These are stills, but I saw all three in avid conversation, and took note. There’s no normal movement of the facial muscles. There’s no smile lines, furrowed brows, or shit like that.”

			Nat passed me his snapshots. I pen-flashed them and caught what he meant.

			Three men. No resemblance to Barb D.’s Identikit. Flat-visaged men. Too-smooth skin. Their overall miens revealed their age. Mary Beth was sixty-eight. The CP put her to it early.

			“I’ll screen your rolled footage tomorrow. I’m sure we’ll get more confirmation there. None of these men have burn scars. Scalp Man’s taking the night off.”

			Ben 3 crowded up. “Scalp Man’s holed up in some dive pad. He’s gassing on atrocity pix and yanking his crank. Hey, Freddy. I’m on the subpoenas tomorrow, right?”

			I shook my head. “No. Let’s give Mary Beth more time to go over the contributor’s list. Tom Bradley’s veeeery sensitive about mass roundups. I want to be sure Mary Beth’s pinpointed a cast of choice shitbirds.”

			Ben went all downcast. I said, “Cheer up. We’re taking down Mike Bayless tomorrow. I’ve got a motel room set up. It’s way north on Lankershim, near Pacoima. Some Intel tech guys wired it. We’ll record every word Mike says.”

			Kareem owned a porta-phone device. It was plugged into the truck’s cigarette lighter. I heard it beep-beep. I left the number with Daryl Gates. This could be good.

			I hopped out of the bed and into the cab. I grabbed the phone and flipped the speaker switch. I said, “Yeah, this is Otash.”

			Daryl G. said, “It’s me, Freddy. Max Herman just called me at home. The Hats did it. They put the whole thing together.”

			I said, “Tell me.”

			“Sholem Weiss owned that raggedy-ass motel. It’s way up north of Twentynine Palms. He put down four grand, and Max thinks he embezzled the bread from the CP. The structure was torched on January 29th, ’54. That’s two and a half months before the Weiss snuffs. An eyewit saw an ‘old sedan’ driving away from the scene. He said, quote, ‘Four men were in the car. They wore these Klan-type sheets, hoods and all. But the sheets weren’t white, they were red.’ ”

			Holy motherfucking—

			The feed-in fritzed and cleared. “I tossed the bomb shelter behind Kilkea. It’s full of offset presses, ink, and counterfeit Lindbergh bills. The place fucking reeks of Lorhipten.”

			Gates said, “It’s breaking, Freddy. It’s all coming together.”

			I said, “It’s starting to. We’re at Kilkea now. We’re shooting audial film, and it’s turning into a—”

			The line went dead. It cut me flat off. I ditched the cab and hopped back in the bed. I looked through Phil’s field glasses. The booze-blitzed commies re-sang the “Internationale.” A full-nude Bunny ran through the living room. A full-nude commie hump chased her. He waved a foot-long/two-headed dildo. They ran into the kitchen. I lost sight of them. Joan Staley shrieked, “You cocksucker!” I knew her voice now.

			I heard dish-breakage. A man bleated. The full-nude commie ran back through the living room. Joan nailed him. A wide forehead gash gouted blood all over his face. Joan ran after him. She still wore her street clothes. She caught up and smashed a ceramic coffeepot on his head. He fell flat on his face. His comrades crapped out on couches and chairs stirred and went hey, hey!

			I shifted my gaze. I saw the full-nude Bunny run down the driveway and cut toward the front lawn. Nat rolled film and caught the whole thing.

			I orbed back to the living room. The front door slammed outward and dangled off one hinge. Party dinks ran outside. Joanie, clothed men, half-clothed Bunnies, dipshit Hefner himself. Joanie tripped and fell. She stumbled up. Hefner and the men converged on her.

			They grabbed at her. Joanie pulled her right-boot stiletto and stabbed at their hands and arms. Hefner pulled at her hair. Joanie stabbed his face and ripped him, hairline to chin. He bitch-squealed and fell to his knees.

			I said, “Let’s go.”

			All five of us packed beavertail saps. We pulled them and arced them and ran straight for the men. We dogpiled them and swung headshots. We put them down on the grass. Nat and Kareem kicked Hefner in the balls.

			I went through the men. I beat on them and went at it, systematic. I sapped their legs and broke their kneecaps so they couldn’t stand up. I went through them all and pinched their faces. I got to the three guys Nat photo-shot. Their faces were too stiff and too taut and drawn tight to the bone.

			I kicked them in the balls and flipped them over. I smashed their faces on wet grass and gouged them deep on sprinkler heads. They put out one big bitch-squeal. I pulled up their shirts and saw tattoo-removal scars. I saw the faded outlines of Maltese crosses. It wasn’t enough. I needed forensic proof.

			I grabbed their hair and flipped them back over. I gave them a good look at me. I needed plastic-surgery proof. I dipped low and bit their noses off.

			They thrashed and screamed. I came prepared. I pulled a plastic bag from my back pocket. I spit their noses in and clamped the bag hard. The commie men wept and fetal-curled on wet grass. Hefner’s face was all blood. Joanie looked insane. She stabbed the air with both knives.

			I walked over to her. I put my hands up. She dropped the knives. I grabbed her and carried her. My guys saw it and followed me. We got to the truck. Nat took the wheel. The rest of us piled into the back and pulled the equipment tarp over us.

			Nat peeled out. The tarp smothered us. I held Joanie tight. It was too warm, too enclosed, too adrenaline-torqued, and too much. I heard Ben and Phil gasp and snore. I was stretched way past thin and passed out.

			

			—

			I woke up on Judy’s couch. I said, “Hey, baby,” and fell back out. I woke up a second time. Judy took my shoes off. She kissed me. I said, “You’ve got bigger feet than me,” and passed out.

			I woke up and stayed up. I was starving-beast hungry. Judy fed me two hamburgers and a double scotch.

			It came back to me. The colossal fuckup and declaration of war. Judy said Nat got me here. He laid the grief out to her. The other men were dropped at their cars. It was daylight now. Judy said the melee wasn’t on TV or the radio or in the papers.

			She got Joan a room next door. They talked while I slept. I asked Judy what they talked about. Judy shook her head and went ssshhh.

			I slept and woke up. Judy said, “You’re close on this deal of yours. Nat told me that.”

			I said, “We’re close to close. I’ll let you know when it’s conclusive.”

			“We should go someplace when it’s over.”

			“How about Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin? I should meet your parents at some point.”

			Judy kissed me and poked me in the ribs. I’d caught a commie elbow there and went ouch.

			“Nat had a message for you. He said he took the noses you bit off to the lab.”
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			Motel Mike noshed at France’s Drive-In. He ate at the counter. Ben 3 and I surveilled him from my F-car. We were parked on La Brea, two car lengths south.

			Janelle Farrington served Mike. She was his pregnant girlfriend. She’d gained weight. Her baby bulge showed. Mike’s ’59 Fairlane was parked three car lengths down from us.

			Ben 3 shook his head. Love lost forever. Baby, it should have been me.

			“ ‘Integration Generation’ has gone too far. It’s good for the rest of the country, but not when it messes with me.”

			I laughed. “He’s left his wife and three kids. He got custody of the dog, though. His name’s ‘Motel Mike Junior.’ Janelle dotes on him.”

			Ben 3 muttered mumbo-jumbo and flashed handsigns. It was Tonton Macoute/Haitian voodooesque.

			“I put the sex hex on him. Janelle’ll drop her frog, and it’ll have two heads.”

			Motel Mike paid the check and winked at Janelle. He went later, baby and waltzed.

			I held a hypodermic. It was liquid-Seconal-infused. Ben held his beavertail sap. It was blood-caked from last night’s beatdown.

			Mike strolled south. He passed our F-car and gave it no nevermind. He bopped ten feet ahead of us. We jumped out of the car and came up behind him.

			Ben sapped him and bear-hugged him. He went instant limp. I poked a big neck vein and hit the plunger. Motel Mike went night-night. We draped ourselves around him. See—we’re tending to our drunk pal.

			I popped the trunk. Mike was tall and husky. LAPD F-cars feature big trunks. The spare tire served as his pillow.

			

			—

			The Lily Glade Hotel. A favored LAPD sweat spot. I hardnosed Donald Keith Bashor here. He hot-prowled and snuffed two women. He burned in October ’57.

			Room 28. The Hats met us there. Ben shoulder-slung Motel Mike and hauled him inside. We positioned him in the interrogee’s chair and cuffed him to the slats. Mike snoozed on. A pre-prepped jolt of liquid meth would jerk him awake.

			The Hats were deep-tanned from their desert dive. I debriefed them on Kilkea. I told them Joanie stabbed Hugh Hefner and sliced off half his face. Harry Crowder said, “That’s it. I’m leaving my wife for her.”

			Three tape recorders ran in sync. One under the bed, one in a standing lamp, one in a ceiling fixture. We arranged six chairs around the hot seat. Motel Mike snored. I rolled up his left sleeve and applied a hand tourniquet. I mainlined him and hit the sweet spot.

			He yawned, he stirred, he tried to stretch. His cuff chain restricted him. He opened his eyes. He saw the Kangaroo Court sitting there.

			The Hats doffed their suit coats. Their belt gear showed plain. Saps, rubber hoses, brass knucks.

			I said, “You know why we’re here. Don’t pretend that you don’t. We ask, you answer. Don’t withhold, hesitate, prevaricate, dissemble, or evade. Is that understood?”

			Motel Mike said, “It is. But you should uncuff me. It’s spoiling the nice meth ride I’m on, and you don’t want that to mess with my cooperation.”

			Max Herman uncuffed him. Motel Mike flexed his wrists.

			“Okay. You ask, I answer. Beyond that, I’ve only got one request. Whoever I give up must not know that the information came from me. Aside from that, I’m up for grabs. I’m angling for immunity based on my wealth of information and uncommon candor. You take it from there.”

			I said, “I see this deal as a series of subornments. Going in, who suborned you to purchase the soil-retardant and counterfeit-bill enhancing chemical Lorhipten, and why?”

			Motel Mike rubbed his wrists, cricked his neck, adjusted his balls. I knew the signs. It’s the prelude to an Epic Snitch.

			“A political nut named Norm Krause suborned me. ‘Noxious Norm.’ You know Norm, right? He’s one of the world’s premier jerkoffs. He was suborned by Joe Shell, the minority Speaker of the California State Assembly, politically bent, but all in all not a bad cat. Uncle Joe was setting up a burglary façade. It was attached to his budding bomb-shelter biz. Norm was charged to lay off shelters on the supposed owners of four formerly or currently commie-owned houses in L.A. City, offer the suspected commies who lived there now free shelters, so the shelters could be photographed and utilized in Shell’s ad campaign, which exploited the theme ‘See, people just like you own bomb shelters, they’re not chickenshits or alarmists, so why don’t you Shelter with Shell?’ Are you following me so far?”

			Red Stromwall said, “We’re transfixed, Mike.”

			Harry Crowder said, “We’re on the edge of our seats.”

			I said, “Don’t stop there.”

			Motel Mike cleared his throat. “Shell’s plan was twofold. One, it got him access to the interior floor plans that his 459 guys needed to utilize. Two, the Lorhipten purchases were to tweak this anti-commie T-man nut that Shell was at odds with. Shell wanted to make it look as if the Lorhipten was not being utilized to allay soil erosion, but was being utilized to age already-aged U.S. currency, so that it could be chemically infused and counterfeited in bulk, as part of a commie plot to take bootjacked Lindbergh gold notes, already stolen from this nut T-man, a cat named Virgil Dawes, and make absolutely identical duplicates, after the original, currently serial-numbered bills were sold to deranged black-market collectors, like Shell and Dawes themselves. The real badass commies had vacated the houses, as in two years before, because Dawes and Krause were hounding them. The dinks who lived in the houses now were just square-ass commies and glorified house sitters. My partner and I were to B&E some houses and look for left-behind Lorhipten and counterfeit debris, which we never found. Our clouting cash and jewels was just a smokescreen. But these dink commies all filed theft reports to exploit the fact that their pads got B&E’d. Shell had me buy Lorhipten because he knew Dawes would key on it—and it might force some kind of confrontation, which might lead to a deal with Dawes.”

			I said, “So, Krause sold the four chump-commie house sitters on the notion of free bomb shelters. These stupes in no way match the profile of burglary victims, or the geographic boundaries that 459 teams generally work in. They seemed like random picks—geographically and affluently diverse. The only thing they had in common was their ownership of Shell bomb shelters, which the LAPD Burglary cops never hipped to.”

			Motel Mike lit a cigarette. “Right. But, Shell—correctly, as it turned out—knew that there had to be something exotic and catchy about the burglary guys, so he came up with the notion of the Salt-and-Pepper bandits, since white and colored criminals almost never work together. Shell recruited me first, and I said, ‘We’ll bring in my pal Reggie Farrington.’ We’re not only Salt & Pepper, but we’re Mutt & Jeff, because he’s little and I’m big. LAPD Burglary fell for it, and the press, radio, and TV picked it up and ballyhooed it as unique criminal shit.”

			Eddie Benson said, “So, what was the overall design of the façade?”

			Motel Mike crushed his cigarette. “To put one over on Virgil Dawes, lure him in, and cut a split deal for the Lindbergh notes. I’m sure you know the story, but I’ll repeat it anyway. For years, legal people thought it was coked-out Virgil Dawes fantasia, but now it’s starting to appear as if old Virgil did not speak with forked tongue. Anyway, he was a kid T-man, and he was overpraised for putting the Lindbergh baby snatch and kill together, and Unlucky Lindy gave him some flying lessons and fifteen grand in ransom gold notes, after they caught that Bruno Hauptmann fuck in the fall of ’34. But some commies in Klan sheets with hammers and sickles on the hoods rammed his car, shot Virg, and stole the money. Virg was always anti-commie, but in that moment he became fanatically anti-red, in large part because his wife was a dental surgeon, and Virg was strung out on her anesthetic cocaine when the alleged heist was pulled. What’s the full truth here? I don’t know. I do know that Joe Shell crafted my part of the façade, Virgil bought into it, and all Joe was trying to do was keep Virg occupied, because—apparently—this whole missing-gold-note caper is about to be resolved. Joe got some chump-change percentage of the notes, the commies might have gotten the bulk, but they might not have it now. And, Uncle Joe—and properly so—is terrified that Virg will do something very stupid and very violent if he knows that he got a taste of the Lindbergh notes before Virg ever did.”

			I lit a cigarette. “For instance?”

			“For instance, Virg sent that dipshit cop out to kill Reggie and me. The cop was the boyfriend of one of the colored girls who lives in one of Virg’s southside buildings, and he was told to monitor 459 calls while he was out on patrol, and he caught the call, and the cocksucker came straight at us, shot first, and Reggie and I punched his ticket in self-defense. Thank God he recovered, and he’s out of the hospital now.”

			Ben 3 went double-whew. The Hats slack-jawed Motel Mike’s story. Virgil Dawes was certified squirrelshit. He tortured that kid he caught in the commie safe house. He attached electrodes to his balls and electrolized him. He realized he wasn’t Danny Marxman and cut him loose.

			Harry Crowder said, “Who got the Lindbergh notes, originally?”

			Motel Mike stretched and kicked blood in his legs. He had more shit to unload. My hotshot still seeped through him.

			“These four psycho-rape-o half brothers. They passed the notes on to whoever they passed them to, did or not soak them in Lorhipten, and then Joe Shell and Virgil Dawes—two nutty dreamers with lots of money—converge in L.A. in fucking 1962.”

			The room went flat-still. The sudden silence stretched. Motel Mike told the full truth. We all knew it. The Hats and I knew the Four Brothers torched Sholem Weiss’s motel property. It served as a prelude to the snuffs. The kicker: Virgil Dawes sent LAPD man Roland Borchard out to waste the Salt-and-Pepper guys.

			Red passed Mike his flask. Mike triple-glugged.

			“While I have you, and while you’re still predisposed to believe me, I want to lay out my old pal Reggie Farrington as the murdering, sex-fiend, psychopathic piece of shit he really is, and sanction you to toss him off a cliff in the classic Hat Squad plus Freddy O. manner.”

			I got ice-floe chills. I went cold to warm. Call me psychosomatic. Mike gave me a Farringtonesque hotfoot.

			“Don’t stop there, Mike.”

			Mike grinned. He might have grokked the picture. The red probe had gone rogue. We’d suspended due process. He had a gooooood shot at a waltz for 459 and Attempt Murder.

			“Sundry young woof-woof passes through the CP on a regular basis. A lez named D. J. Siemers brings in young stuff to actually get brainwashed and go commie. A Fed named Mitch Norby sends in college girls as doubles, and he pays them off with movie roles if they prove themselves as snitches. Siemers and Norby are kosher, but Reggie himself has been known to recruit, along with some whipdick with a Karl Marx beard, and Johnny Schoeneweg, awaiting trial on four counts of Murder One, up at Wayside Max. Well, here’s one for the ages. Reggie and Johnny Schoeneweg snuffed two girls, as Reggie told me one horrible night, and this Karl Marx shitbird helped them out with the recruitment. As if that weren’t enough, I’ve shacked with Janelle at Reggie’s place a half dozen times, and I found out, much belatedly, that Reggie’s got a two-way mirror looking into his guest bedroom, and he’s been peeping Janelle and me—his own sister—every chance he gets. Also, there’s something else you should know. Reggie’s ex-CP, and he’s on the Sheriff ’s. He’s been working Narco, going back to the late ’40s. He was in my Academy class of October ’46. Sheriff Gene Biscailuz, old poofter that he was, fell for Reggie in a big way and developed his jazzhound façade. I don’t honestly know who has the most fucked-up police credentials—Reggie, Virgil Dawes, me, or you—Freddy.”

			I smiled. The Hats and Ben 3 laughed big. I thought of Doug Kallman. His fix on Reggie, the Nightbird portrait, the two practice snuffs of commie quitters Reggie pulled off.

			“Mike, did Reggie ever mention a headshrink named Doug Kallman to you? He was a switch-hitter, he fixed on Reggie, and Reggie posed nude for him. According to Kallman, Reggie also snuffed two commie turncoats the NKVD way—two Makarov pops to the head.”

			Motel Mike grinned. He pointed a finger-gun at me and went pow!

			“Reggie told me about Kallman, Kallman being all hot for him, the posing, the whole deal. He told me about wasting the quitters, but I never believed him. It was not within Reggie’s makeup to kill men, because there was no sex in it. As far as the late Doug Kallman goes, the only rumor circulating among the cognoscenti is that you killed him, Freddy. The shrink’s office raid, the blown safe, Freddy O. in the general cop vicinity. The coroner’s verdict was ‘suicide,’ but those in the know have their doubts.”

			I must have flushed. Ben 3 slapped my back. The Hats chortled.

			Max Herman said, “Freddy’s got an alibi. He spent the night at my place. We went fishing the next day.”

			Red Stromwall said, “No. He was with me that night. We staked out a commie safe house until 6:00 a.m.”

			Harry Crowder said, “I heard he was shacked up with Joan Staley. Joanie said, ‘I’ve resisted you as long as I can.’ ”

			Eddie Benson said, “Let’s cut the shit. Freddy was shacked up with my wife. It’s been going on for years. My kids are really all his.”

			

			—

			Red gave Ben a ride home. Max gave Motel Mike a lift to the Ambassador. We decided not to pop him for the 459s or the Attempt Murder. The deal played dicey. Virgil Dawes hired Roland Borchard to toast the Salt-and-Pepper guys. A bust could go bad two dozen ways.

			The hospitality suite boasted two bedrooms. Mike could bunk in with Mitch Norby. Mike was a class-A snitch. Let’s keep him off the streets and away from ex-pal Reggie. I’d play the tape for Daryl Gates. He’d send the Hats and me after Reggie. I’ll kill him then and there.

			I started to drive home. I reversed course two miles in. I drove to the Chapman Park Hotel and door-knocked Judy. I heard her laughing and talking with Joan Staley. Their voices carried outside.

			I knocked again. Judy opened the door and threw herself at me.
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			(Los Angeles, 9:15 a.m., Saturday, 11/24/62)

			Wild shit at Miller Leavy’s office. Miller summoned Daryl Gates and me. They’d heard the Mike Bayless tape. They’d seen Nat’s Kilkea footage. Night-owl neighbors viewed the front-lawn carnage and swamped the West Hollywood switchboard. The whole probe broke wide. The Sheriff ’s jumped on. Pete Pitchess was back at a confab in Miami. Under-Sheriff Jimmy Downey was due.

			Jimmy D. aka “The Little Man.” A thirty-year-tenured civilian clerk. He knew the LASO and L.A. politics like no man alive. Pitchess took over in ’58. He made Downey his #2. Jimmy was a closet-dweller. He played scratch golf and lived with his mom in Park La Brea. He’d seen the footage and played the tape. Said tape indicted Sheriff ’s deputy R. Farrington. Ben 3 and five other law clerks served sixty-eight grand-jury subpoenas last night. They worked off Mary Beth Crane’s baaaad-commie list. The male reds reposed in the Lincoln Heights drunk tank. The female reds were housed at Sybil Brand. Pinko protesters swarmed both jails—as in eight hundred strong.

			I spieled Mary Beth’s stellar rat-out on Virgil Dawes’s stashed files. I laced in Mary Beth’s mercy plea. Miller stood firm. He would not drop the death decree on Johnny Schoeneweg. Johnny and Reggie Farrington snuffed the two missing girls. Danny Marxman recruited the girls. “Wild shit” missed the mark. “Cacophony” was more like it.

			The Bunny dorm stood vacant now. The Bunnies and Playboy humps vacated, en masse. The LAPD lab confiscated the bomb-shelter evidence. Presses, ink, counterfeit Lindbergh notes. The lab overflowed. The Hats swooped down on Virgil Dawes and Roland Borchard. The charge: Attempt Murder on the Salt-and-Pepper dinks. Dawes proffered Grant Cooper’s card. Miller quashed the bust. Grant was the best criminal defense lawyer in L.A. Miller needed him. They horse-traded on gas-chamber jobs routinely.

			Downey was overdue. It was Saturday. Leavy, Gates, and I glugged Bloody Marys. They stood updated. Miller updated Jimmy D. He laid out Doug Kallman’s Nightbird riff on Reggie. Current deputy Reggie. The Sheriff ’s snarfed maximum shit on this deal.

			Gates said, “Here’s one piece of good news. The lab matched the blood drops in the phone booth to Hazel Medina. They ran her checkup records at Saint John’s and cinched it.”

			Miller said, “The lab ID’d Freddy’s three noses. They got identical blood types and genetic markers. The men are brothers. Three of the Worst of the Worst are now breathing through tubes, and scared shitless. Barb Duhamel put the X-mark on Scalp Man. The CTWA’s been fed a shit sandwich, but the Weiss snuffs and the Lucretia Borgia job are still running fallow.”

			I said, “Miller, you’ve got to get Schoeneweg and Alger Hiss in for interviews. We’ve got to clear the missing-girls caper and get a handle on HUAC ’48.”

			Jimmy Downey walked in. He was full-uniformed. A plainclothes deputy followed him. He rolled in a projector and a pull-down screen. Downey carried a 1946 Sheriff ’s Academy yearbook.

			I stood up. Gates and Leavy stood. Downey dispensed bonecrusher handshakes. The deputy spooled film and futzed with the projector.

			Downey said, “In the aggregate, I’d call this an unprecedented fuckup. Mike Bayless is Sam Yorty’s bodyguard. I’ve played the tape six times, and I’ve played and replayed Nat Denkins’s footage. Grant Cooper called me. He’s heard the tape and seen the footage. He said, ‘I’m taking this to court. The State of California cannot win, and LAPD and LASO will take it up the dirt road as they never have before. My best advice is to grant Mike Bayless immunity, lock Reggie Farrington up in the drool ward at Atascadero, and let Dawes and Borchard waltz, which I will not put in writing.”

			The deputy attached the screen to Miller’s north wall. He saluted Downey and walked out the door.

			Gates said, “We’ve got Bayless in protective custody in our suite at the Ambassador. He was last seen boozing with Mitch Norby.”

			Downey laughed. He passed Leavy the academy yearbook. It was pebble-bound and stamped Viva Sheriff ’s ’46.

			“Turn to pages forty-three and forty-four. And let Freddy and Daryl take a peek.”

			Gates and I crowded up. Miller flipped pages. Forty-three featured a photo spray. It displayed recruits in their former lives. There’s the very young Reggie. He’s blowing alto. He had sidemen back then. Note the big drum marked “Reggie Farrington and His Nightbirds.”

			I winced. Miller flipped to page forty-four. A very young Motel Mike tossed a forward pass.

			Downey said, “We checked our alias files and turned a name on that kid Virgil Dawes spent some time messing with. He’s one Meyer David Maslin, aka Danny Marxman.”

			Gates gasped. I gasped. Maslin/Marxman was purportedly John Schoeneweg and Reggie Farrington’s sex-snuff recruiter and accomplice. Plus, Tommy Tucker laid out the dink’s pedigree:

			“Some nutty woman shot him, some years back, and that’s what flipped him. He took two to the gut, it was some money and sex snafu, and if my memory serves me correct, it all would have gone down in early ’54.”

			Money and sex snafu. Early ’54. The Weiss-snuff time frame.

			Downey doused the room lights and flipped on the projector. This could be good. Miller Leavy shared my summary reports with Jimmy. He was up-to-date across all case fronts.

			“We’ve got wall-peek footage here. The Sheriff ’s red squad shot it in the summer of ’39. It’s a party that America First threw to celebrate the Hitler-Stalin Pact. The Firsters erroneously believed that the pact would keep the U.S. out of the upcoming war. You’ll see quite a few famous and prestigious faces. Note certain actions and judge for yourselves, although I will provide judicious commentary.”

			The blank screen went bright. Joe Shell’s roll-up photograph had prepared me. Crisp black-and-white footage hit the screen. Hans Maslick espoused time travel. “Review old documents. And, if possible, film. Search out the precedents of currently breaking crimes.”

			Here we go:

			That’s young lawyer Dick Nixon. He’s Nazi/SS-garbed. That’s young and handsome Virgil Dawes. He’s done up as a Red Guardsman. Joe Shell outranks him. His dress attire displays three stars.

			They circulate, they laugh and chat, they snag canapés from roving waitresses. A very young Hazel Medina and the Vivid Vixen wield cocktail trays.

			Downey said, “The CP had thoroughly infiltrated America First. The blond waitress is most certainly a commie plant. She’s your un-ID’d victim for Halloween night, but I’ll identify her for you. Her name is Laurette Bowen, and she was tight with D. J. Siemers and Hazel Medina, and they were collectively known as the raped-nun clique. Our files have Miss Bowen in and out of both the CP and the Cristeros.”

			Vivid Vixen, “Lucretia Borgia,” Laurette Bowen for-real now. Rest in peace. I dredged that inverted-cross tattoo off your hand.

			D. J. Siemers appeared. She’s stunning in fascist black. Virgil Dawes looks gaga. He hovers and lights her cigarette.

			Downey said, “We have credible informant reports that Miss Siemers was ordered to infiltrate the John Birch Society, and that she was, is now, and always has been hard-line and ruthlessly CP.”

			Yes. I’m not surprised. And your “credible informant” has to be Mary Beth Crane.

			Downey lit a cigarette. “Virgil Dawes was already a committed anti-communist. He gave his Yale Law School valedictory address on the need to quash emergent red cells by any and all means necessary. The CP ordered D. J. Siemers to seduce and marry Virgil Dawes. They were married late in ’41, the year Virgil came on the Sheriff ’s.”

			The film ran out. The screen went blank. The spool dropped loose celluloid.

			“Let me pull rank here, gentlemen. I believe that the best way to avoid disaster for my department and the LAPD is to go in strong and take down Reggie Farrington. Freddy, you should assume the pole slot here. Don’t co-opt the Hats. It would smack of overkill. It might be a deft touch to bring Virgil Dawes with you. He’s ex-Sheriff ’s, and a noted Federal investigator. Your quarry is a vicious sex killer, at the very least. The arrest will look good on Inspector Dawes’s résumé, if word on this godawful snafu leaks to the press.”

			I tingled and snapped to. All eyes snapped to me.

			“Yes, sir. And if I might request your help on something pressing.”

			Downey said, “Of course.”

			“I need a recanted Party hotshot to debrief me on Alger Hiss and his romantic entanglements, at the time of the HUAC hearings. Preferably a woman. Can you recommend anyone?”

			Downey hooked his thumbs in his gun belt. The dress kit flummoxed him. Zero to three collar stars and a sidearm overnight. Four years as under-sheriff. It still bewildered him.

			“Mrs. Janet Cormier. She’s a big Sheriff ’s booster, she’s a well-heeled widow, and she’s in her mid-sixties. She knew Hiss intimately, and she owns the real estate office where D. J. Siemers works. She also owns the penthouse at the Los Altos apartments, next to Perino’s. They cater all her meals, so she sets quite a table. She’s a Bircher, and her constant escort is John Rousselot, the only publicly acknowledged Bircher serving in Congress. Let her talk freely, and you’ll be amply rewarded. I’ll arrange a cordial dinner for the near future.”

