s
THE l BESTSELLER

JOSEPH
WAMBAUGH

AUTHOR OF THE GOLDEN ORANGE

T, TR u, = gy———

27148-2 % IN US. $599 (IN CANADA $6.99) % A BANTAM BOOK %&f@

| ¥
} \: : ;lg&
! & t%f:
.__r;.&ﬁ'
| . A &
., % R \
s

v ‘-J
S y \‘(

N‘“ £ # . L
& \

LINES
SHADOWS

1 HIS FIRST NONFICTION WORK SINCE THE ONION FIELD
v “HIS BEST BOOK YET.”
! —The New York Times Book Review




LINES
AND
SHADOWS

Joseph Wambaugh

A PERIGORD PRESS BOOK

Ei‘;
0 \ ﬁ"\

BANTAM BOOKS
NEW YORK * TORONTO * LONDON ¢ SYDNEY * AUCKLAND



For those who lived it, on both sides of the line

Madiuaucm:dmwcmﬂmtext
of the original hardcover edition.
NOT ONE WORD HAS BEEN OMITTED.

LINES AND SHADOWS _
A Bantam Book | published in association with
Perigord Press | William Morrow and Company, Inc.

PRINTING HISTORY
Morvow | Perigord Press edition published February 1984

A Literary Guild Selection
Serialized in Los Angeles Magazine, January 1984
Bantam | Perigord Press edition | December 1984

Grateful acknowledgment is made for permission to reprint on
page 379 lines from the song “Sunny,” Words and Music by
Bobby Hebb, copyright © 1965, 1966, Portable Music Company, Inc.
All rights reserved.

-

All rights reserved.
Copyrighst © 1984 by Jesepl Wambaugh.
Cover copyright © 1984 by Bantam Books.
-« Stepback art copyright © 1984 by John Solie.
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmisted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical,
including photocopying, recording, or by any information
storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing
Ffranthepublishw
el .
Perigord Press, %WthmeandCanpmy Inc.,
105 Madison Avernue, New York, NY 10016.

If you purchased this book without a cover you should be aware
that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and
destroyed” to the publisher and neither the author nor the pub-
lisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”

ISBN (-553-27148-2
Published simultaneously in the United States and Canada

Bantam Books are published by Bantam Books, a division of Bantam
Doubleday Dell Publishing Group, Inc. lts trademark, consisting of
the words “Bantam Books” and the portrayal of a rooster, is Regis-
tered in U.S. Patent and Trademark Office and in other countries.
Marca Registrada. Bantam Books, 666 Fifth Avenue, New York,
New York 10103.

PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
RAD 20 19 18 17 16 15 14 13 I2






“In this true crime story, Wambaugh surpasses the
gritty realism of this first nonfiction police study, The
Onion Field, and again demonstrates the psychological
intensity, descriptive power, and plot prowess of his fic-
tive mysteries . . . a true story that reads like the most
densely detailed, finely crafted novel.”

- —Booklist

“Authentic tough talk, raunchy comedy and an in-

sider’s unromantic knowledge of the strains of police

work.” :
—Newsweek

“Superb . . . written in Wambaugh’s most compelling,
exciting prose.”
—Publishers Weekly

“Splendid . . . an utterly fascinating true-crime
story.”
—Newsday

LINES AND SHADOWS

LT. DICK SNIDER
17-year San Diego police veteran. He puts together a
police task force of determined cops to patrol the
border killing ground—cops prepared to fight bandit-
style against the criminals slaughtering helpless pollos,
illegal aliens.

SGT. MANNY LOPEZ
Crafty, gutsy team leader. He lives by the code of ma-
chismo, thrives on violence, and is becoming a hard-
ball gunslinging lawman frighteningly convinced of his
own invulnerability. |
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“Superb . . . one of the most provocative, gripping,
entertaining—and blackly humorous—books of the

year.”

—California Magazine

“A tale of daring, desolation, bravery and betrayal un-
like any you’ve ever read . . . a true-life story that only

this bestselling cop-turned-novelist could tell.”
—Literary Guild Magazine

“Wambaugh fans will enjoy this story of the border -

crime task force . . . no one writes about cops and
their struggles better.”

—UPI

“Constantly interesting . . . an episodic series of au-

thentic adventures with detailed and intimate portraits
of the parhcnpants, always exciting and compassion-
ate.”

—Detroit News

LINES AND SHADOWS

FRED GIL
Oldest cop on the team. An ex-Marine, judo champ,
and Vietnam vet, he truly cares about the pollos, and
he’ll risk his life and ruin his marnage to play decoy in
that pltlless borderland.

