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The Universe of Science Fiction
ISAAC ASIMOV
Science fiction is a literary universe of no mean size, because science fiction is what it
is, not through its content, but through its background. Let me explain the difference
that makes.
A "sports story" must have, as part of its content, some competitive activity, generally
of an athletic nature. A "Western story" must have, as part of its content, the nomadic
life of the cowboy of the American West in the latter half of the nineteenth century.
The "jungle story" must have, as part of its content, the dangers implicit in a forested
tropical wilderness.
Take the content of any of these and place it against a background that involves a
society significantly different from our own and you have not changed the natm-e of
the story—you have merely added to it.
A story may involve, not the clash of baseball and bat, or of hockey stick and puck, but
of gas gun and sphere in an atmosphere enclosed on a space station under zero gravity.
It is still a sports story by the strictest definition you care to make, but it is science
fiction also.
In place of the nomadic life of a cowboy and his horse, herding cattle, you might have
the nomadic hfe of a fishboy and his dolphin, herding his schools of mackerel and cod.
It could still have the essence of a Western story, and be science fiction also.
In place of the Matto Grosso, you can have the jungle on a distant planet, different m
key factors of the environment, with exotic dangers in atmosphere, in vegetation, in
planetary characteristics never encountered on Earth. It would still be a jungle story,
and be science fiction also.
For that matter, you needn't confine yourself to category fiction. Take the deepest
novel you can imagine, one that most amply plumbs the secret recesses of the soul and
that holds up a picture that illuminates nature and the human condition, and place it in
a society in which interplanetary travel is common, and give it a plot that involves
such travel, and it is not only great literature—it is science fiction also.
John W. Campbell, the late great science fiction editor, used to say that science fiction
took as its domain all conceivable societies, past and future, probable or improbable,
realistic or fantastic, and dealt wiih all events and complications that were possible in
all those societies. As for "mainstream fiction," which deals with the here and now and
introduces only the small novelty of make-beheve events and characters, that forms
only an inconsiderable fraction of the whole.
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And I agree with him.
In only one respect did John retreat from this grand vision of the limitless boundaries
of science fiction. In a moment of failiu-e of nerve, he maintained that it was
impossible to write a science fiction mystery. The opportunities in science fiction were
so broad, he said, that the strict rules that made the classical mystery story fair to the
reader could not be upheld.
I imagine that what he expected was the sudden change of rules without warning in the
midst of the story. Something Hke this, I suppose—
"Ah, Watson, what that scoundrel did not count on was that with this pocket-frannistan
which I have in my pocket-frannistan container I can see through the lead lining and
tell what is inside the casket."
"Amazing, Holmes, but how does it work?"
"By the use of Q-rays, a little discovery of my own which I have never revealed to the
world."
Naturally, there is the temptation to do this. Even in the classical mystery story that is
not science fiction there is the temptation to give the detective extraordinary abiHties
in order to advance the plot. Sherlock Holmes' ability to distinguish, at sight, the ashes
of hundreds of different kinds of tobacco, while not perhaps in the same class as the
invention of a Q-ray at a moment's notice, is certainly a step in the direction of the
unfair.
Then, too, there is nothing to prevent even the strictest of strict mystery writers from
using actual science, even from using the latest available findings of science, which
the reader may not have heard of. That is still considered fair.
There are dangers to that, however, since many mystery writers know no science and
cannot prevent themselves from making bloopers. John Dickson Carr in one book
revealed that he didn't know the difference between the element antimony and the
compound antimony potassium tartrate. That was only irritating, but in another book,
he demonstrated that he couldn't tell the difference between carbon monoxide and
carbon dioxide, and reduced the plot to a shambles. One of Dorothy Sayers' more
grisly short stories involved the effect of thyroid hormones, and, though she had the
right idea, she made the effects impossibly rapid and extreme.
Writing a scientific mystery, then, has its extraordinary pitfalls and difficulties; how
much more so the writing of a science fiction mystery. In science fiction, you not only
must know your science, but you must also have a rational notion as to how to modify
or extrapolate that science.
That, however, only means that writing a science fiction mystery is difficult; it does
not mean that it is conceptually impossible as John Campbell thought.
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After all, it is as perfectly possible to cling to the rules of the game in science fiction
mysteries as in ordinary ones.
The science fiction mystery may be set in the future and in the midst of a society far
different from ours, one in which human beings have developed telepathy, for
instance, or in which light-speed mass transport is possible, or in which all human
knowledge is computerized for instant retrieval—but the rules still hold.