			I said, “Thank you, sir.”

			Miller Leavy’s desk phone rang. He dashed and grabbed the call. He got “Hello” and no more in. He listened and replaced the receiver.

			“That was the Mother Superior at Marymount. She said Hazel Medina is back in her quarters.”

			That lit the room. Little nods and all right nows circulated. Max Herman walked in. He nodded his way around and saluted Jimmy Downey. He lugged a big file box.

			“We tracked it to Cal State Fullerton, and took it off an undergrad professor. He’s ex–Orange County Sheriff ’s, and he always plays up the Weiss case. He gave me a lead on another box, at Cal State Dominguez Hills.”
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			(Los Angeles, 10:48 a.m., Saturday, 11/24/62)

			The box was disarrayed. I took it home and went through it. The box was un-indexed. Detectives’ note slips were jammed in, helter-skelter. June ’54 recanvass sheets were unnumbered and misnumbered. That meant missing sheets, gone pffft.

			The one photo sheath was properly marked. “Weiss/front porch/4-21-54.” I put it aside for now. I went through the note slips first.

			The first three made no sense. The reporting cop did not print his name and badge number. I logicked it out as stray-canvass notations. The cluck utilized initials. He did not ascribe full names. He disdained the people he queried. He discounted their information. It was half-ass canvass work.

			I hit a gem next time out. It was unascribed but dated 4/19/54. That was just after the decomp stink roused the neighbors and the stiffs were found. The detective quizzed four people per the “Two tall women running.” He quizzed them at the now-defunct Leroy’s Hideaway.

			The Hideaway was a daytime juicer’s joint. The detective stated that he found the eyewits unpersuasive. Four eyewits, four divergent descriptions. Two said “Tall.” One said “Sort of tall.” One said “Maybe tall, but not really.” The four eyewits were not named. A fifth and sixth eyewit saw the two women crowd into the phone booth outside Farmer John’s Market. They called the two women “average size.” Yes, but:

			The blood drip. Sholem Weiss’s blood was ID’d back in ’54. Hazel Medina’s blood was just typed off a long-lost sample.

			I scrutinized three more eyewit slips. They were unascribed, undated, incomprehensible. I hit a second gem then.

			An un-ID’d eyewit told an unascribed cop:

			“This one running woman—I wouldn’t exactly call her tall—was carrying one of those artist’s portfolio deals. You know, the kind that zipper up, and the artists keep picture samples of their work in them?”

			Hazel Medina was tall. Mitch Norby called her “a good five-ten.” Hazel Medina was a high shool art teacher and a “part-time” commercial artist.

			The Weiss crime scene. The ruler-edge printed signs displayed in the living room:

			Kill All Trots

			Stalin Will Return from the Grave and Once Again Seize Power

			All Trots Will Burn in Hell

			Capitalism Justifies Revolt

			Capitalism Justifies Mass Murder

			The International Brigade Will Return and Once Again Spawn Terror

			Six signs. Ruler-printed, straight-edged. CIRCULAR LETTERS FORMED IN SLOPPY FREEHAND. Devoid of graphologist’s rigor, but:

			Hazel Medina block printed and drew freehand perfectly. Witness her notations on the file-stashed red sheets. Hazel Medina was arrogant. She excelled at only this one thing. She could draw perfect straight lines. Why employ rulered edges? She would never scrawl sloppy cursive. She did not leave the six signs at the crime scene, to be pissed on by the unknown male. She was spotted running from the Conquistador Apartments and the crime scene. She was carrying the portfolio then. Why was she carrying the portfolio and what was inside?

			I opened the photo sheath. It contained six black-and-white snapshots. There was no overall perspective pic. All the photographs were snapped by a photographer standing up and shooting down. All six photos showed minute blood drops on cement paving. The contrast came through strong. Dark blood on light-gray cement.

			A slice of the Weisses’ front door was visible on the left border of one photo. A slice of the top front step leading up to the porch appeared on the right border of another. I spread all six photos out on my coffee table and Man Camera’d them. I placed the porch pic on the far left and the top-step pic on the far right of the sequence. I stared, stared, and stared. I magnifying-glassed the pix. I ran them under my double-lens microscope, two at a time. I began to sense very slight discrepancies and attributed them to the footfalls of two different people.

			The left-to-right blood drops had rough edges. The Weiss living room was carpeted. Those drops were borderline smeared. The right-to-left blood drops were not smeared. The right-to-left blood drops were foot-scuffed. The left-to-right blood drops projected deliberate steps and blood dripped straight down. The overall photo spray suggested a tentative convergence. The blood drops never mingled and merged. At some point, both parties sidestepped and descended to street level. Those movements away from the porch were never captured on film.

			Hazel Medina did not draw the signs left at the crime scene. Why did she carry the portfolio?

			I took a breath. I cooked up a jug of jungle juice and put myself in a visionary state. Dope fiend Hans Maslick, dope fiend Freddy O. Maslick wrote this:

			The conscious mind rejects the brilliant and favors the prosaic. You must blunt this discrepancy through chemical means.

			I sipped jungle juice. I plumped pillows. I cleared the way for a brain trip on my living-room couch.

			Maslin aka Marxman. The commie dink with the Marxian scruff. Winter ’54. He took two to the gut. I called Georgia Street Receiving and talked to a medical-records clerk. I ran down the scenario. She cracked her winter ’54 files and came back on the line.

			1/11/54. A young man named Meyer Maslin was treated for two stomach gunshot wounds. He was treated at Georgia Street and transferred to Good Samaritan. The recovered bullet fragments were of the dumdum type. Young Maslin spent two weeks at Good Sam. He told doctors there that another young man was also shot twice, by a “Person” firing the same gun. He refused to reveal the “Person’s” name. The second young man sustained graze wounds and never saw a doctor.

			D. J. Siemers. Her purse gun. A .25-caliber automatic. The box of dumdum slugs on her coffee-table spray.

			Silver colloidal. An adherent used in dumdum manufacture. The male urine residue. The toilet in the Weisses’ back bathroom. Evidential marks left to stew.

			

			—

			The jungle juice claimed me. I brain-tripped on my couch. I began to spawn visions. Two phone calls disturbed me.

			Max Herman called. He said the Hats phone-canvassed Georgia Street and Central Receiving, plus ERs throughout L.A., and plastic surgeons citywide. They logged all negative responses. No male-severed-nose-reconstructive jobs passed their way.

			The CTWA called in their private plastic man. It had to be.

			Daryl Gates called. He said Scalp Man called the tip line and left a garbled message on the tape rig. The deciphered gist: He wants to see Barb Duhamel tomorrow. No hotel this time. He proposed an outside-in-plain-view date.

			Bullshit. We both knew it would be an ambush. It would avenge the havoc at Kilkea. Barb Duhamel would be killed.

			Tomorrow. Scalp Man stressed that amidst his ramble. Daryl and I brainstormed a response.

			Robert Burns Park. Beverly and Van Ness. A look-alike policewoman to stand in as Barb. We’d dress her Ivy League. She’d wear body armor. We’d clear out three houses adjoining the park. Daryl, the Hats, and me. Six crack rifle shots. Scalp Man was blabbering batshit crazy. He has to have a poison-packed suicide tooth. He’s worth zero as an informant. We’ll shoot him dead as he enters the park.

			The jungle juice reclaimed me. I stretched out on the couch. I conjured dumdum blasts. Maslin/Marxman tells doctors that another man caught two shots. Graze wounds. He never sought medical help. A map unfurled in front of me. I constructed a distance gauge. Marymount at Franklin and Western. The Conquistador Apartments off Franklin and Argyle. A short mile in between.

			I reached for the phone and buzzed Marymount. A clerk put me through to the registrar. I asked her to run a records check. I knew it was a long shot, but—

			Sister Mary Agnes was glad to help. She heard out my request. Was Hazel Medina in residence on April 16th, 1954?

			She said she’d check. I held the line for fourteen minutes. Sister Mary Agnes returned.

			She said, “Yes, she was, Lieutenant. She bunked with us from April 3rd to April 21st of that year. I hope this helps you out.”

			It does. God bless you, Sister.

			

			—

			Sister Mary Agnes sanctioned me. I succumbed to a narrative straining to burst forth. It always starts this way. My imagination subsumes my consciousness. The theoretical proves real.

			It’s late night. 10:30 or 11:00, at least. Hazel Medina leaves her room at Marymount. She carries her zip-up portfolio. It contains six polemical signs. I’m not sure how they read. She walks down Western Avenue and turns west on Franklin. She’s out after LAPD’s informal curfew. Women out alone post-10:00 p.m. are stopped and politely questioned. A patrol unit pulls up. Two cops get out and gently quiz Hazel. She’s a squarejohn type. She tells the officers she lives at Marymount. That impresses them. She’s out for a walk and to drop some pep-rally posters off. The Marymount girls’ lacrosse team is up against St. John Vianney. She’s just getting some crisp night air.

			The officers fill out a field interrogation card. They’re required to. All FI cards for this patrol sector are stored at Hollywood Station. They’re kept for a minimum of ten years.

			I’m an eidetiker. I see things that other people don’t see. Hazel was walking back to the Weiss pad. She had alternate signs she intended to leave.

			

			—

			I parked in the Marymount lot. I charmed a strolling sister and laid out my business here. She told me Hazel was out for the day. Try her classroom—room 108. Somebody there might be able to help you.

			I thanked the sister and entered the main building. I tipped my hat to passing priests and nuns. They smiled back at me.

			There’s 108. It reeks of paint and turpentine. The room’s open. I waltzed right in.

			It was a thirty-seat classroom. The teacher’s desk stood up front. I checked it out. I almost rifled the drawers. I saw the typed note centered on the desk blotter.

			
				Dear Lieutenant Otash,

				I’ve heard about you, but I’m not going to wait around for you to arrest me. A man killed the two Weisses. What is it with cops and solitary women? Don’t look for me, unless you’re ready to travel far and wide.

				Respectfully,

				Hazel Medina

			

			The typed note struck me wrong. Arty Hazel would have handwritten it.

			

			—

			Theories equal guesswork. They define looooong long shots. Hans Maslick conceded that. This was a fifty-to-one shot. The front porch convergence, the blood drops. Hazel Medina knew in advance. She knew the time and place. She knew the anti-Trot signs would be left to obscure a complex motivational web. She intends to leave alternative signs. The convergence occurs. The run to the pay phone follows. Call this gospel:

			There is no Nightbird, no coup de grâce provider. It’s Doug Kallman’s wet dream transmogrified as commie tattle. I wasn’t ready to name the second woman. I had no proof. I lacked sound circumstantial backing. Hazel Medina left blood drops on the phone-booth floor. I knew why. It was a warm day. Hazel wore a sleeveless blouse. The second woman grabbed her arm and drew blood. Hazel was set to expose the operation. The second woman prevented her.

			The two women dispersed. Hazel brooded and prayed in her room at Marymount. She knew the bodies were as of now undiscovered. She would go back with her alternative signs. She began her twelve-block jaunt to Franklin and Argyle. She’s a woman alone, post-curfew. A patrol unit braces her. They do not examine her portfolio. She retreats and returns to Marymount. She rationalizes her lack of nerves. She hates herself for it.

			I drove to Hollywood Station. The patrol boss stashed old FI cards in two first-floor closets. I parked and walked in. The desk clerk gave me the Oh, shit—it’s Freddy O. look. I pinned my badge to my coat front and tapped the closets, hard.

			The boxes were stacked floor to ceiling. They contained dated cards arranged in three-month increments. The box fronts were labeled and date-marked. They were filed chronologically. The first-closet boxes went from 12/49 to 6/52. I hit the second closet. I snagged the box four stacks in.

			2/12/53 to 5/9/54.

			I cracked the box and finger-walked. The cards were day-dated and subfiled chronologically. I started at 12:06 a.m. and worked toward the late evening. Kids popped for reefer, street brawls quelled, drunk drivers busted. Four units worked the Hollywood nightwatch. They stopped loitering male pedestrians: 9:41 p.m., 10:04 p.m., 10:29 p.m. They listed the names, addresses, and stated intents of the clucks out strolling late. They stopped a lone female at 11:14 p.m.

			Franklin and Tamarind. Hazel walked six blocks, unscrutinized. Unit 4–Adam 16 pulled to the curb. Hazel spieled a variant of my pep-rally-poster schtick. It explained the portfolio. The cops warned her of late-night purse snatchings. They took her address stats. She was a religious woman. The cops respected that. They advised her to walk back to Marymount. Hazel said she would.

			I shivered. Hans Maslick worked through me and called it. I nicked the FI card. It was evidence. I drove back to Marymount and buttonholed the Mother Superior. I inquired per the resident’s storage rooms. She pulled a key off a large ring and handed it to me. She said, “Hazel doesn’t possess a great many belongings, but you’ll find them in room 26.”

			The basement was dark and moldy. She warned me and passed me a Kleenex wad. She pointed me to the basement steps at the end of the main building hall.

			I walked over and down. The storage room door stood ajar. The individual rooms were door-marked and inset in the four walls. I tracked the numbers to Hazel’s room and jammed in the key. One twist got me inside. I flipped a wall switch and saw this:

			Art supplies. Paper rolls and stacks of cut cardboard. Two boxes filled with brushes, paints, inks, and turpentine. A box marked Photographs/Spain, 1936–’37.

			I opened the box. It contained date-marked Kodachrome snaps. I scoped the backs first. The dates covered 12/36 to early April ’37. The Guernica firestorm loomed at the end of the month.

			I flipped the photos over. There they are, eleven times over. The alleged “raped-nun clique,” draped three across. Left to right: Laurette Bowen, D. J. Siemers, Hazel Medina.

			Young D.J. was twenty-four, Laurette and Hazel were a few years younger. They wore dungarees, sweatshirts, gun belts. They wore red International Brigade berets. Laurette and Hazel’s berets were un-hashmarked. D.J.’s hashmarks increased—chronologically, left to right. She killed eight priest-killers and nun-rapers within a four-month span.

			They were never you, D.J. They knew it, you knew it. They never possessed what you had.

			I noticed a burlap sack propped against the back wall. The shape connoted cardboard sheets packed inside. I undid the drawstrings and pulled the sheets out. There were six. The number matched the six sign-sheets left at the Weiss pad. They were stashed blank side up.

			I laid them out on the floor and turned them over. Hazel’s arty block print stood out. She employed a vertical design. Here’s what I read:
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			(Los Angeles, 3:12 p.m., Saturday, 11/24/62)

			Scalp Man and Barb Duhamel conversed. He called the tip line early this morning. Vicky Perkins listened in. She whispered to Barb:

			“Suggest Freddy’s idea. Robert Burns Park, tomorrow at noon.”

			Barb convinced Scalp Man. “Sure, baby. I’d love to see you again.”

			I teletyped Daryl a report on the blood drops, my theory, and my FI card find. I spelled out Hazel’s six signs, verbatim. Vicky messengered a tape copy down. Daryl taped the signs to his office walls. He called the Hats and me in. We hauled ass downtown and ran upstairs. We eyeballed Hazel’s signs, gobsmacked.

			Gates sat behind his desk. He plugged in his tape rig and hit Play.

			Static crackle and hiss. Scalp Man’s voice—doctored, distorted, and amplified.

			“Hello. Is this Barb? I think you know who this is, don’t you?”

			Barb: “Oh, hi. Of course, I know it’s you. I’m just surprised, that’s all.”

			Scalp Man: “I hope you received my message. Have you considered my suggestion? A nice date for tomorrow?”

			Barb: “Well, a nice outdoor date would be nice, but I’ve got the monthlies, so that rules out the Hollywood Plaza. Does that sound good to you?”

			Scalp Man: “Of course, darling. Is there a spot you would prefer?”

			I thought I heard a man feed Scalp Man cues. His voice was distorted. I thought I detected a slow California drawl.

			Barb: “Well, I’ve always loved Robert Burns Park. It’s at Beverly and Van Ness, so I could walk from the Algiers.”

			Scalp Man: “Yes, that sounds lovely. Is noon good for you? I like to sleep late on Sundays.”

			Barb: “Yeah, me too.”

			Scalp Man: “I will surely be there, and promptly.”

			I thought I heard the drawl man: “Cinch up the date.”

			Scalp Man: “Until then, my turtledove. As one comrade to another, I bid you adieu.”

			The tape sputtered. The call terminated. The drawl seemed familiar. The doctored feed futzed my memory up.

			Max Herman said, “I’ve nailed us six sniper spots. There’s a whole block of bachelor apartments, on the north side of Beverly, between Norton and Van Ness. Ad Vice has them as floating card-game spots. There’s six empty units, all third floor, with southern exposures. We’ll situate our plant with that in mind. There’s no parking on Beverly, so he’ll park on Van Ness. We’ll nail him as he enters the park. We’ll aim for his legs, but you never know. It’s not like we’re angling for a confession.”

			Harry Crowder pointed to the wall signs. DJS, six times across.

			“Six-count indictment. We don’t need a lot more to move in.”

			I shook my head. “I’m not so sure. Who’s the man who left the infused urine?”

			Red Stromwall said, “Yeah, there’s that. Not to mention the fact that we have no evidence and no proof.”

			Harry shook his head. “Silver-colloidal infused. A dumdum bullet adherent. And who do we know who packs a dumdum .25?”

			Eddie Benson said, “I think we’re close.”

			I said, “I think we’re close to close.”

			

			—

			I stayed home that night. Daryl Gates set me up with a .30-06 carbine for the gig tomorrow noon. I studied it, oiled it, and adjusted the scope. Judy called me. She said she and Joanie S. were getting on gangbusters. Joanie said the Bunnies moved into a new dorm on Havenhurst. She nixed future Bunny-mother employment. Hugh Hefner was out at Terry Lux’s dry-out farm/plastic surgery pit on PCH. For Sale signs were staked on the Kilkea front lawn. Judy said, “You’re close, aren’t you?” I said, “I’m close to close.” We joked about our plans. She said she’d tend to the blood tests and lining up a priest. I said I’d cover the license. I asked her if she loved me. She reprised Lois Nettleton’s line: “I’ll think about it.” She passed on Joanie’s hot tattle: geeks have moved out of 8612 in near-record droves. Bekins vans were lined up on Brighton. They moved out call-girl outfits, smut-book merchants, coke-supplier dentists, dope-peddling headshrinks. They’d been warned off. BHPD, BNDD, and the Beverly Hills legal crowd have divested you. The dominant rumor was LAPD-wants-to-destroy-you-and-they’ve-already-made-headway. Seek other gigs and/or go straight.

			I signed off with Judy. Miller Leavy called me. He said we were set to grill Johnny Schoeneweg, Monday a.m. I reprised Mary Beth Crane’s mercy plea. I stressed Mary Beth’s gooooood commie dirt. Miller said, “No go. I’m putting Johnny in the Green Room.” I said, “What’s more important—destroying the domestic CP apparatus or your twelfth gas-chamber job?” Miller said, “My twelfth gas-chamber job.” He rogered off with good news. Federal parole agreed to have Alger Hiss in for a schmooze. He’s agreed to lay out HUAC ’48 and NAME NAMES. Jimmy Downey called me. He said my dinner with Janet Cormier and John Rousselot was inked for Monday night. They’re entertaining as Birchers go. Expect them to NAME NAMES.

			Joe Shell called. He ladled on boo-hoo. He said he’d sold off his percentage of 8612 and mourned the “freewheeling era” just passed. He tweaked me per the “alleged suicide” of Dr. Doug Kallman. He all but asked me if I’d killed him. I deadpanned the query. He said, “I heard you bagged some noses at Kilkea.” I deadpanned that, as well. He said, “I miss Barb, wicked bad. I intend to marry her, and put her to work breeding more baby Shells.”

			I went to bed early. I gobbled Red Devils to ensure a good night’s sleep. D. J. Siemers appeared in fragments and cavalcades. I didn’t want it to be her. I pondered the Soviet Guard uniform in her closet. It was male and sized large. I dozed and woke up, startled.

			Joe Shell’s San Joaquin Valley drawl. It sounded just like the drawl on Scalp Man’s phone call.
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			(Los Angeles, 11:42 a.m., Sunday, 11/25/62)

			I crouched in my sniper’s perch. Harry Crowder crouched in his perch, just next door. We were third-floor elevated. Beverly Boulevard traffic boomed below us. Max, Red, Eddie, and Daryl Gates were crouched in the buildings just south. We all had dead-aim beads on Robert Burns Park.

			Beverly divided lower Hollywood and swank Hancock Park. Gates confided to a park supervisor. He told him to manure-spread the Burns Park lawn, wall to wall. We want to keep bystanders out. The supervisor complied. Robert Burns Park reeked of reprocessed dung.

			Our policewoman-plant fidgeted on her bench. She looked and dressed Barbesque. Burgundy turtleneck, tattersall skirt, Bass Weejuns. She chain-smoked and played a transistor radio. A police band was locked in. A plainclothes lookout would drop the “He’s just pulled up” word.

			11:49, 50, 51, 54, 58.

			Noon came and went. Time skewed against us. Max Herman walkie-talkied me. He said, “This vibes no-show.” 12:29, 12:30, 12:38. Daryl Gates walkie-talkied the plant and all five of us. He said, “He’s not coming. He got cold feet, or he sensed trouble. I’m calling an abort.”

			

			—

			I wasn’t quite convinced. The Algiers was a straight shot out Beverly. I wanted to scope the premises. I could spot-check Barb’s apartment. Joe Shell’s drawl gored me. I could door-knock him and pin him to a wall. “Joe, I think we should talk.”

			I drove over. A valet-park kid drop-jawed my F-car. I slid him twenty scoots to keep it close. He snapped off a salute. A Sunday-brunch crowd packed the courtyard. I found the day manager and palmed him. He slid me a passkey to unlock Barb’s door. I jammed the key in and turned it. The door shimmied and popped inward. The front room lights were on.

			Scalp Man stood ten feet off. He wore Eddie Chacõn’s scalp. He held an armful of Barb D.’s threads. He dropped them and grabbed at a hip piece.

			I pulled my belt gun. Scalp Man fired wide. I aimed high and shot him twice in the face. His face blew up and immolated and dripped scorching plastic. It pooled in his eye sockets and dripped into his mouth. He pitched back and toppled an easy chair. Molten plastic torched Eddie Chacõn’s scalp and set it aflame.
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			(Los Angeles, 9:10 a.m., Monday, 11/26/62)

			Johnny Schoeneweg was due. Miller Leavy and I sat in a DA’s Bureau sweatbox. Miller read the a.m. Mirror. Dig the headline: “Freddy O. and Scalp Man in Daring Blastout!!!”

			I chain-smoked. Yesterday’s upscut ran quick and left me french fried. I called Daryl Gates from Barb D.’s phone. Daryl yanked the Scalp Man job from the Hollywood detective squad. I went through Scalp Man’s pockets. I found a wallet stuffed with five- and ten-spots. The California driver’s license listed Scalp Man as one Gerald Thomas McKiernan. He lived at 821 North Wilcox. It was two blocks from the CTWA. Scalp Man had scrawled up a piece of paper. It listed four Beverly Hills plastic surgeons. Names were jotted below them. I snapped to this:

			J. J. McConville

			George McMasters

			James McHenry

			The “Mak” anagram names were commie myth and/or misinformation. The Mak names were commonplace “Mc” names. Scalp Man/McKiernan. McConville, McMasters, McHenry.

			Gates and the Hats showed. Ray Pinker and a lab crew showed. I told them to run acid phosphatase tests on Barb’s pad. Burns Park was a diversion. It allotted Scalp Man time to yank his crank and revel in Barb’s boss threads. Max and Harry called the plastic surgeons’ offices. They warned the receptionists per McConville, McMasters, and McHenry. The receptionists asserted this:

			Yes, their doctors perform nasal reconstructive surgery. No men with those names had ever been patients or had even applied. Max and Harry warned them off. These men are dangerous criminals. Stall them and call us immediately.

			We contained that offshoot at the get. Tom Bradley called me. He heard radio reports on the Freddy O./Scalp Man caper. He said the roundup of Mary Beth Crane’s named commie names was bad-news PR. It has to hurt him politically. All the incarcerated dinks donated cash to his campaign and the Rumford Fund. Please release those people now.

			I ran it by Daryl Gates. Daryl okayed the kick-outs. They went down, quicksville. The pickets outside the PAB dispersed with hallelujahs.

			Tom called me back. He said Ben 3 logged a hot tip. There’s a cadre of rogue journos enraged by the Transom break-in. They plan to tail the limo Bill Rumford always rents when he prowls the Sunset Strip. They expect girlie action, a print scoop, some good pix. I told Tom I’d concoct a counterplan. I’ll meet Rumford at the limo-rental joint, after my dinner with the dowager Bircher and her consort.

			Miller said, “You’ve got Morty Bendish in your hip pocket, Freddy. ‘It must be bluntly observed that the once-reviled private eye has now surpassed the late Whittaker Chambers, Senators Bob Taft, Bill Knowland, and Karl Mundt, plus eggheads Bill Buckley, James Burnham, L. Brent Bozell, Irving Kristol, and Norman Podhoretz, along with former Secretary of State John Foster Dulles and J. Edgar Hoover, as America’s Red Hunter Number One, as yesterday’s shootout with Gerald “Scalp Man” McKiernan attests. It should also be noted that Frantic Freddy O. performed impromptu no-sectomies on three of Scalp Man’s combustible commie brothers. Look for my piece in tomorrow’s a.m. Mirror, “Wild Walloping in West Hollyweird.” ’ ”

			I yukked. A guard ushered Johnny Schoeneweg in. He was cuffed and shackled-chained. His shackles shook, rattled, and rolled.

			He plopped down in the interogee’s chair. He was a wizened twenty-five. He was blond, wiry, small. He eyeballed the phone book on the table.

			“What’s shaking, Mr. Leavy? Do you still plan to put me in that Green Room up at Quentin? I’ll say this. I’m not looking forward to it, but it’ll be a kick I’ve never tried. Oh, and who’s your friend here? I don’t believe I’ve had the pleasure.”

			Miller went ick. “This is Lieutenant Otash, John. He has some questions for you. If you answer thoughtfully, I’ll put some money in your commissary account once you’re post-sentenced.”

			“Goody. Then I’ll be able to chomp a nice candy bar on my way to the gas chamber.”

			I said, “Yes or no, shitbird?”

			“Who’s the shitbird? You’re not even a white man.”

			I grabbed the phone book and head-smacked him. The Coed Killer sustained a bloody nose, a torn ear, two cracked front teeth. He choked back tears. He said, “White flag, Pops. I’ll play.”

			I lit a cigarette. “I talked to your mother a few nights ago. She gave me good skinny on some interconnected cases I’m working on. I’ve been trying to get Mr. Leavy to withdraw his death decree, but he’s still holding firm. I’m not giving up on that.”

			Schoeneweg sniveled. Schoeneweg spit blood on the table. Miller passed him a paper spit cup. Schoeneweg hocked a big loogie.

			“Thank you, sir. My mom’s my best friend. All good boys should love their moms like I love mine.”

			I twirled my ashtray. “Clarify something for me, will you? You’ve conceded that you’re Party-marriage stock, but all Party-marriage kids are reputedly kept in the dark about their parentage. Yet, you know your mother is Mary Beth Crane. I’m guessing you know that your much older half brothers are the CTWA hard boys known as the Worst of the Worst, but I’m betting you don’t have an inkling as to the identity of your father.”

			Schoeneweg hocked blood in his spit cup. He looked consumptive. His life span loomed as next week.

			“You’re right on all counts, sahib. That’s because my mom’s a special case. She was there at the conception of the CTWA, and she mama-henned my half brothers through the Spanish Civil War, back when I was an embryo. Some old bolshies say she created the CTWA, and I believe it. She masterminded the Detroit riot operation in ’43, and my brothers put the boots to a whole shitload of ghetto-dwelling motherfuckers. She’s got religion now, and I don’t blame her, even though it’s not my bag. I’m the forgiving type, boss. You snuffed my half brother Gerry yesterday, but I say ‘Easy come, easy go.’ ”

			The spiel startled me. Hapless Mary Beth. With that kind of juice?

			Miller went ick. I said, “I’ve heard that you and Reggie Farrington killed two girls procured for you by a cluck named Meyer David Maslin, aka ‘Danny Marxman.’ ”

			Schoeneweg tee-hee’d. “Yeah. It was back in ’59. Me and Reggie poked them and strangled them, up by the Bronson caves. Danny pulled his pud and watched. He was a procurer and voyeur type, but he didn’t have the stones to take it all the way.”

			“Did Reggie tell you about any other women he killed? Did the two of you compare killings? Have you any idea how many women Reggie Farrington has killed?”

			Schoeneweg tallied the death toll on his fingers. He moved his lips to goose the count along.

