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Talk Show
It all started in early 1994, as I was sitting in my West
Los Angeles office, serving as police captain for the
Veterans Affairs Police Department.
I received a telephone call from a women who said she
was calling from New York, and that she represented a
major talk show host. They wanted to know if I would
appear on their show to explain how I felt about the
book.
Confused and surprised, I thought to myself, what book?
I told her that I had no idea what she was talking about,
and asked her to please explain herself. She then
informed me that I was mention by name in a book
entitled Conduct Unbecoming, written by Randy Schultz,
and proceeded to read out of a chapter in the novel
devoted to “LeBlanc v US Marine Corp.”
Still somewhat shocked, I replied that I wasn’t
completely sure what she was talking about, and that
until I found out, I had no intention of appearing on her
show or anyone else’s.
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The Bookstore
I left my office and drove to the nearest bookstore.
As I entered, low and behold, there was a lady reading
the book in question. I searched the shelves, and quickly
became aware that there were no additional copies of the
book available.
I went looking for the woman, who seemed to have the
last copy, al through the store. I finally found her, but I
guess I was a little forceful in wrenching the book out of
here hands. I explained my circumstances, and asked her
if I could see the book. She offered it to me. As I stood
there reading, I started to flashback to the year 1963.
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High School Buddies
Eight high school buddies and I agreed to join the
Marine Corp. We got together and went down to the
local recruiting station. There were many formalities:
we were interviewed, we filled out forms, took a written
test and finally, we received a physical checkup.
Upon completion of these things, we found that our
wishes were about to come true. We all passed, and were
going to boot camp. We each went home to our families,
and made final preparations, saying goodbye to love
ones.
A few weeks later, we were sworn in as US Marines.
They shipped us off to Camp Lejune, North Carolina,
where we would receive our formal combat training.
It was there, on that base, that I was first accused of
being a homosexual.
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Allen
As I was going through my training in 1964, I met a
corpsman from New York named Allen Spear. During
that time, IO learned to respect him, for he was a
hardworking, dedicated patriot. We became good
friends.
Allen was soon ordered to report to the Office of Special
Investigations (O.S.I.). It was also commonly known as
Naval Investigative Services (N.I.S.). Thought he
himself was not under investigation for homosexuality,
he was accused of knowing and associating with a
homosexual. His response was direct. He said he did
indeed “know” a homosexual, and could see nothing
wrong with it.
The Marine Corp gave Spear a dishonorable discharge
for knowing and refusing to divulge the names of other
homosexuals in the military. He returned home to New
York and tried to explain what had happened to his
family. They rejected him as a “disgrace to the family,”
and subsequently disowned him.
He began to drink heavily. He moved to Montreal,
Canada, where he declared himself a “landing
immigrant.”
To this day, nearly 40 years later, Allen continues to
drink heavily and resides on skid row. He never
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attempted to reconcile with parents, who have both since
died.
He refused to return to the United States because he still
believes that his country dishonored him unjustifiably.
These events fortified my determination to never allow
such unjust discrimination to be applied to me. Not
without a fight.
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Transfer to Vietnam
During the escalation of the Vietnamese hostilities, I
requested reassignment to a combat position. The request
was denied by my commanding officer.
I made a subsequent appeal at the next level in the chain
of command, and my request was granted. I was
transferred to Camp Pendleton, California, for
processing, and shipped to Vietnam.
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My Off the Cuff Advice
During processing, I was approached by a fellow marine
who wanted some advice.
He told me that he did not wish to go to Vietnam because
he was frightened. He did not want to go into combat,
and felt that the military life was not for him.
He wondered if I knew any alternatives that would get
him out quickly. I let him know that there were various
choices for his consideration, but the one fast and sure
way would be to turn himself in to his commanding
officer as a homosexual.
At that time, I thought nothing of my “off the cuff”
remark.
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First Interrogation
Several days later, I was summoned by my commanding
officer. I reported to his office, where he then informed
me to report to OSI and dismissed me. As I was leaving
his office, I came upon a good friend of mine named
Christopher Reed.
It seems that he could tell I was a little shaken, and he
asked me what was wrong. I told him where I was going.
“don’t worry,” he said. “You’ve done nothing wrong.
They probably just want to ask you a few questions,
maybe get some information.”
