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ACCLAIM FOR JOSEPH WAMBAUGH’S NOVELS

THE NEW CENTURIONS

“Do you like cops? Read THE NEW CENTURIONS. Do you hate cops? Read THE NEW CENTURIONS . . . This novel performs one of the essential and enduring functions the novel—and the novel alone—can perform. It takes us into the hearts and minds, into the nerves, and into the guts of other beings.”

—New York Times Book Review

“Wambaugh’s great and enviable accomplishment is that he has made his police come alive as human beings.”

—Los Angeles Times

“A rattling good narrative of life on a big city police force, the gutsy chronicle of how a cop is made.”

—Boston Globe

“Wambaugh puts the readers down there on the firing line with the cops—giving it to them like it really is with his stomach-twisting, fascinating novel.”

—Associated Press

“You’ll never forget it!”

—Pittsburgh Press

THE BLUE KNIGHT

“Fascinating . . . a cop’s-eye view of police brutality . . . [with] courage and compassion.”

—New York Times

“Marvelous . . . realistic, frightening, touching in its  humanity.”

—Detroit Free Press

“An extraordinary piece of craftsmanship.”

—Los Angeles Times

“A bang-up job . . . Wambaugh has captured the excitement, terror, pity, and occasional tedium of police work.”

—Boston Globe

“Hard-hitting, tough-talking, utterly realistic.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Beyond the adventure, beyond the revelation of daily life, there is another kind of suspense; the gradual and surprising tale of a human being emerging from a stereotype.”

—Los Angeles Times Calendar

HOLLYWOOD STATION

“Exhilarating . . . blisteringly funny . . . colorful . . . a pleasure . . .  It has all the authority, outrage, compassion, and humor of the great early novels.”

—New York Times Book Review

“Astonishing, wildly funny, poignant, and horrifying . . .  hands down the best crime fiction I’ve read this year.”

—Boston Globe

“Highly entertaining . . . outrageous and hilarious . . . all of Wambaugh’s trademark jet-black humor is intact.”

—Washington Post Book World

“Cops just want to have fun! As you turn the pages of Wambaugh’s newest offering on the subject of the foibles and ferocities of the LAPD, you are going to have quite a good time yourself.”

—San Francisco Chronicle

“Sharp characterization, fine plotting, and irreverent humor that mark Joseph Wambaugh’s best work.”

—Dallas Morning News

“Hollywood Station is Mr. Wambaugh’s comeback novel, and it is more than impressive; it is memorable, a flawless ride through the streets of L.A. with a crew of cops as colorful as the bad guys they pursue . . . if this dark, funny, poignant, and realistic stunner of a novel doesn’t get an Edgar nomination, we will be witnesses to the crime of the year.”

—Otto Penzler, New York Sun

“Offers all the characteristic Wambaugh magic: unlikable and conflicted characters we grow to love; a perfect mix of good guys and bad; and small vignettes that tie together seamlessly by the end.”

—Atlantic Monthly

“Even after a ten-year break, Wambaugh can still write an enlightening and entertaining novel.”

—Philadelphia Inquirer

“A deeply felt paean to those who protect and serve that also proves that there’s one veteran of the LAPD crime scene who can still run with the best of them.”

—Los Angeles Times

“The freedom to imagine allows a writer to create truer pictures than do portraits of real people and factual events—at least when the writer is a wise and masterful storyteller like Joseph Wambaugh.”

—San Diego Union-Tribune

“Shows Wambaugh in perfect form.”

—Seattle Times

“[Wambaugh’s] is the rare police procedural less fixated on the central crime or the criminals . . . than on, well,  police procedure: the day-to-day lives of cops.”

—Entertainment Weekly

“Required reading . . . It’s clear that the author of The Onion Field has lost none of his talent for keen observation.”

—New York Post

“[Wambaugh’s] voice is subtler; more ironic than it used to be. Enough art has been added to the mixture (magically, without taking away any of the savage humor) to justify the major awards that have been fired at Wambaugh’s head recently by his Mystery Writers of America peers.”

—Chicago Tribune

“Reading Wambaugh’s latest may not be the most fun you’ve ever had, but it will come close.”

—Pittsburgh Post-Gazette

“An excellent ear for dialogue and a telling eye for  detail . . . Hollywood Station continues the award-winning author’s longtime exploration of the Los Angeles Police Department . . . a master at work in the milieu he knows better than almost anyone else.”

—Baltimore Sun

“A triumphant return . . . high-voltage suspense drives the tale, and as always Wambaugh’s characters, language, and war stories exude authenticity . . . Terrific.”

—Booklist (starred review)
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WHOEVER FIGHTS MONSTERS

AN APPRECIATION OF JOSEPH WAMBAUGH

THERE IS A BEDROCK TRUTH that resides in the heart of this book. And that is that the best crime stories are not about how cops work on cases. They are about how cases work on cops. They are not about how the cops work the streets. They are about how the streets work the cops. Procedure is window dressing. Character is king.

This is a truth we learn when we read the work of Joseph Wambaugh. No assessment of this novel or the other work of this policeman turned writer can conclude that he is anything other than one of the great innovators of the crime novel. Wambaugh brought the truth with him when he left the police department for the publishing house.

A century after its first inception the crime novel had moved from the hands of Edgar Allan Poe to the practitioners of the private eye novel. More often than not, these tomes told the story of the loner detective who works outside of the system he distrusts and even despises, who must overcome obstacles that often happen to be the corrupted police themselves. It fell to Wambaugh, with his stark and gritty realism, to take the story inside the system to the police station and the patrol car where it truly belonged. To tell the stories of the men who did the real work and risked their lives and their sanity to do it. And to explore a different kind of corruption—the premature cynicism and tarnished nobility of the cop who has looked too often and too long into humanity’s dark abyss.

Wambaugh used the crime novel and the lives of his character cops as the lens with which he examined society. Within the ranks of his police officers he explored the great socio-economic divide of our cities, racism, alcoholism and many other facets of the rapidly changing world. He used cops to make sense of the chaos. And he did it by simply telling their stories. The episodic narrative of this book and those that followed became his signature. And along the way he gave us looks into the lives of characters like Serge Duran, Roy Fehler, and Bumper Morgan, full blooded and flawed, and placed them on the sunswept streets of Los Angeles. His first two books, The New Centurions and The Blue Knight, are perfect bookends that offer the full scope of police life and Wambaugh’s power. The former traced three officers through the police academy and their early years on the job. The latter traced a veteran officer’s last three days on the job. No one had ever read books like these before. They were the mark of a true innovator.

It is important to note that Wambaugh wrote his first books while still on the job. The detective sergeant did the real work by day while pounding out the made-up stuff at night on a portable Royal typewriter. His family had to sleep through the clatter. The results were uncontested as some of the most vivid police prose ever put on paper. Wambaugh opened up a world to the reader, a world no one outside of those who did the real work had ever seen before. Cop novelist Evan Hunter called it right on the money in the New York Times when he said, “Mr. Wambaugh is, in fact, a writer of genuine power, style, wit, and originality who has chosen to write about police in particular as a means of expressing his views on society in general.”

A hundred years ago the philosopher Friedrich Nietz-sche warned us that whoever fights monsters should take care not to become a monster himself. He reminded us that when we stare into the abyss that the abyss stares right back into us. So then these are the poles that hold up the Wambaugh tent. These are the battle lines that every cop faces and Wambaugh so intimately delineates in this book and others. He writes about how cops shield themselves, medicate themselves, and distract themselves from the view of the abyss. Think of it in terms of a physics lesson. For every action there is an equal and opposite reaction. So then if you go into darkness then darkness goes into you. The question is how much darkness has gotten inside and what can be done about it. How can you pull yourself back from the edge of the abyss. In this book, and all of his books, Joseph Wambaugh tells us the answers.

—Michael Connelly
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THE RUNNER

LYING PROSTRATE, SERGE DURAN gaped at Augustus Plebesly who was racing inexorably around the track. That’s a ridiculous name, thought Serge—Augustus Plebesly. It’s a ridiculous name for a puny runt who can run like a goddamn antelope.

Plebesly ran abreast of, and was matching strides with, the feared P.T. instructor, Officer Randolph. If Randolph took up the challenge he’d never stop. Twenty laps. Twenty-five. Until there was nothing left but forty-nine sweat suit–covered corpses and forty-nine puddles of puke. Serge had already vomited once and knew another was coming up.

“Get up, Duran!” a voice thundered from above.

Serge’s eyes focused on the massive blur standing over him.

“Get up! Get up!” roared Officer Randolph, who had halted the wretched weary group of cadets.

Serge staggered to his feet and limped after his classmates as Officer Randolph ran ahead to catch Plebesly. Porfirio Rodriguez dropped back and patted Serge on the shoulder. “Don’t give up, Sergio,” Rodriguez panted. “Stay with ’em, man.”

Serge ignored him and lurched forward in anguish. That’s just like a Texas Chicano, he thought. Afraid  I’ll disgrace him in front of the gabachos. If I wasn’t a Mexican he’d let me lay until the crabgrass was growing out my ears.

If he could only remember how many laps they had run. Twenty was their record before today, and today was hot, ninety-five degrees at least. And sultry. It was only their fourth week in the police academy. They weren’t in shape yet. Randolph wouldn’t dare run them more than twenty laps today. Serge leaned forward and concentrated on placing one foot in front of the other.

After another half-lap the burning in his chest was no longer bearable. He tasted something strange and choked in panic; he was going to faint. But luckily, Roy Fehler picked that exact moment to fall on his face, causing the collapse of eight other police cadets. Serge gave  silent thanks to Fehler who was bleeding from the nose. The class had lost its momentum and a minor mutiny occurred as one cadet after another dropped to his knees and retched. Only Plebesly and a few others remained standing.

“You want to be Los Angeles policemen!” shouted Randolph. “You aren’t fit to wash police cars! And I guarantee you one thing, if you aren’t on your feet in five seconds, you’ll never ride in one!”