			“We’ve got twelve between us—eight for him, four for me. He shot two quitters, because this fruitcake psychiatrist told him to, but those deals didn’t really count. So that makes sixteen altogether, if you count the two Danny Marxman found for us.”

			“Do you recall the murders of two CP members named Sholem and Myra Weiss? It was in ’54, so you would have been seventeen. Did Reggie have anything to do with that?”

			Schoeneweg belched. “I recall that caper. I was in public high school then. I got pulled out of my commie collective house, because the juvie cops popped me for sniffing glue and whipping it out on little girls. But, as far as Reggie goes, the double homicides of old folks is not his dish, and if he snuffed those Weiss geeks he would have told me. It had to be some kind of internecine Party deal, or money deal, because old Sholem was a money brain and a bagman type.”

			“All right. I know the Indigenous Cell is CP misinformation, while the Four Brothers/Worst of the Worst are entirely real. Here’s my question. Are the IC rumors maintained as planted misinformation in municipal police files?”

			Schoeneweg went yup. “Yeah, that’s right. The brothers forced Party women to take document courses and get jobs as police clerks, so they could get the fuzz to look for shit that didn’t even exist.”

			“And, Party people are the biggest gasbags, tattletales, snitches, and gossips on earth.”

			“Es la verdad, Pancho. If I’m lyin’, I’m flyin’.”

			“All right. You’re on the commie ticker tape. What was the lowdown on the Weiss snuffs?”

			Schoeneweg stood up and scratched his balls. His cuff and shackle chains screeked.

			“That it was a money deal. Sholem was hoarding Party funds and concocting crazy schemes to counterfeit gold notes, and he kept skimming, skimming, and skimming. The Weisses got tortured because they wouldn’t kick loose the gelt. If there was any kind of sex subplot, it had to do with the fact that everyone in the CP is bent for sex and turned on by betrayal. Get it? If you join the CP, you’re fucked up in the sex and money department already, because we’re all taught to believe that money is evil, even though we all crave it like a motherfucker.”

		

	
		
			58

			(Los Angeles, 7:10 a.m., Monday, 11/26/62)

			Psycho lowlife to haute monde. The penthouse at the Los Altos.

			The ex-commie/now-Bircher doyenne. She wore her debutante gown. The Las Madrinas Ball, ’23. John Rousselot wore sporty dress kit. His madras-plaid tuxedo glowed. Jimmy Downey joined us. He wore his Sheriff ’s dress blues. Plus two pearl-handled Buntlines and a full Sam Browne belt.

			I wore a gray Dacron suit. It was cop-chic/non-chic. The crowd was egalitarian and half gassed. I came to dredge information. They knew it and were eager to dish.

			Dinner first. It was de rigueur. They subscribed to standards. I did not. Perino’s served watercress salad, Tournedos Rossini, and Grand Marnier soufflés. The food vexed me, the wine vexed me, the missile-crisis postmortem vexed me most of all.

			Two late-night gigs would follow this one. I had to quash the white-girl shakedown on Bill Rumford. Joan Staley wanted a late-night confab. She was angling for snitch bread. She told Judy she’d lay out her courier gig for Doug Kallman, complete. I’d booked the Googie’s back room.

			Dinner dragged. The post-chow brandy was too sweet. The men lit cigars. I lit a cigarette. Janet Cormier knew I wanted Nixon, Hiss, and HUAC ’48. She cut to it two brandies in.

			“Alger cut a wide swath, with his wife Priscilla’s consent, of course. She liked Georgetown coeds who veered far left. He also liked girls who swung acey-deucy, like the nun clique that D. J. Siemers ruled so imperiously. Deadly D.J. She carried—and still carries—a small automatic loaded with heavy ammo. She shot and wounded two overly amorous suitors. It was early in ’54, because the Army-McCarthy hearings were on TV. John put the fix in with the Glendale police, didn’t you, dear?”

			John Rousselot preened. “I certainly did, Mrs. Cormier.”

			I said, “Who were the suitors?”

			Mrs. Cormier fluffed her bouffant hairdo. She aped the Jackie Kennedy style.

			“Two boys with Jewish surnames. One was a perpetual student with a Karl Marx beard, who went by the Party name of Marxman. The other one was a young man in some sort of Federal police agency, here in Los Angeles. Can you believe that the Infernal Revenue Service employs cops?”

			I trembled and dropped my brandy snifter. Dear Lord—Morris Gelb.

			Mrs. Cormier fish-eyed me. Jimmy Downey fish-eyed me. John Rousselot said, “We touched a nerve with the lieutenant here.”

			I soaked my napkin in my water glass and cleaned up my mess. I dredged up a nonchalant voice.

			“Did Miss Siemers elaborate on the shooting incidents?”

			Mrs. Cormier whooped. “Miss Siemers? You mean you haven’t slept with her? Or are you just observing decorum, because I’m an old ex-communist lady who’s seen the light and went John Birch?”

			“D.J.’s flirted with me. I’ll give you that.”

			John Rousselot said, “I put it to D.J. She was a dry hump. She humped me because I was a congressman, and she figured she’d find a use for me, sooner or later.”

			Mrs. Cormier giggled. “I do love blunt language, even though I rarely employ it myself.”

			I lit a cigarette. “Are you saying she used men, but preferred the amorous company of women?”

			Jimmy Downey said, “The Sheriff ’s has a thick blue-sheet file on Miss Siemers. She’s been misbehaving at lezzie nightclubs going back to the war, while she was married to Virgil Dawes.”

			John Rousselot sipped brandy. “Tell it like it is, as the pinko kids like to say nowadays.”

			Mrs. Cormier decanted yet more brandy. She ignored my empty glass. She played grande dame like a pro.

			“D.J. and I go back to ’35, before she formed her raped-nun clique and went off to Spain to dislodge Francisco Franco, the rightful if wrathful ruler of that nation. She told me she had many eye-opening adventures in Spain, but she only recounted one.”

			John Rousselot burped. He was cross-eyed behind the booze and too-rich food.

			“Tell it like it is.”

			“Well, she was on a bus in Valencia. A masher grabbed her genitalia and squeezed. She shot him with her power-packed purse gun and blew off his left arm. She got off at an approaching stop and vanished into a crowd. She used to see the man begging outside of the Prado Museum.”

			It didn’t surprise me. Nothing about D.J. surprised me. Her audacity caressed me more than shocked me.

			Mrs. Cormier said, “But you want me to lay out Dick Nixon and Alger Hiss, so I will forthwith cut to the chase.”

			Jimmy Downey said, “Tell it like it was.”

			Mrs. Cormier adjusted her bouffant. She patted errant strands back into place.

			“August 1948 was beastly hot. The committee room sweltered. Mr. Nixon and Mr. Chambers sweated to excess. Alger and Priscilla Hiss were beautifully dressed, cool, calm, and collected. Nixon and Chambers looked disreputable. You had the prim Quaker arriviste and the fat homosexual. I saw the tide turn as spectators realized ‘My Lord, fat boy is telling the truth, and the comely Alger—composure aside—is headed for the shithouse.”

			John Rousselot stood at the slurred-words stage. He talked slow to keep his speech unmangled.

			“Tell it like it was.”

			Mrs. Cormier clenched her napkin. “It ‘was’ a trouncing. And the tragic aspect of it was that Alger was still loved, and Dick Nixon was still despised, despite the fact that he was God’s instrument in this case. You know the core of the raped-nun clique, don’t you, Mr. Otash? D. J. Siemers, Hazel Medina, and Laurette Bowen. Well, Laurette—easily the youngest and most attractive of the three women—went to the committee room every day and studied Richard Nixon. She was, as were D. J. Siemers, Hazel Medina, Myra Weiss, myself, and numerous others, the lover of Alger Hiss. Compulsive adultery was the norm among those of us in the Party, the violation of marital vows was standard practice, vengeance enacted between cuckolded men rarely resulted in physical violence, but instead erupted in enraged political dialogues at Georgetown cocktail parties. The women teethed on their hurt. They took it deeper, they held on to it more tenaciously, and it became the major part of their résumé of oppression. They used that word obsessively—and a very few of those women became what I would call, simply, dangerous. The ex-nun clique believed every aspect of the CP misinformation pertaining to the fictive ‘Indigenous Cell.’ Rape clubs, priests murdered, and nuns raped by the thousands. The murders and rapes did occur—in appallingly large numbers—but CP propagandists are nothing if not hyperbolic. It was then as now accepted as fact that D. J. Siemers, Hazel Medina, and Laurette Bowen shot and killed a score of rapists at the apex of the chaos in Spain, although Hazel and Laurette almost surely chickened out and killed no one. It caused D.J. to hemorrhage her respect and regard for them, and D.J.’s resentment has continuously simmered, up to this very day. Laurette became fully fixed on Dick Nixon and would later talk to him—as a sitting vice president, no less—on a device created by Whittaker Chambers called a Friendship Phone. Myra Weiss was fixed on Nixon and threatened to expose CP business to him, from the mid-’40s to her death. D.J. and Hazel could take or leave Nixon—they hated Alger simply because he done them wrong, while their hatred for Nixon encompassed his politics, his unfortunate wardrobe, and his surely egalitarian but equally perverse relationship with Whittaker Chambers. Mr. Chambers invented the Friendship Phone, as the means to allay his burning passion for young men, and Mr. Nixon—who had a Friendship Phone relationship with Laurette Bowen that went on for years—utilized it as the means to remain faithful to his dreary wife, Pat. Myra Weiss was quite vocal in her expressions of admiration for Nixon, as was her fiscally right-wing husband, Sholem. And Hiss and Nixon and the passions engendered in the summer of ’48 were certainly a contributing factor in the Weiss murders.”

			

			—

			Stripville Rent-a-Car. Wilshire west of La Cienega. Sandwiched between Delores’s Drive-In and the Orange-Winzit stand. Sedans, town cars, limos. Equipped with two-way radios scrounged off cop cars.

			The tail team rendezvoused there. That’s Judy, me, Bill Rumford, Phil, Nat, Kareem. I spotted the two rogue journos straight off. They lounged across Wilshire, in the Signal station lot. They surveilled us with binoculars. They weren’t subtle. They vibed un-tuff. They wore chinos, Hawaiian shirts, and porkpie hats.

			Bill rented his standard ride. A ’61 Lincoln limo, black-on-black velour. One night only. He’s on a fox hunt. Integration Generation. He’s a civil rights poobah. His standard turf ’s the Sunset Strip. I talked him into a turf switch. We’ll hit South La Brea and Scimitar City. Reggie Farrington’s gigging the Blade Room.

			Jimmy Downey tête-à-tête’d me outside the Los Altos. Miller Leavy briefed him on our Johnny Schoeneweg brace. Downey wanted Virgil Dawes and me to pop Reggie soon. He got a tip that Marxman/Maslin did setup/teardown chores for him. The Marxman/Maslin plus Reggie kill stats appalled him. Reggie was active Sheriff ’s. That connoted baaaad PR. He said, “Bring shotguns. It might be best if we end it right there. My department will eat endless shit if this mess goes to trial.”

			I winked at Downey. We’ll kill them, Boss.

			I ran the change of pickup venue by Bill and the gang. Judy peeled out. She’d play quail-on-the-loose at the Blade Room. Phil, Nat, and Kareem piled into the follow car. They’d pack lead-filled fungo bats. I bowed and opened the back door of the Lincoln. Bill Rumford slid in. I got behind the wheel and screeched out of the lot.

			Wilshire to La Cienega and southbound. East on Washington, south on La Brea. The follow car hovered six car lengths back. The journos’ sled got between us. Three-car convoy. Sex Safari in the Nite. Evil intent abounds.

			I pulled up outside the Blade Room. The doorman fed me a booked-solid line. I slid him a C-note. He said, “We’ll eject some stiffs who look too square for this club.”

			The journo sled curb-sat behind us. The follow car curb-sat behind them. I got out and opened the passenger door. Bill Rumford stepped out. I held off oncoming traffic and ushered Bill to the sidewalk. Two big bouncers ushered out the stiffs from Des Moines. They looked chagrined. But we’re hip. We grok integration. What did we do?

			The doorman ushered us in. Lime-green metalflake walls enclosed us. I scoped the bar. Judy sipped a cocktail. She wore her white performing dress and the heels that put her up at six-four. She’s a lonely, haunted woman. She’s looking for loooove. A one-night stand will suffice.

			Reggie and his combo worked the bandstand. They poured out a tepid “So Rare.” The doorman seated us three rows from the front. Reggie saw me. I saw Reggie. The cocksucker was doomed.

			Bill kicked the charade off. He slow-scanned the tables, he slow-scanned the bar, he saw the big brunette in the white dress. He zoomed over. I scoped the room, 360.

			Bill bought Judy a second Manhattan. He guzzled a bourbon highball in two seconds flat. The rogue journos watched. Judy and Bill lip-synced seduction chat. Miscegenation Generation. They stood up in sync. Barflies gawked the race/height disparity.

			Reggie and his boys segued to “Smoke Gets in Your Eyes.” Bill made a big show of whistling for chauffeur Freddy. I zipped up to the just-anointed couple. I winked at Judy. I went this way please.

			We trucked outside. The doorman popped the back door and eased Judy and Bill in. I slid him a second C-note. He stepped into the street and popped chauffeur Freddy’s door. I hung a tire-screeching U-turn.

			Three-car convoy, redux. Northbound this time. Bill and Judy sprawled in the backseat. They talked civil rights and Ole Miss, two months later. I tuned the radio in to KKXL. I caught snippets of my Name-Names pitch. ACLU whipdick A. L. Wirin and Hal Fishman debated my moral solvency. Judy sang “La Colombe.” The Freddy and Judy Show blurred into John Coltrane. Trane squawked incomprehensible jazz. Bill snapped his fingers. This shit is gone, you dig?

			North to Sunset, west to the Strip. I had the spot picked out. Wetherly Drive, one block east of Doheny. A quick right turn, up to the end of the block. I’d pull into an alley. The journo car would inch up. The follow car would inch up, until—

			Whammo—

			I was keyed up and distracted. D. J. Siemers shot Morris Gelb in the ramp-up to the Weiss snuffs. The guest-room john was full of silver-colloidal-infused piss. The living-room polemical signs were identically doused.

			Clark, Hilldale, Wetherly. I swung a sharp right and climbed a steep hill north. I checked my rearview. The journo car accelerated and idled back close. I pulled into the alley and braked into a skid. The journo car braked and grazed my rear bumper. The follow car deliberately bumper-jammed them.

			I got out. I pulled my beavertail sap.

			The journos got out. They held cameras.

			My guys got out. They held fungo bats.

			A time-blip blipped off.

			I charged. My guys charged. The journos dropped their cameras and went eeekkk.

			I aimed for their heads. Leather-wrapped ball bearings knocked them back into my guys. Raised sap seams slashed their faces deep. They screamed. I cut into gum flaps and busted bridgework. Loose teeth blew wide. My guys bat-slammed their backs and put them down in the dirt.

			Judy ran up and threw herself at me. She put herself between me and them. She whispered. I heard her above all the screams.

			“Don’t do this. You don’t have to do this. You shouldn’t do this or you’ll hurt us.”

		

	
		
		
			
				[image: PART 15 CAR HOP (NOVEMBER 27–28, 1962)]
			

		

	
		
			59

			(Los Angeles, 12:31 a.m., Tuesday, 11/27/62)

			The Henske/Otash/Staley summit. Judy said Joanie had shit to unload. I had shit to ask her. Mary Beth Crane and Joan Staley. They loomed as invaluable grand-jury witnesses. Joanie couriered Doug Kallman’s patient files for five years plus. She started out as a teenager. She had the L.A. Party dialed tight.

			We met at Googie’s. They comped us on their back room. Ditto their super-spiked malts. Judy and I held hands. I stopped my thumping when she told me to. I wanted her to rebuke me. She knew that. She held sway over me. It was key to this thing we’d built up.

			Joan said, “Freddy, I’m in the shit, and I need to start over. Judy told me Daryl Gates dunned Robert Kennedy for ten grand in snitch bread, but he nixed it. I’ve got heavy-duty dirt on the L.A. CP, and I know you’ve figured out how I got it. It’s the only thing I have to barter with for cold cash, so I’m asking you if you can raise some for me.”

			I lit a cigarette. “LAPD maintains a Trouble Fund. Our fat-cat supporters replenish it as we spend it. Daryl Gates handles the disbursement. I can get you five grand within forty-eight hours, and that’s a full-on guarantee. First off, how’s your wig? You put Hugh Hefner in the dirt, and I’m wondering if you’re concerned about him exacting some sort of revenge.”

			Judy said, “Hefner’s a nimrod. He’s only concerned with getting Brigitte Bardot to strip for his smut rag.”

			I laughed. Joan said, “How’s your wig, Freddy? You toasted one of the Four Brothers on Sunday, and that’s less than forty-eight hours back.”

			I shrugged. Judy said, “Freddy’s a sociopath.” I yuk-yukked.

			Joan said, “My courier job for Doug Kallman. All his CP-patient files that I left at dead drops. You’ve known since I first mentioned it. I told you I didn’t read the files. That I delivered them in steel document cases. You saw through that one. I knew it at the time. I delivered the files in plastic document sheaths, and I unzipped all of them and peeked to my heart’s content.”

			I said, “There’s something I’ve already sussed out. I know the M-A-K anagram names reputedly used by the brothers are bullshit. They utilize Irish and Scottish surnames that begin with ‘Mc.’ That’s their puerile commie sense of humor coming through. The man I killed was named ‘Gerald McKiernan.’ The other brothers are named ‘McConville,’ ‘McMasters,’ and ‘McHenry.’ I know that the whole red-sheet planting deal enacted by Virgil Dawes and D. J. Siemers was a drunken folly, that Hazel Medina assisted them, and I know that the Indigenous Cell itself was a fiction, devised because the stalwart International Brigade comrades were bolting to France in droves during the Spanish Civil War. I know the coup-de-grâce-provider-when-women-fail-to-kill bit is all bullshit, as is the Nightbird Negro executioner, who is nothing but a figment of Doug Kallman’s twisted lust for Reggie Farrington. I know that the CTWA was in large part the brainchild of Mary Beth Crane, and that she—alone among Party-marriage mothers—is permitted to remain in contact with her sons, the Four Brothers, and her fifth brat, Johnny Schoeneweg. Drop some nuggets on me before we get to the shit. I need to put my cases together—and I’m angling for your drift on Myra Weiss and Morris Gelb.”

			Judy sipped her malt. Her eyes went to pinpricks. Joanie sipped her malt. Her eyes, ditto.

			“The key to Myra and Morris is D. J. Siemers. D.J. had long affairs with Doug Kallman and Gerry McKiernan, and Gerry—the passive, crazy brother—was really the spark plug behind the CTWA. He directed them to rape, plunder, desecrate, and kill, from the Spanish Civil War on. D.J. had three of the pseudo-IC men killed in Spain, but Doug Kallman happened to survive. Okay, D.J.’s basically lez, but she gets off on men she fears, and men who fear her. All four brothers raped her in Spain, but that didn’t stop her from voluntarily screwing them in L.A. The CP—as in Mary Beth Crane and Gerry McKiernan—ordered D.J. to subtly seduce Virgil Dawes and marry him. As far as the raped-nun clique goes, D.J. has always hated Hazel Medina and Laurette Bowen, because D.J. avenged her rapes, their rapes, and the rapes of bolshie women in general, but Hazel and Laurette couldn’t hurt a fly. Then Myra started shooting her mouth off about Richard Nixon, and Gerry McKiernan told D.J. to set her up with Doug Kallman, so Doug could monitor her political meanderings, and Sholem’s, and that way he could all-around fuck with their heads.”

			I said, “D.J. shot Morris Gelb in the run of days leading up to the Weiss killings.”

			Joan lit a cigarette. “Myra and her blatherings, and Sholem’s embezzlements, got them killed in the end. Myra pampered Morris, coddled Morris, beat him bloody with a studded leather belt, and made him watch her and Sholem and her numerous other lovers have sex. Myra—despite her insanity, encroaching senility, and various psychiatric disorders—had a force about her. She was all about shame, and she was hilariously profane. She blamed the Party, Dick Nixon, Alger Hiss, D. J. Siemers, and most of all Morris Gelb for her woes. Do you dig all this? And I haven’t even got to the good drift yet.”

			Judy sighed. Judy sipped her malt. Judy said, “Yeah—I dig all this.”

			I sighed. I sipped my malt. I said, “Yeah—I dig all this.”

			Joan sighed. Joan sipped her malt. Joan said, “Good—because I don’t trust anyone who doesn’t dig on good dish—and it doesn’t get any better than Morris Gelb, Part 2.”

			Joan Staley. Playboy Playmate. Miss November, ’58. All three murders cohered as she spoke.

			“Okay, Morris was technically straight, but he loved dressing up in women’s clothes. He had his Aunt Myra’s commie nurse corps uniforms expanded to fit him, and he cruised lesbian bars dressed like that. Are you grokking this? He wears no makeup, lipstick, or feminine accoutrements at all, he’s no sort of drag queen, but he dressed as a woman and cruised dyke bars in pursuit of weirdo encounters. He graduated to custom-fitted Soviet dress guard. He’s six feet tall, and has to weigh two-ten. He’d go out on the street and bop around dressed like that. High school boys and young men hooted at him, and Morris beat them half-dead with brass knucks. Mary Beth and Gerry would have had him killed, but they wanted a plant on the L.A. IRS squad. He carried Party-crafted ID in twelve different names. He got popped by LAPD, LASO, Samo PD, and the Orange and Ventura County Sheriff ’s. Gerry and Party drones bought off his print cards and green sheets. But mug shots still existed, and Aunt Myra paid through the nose for them. She told Doug Kallman all of that. Dr. Doug had mug shot copies made, and I nicked a few.”

			The outsized man’s uniform in D. J. Siemers’s closet. It would fit Morris Gelb perfectly. Dress-up as foreplay. D.J. and Morris—the only sex he ever knew up to the moment she shot him.

			Joan placed three mug shots on the table. Morris Gelb wears olive-drab jackets and matching below-the-knee skirts. Support hose, stacked-heel oxfords. A red-starred campaign hat. Three rows of World War II campaign ribbons, oak-leaf-clustered up.

			Judy squeezed my hand. We crossed ourselves. Joan said, “I’m setting the clock back. God made me a car hop, and that’s okay with me. I got my old job at Scrivner’s back. It’s right down the street from 8612.”

			A waiter walked a long-cord phone up to the table. My service always knew where to find me.

			The waiter said, “It’s a Mr. Haldeman, sir. He told me it’s urgent and requires immediate attention.”
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			(Los Angeles, 1:06 a.m., Tuesday, 11/27/62)

			Dick Nixon flipped his lid. It was three nights back. Here’s Bob Haldeman’s eyewitness brief:

			Tom Duggan hosted a “Meet the Veep” mixer at his Wilshire Corridor digs. Tom was L.A.’s “Bad Boy” talk-show host. He defamed his left-leaner guests and abused call-in viewers. Tom and wife Ann brawled in nightclubs. Tom and Ann smashed their twin Caddys into each other and totaled twelve Broughams. Tom adored Richard Nixon. The ex-veep reciprocated. Tom’s nightly gabfest ran 11:30 to 1:00. Dick would serve as fill-in host the week of December 8. He’d bloviate and schmooze minor celebs. This dubious exposure would blitz his self-pitying concession speech and prime the pump for a repeat gubernatorial run in ’66.

			Forty-odd stiffs scoped the action. Duke Wayne, Hedda Hopper, and a gaggle of old-guard Republicans bug-eyed the ruckus. Nixon saw a three-day-old copy of the Mirror and recognized my pencil sketch and Laurette Bowen. He tossed a tirade. He said, “She was an ex-nun, and those girls need the high, hard one like nobody else.” Cardinal McIntyre and Bishop Fulton J. Sheen dropped their champagne flutes.

			Duggan grabbed Nixon. He said, “Dick, let’s broom down to T.J. We’ll get tanked and catch the late donkey show at the Blue Fox.”

			Nixon said, “I’ve got connections in T.J. I goodwill-toured there in ’58, and passed out trinkets to some peons. The police chief ’s an old pal of mine. He’ll provide us with an armed escort.”

			The Tom and Dick Show. Dick called the T.J. jefe. The chief pledged compliance. Tom pledged mucho bribe dinero. Border guards clocked them through at 1:14 a.m. The chief and four hard boys met them and drove them around in a decrepitivo prowl car. Big tips and good cheer ensued. The Tom and Dick Show bopped on. The boys got a standing ovation at the Blue Fox. They grooved the donkey show. They posed for pix with the donkey. The beast wore red velvet devil horns. They slept it off under guard at the El Presidente Hotel. The chief called Bob Haldeman and ran down the debauch. Tom and Dick crossed the border northbound at 10:14 a.m. They signed autographs for the check-through guards. Nixon told them they were headed for L.A.’s hopping Oreo Strip. They were last seen at Tommy Tucker’s Playroom at 3:00 p.m. yesterday.

			I motored south-southeast. Haldeman pledged me ten G’s for a successful rescue snatch. “Find Dick, run him down to Chinatown, and get him that ‘Cure’ you told me about. I need him boiled out and looking fresh ten days from now. He’s got speeches and show-and-tells all through the San Joaquin Valley.”

			I caught La Brea straight south. I cut east at Washington and parked outside the Playroom. I ran inside. Tommy the T. hosted yet another “Integrated Wet-T-Shirt Revue.” Off-duty cops siphon-spritzed stacked Dorsey High cheerleaders. The girls gyrated to the Percolator Twist.

			Tommy stood behind the bar. I fast-walked up and braced him. He poured me a cask-strength scotch, on GP. I guzzled it.

			“Nixon and Duggan. Where are they?”

			Tommy lit a Kool Filter King. “They were here last night. They all but drooled on Janelle Farrington. Mike Bayless interceded, but he was a gentleman. He could have gotten handsy, but he abstained.”

			I drummed the bartop. Move this along.

			Tommy said, “A cat named Haldeman’s been calling to ascertain Tricky Dick’s whereabouts. He hasn’t mentioned money, but you’re too much of a gentleman not to.”

			I slid Tommy five C-notes. He snapped them up.

			“What did the three of you talk about? Nixon, specifically.”

			“Nixon blathered more than talked. He said he was here Halloween night, then he lapsed into fantasia, which I pretty soon realized wasn’t fantasia, given that you were in here Halloween night, and I had a hunch you were surveilling Nixon and some dowdy blond ginch, who later showed up as a drawing on that circular you and the Hats were showing around, which sure looked like the blonde, who as it turned out got snuffed that night.”

			I flushed. “And?”

			“And, he said a man was car-tailing him, and a woman in a square-ass Buick seemed to be tailing both of them. Then Reggie Farrington asked me to do him a favor, which was to go over to his place and bring his soprano sax to the Parisian Room, because he had a number he wanted to play on it. Well, I went over to Reggie’s crib on Meadowbrook, let myself in, and ran into D. J. Siemers, noted ex-bolshie-about-town. Her Buick was parked in the driveway, and she was up on the top-floor porch, looking out with binoculars in the general direction of Alsace Avenue. I grabbed Reggie’s sax, and D.J. laid some jive about hiding out at the Farrington place, because all the trick-or-treat brats in Glendale were driving her crazy. So, since Reggie and Janelle were working all-nighters, Janelle let her crash at their pad.”

			D.J. Courtroom-circumstantial evidence. Hearsay—but potent stuff. Janelle would confirm Tommy’s assertions. D.J. saw Nixon and Laurette head toward the safe house. She had infrared field glasses. Commie tradecraft. She saw me leave to tail Nixon to the cab rank. She struck out at Laurette THEN. She got out before I went IN.

			I said, “Let’s wrap this up. The boys inquired about lodging, and you recommended Scimitar City.”

			“That’s right. And my night man called to say they’re still there. Two-bedroom suite, 204 and 206. The third building in the complex.”

			I grabbed the phone under the bar and called Max Herman. I woke him up and told him what we had. He whooped and said he’d call Red Stromwall. I said, “Third building, 204 and 206. We’re dumping them at Kwan’s. Haldeman wants Nixon boiled out.”

			Max rogered off. Tommy grabbed the receiver.

			“I don’t suppose you could…”

			“Talk to the Chief, and get him to quash the BNDD bust on Scimitar City? Tommy, for you the world.”

			

			—

			I laid tread on over. Max and Red brodied up six seconds behind me. Building #3 was the ex–Glo-Ann Motel.

			We parked upside the office. Tommy called ahead and cued the night manager. He bellied up to the F-cars and jiggled a key ring. King Suite 204/206 stood streetside. Window lights burned bright-bright. The drapes were pulled tight.

			I piled out. Max and Red, ditto. They ran Code 3 down from Atwater Village in record time. The night man said, “They ain’t been out since they checked in. France’s been sending burgers and juiced-up malts over. Nixon and Duggan in this joint. I’ve lived to see everything now.”

			Max said, “I called Kwan’s. They’ve got two rooms set up.”

			Red said, “Glucose and Nembutal drip, nice nap, first transfusion. The Chief calls it the Dracula Treatment.”

