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Let me not be put to shame, Lord, for I have cried out to Thee; but let the wicked be put to shame and be silent in the realm of the dead.

—Psalms 31:17






CONFIDENTIAL MEMORANDUM


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

Public Disorder & Intelligence Division

Los Angeles Police Department

To: Former Chief Daryl F. Gates

Dana Point, California

(by secure telefax)

Subject: Surveillance of memorial service for Fred

Otash & related observations on events of

summer 1962 (as previously discussed)

10/10/92

Sir:

The ceremony took place yesterday morning at Forest Lawn, Glendale. Given your recent media notoriety (and coerced early retirement), I understand your reluctance to attend in person. Given my father’s participation in the events of summer ’62—along with your own—I was honored to be both your designated surveillor and your choice to author the following brief.

Forty-three people attended the graveside service. A Lebanese minister read a New Testament passage and cited the “colorful life of the freewheeling Freddy O.” A mourner, former Mirror-News scribe Morty Bendish, told Channel 5 News anchor Tony Valdez that he “wrote the pastor’s spiel, which Freddy himself dictated to him.” It should be noted that Mr. Bendish was a suborned LAPD informant during the events of summer 1962.

The “spiel” was a sanitized biographical riff on the late Mr. Otash. It noted his 1945–1953 LAPD service and later “reign” as the “undisputed King of the Hollywood Private Eyes.” The “spiel” failed to acknowledge Mr. Otash as a freelance extortionist, scandal-rag dirt digger, strongarm goon, perpetrator of divorce shakedowns, doper of racehorses, informant for Chief William H. Parker, procurer and dope conduit for President John F. Kennedy, and agent provocateur for Attorney General Robert F. Kennedy, in the combined LAPD/Justice Department operation of summer ’62. The pastor concluded Mr. Bendish’s “spiel” by lauding Mr. Otash as both the “Hellhound Who Held Hollywood Captive” and “a role model for all those in the Lebanese American community.” Many mourners openly laughed at this concluding statement.

Per the mourners themselves:

Most were Mr. Otash’s neighbors from the Park Wellington Apartments, along with three former operatives of the long-defunct Otash Detective Bureau: Phil Irwin, “Rodent” Robbie Molette, and Nathaniel “Nasty Nat” Denkins, the longtime host of Nasty Nat’s Soul Patrol on Radio KBLK. Irwin, Molette, and Denkins were peripheral figures in the events of summer ’62, but several individuals who might be termed “major players” also attended the ceremony. They were:

The two surviving members of the LAPD “Hat Squad,” retired sergeants Harry Crowder and Clarence “Red” Stromwall;

Assistant U.S. Attorney Edgar Chacõn, a Justice Department investigator under Robert F. Kennedy in the summer of ’62;

Roddy McDowall, noted TV and film actor, as well as an “underground” director of homosexual porno films;

Recording artist/nightclub entertainer Eddie Fisher, who attended the service with former major league pitching ace Bo Belinsky. Mr. Fisher is the fourth husband of actress Elizabeth Taylor. It should be noted that Mr. Otash and Mr. Belinsky pulled a divorce shakedown on Miss Taylor in the summer of ’62;

TV and stage actress Lois Nettleton, who attended the service with the sister of John and Robert Kennedy and the ex-wife of the late actor Peter Lawford, Patricia Kennedy Lawford. The women appeared to be close friends of long standing. They left the service in a chauffeured limousine. I tailed the limo to St. Vibiana’s church in downtown L.A. They lit altar candles, presumably for Freddy Otash, and had the limo drive them to the nearby Pacific Dining Car restaurant. I surveilled them in the cocktail lounge. They became inebriated and offered up toasts to Freddy Otash. At one point, Miss Nettleton said, “We should have loved him more.”

In conclusion:

I consider it unlikely that the death of Freddy Otash will serve to reignite the rumors of LAPD/Justice Department collusion that flourished and spawned much speculation thirty years ago. That unique merging of movie stars, major politicians, a corrupt Hollywood element, and a vicious criminal demimonde has largely faded from public consciousness, and most of the more celebrated and notorious participants are now dead or have vested interests in retaining their silence. Freddy Otash was the only one who knew the entire story, and now he’s dead. And I seriously doubt that he left any sort of incriminating evidence and/or narrative accounts behind. There’s also this: You were there that summer, sir. You know full well that Freddy himself was the most guilty participant in the whole mess, and thus had the most to lose by hoarding defamatory documents.

Respectfully,

Lt. J. T. Meadows, Jr./#294883/PDID
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(LOS ANGELES, 8:23 P.M., SATURDAY, 8/4/62)

The drop ran eighty feet. The cliff was loose dirt and no footholds. We hauled shitbird up to the edge and showed him the view.

The Pasadena Freeway, southbound. Due north of the Chavez Ravine exit and downtown L.A. Steady traffic clocking through at 65-plus.

Shitbird was Richard Douglas Danforth/white male American/approximate age 36. No green sheet, no wants, no warrants. He’s a bleak cat with a pachuco haircut and Sir Guy shirt.

I held his right arm. Max Herman held his left arm. Red Stromwall jammed his head down and force-fed him the view.

Freddy O. and the Hat Squad. We’re at it again. Bill Parker says, “Jump.” We say, “How high?” It’s a kidnap job tonight.

Harry Crowder and Eddie Benson watchdogged Suspect #2. They stood him up by their prowl sled. They fed him the threats, the car noise, the view. He’s Morris Hershel “Buzzy” Stein/WMA/age 42. His perv sheet dates back to 1938. He’s a stat rape-o and psycho snout diver. Danforth and Stein were bought and paid for. Kidnap was a gas-chamber bounce.

This gig was strictly rogue and ad lib. Here’s the gist:

A B-film actress named Gwen Perloff got strongarm snatched. It was late a.m., today. She lived in a cheese-luxe building up from the Strip. Three men grabbed her on the sidewalk. They wore Fidel Castro masks. Multiple eyewits saw them. They shoved her into a double-parked vehicle and jammed south. Said vehicle might have been a ’58 Dodge or a ’56 Chevy Nomad. Miss Perloff plays second leads in horror and dance-craze flicks. She’s a 20th Century–Fox contract slave. The Strip is county turf. The L.A. Sheriff’s caught the squawk, but—

Fox kingpin Darryl Zanuck got tipped off. Some unknown woman called him. She finked Danforth and Stein and spilled one of their two girl-stash locations. Zanuck called his tight pal, Bill Parker. Chief Bill bootjacked the kidnap job. He dispatched Freddy and the Hats to a house off 6th and Dunsmuir. We grabbed Danforth and Stein. Perloff was stashed elsewhere. Danforth and Stein refused to divulge the spot. Stein said there were three more snatch men still out there. They pulled the job, not him and Richie. Stein zipped it then. Harry and Eddie whomped him with sap gloves. Stein still kept it zipped. Ditto Danforth. That mandated the Death Threat and Freeway Drop Show.

I held Danforth’s right arm. Max held his left arm. Red jammed his head down and force-fed him look-sees.

Max went Where’s the girl? Red went Give it up or you fly. Harry, Eddie, and Pervdog Stein stood ten feet back from the drop.

It was August-in-L.A. hot and humid. Max and Red sweated through their shirts and suit coats. Danforth wriggled and squirmed. He dug his feet in and thrashed. Dirt clods skittered off the cliff. The fucking drop loomed.

I scoped Max and Red. They looked impatient. I clamped Danforth’s arm. He buckled against me. My hand went numb. My legs fluttered. Max and Red ran six-four and 240. Their legs fluttered.

Red said, “You’re wearing us thin, Richie. We can’t keep this up all night. Tell us where the girl is, so we can walk away from here.”

