The Detweil er Boy
by Tom Reany

The room had been cl eaned with pine-oil disinfectant and snmelled like a public
toilet. Harry Spinner was on the fl oor behind the bed, scrunched down between
it and the wall. The al nost col orless chenille bedspread had been pull ed askew
exposi ng part of the clean but dingy sheet. Al | could see of Harry was one

| eg poki ng 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 crunpled around his thin rusty ankle.

| closed the door quietly behind me and wal ked around the end of the bed so
could see all of him He was huddl ed on his back with his el bows propped up by
the wall and the bed. Hi s throat had been cut. The blood hadn't spread very
far. Mdst of it had been soaked up by the threadbare carpet under the bed.

| ooked around the grubby little roombut didn't find anything. There were no
signs of a struggle, no signs of forced entry—but then, ny BankAmericard
hadn't left any signs either. The wi ndow was open, letting in the nuffled roar
of traffic on the Boul evard. | stuck my head out and | ooked, but it was three
stories straight down to the neon-lit marquee of the novie house.

It had been nearly two hours since Harry called ne. "Bertram ny boy, |'ve run
across sonething very peculiar. | don't really know what to make of it."

| had put away the report | was witing on Lucas McGowan's hyperactive w fe.
(She had a definite predilection for gas-punp jockeys, car-wash boys, and
parking-lot attendants. | guess it had something to do with the Age of the
Aut ormobile.) | propped ny feet on ny desk and | eaned back until the old sw vel
chair groaned a protest.

"What did you find this tine, Harry? A nest of international spies or an

i nvasion from Mars?" | guess Harry Spinner wasn't nuch use to anyone, not even
hinself, but | liked 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.
was beginning to get the idea he was trying to play Doctor Watson to ny

Sherl ock Hol nes.

"Don't tease me, Bertram There's a boy here in the hotel. | saw sonethi ng
don't think he wanted nme to see. It's extrenmely odd."

Harry was also the only person in the world, except my nother, who called ne
Bertram "Wat did you see?"

"I'd rather not tal k about it over the phone. Can you come over?"

Harry saw too many old private-eye novies on the late show "It'll be a while
I'"ve got a client coming inin a fewmnutes to pick up the poop on his
wandering wfe."

"Bertram you shouldn't waste your tinme and talent on divorce cases."

"It pays the bills, Harry. Besides, there aren't enough Maltese falcons to go
around. "

By the time | filled Lucas McGowan in on all the details (I got the inpression
he was | ess concerned with his wife's infidelity than with her taste; that it
woul dn't have been so bad if she'd been shacking up with novie stars or

i nternational playboys), collected ny fee, and grabbed a Thursday special at
Col onel Sanders', alnobst two hours had passed. Harry hadn't answered my knock



and so | let nyself in with a credit card.

Birdie Pawlowicz was a fat, slovenly old broad sonewhere between forty and two
hundred. She was blind in her right eye and wore a black felt patch over it.
She cl ai med she had lost the eye in a fight with a Creol e whore over a
riverboat ganbler. | believed her. She ran the Brewster Hotel the way Florence
Ni ghti ngal e must have run that stinking arnmy hospital in the Crimea. Her
tenants were the losers habitating that rotting section of the Boul evard east
of the Hol |l ywood Freeway. She bossed them cursed them |oved them and took
care of them (Once, a couple of years ago, a young bl ack buck thought an old
fat lady with one eye woul d nake easy pi ckings. The cops found himthree days
later, two bl ocks away, under sone 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 frominternal henorrhaging.)

The Brewster ran heavily in the red, but Birdie didn't mnd. She had quite a
bit of property in Westwood which ran very, very heavily in the black. She
gave me an obscene leer as | approached the desk, but her good eye tw nkled.
"Hello, lover!" she brayed in a voice like a cracked boiler. "I've | owered ny
price to a quarter. Are you interested?" She saw ny face and her expression
shifted fromlewd to wary. "Wat's wong, Bert?"

"Harry Spinner. You' d better get the cops, Birdie. Sonebody killed him"

She | ooked at me, not saying anything, her face slowy collapsing into an
infinitely weary resignation. Then she turned and tel ephoned the police.

Because it was just Harry Spinner at the Brewster Hotel on the wong end of
Hol | ywood Boul evard, the cops took over half an hour to get there. VWile we
waited | told Birdie everything I knew, about the phone call and what 1'd

f ound.