			The night man walked ahead of us. He unlocked the door and pushed it wide. Bam—there they are.

			Tom and Dick. Garbed in three-day-old skivvies. They sprawled on a cheesy Naugahyde couch. Scimitar Sid scowled and intoned on the living-room walls. His speech balloons were daubed in glow-in-the-dark paint.

			“Scimitar Sid say, ‘Don’t be late—swing and miscegenate.’ ”

			“Scimitar Sid say, ‘Your wife or mine? Swappers welcome 24 hours.’ ”

			“Scimitar Sid say, ‘Call the Wife-Swapper Hotline. 1-800-YER-WIFE. Operators on call round the clock.’ ”

			Tom and Dick. They took dim note of the fuzz. They were bloated, florid, altogether fucked up.

			Nixon said, “We’ve been drinking and popping Haitian herbs. I’ve been hallucinating on and off. It’s the Laurette Bowen Memorial Pub Crawl. We were phone chums for fourteen years, but I maintained my marriage vows.”

			Duggan said, “Dick’s been talking a blue streak about Laurette. She was on a ‘Commie Confidential’ TV special I MC’d. She swung with my first ex-wife.”

			Nixon popped two Haitian herb/Desbutal. “We saw the donkey show. I wouldn’t recommend it as a steady diet, but as a one-time deal, it was a gasser.”

			Duggan took the Cure four times. That’s once more than me. His arms and legs were scarred from knife cuts inflicted by wife Ann.

			Nixon boo-hoo’d. “My political career is kaput. I’m going to be a TV personality and a wife-swapper. Jack Kennedy’s a swapper. Lyndon Johnson told me.”

			I lit a cigarette. “Get dressed. We’re taking you down to Chinatown.”

			Duggan lit a cigarette. “That sounds like the Cure, Dick. All good things come to an end, and the Cure’s a gas in its own self.”

			

			—

			We code three’d eastbound. I took Nixon. Max and Red took Duggan. Nixon riffed on Laurette Bowen, nonstop.

			He liked her but didn’t love her. She tried to extract state secrets from him. He fed her bland tidbits from the Congressional Record. These four apparatchik brothers operated her. They were rape-o’s and worse. Whittaker Chambers had male phone chums. He swung the Greek way. To each his own, Daddy-O.

			The convoy ran red lights and sirens. We made Kwan’s in fourteen minutes. Two Chinese med students met us at the freight lift behind the building. They escorted us to the sub-basement.

			We trekked through the all-nite waiters’ cot room and the opium den. Three pallet rows and wall-to-wall smoke. I sucked it in. Max and Red covered their mouths. Nixon and Duggan coughed. They were neophytes. Ancient Chinamen sucked pipes and grazed Cloud 69. We passed the day room. The Chief played canasta with Joan Crawford. They bug-eyed the procession.

			The Tom and Dick Show. On to the next phase. Adjoining hospital rooms and revivification. Max and Red got Duggan situated. I stayed with Nixon. His almost-doc got him stripped, showered, issued pajamas, and plopped in a crank-up bed. The almost-doc swabbed his right arm and attached the drip spike. The Nembutal hit Tricky Dick hard. His eyes fluttered.

			He said, “I really did love Laurette, you know. I just pretended that I didn’t. She was a commie, but she was a good kid, and I was afraid she’d take advantage of me.”
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			(Los Angeles, 9:20 a.m., Tuesday, 11/27/62)

			We devastated the top leadership of the trade union that served as the enforcement arm and criminal hub of CPUSA. We destroyed the circumscribed vice zone that was 8612 and laid waste to the putz-populist Hitler-Stalin Pact. A corrupt mélange of Federal and municipal police agencies and city government officials would most likely burn along with the building itself. I uncovered a score of unsolved sex slayings and laid them at the Party’s door. I identified the Salt-and-Pepper bandits. I had not uncovered the bulk of the remaining Lindbergh gold notes. Hazel Medina remained at large. Reggie Farrington and Meyer David Maslin would be arrested or killed while resisting arrest within a week’s time. I knew who killed Sholem and Myra Weiss and Laurette Bowen—but could not prove it to the point of secured indictments. An interview with Janelle Farrington would most likely secure courtroom proof.

			A concluding doubt torqued me.

			My case aggregate cohered behind the hearsay testimony of communists and ex-commies who were capricious and duplicitous in the extreme. Robert Kennedy stood poised to usurp full credit for the red probe that was specifically LAPD’s tainted triumph and yet more specifically mine. Daryl Gates called me an hour ago. Max and Red had briefed him on the Dick and Tom Show. Ratfuck Bobby was outraged at LAPD’s roundup of CP contributors to the Bradley, Lindsay, and Rumford Act funds. Ratfuck ordered LAPD to expunge local commies from local civil rights organizations. It was his expressed desire that mandated this “McCarthyite” action. My investigator’s mandate was to formally solve the Weiss/Bowen murders and place a large stack of ransom gold notes in Charles Lindbergh’s hands. My circumstantial case verged on rock solid. I would watch two killers eat gas up at Quentin. Despite the fact that I was drawn to the dominant killer in barely comprehensible ways.

			

			—

			I formed task lists and witness lists in my head. I drove out to bumfuck Van Nuys. I wanted to brace Norm Krause first, Joe Shell second. I replayed Scalp Man’s final call to Barb Duhamel. Fourteen times a man whispered in Gerry McKiernan/Scalp Man’s ear as he left his message on the retrieval tape. This man had a drawl. I finally ID’d it as Joe Shell’s.

			Norm’s Nest had devolved since the last time I saw it. The frontage paint job had faded. The depiction of the Alamo, studly cowboys, and dead Mexicans took on a desaturated look. The Freedom Isn’t Free sign hung lopsided. I ditched my F-car and walked in the front door. All the wall and table lights were off. Burning candles lit the bar. A man yelled out, “Freddy Otash. As I sort of live and try to breathe.”

			It was Norm Krause. I pegged his voice. He was couched behind the service bar.

			“Hit the lights. Will you, Norm? A couple of questions, and I’ll be out of here.”

			“There are no lights, shitbird. There’s no phone, and my mortgage done been repossessed.”

			I said, “You were flush last summer. The Nest was a hopping place.”

			“Then you haven’t heard of the White Stallion. It’s down Lankershim, by Universal. They get the studio crowd, the country-western crowd, and the right-wing crowd. Johnny Cash and George Jones show up and sing for free. The bartenders peddle pills and the waitresses put out for a C-note a pop. They’ve got a VD and script-writing doc on the premises. I can’t compete with that.”

			I said, “One question. It pertains to the Salt-and-Pepper burglaries and Joe Shell hiring you as a consultant. Remember? It was seven or eight months ago. I’m trying to get you a no-show at a very pissy grand jury, and I’ll try to get Joe Shell to do right by you on the money front.”

			Krause cackled. “One question, one thousand dollars. If you want the answer bad enough, you’ll pay.”

			I walked to the service bar. I smelled Krause behind the bar. I didn’t see him. I peeled ten C-notes out of my billfold. A gnarled hand snapped them up.

			“All right, camel boy. Ask me that question, then get out.”

			I said, “Who recommended you to Joe Shell? Somebody must have considered you the consultant type.”

			Krause cackled. “Well, it’s not just someone you know, it’s someone you killed, if the Mirror’s telling it straight. He was a fucked-up cat with a powder-burn scar on his face. I did some work for a commie union once, I’m ashamed to say. This guy always said, ‘Call me Comrade X,’ but the Mirror called him Scalp Man and ‘Gerry McKiernan.’ ”

			

			—

			Shell’s 412 door stood open. I walked straight in. Shell sat Indian-style on the floor. He oiled a Thompson submachine gun. His golf cleats had chewed the wall-to-wall carpet down to bare boards.

			I tossed a glassine evidence sheath in his lap. It contained fifteen grand. It was marked “Subornment from J. Shell/November ’62.” It was my fee for the Progressive Bookshop torch.

			“Look who’s cutting their losses. He thinks I’ll be overjoyed, but what’s fifteen grand to me?”

			I pulled a chair up. “I had a few questions, and one request, and if you comply I’d be inclined not to issue a grand-jury subpoena.”

			“In other words, our subornment days are over. I’ve had a good time with you, Freddy. I’m sad to see you back in your cop guise.”

			“Joe, you’re a pisser. You’re the clown prince of this whole sordid deal.”

			Shell futzed with his tommy gun. “Guilty conscience, right? It’s been coming to a head since Morty Bendish published that big Mirror piece, and you’re looking to sever your ties.”

			I flipped the chair around and straddled the slats. I lit a cigarette.

			“Seven or eight months ago, you hired Norm Krause as a ‘consultant.’ Who recommended him to you?”

			Shell said, “Scalp Man. Now publicly revealed as Gerald McKiernan. The man you killed downstairs from me. Poor Gerry, poor Barb Duhamel. You head-shot him, and he dripped implant plastic all over her front room. You’ll be pleased to know that I’m covering the cost of the refurbishing, which has put Barb even further in hock to me, to the point where I’m sure she’ll accept my proposal of marriage.”

			I stubbed out my cigarette and flicked the butt at Shell. It bounced off his Surf ’s Up T-shirt. He did not react.

			“Scalp Man’s final call to Barb was automatically tape-transcribed. I picked up your voice, whispering to your old pal Gerry. I couldn’t hear exactly what you said, but I know you were convincing him to make that date with Barb in Burns Park. You knew the Hats and I would cover it and put Gerry down. I’ve given it some thought, and I’ve come to believe that you kept in touch with Gerry while you hid out from the Four Brothers in Victorville. I think you consulted with the CTWA as a whole, assured that they wouldn’t come after you. I think you devised their entire left-right strategy. Scalp Man wanted Barb, you wanted Barb, so you sent the Hats and me out to kill him. You ran it by the three other brothers first, and they okayed it. Gerry had become too pathetic. He had to go, and you punched the ticket.”

			Shell shrugged. “I’m not saying yes and I’m not saying no. And since you offed my pal Doug Kallman, why should I owe you any sort of consideration?”

			I said, “Because I’ll feed you to the grand jury otherwise. I’ll lay out your numerous families and your long-standing collusion with a commie-front union. I’ll sink your political career in a quick heartbeat. You can buy out by buying Norm Krause out of his own grand-jury subpoena. Big-mouth Norm on the stand will sink you for the Salt-and-Pepper 459s and the Attempt Murder on that LAPD man. Norm’s in the shit now. He’s deep in the hole on his mortgage, and Norm’s Nest is going down. I would advise you to put Norm back on his feet and send him on a long European vacation, where the grand jury won’t be able to touch him.”

			Shell lit a cigarette. “That sounds like sage advice, so I think I’ll take it.”

			I said, “Good. While I have you, let me ask you one more thing. Who gave you or sold you the Lindbergh notes that you passed on to Tom Bradley?”

			Shell blew smoke rings. “Sholem Weiss. This was about two months before Sholem and his wife got snuffed. That was eight years and change ago, so I spent a lot of time just looking at the bills and drooling all over them. Sholem was the CP’s big money man, and he was skimming off the top of the cache of notes the brothers let him have to utilize as ‘show money’ to rope in investors. Sholem sunk four grand into a crumb-bum motel out near Twentynine Palms. The brothers got wind of it and torched the place. They wore bright red Klan sheets for the torching. Sholem and Myra were marked for death from that moment on.”

			

			—

			I’d postponed my initial interview as long as I could. I drove home to change clothes and clean up. I clocked a padded envelope on my doorstep. Red Stromwall had taped a note to the top:

			
				Freddy,

				Max and I turned this at Cal State Dominguez Hills. It contains a perfunctory recounting of some things the upstairs neighbors heard on 4-16-54, along with some photographs of the bathroom where male killer left the contaminated piss. Call us when you’ve assessed it.

				Keep the faith,

				RS

			

			I ripped open the envelope and quick-skimmed it on the porch. The report ran threadbare. Neighbors in the second-floor apartment above the Weiss pad reported this:

			“Extended male sobs, shrieks, and mercy pleas, along with a demanding male voice, during the coroner’s estimated time frame for the killings. The neighbors—who were CP just like the Weisses—thought nothing of it. Noise of that type frequently emanated from the Weiss place. A CP man stated: ‘They were Trotskyites, and all Trots are given to fits and displays of untoward emotion. When we heard those noises we just thought ‘the Weisses had some comrades over, and they’re into it again.’ ”

			I went through the photographs. They were marked “Rear Bathroom.” They showed a grubby little room. A chipped bathtub, dingy floormats, cracked tile, chipped wall paint. Boxes piled in front and off to the sides of an open doorway. The obstructions made simple in-and-out egress difficult. Clear the obstructions or utilize the other bathroom. That was simple common sense.

			I fast-walked inside and called KKXL. I told Nat Denkins to meet me at the Weiss apartment house. Grease the manager. Gain access to the former Weiss crib and the crib directly above it. Price is no object. Make this happen. I’ll be there in one hour flat.

			

			—

			We got double-lucky.

			Nat hit the Conquistador first. The day manager snapped up our bribe. He said both apartments were empty and up for rent. He unlocked both doors and told us to take all the time we’d need.

			Extended male sobs. Shrieks. Mercy pleas. A demanding male voice.

			I worked downstairs. Nat worked upstairs. The former Weiss pad was unfurnished. It had been repainted and otherwise left untouched. Its confines matched the ’54 perspective shots.

			I sound-check-stomped the uncarpeted floorboards. I made purposeful noise. Nat yelled, “I heard you, Freddy.” I re-stomped the entire apartment. Nat yelled, “I heard you,” again.

			Porous walls and ceiling. Good sound conductors.

			I stomped through the connecting hallway. I shrieked, sobbed, muttered, and screech-murmured mercy pleas. I uttered, “Don’t hurt me,” “Don’t kill me,” “I can’t take this anymore.” I employed three voice ranges. Nat yelled, “I hear you, Freddy”—each and every time.

			I stood in both bathrooms and both bedrooms. I shrieked, sobbed, pled for mercy, and shouted, “Where did you hide them!” Nat yelled, “I heard you, Freddy. I discerned every word.” I faked sobs at the top of my lungs. Nat yelled, “I heard you, Freddy. Man, these walls are thin!”

			We scored. We logged solid circumstantial evidence. The two pads constituted a solid courtroom exhibit. Janelle could wait. I could move in now. I could brace my dominant suspect with tenacity and guile.

			

			—

			I parked curbside. There’s the Buick in the driveway. Rain clouds skittered low. I walked up and tapped the buzzer. D. J. Siemers opened the door.

			She held a cigarette and a highball glass. She was juicing at noon.

			I said, “I’ve been looking for you.”

			D.J. said, “I’ve been busy preparing documents to spirit Hazel Medina out of the country. She fears a revival of McCarthyite fervor, and specifically fears you. She left me a message to relay to you. How does ‘I did not kill Laurette Bowen or Sholem and Myra Weiss’s sound?”

			“Plausible. And for what it’s worth, I don’t think you killed them, either.”

			“I’m gratified to hear it, and I’d be pleased if you’d tell me why.”

			“Invite me in, will you? This is not a front-porch conversation.”

			D.J. held the door wide. I stepped inside. I looked around and tried to appear stunned. I made like I’d never been here before. D.J. took the bait. She said, “I realize it’s radical, home is home, and I consider it art.”

			I looked for a place to sit. D.J. pointed me to a red-and-black, prison-stripe chair. She took the matching chair. She placed me in a face-off position.

			“So. Tell me why you think I’m not a three-time murderer.”

			I memorized my initial pitch on the ride over. It ran protractedly long. I had it down, pitch-perfect. It was blunt and false-premised. It contained a built-in trap. I wondered if she’d play it blithe or fight back.

			“I uncovered some loose file sheets on the Weiss job, and consider them to be revelatory. The Weisses’ upstairs neighbor heard ‘male sobs,’ ‘male shrieks,’ ‘mercy pleas,’ and a ‘demanding male voice’ emanating from the Weisses’ guest bedroom, during the coroner’s stated time of death. The neighbor was CP and told detectives that he found such emotional utterings and rancor to be SOP for the Weiss household. I now think that a single male assailant killed the Weisses and Laurette Bowen, and that Hazel Medina blundered into the aftermath of the killings and was about to enter the apartment when she ran into you, pacing on the front porch. Photographic evidence of two sets of blood drops indicate that. I think the unknown male assailant sedated and tortured both Weisses, and that he sedated Myra first and left her on the bed in the master bedroom. He performed perfunctory sexual mutilations on Myra, because it was repugnant to him, because he thrives on self-abnegation, and because he was well versed in the manufactured myth of the Indigenous Cell, which purportedly always assigned scutwork of that nature to women, in order to degrade, control, and eroticize them. He tortured Sholem in the guest bedroom, extracted or did not extract information on the whereabouts of the Lindbergh notes from him, carried him into the master bedroom and laid him down beside Myra, waited with them as they lay sedated, and created an interval in time to make it seem as if an accomplice needed to be summoned to inflict the death cuts, which he himself inflicted. All the initial detectives working the case bought the male-killer-summoned theory, until they turned up eyewitnesses who saw two tall women running toward the Farmer John Market, five blocks east of the Weisses’ apartment house. They were seen in a pay-phone booth outside the market, and there were blood drops on the floor of the booth, one attributed to Sholem Weiss in ’54, and one recently attributed to Hazel Medina. I think both of you stepped in blood seeping out the front-door crack of the Weiss apartment. There’s significant forensic evidence pointing to a single male killer, and none pointing to two women. Would you care to comment on that?”

			Steely D.J. She eye-leveled me throughout my whole spiel. She reached for her cigarettes three times. She withdrew her hand three times—because she knew it made her look weak.

			“No. I have no comments to offer. You’re having me on. You’re baiting me. You’ve omitted what you thought Hazel and I were doing outside the Weiss apartment during the time frame of the killings.”

			She caught the trap. Hold for a curveball.

			“I called PC Bell an hour ago. I put together your numerous pay-phone communiqués with Morris Gelb in the weeks preceding the murders. PC Bell was tabulating booth calls in ’54, but they no longer do. It put your foreplay-shooting of Morris in a whole new light.”

			D.J. said, “Talk to my attorney. I’ve retained Grant Cooper. He’s also been retained by my ex-husband, Virgil Dawes, and a young policeman who shot at two burglars, supposedly on Virgil’s command. Mr. Cooper has notched a great number of civil-liberties violations of late, which he considers to be a fresh wave of LAPD McCarthyism.”

			I smiled. “Why did you shoot and wound Danny Marxman, aka Meyer David Maslin, and Morris Gelb?”

			D.J. said, “No comment.”

			I said, “You blew a man’s arm off in Valencia, Spain.”

			D.J. said, “It’s not what I did in Spain. It’s what was done to me.”

			“The Party had you seduce and marry Virgil Dawes. Your brief was to determine the exact details of Virgil’s account of the theft of his Lindbergh gold notes. If so, where are the notes now?”

			D.J. lit a cigarette. “If Sholem Weiss could talk, he’d tell you they’ve passed through many greedy communist hands.”

			“The Party made you convince Myra Weiss to enter therapy with Doug Kallman. They were keeping tabs on the Weisses, going back to the late ’40s. I’ve burgled Kallman’s office. He had a lengthy ‘Interesting Female Patient’ roster out in plain view. I didn’t notice Myra’s name.”

			D.J. said, “Why should you? If the Party suborned the immersion—and I’m not saying I facilitated it—they’ve got transcripts of all Myra’s shrink sessions stashed someplace safe.”

			“I find your relationship with Bob Haldeman and John Ehrlichman compelling. I’m betting you approached Haldeman. He was concerned about Richard Nixon’s long-standing phone relationship with Laurette Bowen escalating into something more intimate and morally compromised. You offered to keep tabs on Laurette—for money, of course. Haldeman engaged you to implement a loose surveillance. You saw me tailing Laurette on Halloween night. Certain long-term ideas popped back into your head.”

			D.J. drained her highball and swallowed the ice. She chained cigarettes. I stood up and stretched.

			“Miller Leavy subpoenaed Alger Hiss. A Federal parole officer will be bringing him by the PAB later today.”

			“You must report back and tell me how he’s faring. He was so very cute when all my friends and I slept with him—my penchant for women aside.”

			

			—

			I hogged a pay-phone booth on Brand Boulevard. I had the Glendale-Pasadena Yellow Pages open to “Banks and Savings & Loans.” Five bucks’ worth of dimes weighed down my pockets. I started stiffing cold calls.

			I hit the Glendale banks and S&Ls first. I spieled my credentials to bank managers and quizzed them. Does a Miss Dorothy June Siemers retain a safe-deposit box in your facility?

			I dropped eighteen straight dimes and got eighteen straight no’s. I hit pay dirt at Bank #19. The Security-Pacific. Lake Street, Pasadena.

			The bank manager said, “Yes, Miss Siemers rents a large box in our vault.”

			I told the manager he’d have to stay open late or reopen. He was charged to accommodate a police probe and a Federal writ.

			The manager said, “Yes, sir.” I hung up and called Miller Leavy. I told him we were close on Weiss and Bowen. We might be close on the Lindbergh notes. Get me a safe-deposit box writ—on D. J. Siemers. The Security-Pacific on Lake Street. And get me a bank-draft warrant. Bob Haldeman dropped some coin on D.J., around Halloween. I’m sure of it. I’ll clinch it with a backup interview soon.

			Miller said, “It’s her. Isn’t it?”

			I said, “It sure as shit is.”

			Miller said, “Get down to the PAB. Daryl Gates, Alger Hiss, and his PO are due in an hour.”

			

			—

			Fuck Alger Hiss. He should have burned for his crimes. Have a seat, dipshit. Shoot him the juice, Bruce.

			Sweat Box #2. Five chairs, one table. It was a bare-bones/mundane suspect setting. Miller Leavy, Daryl Gates, and I agreed. No head-smacks, no kid gloves.

			We all hated him. We all teethed on D. J. Siemers, nonstop. Miller passed my news to Daryl. He’d read all my summaries. He knew the standing-urine evidence meant a co-killer. He must have clicked to Morris Gelb.

			Miller wrangled the bank writ. The bank would stay open late. Gates and I would hop here to there. The bank-draft warrant should kick loose tomorrow. D.J. could not explain away the money or the service that it bought. Bob Haldeman would weigh in with the truth.

			Gates, Leavy, me. We sat still and stayed mute. We telepathed “Fuck, it’s D.J.”—wham, bam, bam.

			The door popped open. The Fed parole man ushered Alger Hiss in. He was fifty-eight now. Summer ’48 spotlit him, slick and handsome. Fall ’62 showed him flabby and sad-eyed.

			The Fed said, “Mr. Hiss, this is Mr. Leavy, Lieutenant Gates, and Lieutenant Otash. We’re allotting them twenty minutes. It pertains to the ’48 hearings and some people you might recall.”

			Hiss spoke. He hailed from Baltimore. He laid on a mid-south drawl.

			“I have not now nor have ever been a member of the Communist Party USA or an agent of any foreign government. I am here as a cooperative—if unduly heckled—witness.”

			The Fed sat down. Hiss sat down. Miller said, “We appreciate your coming in, sir.” Gates cued me. I stared bang-on at Hiss.

			“Laurette Bowen was murdered in Los Angeles on October 31 of this year. Please comment on your relationship with Miss Bowen.”

			Hiss cleared his throat. “Miss Bowen was my indirect conduit to Richard Nixon, from 1949 through to the end of my prison sentence. She and Nixon were phone chums. She called Nixon on his so-called ‘Friendship Phone’ and shared banalities with him. She subtly pressed Tricky Dick for government secrets, after he became our veep. He supplied her with an ongoing boring précis of boring President Eisenhower’s fascistic foreign-policy coups and asked her sexually tinged questions like ‘Do you wear low-cut bikinis?’ I know all this because Laurette visited me in prison and told me. The Party put her up to the friendship with Nixon, I’m sure of that. Whittaker Chambers got Nixon hopped-up on the ‘Friendship Phone’ concept. Chambers called dowdy women in the CP and talked to them at great length, in order to assuage his Greek lust for hunky young men.”

			I said, “D. J. Siemers and Hazel Medina. They were paramours of yours, despite their sapphic bent, were they not?”

			“Yes—but I set them straight for a while, before they reverted. D.J. bragged that she killed mashers and rapists during the Spanish Civil War, and I never doubted it. I did, however, offer a deft apologia for rape. I told her that men engaged in the struggle had every right to require women to serve them in a manner that permitted them to blow off steam. D.J. found this notion distasteful. Hazel was no more than D.J.’s sex slave, who learned a great many spicy tricks during her man-deprived years in a Mexican nunnery.”

			Gates said, “Myra Weiss?”

			Hiss said, “Myra was frigid, and a concurrent nymphomaniac in pursuit of the one-and-only orgasm that would last her the rest of her life. She was also the single loudest and most shrill blabbermouth in the history of the CP. She incessantly complained that her feckless husband Sholem worshipped money more than social justice, and that her doted-upon and PW’d nephew Morris wanted to become an IRS agent in order to persecute people who had more money than him. The lad advocated the reinstatement of debtor’s prisons and collected S&M comic books, which depicted latex-clad women whipping young boys with cat-o’-nine-tails.”

			I said, “The theft of fifteen grand in gold notes from a Treasury agent named Virgil Dawes?”

			Hiss fitted a cigarette into a garish holder. He brushed invisible lint off his suit coat.

			“Apocryphal, but certainly true. As D. J. Siemers is wont to say, the money passed through many greedy communist hands. I used to light my wife’s cigarettes with presumptive Lindbergh bills. If they came to rest anywhere, it was with Sholem Weiss. Also, a Treasury man once told me that after a certain period of time the notes would be declared valueless, and before that they would be redeemable only for their face value, and the sale of them for more money than that would be considered a felony. I might add that the collector’s market is nothing but fickle. Private newsletters circulate, and I have been told that they recently advertised a pair of Marilyn Monroe’s panties for a scant five hundred dollars. I should think they would fetch at least six hundred, don’t you?”

			

			—

			Cops and bank drones huddled by the storage vault. Six Pasadena plainclothesmen and bluesuits backstopped Daryl Gates and me. Plus Ray Pinker and two lab techs.

			The Feds perched by a double-deck pushcart. It was jammed with forensic gear and application chemicals. Bottles, beakers, siphon tubes, dust vacuum. Brushes, chemistry texts, and two microscopes.

			The branch manager hovered by D.J.’s slide-out box. Two midlevel stooges stood by me. The manager looked at Ray Pinker. Ray said, “Go ahead.”

			The manager slid two keys into two keyholes and twisted them clockwise. He pulled out the box and let it rest on its runners. Gates and I crowded up for the look-see. We saw and inventoried this:

			A stack of U.S. Savings Bonds. A box of .25-caliber dumdums. A Kodachrome photograph, preserved in a plastic sheath.

			D. J. Siemers, Hazel Medina, Laurette Bowen. Young and decked out in trekking gear. Their red berets gleamed. D.J.’s bore four hashmarks. Hazel’s and Laurette’s bore none. I turned the snapshot over and read the inscription:

			“Bilbao. March 24, 1937.”

			D.J. had killed four rapists as of that date.

			The techs emptied the box and placed the contents on their top tray. Ray spread a gummy solution throughout the interior of the box. The solution congealed into a crust. Ray took a paring knife and cut off a one-inch-square section. He dropped the excised crust into a beaker filled with blue liquid.

			Ray checked his watch and counted off two minutes. The liquid turned bright orange.

			Ray said, “It’s a positive. This box has been filled with Lorhipten-saturated currency.”

			

			—

			Gates and I walked out to the sidewalk. I stole the photo of the three women. I wanted to study it and keep it. I wanted Judy to see it and offer up her gestalt.

			Daryl said, “Mike Bayless called me. He said Reggie Farrington will be gigging at Scimitar City tonight. His last gig ends at 1:30. He’s got Marxman/Maslin helping him load equipment. Take them about 2:00. They’ll be alone in the Blade Room.”
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			(Los Angeles, 1:42 a.m., Wednesday, 11/28/62)

			Virgil Dawes lounged in his office. Treasury was otherwise lights-off and still. He’d tilted his desk chair back and crossed his ankles over a stack of reports. He wore a tweed jacket, flannels, and crepe-sole shoes. A pump shotgun was propped against his desk.

			Sawed-off. Sixteen-inch barrel. Chambered for double-ought buckshot and slugs.

			I packed the same ordnance. I wore it under a blue blazer. A break-away holster held it snug to my right side. The butt snapped onto my belt. A harness held the business end tight.

			Dawes said, “It’s a nice night for it.”

			I walked up to his desk. He wore a small silver lapel pin. I recognized the details. It was Charles Lindbergh’s airplane, The Spirit of St. Louis.

			He kept a supply of them in a coffee mug. He reached in and handed me one. I pinned it to my left lapel.

			Dawes stood up and snapped on his pump gun. He adjusted his jacket over it. My F-car was stashed curbside. We walked outside and climbed in.