Danforth giggled and spit on Red’s shoes. He said, “I’m having fun.”

I slid on my brass knucks and kidney-punched him. He stifled a screech and dug his feet in. I looked over the cliff. Cars zigged by—fast, with no letup.

Max sighed. Red sighed. Max said, “Sink him, Freddy.”

They dropped their hands. I shoved Danforth off the cliff. He treaded air for one split second. “It’s a put-up job” came out garbled. I heard him hit a car roof. I heard brakes squeal. I heard wheels thump over him. Crisscrossed headlights lit him up. A pimpmobile Caddy dragged him against a guardrail and sheared off his feet.
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(LOS ANGELES, 10:09 P.M., SATURDAY, 8/4/62)

We ran Code 3 to the Valley. Sheriff’s black-and-whites blew past us. We two-car caravanned. I rode with Max and Red. Harry and Eddie took the pole slot.

We dumped Buzzy Stein with the DB guys at Highland Park station. Buzzy saw the drop show and finked a hostage pad in Encino. Gwen Perloff was stashed in a vacant bachelor crib off Woodman. The Fidel Castro dimwits hid her in a broom closet. Max called the lead Sheriff’s IO. He ran the command out of the West Hollywood substation.

“Motel Mike” Bayless. Gloryhound cop and all-around nosebleed. He blew up four cholos at the Don José Motel, back in ’50. The scalps went to his head. His wife and kids called him “Motel Mike.” He named his dog Motel Mike Junior.

Six Sheriff’s cars blew past us. The Ventura Freeway was all siren blare and hot lights. It vibed interagency grief. Bill Parker usurps a county job from Sheriff Pete Pitchess. Parker and Pitchess were film-biz suck-ups. Parker went rogue for Darryl F. Zanuck. Pitchess overplays the rescue. Old man Zanuck’s shtupping Gwen Perloff. That’s the key to this grief.

Max passed me his flask. I took two pops. It blew my sixteen days off the juice.

The jolt hit me. My brain waves sparked. I replayed the drop show. Danforth screeched “It’s a put-up job.” The snatch played unkosher. The Marie “The Body” McDonald job nudged me.

It’s early ’57. Marie’s on the skids. The studios blackball her. Her nightclub act tanks. She concocts a jive kidnap tale. She says rough-trade boys abducted her and dumped her out near Palm Springs. She glommed brief headlines and saw it go pffft.

I brain-waved Buzzy Stein. He divulged the stash-hole location. He did not rat the Castro guys. He said they grabbed Gwen Perloff. The eyewit vehicle IDs did not comport with—

Max squelched my brain waves. “Danforth tried to escape. He took a wrong turn and went off the cliff. I stiffed a call to the Chief after I talked to Mike Bayless. He sent some AID guys out to clean up the mess. The Chief knows what’s what, but he likes our revised version better.”

Red laughed. “Motel Mike’s a bullshitter. He planted throwdown guns on those beaners he blew up. You want the punch line? They weren’t really righteous 211 guys. They tapped the till and swiped some beaver mags from a dirty-book stall, and took off running.”

I lit a cigarette. “Here’s what I don’t get. Bayless works SHIT—the Sheriff’s so-called Handpicked Intelligence Team—and we all know that intel is a big bug up Pete Pitchess’ ass.”

Max said, “Yeah. So, what’s Bayless doing shagging kidnap calls out of the West Hollywood squad?”

I made the jack-off sign. Two more Sheriff’s cars blew past us. We followed Harry and Eddie’s taillight blinks and cut to the far right lane. We hit the Woodman exit and hauled due north.

Ventura Boulevard held us back. We ran a red light and hit residential Encino. Sirens overlapped somewhere northeast. We blew a string of stop signs and caught a string of Sheriff’s sleds. We tailed them down a northbound alley. Said alley was narrow and way tight. We bumper-smashed trash cans and sent household shit airborne.

The alley dead-ended at Saticoy Street. Déjà vu ditzed me. I knew I’d been here before. My brain wires fritzed. I couldn’t place the context. This summer was half booze-and-dope blur.

The Sheriff’s cars swung east. Our two PD cars bird-dogged them.

The turf went downscale. Ranch spreads devolved to apartment blocks. Swinger joints. Schmooze pits. Stewardess crash pads. Fag cribs and bachelorette dumps for kept women.

And, this:

Eight Sheriff’s cars clustered outside the Tiki-Torch Village.

We fishtailed on over and skid-braked. Six uniformed deputies blocked the streetside entrance. They packed pump shotguns. Jumbo tiki torches flanked wrought-iron gates. It was San Fernando Valley hot. The torches leaked propane. The air reeked. The sky pressed down, explosive.

The Hats plus Freddy O. We’re here to observe. We killed one guy and locked one guy up. LAPD came in early. The Sheriff’s came in late. Let’s watch them save the girl.

We piled out of our prowl sleds and mingled. Max and Harry passed their flasks. The Hats plus Freddy O. got a good glow on. Eddie chatted up a Pan Am stew and got her phone number. A Mexicali stew told me the Tiki-Torch Village swung hard. Her shit-faced copilot confirmed it. He said four Sheriff’s dicks were inside the complex, right now. It was some kind of kidnapped-starlet caper.

Somebody yelled, “No suspects inside.”

Somebody yelled, “We’ve got her.”

I climbed the back bumper of a Sheriff’s black-and-white. It gave me a high and wide view. The shotgun deputies slid the gates open and stepped back. Here they come, here they come.

There’s Motel Mike Bayless. He’s tall and stupid-handsome. He’s got too-hip razor-cut hair. He’s waltzing out Gwen Perloff.

She’s no starlet, she wears glasses, she’s at least thirty-five. She’s big and rangy. She’s a schoolmarm knockout in a summer shift dress.
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(LOS ANGELES, 11:28 P.M., SATURDAY, 8/4/62)

The dump job. The bent schoolmarm. Saturday-night kicks gone wrong.

I prowled my pad-office and inventoried my shit. I was up-the-ass antsy. I Man Camera’d my four rooms and muzzled my thoughts.

Here’s the inventory:

I’ve got bug-and-tap gear, piled in boxes. I’ve got an LAPD-issue Teletype. I’ve got an evidence kit. I’ve got a forensic-shot Polaroid camera. There’s four file cabinets—packed with dirt sheets and filthy snapshots. Plus a box of throwdown guns and two pump shotguns. Plus belt saps, handcuffs, and come-along restraints.

I took a USC night course, back in ’46. Criminalistics for Police Officers. A Nazi professor named Hans Maslick developed the Man Camera technique. You observe interior-crime scenes and imprint minute details. You stare and study and lodge details in specific brain vaults. Your vaults never leak or spill their contents. I’m a self-taught eideteker and never lose what I imprint. I stare and study and hone my application of the technique. It rewires my brain circuits and often serves to curb my lust for booze and dope.

Man Camera. My work gear, out in plain sight. Here’s a late-breaking flashback. That pimp Caddy drags Richie Danforth off a guardrail and severs his feet.

I dumped the gear back in my hall closet. I inventoried my personal shit and went in Man Camera tight.

My projector, pull-down screen, and film-can trove. Lois Nettleton in Naked City and Alcoa Presents. TV to Broadway. Lois as Maggie in Cat on a Hot Tin Roof. It’s 1956. She’s the lead’s understudy. I’ve imprinted every soaring moment and gaffe.

Lois to Pat. One framed photograph. V-J Day in Kodacolor. Pat’s USO hostess gown droops. My Marine dress blues gleam.

She’s gawky working on regal. She can’t outrun her star surname. She tried to then. She’s past it now. Hollywood Boulevard erupts behind us. I’ve imprinted every anonymous face and the glint off every windowpane.