One by one the sullen cadets got to their feet and soon all were standing except Fehler who was unsuccessfully trying to stop the nosebleed by lying on his back, his handsome face tilted up to the white sun. Fehler’s pale crew cut was streaked with dust and blood. Officer Randolph strode over to him.

“Okay, Fehler, go take a shower and report to the sergeant. We’ll get you to Central Receiving Hospital for an X ray.”

Serge glanced fearfully at Plebesly who was doing some knee bends to keep loose. Oh no, Serge thought; look tired, Plebesly! Be human! You stupid ass, you’ll antagonize Randolph!

Serge saw Officer Randolph regarding Plebesly, but the instructor only said, “Okay, you weaklings. That’s enough running for today. Get on your back and we’ll do some sit-ups.”

With relief the class began the less painful session of calisthenics and self-defense. Serge wished he wasn’t so big. He’d like to get paired up with Plebesly so he could crush the little bastard when they were practicing the police holds.

After several minutes of sit-ups, leg-ups, and push-ups, Randolph shouted, “Okay, onesies on twosies! Let’s go!”

The class formed a circle and Serge was again teamed with Andrews, the man who marched next to him in formation. Andrews was big, even bigger than Serge, and infinitely harder and stronger. Like Plebesly, Andrews seemed bent on doing his very best, and he had almost choked Serge into unconsciousness the day before when they were practicing the bar strangle. When Serge recovered, he blindly grabbed Andrews by the shirt front and whispered a violent threat that he couldn’t clearly remember when his rage subsided. To his surprise, Andrews apologized, a frightened look on the broad flat face as he realized that Serge had been hurt. He apologized three times that same day and beamed when Serge finally assured him there were no hard feelings. He’s just an overgrown Plebesly, Serge thought. These dedicated types are all alike. They’re so damn serious you can’t hate them like you should.

“Okay, switch around,” shouted Randolph. “Twosies on onesies this time.”

Each man changed with his partner. This time Andrews played the role of suspect and it was Serge’s job to control him.

“Okay, let’s try the come-along again,” shouted Randolph. “And do it right, this time. Ready? One!”

Serge took Andrews’ wide hand at the count of one but realized that the come-along hold had vanished in the intellectual darkness that fifteen or more laps temporarily brought about.

“Two!” shouted Randolph.

“Is this the come-along, Andrews?” whispered Serge, as he saw Randolph helping another cadet who was even more confused.

Andrews responded by twisting his own hand into the come-along position and wincing so that Randolph would think that Serge had him writhing in agony, hence, a “proper” come-along. When Randolph passed he nodded in satisfaction at the pain Serge was inflicting.

“I’m not hurting you, am I?” Serge whispered.

“No, I’m okay,” smiled Andrews, baring his large gapped teeth.

You just can’t hate these serious ones, Serge thought, and looked around the sweating ring of gray-clad cadets for Plebesly. You had to admire the control the squirt had over his slim little body. On their first physical qualification test Plebesly had done twenty-five perfect chins, a hundred sit-ups in eighty-five seconds, and threatened to break the academy record for running the obstacle course. It was that which Serge feared most. The obstacle course with the dreaded wall that defeated him at first glance.

It was inexplicable that he should fear that wall. He was an athlete, at least he had been, six years ago at Chino High School. He had lettered in football three years, a lineman, but quick, and well-coordinated for his size. And his size was inexplicable, six feet three, large-boned, slightly freckled, with light brown hair and eyes—so that it was a family joke that he could not possibly be a Mexican boy, at least not of the Duran family who were especially small and dark—and if his mother had not been from the old country and not disposed to off-color chistes they might have teased her with remarks about the blond gabacho giant who owned the small grocery store where for years she bought harina and maíz for the tortillas which she made by hand. His mother had never put store-bought tortillas on the family table. And suddenly he wondered why he was thinking about his mother now, and what good it did to ever think of the dead.

“All right, sit down,” shouted Randolph, who didn’t have to repeat the command.

The class of forty-eight cadets, minus Roy Fehler, slumped to the grass happy in the knowledge that there was only relaxation ahead, unless you were chosen as Randolph’s demonstration victim.

Serge was still tense. Randolph often chose the big men to demonstrate the holds on. The instructor was himself a medium-sized man, but muscular, and hard as a gun barrel. He invariably hurt you when applying the holds. It seemed to be part of the game to toss the cadet a little harder than necessary, or to make him cry out from a hand, arm, or leg hold. The class got a nervous laugh from the torture, but Serge vowed that the next time Randolph used him for a onesies on twosies demonstration, he was not going to stand for any rougher than necessary treatment. However he hadn’t decided what to do about it. He wanted this job. Being a cop would be a fairly interesting way to make four hundred and eighty-nine dollars a month. He relaxed as Randolph chose Augustus Plebesly for his victim.

“Okay, you already learned the bar strangle,” said Randolph. “It’s a good hold when you apply it right. When you apply it wrong, it’s not worth a damn. Now I’m going to show you a variation of that strangle.”

Randolph took a position behind Plebesly, reached around his throat with a massive forearm, and hooked the small neck in the crook of his arm. “I’m now applying pressure to the carotid artery,” Randolph announced. “My forearm and bicep are choking off the oxygen flow to his brain. He would pass out very quickly if I applied pressure.” As he said it, he did apply pressure, and Plebesly’s large blue eyes fluttered twice and bulged in terror. Randolph relaxed his hold, grinned, and slapped Plebesly on the back to indicate he was through with him.

“Okay, ones on twos,” shouted Randolph. “We only got a few minutes left. Let’s go! I want you to practice this one.”

As each number one man got his arm around the waiting throat of number two, Randolph shouted, “Lift the elbow. You have to get his chin up. If he keeps his chin down, he’ll beat you. Make him lift that chin and then put it on him. Easy, though. And just for a second.”

Serge knew that Andrews would be very careful about hurting him after the outburst the other day. He could see that Andrews was trying not to, the big arm around his neck flexed only a little, and yet the pain was unbelievable. Serge instinctively grabbed Andrews’ arm.

“Sorry, Duran,” said Andrews with a worried look.

“’s alright,” Serge gasped. “That’s a hell of a hold!”

When it was twos on ones, Serge lifted Andrews’ chin. He had never hurt Andrews in any of the prior P.T. sessions. He didn’t think Andrews could be hurt. He squeezed the throat in the crook, pulling his wrist toward him, and held it several seconds. Andrews’ hands did not come up as his had. He must be applying it wrong, he thought.

Serge raised the elbow and increased the pressure.

“Am I doing it right?” asked Serge trying to see Andrews’ upturned face.

“Let him go, Duran!” screamed Randolph. Serge jumped back, startled, and released Andrews who thudded to the ground red-faced, eyes half open and glazed.

“For chrissake, Duran,” said Randolph, raising the massive torso of Andrews in his arms.

“I didn’t mean to,” Serge sputtered.

“I told you guys, easy!” said Randolph, as Andrews lurched to his feet. “You can cause brain damage with that hold. You stop the oxygen flow to the brain for too long a period and you’re really going to hurt somebody, maybe kill them.”

“I’m sorry, Andrews,” said Serge, vastly relieved when the big man gave him a weak smile. “Why didn’t you tap my arm or kick me or something? I didn’t know I was hurting you.”

“I wanted you to get the hold right,” said Andrews, “and after a few seconds, I just blacked out.”

“You be damn careful with that hold,” shouted Randolph. “I don’t want nobody hurt before you even graduate from the academy. But maybe you’ll learn something from this. When you guys leave here, you’re going out where there’s guys that aren’t afraid of that badge and gun. In fact, they might try to stick that badge up your ass to say they did it, and that big oval shield would sure hurt coming out. This particular hold might save you. If you get it on right you can put anybody out, and it just might rescue your ass someday. Okay, ones on twos again!”

“Your turn to get even,” said Serge to Andrews who was massaging the side of his throat and swallowing painfully.

“I’ll be careful,” said Andrews, putting his huge arm around Serge’s neck. “Let’s just pretend I’m choking you,” said Andrews.

“That’s okay by me,” said Serge.

Officer Randolph moved from one pair of cadets to another, adjusting the choke hold, raising elbows, turning wrists, straightening torsos, until he had had enough. “Okay, sit down, you guys. We’re just wasting our time today.”

The class collapsed on the grass like a huge gray many-legged insect and each cadet waited for an outburst from Randolph who was pacing in a tight circle, formidable in his yellow polo shirt, blue shorts, and black high-topped gym shoes.

Serge was bigger than Randolph, Andrews much bigger. Yet they all seemed small beside him. It was the sweat suits, he thought, the ill-fitting baggy pants and gray sweat shirts always sweat-soaked and ugly. And it was the haircuts. The cadets wore short military style haircuts which made all the young men look smaller and younger.

“It’s hard to put everything into the self-defense session,” said Randolph, finally breaking silence, still pacing, arms folded as he watched the grass. “It’s damn hot and I run you hard. Maybe sometimes I run you too hard. Well, I got my own theory on physical training for policemen and it’s time I explained it to you.”

That’s very thoughtful, you bastard, thought Serge, rubbing his side, which still ached from the twenty laps around the track. He was just beginning to be able to take large breaths without coughing or without his lungs hurting.

“Most of you guys don’t know what it’s like to fight another guy,” said Randolph. “I’m sure you all had your scraps in high school, maybe a scuffle or two somewhere else. A couple of you are Korean vets and think you seen it all, and Wilson here has been in the Golden Gloves. But none of you really knows what it’s like to fight another man no holds barred and win. You’re going to have to be ready to do it anytime. And you have to win. I’m going to show you something. Plebesly, come here!”

Serge smiled as Plebesly sprang to his feet and trotted into the center of the circle. The round blue eyes showed no fatigue and stared patiently at the instructor apparently ready for a painful, elbow-wrenching arm hold or any other punishment Officer Randolph cared to offer.