The writer must carefully explain to the reader all the boundary conditions of the
imaginary society. It must be perfectly clear what can be done and what can't be done,
and with those boundaries fixed, the reader must then see and hear everything the
investigator sees and hears, and he must be aware of every clue the investigator comes
across.
There may be misdirection and red herrings to obscure and confuse, but it must remain
possible for the reader to out-deduce the investigator, however outre the society.
Can it be done? You betl Modestly, I refer you to my own science fiction mysteries.
The Caves of Steel and The Naked Sun, which I wrote, back in the 1950s, in order to
show John that he was being too modest about science fiction.
If, however, you don't care to rush out and buy those books at this moment, why not
consider the book you actually have in your hand. Read through it and see how every
type of mystery—and not merely the classical puzzle—can be found within the
universe of science fiction.
If you like science fiction, or if you like mystery, and especially if you like both—read
and enjoy.

Hard-Boiled Detective
The 1920s brought new vitaHty to the detective story. Pulp magazines such as Black
Mask and writers such as Carroll John Daly and Dashiell Hammett developed the
concept of the hard-boiled detective. He was usually found in the mean streets rather
than the country manor, his crimes typically involved the underbelly of society, and his
solutions normally depended more on provocation and legwork than analysis.
Since forceful, active protagonists characterize the mainstream of science fiction, it
would seem to provide a natural home for hard-boiled detectives, and yet it does not.
There are several delightful parodies skewering Mickey Spillane, several stories by
Keith Laumer, and then virtually nothing. Talented Tom Reamy might have filled this
void with his propensity for crime stories and his Chandlerlike skill with analogy and
description. But we shall never know, for he was one of our field's most tragic losses,
struck down by a heart attack after completing only a handful of stories.
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The Detweiler Boy
TOM REAMY
The room had been cleaned with pine oil disinfectant and smelled like a public toilet.
Harry Spinner was on the floor behind the bed, scrunched down between it and the
wall. The almost colorless chenille bedspread had been pulled askew exposing part of
the clean, but dingy, sheet. All I could see of Harry was one leg poking over the edge
of the bed. He wasn't wearing a shoe, only a faded brown and tan argyle sock with a
hole in it. The sock, long bereft of any elasticity, was crumpled around his thin rusty
ankle.
I closed the door quietly behind me and walked around the end of the bed so I could
see all of him. He was huddled on his back with his elbows propped up by the wall
and the bed. His throat had been cut. The blood hadn't spread very far. Most of it had
been soaked up by the threadbare carpet under the bed. I looked around the grubby
little room but didn't find anything. There were no signs of a struggle, no signs of
forced entry—but then, my Bank-Americard hadn't left any signs either. The window
was open, letting in the muflBed roar of traflBc on the Boulevard. I stuck my head out
and looked, but it was three stories straight down to the neon-lit marquee of the movie
house.
It had been nearly two hours since Harry called me. "Bertram, my boy, I've run across
something very peculiar. I don't really know what to make of it."
I had put away the report I was writing on Lucas McGowan's hyperactive wife. (She
had a definite predilection for gas-pump jockeys, car-wash boys, and parking-lot
attendants. I guess it had something to do with the Age of the Automobile.) I propped
my feet on my desk and leaned back until the old swivel chair groaned a protest.
"What did you find this time, Harry? A nest of international
spies or an invasion from Mars?" I guess Harry Spinner wasn't much use to anyone,
not even himself, but I Hked him. He'd helped me in a couple of cases, nosing around
in places only the Harry Spinners of the world can nose around in unnoticed. I was
beginning to get the idea he was trjdng to play Doctor Watson to my Sherlock Holmes.
"Don't tease me, Bertram. There's a boy here in the hotel. I saw something I don't think
he wanted me to see. It's extremely odd."
Harry was also the only person in the world, except my mother, who called me
Bertram. "What did you see?"
"I'd rather not talk about it over the phone. Can you come over?"
Harry saw too many old private-eye movies on the late show. "It'll be a whQe. I've got
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a cHent coming in in a few minutes to pick up the poop on his wandering wife."
"Bertram, you shouldn't waste your time and talent on divorce cases."
"It pays the bills, Harry. Besides, there aren't enough Maltese falcons to go around."
By the time I filled Lucas McGowan in on all the details (I got the impression he was
less concerned with his wife's infidehty than with her taste; that it wouldn't have been
so bad if she'd been shacking up with movie stars or international playboys), collected
my fee, and grabbed a Thmrsday special at Colonel Sanders, almost two hours had
passed. Harry hadn't answered my knock, and so I let myself in with a credit card.