My reverie unraveled. The dump job schizzed me. We’d waltz on it. I knew that. Some types have just got to GO. Rape-o’s, hot-prowl guys. Hostage takers. Kidnap-for-profit and sex-motive fucks. Bill Parker would frost repercussions. Local press geeks would cosign El Jefe’s PR line. Buzzy Stein would refuse to fink the snatch men. I cranked my lens in tight and framed two outtakes.

Richie Danforth flails and drops. “It’s a put-up job.” The crowd outside the Tiki-Torch Village. Cops and airline stews jazzed by the show. A Pan Am stew did samba steps with Harry Crowder. Eddie Benson scored fourteen phone numbers. I’ve got my high bumper perch.

Man Camera. Crane shot. Motel Mike Bayless and Gwen Perloff walk out. Gwen’s unruffled and unmussed. It’s ninety-three degrees at 10:00 p.m. She’s been locked in a broom closet. There’s no sweat pools on her mint green shift. There’s no tape-gag residue. There’s no wrist-restraint chafe marks. She’s redoubtably composed.

She’s an actress walking into a crowd. Some men whistle. Some hopped-up stews jump and wave. Motel Mike stands apart from Gwen. He’s not consoling a distraught kidnap victim. He’s establishing parameters. He’s telling the crowd he’s not poking the big, rangy dish.

I shut my eyes. It doused the room lights and reset my lens cap. It cut me loose to brood and think.

Gwen Perloff looked like a bait girl. She might play main squeeze in Darryl Zanuck’s all-starlet stable. Zanuck was high up and bitched up at Fox. The big toga lox Cleopatra had Fox strung up and fucked-up and gouting money. It was Movie Debacle as Worldwide Sensation. Liz Taylor’s shacked with Richard Burton. They swoon through Rome by night and screw in prop rooms at Cinecittà. Fox might sell their backlot to cover cost overruns. Darryl Zanuck’s high up and bitched up and has shit stacked high on his plate. Then some woman calls him and rats out a sketchy kidnap deal.

I gnawed the Cleo rumors. Fox kingpin Zanuck, Fox starlet Gwen Perloff. I popped two Dexedrine for late-night pizzazz. I replayed the first Hats-plus-Freddy O. caper.

May ’54. The Red Devil Bandit/aka George Collier Akin. He’s a hot-prowl sadist/rape-o. He hits USC sorority pads. HE JUST HAS TO GO.

He wore a red rubber devil mask. He torqued his victims with monster film one-liners. We jumped him outside a coed rooming house. We had .45 Colts and Ithaca pumps with rat poison–dipped buckshot. The reverb blew out four downstairs windows.

My biz phone rang. I grabbed it two rings in. A Brit-voiced man babbled at me. I made the voice. It was Peter Lawford. He was half-gassed and far-gone panicked.

I heard “dinner party”/“no show”/“found the body.” I said, “Calm down and make sense.”

Lawford wheezed. My phone line staticked up. I heard “late for dinner party”/“oh my God”/“Marilyn Monroe.” Gasps and garbles spelled it out. The line cleared. He went over/he saw the pill vials/there was no housekeeper extant—Freddy, she was cold.

I shrill-whistled. It fritzed up the line feed and made dipshit Lawford eeeeek. I heard coins drop. Dipshit fed dimes to a pay phone.

Lawford mewled and wheezed. I heard “My wife, Pat.” That stopped me short. I said, “Go back to the house and sit in your car. I’ll be right over.”

Lawford pitched boo-hoo. Freddy, you’re a mensch. She was such a talent and such—

I hung up and dialed Bill Parker’s home phone. Spool clicks blurred to dialtones. The Chief recorded his calls. Local malcontents and dissidents dialed the boss for kicks and grins.

Parker said, “Who’s calling?”

“It’s Fred Otash, sir.”

“Are you calling for reassurance? You shouldn’t be. It’s been settled. Mr. Danforth escaped and misjudged the drop off the embankment. Mr. Stein is in custody, and the Sheriff’s will deal with the three suspects at large.”

I lit a cigarette. “It’s something else, sir.”

“Let’s not string this out. What ‘something else’ are we talking about?”

“Marilyn Monroe’s dead. It looks like a pill OD or a suicide. Peter Lawford found her and called me. He’s waiting for me at the house. I’m going out.”

Tap-taps hit the line. I knew the ploy. Parker pencil-tapped the phone and bought response time. I clocked the taps at—

“Intel has extensive files on Miss Monroe and her movie-business and political chums and lovers, up to and including John and Robert Kennedy. Peter Lawford supplies his brother-in-law Jack with dope and girls, a reprise of your mid-’50s role as the young senator’s pimp and supplier. You’re a charter member of the L.A. cognoscenti, Freddy. How up-to-date are you on all of this?”

I gulped. “I’m up-to-the-moment, sir.”

Parker said, “Really? As in?”

“As in a recent gig I had.”

“You’ll tell me about it? As in the next time we speak?”

“Yes, sir.”

More tap-taps hit. They extended. I timed them off my watch. They ran two minutes and sixteen seconds.

“Go back to the house. Calm Lawford down and coerce him into silence. Enter the house and perform a full forensic. I’ll post perimeter guards to keep civilians at bay. Meet the Hats at PC Bell in Santa Monica, tomorrow at 8:00. Pull Miss Monroe’s phone records for this calendar year, along with her up-to-date toll tickets. Let’s see what we can do about keeping this contained, and perhaps reaping benefit from it.”

Nightclub traffic bottlenecked the Strip. Cars crawled past Ciro’s and the Crescendo. I cut side streets south and Santa Monica to Wilshire westbound. Traffic thinned down to zero. I hit Barrington and San Vicente. Commercial Brentwood was shut down tight.

I hooked north on Carmelina. The swank level popped exponential. Grok the deep lawns and tall hedgerows. Dig the quaint Spanish cribs and outsize Spanish de-luxe.

There’s Fifth Helena Drive. There’s the Monroe crib. There’s Peter Lawford’s cherry Rolls parked in front.

Headlight blips hit me. I caught two blip sets, on and off. It was Parker’s point men in civilian cars. They were stashed across the street and down from the Rolls.

I blipped back and pulled up to the Rolls, snout-to-snout. I banged the front bumper and hit my brights to jolt the cocksucker. The windshield lit up glare white. Lawford blinked and fumbled a cigarette. I killed my lights and stepped out of the car.

Lawford cracked his passenger door. I slid in beside him. Green leather and burled wood cocooned us. Lawford had the shakes. I passed him my flask. It was brim-full of jungle juice—151 rum and powdered Benzedrine.

He sucked on the nozzle. Don’t light a cigarette—the shit might ignite.

I said, “Okay, she’s dead. The key thing now is protecting some very important friends of hers, and we don’t need to name names here.”

Lawford went electric. Jungle juice hits you fast.

“I know who you’re talking about, because they’re my family. I resent the fact that you know them, and that you deign to mention them so casually.”

I bitch-slapped him. He yelped. I grabbed the flask and took two good pops.

“I like Jack. I can do without Bobby, but that’s a topic for another time and place. When what’s-her-name’s body is discovered, they’ll need friends, and as far as this town goes, that’s the Los Angeles Police Department, and I’ve been delegated to tell you that Chief Parker’s friendship comes with a price.”

Lawford broke a sweat. Hot night, jungle juice, manhandling.

“‘What’s-her-name’ is the greatest female film star of her era, and the men you so blithely refer to as ‘Jack’ and ‘Bobby’ are the president and attorney general of the United States. And I happen to be married to—”

I bitch-slapped him. He yelped and blubbered. I tossed him my pocket square.