“Come closer, Plebesly,” said Randolph, gripping the little man by the shoulder and whispering in his ear for several seconds.

Serge leaned back on his elbows, happy in the knowledge that Randolph was evidently going to use the remainder of the P.T. class for his demonstration. Serge’s stomach muscles loosened and a sunny wave of relaxation swept over him. It was getting so he was having dreams of running the track. Suddenly he saw Randolph staring at him.

“You, Duran, and you, Andrews, come up here!”

Serge fought a momentary surge of anger, but then dejectedly plodded into the circle, remembering that the last time he had failed to master a complicated hold, he was given three laps around the track. He wanted to be a policeman, but he would not run that track again for anyone. Not this day. Not now.

“I picked Duran and Andrews because they’re big,” said Randolph. “Now, I want you two to put Plebesly’s hands behind his back and handcuff him. Just simulate the cuffing, but get him in the cuffing position. He’s the suspect, you two are the policemen. Okay, go ahead.”

Serge looked at Andrews for a plan to take the retreating Plebesly, who backed in a circle, hands at his sides, away from the two big men. Just like the Corps, thought Serge. Always the games. First in boot camp, then in I.T.R. at Camp Pendleton. The Korean War had been over a year when he joined, and yet they talked about the gooks like they would be waiting to swarm over their ship the first moment they landed in Pacific waters.

Andrews made a lunge for Plebesly, who almost slithered away but was caught by the sleeve of his sweat shirt. Serge jumped on Plebesly’s back and the little man went down under Serge’s two hundred and fifteen pounds. But then he wriggled and twisted, and suddenly Serge was under Plebesly and Andrews was on Plebesly’s back forcing the combined weight of himself and Plebesly on Serge’s aching ribs.

“Pull him away, Andrews,” Serge wheezed. “Get a wristlock!”

Serge pushed himself up but Plebesly had locked his arms and legs around Serge’s body from the rear and hung there leechlike with enough weight to topple Serge over backward on the clinging Plebesly who gasped but would not let go. Andrews managed to pry the little man’s fingers loose, but the sinewy legs held on and by now Serge was beaten and sat there with the implacable monkey clinging to his torso.

“Get a choke hold on him, damn it,” Serge muttered.

“I’m trying. I’m too tired,” Andrews whispered, as Plebesly buried his face deeper into Serge’s dripping back.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Randolph commanded. Plebesly instantly released Serge, bounded to his feet and trotted to his place in the grassy circle.

Serge stood up and for a second the earth tilted. Then he dropped to the ground next to Andrews.

“The reason for all that was to prove a point,” shouted Randolph to the sprawling broken circle of cadets. “I told Plebesly to resist. That’s all. Just to resist and not let them pin his arms. You’ll notice he didn’t fight back. He just resisted. And Andrews and Duran are both twice his size. They would never have got their man handcuffed. They would have lost him eventually. The point is that they were expending twice the energy to overcome his resistance and they couldn’t do it. Now, every one of you guys is going to run into this kind of problem lots of times. Maybe your man is going to decide you aren’t going to handcuff him. Or maybe he’ll even fight back. You saw the trouble little Plebesly gave the two big guys, and he wasn’t even fighting back. What I’m trying to do is tell you that these fights out there in the streets are just endurance contests. The guy who can endure usually wins. That’s why I’m running your asses off. When you leave here you’ll have endurance. Now, if I can teach you an armlock and that choke hold, maybe that will be enough. You all saw what the choke can do. The trouble is getting the choke on the guy when he’s struggling and fighting back. I can’t teach you self-defense in thirteen weeks.

“All that Hollywood crap is just that—crap. You try throwing that haymaker at somebody’s chin and you’ll probably hit the top of his head and break your hand. Never use your fists. If someone uses his fists you use your stick and try to break a wrist or knee like we teach you. If he uses a knife you use a gun and cancel his ticket then and there. But if you find yourself without a stick and the situation doesn’t permit deadly force, well then you better be able to out-endure the son of a bitch. That’s why you see these newspaper pictures of six cops subduing one guy. Any guy or even any woman can wear out several policemen just by resisting. It’s goddamn hard to take a man who doesn’t want to be taken. But try explaining it to the jury or the neighbors who read in the papers how an arrestee was hurt by two or three cops twice his size. They’ll want to know why you resorted to beating the guy’s head in. Why didn’t you just put a fancy judo hold on him and flip him on his ass. In the movies it’s nothing.

“And while I’m on the subject, there’s something else the movies have done for us—they created a legend about winging your man, shooting from the hip and all that bullshit. Well I’m not your shooting instructor but it all ties in with self-defense. You guys have been here long enough to know how hard it is to hit a still target, let alone a moving one. Those of you who make your twenty years will miss that goddamn paper man every time you come up here for your monthly pistol qualification. And he’s only a paper man. He don’t shoot back. The light’s good and the adrenaline hasn’t turned your arm into a licorice stick like it does in combat. And yet when you blow some asshole up and were lucky to even hit him you’ll hear a member of the coroner’s jury say, ‘Why didn’t you shoot to wound him? Did you have to kill him? Why didn’t you shoot the gun out of his hand!’”

Randolph’s face was crimson and two wide sweat streams ran down either side of his neck. When he was in uniform he wore three service stripes on his sleeve indicating at least fifteen years with the Department. Yet Serge could hardly believe he was more than thirty. He hadn’t a gray hair and his physique was flawless.

“What I want you guys to take from my class is this: it’s a bitch to subdue a man with a gun or a stick or a sap, let alone with your hands. Just keep yourself in half-assed condition and you’ll out-endure him. Take the bastard any way you can. If you can use these two or three holds I teach you, then use them. If you can’t, hit him with a brick or anything else. Just subdue your man and you’ll be in one piece the day your twentieth anniversary rolls around and you sign those retirement papers. That’s why I run your asses off.”
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STRESS

“I DON’T KNOW WHY I’m so nervous,” said Gus Plebesly. “We’ve been told about the stress interview. It’s just to shake us up.”

“Relax, Gus,” said Wilson, who leaned against the wall, smoking, careful not to drop ashes on the khaki cadet uniform.

Gus admired the luster of Wilson’s black shoes. Wilson had been a marine. He knew how to spit-shine shoes, and he could drill troops and call cadence. He was Gus’s squad leader and had many of the qualities which Gus believed men could only gain in military service. Gus wished he were a veteran and had been places, then perhaps he would have confidence. He should have. He was the number one man in his class in physical training, but at this moment he wasn’t sure he would be able to speak during the stress interview. He had waited in dread so many times in high school when he had to give an oral report. In college he had once consumed almost a half pint of gin diluted with soda pop before he could give a three-minute speech in a public speaking class. And he had gotten away with it. He wished he could do it now. But these men were police officers. Professionals. They would detect the alcohol in his eyes, speech, or gait. He couldn’t fool them with so cheap a trick.

“You sure look nervous,” said Wilson, offering Gus a cigarette from the pack he kept in his sock, GI fashion.

“Thanks a lot, Wilson,” Gus mumbled, refusing the cigarette.

“Look, these guys are just going to try to psyche you,” said Wilson. “I talked to a guy who graduated in April. They just pick on you in these stress interviews. You know, about your P.T. or your shooting, or maybe your academic standing. But hell, Plebesly, you’re okay in everything and tops in P.T. What can they say?”

“I don’t know. Nothing, I guess.”

“Take me,” said Wilson. “My shooting is so shitty I might as well throw my gun at the goddamn target. They’ll probably rip me apart. Tell me how they’re going to wash me out if I don’t come to the pistol range during the lunch hour and practice extra. That kind of bullshit. But I’m not worried. You realize how bad they need cops in this town? And in the next five, six years it’s going to get lots worse. All those guys that came on right after the war will have their twenty years. I tell you we’ll all be captains before we finish our tours with the Department.”

Gus studied Wilson, a short man, even a hair shorter than Gus. He must have stretched to meet the minimum five feet eight inches, Gus thought, but husky, big biceps and a fighter’s shoulders, with a broken nose. He had wrestled Wilson in the self-defense classes and had found Wilson surprisingly easy to take down and control. Wilson was much stronger, but Gus was more agile and could persevere.

Gus understood what Officer Randolph had told them, and he believed that if he could outlast his opponents he needn’t be afraid. He was surprised at how well it had worked so far in training. But what would a man like Wilson, an ex-fighter, do to him in a real fight? Gus had never hit a man, not with a fist, not with anything. What would happen to his splendid endurance when a man like Wilson buried a heavy fist in his stomach or crashed one to his jaw? He had been a varsity sprinter in high school, but had always avoided contact sports. He had never been an aggressive person. What in the hell had made him think he could be a policeman? Sure the pay was pretty good, what with the security and pension. He could never hope to do as well in the bank. He had hated that dreary low paying job and had almost laughed when the operations officer had assured him that in five more years he could expect to make what he, the operations officer, was making, which was less than a starting Los Angeles policeman. And so he had come this far. Eight weeks and they hadn’t found him out yet. But they might at this stress interview.

“Only one thing worries me,” said Wilson. “Know what that is?”

“What?” asked Gus, wiping his wet palms on the legs of the khaki uniform.

“Skeletons. I hear they sometimes rattle the bones in the stress interview. You know how they say the background investigation of all cadets goes on for weeks after we enter the academy.”

“Yes?”

“Well, I hear they sometimes use the stress interview to tell a guy he’s been washed out. You know, like, ‘The background investigator discovered you were once a member of the Nazi Bund of Milwaukee. You’re washed out, kid.’ That kind of bullshit.”

“I guess I don’t have to worry about my background,” Gus smiled feebly. “I’ve lived in Azusa my whole life.”

“Come on, Plebesly, don’t tell me there isn’t something you’ve done. Every guy in this class has something in his background. Some little thing that he wouldn’t want the Department to find out. I saw the faces that day when the instructor said, ‘Mosley, report to the lieutenant.’ And Mosley never came back to class. And then Ratcliffe left the same way. They found out something about them and they were washed out. Just like that, they disappeared. You ever read Nineteen Eighty-Four?”