			Downtown L.A. was flat-still and void of pedestrians and cars. I U-turned on Spring Street and cut south to Washington. We took Washington to La Brea and passed the Oreo Strip. France’s Drive-In glowed bright. They were 2:00 a.m. swamped. Blade Room habitués were half-gassed and craved chow.

			We turned left and passed the Scimitar City complex. Scimitar Sid glared on a row of façades. Tommy Tucker kept him backlit through to dawn.

			We parked in front of the Blade Room. I clocked two cars in the south-adjacent lot. Reggie’s ride and Maslin/Marxman’s ride. I heard crash and thump sounds inside the club. Reggie and his girl-hunter pal were hauling sound gear.

			We got out and stood on the sidewalk. We unclipped our pump guns and jacked rounds in. We shouldered the front door open. The four walls were overhead-lit. Scimitar Sid snarled insults. “Dig on the hip sounds within, motherfuckers! I command you.” “Have your wedding at the Blade Room, motherfuckers! Reynaldo Rey will recite your vows!”

			The tables and chairs were pushed off to one side. Reggie and Maslin/Marxman packed amplifiers and mike cords. They worked fifteen feet in front of us. Maslin/Marxman toiled, oblivious. Reggie sidelong-clocked us. He was smooth and quick. He moved his eyes, not his head.

			He scratched his torso.

			He slid his fingers toward his waistband. He wore his shirt untucked. His hand slid south. I saw a revolver butt, I pivoted, I triggered a spread.

			I caught his legs and blew him off his feet. He hit the floor and reflex-popped two shots. He caught Virgil flush in the face. His forehead and one eye exploded. Virgil punched a spread as he fell. He caught Maslin/Marxman clean. Buckshot ripped him bare-chested and shattered his ribs.

			Virgil caved to his knees and toppled facedown. Reggie flailed and fired twice at me. The shots went wide. I fired down at him. I poured four rounds down and in-tight. I blew up his face and tore out his guts and severed the foot I scorched a month back.
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			(Los Angeles, 10:00 a.m., Thursday, 11/29/62)

			Virgil Dawes was interred at Forest Lawn Glendale. The crowd assembled an acre deep. It was a closed-coffin service. It was raucous and roiling and stage-managed to the nth degree. Quincy Jones put the show together and saw to the music. Two dozen pole-mounted speakers assured a wide sound spread. This show was all about the music. Mr. Jones saw to that.

			The crowd formed to the adagio from Mahler’s Fifth. They murmured Huh? and What is this? Mr. Jones pulled the stops out then. Duke Ellington hit the speakers. “Don’t Get Around Much Anymore” was sparkling, lively, and light. People swayed with it. The brightness reminded them that there was life beyond this moment and eternal life beyond all.

			The two thousand mourners were overwhelmingly Negro. The white minority were overwhelmingly cops. They wore LAPD and Sheriff ’s dress kit. Jimmy Downey attended. Bill Parker blew Kwan’s on a day pass. Daryl Gates, the Hats, and my guys attended. The Federal cops wore civvies. Morris Gelb did not attend.

			I wore my Marine Corps dress blues. Judy stood beside me. We were up front near the speakers’ dais. Judy wore a plain black dress, Dawes, tartan sash adorned. She trembled and teetered on her dumb high heels. I held her hand and pressed her arm into my side. We anchored ourselves still.

			Tom Bradley, Gilbert Lindsay, and Bill Rumford stood on the dais. Gilbert and Bill wept openly. Big Tom delivered the eulogy. He told the story of Virgil and the Airplane.

			It was 1957. Virgil was a captain on the Sheriff ’s. He wanted to play golf at Torrey Pines, north of San Diego. He wanted his friends Tom and Gilbert to come with him. His Negro girlfriend played low-handicap golf. He invited her along.

			Virgil had no pilot’s license. He was not instrument-certified and only tenuously knew how to fly. He “borrowed” a six-seater surveillance plane from the Sheriff ’s Aero Bureau. The whole gang got together and flew on down.

			The golf course was segregated. The gang cabbed down to T.J. and went on a pub crawl. Virgil Dawes was then-Sheriff Gene Biscailuz’s first choice to succeed him. The airplane caper cost Virgil the job. Virgil didn’t care. It was a nice airplane ride, and he had a swell time with his friends.

			Tom closed with a reading from Revelation:

			“Then, as I looked up, I saw a door standing open in Heaven, and the same voice I had heard before spoke to me like a trumpet blast. The voice said, ‘Come up here, and I will show you what must happen next.’ ”

			A hush settled in. A silent interval followed. People crossed themselves and prayed. The hush subsided. Mourners murmured and spoke outright. Ossie Davis climbed up on the dais and recited the 23rd Psalm. The bulk of the mourners spoke the words along with him. Judy and I spoke the words. We were church born-and-bred.

			The somber mood crested and broke. People unclenched and sighed. Sarah Vaughan sang “Brokenhearted Melody.” Patti Page sang “The Tennessee Waltz.” Harry Belafonte sang “Jamaica Farewell.” Judy sang the Billie Holiday classic “God Bless the Child.” She brought down the house and closed the show.

			The crowd slowly dispersed and walked toward the chapel for coffee and cake. Judy and I were unsteady on our feet. People looked at us. Some people stared. The “Scimitar City Shootout” was a big news story. People recognized me. I mind-read them. He was there with Virgil when he died. The girl’s too tall for him. I smiled at the folks who looked at me. Most of them smiled back.

			We approached the chapel. I saw a tall older man, standing by a limousine. His eyes welled.

			The man was Charles Lindbergh.
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			(Los Angeles, 2:40 p.m., Thursday, 11/29/62)

			I phone-worked in my cubicle. The arrests weighed on me now. I passed the word at the chapel. Miller Leavy, Daryl Gates, and the Hats huddled up. They were up-to-date on my file-box evidence. I said, “It’s D.J. and Morris Gelb.” Nobody evinced surprise. Miller’s bank-draft warrant came through. Ben Davis 3 served it. He talked to the B-of-A/Beverly Hills boss. H. R. Haldeman wired D. J. Siemers eight grand on October 27th. I was engaged to tail Nixon the same day. She tailed me. I led her to Tricky Dick and Laurette Bowen. It went bad from there. Daryl Gates went by Haldeman’s ad agency and hard-braced him. Haldeman said D.J. approached him. She said the ex-veep was jungled-up with a stone commie agent. She knew Laurette. She’d surveil Laurette—for a fee.

			I called Janelle Farrington and asked her a few simple questions. Was Reggie’s house—the only two-story job on Meadowbrook—empty Halloween night? Janelle said, “It was. Reggie and I worked all-nighters.”

			“Did D. J. Siemers ask for use of the house, on some pretext?”

			Janelle said, “Yep. She needed a hole-up spot to avoid trick-or-treaters.”

			And to surveil Richard Nixon and Laurette Bowen.

			Bingo:

			I made phone calls.

			I called L.A. International. I came on badge-heavy. I bullied reservation clerks at all the transcontinental-route airlines. I dropped Hazel Medina’s name and offered up a description. The clerks snapped to. They said No. No woman of that name or description had booked flights with them. I called the SAC at the L.A. Treasury office. We commiserated per Virgil Dawes. I queried him on the specific legal standing of the Lindbergh notes. He confirmed Alger Hiss’s statement. They were unmarketable. Legal constraints restricted their flow. They were null-and-void unless Charles Lindbergh reclaimed them. I called the coffee shop next door to 8612. The shift boss told me the scared-shitless move-outs rendered the building a ghost town. I inquired per Morris Gelb’s work schedule. The shift boss kicked loose. His tattle did not affirm or refute a single link in my circumstantial chain. I called Morty Bendish and laid out D.J. and Morris. I told him answers were imminent and promised him first dibs. I told him to plan a cover piece for tomorrow. It would describe D.J. and SA Gelb in snide abstract terms. It would name no names. It was strictly a scare piece. He was to label D.J. the “Red Succubus.” He was to label Gelb the “Red Nebbish.” He was to title his piece “Red Ripper Snuffs: Who Are the Red Succubus and Red Nebbish?” He was to stress my blastout of Scalp Man, refer to D.J. as the “ex-wife of a just martyred T-man,” and refer to the nebbish as “IRS fuzz.” Morty said he’d jump on the piece NOW.

			I called the SAC of the IRS squad. I buzzed him on Morris Gelb’s everyday whereabouts. The man called Gelb a “night owl.” He did paperwork and filed spreadsheets until 2:00 a.m. routinely. His resignation kicks in on December 5th. He goes to work for that ad agency then.

			Daryl Gates called me. He told me Robert Kennedy wanted to stage a raid on the CTWA. Gates had shared my late-breaking summaries with him. Ratfuck said, “Fuck bad PR and ‘LAPD McCarthyism.’ All the Four Brothers revelations amount to ‘no kid gloves.’ I want Freddy and the Hat Squad out front on this one.”

			I called Max Herman. I told him to round up Red, Harry, and Eddie. I planned to move on D.J. today. She might take it suicidal. Clear the neighborhood. Stand ready with rifles and tear gas.

			Max said, “Where the hell is Hazel Medina? We’ve beat the bushes for her. She could cinch all the murders up.”

			I said, “She’s dead. D.J. killed her.”

			

			—

			I buzzed her at 4:00 p.m. She cracked the door and tossed it wide. Her response spooked me. Her steely resolve had frayed.

			We sat in our prison-stripe chairs. We faced off again. Her clutch sat on the coffee table. The .25 automatic was outlined. I pulled it out and sniffed the barrel. I caught gunshot residue. I popped the clip and counted five bullets. The clip and chamber held seven. She’d shot Hazel Medina twice.

			D.J. lit a cigarette. “Are you here because you honestly think you know, or are you just here to harass me? Either way, we can chat for a while, and then I’ll call Grant Cooper.”

			I said, “You didn’t send Hazel abroad. I think you buried her, further up in the canyon.”

			D.J. fondled her lighter. Her hands spastic-twitched.

			“It’s very quiet out.”

			“The neighborhood has been cleared. If you decide to go out rough, men will shoot through the window glass and kill you.”

			She twitched her lighter out of her hands. It hit the floor. She fumbled it back in her lap.

			I said, “Calm down, will you? I don’t like seeing you this way.”

			She grimace-smiled. “You just expressed concern for me. I won’t call it love, but it was close. You’re an easy read, you know.”

			She set me back. She derailed me. I rephrased my first thrust.

			“You shot Morris Gelb, but it was a love tap compared to what you were planning. You slept with him a few times to seal the deal. We found silver-colloidal residue in the guest-bathroom toilet. You grazed him with two dumdums. The guest bathroom was shoddy, and Morris had to step over a pile of boxes to use the toilet. He could have used the much nicer bathroom down the hall, but you were listening to him torturing Sholem Weiss from there.”

			D.J. stubbed out her cigarette. I noticed the new gray hair in with the brown.

			“Gerry McKiernan told you to make it happen. You’ve always been CP and nothing but. Gerry said, ‘Let Sholem hold all the gold notes for now.’ He told you to make Sholem reveal the location of the notes, and kill him and Myra then. Morris Gelb performed all the mutilations and slit his aunt and uncle’s throats. You listened but did not watch. Hazel knocked on the front door as you and Morris were about to go out the back. She knew it was going to happen and had misgivings. The two of you adjourned to the porch. You tracked blood outside. Hazel stepped in it. You chased Hazel to the pay phone outside the market. She intended to call Mitch Norby and rat you out. That’s how the eyewits saw two tall women running. You grabbed Hazel’s arm to keep her from making the call. You dug your nails in and drew blood. The lab ID’d her blood on the floor of the booth. You dripped Sholem’s blood on the floor of the booth. Gelb tried to embrace you with his uncle’s blood on his hands. You pushed him away. That’s why the blood dripped off you. Hazel backed down from calling Norby. She always backed down from you.”

			D.J. said, “It’s fanciful, but you’re quite psychically astute.”

			I said, “You wanted the Lindbergh notes, but Sholem refused to divulge the location. Eight and a half years passed. You read the papers and connected the Salt-and-Pepper burglaries to the notes. Danny Marxman told you that Joe Shell engaged Mike Bayless and Reggie Farrington to do the jobs, and that your now-late ex-husband, Virgil Dawes—who the CP convinced you to marry in the first place—was on their trail. That alerted you, but there must have been a precipitating event that convinced you to kill Laurette by herself.”

			D.J. gripped her ashtray. I flashed the safe-deposit pic. D.J., Hazel, and Laurette. Bilbao, late March ’37. Three young women in commie berets. D.J.’s has four hashmarks. Hazel’s and Laurette’s have none.

			D.J. studied the picture. Her teeth chattered. They were nicotine-stained.

			“Without admitting anything, I will describe the last time I saw Hazel and Laurette. They were naked, in bed in my own home, with an equally naked Mike Bayless and Janelle Farrington. Hazel said, ‘Give us all a moment to climax, will you, sweetie?’ Laurette said, ‘Don’t you keep up with trends? Get with it. It’s 1962.’ ”

			I said, “Bullshit. It all started in Spain. That picture shows it loud and clear. The hashmarks. You killed the men who raped the three of you, raped other women, raped with impunity. You despised Hazel and Laurette. They weren’t you. They lacked your courage and conviction. You’ve despised them ever since. That’s your personal motive. Beyond that, the brothers monitored Laurette’s phone relationship with Richard Nixon. It was a CP operation from the start. The relationship had escalated to the point of a personal meeting and perhaps an intimate relationship, where Laurette would overplay her hand and attempt to get Nixon to divulge state secrets of some import. The brothers simply distrusted Laurette, who was half Party and half Cristero, and very much out of control of her effects. You met Bob Haldeman at the LAPD lineup we co-hosted. Someone told you he was set to hire me to tail Nixon and catch him with a ‘Friendship Phone’ girl. You contacted Haldeman and told him you knew just the girl he was dialed in with. You would surveil her, for a certain fee. Haldeman sent you an eight-thousand-dollar bank draft on October 27th. I was tailing Nixon throughout the next run of days. You followed me on Halloween night. Nixon met Laurette at Tommy Tucker’s place. You saw them, you saw me, you knew Laurette would take Nixon to the Alsace Avenue safe house. Nixon saw you observing them from the Farringtons’ upstairs porch. You tortured and killed Laurette during the time span when I tailed Nixon to the Parisian Room and the cab rank. You had a long-standing personal motive, and now you had a political one. It was a CP motive, because you and the Party have always been inextricable. You brought a phone-jack phone to the safe house and called Hazel. You told her to do a cleanup before cops converged on the place. You continued to surveil the safe house from Reggie Farrington’s place on Meadowbrook, two blocks away and the only two-story house in the area with a view of Alsace Avenue. I discovered the body, left, and returned with my forensic gear. You saw me leave a second time. You called Hazel back and told her to act now. You left through the back door, and you fluffed the carpet as you left. Now Hazel goes in the back door. She leaves indentations on the living-room carpet. The LAPD crime lab does a walking portrait. They posit a tall woman with a long stride and big feet. They find nicotine samples on the back doorknob, and surmise a heavy smoker, which Hazel surely was.”

			D.J. picked up her chairside phone and dialed seven digits. She listened for a moment. I heard a call-transfer click.

			“Grant, it’s D. J. Siemers. Freddy Otash is here, and he’s preparing to arrest me. Will you get over here, now?”

			I reached over and grabbed the phone. D.J. hugged herself. I replaced the receiver and touched her shoulder.

			“He’s got to drive up from downtown. We’ve got some time. Will you tell me about Spain?”
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			They met in Mexico. They caught the end of El Presidente Calles and his murderous Redshirt brigades. She was young, but Hazel and Laurette barely predated the Revolution. She was always La Jefa. Hazel and Laurette were her kid sisters, subalterns, lovers on occasion. They were feed-the-poor nuns on the loose. They weren’t spinster suffragettes who cut their teeth on the Triangle Shirtwaist Fire. They were too young to have marched for Sacco and Vanzetti. They were ex-commed nuns who renounced God but not their consciences. They were communist women out to raise hell.

			They veered Trotskyite at first. It was pre-Stalinist and Stalinist reds who torched churches, murdered priests, and raped nuns under Calles. The practices continued under Lázaro Cárdenas, but on a reduced and somehow more insidious scale. They attributed such horrors to divisive Party rivalries and misinterpretations of Leninist text. They veered away from Trotsky and embraced Stalin. He was the more dynamic man with the more utilitarian worldview and the more scabrous vision of God. He and he alone earned the mantle of Maximum Leader.

			Hazel was Mexican-born and raised in Los Angeles. She and Laurette were California girls raised in Stockton and Bakersfield. Laurette went from parochial school to nunnery, nonstop. SHE was Jesuit-overeducated at Stanford and served a concurrent hitch with the Church. She fell in with laudanum-tipping sapphic sisters who turned her out politically and sex-wise. She was a graduate-degree chemist, a nun, a woman of the world. She went to Mexico to feed the poor and cruise women. She embraced bolshevism. She was raped her first week in-country.

			Hazel and Laurette had been raped. They critiqued their assailants as victims of the capitalist insect. Their outrage went pffft along Party lines. She knew a Party man raped her. He supported women’s suffrage and anti-lynching legislation in the American South. He considered rape a palliative and a much-needed rite of passage for handmaids of the malevolent God who enslaved the world in His own unholy name.

			He bragged to her, post-rape. He was joining the International Brigade to support the Loyalist cause and slay the Fascist Beast in Spain. He invited her and her friends Hazel and Laurette to join him in this just endeavor. She decided to toe the Party line and go to Spain. She decided to murder the rapist on Spanish soil and blame it on the Fascist Beast.

			The three ex-nuns, the raped-nun clique. They traveled to Spain on a World War I–vintage troop ship. They underwent indoctrination lectures. Apparatchik gasbags defamed free speech and espoused a convoluted process of revolution that few comrades understood and most comrades lapped up. She saw that communism thrived on coerced consensus. She held this realization tight. Group discussions were brutal shoutdowns that often devolved into fist and knife fights. The seas were rough, the food was sparse, the vodka abundant. They hit Spanish shores late in ’36 and took on field duties. Hazel and Laurette toured skirmish sites and tended to the sick and wounded. She gravitated toward intelligence assignments. She carried messages and retrieved documents from dead drops. Red Guard high-ups and Nazi/Falangist high-ups shared strategic tattle for money. Nazis and ostensible International Brigadesmen robbed banks, burglarized houses, and shared the profits with the U.S. Party on a 50-50 split. She began to view communism as a shell game perpetuated by a criminal cartel and the shuck of Workers’ Revolt!!! as a crazy lie on a par with the Nazis’ blood libel of the Jews. This knowledge emboldened her more than appalled her. She bought a .25-caliber Spanish Star automatic. It was nickel-plated and came with a seven-shot clip. She learned the habits of the comrade who raped her in southern Mexico and murdered him outside a bodega in northern Spain. Her stated vocation was “communist.” Her true vocation was “criminal.” Her first murder taught her that.

			Sholem and Myra Weiss and Mary Beth Crane joined her cell outside Madrid. They were charged to courier money between battle sites and make money on their own. Myra put herself out as bait in badger games. Myra picked up affluent and married Spanish businessmen. Myra got them drunk and took them to hotels. She had sex with them and let Sholem mock-discover them and shake them down for the money on their persons and in their bank accounts. They were told to kick back all their badger-game profits to the in-country apparatchik who ran their cell. The Weisses always withheld a percentage.

			Mary Beth Crane was something else. She viewed Mary Beth as her perversely twinned equal. She was tall and trim. Mary Beth was stout and dumpy. She was forty-four or forty-five. Mary Beth served as a Party-marriage breeding sow. She began in 1910, at age sixteen. She hatched baby boys seven years pre-revolution. They grew up in red collectives. They never knew their fathers. Mary Beth only knew their fathers’ bodies in her most-fertile cycles. They wore red masks when they fucked her. CP high-ups granted Mary Beth a singular dispensation. She was introduced to her four most promising sons in 1934. They were nineteen, twenty, and twenty-one and -two then. They were highly intelligent and dauntingly vicious. They followed Mary Beth to Spain. They murdered priests and raped nuns from the Pyrenees to the Atlantic. They robbed graves and obscenely posed skeletized priests and nuns on roadways and city street corners. Mary Beth hailed from Calvinist stock in rural Minnesota. She hated Catholics but feared D. J. Siemers. D.J. hated and feared Mary Beth. Mary Beth guzzled laudanum and had visions swirled and blurred through night sweats. She wanted to foment race war in her native U.S. Her sons would serve the summons. She would fire the first shot. They would start in Detroit and work their way east.

			Mary Beth Crane inculcated hate in Dorothy June Siemers. Her hate manifested as bitterly articulate rancor and seething dislike. Hazel and Laurette were raped. Newly recruited Party men did it. She ordered Hazel and Laurette to kill them. They refused. She hectored them to no avail. Civil wars dashed civil contracts. Aristophanes said, “Whirl is King.” They were communist women spawning terror on foreign shores. Communist women possessed agency. Kill them for all women, kill them for ME.

			Hazel and Laurette refused.

			She hated them through her love for them. Her ideals began to blur. She buzz-bombed rightist lesbian conclaves. These girls loved to dress up in Mussolini’s basic black. They gravitated to the north and blond Basque women. She gravitated with them. She read Fascist tracts and marked passages that rivaled Marx and Lenin at their most scathingly didactic. She now labeled herself “Communist-Fascist.” She credited the girls and their freak couture for her transformation.

			She finagled courier work in the Basque country. Hazel and Laurette followed her, as they always did. She traveled south on a dead-drop assignation. A man grabbed her crotch outside a seafood emporium in Barcelona. She pretended to enjoy it and shot him in the face. A man fondled her on a bus in Valencia. She blew his left arm off and lost herself in a crowd. She trained back to Bilbao. She coupled with a Norwegian woman in a sleeping compartment.

			Nazi intel peddlers issued a warning to their commie counterparts. There’s a vicious torch-bombing planned for way-north Spain. She’d heard the rumors of the Indigenous Cell and understood that it was a terror ruse to keep her fellow comrades in line. Four men were designated to enact the role of IC terrorists. One mock–Indigenous Cell man was an American medical doctor named Douglas Kallman. She hated him. He exposed himself to Hazel at a seaside guest resort. She sold Kallman and the three other mock-IC men on the imminent firebombing. She told them of a secret sauna under a rock outcropping frequented by the lesbian set. Why didn’t Kallman and his chums hide out there and bypass the bombing ordeal?

			She passed the same intel on to her preferred Falangist contact. She told him the IC men would also be couched there. Wait until they remove their shirts. You’ll see the X’d-out crosses designating the priests they’ve killed and the nuns they’ve raped. The four Falangists arrived at the sauna first. They carried Lugers in their rucksacks. Kallman and the other mock-IC men arrived an hour later. They doffed their duds and revealed their rape-and-murder tattoos. The Falangists pulled their Lugers and shot them point-blank. Only Douglas Kallman survived.

			“Whirl is King.” Aristophenes said that.

			Kallman recovered from his wounds and returned to the U.S. L.A. was the hot spot for hip and cool Party people. Kallman became a psychiatrist in Beverly Hills. Myra Weiss was back in L.A. and looking for a shrink. She’d gone fruitcake crazy. She was dotty for Dick Nixon. Mary Beth Crane’s boys told her to set Myra up with Dr. Doug. He’d shrink her head and pass along the good drift.

			That was years after her whole world went blooey.

			Her Nazi pal got the torch-site wrong. It wasn’t Uncastillo.

			It was Guernica.

			

			—

			The Condor Legion pounded Guernica for thirty-six hours. They worked day/night/day shifts and trashed a small Basque city of no political import or strategic value. They dropped explosive bombs, incendiary bombs, and liquid thermite. The sky burned red for a week. The cobblestone streets remained scorching hot and untraversable. Hundreds of innocent people were slaughtered and maimed. It was a calculated terror attack on a civilian population. It engendered worldwide outrage. Stalin dispatched a full hundred NKVD men. He wanted to control the aftermath of the atrocity and reap profit from mass slaughter. He wanted to divert scrutiny that might embarrass the USSR. The NKVD men murdered a hundred Trotskyites in Catalonia. The NKVD men consulted Mary Beth Crane and her four obstreperous sons. They sanctioned the Crane apparatus and charged them to send individual commies out on cleanup missions. Mary Beth dispatched D. J. Siemers. She went Go, Comrade. D. J. Siemers obeyed. The massacre must be sanitized. She entered the burning remnants of the horror. Hers was a mission to eradicate, profit, expunge.

			They dressed her in heavy, fire-retardant clothing. They handed her a flamethrower and a Thompson submachine gun with a hundred-round drum. They gave her a pair of pliers and a large knapsack. They told her to comb Guernica and search for CP comrades, dead or alive. She was to kill all survivors. They must not be left alive, they must not divulge information. She was to look for known Trotskyites. Their faces appear on bulletins that all true comrades are forced to memorize. It must not become known that Trotskyites served with the International Brigade in Spain. You must incinerate all Trotskyites and burn their faces off. You must appropriate all monies and passports you find on every living or dead person you encounter. You must pry open their mouths, remove all their gold teeth, and toss them in your knapsack. Gold teeth accumulate and form a tidy aggregate weight. Gold teeth can be sold on the international exchange.

			She obeyed. She spent three days trudging through smoldering rubble. She shot barely living comrades she had worked and conspired with. She pulled gold teeth, she torched Trotskyite faces, she shot living CP women who saw her as an apparition and died screaming as she blew their faces off. She stole wallets and passports and emptied handbags into her knapsack. Her fire-retardant suit caused her to gout weight and stagger on her feet. She stumbled corpse to corpse, living man to dying woman. She pulled teeth and soaked her asbestos suit red. She fired eighty-nine of the hundred bullets in her tommy gun into the living faces of her fellow communists, bolshies, reds, workers of the world unite, you have nothing to lose but your chains. She fell asleep among corpses and piled them on top of her to keep warm. She went at it for three full days and into a fourth. She found a barely alive woman that fourth morning. She was noticeably pregnant. She was Mary Beth Crane.

			Mary Beth. A late-in-life pregnancy. Maybe a Party-marriage breeding gig, maybe a natural event.

			Mary Beth looked up. Mary Beth said, “D.J., please.”

			She did not kill Mary Beth. She could not. A volition beyond her powers of conjuring prevented her from performing the act. She hid her knapsack and tommy gun under a pile of bodies and slung Mary Beth over her shoulder. She carried her two miles. She wound up on an unbombed street. She found a doctor there. He was rabid-dog CP. He tended to Mary Beth while she herself slept for forty-eight hours. She awakened sporadically. Mary Beth recovered before she did. She heard the doctor and Mary Beth conspire to foment race war in the United States. She heard them discuss ingenious plans to plant bogus reports in municipal police files. She fell back asleep and forgot the conversation until one drunken night with her husband, Virgil Dawes.

			The doctor delivered Mary Beth’s child. He was a healthy baby boy. He grew up to be John Schoeneweg.

			

			—

			The provisional brigade commander pinned the Lenin Medal for Valiant Service to her green nurse-corps uniform and promoted her to lieutenant colonel. He sent her back to the United States via commercial airline. She landed in New York and trained home to L.A. She wasn’t sure if she was a communist, a fascist, or a devout Catholic nun. The four brothers raped her, Hazel, and Laurette in the post-Guernica chaos. Gerry McKiernan told her why.

			The brothers admired D.J.’s murderous spunk. She slew priest-killers and nun-rapers, willy-nilly. The brothers ordered Hazel and Laurette to kill two rapists apiece. They refused. This shocked the unshockable D. J. Siemers. She had issued the same order herself, and had suffered the same rebuke.

			She returned home, shell-shocked. She drank too much and tried to sleep around the clock. She was stupidly promiscuous and slept with women and men who treated her cruelly. She wondered what happened to the child she saved in Guernica. She lost track of Mary Beth Crane.

			’37 and ’38 passed. The war loomed and sent the world topsy-turvy. Many of the Spanish crew returned to L.A. Hazel, Laurette, the Weisses, Doug Kallman. Mary Beth, and her four evil sons.

			The brothers told her to co-opt Dr. Doug as Myra Weiss’s shrink. She did it. She went to boring cell meetings and studied for her real estate broker’s license. The FBI came around and tried to get her to double. She said, “I will—sooner or later. The Party’s all I’ve got right now.”

			Gerry McKiernan door-knocked her one day. It was early summer ’39. Her onetime rapist came off conciliatory. He asked if she’d care to undertake a long-term immersion. There’s a brilliant if crazy policeman we’d like you to get next to. He and his brothers robbed and terrorized him once. We want to know if he’s considering revenge. He’s a rabid anti-communist and accumulating files. His wife divorced him, he’s lonely, he’s made money in real estate. You’re just his type, even though you prefer girls.

			She said, “Sure.”

			

			—

			D.J. shut down her narrative. She did not admit the three murders she committed and abetted and did not indict Morris Gelb. She wanted me to perform a service for her. I strongly sensed that. She would ask if not demand it. Her terrible story shocked me. Her vivid depiction of her relationship with Mary Beth Crane torqued me as a cop.