Birdie Pawlowicz was a fat, slovenly old broad somewhere between forty and two
hundred. She was bHnd in her right eye and wore a black felt patch over it. She
claimed she had lost the eye in a fight with a Creole whore over a riverboat gambler. I
believed her. She ran the Brewster Hotel the way Florence Nightingale must have run
that stinking army hospital in the Crimea. Her tenants were the losers habitating that
rotting section of the Boulevard east of the Hollywood Freeway. She bossed them,
cursed them, loved them, and took care of them. And they loved her back. (Once, a
couple of years ago, a young black buck thought an old fat lady with one eye would be
easy pickings. The cops found him three days later, two blocks away, under some
rubbish in an alley where he'd hidden. He had a broken arm, two cracked ribs, a busted
nose, a few missing teeth, and was stone-dead from internal hemorrhaging.)
The Brewster ran heavily in the red, but Birdie didn't mind. She had quite a bit of
property in Westwood which ran very, very heavily in the black. She gave me an
obscene leer as I approached the desk, but her good eye twinkled.
"Hello, loverl" she brayed in a voice like a cracked boiler. Tve lowered my price to a
quarter. Are you interested?" She saw my face and her expression shifted from lewd to
wary. "What's wrong, Bertr
"Harry Spinner. You'd better get the cops. Birdie. Somebody killed him."
She looked at me, not saying anything, her face slowly collapsing into an infinitely
weary resignation. Then she turned and telephoned the police.
Because it was just Harry Spiimer at the Brewster Hotel on the wrong end of
Hollywood Boulevard, the cops took over half an hour to get there. While we waited I
told Birdie everything I knew, about the phone call and what Td found.
"He must have been talking about the Detweiler boy," she said, frowning. "Harry's
been kinda friendly with him, felt sorry for him, I guess."
"What's his room? Td like to talk to him."
"He checked out."
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"When?"
"Just before you came down."
"Damn!"
She bit her lip. "I don't think the Detweiler boy killed him."
"Why?"
"I just don't think he could. He's such a gentle boy."
"Oh, Birdie," I groaned, "you know there's no such thing as a killer type. Almost
anyone will kill with a good enough reason."
"I know," she sighed, "but I still can't believe it." She tapped her scarlet fingernails on
the dulled Formica desk top. "How long had Harry been dead?"
He had phoned me about ten after five. I had found the body at seven. "A while," I
said. "The blood was mostly dry."
"Before six-thirty?"
"Probably."
She sighed again, but this time with relief. "The Detweiler boy was down here with me
until six thirty. He'd been here since about
four fifteen. We were playing gin. He was having one of his spells and wanted
company."
"What kind of spell? Tell me about him, Birdie."
"But he couldn't have killed Harry," she protested.
"Okay," I said, but I wasn't entirely convinced. Why would anyone dehberately and
brutally murder inoffensive, invisible Harry Spinner right after he told me he had
discovered something "peculiar" about the Detweiler boy? Except the Detweiler boy?
"Tell me anyway. If he and Harry were friendly, he might know something. Why do
you keep calling him a boy; how old is he?"
She nodded and leaned her bulk on the registration desk. "Early twenties, twenty-two,
twenty-three, maybe. Not very tall, about five five or six. Slim, dark curly hair, a real
good-looking boy. Looks like a movie star except for his back."
"His back?"
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"He has a hump. He's a himchback."
That stopped me for a minute, but I'm not sure why. I must've had a mental picture of
Charles Laughton riding those bells or Igor stealing that brain from the laboratory.
"He's good-looking and he's a hunchback?"
"Sure." She raised her eyebrows. The one over the patch didn't go up as high as the
other. "If you see him from the front, you can't even tell."
"What's his first name?"
"Andrew."
"How long has he been living here?"
She consulted a file card. "He checked in last Friday night. The 22nd. Six days."
"What's this spell he was having?"
"I don't know for sure. It was the second one he'd had. He would get pale and nervous.
I think he was in a lot of pain. It would get worse and worse all day; then he'd be fine,
all rosy and healthy-looking."
"Sounds to me like he was hurtin' for a fix."
"I thought so at first, but I changed my mind. I've seen enough of that and it wasn't the
same. Take my word. He was real bad this evening. He came down about four fifteen,
like I said. He didn't complain, but I could tell he was wantin' company to take his
mind off it. We played gin until six thirty. Then he went back upstairs.
About twenty minutes later he came down with his old suitcase and checked out. He
looked fine, all over his spell."
"Did he have a doctor?"
"I'm pretty sure he didn't. I asked him about it. He said there was nothing to worry
about, it would pass. And it did."
"Did he say why he was leaving or where he was going?"
"No, just said he was restless and wanted to be movin on. Sure hated to see him leave.