“No, but I know about it,” said Gus.

“It’s the same principle here. They know none of us has told them everything. We all got a secret. Maybe they can stress it out of us. But just keep cool, and don’t tell them anything. You’ll be okay.”

Gus’s heart sank when the door to the captain’s office opened and Cadet Roy Fehler strode out, tall, straight, and as confident as always. Gus envied him his assurance and hardly heard Fehler say, “Next man.”

Then Wilson was shoving him toward the door and he looked at his reflection in the mirror on the cigarette machine and the milky blue eyes were his, but he hardly recognized the thin white face. The sparse sandy hair seemed familiar but the narrow white lips were not his, and he was through the door and facing the three inquisitors who looked at him from behind a conference table. He recognized Lieutenant Hartley and Sergeant Jacobs. He knew the third man must be the commander, Captain Smithson, who had addressed them the first day in the academy.

“Sit down, Plebesly,” said unsmiling Lieutenant  Hartley.

The three men whispered for a moment and reviewed a sheaf of papers before them. The lieutenant, a florid bald man with plum-colored lips, suddenly grinned broadly and said, “Well, so far you’re doing fine here at the academy, Plebesly. You might work on your shooting a bit, but in the classroom you’re excellent and on the P.T. field you’re tops.”

Gus became aware that the captain and Sergeant Jacobs were also smiling, but he suspected trickery when the captain said, “What shall we talk about? Would you like to tell us about yourself?”

“Yes sir,” said Gus, trying to adjust to the unexpected friendliness.

“Well, go ahead then, Plebesly,” said Sergeant Jacobs with an amused look. “Tell us all about yourself. We’re listening.”

“Tell us about your college training,” said Captain Smithson after several silent seconds. “Your personnel folder says you attended junior college for two years. Were you an athlete?”

“No sir,” croaked Gus. “I mean I tried out for track. I didn’t have time, though.”

“I’ll bet you were a sprinter,” smiled the lieutenant.

“Yes sir, and I tried hurdles,” said Gus, trying to smile back. “I had to work and carry fifteen units, sir. I had to quit track.”

“What was your major?” asked Captain Smithson.

“Business administration,” said Gus, wishing he had added “sir,” and thinking that a veteran like Wilson would never fail to throw a sir into every sentence, but he was not accustomed to this quasi-military situation.

“What kind of work did you do before coming on the Department?” asked Captain Smithson, leafing through the folder. “Post Office, wasn’t it?”

“No sir. Bank. I worked at a bank. Four years. Ever since high school.”

“What made you want to be a policeman?” asked the captain, touching the gaunt tanned cheek with a pencil.

“The pay and the security,” Gus answered, and then quickly, “and it’s a good career, a profession. And I like it so far.”

“Policemen don’t make very good pay,” said Sergeant Jacobs.

“It’s the most I ever made, sir,” said Gus, deciding to be truthful. “I never made anywhere near four eighty-nine a month before, sir. And I have two children and one on the way.”

“You’re only twenty-two years old,” Sergeant Jacobs whistled. “What a family you’re making.”

“We were married right after high school.”

“Do you intend to finish college?” asked Lieutenant Hartley.

“Oh, yes sir,” said Gus. “I’m going to switch my major to police science, sir.”

“Business administration is a good field of study,” said Captain Smithson. “If you like it, stay with it. The Department can find good use for business administration majors.”

“Yes sir,” said Gus.

“That’s all, Plebesly,” said Captain Smithson. “Keep working on your shooting. It could be better. And send in the next cadet, please.”
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THE SCHOLAR

ROY FEHLER HAD TO ADMIT it pleased him when he overheard two of his classmates mention his name in a whispered conversation during a smoking break after class. He heard the cadet mutter “intellectual,” reverently, he thought, just after he recorded the highest score in the report writing class conducted by Officer Willis. He found the academic portion of recruit training unchallenging and if it weren’t for some difficulties on the pistol range and his lack of endurance on the P.T. field, he would probably be the top cadet in his class and win the Smith & Wesson always awarded to the top cadet at graduation. It would be a tragedy, he thought, if someone like Plebesly won the revolver merely because he could run faster or shoot better than Roy.

He was anxious for Sergeant Harris to come in the classroom for their three hours of criminal law. It was the most stimulating part of recruit training even though Harris was only an adequate teacher. Roy had bought a copy of Fricke’s California Criminal Law, and had read it twice in the past two weeks. He had challenged Harris on several points of law and believed that Harris had become more alert of late for fear of being embarrassed by a knowledgeable recruit. The classroom quieted abruptly.

Sergeant Harris strode to the front of the class, spread his notes on the lectern and lit the first of the several cigarettes he would smoke during his lecture. He had a face like porous concrete, but Roy thought he wore his uniform well. The tailored blue wool seemed particularly attractive on tall slim men, and Roy wondered how he would look when he had the blue uniform and black Sam Browne.

“We’re going to continue with search and seizure of evidence,” said Harris, scratching the bald spot at the crown of his rust-colored hair.

“By the way, Fehler,” said Sergeant Harris, “you were right yesterday about the uncorroborated testimony of an accomplice being sufficient to prove the corpus delicti. But it isn’t enough to convict.”

“No, of course not,” said Roy, nodding his thanks to Harris for the acknowledgment. He wasn’t sure whether Harris appreciated the significance of a few well-placed brain-teasing questions. It was the student who brought a class to life. He had learned this from Professor Raymond who had encouraged him to specialize in criminology when he was drifting aimlessly in the social sciences unable to find a specialty which really interested him. And it was Professor Raymond who begged him not to drop out of college, because he had added so much to the three classes he had taken from the kindly round little man with the burning brown eyes. But he was tired of college; even the independent study with Professor Raymond had begun to bore him. It had come to him suddenly one sleepless night when the presence of Dorothy and her pregnancy was oppressing him that he ought to leave college and join the police department for a year, two years, until he learned something of crime and criminals that might not be available to the criminologist.

The next day he applied at City Hall wondering if he should phone his father or wait until he was actually sworn in, as he would be in about three months, if he passed all the tests and survived the character investigation which he knew would pose no problem. His father was terribly disappointed and his older brother Carl had reminded him that his education had already cost the family business in excess of nine thousand dollars, especially since he could not wait until he finished college to marry, and that in any event, a criminologist would be of little use to a restaurant supply business. Roy had told Carl that he would pay back every cent, and he certainly intended to, but it was difficult living on the policeman’s beginning salary which was not the advertised four hundred and eighty-nine dollars a month—not when they deducted for your pension, Police Relief, the Police Protective League, the Police Credit Union which loaned the money for the uniforms, income tax, and the medical plan. But he vowed he’d pay Carl and his father every cent. And he’d finish college and be a criminologist eventually, never making the money his brother Carl would make, but being infinitely happier.

“Yesterday we talked about the famous cases like Cahan, Rochin, and others,” said Sergeant Harris. “And we talked about Mapp v. Ohio which any rookie would  know was illegal search and seizure, and I mentioned how it sometimes seems to policemen that the court is lying in wait for bad cases like Mapp v. Ohio so they can restrict police power a little more. Now that you’re policemen, or almost policemen, you’re going to become very interested in the decisions handed down by the courts in the area of search and seizure. You’re going to be upset, confused, and generally pissed off most of the time, and you’re going to hear locker room bitching about the fact that most landmark decisions are five to four, and how can a working cop be expected to make a sudden decision in the heat of combat and then be second-guessed by the Vestal Virgins of the Potomac, and all that other crap. But in my opinion, that kind of talk is self-defeating. We’re only concerned with the U.S. and California supreme courts and a couple of appellate courts. So don’t worry about some of these freakish decisions that an individual judge hands down. Even if it’s your case and it’s one you wanted to win. Chances are the defendant will be busted again before long and we’ll get another crack at him. And the judge’s decision ends right there on the bench. It’s not going to have a goddamn thing to do with the next case you try.

“Now I know I got you guys pretty confused yesterday with the problems of search incident to a lawful arrest. We know we can search when?” Sergeant Harris waved a burning cigarette vaguely toward the rear of the room.

Roy didn’t bother to turn toward the voice which answered, “When you have a search warrant, or when you have consent, or incident to a lawful arrest.” The voice Roy knew belonged to Samuel Isenberg, the only other cadet whom Roy felt might challenge him scholastically.

“Right,” said Sergeant Harris, blowing a cloud of smoke through his nose. “Half you people will never get a search warrant in your entire careers. Most of the two hundred thousand arrests we make in a year are made on the basis of reasonable cause to believe a felony has been committed, or because a crime has been committed in the officer’s presence. You’re going to stumble onto crimes and criminals and bang! You’ve got to move, not take six hours to get a search warrant. It’s for that reason that we’re not going to talk about this kind of search. I’ve saved the other kind of search until today because to me it’s the most challenging—that’s search incident to a lawful arrest. If the court ever takes this kind of search away from us we’ll be nearly out of business.”

Isenberg raised his hand, and Sergeant Harris nodded while taking an incredible puff on the cigarette. What was a fairly good-sized butt was now scorching his fingers. He snuffed it out as Isenberg said, “Would you repeat, sir, about the search of the premises ninety-five feet from the defendant’s house?”

“I was afraid of that.” Harris smiled, shrugged, and lit another cigarette. “I shouldn’t bring up those cases. I did what I criticize other officers for doing, bitching about controversial cases and prophesying doom. Okay, I just said that it hasn’t yet been defined what under the defendant’s control means in terms of search of the premises incident to the arrest. The court has deemed in its infinite wisdom that an arrest ninety-five feet away from the house did not give officers the right to go into the house and search under the theory of the defendant having control of the premises. Also, I mentioned that in another case a person sixty feet away was deemed to have control of a car in question. And then I mentioned a third case in which officers arrested some bookmakers in their car a half block away and the court held the search of the car and premises was reasonable.