Hearing this put me a little at ease. I thanked Chris,
walked over to the OSI building and reported in.
I was seated in a small room, where I waited for more
than an hour. Finally, a man dressed in civilian clothes
came in and introduced himself as a special agent of the
OSI. (from this point forward, the agent will be
identified as Inv-1)
Inv-1 said that he wanted to talk to me about some
allegations that someone had made against me.
“”What allegations?” I asked.
“For being a faggot,” he said in those words.
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“I am not a faggot,” I replied. “I never was a faggot, and
I will never become a faggot. I am here to serve my
country. As a matter of fact, I believe I’ve done a pretty
good job for the Marine Corp up to this point.”
Another hour passed as he repeated this line of
questioning. I gave the same answers. Soon a second
man entered the room (Inv-2). He chastised Inv-1 for the
length and harshness of the interrogation. They said that
they did not want to establish that I was a homosexual,
but to determine if I had any knowledge about other
marines who were. Inv-2 asked his colleague to leave. I
spent another hour with Inv-2, reaffirming my
innocence. The, he left the room.
Inv-1 returned, and started all over again with the same
type of questions, only this time, he used another
approach. He focused my attention on the telephone,
which he approached holding a piece of paper. He real
off a telephone number, and asked me if it was familiar.
“Of course,” I answered. “It’s my mother’s phone
number.”
Then he said, “I plan to call your mother, and tell her that
her son is a faggot who is about to be kicked out of the
Marine Corp. Of course, we could stop all this. All you
have to do is confess to the allegations, and we will keep
everything quiet as you are being discharged.”
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I flashed back to my friend, Allen, and it fortified my
determination. I was not going to allow this to happen to
me, and I told Inv-1 that he could call anyone he wanted.
He explained that being court martialed a homosexual
carried a stiff fine, plus years of hard labor in a military
prison, and again mentioned that he could stop all of this
if I would confess to the allegations. But this time, he
added that I should provide him with a few names.
By now it was getting dark. Inv-1 dismissed me, but said
that I had to return first thing the next morning.
As I walked back to my barracks, I wondered what else I
could say or do to convince the OSI agents that I was not
a homosexual. This questioned drummed over and over
in my head all through the night.
The following morning, I reported back to OSI, where I
was met by Inv-2. He told me he believed everything I
said about not being a faggot, but that I had to prove
myself to Inv-1 by submitting to a polygraph test. If I
passed it, the investigation would be terminated.
The test consisted of only a few questions, including, of
course, “Are you a faggot.?”
I said no.
After the test was over, I felt relieved. But a major
approached me and said that I would have to take the test
11

again. The second time the same questions were asked.
After passing the second test, I was informed that I must
submit to a third one. Approximately forty-five minutes
after completing the third test, two agents and the test
administrator told me that I had successfully completed
the interrogation with no apparent attempt at deception.
The major indicated to me that if I was a faggot, I would
probably be killed in Vietnam anyway, and that would be
one less faggot in the world.
“It doesn’t mean anything to us,” he said. “You’re
dismissed.”
I went back to my company, and a short time later, I was
shipped to Vietnam.
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Vietnam
I served a thirteen-month tour of duty in Vietnam, and
was highly decorated upon my return to the United
States. During this time, I learned that my friend, Chris,
had been killed in an ambush. (His name is on “the
Wall”)
In 1967, I started a second tour in Vietnam, which lasted
for tow years.
In late 1969 we were receiving rocket fire and mortar
shells into the support base. I was standing on a bunker
when an explosion occurred, and I was hit by debris. I
went into several respiratory arrests, including cardiac
arrest, and lost all feeling from the neck down.
Fortunately, a nearby corpsman saved my life.
A surgeon later diagnosed me with contusions of the C2, 3 and 4th of the spinal cord. I overheard him say. “This
Marine has little or no chance of living,” then he ordered
me to be evacuated immediately by helicopter to the
military hospital in Di-Nang.
When I arrived, they determined that my situation was
beyond their resources, so they rushed me by helicopter
to a hospital ship located off the coast of Vietnam.

13

Hospital
Upon arrival, I was placed into a contraption called a
striker-frame with crutch-feel-tongs.
Later they shipped me back to the United States to the
Bethesda Naval Hospital in Maryland, where I was
placed in another type of contraption called a gardenerwells-tongs.