			I said, “You want something from me. It pertains to Mary Beth Crane and her three surviving older sons. I’ve spoken to Mary Beth. She offered me information to pass on to Miller Leavy, in order to convince him to spare John Schoeneweg’s life. She requested an extravagant favor. I sense that you’re thinking along similar lines.”

			D.J. lit a cigarette. “Tell me exactly what Mary Beth told you, and describe her request.”

			I lit a cigarette. “It dates back to ’37. Gerry McKiernan ordered Hazel and Laurette to kill two rapists apiece, a demand you also levied on them. They refused Brother Gerry, and they refused you. Mary Beth went on to describe your marriage to the ‘quite disturbed’ Virgil Dawes. She described your file-altering, planting, redacting, and inserting antics. The Brothers learned of this, and got Hazel and Laurette file clerk jobs at ‘two police agencies,’ meaning LAPD and the Sheriff ’s. Under penalty of death, they were told to redact the names of the Four Brothers, plus all the extraneous CTWA-linked names. Hazel and Laurette accomplished the task, but broke down and told you and Virgil. You finagled your way into the stacks of both agencies, stole the files, and reinstated them to Virgil’s file stash. You’re a chemist. You know how to eradicate redaction ink. All the CTWA files are now un-redacted. Mary Beth thought the information on those red sheets would be sufficient to destroy the Brothers and the union itself. Her bottom line was a tradeoff. The information I just repeated to you for her son Johnny’s life. She added that she would like me to kill her other sons, because they were preparing to kill her as punishment for her Christian conversion.”

			D.J. smiled. “Mary Beth and me. Our symmetry reasserts itself. Telepathy, all these years later.”

			I nodded. “That old saying. ‘We traveled until we met.’ ”

			“Yes. Everything that you need to destroy the CTWA and the Brothers is inscribed on red sheets in Virgil’s files. It will take some time and a lot of erasure chemicals to locate them, because Virgil and I were drinking heavily and using cocaine when this silly escapade took place and we planted the sheets. I am proffering this information because you are every bit as vindictive as I am, and every bit as much of a killer. So, yes, I would prefer that you kill the Brothers. It’s the only way to stop them. If they are left alive, they will continue to perpetrate unspeakable horror.”

			I said, “I’ll do it. I’ll need you to supply me with information as to their whereabouts.”

			“Tell me why you’re granting me such an immense favor.”

			“Because between you and Judy Henske, I’ll never be the same.”
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			65

			(Los Angeles, 10:14 a.m., Friday, 11/30/62)

			The postmortem/what’s-next? meet. Miller Leavy’s office, cram-packed.

			Miller, Daryl Gates, Grant Cooper. I got the window chair. The outside view moved me.

			The L.A. City banner flew at half-staff. Local humanitarian/T-man Virgil Dawes was dead.

			Miller passed around today’s a.m. Mirror. Craaaazy headlines and subheads shrieked out:

			Red Ripper Snuffs!!! Three hellhound homicides bust wide!!!

			Red Succubus in Custody!! Legal beagle Cooper to Reveal Name Soon!!

			Who is the Red Nebbish? One suspect still at large!!

			Miller lit a cigar. “All well and good. That said, I still need one good piece of concrete evidence before I green-light you on Gelb.”

			Cooper sipped a Bloody Mary. I handed D.J. over to him yesterday. Max and Red eschewed handcuffs. D.J. was locked down at Sybil Brand. I told Judy the D.J.-in-Spain story last night. I ended with Guernica. Judy wept in my arms.

			I disclosed almost everything. I did not mention D.J.’s payoff for my proposed file-grab gig. I did not state that Mary Beth Crane requested the same thing.

			Miller said, “I’m sending Siemers and Morris Gelb to the Green Room. If anyone deserves to burn, it’s those two.”

			Cooper went nix. “We’ll see about that. D.J. told me where the Lindbergh notes are being held, and the SAC at Treasury told me that under any and all circumstances, they must be turned over to Charles Lindbergh.”

			Gates said, “Meanwhile, Miller needs his one piece of evidence before we can pop Gelb.”

			I drained my Bloody Mary. “We found traces of Lorhipten in D.J.’s safe-deposit box, and Joe Shell tried to buy Tom Bradley out of the council race by enticing him with a few notes. That was six or seven months ago, and Sholem Weiss sold Shell an array of notes, late in ’53. The notes have been out in the world, in a limited fashion, for some time.”

			Cooper shook his head. “You need to pop Gelb and hold him up as your boogie man for the whole deal. I don’t care if he burns or does not. The Guernica deal fucked D.J. up, and constitutes mitigation. Okay, she’s a rough piece of work, but I can play her in court as a tragic victim of the Red Beast. And we have this. You all stepped on your dicks with that roundup of commies who greased the Rumford fund.”

			I said, “I’ll concede it.”

			Gates said, “Ditto there.”

			Cooper lit a cigarette. “Here’s the deal I’m ready to offer. No Green Room for D.J. She reveals the location of the Lindbergh notes. You recover them, and it’s over. You put Morris Gelb in the Green Room. He’ll be number twelve on Miller’s gas-chamber list. Let’s end this and get D.J. a nice bunk at Tehachapi.”

			Miller said, “All right. With some reluctance, I’m in. Did D.J. tell you where the notes are?”

			Cooper poured a fresh Bloody Mary. He’d trounce Miller in court. He was an ex–demon DA himself. Miller justifiably feared him.

			“They were stashed behind a panel at the Weiss apartment. Sholem Weiss withstood Gelb’s torture and refused to divulge. D.J. tossed the place and found them. She sold a few to Joe Shell, beyond the notes Sholem sold him way back when. Shell tried to bribe Tom Bradley with a few of them, but Tom refused, so Shell’s unindictable here. He’s given up on the notes—Freddy put the fear of God into him. D.J. turned the notes over to the cast and crew of this upcoming jerkoff Meyerhold show. And why not? Treasury has declared them moribund, as long as they remain unclaimed. The show will be some kind of message drama about capitalism and the ridiculousness of heroes like Charles Lindbergh. The actors will toss the notes into the audience, which should cause a big ruckus. Pop the cast and crew on smut charges, and you’ll end this bullshit witch hunt with a bang.”

			I shrugged. Gates said, “Sure, why not?”

			Miller winked at me. “Get me some evidence and pop the Red Nebbish. Be careful, though. The SAC at Internal Revenue said he packs a replica of D.J.’s purse gun.”

			

			—

			The meet adjourned. I huddled with Cooper and Gates by the elevator bank.

			I said, “Grant, tell D.J. I’m in for that deal she suggested. By that, I mean the full boat. She’ll know what I mean. Tell her I need the drift on the Brothers, the formula for the ink redaction job she proposed, and the building manager’s consent to tap Virgil’s files.”

			Cooper smiled and nodded. Gates nodded wide. He saw evidence zipping our way.

			“Daryl, D.J. and Mary Beth Crane both kicked loose variants of the same tattle on the CTWA dirt in Virgil’s files. Miller has to drop Johnny Schoeneweg’s gas-chamber bounce down to Life Without. I want this evidence covered two ways.”

			Gates passed me an envelope. “I’ll talk to Miller. He’ll capitulate in the end. Shoot this five grand to Joanie S., and see if she’s got backup drift on Gelb.”

		

	
		
			66

			(Los Angeles, 12:10 p.m., Friday, 11/30/62)

			The Scrivner’s car hops hopped on skates. Joan Staley saw my F-car nose into a shaded slot. She rolled over and scrunched into the front seat.

			She peck-kissed me. She held out a hand. I passed her Daryl G.’s envelope. She riffled the stack of C-notes and breathed deep.

			“Thanks, Freddy. Starting over’s a noble concept, but it requires ready cash.”

			I said, “Have you read the morning Mirror?”

			“Yep. Morty Bendish strikes again. ‘Who is the Red Nebbish?’ Well, we both know the answer to that one.”

			“Did you catch the bit where Morty writes ‘Deputy DA J. Miller Leavy told this reporter that he needs just one more piece of solid evidence to cinch his case against Mr. Nebbish and order his arrest’?”

			Joan said, “I did, and it got me going over all my old Myra Weiss shrink transcripts and tapes. Okay, I’d already put it together that D.J. was the alpha dog in this whole deal, which Judy told me she figured out a good week ago. Then Morty’s piece came out this morning, and he dropped this hint about a Federal agent ‘peeping a dicey Beverly Hills address,’ and I thought ‘Holy shit, that’s Morris Gelb.’ ”

			I prompted her. “And then you—”

			“And then I remembered a stack of old letters that Myra stole from Morris’s apartment. The stack was in with some bland transcripts that I only listened to once, because they bored me that first time. I barely looked at the letters when I couriered the package, but I nicked them, because you never know.”

			I said, “And you—”

			“And I read through them thoroughly this morning, and I wore gloves so I wouldn’t leave prints. They were dated from December ’53 to March ’54, and they’re filthy. D.J. wrote them to Morris, and used her own return address.”

			Concrete evidence? Maybe, maybe not.

			“Would another five convince you to let me have them?”

			Joan said, “In spades, sweetie. I had a hunch you’d be dropping by, so I brought them to work with me.”

			

			—

			Hans Maslick wrote:

			The study of handwritten documents requires significant preparation. The examining detective must establish exemplar sets of fingerprints for suspects he thinks may have handled the documents. If the documents contain sexual passages likely to arouse the recipient, he should look for soaked-through paper, blurred ink or typeface, and spray the affected pages with acid phosphatase to detect the presence of semen, from which it may be possible to determine a male recipient’s blood type.

			There were three letters. They were postmarked 12/10/53, 1/8/54, and 3/4/54. All three were franked in Glendale, California. I took them home and called my DMV contact. I told him I had a rush/urgent job. As in, delivery inside two hours. Pre-’56 California driver’s licenses were white-on-black photostats. They all contained right-hand thumb prints. I told my man I needed copies of three CDLs.

			Dorothy June Siemers/WFA/tall, brown-haired, blue-eyed. 1913 DOB.

			Morris (unknown middle name) Gelb/WMA/approximate 1926 DOB. Six feet/two-ten/brown eyes.

			Myra Slotnick Weiss/WFA/approximate 1895 DOB.

			My contact said he’d jump on it. I pledged three yards. He said two hours, tops.

			I donned gloves and read the three letters. They were faux-filthy, trite, disingenuous in the extreme. An older woman writes to a younger man with scant sexpertise and a bent for pornography.

			“I need you inside me.”

			“I need you in my mouth.”

			“I need you to fuck me, my darling.”

			“I need you to taste the nectar of my wet womanhood.”

			The above declarations did not constitute “Concrete Evidence.” The following passages did:

			“I shot you because I love you, and I inflicted graze wounds that would tickle and remind you of me more than hurt you.”

			“Those who have defamed and tormented you will feel the true wrath of pain on the fearful 16th now drawing near.”

			“You are so very big inside me. I have chosen the number 16 because it feels as if I take 16 inches of you inside me when we engage in intercourse.”

			Three letters, twelve handwritten pages, D. J. Siemers’s unmistakable scrawl. Old paper, stiff discolored patches, blurred ink.

			I dusted the twelve pages. I lifted seven right-hand thumb prints. One was male-sized, two were female-sized. I spritzed all twelve pages with acid phosphatase. I pulled badly eroded seminal cells off of eight. The stains were too eroded to reveal blood type. Morris Gelb popped his rocks to the insincere beat of D. J. Siemers’s words.

			I got out my two-lens microscope. My doorbell rang. My contact beat my stringent deadline by sixteen minutes.

			Unlucky sixteen. Gelb’s mock-measurement. The 4/16/54 murder date.

			I opened the door. My man passed me an envelope and held up three fingers. I passed him his fee and an extra yard for good luck.

			I opened the envelope. I stared down three pre-’56 CDLs. The thumbprints were firmly pressed and displayed good resolution. I excised the smut-note prints I needed to compare them to and sprayed them with a powder-clarifying solution devised by Hans Maslick.

			I worked the Gelb print first. One microscope, two lenses, two clamp-plates. I placed the porno-letter print on the left, the CDL print on the right. I looked left-right, left-right, left-right. I notched fourteen comparison points.

			I worked the D.J. print next. I placed the larger female-right/porno-letter thumbprint on the left, the CDL print on the right. Left-right, left-right, left-right. I notched twelve comparison points.

			I worked the Myra print last. I placed the smaller female-right/porno-letter thumbprint on the left, the CDL print on the right. Left-right, left-right, left-right. I notched seventeen comparison points.

			Ten comparison-point matches comprise courtroom evidence.

			I called Miller Leavy at home and described what we had. He said, “Go get him, tomorrow morning. Take him at the IRS office. I’ll inform the SAC. I hate the fucking Feds.”

			I called Daryl Gates at home and told him what we had. I laid out Miller’s response. Daryl said, “I’ll go with you. The Hats are digging up Chevy Chase Canyon. It’s full of soft dirt. Hazel Medina’s down there somewhere. I don’t see D.J. straying too far from home. She’s an arrogant type.”

		

	
		
			67

			(Los Angeles, 9:10 a.m., Saturday, 12/1/62)

			We suited up in the armory. Ratfuck Bobby decreed a show of force. Miller Leavy said the Nebbish packed a replica of D.J.’s purse piece. That meant a dumdum load. Dumdums could pierce standard Kevlar vests. We required extra blockage. The armorer fitted us with synthetic metal liners. He said, “You’ll sweat your ass off, but dumdum rounds will deflect.”

			We wore summer sport coats over the vests. The Fed building was close. We elevatored downstairs and cut north. We took L.A. Street to Temple to Spring. We popped sweat and huffed and puffed.

			Show of force. Take Gelb in the IRS squadroom. Humiliate him.

			We trotted up the steps. There’s Morty Bendish and his photo crew. I tipped Morty last night.

			Morty said, “I prefer strongarm arrests, but I won’t tell you your jobs.”

			Gates said, “Let’s dump these vests once we take him. They make us look fat.”

			We entered the building and took the main hall straight back. We passed Treasury and BNDD. I thought of Virgil Dawes. KKXL was running a Reggie Farrington tribute tonight. Nat D. would laud Reggie’s music and defame him as a commie and sex-perv supreme.

			There’s IRS. We ducked in and bypassed the receptionist. She sensed raw intent and gulped. The squadroom was full up. Gelb sat at the back. He looked nerve-knocked. Yesterday’s Mirror all but named his sorry ass.

			Investigators studied spreadsheets and made phone calls. They glanced up and saw us veer to Gelb. City cops on Fed turf. Aww-oh. Morris Gelb is the Red Nebb—

			Gelb played it cool. He doodled up a scratchpad and kept his head ducked. I said, “DA’s Bureau.” Gates said, “LAPD. Mr. Gelb, you’re under arrest.”

			Gelb stood up. He pulled his purse piece and blasted us THIS close. It was a shoot-to-kill deal. The noise shock-waved the room. The vest hits felt like elbows to the chest.

			He emptied the clip. Gates and I absorbed all seven shots. Cops jumped out of their chairs and pulled sidearms. Twenty-odd men drew down on us.

			Gelb dropped the piece. It bounced off his desk blotter. He put up his hands. Gates and I swooped down.

			I gut-punched him. He jackknifed. Gates wrist-cuffed him behind his back. I kicked his legs wide and grabbed his hair. I bounced his head off the desktop for kicks and grins. Gelb yelped and winced. His footwear grabbed me. He wore boots—not shoes.

			Hiking boots. Dirt-caked boots. I thought Chevy Chase Canyon. Gates looked down and nodded. Signals passed back and forth.

			The room went quiet. Accountant-cops stood aside. We arm-clamped Gelb. Gates lip-synced me: Let’s check his car.

			Gelb went limpdick compliant. We walked him down the hall and outside. Morty and his crew stormed us. Flashbulbs popped. Blood dripped down Gelb’s forehead and pooled into his eyes. Morty lived for this shit. He grinned, apoplectic.

			We hauled Gelb around to the rear parking lot. We had his license-plate stats: ’56 Olds/TTL-841. The sled was parked up close to the building. I fished the keys out of Gelb’s hip pocket and popped the trunk.

			Evidence:

			One dirt-and-mud-caked shovel. Work gloves. Digging spades. A large, beat-up burlap bag. I sniffed the inside of it. I smelled stale nicotine.

			I grabbed Gelb by the neck and slammed him into the car. Gates sucker-punched him. He jackknifed again. Two to the solar plexus. It always nets results.

			I said, “D.J. made you dump Hazel Medina. You’re taking us there.”

			

			—

			We waltzed the Nebbish back to the PAB. We created a big pedestrian stir and glommed lots of pissed-off and curious looks. We tossed Gelb in the back of my F-car. I drove. Gates babysat baby Gelb. I buzzed Max Herman’s F-car. Max rogered on to the call.

			I said, “We tapped Gelb. He’s in the car with us, and we’re heading your way. He’s wearing dirt-caked boots, and the trunk of his car is jammed with digging tools. There’s a burlap bag that reeks of nicotine.”

			Max rogered on. “I’ll meet you at the south entrance. Parks and Recreation lent us a Jeep. Get dipshit to divulge the location. We’ll take it from there.”

			I rogered off. Gates scrunched around to face Gelb. His face was all blood-caked. Gates bitch-slapped him.

			“The location, Morris. The dump site. Where did you bury her? D.J. killed her, we don’t doubt that.”

			Gelb blubbered. He epitomized the weak-link crime partner. Juries hated punks like this. He’d hit the Green Room in record time.

			“We can deal. I swear we can. I can hand up Hazel, D.J., and Virgil for some gnarly shit they pulled. You want commies? I’ve got Virgil’s red sheets memorized. No gas chamber, and some money. I’m not asking for the world.”

			I laughed. Gates bitch-slapped Gelb. He blubbered and kept it zipped. We took Broadway to the Pasadena Freeway northbound. We exited on Colorado and swung west to Glendale. We caught the canyon road at its southwest edge and climbed up.

			Max Herman stood by the gatepost. He wore chinos and a dirt-smeared T-shirt. He leaned against a four-seater Jeep and smoked a cigar.

			I fishtailed over and braked. Gates pulled Gelb off the seat and shoved him at Max. Gelb hit the brick wall of Max the H. and bounced back ten feet. Max said, “Hey, Nebbish. What’s shakin’, papa-san?”

			I jumped out and arm-clamped Gelb. I squeezed his neck and induced a florid glow.

			“Take us to the dump site. Shitcan the pleas and backstory, until we get her dug out.”

			Max pushed him into the Jeep. He shackle-cuffed his legs and hooked them to a dashboard post. Gates and I hopped in the back, Max laid tread, Gelb inclined his head northeast.

			We swung off the park road and bounced in that direction. Max buzzed Red Stromwall’s F-car line. Red rogered on. Max said, “We’ve got dipshit, and he’s pointing us northeast. Morris, tell Sergeant Stromwall the exact spot.”

			Gelb blubbered. I reached over and grabbed the radio mike. I placed it up against Gelb’s lips. He managed some words.

			“Maybe two miles from here. Four eucalyptus trees in a soft dirt patch. You can see some big houses from there. D.J. said she’d buy me one.”

			Gates, Max, and me. We all went uggh.

			Max cut sharp right. We climbed two steep hills. The Jeep brodied on loose dirt. There’s the trees, the soft dirt, the boss pads up above.

			We all got out and kicked blood in our legs. Gelb teetered and nodded toward the spot. Red, Harry, and Eddie pulled up. Their Jeep brodied and almost capsized.

			They got out. They ignored Gelb and dispensed shovels and work gloves. Gelb toed the spot to dig. He tittered and swayed. His cuffed hands bounced off his ass. He attempted twist steps. He mush-mouthed the Peppermint Twist. I thought Loony plea. This cat’s gonesville.

			We dug and tossed loose dirt. Six shovels, six strong men. Dirt flew wide. Gelb segued to the Percolater Twist. He made pop-pop sounds like coffee brought to a boil.

			Eddie Benson hit something. His shovel thunked. Harry Crowder sunk his shovel in right beside his. Harry’s shovel thunked. Eddie and Harry threw dirt. The rest of us huddled close.

			I saw clear plastic sheeting. Dead flesh caused the thunks. The shovel tips pierced the plastic. I saw a tall woman’s back and legs, duct-tape mummified.

			Eddie and Harry created a space around her. We all reached down and turned her face up. The taped wrappings ended at her neckline. Hazel Medina’s face looked up.

			We all crossed ourselves. I thought of Judy. Hazel’s forehead bore two big-bore wounds. She was powder-scorched. D.J. had put the barrel flush to her head and fired twice.

			I slid a hand down and cradled the back of her head. There were no exit wounds. The dumdums detonated in her brain cavity. That meant instant death.

			Harry and Eddie dug a trough around the corpse. I saw four dirt-smeared document sheaths. They were zippered brown plastic. They were stuffed full.

			I squatted down and unzipped them. The other guys watched. They were stuffed with banded currency. U.S.-issue C-notes. Fifty grand per pack. Four-document courier sheaths, four packs per sheath. Four hundred grand, total.

			Courier sheaths. Just like Doug Kallman packed CP files in. Just like Joan Staley ran to dead drops.

			

			—

			We called the Glendale coroner. He sent morgue men out to view Hazel. I laid her out in my trunk and blanket-wrapped her. We placed the money sheaths in an LAPD evidence bag. Daryl Gates called the Glendale chief of police. He told him the autopsy and murder jobs were ours. We’d established precedent here. The Weiss and Bowen jobs made that clear.

			We convoyed back to the PAB. One F-car, two Jeeps. Coroner Ted Curphey and two autopsy surgeons met us. They pronounced Hazel dead and cited gunshot homicide. I wiped the blood off Morris Gelb’s face. The men moved Hazel to the morgue. Morris persisted with the twist schtick. We called our on-call doctor in. He said Morris might be feigning psychosis. He cleaned him up and geezed him with low-jolt Valium. His twist schtick tapered off. We installed him in Sweat Box #2.

			I called Miller Leavy. Gates called the Chief. We passed them the gist. Max and Red booked the money into Evidence. I called Joan Staley at Scrivner’s and asked her who took over her courier job after she split. She said, “D.J.’s pal or ex-squeeze or whatever she was, Hazel Medina.”

			The doctor okayed us to grill Morris Gelb. We packed Sweat Box #2. The Hats, Gates, Gelb, and me. We hauled in seven chairs, total. We shut off the hallway speakers. This was ours, and this could get rough.

			I flipped the under-the-table switch. Three tape rigs rolled, simultaneous.

			“Here’s the deal, Morris. Your status as a Federal agent allots you no truck here. The men in this room constitute your one and only chance to beat the gas chamber. In the car you said, ‘I can hand up Hazel, D.J., and Virgil for some gnarly shit they pulled. You want commies? I’ve got Virgil’s red sheets memorized.’ We’ll get to that in good time. For one thing, I had no idea that you even knew Virgil Dawes. For now, though, I’m only interested in covering the basics. By that I mean your relationship with D.J. We’ve got you and D.J. for the Weiss job, and that’s no shit. We’ve got D.J. for Laurette Bowen, free and clear. We’re moving on to Hazel Medina now. Who killed Miss Medina, and did you witness and/or participate in the crime?”

			Gelb said, “D.J. killed Hazel. I wasn’t there. She called me in to dump the body. I was privy to the shakedown racket that she and Virgil had been periodically perpetrating for years, and that’s where all that gelt came from. Like you said, ‘We’ll get to that in good time.’ ”

			Max said, “Why was all that money stuffed in there with the body?”

			“That was my idea. Virgil was dead now. He’d been holding all the shakedown money before he split the takes with D.J. D.J. knew she was a murder suspect, and she didn’t want the gelt in her home, on her person, or in her safe-deposit box. My idea was to let some time pass, kill D.J. and make her disappear, dig up the money, and keep it all for myself.”

			Looks traveled. Kamikaze Gelb. Blame the world and you might promote a waltz.

			I lit a cigarette. “Without divulging any racy details, tell us how long your intimate relationship with D. J. Siemers lasted.”

			Gelb lit a cigarette. “For as long as it took her to conceive the murder of my aunt and uncle, and for her to work me into a frenzy of hate over Myra, the pussy-whipping, perverted, mollycoddling, hateful, and wrathful commie bitch who took over the task of mothering me when my own mother proved unequal to the task.”

			“All right. You’ve described your motive for wanting Myra and Sholem dead. What was D.J.’s motive?”

			Gelb scoffed. “D.J. had no motive. The Party suborned her, and she suborned me. She was a crackerjack killer when it came to offing rapists in a war zone, but corralling two people and making it look like a sex crime and a political-animus crime required an accomplice. The mutilations daunted her. I had torture in mind for Sholem and Myra since I was six years old.”

			“And you had nothing to do with the murder of Laurette Bowen?”

			“Nothing. D.J. had Hazel do the cleanup at the safe house, because D.J. said ‘Jump,’ and Hazel always said ‘How high.’ ”

			Gates said, “You’ve stated that your intimate relationship ended after the death of your aunt and uncle, yet you were present at the time of Hazel’s courier work for Dr. Doug Kallman, and Kallman’s possible collaboration with Virgil and D.J. in the shakedown venture.”

			Gelb crushed his cigarette. “That’s about right, but we’re getting ahead of ourselves. Joan Staley quit the courier gig when she fell in with Tommy Tucker and Hugh Hefner. Joanie was never shakedown. She’s a snoop and a voyeur, and she’s got sex dirt on half the people in the L.A. CP, plus red-diaper types like her and me. But she’s not a blackmailer type, while Hazel was. We’re into ’59, ’60, ’61 now—and the Virgil-D.J. shakedown oomph had all but run its course. So D.J. and Virgil pooled information sources and went in with Kallman. That’s when Hazel inherited the courier gig, when Joanie canned it.”

			I said, “Your plant job at the coffee shop. Did you just get lucky there? It put you very close to your late Aunt Myra’s shrink file, and everything demeaning she ever tattled on you.”

			Gelb said, “I got lucky a second time. I have to say the first time was the bigger kick in the head, because that’s how I got to know D.J.”

			Harry Crowder scoffed. “Gelb, you’re a masochist, a freak, and an all-around nosebleed. D.J.’s a fucking monster, and to you she’s a kick in the head.”

			Gates raised a hand. “Hang on, Harry. Let him tell it his way.”

			Gelb wanted to air out the Dawes/Siemers/kid Fed convergence. It was his coming-of-age tale supreme.

			“My way’s the only way, because Virgil’s dead and D.J.’s non compos mentis and lost back in the Spanish Civil War, when she was young, and it was all good-looking gash and shooting rapists. So, here’s the deal. I’m an IRS candidate cop, pre-Academy. This is late in ’52, and I’m a damn good accountant, and the SAC at the Academy wanted to see what I’ve got. Also, I’m an L.A. boy. Virgil Dawes has been filing fraudulent tax returns for the past three years, and I’m assigned to investigate. I meet Mr. Dawes, and something breaks my kid heart. He’s gone out on a limb to help all these Negro dependents of his dad’s dead paratroopers. He’s putting kids through college, he’s providing room and board, he’s buying more and more buildings to help people in need. He’s got a messiah complex, and he hates commies more than anyone outside of me. All right, I already know D.J. through Myra, which is a kicky coincidence, and she and Virgil live apart more than half the time. I read through Virgil’s financial records and see that he’s both honestly negligent and crooked as a dog’s hind leg. I tell him I’m red-diaper adjacent, and as anti-red as it gets. He lets me loose in his commie files, to scour for loose financial records, and I see that he’s got the L.A. Party nailed past any and all red-haters’ wildest dreams. He also tells me that he and D.J.—then but not really ex-CP—have fun inserting misinformation in police files. I jokingly tell them they’ve got a fortune in blackmail cash right there at their fingertips. I also tell them they could either bleed individual rich-ass reds dry or take a stand and share their files with the Feds. And I also do something very canny. I hide all the best dirt on the dirtiest and ugliest commie shit of all time in plain sight. Because Virgil and D.J. are drunk every night and zonked on Tommy Tucker’s very best cocaine, they’ve misplaced all the pristine files that Virgil has purchased at very great cost from bent municipal red squad cops throughout the whole country. He’s got the CTWA all but indicted, the Four Brothers’ provenance detailed, the ’43 Detroit incursion annotated in detail, and names, names, and more names. So, Virgil and D.J. become blackmailers—because they owe back taxes up the ying-yang and threatening CP dinks with exposure of normal heterosexual adultery is paying off just fine. They lost their anti-commie fervor in that moment, because I’ve got the very best shit stashed where they can’t find it, and they put that up to booze-and-dope-induced fuck-ups. And Virgil’s so egotistically fucked up that he’s discredited every document on the premises. You know how? He’s affixed gold-leaf stamps to every red sheet on the third floor. They read ‘SA Virgil Dawes Preferred Stock.’ They pay off their back taxes by dint of their most banal shit, the Weiss job goes down, years pass, and I run into D.J. at fucking Bullock’s Wilshire.”