“But don’t worry about that kind of crap. I shouldn’t have mentioned it anyway because I’m basically an optimist. I always see the glass half full not half empty. Some policemen predict that the courts will eventually strip us of all our right to search incident to arrest, but that would cripple us. I don’t think it will happen. I feel that one of these days the Chief Sorcerer in Washington and his eight little apprentices will get themselves together and all this will be straightened out.”

The class tittered and Roy felt himself becoming irked. Harris just couldn’t resist criticizing the Supreme Court, thought Roy. He hadn’t heard any instructor discuss the law without taking a few shots at the Court. Harris seemed reasonable but he probably felt obligated to do it too. So far, all of the cases Roy had read, that were so bitterly opposed by the instructors, seemed to him just and intelligent. They were based on libertarian principles and it seemed to him unfair to say such thoughtful decisions were unrealistic.

“Okay you guys, quit leading me off on tangents. We’re supposed to be talking about searches incident to a lawful arrest. How about this one: Two officers observe a cab double-parked in front of a hotel. The fare, a man, gets out of the front seat. A woman comes out of the hotel and gets in the rear seat. Another man not with the woman walks up and gets in the back seat with the woman. Two policemen observe the action and decide to investigate. They approach and order the occupants out of the cab. They observe the man remove his hand from the juncture of the seat and back cushion. The officers remove the rear cushion and find three marijuana cigarettes. The man was convicted. Was the decision affirmed or denied by the appellate court? Anyone want to make a guess?”

“Denied,” said Guminski, a thin, wiry-haired man of about thirty, whom Roy guessed to be the oldest cadet in the class.

“See. You guys are already thinking like cops,” Harris chuckled. “You’re ready to believe the courts are screwing us every time. Well you’re wrong. The conviction was affirmed. But there was something I failed to mention that contributed to the decision. What do you think it might be?”

Roy raised his hand and when Harris nodded, Roy asked, “What time of day was it?”

“Good,” said Sergeant Harris. “You might’ve guessed, it was an unusual hour. About 3:00 A.M. NOW on what grounds could they search the cab?”

“Incident to a lawful arrest,” said Roy, without raising his hand or waiting for Harris to nod.

“Who were they arresting?” asked Harris.

Roy was sorry he had responded so quickly. He realized he was being trapped. “Not the defendant or the woman,” he said slowly, while his mind worked furiously. “The cabdriver!”

The class burst out laughing but was silenced by a wave of Harris’ nicotine-stained left hand. Harris bared his large brownish teeth in a grin and said, “Go ahead, Fehler, what’s your reasoning?”

“They could arrest the cabbie for double-parking,” said Roy. “That’s a violation, and then search incident to the lawful arrest.”

“Not bad,” said Harris. “I like to see you people thinking even when you’re wrong.”

Hugh Franklin, the broad-shouldered recruit who sat next to Roy at the alphabetically arranged tables, chuckled louder than Roy felt was necessary. Franklin did not like him, Roy was certain. Franklin was an all-American jock strapper. A high school letterman according to the conversations they had the first few days in the academy. Then three years in the navy, where he played baseball and toured the Orient, thoroughly enjoying himself, and now to the police department, when he couldn’t make it in Class D professional baseball.

“Why is Fehler wrong?” Harris asked the class, and Roy became annoyed that the entire class should be asked to attack his answer. Why didn’t Harris just give the reason instead of asking everyone to comment? Could it be that Harris was trying to embarrass him? Perhaps he didn’t like having a recruit in the class who took the trouble to do independent study in criminal law and not just blindly accept the legal interpretations which evolve from the police point of view.

“Yes, Isenberg,” said Harris, and this time Roy turned around so that he would not miss Isenberg’s annoying manner of answering questions.

“I doubt that the search of the cab could be justified incident to the arrest of the driver for double-parking,” said Isenberg carefully, his dark-lidded black eyes moving from Harris to Roy and back to the instructor. “It’s true the driver committed a traffic violation and could be cited, and a traffic ticket is technically an arrest, but how could you search the cab for contraband? That has nothing to do with a traffic violation, does it?”

“Are you asking me?” said Harris.

“No sir, that’s my answer.” Isenberg smiled shyly, and Roy felt disgust for Isenberg’s pretense at humility. He felt the same toward Plebesly and the diffidence he showed when someone expressed admiration for his athletic prowess. He believed them both to be conceited men. Isenberg was another one, he knew, who was just discharged from the army. He wondered how many men joined the Department because they were simply looking for a job and how many like himself had more serious motives.

“Was the search incident to the arrest of anyone?” asked Harris.

“No, I don’t think so,” said Isenberg, clearing his throat nervously. “I don’t think anyone was under arrest at the time the officer found the contraband. The officer could detain and interrogate people under unusual circumstances at night according to Giske v. Sanders, and I don’t think there was anything unreasonable in ordering them out of the cab. The officers had a justifiable suspicion that something unusual was going on. When the defendant reached behind the seat I think that might be construed as a furtive action.” Isenberg’s voice trailed off and several recruits including Roy raised their hands.

Harris looked at no one but Roy. “Go ahead, Fehler,” he said.

“I don’t think the officers had the right to order them out of the cab. And when were they arrested, after they found the narcotics? What if they would have got out of the cab and just walked away? Would the officers have the right to stop them?”

“How about that, Isenberg?” asked Harris, lighting a fresh cigarette with a battered silver lighter. “Could the officers stop them from walking away, before the contraband was found?”

“Uh, yes, I think so,” said Isenberg looking at Roy, who interrupted him.

“Were they under arrest then?” asked Roy. “They must have been under arrest if the officers could stop them from walking away. And if they were under arrest what was their crime? The marijuana wasn’t found for several seconds after they had them already under arrest.”

Roy smiled indulgently to show Isenberg and Harris there were no hard feelings at having proved Isenberg wrong.

“The point is, they were not under arrest, Fehler,” said Isenberg, addressing Roy directly for the first time. “We have the right to stop and interrogate. The person is obliged to identify himself and explain what’s going on. And we can resort to any means to make him submit. Yet we haven’t arrested him for any crime. If he explains what’s going on and it’s reasonable, we release him. I think that’s what Giske v. Sanders meant. So in this case, the officers stopped, interrogated, and recovered the marijuana during their investigation. Then and only then were the suspects placed under arrest.”

Roy knew from Harris’ pleased expression that Isenberg was correct.

“How could you prove someone else hadn’t dumped the marijuana behind the seat?” asked Roy, unable to dull the sharp edge on his voice.

“I should’ve mentioned that the cabbie testified to cleaning out the back of the cab earlier in the evening because of a sick passenger who threw up back there,” said Harris. “And no one had been in the back seat until the woman and the defendant got in.”

“That certainly makes a difference,” said Roy, appealing to Harris for some concession to his interpretation.

“Well, that wasn’t the issue I was concerned with,” said Harris. “It was the question of searching prior to an actual arrest that I wanted someone to bring out of this case, and Isenberg did it beautifully. You all understand, don’t you?”

“Yes sir,” said Roy, “but the case would certainly have been reversed if the cabbie hadn’t testified to cleaning out the back that same evening. That was certainly an important point, sir.”

“Yes, Fehler,” Sergeant Harris sighed. “You were partly right. I should’ve mentioned that, Fehler.”
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HUERO

SERGE GAVE HIS SHOES a quick buff, threw the shoe brush in his locker, and slammed the metal door. He was late for roll call. It was two minutes after four o’clock. Damn the traffic, he thought. How can I put up with this traffic and smog for twenty years? He paused before the full-length mirror, alone in the locker room. His brass buttons and Sam Browne needed polish. His blue woolen uniform was so lint covered it looked hairy. He cursed as he realized there might be an inspection tonight.

Serge picked up his notebook, the packet of traffic citations and a map book of city streets. He shoved his shiny new five-cell flashlight into the deep pocket of his uniform pants, grabbed his baton, and put his hat on, since his hands were too full to carry it. The other night watch officers were talking noisily as he entered the roll call room. The watch commander’s desk was unoccupied. Serge was relieved to see that he too was late and by the time he arrived five minutes later, Serge had dabbed most of the lint from his uniform with a piece of two-inch-wide masking tape which he carried in his notebook for such emergencies.

“After those new uniforms are cleaned a few times you won’t have so much trouble with lint,” said Perkins, the desk officer, a nineteen-year policeman now on light duty while recovering from a serious heart attack.

“Oh, yeah,” Serge nodded, self-conscious of his brand-new, never cleaned blue uniform, announcing that he was one of the rookies just graduated last week from the academy. He and two members of his class had been assigned to Hollenbeck. It wasn’t hard to see how they had been selected, he thought. The other officers were Chacon and Medina. He had heard in the academy that most officers with Spanish surnames ended up in Hollenbeck Division but he had hoped he might be an exception. Not everyone recognized Duran as a Spanish name. He had been mistaken for German and even Irish, especially by people who couldn’t believe a Mexican could be fair, freckled, and speak without a trace of a Spanish accent. The Negro officers were not all assigned to the Negro areas; he was irked that the Chicanos were all stuck here in Hollenbeck. He could see the need for Spanish-speaking officers here, but nobody had even bothered to see if he could speak Spanish. It was just “Duran to Hollenbeck,” another victim of a system.

“Ramirez,” said Lieutenant Jethro, settling his long sagging body in the desk chair and opening the time book.

“Here.”

“Anderson.”

“Here.”

“You’re working Four-A-Five.”

“Bradbury.”

“Here.”

“Gonsalvez.”

“Here.”

“Four-A-Eleven.”

Serge answered when his name was called along with his partner for the night, Galloway, whom he had not worked with since arriving in the division. He was scheduled off tomorrow, Sunday, after working six days, and wished he weren’t. Every night was a new adventure and he smiled as he realized he would probably be glad for days off soon enough. He tired of everything quickly. Still, this was a more interesting job than most. He couldn’t honestly think of one he’d like better. Of course, when he finished college, he might find something better. And then he had to smile again at himself. He had enrolled in two night classes at East Los Angeles Junior College. Six units. Only a hundred and eighteen to go, and here I sit dreaming about finishing college, he thought.