I later learned some good news: my spine was severely
bruised, but not broken. They recommended a vigorous
rehabilitation program to force the muscles to regenerate,
thereby making it possible for me to regain feeling from
the neck down, and the use of my limbs.
During this period I heard that my commanding officer,
Colonel Goggin, from my old unit in Virginia was
reassigned to Quantico Marine Corp Base, also located
in Virginia. I contacted him and requested assistance in
getting transferred to an active duty station, hoping it
would be at Quantico.
My orders were approved, and I was shipped to the
Officers Communication School at Quantico, where I
was assigned to a limited-duty position as an assistant to
the instructor. Later that year I was re-assigned to a
Military Police unit, where my career in law enforcement
began.
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Life Off Base
During this tour, I lived in an apartment off base, where I
met several corpsmen, and became friends.
I found out later that they were each picked up by OSI
agents in a sting operation, and questioned about their
sexual orientation. One of the corpsmen approached me,
warning that I may be a possible target in the OSI
investigation because when he was being interrogated,
my name came up.
Day later, I looked out of my window and noticed a
suspicious looking car parked in front of my apartment,
with two men sitting inside seemingly observing my
building. OSI agents stopped a friend who had just
visited my apartment, he too noticed the car. When he
got a few blocks away they approached him. They took
him to the OSI office and interrogated him for six
grueling hours. He was questioned on both his sexual
orientation and mine.
I continued to report to work as if nothing had happened.
Several days later, I answered a knock at my door. It
was sergeant and several military police officers from
my unit. The sergeant informed me that I was under
arrest for being a homosexual. They handcuffed me and
put me in the backseat of their car.
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Second Interrogation
The military police drove me to OSI and escorted me
into a small room, where I again sat alone for an hour. I
prepared myself for the familiar routine: good cop/bad
cop.
When the agents came into the room, it felt as if it had
started all over again, the same accusations, the same
questions, even the same telephone number routine. It
was as if they were reading out of the same script used
back at Camp Pendleton.
I was released six hours later, and allowed to return to
my apartment. This time I didn’t detect any observers
watching my apartment.

16

First Administrative Review Board Hearing
When I returned to work the following day, I was asked
to report to the commanding officer. He informed me
that he believed there was sufficient evidence against me
to warrant an administrative review discharge board
meeting.
I asked him if he’d rather court martial me, and he said,
“no.” He explained that while hearsay evidence would
not be admissible in a court martial, it would be perfectly
acceptable in a board hearing.
I later went into Alexandria to consult with an attorney.
During the hearing, the board concluded that the
accuser’s reason for reporting me was vengeance. My
commanding officer had known of the allegations
previously brought against me at Camp Pendleton, and
that they had subsequently been dropped. In his mind he
felt that I was guilty and just happened to get away with
it. Therefore, there was not enough evidence to support
his claims based on hearsay.
Shortly afterwards, I requested a transfer to the Marine
barracks in Long Beach, California. My orders were
approved.
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I was transfered to Marine Barracks Long Beach.
During this assignment, I excelled in my position.
One day a Marine passed trough the barracks facility and
recognized me. He decided to inform my commanding
officer, Major Alan Pettit, of my past. Subsequently
Major Pettit launched an investigation.
The major questioned many of the marines I associated
with, and intimidated them by using the old OSI
telephone trick. This was confirmed several days later,
when one of the individuals approached me and
apologized for giving into the pressure.
He said, “They were going to call my parents and I
didn’t want that to happen.” This man came from a long
line of military men. He signed a statement saying that
he had overheard me talk to two of my friends and admit
that I was a homosexual. If he refused to sign the
statement, the major would have concluded that he was
covering for me and that he too was a homosexual.
I had a second Administrative Review Board Hearing.
The next afternoon, I was called into the major’s office
where he informed me that he was going to recommend
an Administrative Review Board Hearing on allegations
of my homosexuality. He added that he would do
everything in his power to stop me from receiving my
promotion to staff sergeant and then dismissed me.
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While the major continued trying to find evidence
against me, I obtained another civilian attorney, Doug
Lance.