"He nust have been tal king about the Detweiler boy," she said, frowning.
"Harry's been kinda friendly with him felt sorry for him | guess."

"What's his roon? I'd like to talk to him™"

"He checked out."

"When?"

"Just before you cane down."

" Dam! "

She bit her lip. "I don't think the Detweiler boy killed him"
" \Why 2"

"I just don't think he could. He's such a gentle boy."

"Ch, Birdie," | groaned, "you know there's no such thing as a killer type.
Al most anyone will kill with a good enough reason."
"I know," she sighed, "but | still can't believe it." She tapped her scarlet

fingernails on the dulled Form ca desktop. "How |l ong had Harry been dead?"

He had phoned ne about ten after five. | had found the body at seven. "A
while," | said. "The blood was nmostly dry."



"Before six-thirty?"

"Probably."

She sighed again, but this time with relief. "The Detweil er boy was down here
with me until six-thirty. He'd been here since about four-fifteen. W were

pl aying gin. He was having one of his spells and wanted conpany."

"What kind of spell? Tell ne about him Birdie."

"But he couldn't have killed Harry," she protested.

"Ckay," | said, but I wasn't entirely convinced. Wiy woul d anyone deliberately
and brutally murder inoffensive, invisible Harry Spinner right after he told
me he had di scovered sonething "peculiar" about the Detweil er boy? Except the

Det wei | er boy?

"Tell me anything. If he and Harry were friendly, he mght know sonething. Wy
do you keep calling hima boy; howold is he?"

She nodded and | eaned 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-I|ooking boy. Looks Iike a novie star except for
hi s back."

"H s back?"

"He has a hunp. He's a hunchback. "

That stopped nme for a minute, but 1'mnot sure why. | nust've had a nental

pi cture of Charles Laughton riding those bells or Igor stealing that brain
fromthe | aboratory. "He's good-I|ooking 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 himfromthe front, you can't even tell."

"What's his first name?"
" Andrew. "
"How | ong has he been living here?"

She consulted a file card. "He checked in last Friday night. The
twenty-second. Six days."

"What's this spell he was havi ng?"
"I don't know for sure. It was the second one he'd had. He woul d get pale and
nervous. | think he was in a lot of pain. It would get worse and worse al

day; then he'd be fine, all rosy and healthy-| ooking."

"Sounds to nme |like he was hurtin' for a fix."

"I thought so at first, but I changed ny mind. |I've seen enough of that and it
wasn't the sane. Take ny word. He was real bad this evening. He cane down
about four-fifteen, like | said. He didn't conplain, but |I could tell he was

wantin' conmpany to take his mind off it. W played gin until six-thirty. Then
he went back upstairs. About twenty mnutes later he came down with his old
sui tcase and checked out. He | ooked fine, all over his spell."



"Did he have a doctor?"

"I"'mpretty sure he didn't. | asked himabout it. He said there was nothing to
worry about, it would pass. And it did."

"Did he say why he was | eaving or where he was goi ng?"

"No, just said he was restless and wanted to be novin' on. Sure hated to see
himleave. Areal nice kid."

When the cops finally got there, | told themall | knew-except | didn't
mention the Detweiler boy. | hung around until | found out that Harry al npst
certainly wasn't killed after six-thirty. They set the tinme somewhere between
five-ten, when he called nme, and six. It |ooked Iike Andrew Detweiler was

i nnocent, but what "peculiar" thing had Harry noticed about him and why he
had moved out right after Harry was killed? Birdie et me take a | ook at his
room but | didn't find a thing, not even an abandoned paper clip.

Friday nmorning | sat at ny desk trying to put the pieces together. Trouble
was, | only had two pieces and they didn't fit. The sun was comng in off the
Boul evard, shining through the wi ndow, projecting the chipping |letters painted
on the glass against the wall in front of ne. BERT MALLORY Confidenti al

I nvestigations. | got up and | ooked out. This section of the Boul evard wasn't
rotting yet, but it wouldn't be |ong.

There's one sure gauge for judging a part of town: the novie theaters. It

never fails. For instance, a new picture hadn't opened in dowmntown L. A in a
long, long tine. The action ten years ago was on the Boulevard. Nowit's in
West wood. The grand ol d Pant ages, east of Vine and too near the freeway, used
to be the site of the nost glittering prenieres. They even had the Gscar
cerenonies there for a while. Now it shows exploitation and doubl e-feature
horror filnms. Only G aumann's Chinese and the once Paranmount, once Loew s, now
Downt own Ci nema (or sonething) at the west end got good openings. The Nu-View,
across the street and down, was showi ng an X-rated double feature. It was too
depressing. So | closed the blind.