“Marilyn was nothing but a glorified bait girl. I know shit about her, Jack, and Bobby that you wouldn’t believe. And don’t start in on who you’re married to, because that’s when the hurt really starts.”

He wiped his face and neck. He looked at me. Hot night, jungle juice, manhandling. Check his eyes. He can’t decode my riff on Pat.

“Where’s the AG? He was in the Herald this morning. Something about a speech in San Francisco.”

Lawford wiped his nose. He trashed my pocket square in two seconds flat.

“Yes, he’s up there. He’s at the St. Francis.”

I said, “Call him and get him down here. Bill Parker will want to talk to him.”

Lawford wiped his eyes and kicked the ignition. I slid out of the car. The Rolls laid rubber, westbound. I whistled and signaled the point cops—I’m going in.

“Full forensic.”

The Monroe pad, redux.

My evidence kit was suitcase-size and full-fitted. It held one Polaroid camera. It held thirty film rolls and eighty flashbulbs. Plus print gear and rubber gloves. Plus fiber-collection combs and sheaths and a crank-up fiber vacuum.

Spray cans. Ninhydrin to pull bloodstains and acid phosphatase to pull jizz. Stoppered vials to store liquid samples. Twelve rolls of Scotch tape. Good print-lift and dust-collection strips.

Lawford left the front gate and front door ajar. I knew the interior layout. I rolled on surgeon’s gloves and flexed my hands. It was a work-in-the-dark job. I got out my penlight and bit down on the shaft. I was ripped to the gills. I clicked on the Man Camera inside my head.

The evidence kit was deadweight. I lugged it up the steps and inside. I kicked the door shut and threw the bolt. Man Camera plus penlight. Aim, point, discern, and imprint.

Fuck the slothful living room. It’s standard Monroe disarray. Let’s go case the stiff.

I walked to her bedroom. My light beam zigzagged a path. I clocked bare white walls, pulled window drapes, the dull-veneer wood floor.

There’s the nightstand and pill vials. There’s the bedside phone. There’s Marilyn’s left hand, hot to grab. She’s curled prone beneath white sheets.

I ran a hand under them. She was nude/her skin was cold/the bedcovers trapped no heat.

I scoped the vials. Nembutal, Seconal, chloral hydrate. Instant dreamland. That shit promotes deep sleep.

Film scripts piled under the nightstand. Mouse turds close by. Here’s an anomaly.

A clock radio. It’s been upended and dumped on the floor. It’s flush between the bed and the nightstand. The plug’s still in the wall.

Say she’s zorched and flailing. She’s got options. More pills or the phone as a last-ditch yelp for help?

I knelt by the bed and penlight-flashed close-ups. Here’s Anomaly #2:

Dried washcloth streaks. Print-wipe streaks. All along the top surface and the grab sides of the gizmo. Two pale blue fibers stuck to the top-surface streak.

I popped my evidence kit. I tweezer-pinched the fibers and bagged them. They looked like terry cloth. I powder-dusted the top and grab sides. The streaks stood out bold now. I picked up two rubber-glove prints. I diagnosed it:

Crime-scene obfuscation. Evidence of a professional print-wipe job.

The front and back of the gizmo were fabric/wire mesh. That meant non-print-sustaining. I sat on the bed and quadrant-scanned the whole radio. Note the print-wipe streaks on the dial. Note the dial needle stuck at All-News KLEZ. I goosed the dial and got sound. A newshound spieled through static skreek.

“… daring kidnap in the shadow of the hip Sunset Strip. Starlet Gwen Perloff—”

Static blur cut off the newsman. I jiggled the dial. I got “one suspect fell to his death” and line fuzz. I got “suspect now in custody” and blur, fuzz, hum, crackle, skreek.

I jiggled the plug wire. I got “This updates our 9:05 broadcast. The three men remain at large.”

I hauled my evidence kit up on the bed and scooched the lid up against Monroe. I got out my Polaroid and spooled in a twelve-shot roll of film. I adjusted the flash attachment and screwed in a bulb. I hit the button.

The room blew up white. White glare lit the white sheets and white walls. I got the nightstand and dead white arm. I got the phone and the pill vials. I got white-blond hair on a white pillow.

I waited sixty seconds and pulled out the print. Pic #1: dead bait girl. I dropped the print in my kit and shot eleven more bedroom exposures. The clock radio, the nightstand, the pill vials. The whole room in wide-angle shots. Mid-shots of the bed. Peekaboos of the one exposed leg and disheveled white-blond hair.

Twelve bulb bursts. Twelve brain imprints. I must retain what I see.

I walked into the living room. I penlight-flashed the walls and floors and reloaded the Polaroid. I caught Anomaly #3:

Deep-pile carpets. Mashed-down foot impressions. Large male feet/heavy shoes/deep fiber displacement. Footprints to and from a quarter-cracked eastside window. Tall-man footprints. This guy walked big.

I got out my measuring tape and unfurled it. I penlight-flashed representative footpaths and laid my tape down between imprints. 26", 25.4", 30". Tall Man had to run six-one or six-two.

I fed bulbs to my bulb strip. I shot the measured and unmeasured paths. I shot loose paint chips by the cracked-window ledge.

He entered through that window. The fibers had been foot-mashed down. They bounced back and smoothed out as I watched. Tall Man prowled the room tonight. The LAPD lab could develop a walking portrait off my pix.

I strolled the pad. I quadrant-flashed the walls and floors. I caught Anomalies #4 and 5 fast.

Bug mounts. Camouflaged as outlet plugs. Flush on the wall wainscoting. One per the living room/one per the spare bedroom.

They weren’t my bug mounts. I pulled my mounts two weeks back. These mounts were now defunct. The connector wires had been snipped.

My mounts were oblong. These were square. I pulled my mounts. These mounts were not on the premises then.

I unscrewed the mounts and dropped them in my evidence kit. They looked like L.A. Sheriff’s or FBI-issue. The Jap transistors gave them away.

Bug mounts meant potential tapped phone lines. The Monroe crib featured three extensions. Living room, spare bedroom, Marilyn’s boudoir. I made the rounds and ran receiver checks.

I pulled the handsets off the phones and unscrewed the perforated tops and bottoms. I checked for stashed mini-mikes and got zilch. But—I saw left-behind circuit spacers. That meant the three phones had been tapped. The spacers were frayed and corroded. My spacers and mikes had been inset in the handgrips. Monroe bought the house in February and moved in March 10. My surveillance job began April 11.

I photographed the three spacer sets and replaced the receiver caps. I dropped the damp prints in my kit. I returned to Monroe’s bedroom and worked up fibers and prints.

Hardwood flooring. Two throw rugs by the foot of the bed. One wood-veneer dresser. The flooring would not trap dry-constituent fibers. The rugs would. The dresser had good touch-and-grab planes that might sustain latent prints.

I blew off the floor and vacuumed the rugs. I filled half an evidence sheath with threads and unknown gack. I brush-dusted the touch-and-grab planes on the dresser and got useless partials, smudges, and smears.

Monroe was a hoarder. My prior B and E’s taught me that. The dresser drawers deserved a toss. I might find all-new shit. It might be evidentially germane.

The bedroom was hot, hot. I was dexedrined and jungle-juiced. This prowl-and-seek gig eroticized me. I penlight-flashed the bed and saw that white-blond hair on the white pillow.

I opened the top drawer and viewed the contents. I inventoried nine pairs of nylon stockings and a red crocheted bikini. I photo-snapped said contents and counted off sixty seconds. I pulled the print and dropped it in my evidence kit.