A real nice kid."
When the cops finally got there, I told them all I knew—except I didn't mention the
Detweiler boy. I hung around until I found out that Harry almost certainly wasn't killed
after six thirty. They set the time somewhere between five ten, when he called me, and
six. It looked like Andrew Detweiler was innocent, but what "peculiar" thing had
Harry noticed about him, and why had he moved out right after Harry was killed?
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Birdie let me take a look at his room, but I didn't find a thing, not even an abandoned
paperclip.
Friday morning I sat at my desk trying to put the pieces together. Trouble was, I only
had two pieces and they didn't fit. The sun was coming in off the Boulevard, shining
through the window, projecting the chipping letters painted on the glass against the
wall in front of me. BERT MALLORY Confidential Investigations. I got up and
looked out. This section of the Boulevard wasn't rotting yet, but it wouldn't be long.
There's one sure gauge for judging a part of town: the movie theaters. It never fails.
For instance, a new picture hadn't opened in downtown L.A. in a long, long time. The
action ten years ago was on the Boulevard. Now it's in Westwood. The grand old
Pantages, east of Vine and too near the freeway, used to be the site of the most
glittering premieres. They even had the Oscar ceremonies there for a while. Now it
shows exploitation and double-feature horror films. Only Grauman's Chinese and the
once Paramount, once Loew's, now Downtown Cinema (or something) at the west end
got good openings. The Nu-View, across the street and down, was showing an X-rated
double feature. It was too depressing. So I closed the blind.
Miss Tremaine looked up from her typing at the rattle and frowned. Her desk was out
in the small reception area, but I had arranged both desks so we could see each other
and talk in normal voices when the door was open. It stayed open most of the time
except when I had a client who felt secretaries shouldn't know his
troubles. She had been transcribing the Lucas McGowan report for half an hour,
humphing and tsk-tsking at thirty-second intervals. She was having a marvelous time.
Miss Tremaine vi'as about forty-five, looked like a constipated librarian, and w^as the
best secretary rd ever had. She'd been with me seven years. I'd tried a few young and
sexy ones, but it hadn't worked out. Either they wouldn't play at all, or they wanted to
play all the time. Both kinds were a pain in the ass to face first thing in the morning,
every morning.
"Miss Tremaine, will you get Gus Verdugo on the phone, please?"
"Yes, Mr. Mallory." She dialed the phone nimbly, sitting as if she were wearing a back
brace.
Gus Verdugo worked in R&I. I had done him a favor once, and he insisted on
returning it tenfold. I gave him everything I had on Andrew Detweiler and asked him
if he'd mind running it through the computer. He wouldn't mind. He called back in
fifteen minutes. The computer had never heard of Andrew Detweiler and had only
seven hunchbacks, none of them fitting Detweiler's description.
I was sitting there, wondering how in hell I would find him, when the phone rang
again. Miss Tremaine stopped typing and lifted the receiver without breaking rhythm.
"Mr. Mallory's office," she said crisply, really letting the caller know he'd hooked onto
an efficient organization. She put her hand over the mouthpiece and looked at me. "It's
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for you—an obscene phone call." She didn't bat an eyelash or twitch a muscle.
"Thanks," I said and winked at her. She dropped the receiver back on the cradle from a
height of three inches and went back to typing. Grinning, I picked up my phone.
"Hello, Janice," I said.
"Just a minute till my ear stops ringing," the husky voice tickled my ear.
"What are you doing up this early?" I asked. Janice Fenwick was an exotic dancer at a
club on the Strip nights and was working on her master's in oceanography at UCLA in
the afternoons. In the year I'd known her I'd seldom seen her stick her nose into the
sunlight before eleven.
"I had to catch you before you started following that tiresome woman with the car."
"I've finished that. She's picked up her last parking-lot attendant —at least with this
husband," I chuckled.
"I'm glad to hear it."
"What's up?"
"I haven't had an indecent proposition from you in days. So I thought I'd make one of
my own."
"I'm all ears."
"We're doing some diving oflF Catalina tomorrow. Want to come along?"
"Not much we can do in a wetsuit."
"The wetsuit comes oflF about four; then we'll have Satmrday night and all of
Sunday."
"Best indecent proposition I've had all week."
Miss Tremaine humphed. It might have been over something in the report, but I don't
think it was.
I picked up Janice at her apartment in Westwood early Saturday morning. She was
waiting for me and came striding out to the car all legs and healthy golden flesh. She
was wearing white shorts, sneakers, and that damned Dallas Cowboys jersey. It was
authentic. The name and number on it were quite well-known—even to non-football
fans. She wouldn't tell me how she got it, just smirked and looked smug. She tossed
her suitcase in the back seat and slid up against me. She smelled like sunshine.