M ss Trenai ne | ooked up fromher typing at the rattle and frowned. Her desk
was out in the small reception area, but | had arranged both desks so we could
see each other and talk in normal voices when the door was open. It stayed
open nmost of the tinme except when | had a client who felt secretaries

shoul dn't know his troubles. She had been transcribing the Lucas M:Gowan
report for half an hour, hunphing and tsk-tsking at thirty-second intervals.
She was having a marvelous tinme. Mss Tremai ne was about forty-five, |ooked
like a constipated librarian, and was the best secretary |I'd ever had. She'd
been with ne 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 norning,
every mnorni ng.

"Mss Tremaine, will you get Gus Verdugo on the phone, please?"

"Yes, M. Mallory." She dialed the phone ninbly, sitting as if she were
wearing a back brace

@us Verdugo worked in R& . | had done hima favor once, and he insisted on
returning it tenfold. I gave himeverything | had on Andrew Detweil er and
asked himif he'd mind running it through the conmputer. He wouldn't mnd. He
called back in fifteen m nutes. The conputer had never heard of Andrew
Detwei |l er and had only seven hunchbacks, none of themfitting Detweiler's



description.

| was sitting there, wondering howin hell I would find him when the phone
rang again. Mss Tremai ne stopped typing and |ifted the receiver wthout
breaking rhythm "M. Mallory's office," she said crisply, really letting the
call er know he'd hooked onto an efficient organization. She put her hand over
t he nout hpi ece and | ooked at nme. "It's for you—an obscene phone call." She
didn't bat an eyelash or twitch a nuscle.

"Thanks," | said and wi nked at her. She dropped the receiver back on the
cradle froma height of three inches and went back to typing. Ginning, |
pi cked up ny phone. "Hello, Janice," | said

"Just a minute till ny ear stops ringing," the husky voice tickled nmy ear

"What are you doing up this early?" | asked. Janice Fenwi ck was an exotic
dancer at a club on the Strip nights and was worki ng on her master's in
oceanography at UCLA in the afternoons. In the year I'd known her 1'd sel dom
seen her stick her nose into the sunlight before el even

"I had to catch you before you started followi ng that tiresone woman with the
car."

"I"ve finished that. She's picked up her |ast parking-lot attendant—at | east
with this husband.” | chuckl ed.

"I"'mglad to hear it.
"What's up?"

"I haven't had an indecent proposition fromyou in days. So |I thought |I'd nake
own of my own."

"I"'mall ears."
"We're doing sone diving off Catalina tonmorrow. Want to cone al ong?"
"Not much we can do in a wetsuit."

"The wetsuit cones off about four; then we'll have Saturday night and all of
Sunday. "

"Best indecent proposition |I've had all week."

M ss Trenmai ne hunphed. It m ght have been over sonething in the report, but |
don't think it was.

| picked up Janice at her apartnment in Westwood early Saturday norning. She
was waiting for ne and cane striding out to the car all |egs and healthy

gol den fl esh. She was wearing white shorts, sneakers, and that damed Dall as
Cowboys jersey. It was authentic. The name and number on it were quite

wel | - known—even to non-football fans. She wouldn't tell ne how she got it,
just smirked and | ooked srmug. She tossed her suitcase in the backseat and slid
up agai nst nme. She snelled Iike sunshine.

W flew over and spent npbst of the day gl ubbing around in the Pacific with a
bunch of kids fifteen years younger than | and five years younger than Janice.
I'd been on these jaunts with Janice before and enjoyed themso nmuch |'d
bought ny own wetsuit. But | didn't enjoy it nearly as much as | did Saturday
ni ght and all of Sunday.



| got back to ny apartnent on Beachwood fairly |late Sunday ni ght and barely
had time to get sonething to eat at the Mexican restaurant around the corner
on Melrose. They have marvel ous carne asada. | live right across the street
from Paranount, right across fromthe door people go in to see themtape The
Qdd Coupl e. Every Friday night when | see themlining up out there, | think
m ght go someday, but | never seemto get around to it. (You mght think I'd
see a few novie stars living where | do, but | haven't. | did see Seynour
occasi onal Iy when he worked at Channel 9, before he went to work for Gene
Autry at Channel 5.)

| was so pleasantly pooped |I conpletely forgot about Andrew Detweiler. Unti
Monday norning when | was sitting at nmy desk reading the Tines.