“Okay, here’s the crimes,” said the lieutenant, after calling the roll. Perkins took the lineup board downstairs to the teletype machine to be forwarded to Communications, so that Communications downtown would know which cars were working in Hollenbeck. The policemen opened their notebooks to a fresh page, and got ready to write.

Lieutenant Jethro was a loose-skinned, sallow man with a hard mouth and very cold eyes. Serge had learned however that he was the division’s best-liked supervisor. The men considered him fair.

“Had a robbery at twenty-nine twenty-two Brooklyn Avenue,” he read mechanically. “At Big G restaurant. Today, 9:30 A.M. Suspect: male, Mexican, twenty-three to twenty-five years, five-five to five-six, hundred sixty to hundred seventy pounds, black hair, brown eyes, medium complexion, wearing a dark shirt and dark pants, carried a handgun, got eighty-five dollars from the cash register and took victim’s wallet and I.D. . . . Goddamn it, that’s a shitty description!” said Lieutenant Jethro suddenly. “This is what we were talking about last night at roll call training. What the hell good does a description like that do you?”

“Maybe that’s all they could get out of the guy, Lieutenant,” said Milton, the burly baiter of supervisors who always took the last seat of the last table in the roll call room, and whose four service stripes, indicating twenty years service, entitled him to a constant barrage of sarcasm directed at the sergeants. He was usually pretty quiet around the lieutenant though, Serge thought.

“Bullshit, Milt,” said Jethro. “This poor bastard Hector Lopez has been hit a half dozen times this year. I’m always seeing his name on robbery, burglary, or till tap reports. He’s become a professional victim, and he usually gives an outstanding description of the suspect. It’s just that some officer—in this case, it was a day watch officer—was in a big hurry and didn’t try to get a decent description. This is a good example of a worthless piece of paper that can’t be any use to the detectives. That description could fit twenty percent of the guys on the street right now.”

“It only takes a few minutes extra to get a decent description the dicks can work with,” Jethro continued. “How did the guy comb his hair? Did he have a moustache? Glasses? Tattoos? A distinctive walk? How about his teeth? His clothes? There’s dozens of little things about clothes that might be important. How did he talk? Did he have a gravel voice? Did he have a Spanish accent? How about that gun? This report says handgun. What the hell does that tell you? I know goddamn well Lopez knows the difference between an automatic and a revolver. And was it chrome plated or blue steel?” Jethro dropped the papers disgustedly into the folder. “We had lots of crimes last night, but none of the suspect descriptions are worth a shit so I’m not going to read them.” He closed the folders and sat back in his chair on the ten-inch platform, looking down at the policemen of the night watch. “Anything you guys want to talk about before we have an inspection?” he asked.

A groan went up at the mention of the word ‘inspection,’ and Serge rubbed the toe of each shoe on the back of his calves, irritated once more at the Los Angeles traffic which prevented him from arriving at the station early enough to shine them.

Jethro’s colorless eyes glinted merrily around the room for a moment. “If no one can think of something to say, we might as well get started with the inspection. We’ll have more time to look a little harder.”

“Wait a minute, Lieutenant,” said Milton, a wet stump of cigar between his little teeth. “Give me a second, I’ll think of something.”

“Yeah, Milt, I don’t blame you for wanting to stall me,” said Jethro. “It looks like you shined those shoes with a Hershey bar.”

The men chuckled and Milton beamed and puffed from the end seat at the last row of tables in the rear of the squad room. On his first night in Hollenbeck, Milton had informed Serge that the last row of tables belonged to los veteranos and that rookies generally sat toward the front of the room. Serge hadn’t worked with Milton yet, and was looking forward to it. He was loud and overbearing but the men told him he could learn a lot from Milton if Milton felt like teaching him.

“One thing before inspection,” said Jethro. “Who’s working Forty-three tonight? You, Galloway?”

Serge’s partner nodded.

“Who’s working with you, one of the new men? Duran, right? You two check those pin maps before you go out. They’re killing us on Brooklyn Avenue about midnight. We’ve had three window smashes this week and two last week. All about the same time, and they’re grabbing quite a bit of loot.”

Serge looked at the walls which were lined with identical street maps of Hollenbeck Division. Each map bore different colored pins, some to indicate burglaries, the multicolored pins indicating whether they occurred on morning, day, or night watch. Other maps showed where robberies were occurring. Still others showed locations of car thefts and thefts from vehicles.

“Let’s fall in for inspection,” said Lieutenant Jethro.

This was Serge’s first inspection since leaving the academy. He wondered where fourteen men could line up in the crowded room. He saw quickly that they formed one rank along the side wall in front of the pin maps. The tall men fell in toward the front of the room so Serge headed for the front, standing next to Bressler, who was the only officer taller than himself.

“Okay, you’re supposed to be at attention,” said the lieutenant quietly to a policeman in the center of the rank who was muttering about something.

“At close interval, dress right, dress!”

The policemen, hands on right hips, elbows touching the man to the right, dressed the rank perfunctorily and Jethro didn’t bother to check the line.

“Ready, front!”

When Jethro inspected him, Serge stared at the top of the lieutenant’s head as he had been taught in boot camp six years ago when he was eighteen, just graduated from high school, broken-hearted that the Korean War ended before he could get in it and win several pounds of medals which he could pin to the beautiful Marine Corps dress blue uniform which they didn’t issue you and he never got around to buying because he grew up quickly under the stunning realities of Marine Corps boot camp.

Jethro paused a few extra seconds in front of Ruben Gonsalvez, a jovial dark-skinned Mexican who, Serge guessed, was a veteran of at least ten years with the  Department.

“You’re getting rounder every day, Ruben,” said Jethro in his toneless unsmiling voice.

“Yes, Lieutenant,” answered Gonsalvez and Serge did not yet dare to look down the line.

“You been eating at Manuel’s again, I see,” said Jethro, and with peripheral vision Serge could see the lieutenant touching Gonsalvez’s necktie.

“Yes, sir,” said Gonsalvez. “The top stains above the tie bar are chile verde. The other ones are menudo.”

This time Serge turned a fraction of an inch and detected no expression on Jethro or Gonsalvez.

“How about you, Milt? When you changing the oil on your necktie?” said Jethro, moving down the line to the white-haired veteran who stood so straight he looked like a tall man but standing next to him Serge guessed he wasn’t five feet ten.

“Right after inspection, Lieutenant,” said Milton, and Serge sneaked a glance at Jethro, who shook his head sadly and moved to the end of the rank.

“Night watch. One pace forward . . . No, as you were,” said Jethro, shuffling to the front of the roll call room. “I’m afraid to inspect you from the rear. Some of you’ll probably have bananas or girlie magazines hanging out of your back pockets. Dismissed!”

So this is how it is, thought Serge, gathering up his equipment, looking for Galloway to whom he had never been introduced. He was afraid the division would be GI and he wasn’t sure how long he could take military discipline. This was okay. He could tolerate this much discipline indefinitely, he thought.

Galloway walked up and offered his hand. “Duran?”

“Yeah,” said Serge, shaking hands with the freckled young man.

“What do your friends call you?” asked Galloway and Serge smiled as he recognized the hackneyed opening line that policemen use on suspects to determine street names which were usually much more valuable to know than true names.

“Serge. How about you?”

“Pete.”

“Okay, Pete, what do you want to do tonight?” asked Serge, hoping that Galloway would let him drive. This was his sixth night and he hadn’t driven yet.

“You’re just out of the last class, aren’t you?” asked Galloway.

“Yeah,” said Serge, disappointed.

“You familiar with the city?”

“No, I lived in Chino before coming on the job.”

“Guess you better keep books then. I’ll drive, okay?”

“You’re the boss,” Serge said cheerfully.

“No, we’re equals,” said Galloway. “Partners.”

It was satisfying to be able to get settled in the radio car without asking a dozen inane questions or fumbling around with your equipment. Serge felt he could handle the passenger officer’s routine duties as well as possible by now. Serge put his flashlight and hat in the back seat along with his baton which was thrust under the back cushion for easy access. He was surprised to see Galloway slide the baton under the back cushion in the front seat, lancelike, right next to him.

“I like my stick closer to me,” said Galloway. “It’s my blue blanket.”

“Four-A-Forty-three, night watch, clear,” said Serge into the hand mike as Galloway started the engine of the Plymouth, and backed out of the parking space and onto First Street, the setting sun forcing Serge to put on his sunglasses as he wrote their names on the daily log.

“What did you do before coming on the job?” asked Galloway.

“Marine Corps for four years,” said Serge, writing his serial number on the log.

“How do you like police work so far?” asked Galloway.

“Fine,” Serge answered, writing carefully as the car bounced over a rut in the street.

“It’s a good job,” said Galloway. “I’m starting my fourth year next month. Can’t complain so far.”

The sandy hair and freckles made Galloway look like a high school kid, Serge thought. With four years on the job he has to be at least twenty-five.

“This your first Saturday night?”

“Yeah.”

“Quite a difference on weekends. Maybe we’ll see a little action.”

“Hope so.”

“Done anything exciting yet?”

“Nothing,” said Serge. “Took some burglary reports. Wrote a few tickets. Booked a couple drunks and a few traffic warrants. Haven’t even made a felony arrest yet.”

“We’ll try to get you a felony tonight.” Galloway offered Serge a cigarette and he accepted.

“Thanks. I was going to ask you to stop so I could get some,” said Serge, lighting Galloway’s with his Zippo that used to have a brass globe and anchor affixed to it. There was now just a naked metallic ring on the lighter where he had pried the Marine Corps emblem off in Okinawa after a salty pfc with a year and a half in the corps had kidded him about only gung-ho recruits carrying P.X. Zippos with big fat emblems on them.