ERNIE SALGADO
The tallest of them, their weapons expert. Another ex-
Marine who has seen his share of combat, he wonders
if the canyons at night will make him flash to Nam.



“It is sheer Wambaugh, a master at the mixture of ten-
sion and humor, of turning daily melodrama into gut-
wrenching fear.”

—Salt Lake Tribune

“An unsettling and moving consideration of the po-
liceman and his role in society . . . told with the skill of
a fine novelist . . . Mr. Wambaugh once again demon-
strates his daring.”

—The Wall Street Journal

“Joseph Wambaugh is the Charles Dickens of the cop
novel . . . Wambaugh’s police stories are apocalyptic
allegories, exposing the real motives that crawl and
war beneath the actions of criminals, victims and
cops.”

—Chicago Sun-Times

“Vivid, sometimes horrifying . . . these cops are both
heroes and men.”
—USA Today

LINES AND SHADOWS

CARLOS CHACON
A rookie. He loves guns, has violent dreams and is so
quick on the trigger that he may be as dangerous to
cops as he is to robbers.

KEN KELLY
They call him King. A big, blond, wild-eyed, hard-
drinking cop. At times he’s a demented Jack Nicolson,
at others a supercharged Romeo. He has to get on the .
task force—somehow.
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PROLOGUE

THE
BRIDAL SUITE

IN 1982, THREE SAN DIEGO AREA POLICE OFFICERS UNDER-
went psychological counseling in an effort to assess some
traits that might cause either embarrassment to the police
department or danger to the officers themselves.

The three officers in question were all-convinced that
disturbances in their lives were related to police service. At
least two had experienced some episodes of weeping, which
is predictable in police stress cases. At least two had some
thoughts of self-destruction, which is extremely predictable
in police stress cases. The only other thing the three officers
had in common was that they were all part of a little experi-
ment conducted by the San Diego Police Department. The
experiment lasted eighteen months, ending in April 1978. It
was a strange experiment, the results of which are still being
debated on both sides of the Mexico-United States border.

Ten officers of the San Diego Police Department were
asked to walk a foot beat. It may well have been the most
bizarre and remarkable foot beat walked by American po-
licemen in modern times.
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In addition to being the story of that walking beat, this
is also a tale of two cities. Each of the city’s metropolitan
areas houses about one million people. One city is geograph-
ically small and the people live in close proximity. One city
is large and sprawling.

In one city, inhabitants still suffer diseases considered
exotic in the other: cholera, polio, typhus, tuberculosis, rick-
ets. In the other city, separated from the former mostly by
an imaginary line, lies some of the richest real estate in the
richest half of the richest state in the richest country on the
face of the earth.

Within a two-hour drive north from that invisible line
there float unbelievable armadas: yachts and pleasure craft,
half a million of them. And no less than 150 builders of
yachts and pleasure craft striving to fill the insatiable need.

Although it’s difficult to say where unusual ideas origi-
nate, this one may have been born many years ago in a hag
of a hotel near the Mexican border. The top floor of the hotel
in San Ysidro housed “the bridal suite.” The sole occupant
was an officer of the United States Border Patrol. He could
cross the floor in two strides. He was a very big man living
in a very small room, wryly named.

Dick Snider recalls his days in that hotel vividly. The
floor outside his room ran downhill so that he had to skate
- to the slime-green bathroom down the hall. Slipping and
sliding back up the floor to his coffin of a room was another
matter, especially when he’d been putting down tequila and
mescal and Mexican beer at The Playland Club, a theater-
cum-saloon run by an ex-tightrope walker.

Maybe that’s how it all seemed to the twenty-five-year-
old border patrolman on his first assignment, trying to live
and support an estranged family on $75 a week, reduced to
eating cheese sandwiches three times a day, listening to the
ex-tightrope walker recall her good old days walking wire.

San Ysidro is not an incorporated town; it’s mostly a
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Spanish-speaking community within the city limits of San
Diego. One can, they say, hit the United States port of entry
with an empty tequila bottle thrown from any house in San
Ysidro. An exaggeration, but one gets the idea. Back when
former border patrolman Dick Snider was pinwheeling
down the halls of the little hotel it was mostly cesspools, train
trestles, stucco or cinder-block beer bars, and streets as
greasy and blistered as fried tortillas.