The room heat spiked. I broke a sweat. A strong wind rattled the windows. I reached under the bedsheets and touched Marilyn’s leg. It felt dead cold and hot-room warm all at once.

Drawer #2 contained assorted slips and Chanel No. 5 sachets. Hot-room air merged with perfume residue. I counted six sachets and slips. The slips were all pale pastel. The armholes were sweat-stained. It enticed me.

I picked up a pink brocade slip and held it close to my face. I crossed myself. It quashed an urge to touch the whole batch.

The drawer was jammed open. I jiggled it and shifted the contents. I saw an old black-and-white snapshot and a yellowed piece of paper beside it. The gist hit me, straight off.

It’s an L.A. County morgue shot. That’s Carole Landis, buck nude on a gurney. She’s a bottle blonde, she’s a pre-Monroe manqué, she quaffed barbs and booze in July ’48 and left a woe-is-me note for her fans. She’d tried suicide before. As in four times. She was on Husband #4. She had a run of costar gigs at Fox and a sub-run of poverty-row quickies. Brit hearthrob Rex Harrison declined to dump his wife for her. She had a big spread in Pacific Palisades and a film career stuck in skidsville.

Skidsville to creepsville. The yellow paper displayed a note. It was fashioned in cutout/pasted-on magazine letters. The paper was old. The typeface was old. The note read:


I loved her before I loved you.

She was nicer. You’re more desperate and pretentious.

I had to learn to love you. She made it easy.



I shot the note and the morgue pic. Flashbulb pop lit the bedroom some crazy new way. I counted off sixty seconds and pulled the print. I dropped it in my evidence kit.

I dusted the morgue pic. I brought up one partial and two smears. I photographed them. I dusted the paper backing and brought up bupkes.

The room heat re-spiked. The room went claustrophobic. I sheath-wrapped the morgue pic and note. I dropped the photos in my kit. I unjammed the undie drawer and rammed it shut. The jolt tripped a lever.

A wooden tray below the drawer slipped out and open. I crouched close. Ich bin ein eideteker. I saw and imprinted this:

Fuckee-suckee pix. Four in all. Black-and-white Polaroids. The nude Marilyn Monroe and a cruel stud with a big pompadour. There’s whiteout strips over his eyes. It distorts his identity. He’s beefy-muscular. Monroe’s Monroe. They’re fucking, sucking, going 69. It’s Kama Sutraville, baby. Note the sleazy motel backdrop. Monroe looks younger. The pix connote ’58 or ’59.

Dried jizz crusts. Some perv spritzed all four pix. Clusters of dead cells and blood-type markers. The lab can run tests, we can ID this freak—
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(LOS ANGELES, 9:14 P.M., MONDAY, 4/9/62)

The Losers Club. Beverly and La Cienega. It’s a strip joint. It veers topical. Large-draw comics slum here. Lenny Bruce, Don Rickles, Mort Sahl. They’re sanctioned to work raw. It’s the Losers gestalt.

There’s a big sign out front. It denotes the “Loser of the Week.” Eddie Fisher begins his reign tonight. He’s the designated schmuck and all-star attraction. I’m bodyguarding Eddie. We’re perched in the greenroom. There’s a full bar and a deli-nosh spread. Note the goblets crammed with goofballs and bennies.

Eddie said, “Nixon’s been Loser of the Week twice. Rock Hudson got the nod last month, but nobody knows why.”

I lit a cigarette. “Sheriff’s Vice caught him blowing a quiff in the john at the Hamburger Hamlet. The nod’s to the cognoscenti. The Rock’s got a secret-life scenario going. He’s not a signature loser, like you and Nixon.”

Eddie yukked. “I’ll take it, because it’s getting me work, but Liz should get Loser of the Millenium. Her makeup man’s an old pal of mine. I get daily reports from the set. All indications point to catastrophe.”

He meant the Cleopatra mess and Fox in the shitter. The shoot’s a cash drain and pure chaos. The Rome-to-L.A. cable lines buzz twenty-four hours. Liz Taylor rates Shrew of the Year to Eddie’s Passive Putz. She’s zonked on booze and pills and beset by mystery ailments. She malingers in swank hotel suites and eats herself fat. She’s bonking her costar, Richard Burton. Paparazzi bird-dog them down the Via Veneto.

Liz and Eddie are splitsville. She’s dumping Husband #4 and warming up #5 in hot-sheet flops on the Appian Way. Eddie’s Mr. Cornuto and a revived nightclub sensation. He’s done turn-away biz in Vegas and L.A.’s Cocoanut Grove. Tonight’s his Losers Club debut. He’s embraced loserhood. There’s six hundred Eddiephiles lined up outside.

I’ve got three operatives working the rope line. Horny women press envelopes and bribe cash on my guys. The envelopes contain mash notes, cheesecake pix, and snipped pubic hair.

Eddie sipped a scotch-rocks. “All the Liz tsuris and money tsuris aside, the picture is already a legendary dog in waiting. Zanuck is planning to reshoot it, with Lassie and Rin Tin Tin in the lead roles.”

I yocked. Bo Belinsky walked in. He’s the new pitching stud for the L.A. Angels. Women dig him. He’s out of Trenton, Eddie’s out of Philly. They’re big new best friends. They party hearty and denigrate Liz nonstop.

Eddie and Bo embraced. Their “Love ya, bubi” schtick commenced on cue. I ditched the greenroom and ducked outside.

La Cienega was tight-packed. The rope line ran two blocks north. Nat Denkins, Phil Irwin, and Robbie Molette worked the crowd. They checked the prepay tickets for Eddie’s ten, midnight, and 2:00 a.m. shows. They dispensed laughs and booted underaged kids out of line.

I counted heads and crossed myself. The Eddie gig was a moneymaker. It’s 100% open-end. The gig would last as long as Eddie’s victim status held and Liz notched headlines in Rome.

I needed the work. I’d been tanksville for months. I’d been repossessing cars for Felix the Cat Chevrolet. I’d been working divorce shakedowns and sandbagging tomcat hubbies. Bill Parker shot me strongarm jobs too dicey for regular cops. It kept Robbie, Phil, and Nat part-time employed. The Eddie gig was a sinecure and a life raft.

Eddie’s intro music trickled outside. I ducked inside. The crowd was shoehorned in tight. Check the SRO bar. Check the six-set tables with ten fans crammed in tight. Check the wall-to-wall standees. Check the cocktail girls in beatnik black leotards and berets.

They wore cleavage-clip buttons. They read I’m Joyce, I’m June, I’m Jane—rip me!!!!! The tables featured lava lamps and plastic back scratchers. Dipshit guys grabbed the scratchers and raked the girls’ leotards. The girls dodged gropes and served drinks in tatters.

Eddie’s combo weaved onstage. Tenor sax, trumpet, bass, plug-in keyboard. All junkies on work furlough from Wayside Honor Rancho. All in tight black suits and fruit boots and half on the nod.

They set up and tuned up. The crowd sent up “EDDIE!” chants. And there he is—

Now.

Eddie hopped onstage. He twirled a hand mike on a cord. The combo ran off-key riffs on the “Peppermint Twist.” The crowd went nuts. Eddie twist-stepped to center stage. The crowd simmered down. Eddie jacked off the mike handle. The crowd went re-nuts. Eddie made like the Big White Bwana and went Hush, my children—for now I shall speak.

The crowd went hush. The Mahatma has spoken. Eddie said, “So? What’s new with you?”

The crowd bayed. They stomped, hooted, whistled, shrieked. A cocktail waitress hopped onstage. Her leotard was sliced into slivers. The combo relaunched the “Peppermint Twist.” Eddie grabbed the waitress. They did bump-and-grind twist steps in sync.