At he second hearing the prosecuting team attempted to
blow me out of the water. When they finished it was our
turn. It was ironic to later learn that the star witness for
the defense was a women named Maria, who had been
my roommate and companion. No one had know of our
relationship. The prosecuting attorney objected to my
presence in the courtroom during her testimony, arguing
that I might intimidate her into giving only favorable
answers. The board agreed and I waited outside until
they had finished questioning her.
I later leaned that she had kept a diary on all of our
activities, including where I was whom I was socializing
with and when she had sex with me. To top that off, she
stated that we had a very good healthy sexual life
together and that I satisfied her.
At the conclusion of the hearing, I was found not guilty.
This infuriated Major Pettit. He called me into his office
and yelled, “Just because the board found you not guilty
does not mean that you’re not a faggot.”
In his words I was nothing but a “fucking faggot.” He
warned me that I would never get the upper hand on him
while staying in his Marine Corp. He walked to the front
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door of his office and opened it to call out to his
executive officer, Captain Stanford, “Get this faggot out
of my office right now!”
The captain ordered me into his office telling me of his
discontent with the board’s decision in my case. “There
is more than one way to get someone like you,” he said,
“Faggots like you have no business in the marine Corp.
You may have pulled the wool over the eyes of the
Administration Review Discharge Board, but you’re not
going to pull it over mine. We’ll get you sooner or
later.”
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My Promotion
Several weeks passed. Major Pettit looked on as the
sergeant major approached me and shook my hand,
congratulating me on my promotion to staff sergeant.
Immediately the major asked him into his office.
A few minutes later, the sergeant major approached me
again. “I may have been premature in congratulating
you. I guess I wasn’t supposed to tell you about your
promotion yet, because it may not go through after all.”
Several weeks passed before I was summoned to the
Major Pettit’s office. Captain Stanford accompanied him.
The major informed me that I had been officially
promoted to staff sergeant. He said that he found it very
hard to believe after what had happened. The he said,
“I’m not going to pin these stripes on that son of a
bitch.” He ordered Captain Stanford to do it himself.
“But no in this office,” he said.
Captain Stanford ordered me into his own office, where
he pinned the stripes on me handed me my certificate.
He reassured me that he would discredit me eventually.
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The Informant
One night while I was serving as Officer of the Day, I
received a call from one of my guard posts reporting that
they were detaining a sailor who had tried to smuggle
some wine and marijuana onto the base.
I rushed to the gate and immediately recognized the
sailor who was being detained. He was one of my best
informants who in the past had supplied me with reliable
information.
When I approached the guard post and took charge, my
informant begged for my help. In exchange he said he
would provide me with valuable information. After
hearing what he had to offer, I agreed to help him. This
of course is not at all uncommon among law
enforcement officers. I dumped out the wine threw away
the few joints hat had bee confiscated and sent him on
his way. As I standard, I made these notes in my report.
The following day I was summoned to Major Pettit’s
office. He wanted all of the names of my informants. I
refused and he dismissed me.
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The Court Martial
Days later I was again summoned to the major’s office.
In the presence of Captain Stanford he informed m that I
would be subject to a court martial for impeding an
investigation by destroying evidence and for perjuring
myself in my report log.
(tape 1-B)
Once again I requested the services of my attorney Doug
Lance. But this time the court found me guilty on both
counts. What was so unusual about this case was that the
court refused to pass down a sentence, meaning that I
received no punishment.
My attorney said that in all of his years defending clients
he had never seen such an action. He did recall hearing
of a case in which a black marine was found guilty of
beating a white marine. Throughout the proceeding it
became know that the white marine was a member of the
Ku Klux Klan and that the black marine felt threatened
by him.
I reported back to work where I was called back into
Major Pettit’s office. “I’ve got you ,you fucking faggot,”
he yelled it, “We are going to give you a dishonorable
discharge for being a homosexual.”
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Major Pettit attempted to discharge me by pressing this
issue. He believed that since I was accused before, that it
must be true. For him this was reason enough for a
dishonorable discharge.
I searched out another attorney and found Scott Tepper.
We went to the Federal Courthouse in Los Angeles, and
secured a temporary restraining order.
When I returned to the base, Captain Stanford and Major
Pettit were obviously frustrated. The major said, “Just
because you’ve received this temporary restraining order
does not mean that I’m not going to kick you out of the
Marine Corp.” He dismissed me and as I walked toward
the door he said, “Just a minute. What you don’t know is
that I have an ace up my sleeve. And I guarantee you it
will work this time. The day will come when you find
out whose Marine Corp this really is – your or mine.”