Burl Richard Snider was born in southern Arkansas, in
the tiny town of Silva, a crossroads that time and cartogra-
phers have obliterated. His family were farmers and mostly
raised him in southeastern Missouri, the “lapland” where
Missouri laps into Arkansas. It was a Mississippi River back-
water which flooded yearly and caused his family to make
several trips to California, their “Grapes of Wrath trips,” to
find work in the San Joaquin Valley. One of those trips lasted
two years, and during that time the youngster had occasion
to play with Mexican children whose families had also made
journeys from far places—cruel, hard journeys. The lapland
farmboy found they were very much like himself, those
Mexican children. He began picking up bits of their lan-
guage and he studied Spanish in school, discovering that,
because of Spanish, other studies clicked.

“For the first time in my life even English seemed to jell
for me,” he recalled. “Spanish classes were a snap when I
later entered the Border Patrol academy. While other guys
were washing out because of it.”

But there was some living in store for young Dick
Snider before joining the U.S. Border Patrol. He got married
at seventeen and began working in the California oil fields,
making quite a bit of money for a boy—a very large boy to
be sure. He and his bride had two babies and everything was
coasting along about as smooth as buttermilk. Then his old-
est child, Ricky, got a strep infection of the larynx.

A generation later he looked, well, baffled when he
tried to describe it. Ricky was just three years old. Ricky had
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trouble breathing one night. The next morning it was worse.
Dick Snider rushed his son to the hospital. Ricky began
choking. Ricky began strangling. Dick Snider watched his
son’s face go blue-black before his eyes. His boy wanted his
father to save him. The doctors cut open the boy’s throat and
did a tracheotomy. The life support machine broke down.
The boy died six hours later at two o’clock in the afternoon.

“It’s confusing,” he remembered. “I'd go out a my head
for several minutes at a time. Then I'd come back. Out and
back. I can’t remember the details. I can only remember
that he recognized me at the end. The doctors tried to tell
me that he couldn’t have. I believe he knew me at the end.
His hair was wheat-blond and his eyes were brown. He al-
ways tried to do what I did. Once he scared me to death by
running into a corral full a horses. He was going to wrangle
them, he said. He said if his daddy could do it . . . well
. . . he was some kid.”

Dick Snider and his wife also had a baby daughter, but
nothing was the same after the boy’s death. There were
some years of misery, then divorce.

He eventually found himself absolutely alone, in a mean
little room in a hotel in San Ysidro, draping his large frame
out the window on cool San Diego nights, watching the glow
in the sky from Tijuana.

There had been no Hispanics in Dick Snider’s border
patrol class. In fact he was the best Spanish-speaking recruit
in the El Paso barracks during training. The United States
government had not thought it necessary to recruit officers
who fluently spoke the language of the border. Dick Snider,
who always hankered to be in law enforcement, made inves-
tigator very quickly.

“I used to watch the San Diego cops chasing aliens
down the streets a San Ysidro,” he recalled. “I'd sit in that
sorry little room and look out at them. It made me thmk a
lot about the alien plight.”

And it wasn’t easy supporting his estranged wife and
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daughter. Hence, cheese sandwiches and some milk when
he was lucky. And booze because it was sometimes more
necessary than food—that is, when you tended to think of a
family destroyed and a dying son crying out for help. It’s not
hard to imagine the fantasies in a cockroach hotel in the
night, always an arm’s length from a service revolver, closer
than that to the memories of a dead child. I couldn’t
save him.

So, lonely and frightened men must think of other
things. They get strange ideas. They drink, and they gaze
out the window at wormy mongrel dogs dragging infected
bleeding anuses across stippled pavement, dogs who cross
the imaginary line at will to scavenge. And they gaze at cops
chasing aliens in a crazy game more akin to present-day
Pac-Man than anything else. At least when seen from the
vantage point of a coffin of a room called the bridal suite.

The idea he got a generation ago was this: There is not
a significant line between two countries. It’s between two
economies. '

“I kept thinking, what if I'd been born a hundred yards
south a that invisible line? As long as it’s the haves and
have-nots side by side, they’re gonna come.”

There was a lot of anguish and misery out there in the
night on the frontier. And it may be that this is where the
idea for the later San Diego police experiment was born.
While watching an early version of Pac-Man, where Ameri-
can lawmen ate up Mexican aliens only to spit them back
south. And ate them up the next night only to spit them back
south. And the next night.

It’s easy to see how a young border patrolman might
start to identify with these pollos driven north by circum-
stance. And to wonder how many of them had seen a dying
son cry out. Save me.

The border patrolman in the bridal suite began to con-

centrate on the anguish of illegal aliens. So as not to contem-
plate his own.