The “EDDIE!” chants reprised. The waitress hopped offstage and dodged gropes across the room. Mahatma Eddie went Hush. The crowd went hush. Eddie introduced his combo as the Four Muff Divers. The crowd yock-yocked.

Eddie said, “My label, RCA Victor, wants me to include ‘Arrivederci, Roma’ and ‘After You’ve Gone’ on my next album. But I told them, ‘There’s limits to my self-abasement.’ ”

The crowd re-yocked. Eddie said, “I’ve got a couple of tidbits, hot off the wire from Rome. My soon-to-be-ex, aka Liz, aka Cleopatra, was seen baring her soiled soul at a meeting of Nymphos Anonymous.”

The crowd yocked on overdrive. Eddie jacked off the mike handle and pelvis-popped steps from the wah watusi. Boozed-out college kids and drink girls watusi’d down on the floor.

Eddie said, “More news from Rome. La Repubblica has reported that Richard Burton was seen poking an Italian greyhound near the Trevi Fountain—but it was a female greyhound, so I don’t see anything wrong with it.”

The crowd stomped and woof-woofed. The combo launched “Fly Me to the Moon.” Eddie kicked the struts loose and crooned.

He’s a nebbish and shaggy-haired twerp. Where’d he get that big baritone?

It’s 3:00 a.m. now. It’s the nightly debrief at Eddie’s crib. It was Liz and Eddie’s crib, up to Cleopatra.

It’s some boss crib. As in sixteen rooms off Benedict Canyon. The pad bids Eddie to grieve and kvetch nonstop. He’ll have to divest. Liz is okay on the cash and property split—as of now. She’ll get wise and brown him up the dirt road—soon. They’re jungled up with beaucoup kids from beaucoup gone-bust unions. They’ve got beaucoup land holdings. They’ve got studio deals and Cleo predecreed as dreck.

Oy, oy, oy. His rabbi calls him a “self-loathing Jew.” He urges him to emigrate to Israel and join a kibbutz. The rabbi calls Liz “overprivileged traph” and the “poisonous fruit of the goyishe tree.”

Oy, oy, oy. Eddie’s gassed on all this turmoil. His nightclub career’s re-thriving and the world’s veering back his way.

The trophy den was debrief HQ. It featured green leather furniture and pix of Eddie with Cardinal Spellman and Congo strongman Patrice Lumumba. Two waitresses played backgammon and eyeballed hunky Bo Belinsky. They’re June and Jane—RIP ME!!!! Losers Club losers obliged. They doffed their tattered leotards and donned low-cut bikinis. Eddie supplied them. He kept a big stash on hand.

Eddie and Bo read through tonight’s mash notes and admired select snapshots. Bo tabulated phone numbers. I was bored. I sipped a scotch-rocks and futzed around with Eddie’s pit bull, Roscoe. My guys worked crowd control, outside. Forty-some fans tailed us back here from the club. Eddie had his housekeeper bake up chocolate cookies. The fans were 99% women. My guys passed out cookies and racked up phone numbers, wholesale.

I was restless. I had Lois and Pat on the brain. Lois/Pat/Lois/Pat. I ping-ponged between the—

The phone rang. It startled me. Eddie picked up. He went Who’s this? and listened. He muffled the receiver with a pillow.

He said, “For you, Freddy. It’s Jimmy Hoffa. He sounds like a man with a bone to pick.”
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(LOS ANGELES, 9:40 A.M., TUESDAY, 4/10/62)

Jimmy Hoffa said, “The Kennedys. My sources tell me you go back with those shitheels.”

The downtown Statler. A tidy junior suite. Coffee and crullers. It’s a face-off. We’re in two chairs crammed knee-to-knee tight.

“With Jack, I do. I’m sure you know the story.”

Hoffa cracked his knuckles. “You pulled him out of some grief with a call girl. You had options. You chose the wrong one, and it queered your relationship with our future president.”

I sipped coffee. “I presented my bill. Jack’s people stiffed me with counterfeit money. It was a nice touch.”

Hoffa slapped his knees. “What about his dogshit brother, Bobby?”

I went Comme ci, comme ça. “I’ve met him a few times. I’d say you know him a tad better than I do.”

Hoffa goaded me. “Come on. Give me your interpretation.”

I said, “The McClellan Committee. Bobby and Jack, back when Jack was in the Senate. Televised hearings, lockstep surveillance, government audits, indictments, rubber-stamp grand juries, public humiliation as regards your ‘assumed’ mobbed-up status. And now the little cocksucker’s the attorney general of the United States, and crawling up your ass with renewed vigor.”

Hoffa cracked his thumbs. “Did you smirk when you said ‘assumed’? Like it’s all just so obvious that everybody knows?”

I stifled a stage yawn. “Tell me what you have in mind. Yeah, I know the brothers. Yeah, I know how you feel about them, and you know what I do for a living.”

Hoffa brushed crumbs off his lap. “Jack the K is ramming Marilyn Monroe, and now he’s passed her along to his kid brother. I have this on good authority, but I can’t reveal my source. I want you to build a derogatory profile on Monroe, Jack, Bobby, and any other extraneous cooze those whipdicks are slipping it to, not to mention whatever bedroom dirt you can get me on Miss Marilyn Monroe herself, who is well known to be the Whore of Babylon in Hollywood circles.”

Tilt. Royal flush. Money tree. Three-cherry jackpot.

“You want full-time bugs and taps. Listening posts, monitor shifts, tape copies and transcriptions, summary reports, physical surveillance on Monroe and the other principals, and you want all this shit to rock around the clock, and you are keenly aware that it’s going to cost you a great deal of money.”

Hoffa went harumph. “You’re a camel jockey, and you’re out to bilk James Riddle Hoffa with no compunction.”

I leaned close. Hoffa flinched. I ticked points, wham-bam.

“Me. My three guys for the day-to-day. Bernie Spindel for the installations. It’s a hundred thousand for the job, and more if it extends past this summer. You cover salaries and all operating expenses. You pledge bail money and lawyers, if it comes to that. It’s an audacious piece of work you want done, and you came to the only guy who can do it.”

Hoffa shot his cuffs and scratched his balls. Hoffa cricked his neck and flicked lint off his suit coat.

“Okay. I’m sure it’s a bargain by your Lebanese standards.”

I said, “I’ll send you up-to-the-minute bug-and-tap reels once a week, along with typed transcripts. I’ll Teletype you summary reports every other week. I’ll—”

Hoffa cut me off. “The Monroe bitch just bought a house in Brentwood. I want it hot-wired, de-luxe. Jack and Bobby tryst out of Peter Lawford’s spread on the Coast Highway. I want it hot-wired. Lawford’s married to one of the Kennedy sisters, I forget which one ….”

I said, “Pat. Her name is Pat.”

Hoffa blotted his necktie. Hoffa snapped his waistband and buffed his gold watch.

“I want it ugly, Freddy. I want lots of sordid behavior, with an emphasis on sex.”

Shitwork prep first. Vibe the terrain. Learn the entry/exit points. Scout listening-post locations.

I drove out to the beach. The Lawford estate backed up to the sand. It was right at the L.A. City/Malibu line. A big landside bluff overlooked it. Boho cottages were clumped behind a paved access road. They supplied high-up/look-down access across PCH. That meant peeper range.

The access road took me up. Cars boomed north and south, below me. Street noise statics up bug-tap reception. The PCH boom was all-time bad.

I got out and perched on a guardrail. I screwed a zoom lens to my Rolleiflex and eyeballed the house. It was a big Spanish rancho. Add-on wings destroyed the lines and klutzed up the overall look.