It was a small story on page three, not very exciting or newsworthy. Last
night a man named Maurice Mlian, age 51, had fallen through the plate gl ass
doors leading onto the terrace of the high rise where he lived. He had been
di scovered about m dni ght when the people living bel ow himhad noticed dried
bl ood on their terrace. The only thing to connect the deaths of Harry Spinner
and Maurice Mlian was a lot of blood flowi ng around. If MIlian had been

nmur dered, there nmight be a |ink, however tenuous. But MIlian's death was

acci dental —a dunb, stupid accident. It niggled around in ny brain for an hour
before | gave in. There was only one way to get it out of ny head.

"Mss Tremaine, |I'Il be back in an hour or so. If any slinky blondes cone in
wanting ne to find their kid sisters, tell "emto wait."

She hunphed agai n and i gnored ne.

The Al nsbury was hal f a dozen bl ocks away on Yucca. So | wal ked. It was a
rectangul ar nmonolith about eight stories tall, not real new, not too old, but
expensi ve-1 ooking. The small terraces protruded in neat, orderly rows. The

| ong, narrow grounds were imrmaculate with a lot of succulents that |ooked |ike
t hey m ght have been inported from Mars. There were al so the inevitable palm
trees and clunps of birds of paradise. A small, discreet, polished placard
dangled in a wought-iron frame procl aimng, ever so softly, NO VACANCY

Two willowy young nmen gave ne apprai sing glances in the carpeted | obby as they
exited into the sunlight like exotic jungle birds. It's one of those,

t hought. My suspicions were confirmed when | | ooked over the tenant directory.
Al'l the names seened to be male, but none of them was Andrew Detweil er.

Maurice Mlian was still listed as 407. | took the elevator to four and rang
the bell of 409. The bell played a few notes of Bach, or naybe Vivaldi or

Tel emann. All those old Baroques sound alike to me. The vision of |oveliness
who opened the door was about forty, alnost as slimas Twi ggy but as tall as
I. Ho wore a flowered silk shirt open to the waist, exposing his bony hairless
chest, and tight white pants that nmight as well have been nade of Saran Wap.
He didn't say anything, just let his eyebrows rise inquiringly as his eyes
flicked down, then up.

"Good nmorning," | said and showed himny ID. He blanched. H s eyes becane
marbl es brimring with terror. He was about to panic, tensing to slamthe door
| smiled nmy friendly, disarming snmle and went on as if | hadn't noticed. "I'm

i nqui ring about a man naned Andrew Detweiler." The terror trickled fromhis
eyes, and | could see his thin chest throbbing. He gave me a bl ank | ook that
neant he'd never heard the nane.

"He's about twenty-two," | continued, "dark, curly hair, very good-I ooking."



He grinned wyly, calmng down, trying to cover his panic. "Aren't they all?"
he sai d.

"Detweiler is a hunchback."

Hs smle contracted suddenly. H s eyebrows shot up. "Ch," he said. "Hm"
Bi ngo!

Mal l ory, you've led a clean, wholesone life and it's paying off.

"Does he live in the building?" | swallowed to get nmy heart back in place and
bli nked a couple of times to clear away the skyrockets.

"No. He was ...visiting."
"May | come in and talk to you about hinP"

He was hol ding the door three-quarters shut, and so | couldn't see anything in
t he room but an expensi ve-1ooking color TV. He glanced over his shoul der
nervously at sonething behind him The inner ends of his eyebrows drooped in a
frown. He | ooked back at ne and started to say sonething, then, with a small
defiance, shrugged his eyebrows. "Sure, but there's not much | can tell you."

He pushed the door all the way open and stepped back. It was a good-sized
living roomcome to life fromthe pages of a decorator magazine. A kitchen
behind a half wall was on ny right. A hallway | ed somewhere on ny left.
Directly in front of me were double sliding 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 | ooked at nme. He apparently
decided I wasn't conpetition and closed them again. Tall and | anky indicated
one of two identical orange-and-brown-striped couches facing each other across
a football field-size marble and gl ass cocktail table. He sat on the other
one, took a cigarette froman al abaster box and lit it with an al abaster
lighter. As an afterthought, he offered ne one.

"Who was Detweiler visiting?" | asked as | lit ny cigarette. The lighter felt
cool and expensive in my hand.