Serge smiled as he remembered how badly the young marines wanted to be salts. How they had scrubbed and bleached their new dungarees and put sea dips in the caps. He hadn’t completely gotten over it, he thought, remembering how his new blue uniform made him uneasy tonight when Perkins mentioned the lint.

The incessant chattering on the police radio was still giving Serge trouble. He knew it would be some time before he was able to pick his car number, Four-A-Forty-three, from the jumble of voices that crowded the police frequencies. He was starting to recognize some of the voices of the Communications operators. One sounded like an old maid schoolmarm, another like a youngish Marilyn Monroe, and a third had a trace of a Southern accent.

“We got a call,” said Galloway.

“What?”

“Tell her to repeat,” said Galloway.

“Four-A-Forty-three, repeat, please,” said Serge, his pencil poised over the pad which was affixed to a metal shelf in front of the hot sheet.

“Four-A-Forty-three,” said the schoolmarm, “one-two-seven South Chicago, see the woman, four-five-nine report.”

“Four-A-Forty-three, roger,” said Serge. And to Galloway, “Sorry. I can’t pick our calls out of all that noise, yet.”

“Takes a little time,” said Galloway, turning around in a gas station parking lot, heading east toward Chicago Street.

“Where you living?” asked Galloway, as Serge took a deep puff on the cigarette to finish it before they arrived.

“Alhambra. I got an apartment over there.”

“Guess Chino’s too far to drive, huh?”

“Yeah.”

“Married?”

“No,” said Serge.

“Got parents in Chino?”

“No, they’re both dead. Got an older brother there. And a sister in Pomona.”

“Oh,” said Galloway, looking at him like he was a war orphan.

“I have a nice little apartment, and the apartment house is crawling with broads,” said Serge, so his baby-faced partner would stop being embarrassed at prying.

“Really?” Galloway grinned. “Must be nice being a bachelor. I got hooked at nineteen, so I wouldn’t know.”

After turning north on Chicago Street, Galloway gave Serge a puzzled look as Serge craned his neck to catch the house numbers on the east side of the street.

“One twenty-seven will be on the west,” said Galloway. “Even numbers are always on the east and south.”

“All over the city?”

“All over,” Galloway laughed. “Hasn’t anybody told you that yet?”

“Not yet. I’ve been checking both sides of the street on every call. Pretty dumb.”

“Sometimes the senior officer forgets to mention the obvious. As long as you’re willing to admit you know nothing, you’ll learn fast enough. Some guys hate to show they don’t know anything.”

Serge was out of the car while Galloway was still applying the emergency brake. He removed his stick from the back seat and slid it in through the baton holder on the left side of his Sam Browne. He noticed that Galloway left his baton in the car, but he guessed he should adhere to the rules very closely for a while, and the rule was carry your batons.

The house was a one-story faded pink frame. Most of the houses in East Los Angeles seemed faded. This was an old part of the city. The streets were narrow and Serge noticed many aged people.

“Come in, come in, gentlemen,” said the snuffling puckered old woman in an olive-drab dress and bandaged legs, as they stepped on the tiny porch one at a time, shouldering their way through a forest of potted ferns and flowers.

“Step right in, right in,” she smiled and Serge was surprised to see a mouthful of what he was sure were real teeth. She should have been toothless. A fleshy goiter dropped from her neck.

“It’s not so often we see the policemen these days,” she smiled. “We used to know all the police at the Boyle Heights station. I used to know some officers’ names, but already they’re retired I guess.”

Serge smiled at the Molly Goldberg accent, but he noticed Galloway was nodding soberly at the old woman as he sat in the ancient creaking rocker in front of a brightly painted unused fireplace. Serge smelled fish and flowers, mustiness and perfume, and bread in the oven. He removed his cap and sat on the lumpy napless sofa with a cheap oriental tapestry thrown over the back to dull the thrust of the broken springs he felt against his back.

“I’m Mrs. Waxman,” said the old woman. “I been right here in this house for thirty-eight years.”

“Is that a fact?” said Galloway.

“Would you like something? A cup of coffee, maybe. Or a cupcake?”

“No thank you,” said Galloway. Serge shook his head and smiled.

“I used to walk down the police station some summer evenings and chat with the desk officer. There was a Jewish boy worked there named Sergeant Muellstein. You ever know him?”

“No,” said Galloway.

“Brooklyn Avenue was really something then. You should have seen Boyle Heights. Some of the finest families in Los Angeles was living here. Then the Mexicans started moving in and all the people ran out and went to the west side. Just the old Jews like me are left with the Mexicans now. What do you think of the church down the street?”

“Which church?” asked Galloway.

“Hah! You don’t have to say. I understand you got a job to do.” The old woman smiled knowingly at Galloway and winked at Serge.

“They dare to call the place a synagogue,” she croaked. “Could you imagine it?”

Serge glanced through the window at the light-studded Star of David atop the First Hebrew Christian Synagogue at the residential corner of Chicago Street and Michigan Avenue.

“You see what’s right across the street?” said the old woman.

“What?” asked Serge.

“The United Mexican Baptist Church,” said the old woman, with a triumphant nod of her chalk-white head. “I knew it was going to happen. I told them in the forties when they all started moving.”

“Told who?” asked Serge, listening intently.

“We could have lived with the Mexicans. An Orthodox Jew is like a Catholic Mexican. We could have lived. Now look what we got. Reform Jews was bad enough. Now, Christian Jews? Don’t make me laugh. And Mexican Baptisters? You see, everything is out of whack now. Now there’s just a few of us old ones left. I don’t even go out of my yard, no more.”

“I guess you called us because of Mrs. Horwitz,” said Galloway, adding to Serge’s confusion.

“Yes, it’s the same old story. There ain’t nobody can get along with the woman,” said Mrs. Waxman. “She tells everybody her husband has a better shop than my Morris. Hah! My Morris is a watchmaker. Do you understand? A real watchmaker! A craftsman, not some junk repairman!” The old woman stood up, gesturing angrily at the center of the room as a trickle of saliva ran uncontrolled from the corner of her wrinkled mouth.

“Now, now, Mrs. Waxman,” said Galloway, helping her back to the chair. I’m going right over to Mrs. Horwitz and tell her to stop spreading those stories. If she doesn’t, why I’ll threaten to put her in jail.”

“Would you? Would you do that?” asked the old woman. “But don’t arrest her, mind you. Just give her a pretty good scare.”

“We’re going over there right now,” said Galloway, putting on his cap and standing up.

“Serves her right, serves her right,” said Mrs. Waxman, beaming at the two young men.

“Good-bye, Mrs. Waxman,” said Galloway.

“Bye,” Serge mumbled, hoping that Galloway had not noticed how long it took him to catch on to the old woman’s senility.

“She’s a regular,” Galloway explained, starting the car and lighting a cigarette. “I guess I been there a dozen times. The old Jews always say ‘Boyle Heights,’ never Hollenbeck or East L.A. This was the Jewish community before the Chicanos moved in.”

“Doesn’t she have a family?” asked Serge, marking the call in the log.

“No. Another abandoned old lady,” said Galloway. “I’d rather some asshole shoot me in the street tonight than end up old and alone like her.”

“Where’s Mrs. Horwitz live?”

“Who knows? West side probably, where all the Jews with money went. Or maybe she’s dead.”

Serge borrowed another of Galloway’s cigarettes and relaxed as Galloway patrolled slowly in the late summer dusk. He stopped in front of a liquor store and asked Serge what brand he smoked and entered the store without asking for money. Serge knew that this meant the liquor store was Galloway’s cigarette stop, or rather it belonged to the car, Four-A-Forty-three. He had accepted the minor gratuity when each partner he had worked with offered it. Only one, a serious, alert young policeman named Kilton, had stopped at a place where Serge had to pay for cigarettes.

Galloway came back after repaying the liquor store proprietor with a few minutes of small talk and flipped the cigarettes into Serge’s lap.

“How about some coffee?” asked Galloway.

“Sounds good.”

Galloway made a U-turn and drove to a small sidewalk restaurant on Fourth Street. He parked in the empty parking lot, turned up the police radio and got out leaving the door to the car open so they could hear the radio.

“Hi, baby face,” said the bleached blonde working the counter, who spoiled her eyes by drawing her eyebrows at a ridiculous angle.

If there was one thing most Mexicans had it was good heads of hair, thought Serge. Why had this one destroyed hers with chemicals?

“Afternoon, Sylvia,” said Galloway. “Meet my partner, Serge Duran.”

“Qué tal, huero?” said Sylvia, pouring two steaming cups of coffee which Galloway did not offer to pay for.

“Hi,” said Serge, sipping the burning coffee and hoping the remark would pass.

“Huero?” said Galloway. “You a Chicano, Serge?”

“What do you think, pendejo?” Sylvia laughed raucously, showing a gold-capped eyetooth. “With a name like Duran?”

“I’ll be damned,” said Galloway. “You sure look like a paddy.”

“He’s a real huero, baby,” said Sylvia with a flirtatious smile at Serge. “He’s almost as fair as you.”

“Can’t we talk about something else?” asked Serge, irritated more at himself for being embarrassed than at these two grinning fools. He told himself he was not ashamed of being Mexican, it was simply less complicated to be an Anglo. And an Anglo he had been for the past five years. He had only returned to Chino a few times after his mother died and one of those times was for a fourteen-day leave with his brother when they buried her. He had tired of the dreary little town in five days and returned to the base, selling his unused leave to the Marine Corps when he was discharged.

“Well, it’s good to have a partner who can speak Spanish,” said Galloway. “We can use you around here.”

“What makes you think I can speak Spanish?” asked Serge, very careful to maintain the narrow cordiality in his voice.

Sylvia looked at Serge strangely, stopped smiling, and returned to the sink where she began washing a small pile of cups and glasses.

“You one of those Chicanos who can’t speak Spanish?” Galloway laughed. “We got another one like that, Montez. They transfer him to Hollenbeck and he can’t speak Spanish any better than me.”