			Red said, “Well, now.”

			Max said, “Holy shit.”

			Harry said, “Now I’ve heard everything.”

			Gelb said, “No, you haven’t. Here’s three things you really need to know. D.J. went paranoid off all the dope she’d been sniffing. She redacted four-fifths of the red-sheet names on the entire third floor. Second, I forgot where I stashed the prime shit. Third, the seals are all affixed with the likenesses of Charles Lindbergh and cartoons of his stupid airplane.”

			I got an idea. I said, “Let’s take a break. Mr. Gelb needs some rest. We’ll reconvene tomorrow morning.”

			

			—

			I got Gelb’s house keys from Property. He owned a small house off Beverly and Gardner. It screamed square and unobtrusive.

			I tossed it that night. I’d scheduled a late-night dinner with Gates. That idea perk-perk-percolated.

			The house, the garage. Here’s what I found and what it vibed.

			S&M comic books. ’40’s vintage. A Nazi-commie firearm trove. Lugers, Walthers, Makarovs, Soviet sniper rifles. Beaver pix of D. J. Siemers. Beaver pix of “Red Queen” Dorothy Healey. Gelb’s Nazi-commie uniform trove. Butch male and female attire. Soviet Guard uniforms for both sexes. Wehrmacht and SS threads for Obersturmbannführer Morris Gelb. German nurse corps uniforms—long skirts and coats for a tall and heavyset man. Swastika flags, armbands, wall banners. Red hammer-and-sickle flags.

			I unlocked the garage and kicked on the lights. Hobbyist Gelb was revealed.

			Stacks of model-warplane kits. Fokker Triplanes and MIGs suspended from ceiling wires. Boxes packed with tubes of glue, brush applicators, model-building diagrams. Then I saw this:

			A sketch of Virgil Dawes’s Lubyanka death chamber. Measured down to millimeters. Wall seams sketched in precise locations. Tear-out and refurbishing tools. Sledgehammers, carpenter’s hammers, chisels, sanders, spackle applicators. Industrial vacuums, paintbrushes and turpentine. Paint chips to match the gray-green paint of Virgil’s ghastly replica.

			The tools looked old and well used. The material was dust-covered.

			Virgil left Morris Gelb alone in his files. He was back east at an FBI seminar. Gelb did the job then. D.J. was off at her separate residence. She was tight with the Four Brothers. They plotted the Weiss snuffs. D.J. said, “I’ve got the perfect foil for the job. He’s Myra’s nephew. He hates Myra and Sholem to the death. He’s perved on me. He digs pain and strong women. I’ll turn him out.”

			

			—

			I met Gates at Ollie Hammond’s. We hogged the cops’ back room. We glugged cask-strength scotch. I described the gestalt and my plan.

			“Mary Beth Crane and D. J. Siemers spieled the same drift on Virgil’s file trove. I’m thinking it would take you, me, the Hats, and my guys two full weeks to examine and analyze each and every red sheet. There’s also the erasures of D.J.’s redactions, and that’s another week right there. Both women were persuasive, if hyperbolic. ‘It’s the best file dirt of all time, you’ll level the CTWA flat.’ Gelb says he stashed the shit on the premises. He told the story offhand, and he didn’t request a damn thing. D.J.’s a chemist, and she’s supplied me with an ink-redacting formula. I tossed Gelb’s house and garage, an hour ago. I found tools that indicated that he did a fix-up job on Virgil’s Lubyanka hobby horse, way back when. Okay, he forgot the exact location where he stashed the sheets—and I believe him. He expressed the hot-file-dirt rebop offhandedly, he’s staring down a gas-chamber bounce, and he doesn’t ask for anything at all.”

			Gates glugged scotch. It was 2:20 a.m. Ollie’s served cops after-hours.

			“You want to dismantle the Lubyanka cell. You’ve got D.J.’s ink formula to erase the redactions. I’m fine with all that. But you’ve got something else on your mind.”

			I said, “We need to end all this with a bang. We blew it with the roundups, and Ratfuck Bobby’s pissed. If the hot dirt files play out positive, we should have Ratfuck stage a big raid—twice the size of that blowout he spieled to you. We’ll take down the CTWA, rip the commie corridor wide, recover the Lindbergh notes, and call it a wash. Politically, Ratfuck doesn’t know up from down. He went into this with an anti-commie, pro–civil rights agenda, and he hasn’t been able to synchronize the two fronts. I’m talking about one day. We hit the CTWA, the corridor, the Meyerhold show at the Polar Palace. That’s it, we’re done, the Chief can reinstate full enforcement on the Oreo Strip.”

			Gates said, “Describe the personnel.”

			“You’ll be second in command. The Hats and I will back you. The lead Fed will be a Justice lawyer named John Doar. He’s Bobby’s out-front guy. He got James Meredith registered at Ole Miss, so he’s golden with the civil rights crowd. Meredith called him ‘the bravest man I’ve ever known.’ He called Meredith ‘the bravest man I’ve ever known.’ He injects a note of probity into this cluster fuck—one which frankly we lack.”

			Gates smiled. “Provisionally, I like it. I’ll call Kennedy tomorrow. I’ve already talked to Miller Leavy. He’s agreed to knock down Schoeneweg’s sentence. Mary Beth will have her boy close by in her dotage.”

			“We could blow the grand-jury deal. As in ‘LAPD oversteps their brief and contaminates the evidence. No true bills, over and out.’ ”

			Gates grinned. “We’ve had fun, though.”

			I laughed. A waiter walked a phone up and handed me the receiver. I said, “Otash.”

			D. J. Siemers said, “They’ll be at the CTWA at noon on Tuesday. The office will be otherwise vacant.”

			I replaced the receiver. Gates sensed who it was and what it was. I sensed he wanted in.

			The moment streeeetched.

			I smiled. “I want to Pentothal Gelb. I want to administer it myself, which I damn well know how to do. I want him to dredge all his old, fucked-up memories of the files, from all those years ago.”

			Gates said, “Don’t tell me. Hans Maslick taught you the procedure.”

			“That’s right.”

			“What will you do when all this is over?”

			I crossed myself. I said, “Collect the thirty grand Dick Nixon owes me, and marry Judy Henske.”

			

			—

			The Pentothal job was pure risk. Maslick taught me the rudimentary science. I’d never attempted a truth-juice job. I’d been truth-juiced. I managed to dissemble under the influence of THE truth-extraction/recollection drug. Maslick described the ideal truth-juice subject.

			“Monomaniacal, masochistic, grandiose, sexually submissive, fawningly anxious to impress—even as the application of the drug spawns boastful recollections that will result in the subject’s being put to death.”

			Morris Gelb, defined.

			It was worth the risk. Even if I fucked up the jolt and killed the cocksucker in the process.
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			(Los Angeles, 8:20 a.m., Sunday, 12/2/62)

			The job was strictly rogue. Gates knew a bent anesthesiologist at Queen of Angels. He provided the room, the bed, the supercharged Pentothal drip.

			Dr. Freddy. Dr. Freddy’s cohort: Daryl Gates and the Hats. The doctor set up the room and the bed. He affixed the hypodermic and stood by up the hall.

			Morris Gelb was strapped tight and mummified.

			I knew the lead-in procedure. The countdown, the test-question segue. The leap to the oooga-booga. Dredge the dirt, Morris. Expect no merciful considerations. Your ass is grass. The Green Room and the pellets await.

			I put him through the prep. I hit the plunger. The juice was loosed. Gelb’s right-arm veins vibrated. He shit-eater grinned.

			Max Herman worked the tape rig. The tape rolled. Here’s the official transcript:

			MG: Hey, I could get used to this.

			FO: No such luck. Tell us your name, please.

			MG: Morris Mitchell Gelb.

			FO: Your date of birth?

			MG: February 26, 1927.

			FO: Where do you live?

			MG: In a seclusion cell at the PAB jail.

			FO: When did you meet Virgil Dawes?

			MG: In the late fall of ’52.

			FO: Please explain the circumstances. Feel free to layer in details.

			He was dead-bang euphoric. Truth juice impedes or sparks extrapolation. I wanted him to motormouth.

			MG: I had an accounting degree from USC, and I applied to the IRS Division of the Treasury Academy. An instructor took a shine to me, and sent me out to L.A., to see if I could get next to a rare turd named Virgil Dawes. He was on the L.A. Sheriff ’s then, but he’d been a T-man back in the ’30s, and later on he quit the Sheriff ’s and went back on Treasury. I already knew his wife, a woman named D. J. Siemers, through my Aunt Myra. That’s another story, and I don’t want to talk about it. I was determined to ace this job, because I knew it would guarantee my Academy appointment.

			Gelb was good. He extrapolated candidly and thoroughly. He cordoned off Aunt Myra. He wanted to boast. He didn’t want to cultivate pity.

			FO: Let’s establish parameters. You visited Mr. Dawes at his home. You determined that he was a fanatical anti-communist. Your examination of his financial records revealed him to be both neglectful and deceitful. Given your Aunt Myra’s membership in the CPUSA, you were delighted to have access to Mr. Dawes’s extensive CP files.

			MG: Yeah, that’s right. Why mince words? I was in pig heaven.

			Daryl Gates and the Hats yukked.

			FO: So you took certain liberties and skimmed Mr. Dawes’s anti-red files, which was a violation of your official mandate.

			MG: Yeah, that’s right. Why mince words? I’ve been twisted since my mommy popped me out of the chute. I do anything and everything I want, and devil take the hindmost.

			FO: Would it be accurate to describe most of the CP files as boring, but you also discovered a certain set of files that contained intriguing, dare I say ‘explosive,’ revelations pertaining to the Los Angeles CP?

			MG: Va-va-voom, Papa. They were Muni PD red-squad files that Virgil bought off crooked red-squad cops, quite a few of them on the L.A. Sheriff ’s and LAPD. They laid out this fucked-up union, the CTWA, their racket hub, these four crazy half brothers who robbed graves, torched churches, murdered priests, and raped nuns. These guys were unprovenanced, but the files laid out their real names and where they could be found. Okay, some names were redacted, but that didn’t mean that these files weren’t dynamite.

			FO: And what was your overall impression—as to the efficacy of these files?

			MG: Well, Virgil and D.J. were impaired from all that booze and cocaine. I said, ‘You’ve got good blackmail dirt here,’ but I didn’t mention the dynamite files.

			FO: Did D. J. Siemers and Virgil Dawes in fact initiate a blackmail racket and extort wealthy leftists with facts gleaned from Virgil’s files?

			MG: That’s right. They paid off their back taxes and pocketed a great deal of bread.

			FO: Did they spend it, the remainder?

			MG: No. They hoarded it. Hazel Medina was the bagwoman for all the extortion payoffs. Then, and later on, after Virgil died, D.J. knew she was a suspect for three murders. I convinced her to stash the bread with Hazel’s body, which showed me how crazy she was, and how easy it would be for me to snuff her when all the heat died down.

			FO: You buried the money with Miss Medina, despite the fact that you knew it was unwise?

			MG: Because I knew D.J. would be arrested, and then I’d grab the money myself.

			FO: Let’s return to what I’ll call your ‘file chicanery.’ What did you do then?

			MG: Two things. I didn’t want to steal the files, and mimeographing copies would be too difficult. So I tinted the tops of the red sheets with a brown aniline dye. That way they’d be easy to spot and pluck off of shelves. Also—and let’s cut the shit here—Virgil was a nut, despite his generous regard for oppressed people—and, like me, he was good with tools. He constructed an exact replica of a Lubyanka death chamber on his file floor. I made some undetectable home improvements on it—seamlessly, I might add—and stashed the bulk of the files in there. Virgil was out of town for two weeks, and I took full advantage then.

			FO: Have you made attempts to retrieve those red sheets?

			MG: No. Blackmail don’t pop my rocks. I’m more the ‘snuff meddlesome relatives’ type of criminal. So far as I know, the sheets are still stashed in the walls at the Lubyanka. Virgil was an ace gent, but he was delusional. He wanted to kill commies and dismember them in there.

			

			—

			Judy was gigging at the Ash Grove tonight. Joan Staley booked front-row seats. Vicky Perkins and Barb Duhamel broomed down from Santa Barbara to catch the show. Barb had applied to the Santa Barbara PD. Vicky was pushing her application through. Barb had nailed the physical and written tests so far. The background check cleared her. Vicky ran the investigation.

			I had a key to Judy’s hotel flop. Judy had a key to my pad. I drove over and let myself in. I left my 341-page summary report on the nightstand by her side of the bed. She deserved to know the whole sordid tale.
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			(Los Angeles, 9:40 a.m., Monday, 12/3/62)

			Operation Dawes. It was organized and synced to hit on cue. Miller Leavy scored a late-night search warrant. Two bluesuits door-knocked the building manager and served it. They woke her up at 6:30 and displayed the paper. Three patrol units showed at 7:00. Six cops would work crowd control. Councilmen-elect Tom Bradley and Gil Lindsay showed at 8:00. They’d picked two Winchell’s Donut huts on Crenshaw clean and drained the coffee urns dry. They set up refreshment stands on the bluegrass front lawn. Bill Rumford showed. He pole-staked two lawn signs. They were stretched taut between metal spikes. One read Remember Virgil Dawes. One read Remember Ole Miss.

			Rumford and Ben Davis 3 door-knocked tenants and fed them our cover spiel. We were here to assess and haul out the late Virgil’s file stacks. It’s a national-security sweep. The missile crisis engendered it. Robert Kennedy’s our Big Kahuna. They deployed Kennedy clout. They laid out “The LAPD is your friend” riffs. That notched some yuks.

			The KKXL broadcast van pulled in at 9:00. Nat, Phil, and Kareem worked it. Protesters were expected. DA’s Bureau Lieutenant Freddy O. waxed jazz man Reggie Farrington. The locals were grievously pissed. Bill and Ben stressed this:

			Yeah—but Reggie toasted our beloved Virgil. This ain’t no race beef. Reggie was ex-CP and a psycho sex killer. Virgil and Freddy O. saved you the grief of a trial and the looooong wait for the pellets to drop.

			I observed the prelude from my F-car. The Hats and Daryl Gates showed at 9:20. They arrived in a PD equipment van. They rolled two baggage carts up to the file floor and off-loaded my gear.

			One Geiger counter. Four large vials of redaction-ink eradicator. Ray Pinker brewed it off D. J. Siemers’s formula. Five big sledgehammers. The Hats and I planned to demolish the Lubyanka replica. Two microscopes, three forensic texts, my Polaroid and Leica, plus two hundred flashbulb strips. Add on notepads, pens, tape rigs. I could record red-sheet stats straight off the page.

			I was slated to go in at 9:45. The large crowd pressed from the building front to the street. Nat spieled his 9:30 newscast. It was all Freddy O.

			I was L.A.’s new Bumper Sticker King. The “Name Names” and “Freddy O. for President” stickers had reprinted nine times. Freddy O. out-sticker-paced “Goldwater in ’64!,” “Malcolm X for President,” “George Wallace for President,” “Elijah Muhammad for President,” “Support the Rumford Act,” “Defeat the Rumford Act,” “Who Is John Galt?,” “Freedom Isn’t Free,” and “George Lincoln Rockwell for President.”

			The front-lawn crowd cheered for Elijah and Mr. X. The crowd booed the right-wingers and tepidly clapped for me.

			I unlocked the main door. The Hats pushed my gear inside and stepped back outside. They left me alone with one death chamber and six trillion red sheets.

			Thirty-six floor-to-ceiling file stacks. Long rows arrayed lengthwise. Neatly set files, all Morocco-bound. They shelf-sat lengthwise.

			Red sheets, red sheets, red sheets.

			Morris Gelb said he dyed the end papers of the hot files a purplish contrasting shade. I strolled the shelf rows. I scanned up and down and tipped end papers toward me. I grabbed random Gelb-marked binders. The spines and fronts were unclassified and unmarked. Virgil and D.J. were piss-poor organizers. They trusted their booze-and-coke-blitzed memories. It was a big mistake.

			The sideways placement vexed me. It stalled my reading, un-redacting, and annotating slog. The Hats plus Daryl Gates would comprise my photographic crew. I trusted myself to cut through bullshit tattle and get to the real commie gist. This was a preemptive strike. Our raison d’être: Justify Ratfuck Bobby’s pending raid.

			I strolled the file shelves. I looked up, I looked down. I pulled forty-three file binders packed with purpled end-paper sheets.

			I placed them by the baggage carts. I unlocked the metal door and examined the death chamber. Stalin’s goons murdered wholesale. They fired into tight-packed body mass and killed six to eight men at one pop. Scooped troughs lined the walls. They collected piss, shit, blood, and brain matter, and surely overflowed.

			I stepped inside. I looked, I smelled, I tapped the walls. Morris Gelb’s color match diverged from the NKVD’s original shade. Virgil Dawes had matched the shade perfectly. Virgil and D.J. never detected Gelb’s refurbishing and repainting.

			I tapped the walls and listened for hollow thunks. The Lubyanka cell had been built flush up against metal walls. It was constructed of solid-set plaster. I tap-tapped a half-dozen spots. I tapped at eye level and just below. I heard distinct hollow thunks six feet above the floor. Morris Gelb stood six feet. I drew a pencil line at that exact spot all across the south-facing wall. I unloaded the sledgehammers and called in the Hats.

			I’d brewed a jug of jungle juice to enhance my reading and imprinting stage. I took four good jolts and head-to-toe buzzed.

			One, two, three—GO.

			We donned gas masks. We positioned ourselves along the six-foot pencil line. We donned work gloves and held the hammers two-handed. We swung, synchronized.

			One shot dented the plaster. Two shots cracked the plaster. Three shots knocked out plaster chunks. Four shots brought the wall down.

			Silt and plaster dust filled the room. Red opened the front door to let the gack disperse. The death chamber silt settled. There’s our anti-commie shit supreme:

			Four Morocco binders packed with undyed red sheets.

			We aired out the room. We divvied up the work. Harry and Eddie would quick-skim the forty-three red-sheet volumes. They’d un-redact named names if required. Max, Red, and I would go through the death-chamber stash. We’d photograph and un-redact per vibe and perceived informational gist.

			We sat five across on the floor. Crazy Morris Gelb. He’d embossed every single red sheet with a mock-gold seal and a phone-booth snapshot of Gelb himself. He looked like a ghoulish little kid. He ink-scrawled “Property of SA Morris Gelb” above Virgil Dawes’s more artful seals and drew them with yet greater grandiosity.

			Harry and Eddie yukked. The seals were pimpesque. Harry was an ultra-quick reader. He said, “What we’ve got is a complete roster of every member, contributor, employee, and covertly assigned operative in the CPUSA, as of January ’52. That includes names, addresses, phone numbers, code designations, Party allegiances, apparatuses they belonged to, and covert assignments successfully performed. There’s bracketed CI numbers beside each entry, and the overall file compilation is attributed to headquarters agents working out of D.C. The volumes are all kosher. There’s absolutely nothing to un-redact.”

			I divvied up the four death-chamber binders between Red, Max, Harry, and me. Shutterbug Eddie stood by to snap pix. Red, Max, Harry, and I held up our volumes. Eddie first-page snapped all four:

			“Creative Trade Workers Alliance/names, nomenclature, sustained criminal alliances/provenances deciphered/felonies ascribed to individual members/side deals with film studios and other corrupt unions. Plus names, addresses, phone numbers, and CI numbers as of May 1952.”

			Max had skimmed all four volumes. Every page was un-redacted. I saw a coked-up DJ spritzing chemicals on overdrive.

			I dug into my volume. It was page-two stamped:

			“1943 Detroit race riots/facts collated by DPD red squad. Summary by Special Agents Martin S. Mulhearn and John F. Sears.”

			I forced myself to read slow. I was jungle-juiced. I screened pictures as I read. I edited as I read and concocted an overarching chronological summary. This entailed rereading to revise narrative lines. I am a skilled file reader and reconstructor and am abetted by Hans Maslick’s techniques. The room went very quiet. The four of us read silently. Eddie snapped occasional pix.

			Detroit, ’41–’42. Autoworker strife in a military boom. Nativist-group-allied labor unions. Negroes excluded beyond chump job designations. Joe McWilliams, Conde McGinley, and Gerald L. K. Smith pass through and stir up hate. Father Coughlin broadcasts from nearby Royal Oak. Mary Beth Crane senses discontent. Her four acknowledged sons hate Negroes and excel at sparking discord. She watches torpor, malaise, and simmering fury build within the ranks of colored autoworkers. They want wartime wages just like the white guys get. The Black Legion relentlessly hectors them. The Black Legion denotes white men who are ostensibly Protestant but worship the black arts. There are beatings, church torches, two botched lynchings. The FBI employs fourteen Negro confidential informants. Their names and CI numbers are not listed. Their reports cite grim situations spiraling waaaay bad.

			Summer ’43. The CP strides out. They flood the Detroit ghetto with too-potent heroin and poison booze. They co-opt hardened Negro criminals and CP sympathizers to deploy if the CP declares a full-on race war. It will take a race war to unravel white America’s stranglehold on the ghetto-Detroit oppressed. This mandates an enhanced degree of CP oppression now.

			I screened brain films. I conjured them and let them simultaneously accrete and explode. Hopheads in reet-pleat/drape-shape zoot suits. They boot up and convulse. Count Basie and “Jumpin’ at the Woodside” provide my soundtrack. Nat and Kareem Denkins are sixteen and thirteen. They blow their paper-route bread at rigged dice games. The Party employs the best dice mechanics on earth. Carlo Gambino and Bugsy Siegel hate the commies publicly but work tight with them if the gelt is right. The unnamed CIs report successful collaborations with the Black Legion and German American Bund. I saw goose-stepping Nazis jitterbug with Negro women. The soundtrack hopped between the “Der Horst-Wessel-Lied” and Duke Ellington’s “Perdido.” The Nazis slip the women white packets and urged them to fly, baby, fly.

			The DPD reports a rash of ghetto ODs.

			The DPD reports four fatal shootings at purportedly rigged dice games. An unnamed CI states, “ ‘Purportedly,’ shit. Them games was rigged.”

			Black Legion goons jump the Denkins brothers and beat the shit out of them.

			Central Detroit hospitals attribute a rash of serious maladies to poisoned alcohol. The Tax Stamp Division of the Treasury Department reports that counterfeit tax-stamped bottles of rotgut hooch have flooded up ghetto liquor stores. Presumed CP sharpsters have off-loaded the shit dirt cheap. Liquor-store proprietors pass the savings on. It’s midsummer Christmas. The white man’s giving good juice away. Fourteen deaths are attributed to poison booze. Charles Hawthorne Denkins loses a foot. He dies of gangrene rot a week later. The Detroit ghetto explodes. Entire city blocks are torched. Thirty-eight people die.

			I saw Uncle Charlie die. I saw the Denkins boys weep. Red Stromwall quashed my picture show.

			“Names, names, and more names, Freddy. The CP conceived those ‘segregationist comedies’ way back in ’51.”

			Max said, “Names, and names, one more time. Every wage slave at the CTWA, their Party histories, the spy rings they’ve worked for, their aliases and certified immersions. We’ve got Doug Kallman dropping Chicoms out of airplanes, back during Korea. We’ve got the Weisses running badger games in Madrid, and in L.A. during the war. We’ve got commie women giving themselves syphilis in Barcelona, passing it along to Falangists and taking the cure, straight after.”

			I saw more, more, and more pictures. I heard the “Internationale.” I heard protesters chanting outside.

			“Freddy Otash ain’t my he-ro! Sax king Reggie could sure blow!”

			Harry said, “Here’s what I think. Virgil Dawes stretched himself thin to the point of bankruptcy. That’s why he fell behind on his taxes. He’d suborned shitloads of CIs within the CTWA, and they delivered the best dish on earth.”

			Max said, “Daryl’s getting on the horn with the AG, as soon as we finish this read-through. Get this. He wants to fly this John Doar guy out tonight, and he wants to roll out—with municipal and Federal warrants—first thing tomorrow. The Ninth District judges have been signing on overtime. They’re just waiting for us to supply the fill-in.”

			I heard Nat blast my Name-Names pitch outside. Cheers and boos ensued. Said cheers and boos ran 50-50. I saw Detroit ’43. I saw a cut-rate surgeon at a cut-rate hospital. He sliced off Uncle Charlie’s foot. He placed it in a doggie bag. I saw his hound dog snarf the foot up.

			Red said, “I got the ultimate CI’s testimony, right here. This is it. This is the mother lode.”

			I snatched the pages out of Red’s hand. It laid out the Four Brothers, 100 percent.

			Scalp Man’s mock-kosher name was confirmed as Gerald McKiernan. The report confirmed the “McConville” and “McMasters” monikers. The fourth brother was mock-named “James McHenry.”

			They’re the Worst of the Worst. Here’s why:

			They were the most heinous nun-rapers and priest-killers of the Spanish Civil War. Their rape-and-kill tallies surpassed three hundred. Their grave robberies and desecrations surpassed one hundred. The CI’s testimony listed the twenty-six plastic surgeons they murdered in Madrid, Paris, and Beverly Hills. He cited the names of the investigating detectives in those three cities. He affirmed that Gerry McKiernan was the big-brain brother until he went off the rails. He stated that the four men officially lived in fall-back apartments in lower Hollywood. They were cut-out/pass-through pads near the CTWA. Their real abode was a ranch-style house in the Palisades. They bunked in together there. Hold for the address. It’s 902 Capri Drive.

			Max talked a blue streak. He laid out the CTWA’s history, from the war on. He had place-dated stats on management side deals, quitter snuffs, union-to-union collusions. I didn’t hear a word he said. I SAW the three surviving brothers dead at the CTWA.

			Their mother would thank me and pray for me. D. J. Siemers would love me in some aberrant way. Her love would sever the ties between my old life and new. As God is my witness, I know this to be true.

			I noticed a margin scrawl. Virgil Dawes’s handwriting stood out:

			“Hans Maslick put the Four Brothers data together. Only he could have accomplished this heroic task.”

			

			—

			We photographed the entire file trove. It consumed nine hours total.

			I handed the photographs to Daryl Gates. He telefaxed them to the AG. They talked. I eavesdropped. Daryl confirmed tomorrow’s rollout. John Doar boarded a Justice flight west.

			I drove home. I wondered if Judy read my epic confession. I was exhaustion-battered and fell into bed. I noticed two typed forms on the nightstand and knew Judy had placed them there.

			A California marriage-license application. Plus a blood-test instruction sheet.

			I didn’t quite know where I was. I tried to screen pictures and faltered. People threw rice at me. I brushed rice out of Judy’s hair.
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			(Los Angeles, 8:52 a.m., Tuesday, 12/4/62)

			John Doar oozed skepticism and censure. He stalked Miller Leavy’s conference table and spot-read our search warrants. Miller, Gates, and I stood by.

			It was a rush job. I conceded that. The AG wanted the probe wrapped up and shut down. We discovered cached documents yesterday. We moved in today. Doar was Ratfuck Bobby’s front man. I suggested him. He was a Republican. He was Ratfuck’s assistant attorney general for civil rights. He registered James Meredith at Ole Miss. That bestowed cachet. We were playing get-back and having it both ways. The roundups offended a fat slot of the L.A. citizenry. Doar on board would serve to allay anti-LAPD grief.

			He said, “The warrants are adequate. But you haven’t listed the principals of the CTWA by name or title. You’ve prepared a document that lists the warrants’ objective as ‘any and all documents.’ ”

			Miller said, “It’s a commie front, Mr. Doar. The joint is billed as a ‘collective.’ The people in charge are just one of the gang. I intend ‘any and all documents’ to be the incriminating documents that I damn well know will be there.”

			Gates and I shuffled our feet. We were antsy. We planned to hit the CTWA first and the commie corridor vice-drops second. Doar sensed our intent. We’re out to intimidate. We’ll hit the Polar Palace tonight. It’s a straight-shot raid. We’ll grab the Lindbergh bills then.

			Doar said, “I’m satisfied, but less than thrilled. I plan to tell General Kennedy that. I’m ready to go, if you are.”

			

			—

			Two-car convoy. Doar and Leavy took the pole slot. Gates and I followed. The Hats were back in Leimert Park. They were summarizing and logging in Virgil Dawes’s full file stock.

			Gates drove. I chain-smoked and brooded. Ratfuck wanted to formally announce the grand jury next week. He planned to introduce the CTWA documents first thing. He wanted to once again assert the patent fact of a worldwide commie conspiracy and take it specific from there. LAPD’s job was done. We’d solved the Weiss and Bowen snuffs. Siemers and Gelb would be arraigned later today. Politics. Appearances. We’d been usurped and Fed-fucked in the end. Gates said Nixon was set to pay me off and go phew! He got that from John Ehrlichman. Bob Haldeman owed me ten grand. I rescued Tricky Dick’s raggedy ass. I wanted to marry Judy and get lost with her someplace safe and warm.