"Mauri ce—ext door," he inclined his head slightly toward 407.
"Isn't he the one who was killed in an accident |ast night?"

He bl ew a stream of snoke from pursed |ips and tapped his cigarette on an
al abaster ashtray. "Yes," he said.

"How | ong had Maurice and Detweil er known each ot her?"

"Not |ong."

"How | ong?"

He snuffed his cigarette out on pure white al abaster and sat so prim and
pristine | would have bet his feces came out w apped in cellophane. He
shrugged his eyebrows again. "Murice picked hi mup somewhere the other

ni ght."

"Whi ch ni ght ?"



He thought a monent. "Thursday, | think. Yes, Thursday."
"Was Detweiler a hustler?"

He crossed his legs like a forties pinup and dangled his Roman sandal. Hi s
lips twitched scornfully. "If he was, he woul d've starved. He was de-forned!"

"Maurice didn't seemto nmind." He sniffed and lit another cigarette. "Wen did
Det wei | er | eave?"

He shrugged. "I saw himyesterday afternoon. | was out last night ..unti
quite late."

"How did they get along? Did they quarrel or fight?"

"I have no idea. | only saw themin the hall a couple of times. Maurice and
were ...not close."” He stood, fidgety. "There's really not anything |I can tel
you. Wiy don't you ask David and Murray. They and Maurice are ...were thick as
t hi eves. "

"David and Murray?"
"Across the hall. 408."

| stood up. "I'Il do that. Thank you very much." 1 |ooked at the plate glass
doors. | guess it would be pretty easy to wal k through one of themif you
thought it was open. "Are all the apartnments alike? Those terrace doors?"

He nodded. "Ticky-tacky."

"Thanks again."
"Don't nention it." He opened the door for nme and then closed it behind nme. |
si ghed and wal ked across to 408. | rang the bell. It didn't play anything,

j ust went bing-bong.

David (or Murray) was about twenty-five, red-headed, and freckled. He had a
slim nuscul ar body which was also freckled. | could tell because he was
wearing only a pair of jeans, cut off very short, and split up the sides to

t he wai st band. He was barefooted and had a snudge of green paint on his nose.
He had an open, friendly face and gave me a neutral smile-for-a-stranger
"Yes?" he asked.

| showed himny ID Instead of going pale he only |ooked interested. "I was
told by the man in 409 you might be able to tell ne sonething about Andrew
Detweil er.”

"Andy?" He frowned slightly. "Come on in. |I'"'mDavid Fow er." He held out his
hand.

| shook it. "Bert Mallory." The apartment couldn't have been nore different
fromthe one across the hall. It was confortable and cluttered, and doni nated
by a drafting table surrounded by jars of brushes and boxes of paint tubes.
Architecturally, however, it was alnost identical. The terrace was covered
with potted plants rather than naked nuscles. David Fow er sat on the stool at
the drafting table and began cl eani ng brushes. Wen he sat, the split in his
shorts opened and exposed half his butt, which was also freckled. But | got
the inpression he wasn't exhibiting hinself; he was just conpletely
indifferent.



"What do you want to know about Andy?"
"Everything."
He | aughed. "That lets me out. Sit down. Myve the stuff."

| cleared a space on the couch and sat. "How did Detweil er and Maurice get
al ong?"

He gave ne a knowi ng look. "Fine. As far as | know Maurice liked to pick up
stray puppies. Andy was a stray puppy."”

"Was Detweiler a hustler?"

He | aughed again. "No. | doubt if he knew what the word nmeans."
"Was he gay?"

"No. "

"How do you know?"

He grinned. "Haven't you heard? W can spot each other a nile away. Wuld you
i ke sonme coffee?"

"Yes, | would. Thank you."

He went to the half wall separating the kitchen and poured two cups froma pot
that | ooked like it was kept hot and full all the tinme. "It's hard to describe
Andy. There was sonething very little-boyish about him A real innocent.
Delighted with everything new. It's sad about his back. Real sad." He handed
me a cup and returned to the stool. "There was sonething very secretive about
him Not about his feelings; he was very open about things like that."

"Did he and Maurice have sex together?"

"No. | told you it was a stray puppy relationship. I wish Mirray was here.
He's much better with words than | am |I'mvisually oriented."

"Where is he?"

"At work. He's a |l awyer."

"Do you think Detweiler could have killed Murice?"