“I don’t need it. I get along well enough in English,” said Serge.

“Better than me, I hope,” smiled Galloway. “If you can’t spell better than me we’ll be in lots of trouble when we make our reports.”

Serge gulped down the coffee and waited anxiously as Galloway tried in vain to get Sylvia talking again. She smiled at his jokes but remained at the sink and looked coldly at Serge. “Bye-bye, baby face,” she said, as they thanked her for the free coffee and left.

“It’s too bad you don’t speak Spanish real good,” said Galloway as the sun dropped through the smoggy glow in the west. “With a paddy-looking guy like you we could overhear lots of good information. Our arrestees would never guess you could understand them and we could learn all kind of things.”

“How often you pick up a sitting duck?” asked Serge, to change the subject, checking a license plate against the numbers on the hot sheet.

“Ducks? Oh, I get one a week maybe. There’s plenty of hot cars sitting around Hollenbeck.”

“How about rollers?” asked Serge. “How many hot cars do you get rolling?”

“Hot rollers? Oh, maybe one a month, I average. They’re just teenage joyriders usually. Are you just half Mexican?”

Bullshit, thought Serge, taking a large puff on the cigarette, deciding that Galloway would not be denied.

“No, I’m all Mexican. But we just didn’t talk Spanish at home.”

“Your parents didn’t talk it?”

“My father died when I was young. My mother talked half English and half Spanish. We always answered in English. I left home when I got out of high school and went in the Marine Corps for four years. I just got out eight months ago. I’ve been away from the language and I’ve forgotten it. I never knew very much Spanish to begin with.”

“Too bad,” Galloway murmured and seemed satisfied.

Serge slumped in the seat staring blankly at the old houses of Boyle Heights and fought a mild wave of depression. Only two of the other policemen he had worked with had forced him to explain his Spanish name. Damn curious people, he thought. He asked nothing of people, nothing, not even of his brother, Angel, who had tried in every way possible to get him to settle in Chino after leaving the corps, and to go into his gas station with him. Serge told him he didn’t plan to work very hard at anything and his brother had to put in thirteen hours every day in the grimy gas station in Chino. He could have done that. Maybe marry some fertile Mexican girl and have nine kids and learn to live on tortillas and beans because that’s all you could afford when things were lean in the barrio. Well here he was working in another Chicano barrio he thought with a crooked smile. But he’d be out of here as soon as he finished his year’s probationary period. Hollywood Division appealed to him, or perhaps West Los Angeles. He could rent an apartment near the ocean. The rent would be high, but maybe he could share the cost with another policeman or two. He had heard stories of the aspiring actresses who languish all over the westside streets.

“You ever worked the west side?” he asked Galloway suddenly.

“No, I just worked Newton Street and here at Hollenbeck,” Galloway answered.

“I hear there’re lots of girls in Hollywood and West L.A.,” said Serge.

“I guess so,” said Galloway and the leer looked ridiculous with the freckles.

“You hear a lot of pussy stories from policemen. I’ve been wondering how true they are.”

“A lot of them are true,” said Galloway. “It seems to me that policemen do pretty well because for one thing girls trust you right off. I mean a girl isn’t going to be afraid to meet a guy after work when she sees him sitting in a black and white police car in a big blue uniform. She knows you’re not a rapist or a nut or something. At least she can be pretty sure. That means something in this town. And she can also be pretty sure you’re a fairly clean-cut individual. And then some girls are attracted by the job itself. It’s more than the uniform, it’s the authority or something. We got a half dozen cop chasers in every division. You’ll get to know some of them. All the policemen know them. They try their damnedest to lay every guy at the station. Some are actually pretty good-looking. You met Lupe, yet?”

“Who’s she?” asked Serge.

“She’s one of Hollenbeck’s cop chasers. Drives a Lincoln convertible. You’ll run into her before long. Good lay, I heard.” Galloway leered again through the freckles and Serge had to laugh aloud.

“I’m looking forward to meeting her,” said Serge.

“There’s probably lots of stuff in Hollywood. I never worked those fancy silk stocking divisions so I wouldn’t know. But I’d be willing to bet there’s more here on the east side than anywhere.”

“Let’s drive around the division, do you mind?” asked Serge.

“No, where do you want to go?”

“Let’s tour the streets, all around Boyle Heights.”

“One fifty-cent tour of Hollenbeck Division coming up,” said Galloway.

Serge stopped looking for a traffic violator and he didn’t check the hot sheet even once for the sitting duck he craved. He smoked and watched people and houses. All the houses were old, most of the people were Mexican. Most of the streets were too narrow, and Serge guessed they were designed decades before anyone dreamed that Los Angeles would be a city on wheels. And when they did realize it, the east side was too old and too poor and the streets stayed too narrow, and the houses got older. Serge felt his stomach tighten and his face grew unaccountably warm as he saw the secondhand stores. Ropa usada, the signs said. And the panadería filled with sweet breads, cookies and cakes, usually a bit too oily for him. And the scores of restaurants with painted windows announcing that menudo was served on Saturdays and Sundays and Serge wondered how anyone could eat the tripe and hominy and thin red broth. Especially he wondered how he had been able to eat it as a child, but he guessed it was because they had been hungry. He thought of his brother Angel and his sister Aurora and how they would squeeze half a lemon in the menudo, sprinkle in oregano and slosh corn tortillas in the broth faster than his mother could make them. His father had been a tubercular whom he barely remembered as a smiling man with bony wrists, lying in bed all the time, coughing and smelling bad from the sickness. He only produced three children and little else in this world and Serge couldn’t at the moment think of another family on his street with only three children except the Kulaskis and they were Anglos, at least to the Chicanos they were Anglos, but now he thought how humorous it was to have considered these Polacks as Anglo. He also wondered if it was true that the large quantity of corn the Mexicans consumed by eating tortillas three times a day produced the fine teeth. It was Mexican folklore that this was the case and it was certainly true that he and most of his boyhood friends had teeth like alligators. Serge had been to a dentist for the first time while in the Marine Corps where he had two molars filled.

Night was falling faster now that summer had almost gone and as he watched and listened a strange but oddly familiar feeling swept over him. First it was a tremor in the stomach and then up around the chest and his face felt warm; he was filled with anxious longing, or was it, could it be, nostalgia? It was all he could do to keep from laughing aloud as he thought it must be nostalgia, for this was Chino on a grand scale. He was watching the same people who were doing the same things they had done in Chino, and he thought how strange that part of a man could yearn for the place of his youth even when he despised it, and what produced it, and what it produced. But at least it was the only innocent years he had ever known and there had been his mother. He guessed it was really her that he yearned for and the safety she represented. We all must long for that, he thought.

Serge watched the garish lighted madness on the San Bernardino Freeway as Galloway drove south on Soto back to Boyle Heights. There was a minor accident on the freeway below and a flare pattern had traffic backed up as far as he could see. A man held what looked like a bloody handkerchief to his face and talked to a traffic officer in a white hat who held a flashlight under his arm as he wrote in his notebook. No one really wants to grow up and go out in all this, he thought, looking down at the thousands of crawling headlights and the squatty white tow truck which was removing the debris. That must be what you long for—childhood—not for the people or the place. Those poor stupid Chicanos, he thought. Pitiful bastards.

“Getting hungry, partner?” asked Galloway.

“Anytime,” said Serge, deciding to leave Chino five years in the past where it belonged.

“We don’t have many eating spots in Hollenbeck,” said Galloway. “And the few we do have aren’t fit to eat in.”

Serge had already been a policeman long enough to learn that “eating spot” meant more than restaurant, it meant restaurant that served free food to policemen. He still felt uncomfortable about accepting the free meals especially since they had been warned about gratuities in the police academy. It seemed however that the sergeants looked the other way when it came to free cigarettes, food, newspapers and coffee.

“I don’t mind paying for dinner,” said Serge.

“You don’t have anything against paying half price, do you? We have a place in our area that pops for half.”

“I don’t mind at all,” Serge smiled.

“We actually do have a place that bounces for everything. It’s called El Soberano, that means the sovereign. We call it El Sobaco. You know what that means, don’t you?”

“No,” Serge lied.

“That means the armpit. It’s a real scuzzy joint. A beer joint that serves food. Real ptomaine tavern.”

“Serves greasy tacos, I bet.” Serge smiled wryly, knowing what the place would look like. “Everybody drinking and dancing I bet, and every night some guy gets jealous of his girlfriend and you get a call there to break up a fight.”

“You described it perfect,” said Galloway. “I don’t know about the food though. For all I know, they might drive a sick bull out on the floor at dinner time and everybody slices a steak with their blades.”

“Let’s hit the half-price joint,” said Serge.

“Tell her to repeat!” Galloway commanded.

“What?”

“The radio. We just got another call.”

“Son of a bitch. Sorry, partner, I’ve got to start listening to that jumble of noise.” He pressed the red mike  button. “Four-A-Forty-three, repeat.”

“Four-A-Forty-three, Four-A-Forty-three,” said the shrill voice, who had replaced the schoolmarm, “Three-three-seven South Mott, see the woman, four-five-nine suspect there now. Code two.”

“Four-A-Forty-three, roger,” said Serge.

Galloway stepped down unexpectedly on the accelerator and Serge bounced off the back cushion. “Sorry,” Galloway grinned. “Sometimes I’m a leadfoot. I can’t help stomping down on a four-five-nine call. Love to catch those burglars.”

Serge was glad to see his partner’s blue eyes shining happily. He hoped the thrills of the job would not wear off too soon on himself. They obviously hadn’t on Galloway. It was reassuring. Everything in the world seemed to grow so dull so quickly.

Galloway slowed at a red light, looked both ways carelessly and roared across First Street as a westbound station wagon squealed and blasted its horn.

“Jesus,” Serge whispered aloud.

“Sorry,” said Galloway sheepishly, slowing down but only a little. Two blocks farther, he streaked through a partially blind intersection with a posted stop sign and Serge closed his eyes but heard no squealing tires.
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