			We took 1st Street to Beverly and cut due west. We hit bumfuck lower Hollywood once more. Doar gored my goat. Ratfuck wanted to can Gay Edgar Hoover and shoot Doar the FBI spot. Integration Generation. Doar had proved himself there.

			Rossmore to Melrose. We passed the Algiers. Barb D. enters the Santa Barbara Police Academy next week. We turned west on Melrose and north on Cahuenga. There’s the CTWA. It’s another innocuous structure on the film-biz/tech-shop row.

			We parked in front. Leavy and Doar preceded us in. Doar packed the warrants. He was a brave and bold man. Ole Miss proved that plain. Beyond that, he’s just another New Frontier drone.

			We entered the building. A youngish, leftoid cat kicked back in an Eames chair. His hair was overlong. He wore blue jeans and a green cord coat. The reception room was otherwise picked clean.

			They knew we were coming. How could they not? I killed Scalp Man and pre-announced it.

			Doar passed him the paperwork. He said, “Federal and LAPD warrant service. A search team will follow us. We’re here to announce the seizure of all your business documents, contracts, and correspondence pertaining to any and all matters.”

			The kid snickered. “We just deep-cleaned our files. We knew the Gestapo was coming, so we cleaned out the place. I was told to stay behind and play host.”

			I peeled off and walked down a central hallway. I scoped empty offices. File cabinets stood wide open and empty. Trash cans overflowed with shredded paper. Paper shreds covered the floor.

			The back door stood open. I walked out to the parking lot. One car was stashed there. The snotty putz drove a ’52 Olds. Three dumpsters were arranged end to end. Shreds overflowed. Paper shreds tossed in a breeze.

			I walked back inside. Leavy and Doar stared down at the putz. Gates plain fucking seethed.

			Doar said, “Drive me back to my hotel, will you, Mr. Leavy? I want to pack and catch an early flight to D.C.”

			Miller nodded. “We still have the business fronts on Melrose to settle.”

			“The two lieutenants can take care of that. We weren’t required here, and we won’t be required there.”

			Gates walked out first. Doar and Leavy followed. I evil-eyed the dipshit kid.

			He said, “Hey, Mr. Name Names. How many commies did you kill today?”

			I kicked him in the face and capsized his Eames chair.

			

			—

			We drove to the commie corridor. We parked on Melrose and Van Ness and strolled from there. We hit the KTLA Theatre and the Balalaika Café. Window signs read Closed Until Further Notice. We dipped by the Polar Palace. It bore two signs:

			Closed Until Further Notice/Private Show Tonight—12-4-62

			We walked east. Crown Liquor was shut down. The fruit pads above the store were vacated. The CTWA closed ranks behind the Balalaika Group. The commie-front group had their own front group. We stood double-fucked.

			We retired to our F-car and glugged cask-strength scotch. I popped three Black Beauties for added oomph.

			I lit a cigarette. “Miller’s working out D.J.’s plea bargain with Grant Cooper today. Guernica doomed her and saved her. A dead-sure gas-chamber bounce, reduced to Life Without.”

			Gates said, “Morris Gelb burns. That’s all I care about.”

			I said, “We don’t want to get there too early.”

			Gates said, “They’ll be there. I trust D.J. on this.”

			

			—

			It was 11:34 a.m. I unlocked the trunk of my F-car and removed two silencers. Gates drove. I screwed the silencers onto the barrels of our belt guns. They’d be there. They would not expect a rogue action this bold and wrong.

			We arrived on the dot and parked on Cahuenga. The dink kid left the door unlocked. We walked straight in.

			The kid was gone. The Eames chair stood upright. The place was quiet. I saw a man turn into the john down the hall. I thought I saw tucked-tight skin and a neck-notch scar.

			Gates saw it. He nodded. I nodded. I heard two men talking in the room just beyond. Gates caught it. He held up three fingers. Yes, brother—that’s all three.

			We pulled our belt pieces. We crept down the hall and pushed into the can.

			The man stood at the sink and lathered up his hands. He did not hear us enter and did not look up at the mirror above the sink. He wore a tight Ban-Lon shirt. It rode up in the back. We saw his tattoo-removal scars. I caught the bottom flange of an excised Maltese cross.

			We shot him four times in the back. The silencers muffled the shots. My second shot strayed high. It hit his neck. Plastic jets blew out. He went down face-first in the sink. His legs splayed outward. Soapy water covered his face.

			We pivoted and entered the room beyond. The last two brothers sat in adjoining chairs. They saw us. They should have evinced shock. They couldn’t. They had no noses. Perforated bandages covered their snout cavities. Injected plastic froze their face muscles taut.

			We aimed at body mass and at their faces. We shot them three times each. The plastic exploded flesh-toned, the blood stood out red. The chest shots riddled the chairs to shit. Stuffing wads filled the air.

			I kept three throwdown guns in my F-car. I walked out, grabbed them, and walked straight back in. Gates and I rigged the scenario. We examined their hands and determined that they were all right-handed. Their right hands were larger and slightly calloused from greater use. We wrapped three .38 snubs in their hands. We held up their hands and stuck their forefingers inside the trigger guards. We fired two rounds apiece to the spots we fired from. We let their hands dangle free. The revolvers dropped to the floor.

			Gates called Hollywood Station and reported the shootout. Sirens kicked on ten seconds later.

			

			—

			The Mirror got the first word in. Morty Bendish strikes again.

			Cops Three, Reds Zero!!! Shootout at Corrupt Trade Union!!!

			Colin Forbes and Al Goossen responded and took the report. They laughed their asses off. They knew exactly what this was. The Hats showed up. Max Herman supplied the epitaph.

			“How the hell could we have missed out on this one?”

			We adjourned to the cops’ room at Ollie Hammond’s. We noshed T-bones and Ollie’s depth-charge private stock. Miller Leavy joined us. He scribed the smut-warrants, preemptive. He came up with a spread of fourteen smut-pandering charges. We could pop the full audience and make it stick.

			I thought of Charles Lindbergh and Virgil Dawes. I thought of Lindy’s dead child most of all.
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			(Los Angeles, 8:07 p.m., Tuesday, 12/4/62)

			Paddy wagons were lined up at Melrose and Van Ness. Twenty bluesuits huddled within. The actors were making up and prepping up for the show. I walked through the dressing room. The costumes were something out of D. J. Siemers’s worst nightmare. I saw the audience arrive. I vibed a 50-50 demographic. All red, half CTWA.

			I ducked behind the curtain and scoped the stage backdrop. It was childishly and artlessly rendered. Charles Lindbergh took precedence. He loomed gigantically from the cockpit of The Spirit of St. Louis. The flimsy monoplane dropped A-bombs on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Mushroom clouds blitzed clear blue skies.

			I spotted a shoebox perched on an equipment table. I popped the top and scoped the contents. It was packed with Lindbergh gold notes.

			I’d had enough. Judy was gigging the Ash Grove tonight. She was my fiancée. Maybe she’d let me smell her hair.
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			(Los Angeles, 10:00 a.m., Wednesday, 12/5/62)

			We won. Rogue elements within LAPD destroyed the CPUSA. We closed the Red Ripper job. We flatlined the nexus of the CTWA/8612/Kilkea. We avenged Spanish Civil War atrocities. Domestic communism hovered on life support. The Comintern and the Soviet Union would survive to spawn coups, destabilize democracies, and perpetrate worldwide horror. We had fulfilled our mandate. At great cost to the Party and significant cost to ourselves.

			A putzy kommissar announced the union’s dissolution. He cited bankruptcy and acute police harassment. I know otherwise. We had scorched the romance of communism past recognition. It would not rekindle.

			Robert Kennedy sent me a note and a bottle of Dom Perignon. The note read:

			
				Freddy—This was entirely your show. I acknowledge it, as does Jack. We remain indebted. I called DA Bill McKesson. He’s extended your credential up to your sixtieth birthday. You’ll be paid a commensurate salary and will receive full benefits and a generous pension.

				Congratulations and all the best,

				RFK

			

			Mary Beth Crane sent me a box of oatmeal cookies. It was a thank-you note. I killed her four sons. Her note cited gratitude. She knew that her boys planned to kill her. Her Christian conversion offended them and undercut her maternal solvency. She had shamed them and dishonored the Party.

			D. J. Siemers sent me nothing. I had avenged the barbarous acts performed upon her. I had hoped for an acknowledgment. I consider that desire to be a ghastly self-indictment.

			Miller Leavy and Grant Cooper plea-bargained her down. The Green Room to Life Without. Miller announced his intention to drop the pellets on Morris Gelb.

			Robert Kennedy and John Doar would seek to charge the CTWA with treason and sedition. They were gas-chamber offenses. The probe pruned a shitload of commies from the civil rights movement. The smut arrests at “Meyerhold à Go-Go” played boffo. The actors, crew, and audience were 99 percent CP. They named names like a motherfucker. Most of the dinks were CTWA-aligned. The IRS seized 8612 Brighton. They owed six hundred grand in back taxes. Joe Shell and Norm Krause dodged subpoenas. Motel Mike Bayless waltzed on the 459s he pulled with Reggie Farrington. Mike returned to his job as Sam Yorty’s bodyguard. Tommy T. will cease pushing dope at Scimitar City. Scimitar Sid will rock on. Grant Cooper got Roland Borchard a wrist slap for the Attempt Murder charge on the Salt-and-Pepper boys. Jazz fiends have petitioned L.A. City to rename Washington and La Brea “Reggie Farrington Square.” Nightingale Junior High, Mount Vernon Junior High, Berendo Junior High, Audubon Junior High, and Foshay Junior High have petitioned the L.A. City School District to rename their schools “Virgil Dawes Junior High.”

			I passed the box of Lindbergh gold notes to the L.A. Treasury boss. He was charged to return them to General Lindbergh. The general declined receipt. He wanted any and all monies accrued from the notes to go to Virgil Dawes’s favorite charity. Mayor Sam Yorty took over then. He laid the notes on the Rumford Fund. Mayor Sam opposes the Rumford Act. It was a savvy political move.

			Limpwrist leftists defamed “LAPD Fascism” and “Gestapoesque Freddy O.” My “Name Names” and “Freddy O. for President” bumper stickers continue to sell big. KKXL broadcasts pro-LAPD agitprop nightly. Nat and Kareem Denkins loooove my camel-fucking ass. I killed the commie humps who killed their Uncle Charlie.

			LAPD will resume its hard-line enforcement procedures on the Oreo Strip. The big block bash will signal the end of the near-southside’s free ride. This saddens me. L.A. needs a mixed-race blow-out zone. I learned valuable things there. The block party will be a bittersweet farewell.

			Judy and I passed our blood tests and secured a marriage license. Judy turned up a church and a priest. We’ll be married next week. Her parents will broom out from Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin. They’ll disapprove of me. I’ll try to work beyond it. Daryl Gates, the Hats, and my guys will stand up for me. The Kingston Trio owes Judy a big favor. They’ll perform for free. I accepted an invitation to the Mike Bayless/Janelle Farrington nuptials. Reggie F. will not attend—chiefly because I killed him. Mike will be accompanied by his cat-chomping hound dog, Motel Mike Junior.

			Bob Haldeman sent me a ten-grand bank draft. Richard Nixon still owes me thirty grand. John Ehrlichman said he might look me up and fork the bread over himself.

			Judy and I plan to honeymoon in Nassau, the Bahamas. Miller Leavy and Grant Cooper promised me a hot new job upon my return.

			A package hit my doorstep an hour ago. It bore Grant’s return address. The package was small, square, and heavy. I tore the box apart and pulled off a scrim of tissue paper. The package contained this:

			A gold and jewel-encrusted Makarov pistol. It had to be Scalp Man’s piece. Joe Shell owned the other three. A note accompanied the gift.

			
				FO,

				In blood and to the death.

				DJS
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			(Los Angeles, 9:42 p.m., Thursday, 12/6/62)

			Party! Party!

			The Losers Club bash up to now. The Oreo Strip, dressed to sparkle on its very last night.

			The “Integration Generation” banners. They still sway above. They still brush power lines and comprise a fire risk. Food stalls outside Tommy Tucker’s Playroom. They dispense chicken, waffles, hot links, and ribs. Washington and La Brea. That one block west to east. France’s Drive-In. Home of the Monarch Burger and amphetamized malts. Scimitar City, due south.

			Scimitar Sid survived. Hugh Hefner reverted to type. The county issued him a permit. His latest Playboy Club franchise will be built on the Sunset Strip. Look for it in late ’63.

			Judy and I strolled. We sipped peach malts and floated more than walked. We held hands. Judy wore her Wisconsin U. letter sweater, chinos, and saddle shoes. Her whoopee hat was pinned with little Spirit of St. Louis gimcracks.

			We strolled. Washington and La Brea, one block east and back. We exchanged greetings with adversaries and friends.

			Tommy T. and Ben 3. Daryl Gates and the Hats. These last cats and I share a history. The ass-whomping at Kilkea. Dead Cristeros at a liquor store. Silencer thuds and plastic faces obliterated.

			Joan Staley and Janelle Farrington. Miller Leavy, slumming. He’s got Ben 3 prosecuting drunk drivers now. He dotes on Big Ben.

			Motel Mike Bayless walked Motel Mike Junior. I patted him, he bayed at me, he trolled for tasty cats. We walked smack into Tom Bradley, Gil Lindsay, and Bill Rumford. They hugged the breath out of Judy and me.

			Tom said, “Thank you.”

			I said, “You’re welcome, Mr. Councilman.”

			The Rumford boys strolled on. Judy and I sat down on a bus bench straight across from the Playroom. We discussed Nassau and tropical storms framed in hotel-suite windows. We linked up our feet and fell silent. We scanned the street and memorized separate sets of people, places, stray scents.

			A black limo pulled up in front of us. The rear-right window went down. Richard Nixon looked out. He said, “Lieutenant Otash, could I have a few words with you?”

			Unflappable Judy. She winked at me.

			I slid into the backseat. Nixon was half-gassed. I smelled it on him. He poured two stiff scotches and passed me one.

			“You pulled my fat out of the fire, young man. Twice, I should add. I swept by to say ‘thank you.’ ”

			“I kept your name out of it, sir. That was the important thing.”

			Nixon went pensive. He assumed a pose he’d practiced for years. He spoke in epigrams. He held hostages and motormouthed them. It was acknowledged Nixonite text.

			“You know, I was phone chums with Laurette for fourteen years. It was like a love affair, without the hanky-panky. She was in the committee room when I first met Whittaker Chambers. I vividly recall that.”

			I sipped scotch. “Yes, sir. I recall the hearings. I was a young policeman then.”

			“Henry Luce said something quite deep about Whittaker. ‘He shattered the frozen patterns of historical determinism and materialism by again asserting God as an active force in history.’ ”

			I nodded. Nixon riffed to hear himself riff. He might expound for ten seconds or ten years.

			He passed me an envelope. It was hefty. I clocked it as thirty grand.

			We shook hands. I slid the bread in my coat pocket. Nixon said, “Well, thanks again.”

			The streetside door popped on cue. I slid out to the curb. Nixon saw Judy and waved to her. He said, “Hello, young lady.”

			Judy smiled and waved. She said, “Hello, sir.”

			The window went up. The limo laid tread. I pulled out the envelope. Judy opened her purse. I dropped it in.

			“I’ll call the hotel. We’ll upgrade to the bridal suite.”

			Judy laughed. I smelled her hair. We went silent again. We scanned the Oreo Strip in opposite directions. I’m an eidetiker. I created our first memory book.

			A little boy drops his hot-link plate. It hits the gutter. The little boy cries. The vendor pats his head and shoots him a replacement.

			The drooping Rumford Act banner. Kids lined up to stroke Motel Mike Junior. Ben 3’s loooooong look at Janelle Farrington. She’s ripe with another man’s child. Charlie Parker on a passing car radio.

			This woman and me. Our merged souls in the wake of Guernica and Ole Miss.
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			Freddy Otash: Tainted ex-cop, corrupt private eye, dope fiend, and freelance extortionist. Currently credentialed-up as a DA’s Bureau lieutenant. The hero-narrator of Red Sheet.

			Judy Henske: Folk singer on the way up. Emergent presence in ’62 L.A. Freddy O.’s got it baaaaad for her in Red Sheet.

			Daryl Gates: Lieutenant, LAPD Intel Division. Future LAPD Chief. He and Freddy O. direct the biiiiiiig commie probe in Red Sheet.

			Max Herman: Hard-charging LAPD detective. On the illustrious Hat Squad. He kicks brutal ass in Red Sheet.

			Red Stromwall: Hard-charging LAPD detective. On the illustrious Hat Squad. He kicks brutal ass in Red Sheet.

			Harry Crowder: Hard-charging LAPD detective. On the illustrious Hat Squad. He kicks brutal ass in Red Sheet.

			Eddie Benson: Hard-charging LAPD detective. On the illustrious Hat Squad. He kicks brutal ass in Red Sheet.

			J. Miller “Gas Chamber” Leavy: Deputy district attorney. Hotshot prosecutor. He’s out to burn two crazoid-killer commies in Red Sheet.

			William H. Parker: LAPD Chief. Boozehound. Brilliant lawyer. He’s taking “the Cure” in Red Sheet.

			Nasty Nat Denkins: Host of “Nasty Nat’s Soul Patrol” on KKXL Radio. Freddy O.’s #1 goon. He rocks steady in Red Sheet.

			Kareem Denkins: Nat’s kid brother. Part-time armed robber. Freddy O.’s #2 goon. He rocks steady in Red Sheet.

			Phil Irwin: Freddy O.’s #3 goon. He rocks steady in Red Sheet.

			Al Goossen: Veteran LAPD detective. He couldn’t crack a double-commie snuff back in ’54. Freddy O. bootjacks the job in Red Sheet.

			Colin Forbes: Veteran LAPD detective. Al Goossen’s partner. He couldn’t crack a double-commie snuff back in ’54. Freddy O. bootjacks the job in Red Sheet.

			Dalton Trumbo: Jive member of the mock-martyred Hollywood Ten. Freddy O. and the Hat Squad hard-roust him in Red Sheet.

			Joseph Losey: Fatuous filmmaker. The “Awful Auteur.” Like all the Hollywood Ten dinks, he’s played for laffs in Red Sheet.

			Henry Cathcart Wilkins: Ex-commie and Burgermeister of the Negro Nazi League. Henry steals the show at an LAPD lineup in Red Sheet.

			John Ehrlichman: You know this cat from all the Watergate brouhaha. He’s Dick Nixon’s #2 stooge. He’s maneuvering behind the scenes in Red Sheet.

			H. R. “Bob” Haldeman: You remember him. He was the scowling creep with the flattop in Watergate. He’s Tricky Dick’s #1 stooge. Freddy O. abuses this whipdick in Red Sheet.

			Jimmy Downey: Under-Sheriff of L.A. County. Political power player. Freddy O. enlists his expertise in Red Sheet.

			Ben Davis 3: Lawyer. Reformed criminal. Son of ex-commie commissar Ben Davis 2. He repents and joins Freddy O.’s anti-Bolshevik crusade in Red Sheet.

			Sam Yorty: Mayor of Los Angeles. Boozer, raconteur, womanizer. He supplies laughs in Red Sheet.

			“Motel Mike” Bayless: Ex-Sheriff ’s detective. Stone criminal. Mayor Sam’s bodyguard. Which way will he bounce in Red Sheet?

			Vicky Perkins: Lieutenant, Santa Barbara PD. Daryl Gates’s on-the-sly squeeze. Politically ambitious. She’s hot on the trail of a commie psycho called Scalp Man in Red Sheet.

			Barb Duhamel: Part-time actress, part-time call girl. She’s in waaaay over her head in Red Sheet.

			Joan Staley: Playboy’s Playmate of the Month, November ’58. Ex-car hop, red-diaper baby. Embroiled with dope-addled smut king Hugh Hefner. Will she survive Red Sheet?

			Hugh Hefner: Buffoonish T&A tycoon. Dope addict. Architect of the jerkoff “Playboy Philosophy.” Ruthless criminals exploit his ass in Red Sheet.

			Tom Bradley: Lawyer, ex-LAPD lieutenant. The soon-to-be-anointed 10th District city councilman. He stands tall for the Rumford Fair Housing Act in Red Sheet.

			Gilbert Lindsay: The soon-to-be-anointed 9th District city councilman. He stands tall for the Rumford Fair Housing Act in Red Sheet.

			W. B. Rumford: The author of the Rumford Fair Housing Act. He brings the ’62 civil rights struggle to life in Red Sheet.

			John Howard “Jack” Lawson: Loudmouthed commie testifier at the ’47 HUAC hearings. Later a self-loathing snitch to Freddy Otash and the L.A. fuzz. He gloms biiiiiig laffs in Red Sheet.

			Robert F. Kennedy: U.S. Attorney General. Brother Jack’s hatchet man. On a mission to expunge commies from the civil rights movement in Red Sheet.

			John Doar: Assistant attorney general for civil rights. Hero of the Ole Miss desegregation ruckus. He clashes with Freddy O. in Red Sheet.

			Virgil Dawes: Lawyer, ex-L.A. Sheriff ’s, twice-tenured Treasury agent. Civil rights activist, fanatical anti-communist. 1930s boon companion of Charles A. Lindbergh. He’s a huge presence in Red Sheet.

			Dorothy June “D.J.” Siemers: Ex-nun, Spanish Civil War alumna, ex-communist turned John Bircher. Ex-wife of Virgil Dawes. Anti-Bolshevik lecture pro. She’s a huge presence in Red Sheet.

			Douglas Kallman, MD: Hellhound headshrinker. Ex-bolshie turned stone fascist. Spanish Civil War alumnus, shakedown artist, all-around lunatic. Freddy O. stalks his evil ass in Red Sheet.

			Richard M. Nixon: Ex-veep. Soon-to-lose California gubernatorial candidate. Doug Kallman’s shrinkee. He’s lunar-looped and love-starved. He breaks your heart in Red Sheet.

			Roland Borchard: LAPD patrol cop/patsy in a bungled conspiracy. He gets hung out to dry in Red Sheet.

			Hazel Medina: Rebounding, off-and-on communist/FBI snitch. Ex-nun, Spanish Civil War alumna. Tight Civil War comrade and occasional lover of D. J. Siemers. Freddy O. uncovers her secret life in Red Sheet.

			Laurette Bowen: Ex-nun, on-and-off communist/right-wing Cristero. Spanish Civil War alumna. Aka “Lucretia Borgia” and the “Vivid Vixen.” Long-term “Friendship Phone” chum of Tricky Dick Nixon. She unlocks many mysteries in Red Sheet.

			“The Four Brothers”: Aka “THE BROTHERS” and the “WORST OF THE WORST”: Prodigious Spanish Civil War priest-killers and nun-rapers. Now embroiled with a corrupt commie trade union. SCALP MAN is the most evil and cunning of the four. Freddy O. vows to kill these four satanic motherfuckers in Red Sheet.

			George Douglas Lederer: Fruit hustler and “actor” in smut films based on the “art” of Soviet playwright Vsevolod Meyerhold. He stirs Freddy O.’s wrath in Red Sheet.

			Chester Jenkins: Fruit hustler and “actor” in smut films based on the “art” of Soviet playwright Vsevolod Meyerhold. He stirs Freddy O.’s wrath in Red Sheet.

			Ronald Disbrow: Fruit hustler and “actor” in smut films based on the “art” of Soviet playwright Vsevolod Meyerhold. He stirs Freddy O.’s wrath in Red Sheet.

			Wilton Duntzler: Fruit hustler and “actor” in smut films based on the “art” of Soviet playwright Vsevolod Meyerhold. He stirs Freddy O.’s wrath in Red Sheet.

			Al Lopez: Floor manager at the Western Costume Company. He feeds Freddy O. valuable leads in Red Sheet.

			Edgar “Eddie” Chacõn: Cuban exile firebrand, assistant U.S. attorney, Ratfuck Bobby Kennedy’s pet goon. He’s trying to resurrect the right-wing Catholic Cristeros. He runs afoul of Freddy O. in Red Sheet.

			Mondo Archuleta: Punk-ass Cristero. Under Eddie Chacõn’s spell. Petty hood, armed robber. Freddy O. and the Hat Squad waste his dink ass in Red Sheet.

			Ignacio Herendon: Punk-ass Cristero. Under Eddie Chacõn’s spell. Petty hood, armed robber. Freddy O. and the Hat Squad waste his dink ass in Red Sheet.

			Luis Andrade: Punk-ass Cristero. Under Eddie Chacõn’s spell. Petty hood, armed robber. Freddy O. and the Hat Squad waste his dink ass in Red Sheet.

			Mary Beth Crane: Spanish Civil War alumna. Rabid-dog Stalinist. Mother of the Four Brothers. Architect of the CP’s draconian plan to foment race war in Detroit, Summer ’43. BUT—a religious conversion has caused her to bolt the Party and sign on with the Rumford campaign. Is said conversion sincere—or is she still a rabid-dog commie? Freddy O. finds out in Red Sheet.

			Fernando Beltran: Ex-commie/sniveling snitch, beaver book publisher. He slimes up Red Sheet.

			Joe Shell: The Republican Speaker of the California State Assembly. He lost to Dick Nixon in the primary election. He’s ex-CP, a right-wing nut, jungled up in a left-right combine dubbed “the Hitler-Stalin Pact.” He’s a secret swinger. He’s a bigamist and ever on the hunt for young foxes. He suborns Freddy O. to firebomb a left-wing bookshop in Red Sheet.

			Reggie Farrington: Local “Cool School” alto sax player. Is he also the commie sexecutioner known as the “Nightbird”? You’ll find out in Red Sheet.

			Janelle Farrington: Reggie’s kid sister. She’s a car hop at France’s Drive-In on the Oreo Strip. She’s got a hot thang going with Motel Mike Bayless. She names names to Freddy O. in Red Sheet.

			Gerry Mulligan: Baritone sax kingpin. Strung out on Big “H.” Snitch to LAPD Narco. Freddy O. kicks his junkie ass in Red Sheet.

			Reynaldo Rey: Jazz-club comic. He works topical and raw. He hates on the fuzz in Red Sheet.

			Morris Gelb: Duplicitous IRS agent. What’s this whipdick’s sidebar agenda? Freddy O. discovers the truth in Red Sheet.

			Tommy Tucker: The kingpin of the Oreo Strip. He owns Tommy Tucker’s Playroom and a bail-bond biz. He’s bilking Hugh Hefner. He’s become radicalized per civil rights and is concocting schemes to cash in. Freddy O. clashes with Tommy T. in Red Sheet.

			Janet Cormier: Ex-commie turned John Bircher. Real estate magnate and opponent of the Rumford Act. Freddy O. attends a howlarious dinner party at her swank pad in Red Sheet.

			John Rousselot: The only acknowledged Bircher in Congress. He attends the howlarious dinner in Red Sheet.

			Mitch Norby: FBI agent. Twenty-plus years on the red beat. Hazel Medina’s handler. Freddy O. pumps Norby for the lurid lowdown in Red Sheet.

			Morty Bendish: Scandal scribe supreme. LAPD lapdog. He lays it out lusty in L.A.’s Mirror-News. He imparts a tabloid gestalt to Red Sheet.

			Norm Krause: Far-right numbskull. Owner of “Norm’s Nest,” a shitkicker/doper bar in Van Nuys. Freddy O. seeks Numbskull Norm’s counsel in Red Sheet.

			Grant Cooper: The king of L.A. defense lawyers. He’s headed for trouble with Miller Leavy and Freddy O. in Red Sheet.

			John Schoeneweg: Psycho-sex killer. The fifth son of Mary Beth Crane. Freddy phone-books his putrid ass in Red Sheet.

			Alger Hiss: FDR administration hotshot. Soviet spy. Richard Nixon and Whittaker Chambers exposed him at the August ’48 HUAC hearings. He should have burned for treason and sedition. His four-year perjury bounce was a slap on the wrist. He imparts a tidal wave of bilious Bolshevik bullshit in Red Sheet.

			Charles Lindbergh: A complex and tortured American hero. Don’t believe the he-was-a-fascist riff on this man. His brief and tumultuous transit with Virgil Dawes forms the fraternal core of Red Sheet.

			Whittaker Chambers: Communist, ex-communist, commie on the run. The greatest single name-namer in anti-communist history. Quaker convert. Editor and feature writer at Time magazine. Author of the harrowing and heartbreakingly candid memoir Witness. The spiritual father of Red Sheet.

			Tom Duggan: L.A. talk-show host. Juicehead and doper pal of Tricky Dick Nixon. They go on a baaaaad bender in Red Sheet.

			Meyer David Maslin aka Danny Marxman: Stooge commie and fox recruiter for sex slayers. He gets it in Red Sheet.

		

	
		
			A Note About the Author

			James Ellroy was born in Los Angeles. He is the author of the Underworld U.S.A. Trilogy: American Tabloid, The Cold Six Thousand, and Blood’s A Rover, and the L.A. Quartet novels: The Black Dahlia, The Big Nowhere, L.A. Confidential, and White Jazz. He lives in Colorado.
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