It was one big spread. Seven thousand square feet. Two stories. Prime beachfront turf. I zoomed close and shot pix of doors, windows, roof ledges. I’m a seasoned peeper/burglar. All bug-tap jobs start with break-ins.

Flagstone walkways flanked the house, north and south. They led back to a beach-view swimming pool and lounge setup. I shot a north-side doorway. Pat walked straight into my lens.

She wore a madras plaid shirtdress and scuffed saddle shoes. Plus tortoiseshell glasses and a man’s Rolex watch. Real camera meets Man Camera. It’s almost seventeen years. I’m twenty-three, Pat’s twenty-one. Hollywood Boulevard erupts.

The Japs pulled the plug. Strangers kiss in the street. I spot Pat, she spots me, our brain waves mesh. The kiss extends. A roving photographer takes our picture and seals history. I give him ten bucks and tell him what for. Send two copies to the LAPD Academy. I’ll be there in three weeks.

Pat grabbed me and kissed me again. We went crazy telepathic. We walked to the Hollywood Plaza and checked in.

That night was it. We had that night and no more. We’ve sent each other Christmas cards, from ’45 up to now. Pat married fuckhead Peter Lawford. I’m the “Hellhound Who Held Hollywood Captive” and her big brother’s ex–bird dog and dope chute. Said big brother? He’s the president of the United States. I’ve just been hired to put him down in the shit.

The Monroe house. 12305 Fifth Helena Drive, Brentwood. Clock it. It’s 4.3 miles east of the Lawford beach digs. Call it. This is a West L.A. caper from the jump.

The Brentwood quasi-village was due east. It was upscale ginchy. Gas station, two markets, drugstore. Public library, espresso pit, French bistro. Major throughways boxed in Fifth Helena and the adjacent blocks.

Bundy to the east. San Vicente to the south. Sunset to the north. Extended greenbelt loomed west. Helena Drives two to five ran one long block and dead-ended. The immediate area was affluent and all residential.

That rendered park-and-sit-type surveillance untenable. I’d have to glom five service vehicles and paint-job them. PC Bell, Happytime Liquor, Luanne’s Dial-A-Florist. Plus two beat-to-hell gardeners’ trucks.

The house itself:

Whitewashed Spanish. One story. Modest for Brentwood. Big front yard, small backyard. Stucco retaining walls, all around. Tall hedgerows, front and back. An oak gate and tile steps to the front door.

I parked across the street and snapped photos. Note the front casement windows. They were all draped and unscreened. They were all cracked for ventilation. Peep me, B and E me—the pad screamed it.

I shot the back side of the house already. I got the screened kitchen door with the flimsy hook-and-eye latch. I got the unscreened service-porch window. Monroe had a part-time housekeeper. I read a Herald piece on the new house and her housekeeping regime. The housekeeper slept out most nights. Peep me, B and E me, hot-wire me for sound.

Nat Denkins knew a clerk at the Hollywood DMV. He slid the guy a yard and got Monroe’s vehicle stats. She drove a ’59 Buick Invicta. Phil Irwin braced a clerk at the Malibu DMV. The Lawfords owned five vehicles. Pat drove a ’58 Bonneville ragtop.

Hearts and arrows. Freddy loves Pat, Freddy loves Lois. Carve up that palm tree by Marilyn’s front door.

I popped two Dexedrine and chain-smoked. I perimeter-scanned the front of the house. The door popped open. There she is. I clocked it at 4:16 p.m.

She’s huddled up in a white bathrobe. She’s wearing This Look. Hey, that’s my new front yard.

A car pulled up in front of me. It was a ’60 Corvair, maroon over black. A big blond girl got out and looked around. She was sixteen or seventeen. Note the rear-bumper sticker: PALI HIGH, HOME OF THE DOLPHINS.

The girl walked across the street. She braced the hedgerow and stood on her tiptoes. She was tall. She cadged a damn good look.

Marilyn waved to her. The girl shrieked and waved back.
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(LOS ANGELES, 8:20 A.M., WEDNESDAY, 4/11/62)

Derogatory Profile. Day #2. The real shitwork begins.

I traded up. Eddie Fisher to Jimmy Hoffa. Nightclub antics to a sex squeeze on the Worldwide Big Kahuna and his vindictive kid brother. The bait girl’s The Blond of Our Era. It all bodes combustion. Something’s got to give.

That’s the title of Monroe’s new flick. It’s currently shooting at Fox. Scribe-for-hire Morry Zolotow fed me the gist. Monroe’s zonked on pills. Monroe’s chronically tardy. Monroe succumbs to mystery ailments. The shoot’s behind schedule. Mogul D. F. Zanuck’s pissed, director George Cukor’s enraged.

I worked in my living room/office. Nat Denkins scored floor-plan drawings from the county structural outfit. I studied schematics of the Lawford and Monroe pads and brainstormed bug-and-tap mount installations. Robbie Molette’s out at PC Bell. He’s scanning phone-service records. It’s crucial. Bell lists all phone extensions and notes their room-to-room locations.

Basic tap rules apply here. Individual taps assure vivid sound flow. That’s interior shitwork. Add exterior grief. Car noise on Bundy and San Vicente could fuzz the Monroe feed lines. Surf hum and car noise on PCH could scotch the Lawford feeds. Listening-post locations were crucial here.

Rentable homes in residential Brentwood? It would backfire on us. Round-the-clock activity and goons on-site would arouse square-citizen suspicion. There were no available rentals on the Brentwood commercial strip. The Lawford feeds might necessitate two listening posts. A house on the east bluff, across PCH. A backup location on the Malibu Pier.

I brainstormed. I called Eddie Fisher and pink-slipped him. I told him I’m quits. I said something came up. Eddie said, “Yeah—as in Jimmy Hoffa.” I pooh-poohed it and told Eddie I’d set him up with Art Aragon. Art was an ex–ranked welterweight and noted cad-about-town. He loved muscle work and oozed charm. Eddie swooned. I was relieved. I traded up. I dumped low-stakes Hollywood for high-stakes intrigue and six times the pay.

And there’s Pat. She was twenty-one then. She’s thirty-seven now. Her fuckhead husband pimps for Jack the K. He’s usurped my old gig and the one-night love that still torches me.

Pervdog, voyeur, peeper.

That’s me. I’ll be across the coast road. I’ll be up on that bluff. I’ll be attached to a headset and crouched in the dark. Man Camera. Ongoing live sound. Who knows what I’ll see and hear.

Monroe’s garage opened out on Sixth Helena. I parked across the street. Big pepper trees shadowed my Chevy coupe. Nat Denkins was out shagging stakeout vehicles. Personal cars agitated local stiffs and magnetized fuzz. This was a meet-your-mark tail. The gig was on as of NOW.

The kickoff meet was last night, at Ollie Hammond’s. I booked a private room. The crew showed up. Phil Irwin, Robbie Molette, Nat Denkins. Plus Bernie “Bug King” Spindel. We boozed and noshed T-bone steaks. I laid out the five-point plan.


	1)  Bernie and I will hot-wire the Lawford and Monroe locations.

	2)  Nat, Phil, and Robbie will dig up three listening-post rentals. One in Brentwood. Brentwood’s a tough go. Be assiduous here. Plus two Lawford-house rentals. One on the east bluffside. One on the Malibu Pier.

	3)  I want active monitor shifts. That’s one man per post and three shifts per day. I’ll spell you, impromptu. Bernie and I will install voice-activated taps and room bugs. They’ll transmit to low-frequency receivers. Room bugs are always problematic. You get dead air, ambient noise, and half-heard conversation. Make tape copies and hand-transcribe everything you hear, regardless. Verbatim log all bug-and-tap tapes. Make one copy for Jimmy H. and one for our master file.