Finally, my case was heard at the Court of Appeals in
San Francisco. The judge ruled that they could not
discharge me simply for allegations of homosexuality.
After the outcome of my case, I reported back to Major
Pettit. This was when he reminded me of the “ace up his
sleeve.” He pulled some papers out of his top drawer. It
was my enlistment contract.
“I’m not going to sign them,” he said.
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Now I knew that he had won, but at least I was safe from
a dishonorable discharge.
I asked him for permission to speak candidly.
“Why are you so homophobic?” I asked him. “What is it
that you fear?”
“Homosexuals should not be allowed in the military
because they will have sex in the barracks,” he said.
“I’ve been living in military barracks for nearly 13 years,
and I don’t recall a single incident – well, at least
between two men.” Then I recalled an incident that had
occurred several weeks prior. I was involved in an
investigation of a marine who had taken a women into
his barracks. Later, it was alleged that he and his fellow
marines performed a “gang Bang” on her. She state that
she did not give her consent to penetration. Even if she
had, however, it was unlikely that it could be considered
valid, since the girl was mentally retarded.
“You tried to seep that investigation under the rug,” I
told the major. “When you heard that I had reopened the
case by hiring a private investigator, and that the case
had been leaked to the media, (Warren Alney, NBC Los
Angeles) you were frustrated with not only me, but the
investigators who questioned you. You told them it was a
‘natural mistake. Here you are, so worried about male
marines having sex, but you don’t seem at all concerned
about straight marines having sex with females in your
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barracks, not even when it’s rape with a mentally
retarded women. Why is it that the military condones the
one, but not the other?”
Major Pettit then dismissed me.
When the day came to report to the administration office,
I was met by a warrant officer, third grade. He and
Everland updated me on the progress of my discharge.
He informed me that it would be honorable. The reason
that my enlistment was up and they simply had decided
not to renew my contract. He also explained to me why I
couldn’t re-enlist. “You were court marshaled and found
guilty for impeding an investigation, and for perjuring
yourself on your report.”
“Yes,” I said. “I was found guilty, but I never received
any punishment from the court.”
“Before I will answer any more of your questions,” he
said, “ I was instructed by Major Pettit to give you this
message. He said you would understand it.” Then he
read from a piece of paper in hand, “Do you remember
the ‘ace up my sleeve?’ Well here it is.”
After this meeting, I bumped into a friend, Sergeant Tom
Hart, who worked in the administrative office where my
discharge was being processed. He expressed his regret
at what was happening to me, and invited me into a file
room that was restricted to all non-administrative staff.
He unlocked one of the filing cabinets, and pulled out a
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file with my name on it. Inside were several letters I had
never received, and that someone else has opened
without my knowledge or consent. Tom told me that
none of the letters were incriminating, and that all of my
outgoing and incoming mail had been screened.
I was shocked that the military would stoops so low.
To this day Tom and I are still friends. He is now retired
from the Marine Corp and lives in Twenty-nine Palms,
Ca.
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Lift the Ban on Gays
Years later, during his initial presidential campaign, Bill
Clinton promised that, if elected, he would attempt to
eliminate discrimination based upon sexual orientation in
the military.
Presently, there are congressional hearings chaired by
Senator Sam Nunn who contends that no one was
railroaded in the military and when found innocent they
were left alone.
I heard my calling, so I attempted to contact several
congressmen. I repeatedly left messages so I could
testify at one of their hearings. I received only on return
call, from the office of Senator Barry Frank. His aid
assured me he would do his utmost to get me in front of
Sam Nunn’s committee.
Weeks later, I received a telephone call from his office.
Apparently Sam Nunn refused to see me, and would not
permit me to testify at any of his hearings because he
was afraid that I might influence the committee to lift the
ban. He also added that he did not want the committee
to review my service record.
Frank’s office told me that there was nothing else they
could do, but they assured me that they would contact
me if anything changed.
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I decided to contact Senator Bob Dole. One of his aids
assured me that they would attempt to break the gridlock.
But several days later he called back and told me that I
was blocked from testifying. He too said he could not do
anything more for me at the time, but that there would be
more hearings in the future.