We flew over and spent most of the day glubbing around in the Pacific with a bunch of
kids fifteen years younger than I and five years younger than Janice. I'd been on these
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jaunts with Janice before and enjoyed them so much I'd bought my own wetsuit. But I
didn't enjoy it nearly as much as I did Saturday night and all of Sunday.
I got back to my apartment on Beachwood fairly late Sunday night and barely had
time to get something to eat at the Mexican restaurant around the corner on Melrose.
They have marvelous came asada. I live right across the street from Paramount, right
across from the door people go in to see them tape The Odd Couple. Every Friday
night when I see them lining up out there, I think I might go someday, but I never
seem to get around to it. (You might think I'd see a few movie stars living where I do,
but I haven't. I did see Seymour occasionally when he worked at Channel 9, before he
went to work for Gene Autry at Channel 5.)
I was so pleasantly pooped I completely forgot about Andrew Detweiler. Until
Monday morning when I was sitting at my desk reading the Times.
It was a small story on page three, not very exciting or newsworthy. Last night a man named Maurice Milian, age 51, had fallen through the plateglass doors leading onto the terrace of the high rise where he lived. He had been
discovered about midnight when the people Hving below him had noticed dried blood
on their terrace. The only thing to connect the deaths of Harry Spinner and Maurice
Milian was a lot of blood flowing around. If Mihan had been murdered, there might be
a link, however tenuous. But Mi-Uan's death was accidental—a dumb, stupid accident.
It niggled around in my brain for an hour before I gave in. There was only one way to
get it out of my head.
"Miss Tremaine, I'll be back in an hour or so. If any slinky blondes come in wanting
me to find their kid sisters, tell 'em to wait."
She humphed again and ignored me.
The Almsbury was half a dozen blocks away on Yucca. So I walked. It was a
rectangular monolith about eight stories tall, not real new, not too old, but expensivelooking. The small terraces protruded in neat, orderly rows. The long, narrow grounds
were immaculate with a lot of succulents that looked like they might have been
imported from Mars. There were also the inevitable palm trees and clumps of bird of
paradise. A small, discrete, polished placard dangled in a wrought-iron frame
proclaiming, ever so softly, NO VACANCY.
Two willowy young men gave me appraising glances in the carpeted lobby as they
exited into the sunHght like exotic jungle birds. It's one of those, I thought. My
suspicions were confirmed when I looked over the tenant directory. All the names
seemed to be male, but none of them was Andrew Detweiler.
Maurice Milian was still listed as 407. I took the elevator to four and rang the bell of
409. The bell played a few notes of Bach, or maybe Vivaldi or Telemann. All those old
Baroques sound alike to me. The vision of loveliness who opened the door was about
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forty, almost as slim as Twiggy, but as tall as I. He wore a flowered silk shirt open to
the waist, exposing his bony hairless chest, and tight white pants that might as well
have been made of Saran Wrap. He didn't say anything, just let his eyebrows rise
inquiringly as his eyes flicked down, then up.
"Good morning," I said and showed him my ID. He blanched. His eyes became
marbles brimming with terror. He was about to panic, tensing to slam the door. I
smiled my friendly, disarming
smile and went on as if I hadn't noticed. "I'm inquiring about a man named Andrew
Detweiler." The terror trickled from his eyes, and I could see his thin chest throbbing.
He gave me a blank look that meant he'd never heard the name.
"He's about twenty-two," I continued, "dark, curly hair, very good-looking."
He grinned wryly, calming down, trying to cover his panic. "Aren't they all?" he said.
"Detweiler is a hunchback."
His smile contracted suddenly. His eyebrows shot up. "Oh," he said. "Him."
Bingo!
Mallory, you've led a clean, wholesome life and it's paying ofiF.
"Does he live in the building?" I swallowed to get my heart back in place and blinked
a couple of times to clear away the skyrockets.
"No. He was . . . visiting."
"May I come in and talk to you about him?"
He was holding the door three quarters shut, and so I couldn't see anything in the room
but an expensive-looking color TV. He glanced over his shoulder nervously at
something behind him. The inner ends of his eyebrows drooped in a frown. He looked
back at me and started to say something, then, with a small defiance, shrugged his
eyebrows. "Sure, but there's not much I can tell you."