	4)  Phone taps will make or break this operation. Keep current on your tape copies. Keep current on your log transcriptions. This is a film-biz/political caper. These humps love to talk. I want every word taped and transcribed.

	5)  I want intermittent tail surveillance on Monroe and time-dated surveillance logs kept. I’ll spell you there, impromptu. Jimmy’s pledged bonus bread, upon wrap-up. As in, ten grand per man.



My guys salivated. I salivated. The caper was high-risk/high-compensation. We toasted Jack, Marilyn, and Camelot, aflame.

Sit-still surveillance. Time always slogs. 2:26, 2:42, 3:04. My ass itched. I smoked myself hoarse. The garage door cracked open at 3:09 p.m.

There’s Marilyn. She’s done up movie-star incognito. Dark slacks, tight jumper. Wraparound shades and an Hermès scarf.

She climbed in the Buick Invicta and nosed out. She punched the gas westbound and sideswiped three trash cans. Empty booze bottles and dog food cans flew. I tailed her and idled forty yards back. Marilyn cut left on Carmelina and right on San Vicente. That put her westbound. A median strip forced traffic one-way. It was grassed up and dotted with azalea shrubs.

Marilyn hit her left-turn signal and bumped her car up and over the abutment. The undercarriage dislodged loose cement and cracked her back bumper. She slid on wet grass and brodied through a line of azaleas. She bumped back off the cement and hauled eastbound.

I tailed her. I downshifted and eased over the abutment. I slid on grass and sluiced back onto eastbound San Vicente. I came up behind Marilyn. A male motorist drew up alongside her. He yelled something. She flipped him off. He cut south on Bundy. Dig his fuck-you-finger farewell.

Marilyn jammed to the curb and parked in a meter space. I parked behind her. She got out and jaywalked across San Vicente. She ignored traffic lights and passing cars and beelined to the Vicente Pharmacy. Clock it: 3:16 p.m.

She’s back out at 3:21. She digs into a small paper bag and unscrews a pill vial. She smiles and pops two of something. She skips back across the street. She gloms her unsexy Buick and peels east.

I tailed her. She hooked south on Barrington and east on Wilshire. Big-boulevard traffic cloaked me. Marilyn drove hesitant-cum-dreamy. We passed through Westwood and the high-rise corridor. Beverly Hills traffic snared us. Marilyn parked in the cab rank upside the Beverly Wilshire.

She braced a doorman. She passed him her car keys and pulled off her shades. He went Holy shit, you’re Marilyn Monroe! She laid a fat kiss on him. It looked like she shot him some tongue.

I pulled up and idled two car lengths back. I clocked Marilyn’s hotel sojourn. It ran 6.4 minutes. She zipped back out clutching a pill vial and a cellophane-wrapped gown.

She snatched her keys from the doorman. He laughed and slapped his knees. She pulled on her shades, shagged her sled, and fishtailed out into traffic.

She drove east. She drove hesitant-cum-dreamy. She hopped lanes and tailgated. Horns blared. She kissed her fingertips and waved them out the window. She turned north on Doheny. I bird-dogged her in close.

She turned right on Elevado and parked, quicksville. I crawled up behind her. We’re right at the West Hollywood/Beverly Hills border. I knew that space-age-mod building on the southeast corner. It was packed full of call-girl pads.

Marilyn breezed in the front gate. I got out and checked the mailbox bank. There’s six units and six female occupants. In Unit #4: Hollywood denizen Jeanne Carmen.

Ex–call girl. Part-time carhop. Ex–Sheriff’s informant. Noted pill pusher. Golf trick-shot artiste. Available for church picnics and bar mitzvahs. Close pal of ex-starlet Lila Leeds. Miss Leeds bait-girl’d Bob Mitchum’s ’48 reefer roust.

I dawdled by my car. Marilyn and Jeanne. The gabfest might extend. I’ll trade you four yellow jackets for six black beauties. Marilyn and Jeanne. Two late ’40s arrivistes. Phil Irwin worked Sheriff’s Vice, ’46–’53. He said Marilyn and Jeanne worked a hot-sheet hut behind Dave’s Blue Room.

There’s Marilyn now. She glides over to her beat-on Buick. She cranks a U-turn and hits Doheny northbound. I’m right behind her.

She tools west on Sunset. She’s driving urgent now. We’re right by the Beverly Hills Hotel. Marilyn blows a red light and peels south on Beverly Drive. She pulls up in front of a big Colonial job and parks at the curb.

She gets out. She dumps her scarf and shades and fluffs out her hair. She squares her shoulders and reapplies lipstick. She walks up a slate pathway and enters the manse.

942 North Beverly Drive. Double-deep, double-wide lot. Olympic pool, tennis court—

I snatched my reverse directories off the backseat. The Beverly Hills book ran light. Match the owner to the address. It’s there on page 3.

Ralph R. Greenson, M.D. Practice in psychiatry.

I reclined my seat and set my Rolleiflex on the door ledge. I scanned the house, the grounds, the backyard. I circuited back and forth. I caught the payoff and zoomed in tight.

Marilyn and a burly man. Late forties, mustache, dark suit. They’re sitting at a wrought-iron table. She’s pitching a sob story. She’s working The Method. Note her wringing hands and trembling lips. He’s going There, there. Here’s the kicker:

They’re quaffing martinis. That pitcher’s good for three each. Marilyn’s one down already. She’s orbing the pitcher. She’s vibing Cut loose, daddy—I’m coming out of my wig.

I clocked the booze klatch. Fifty minutes, straight up. Psychiatric session. Mustache Man was Shrink Man Ralph Greenson.

He sipped his first drink. Marilyn siphoned the pitcher. She wept, she laughed, she posed. She stood up and did dance steps from some slave-girl-of-the-jungle flick. She motormouthed nonstop. Greenson went Umm-hmn.

He cut her off at fifty minutes, flat. He helped her up and weave-walked her out to her car. She hugged him good-bye and tumbled in behind the wheel. Shrink Man about-faced and checked his wristwatch. Whew—so much for that.

Marilyn’s back in her car. She cranks the gas and peels rubber through a dicey four-way stop.

I laid tread. Zigzag traffic cut me off. Horns honked. Middle fingers shot out windows. Sit on it and twirl.

Marilyn vamoosed. It’s Blown Tail #1. It won’t be the last.

I went home. Phil Irwin was back at Fifth Helena. He called me and checked in. He said Nat and Robbie scored three surveillance trucks. His brother-in-law dolled them up. He quick-painted them. They were now predictable service vehicles: Acme Tree Men, Ajax TV Repair, Citadel Florists. The paint was quick-dry. Phil camouflaged the backseats and storage beds. He dumped in tree limbs, electrical parts, dead floral displays.

Per his Fifth Helena shift:

The housekeeper split for the day. Phil boom-miked a prior backyard chat. The housekeeper said she had plans tonight. Marilyn said she had party plans. She’d been popping black beauties and slurping Metrecal. She’ll fit that Halston original with seams intact.

The wait dragged. I worked at my office-pad. I mounted corkboards on the living room walls and installed file cabinets below them. I went through stacks of old Life magazines and ripped out pictures. Monroe, John and Robert Kennedy. No-goodnik Peter Lawford, sans and un-sans Pat. Exterior pix of the Lawford house, exterior shots of Fifth Helena.

I pinned them to the corkboards. I pulled the Pat and Freddy photo out of the frame and pinned it beside a Monroe cheesecake shot. It’s 1952. Marilyn wows our boys in Korea. Freddy and Pat storm Hollywood on V-J Day. It was some juxtaposition. I laughed my ass off.

Ajax TV Repair. It’s a good ride for night stakeouts. TV’s fritzed out
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