To this date, I have not received a single phone call.

29

Close Encounters with Larry
I believe that since the book Conduct unbecoming rolled
off the press, my position as captain at the West Los
Angeles Wadsworth Medical Center has been
compromised.
For example, on February 24, 1994 I had to write up a
report of contact for Assistant Chief Larry. As I
approached his office, I noticed that his door was slightly
ajar. I could clearly hear his conversation. I didn’t want
to interrupt, so I waited outside. The more I heard, the
more I understood that I was the subject of his
conversation. I overheard him refer to me as a “faggot.”
He further state, “I will get rid of him. It may take a
year, but I’m going to work on it.”
I was shocked. I went back to my office and made
arrangements to meet with our Equal Employment
Officer (E.E.O.), Dennis Cunningham. I relayed to him
the story about the book and my belief that Larry had
either read or heard about it. I told him what I had
overheard and asked if it was covered by the E.E.O.?
Cunningham asked me if I knew of any disciplinary
actions pending against me. “No,” I replied. “My last
performance appraisal was outstanding, and I recently
received a performance award from the director of the
Wadsworth Medical Center.”
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I also told Cunningham that my main concern was that
Larry said he was going to get rid of me within the year.
Cunningham said that, in his opinion, Larry’s actions
were unacceptable, but his hands were tired because my
complaint was not covered under federal E.E.O. policies.
He suggested I check into alternate resources and offered
to speak to his director on my behalf.
I asked him not to. I knew that this would be another
uphill battle for me, and I wasn’t prepared to deal with it
at this time.
On March 11, 1994 at approximately 2 pm, I was sitting
in the briefing room and observed Larry walked into the
room and come toward me. He suddenly stopped as if he
was shocked to see me sitting there. He then motioned to
Lieutenant J. Theall who escorted him from the room.
I walked to the adjacent room, where the door was
slightly open and listened.
Larry said, “I don’t want LeBlanc here. I am giving an
award to one of his officers.”
“I didn’t tell him,” replied Theal.
I rushed back to my seat and waited.

31

Larry and Lt. Theal returned and proceeded with
presenting a plaque to officer David Martin for
Employee of the Month.
Later that day, I asked Larry why he didn’t want me in
the room while he gave Martine the plaque.
Larry only said, “I should have given it to him
yesterday.” He walked away before I could ask any more
questions.
The Larry gave me a memorandum indicating that I had
to personally complete a report on the computer. I
asked, “Why are you asking me to do this report instead
of Mr. Cook? This is his responsibility. Besides, how do
you expect me to extract this information without his
access codes?”
I further explained that I was not even trained on the
software program. Larry only shook his head, smiled and
said that he’d give me the access codes. Eventually, I
received those codes, completed the report and turned it
in.
Soon, I went to the secretary’s office and attempted to
open the door. My issued key, D-2416, no longer
worked. It had become apparent that the locks were
changed. Having previously enjoyed unlimited access to
numerous offices and files, I did not understand what
warranted the change. That same day, I confronted Larry
32

and asked him about it. He said that two keys had been
reported missing, and then walked away.
I looked in the police log to see if anyone had reported
and missing keys. There were no reports filed by anyone
regarding keys. I then contacted the supervisor of the
Medical Center locksmith shop, Wayne Lockensloger.
He said there were no missing key reports sent to him.
He then told me that Larry had instructed him to change
the locks because he suspected me of sabotaging and
stealing his files. Larry told him not to make any more
duplicated keys, and that the only people authorized in
those areas would be himself, the chief and his secretary.
Mr. Cook also received keys to access those areas.
As I was working on a project in an adjacent office, I
overheard another one of Larry’s telephone
conversations, but this time it was clear that he was
talking to Police Chief Garcia in Security Services at the
VA Hospital in San Diego. They were talking about a
female chief at the Los Angeles O.P.C. Larry was saying
that she was going to be replaced, that someone would
be hired over her. Larry was thinking that he could talk
Chief Constance into transferring to Los Angeles VA
Medical Center and bring her in as a detective. (This is
known as pre-selection). Then he continued the
conversation about me, telling Chief Garcia, “Bob could
never go into the O.P.C. as chief because the director
wouldn’t allow it. Many years ago, LeBlanc was
involved in some union problems, and we don’t want
that to happen again.”