He pushed the door all the way open and stepped back. It was a good-sized Hving
room come to life from the pages of a decorator magazine. A kitchen behind a half
wall was on my right. A hallway led somewhere on my left. Directly in front of me
were double shd-ing glass doors leading to the terrace. On the terrace was a bronzed
hunk of beef stretched out nude trying to get bronzer. The hunk opened his eyes and
looked at me. He apparently decided I wasn't competition and closed them again. Tall
and lanky indicated one of two identical orange- and brown-striped couches facing
each other across a football-field-size marble and glass cocktail table. He sat on the
other one, took a cigarette from an alabaster box and lit it with an alabaster lighter. As
an afterthought, he offered me one.
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"Who was Detweiler visiting?" I asked as I lit the cigarette. The lighter felt cool and
expensive in my hand.
"Maurice—next door," he inclined his head slightly toward 407.
"Isn't he the one who was killed in an accident last night?"
He blew a stream of smoke from pursed lips and tapped his cigarette on an alabaster
ashtray. "Yes," he said.
"How long had Maurice and Detweiler known each other?"
"Not long."
"How long?"
He snuffed his cigarette out on pure-white alabaster and sat so prim and pristine I
would have bet his feces came out wrapped in cellophane. He shrugged his eyebrows
again. "Maurice picked him up somewhere the other night."
"Which night?"
He thought a moment. "Thursday, I think. Yes, Thursday."
"Was Detweiler a hustler?"
He crossed his legs like a Forties pin-up and dangled his Roman sandal. His Hps
twitched scornfully. "If he was, he would've starved. He was de-formed!"
"Maurice didn't seem to mind." He sniffed and lit another cigarette. "When did
Detweiler leave?"
He shrugged. "I saw him yesterday afternoon. I was out last night. . . until quite late."
"How did they get along? Did they quarrel or fight?"
"I have no idea. I only saw them in the hall a couple of times. Maurice and I were . . .
not close." He stood, fidgety. "There's really not anything I can tell you. Why don't
you ask David and Murray. They and Maurice are . . . were thick as thieves."
"David and Murray?"
"Across the hall. 408."
I stood up. "in do that. Thank you very much." I looked at the plate-glass doors. I
guess it would be pretty easy to walk through one of them if you thought it was open.
"Are all the apartments alike? Those terrace doors?"
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He nodded. "Ticky-tacky."
"Thanks again."
"Don't mention it." He opened the door for me and then closed it behind me. I sighed
and walked across to 408. I rang the bell. It didn't play anything, just went bing-bong.
David (or Murray) was about twenty-five, red-headed, and freckled. He had a sHm,
muscular body which was also freckled. I could tell because he was wearing only a
pair of jeans, cut off very short, and split up the sides to the waistband. He was
barefooted and had a smudge of green paint on his nose. He had an open,
friendly face and gave me a neutral smile-for-a-stranger. "^es?" he asked.
I showed him my ID. Instead of going pale he only looked interested. 1 was told by
the man in 409 you might be able to tell me something about Andrew Detweiler."
"Andy?" He frowned slightly. "Come on in. I'm David Fowler." He held out his hand.
I shook it. "Bert Mallory." The apartment couldn't have been more different from the
one across the hall. It was comfortable and cluttered, and dominated by a drafting table
surrounded by jars of brushes and boxes of paint tubes. Architecturally, however, it
was almost identical. The terrace was covered with potted plants rather than naked
muscles. David Fowler sat on the stool at the drafting table and began cleaning
brushes. When he sat, the split in his shorts opened and exposed half his butt, which
was also freckled. But I got the impression he wasn't exhibiting himself; he was just
completely indifferent.
"What do you want to know about Andy?"
"Everything."
He laughed. "That lets me out. Sit down. Move the stuff."
I cleared a space on the couch and sat. "How did Detweiler and Maurice get along?"
He gave me a knowing look. "Fine. As far as I know. Maurice liked to pick up stray
puppies. Andy was a stray puppy."
"Was Detweiler a hustler?"
He laughed again. "No. I doubt if he knew what the word meant."
"Was he gay?"
"No."
"How do you know?"
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He grinned. "Haven't you heard? We can spot each other a mile away. Would you like
some coffee?"
"Yes, I would. Thank you."
He went to the half wall separating the kitchen and poured two cups from a pot that
looked like it was kept hot and full all the time. "It's hard to describe Andy. There was
something very little-boyish about him. A real innocent. Dehghted with everything
new. It's sad about his back. Real sad." He handed me the cup and returned to the
stool. "There was something very secretive about
him. Not about his feelings; he was very open about things like that."
"Did he and Maurice have sex together?"
"No. I told you it was a stray puppy relationship. I wish Miuray were here. He's much
better with words than I am. I'm visually oriented."
"Where is he?"
"At work. He's a lawyer."
"Do you think Detweiler could have killed Maurice?"
"No."
"Why?"
"He was here with us all evening. We had dinner and played Scrabble. I think he was
real sick, but he tried to pretend he wasn't. Even if he hadn't been here I would not
think so."
"When was the last time you saw him?"
"He left about half an hour before they found Maurice. I imagine he went over there,
saw Maurice dead, and decided to disappear. Can't say as I blame him. The police
might've gotten some funny ideas. We didn't mention him."
"Why not?"
"There was no point in getting him involved. It was just an accident."
"He couldn't have killed Maurice after he left here?"
"No. They said he'd been dead over an hour. What did Desmond tell you?"
"Desmond?"
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"Across the hall. The one who looks like he smells something bad."
"How did you know I talked to him and not the side of beef?"
He laughed and almost dropped his coffee cup. "I don't think Roy can talk."
"He didn't know nothin' about nothin'." I found myself laughing also. I got up and
walked to the glass doors. I sHd them open and then shut again. "Did you ever think
one of these was open when it was really shut?"
"No. But I've heard of it happening."
I sighed. "So have I." I turned and looked at what he was working on at the drafting
table. It was a small painting of a boy and girl, she in a soft white dress, and he in
jeans and tee shirt. They looked about fifteen. They were embracing, about to kiss. It
was quite obviously the first time for both of them. It was good. I told him so.
He grimied with pleasure. 'Thanks. It's for a paperback cover."
"Whose idea was it that Detweiler have dinner and spend the evening with you?"
He thought for a moment. "Maurice." He looked up at me and grinned. "Do you know
stamps?"
It took me a second to reaHze what he meant. 'Tou mean stamp collecting? Not much."
"Maurice was a philatehst. He specialized in postwar Germany-locals and zones,
things like that. He'd gotten a kilo of buildings and wanted to sort them undisturbed."
I shook my head. "You've lost me. A kilo of buildings?"
He laughed. 'It's a set of twenty-eight stamps issued in the American Zone in 1948
showing famous German buildings. Conditions in Germany were still pretty chaotic at
the time, and the stamps were printed under fairly makeshift circumstances.
Consequently, there's an enormous variety of diEerent perforations, watermarks, and
engravings. Hundreds as a matter of fact. Maurice could spend hours and hours poring
over them."
"Are they valuable?"
"No. Very common. Some of the varieties are hard to find, but they're not valuable."
He gave me a knowing look. "Nothing was missing from Maurice's apartment."
I shrugged. "It had occurred to me to wonder where Detweiler got his money."
"I don't know. The subject never came up." He wasn't being defensive.
"You liked him, didn't you?"
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There was a weary sadness in his eyes. "Yes," he said.
That afternoon I picked up Birdie Pawlowicz at the Brewster Hotel and took her to
Harry Spinner's funeral. I told her about Maurice Milian and Andrew Detweiler. We
talked it around and around. The Detweiler boy obviously couldn't have killed Harry
or Milian, but it was stretching coincidence a Httle bit far.
After the funeral I went to the Los Angeles Public Library and started checking back
issues of the Times. I'd only made it back three weeks when the library closed. The LA
Times is thick, and unless the death is sensational or the dead prominent, the story
might be tucked in anywhere except the classifieds.
Last Tuesday, the 26th, a girl had cut her wrists with a razor blade in North
Hollywood.
The day before, Monday, the 25th, a girl had miscarried and hemorrhaged. She had
bled to death because she and her boy friend were stoned out of their heads. They
Hved a block off West-em—very near the Brewster—and Detweiler was at the
Brewster Monday.
Sunday, the 24th, a wino had been knifed in MacArthur Park.
Saturday, the 23rd, I had three. A knifing in a bar on Pico, a shooting in a rooming
house on Irolo, and a rape and knifing in an alley off La Brea. Only the gunshot victim
had bled to death, but there had been a lot of blood in all three.
Friday, the 22nd, the same day Detweiler checked in the Brewster, a two-year-old boy
had fallen on an upturned rake in his backyard on Larchemont—only eight or ten
blocks from where I Hved on Beachwood. And a couple of Chicano kids had had a
knife fight behind Hollywood High. One was dead and the other was in jail. Ah,
machismo!
The Ust went on and on, all the way back to Thursday, the 7th. On that day was
another slashed-wrist suicide near Western and Wilshire.
The next morning, Tuesday, the 3rd, I called Miss Tremaine and told her I'd be late
getting in but would check in every couple of hours to find out if the slinky blonde
looking for her kid sister had shown up. She humphed.