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To my knowledge, I have never created any union
problems.
Soon after, a telephone repairman came into my office
and replaced my speakerphone with a standard
telephone. I asked him who ordered the change.
It was Larry. “What reason did he give?” I asked.
“He said that you did not rate a speakerphone.”
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The Chain of Command
When the acting chief leaves for annual or sick leave, his
office is temporarily passed onto the next senior man in
charge. I am a GS-10.
Larry announced an extended absence via e-mail, and
said that he would be temporarily replaced by a
Lieutenant. This would leave him in charge over me, a
captain.
I confronted Larry with this and he said, “Well, I just
wanted to rotate the personnel around. You’ll get your
chance.”
I was never been left in charge. The proof lies in the email.
I overheard another telephone conversation between
Larry, and whom I suspect was Chief of Police Tom
Simpson of the East Orange, New Jersey VA Medical
Center. It quickly became apparent that Larry was
talking about me when he referred to me as a “faggot.”
He was going to get rid of me.
I heard him make an additional statement about all of my
“bridges being burned behind me.” He said that I could
not rebuild them because I had tried to burn too many
people like himself and other individuals in the Central
Office.
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Larry said that I had only a few supportive friends,
including Wayne Seabert, Chief of Police at the VA
Medical Center in Dallas, and Rick Fur, inspector of the
VA Medical Center Central Office in Washington D.C.
He assured Simpson that he would get rid of me within a
year.
The following steps were laid out as the groundwork for
my dismissal:
He would order me out of my civilian clothing and into
my uniform
He would move my office to an undisclosed area
I would no longer receive good appraisals
He would not make any special attempt to talk to me,
except twice per day for about five minutes and “even
that’s too much for him.”
He would possible discredit me in front of my staff.
Larry finally hung up and left the area.
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Log Cabin Club
Later that day I observed Larry entering my office with a
piece of paper in his hand. When he left, his hands were
empty.
I went into my office and discovered a newsletter from
The Republican Log Cabin Club, a gay political
organization for primarily gay republicans. My name and
office address appeared on the mailing label.
I attempted to do some research by calling The Log
Cabin Club secretary. I failed to discover who ordered
the publication in my name. He apologized and assured
me that future mailings would stop.
I contacted my new attorney, William Smith, in Los
Angeles. I informed him about Larry’s telephone
conversation and the newsletter.
I had applied for at least a dozen jobs through our
Washington D.C. office, but I’d had only two interviews.
I am certain that someone is contacting these places and
discrediting me. I can only suspect Larry.
On numerous occasions, I have gone to the E.E.O. and
received consultation. An attorney informed me that
there was little I could do, since I could not file a claim
based upon sexual orientation. He told me that the
federal government did not have any laws protecting
individuals from discrimination on that basis.
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P.T.S.D.
I had a discussion with a friend of mine, Dr. Terry Keen,
director of Psychological Services at the VA Medical
Center in Boston. He is in charge of the Post Traumatic
Stress Disorder (P.T.S.D.) program, which deals with
many Vietnam combat veterans. I expressed that the
people in this diary, and others, should be allowed to
claim a service connected disability because they too
suffer from P.T.S.D. They experienced traumatic
badgering and harassment before being discharged from
the military, and then subsequently having to face their
families, friends, employers with bad discharges.
I asked him if anyone had ever challenged the military
over this issue. He said no. I told him that I wished all
veterans who had served in the military would go to the
VA and request to be tested for P.T.S.D. on the grounds
of what the military did to them while they were in the
service of their country.
I thanked him for all of his advice and support and told
him that I planned to file for benefits of P.T.S.D. through
the VA in West Los Angeles, which I did.
At present, my case is still pending. I plan to appear in
front of the Civilian Board of Review some time in the
near future.
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Closing Statements
What I find extremely depressing is that thirty years
later, I am still experiencing prejudice from the federal
government that had nothing to do with my work
performance.
Here it is three decades hence and thousands of dollars
later, and I am still fighting the bigotry of the United
States military.
I would think that thirty years of fighting would be long
enough to find justice.
It is sad that it has taken me this long to counter the
issues raised in the book Conduct Unbecoming.
I contend that sexual orientation is not the business of the
government. Whatsoever. Period. My performance is the
only thing that should be considered.
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