Larchemont is a middle-class neighborhood huddled in between the old wealth aroimd
the country club and the blight spreading down Melrose from Western Avenue. It tries
to give the impression of suburbia—and does a pretty good job of it—rather than just
another nearly downtown shopping center. The area isn't big on apartments or rooming
houses, but there are a few. I found the Detweiler boy at the third one I checked. It was
a block and a haff from where the little kid fell on the rake.
According to the landlord, at the time of the kid's death Detweiler was playing bridge
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with him and a couple of elderly old-maid sisters in number twelve. He hadn't been
feeling well and had moved out later that evening—to catch a bus to San Diego, to
visit his ailing mother. The landlord had felt sorry for him, so sorry he'd broken a
steadfast rule and refunded most of the month's rent Detweiler had paid in advance.
After all, he'd only been there three days. So sad about his back. Such a nice, gentle
boy—a writer, you know.
No, I didn't know, but it explained how he could move around so much without
seeming to work.
I called David Fowler: "Yes, Andy had a portable typewriter, but he hadn't mentioned
being a writer."
And Birdie Pawlowicz: "Yeah, he typed a lot in his room."
I found the Detweiler boy again on the i6th and the 19th. He'd moved into a rooming
house near Silver Lake Park on the night of the 13th and moved out again on the 19th.
The landlady hadn't refunded his money, but she gave him an alibi for the knifing of
an old man in the park on the 16th and the suicide of a girl in the same rooming house
on the 19th. He'd been in the pink of health when he moved in, sick on the 16th,
healthy the 17th, and sick again the 19th.
It was like a rerun. He lived a block away from where a man was mugged, knifed, and
robbed in an alley on the 13th—though the details of the murder didn't seem to fit the
pattern. But he was sick, had an alibi, and moved to Silver Lake.
Rerun it on the 10th: a woman slipped in the bathtub and fell through the glass shower
doors, cutting herself to ribbons. Sick, alibi, moved.
It may be because I was always rotten in math, but it wasn't until right then that I
figured out Detweiler's timetable. Milian died the 1st, Harry Spinner the 28th, the
miscarriage was on the 25th, the Httle kid on the 22nd, Silver Lake on the 16th and
19th, etc., etc., etc.
A bloody death occurred in Detweiler's general vicinity every third day.
But I couldn't figure out a pattern for the victims: male, female, little kids, old aunties,
married, unmarried, rich, poor, young, old. No pattern of any kind, and there's always
a pattern. I even checked to see if the names were in alphabetical order.
I got back to my oflBce at six. Miss Tremaine sat primly at her desk, cleared of
everything but her purse and a notepad. She reminded me quite a lot of Desmond.
"What are you still doing here. Miss Tremaine? You should've left an hour ago." I sat
at my desk, leaned back until the swivel chair groaned twice, and propped my feet up.
She picked up the pad. "I wanted to give you your calls."
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"Can't they wait? I've been sleuthing all day and I'm bushed."
"No one is paying you to find this Detweiler person, are they?"
"No."
"Your bank statement came today."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Nothing. A good secretary keeps her employer informed. I was informing you."
"Okay. Who called?"
She consulted the pad, but I'd bet my last gumshoe she knew every word on it by
heart. "A Mrs. Carmichael called. Her French poodle has been kidnaped. She wants
you to find her."
"Ye Godsl Why doesn't she go to the pohce?"
"Because she's positive her ex-husband is the kidnaper. She doesn't want to get him in
any trouble; she just wants Gwendolyn back."
"Gwendolyn?"
"Gwendolyn. A Mrs. Bushyager came by. She wants you to find her little sister."
I sat up so fast I almost fell out of the chair. I gave her a long, hard stare, but her
neutral expression didn't flicker. "You're kidding." Her eyebrows rose a millimeter.
"Was she a slinky blonde?"
"No. She was a dumpy brunette."
I settled back in the chair, trying not to laugh. "Why does Mrs. Bushyager want me to
find her Uttle sister?" I sputtered.
"Because Mrs. Bushyager thinks she's shacked up somewhere with Mr. Bushyager.
She'd Hke you to call her tonight."
"Tomorrow. I've got a date with Janice tonight." She reached in her desk drawer and
pulled out my bank statement. She dropped it on the desk with a papery plop. "Don't
worry," I assured her, "I won't spend much money. Just a little spaghetti and wine
tonight and ham and eggs in the morning." She humphed. My point. "Anything else?"
"A Mr. Bloomfeld called. He wants you to get the goods on Mrs. Bloomfeld so he can
sue for divorce."
I sighed. Miss Tremaine closed the pad. "Okay. No to Mrs. Carmichael and make
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