"No. "

n \N]y?ll

"He was here with us all evening. W had dinner and pl ayed Scrabble. | think
he was real sick, but he tried to pretend he wasn't. Even if he hadn't been
here | would not think so."

"When was the last tinme you saw hi n?"

"He | eft about a half hour before they found Maurice. | imagi ne he went over
there, saw Maurice dead, and decided to disappear. Can't say | blame him The

police mght've gotten some funny ideas. W didn't nention him"

"Why not ?"



"There was no point in getting himinvolved. It was just an accident."
"He couldn't have killed Maurice after he left here?"

"No. They said he's been dead over an hour. \Wat did Desnmond tell you?"
" Desnond?"

"Across the hall. The one who | ooks |ike he snells sonething bad.

"How did you know | talked to himand not the side of beef?"

He | aughed and al nost dropped his coffee cup. "I don't think Roy can talk."
"He didn't know nothin' about nothin'." | found myself |aughing also. | got up
and wal ked to the glass doors. | slid themopen and then shut again. "Did you

ever think one of these was open when it was really shut?"
"No. But |'ve heard of it happening."

| sighed. "So have I." | turned and | ooked 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 T-shirt. They | ooked about fifteen. They were
enbraci ng, about to kiss. It was quite obviously the first time for both of
them It was good. | told himso.

He grinned 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 monent. "Maurice." He | ooked up at nme and grinned. "Do you
know st anps?"

It took ne a second to realize what he nmeant. "You nean stanp coll ecting? Not
nmuch. "

"Maurice was a philatelist. He specialized in postwar Germany—ocal s and
zones, things like that. He'd gotten a kilo of buildings and wanted to sort
t hem undi st ur bed. "

| shook ny head. "You' ve lost ne. A kilo of buildings."

He | aughed. "It's a set of twenty-eight stanps issued in the Anerican Zone in
1948 showi ng fanmous German buil dings. Conditions in Germany were still pretty
chaotic at the time, and the stanmps were printed under fairly makeshift

ci rcunmst ances. Consequently, there's an enornous variety of different
perforations, watermarks, and engravings. Hundreds as a matter of fact.

Mauri ce could spend hours and hours poring over them"

"Are they val uabl e?"

"No. Very conmmon. Sone of the varieties are hard to find, but they're not
val uabl e."” He gave ne a knowi ng | ook. "Nothing was m ssing from Maurice's
apartnment."

| shrugged. "It had occurred to ne to wonder where Detweiler got his noney."

"I don't know. The subject never canme up." He wasn't being defensive.



"You liked him didn't you?"

There was a weary sadness in his eyes. "Yes," he said.

That afternoon | picked up Birdie Pawl owicz at the Brewster Hotel and took her
to Harry Spinner's funeral. | told her about Maurice MIian and Andrew
Detweiler. We talked it around and around. The Detweil er boy obviously
couldn't' have killed Harry or Mlian, but it was stretching coincidence a
little bit far.

After the funeral | went to the Los Angeles Public Library and started
checki ng back issues of the Times. 1'd only nade it back three weeks when the
library closed. The LA Tinmes is thick, and unless the death is sensational or
the dead proninent, the story m ght be tucked in anywhere except the

cl assifi eds.

Last Tuesday, the 26th, a girl had cut her wists with a razor blade in North
Hol | ywood.

The day before, Monday, the 25th, a girl had miscarried and henorrhaged. She
had bl ed to death because she and her boyfriend were stoned out of their
heads. They lived a block off Western—very near the Brewster—and Detweil er was
at the Brewster Mnday.

Sunday, the 24th, a wino had been knifed in MacArthur Park

Saturday, the 23rd, | had three. A knifing in a bar on Pico, a shooting in a
room ng house on Irolo, and a rape and knifing in an alley off LaBrea. Only
t he gunshot victimhad bled to death, but there had been a lot of blood in al
t hree.

Friday, the 22nd, the sane day Detweil er checked into the Brewster, a
two-year-old boy had fallen on an upturned rake in his backyard on

Larchenont—enly eight or ten blocks fromwhere | |ived on Beachwood. And a
coupl e of Chicano kids had had a knife fight behind Holl ywood H gh. One was
dead and the other was in jail. Ah, machisno!

The Iist went on and on, all the way back to Thursday, the 7th. On that day
was anot her sl ashed-wi st suicide near Western and W1 shire.

The next norning, Tuesday, the 3rd, | called Mss Trermaine and told her |I'd be
|ate getting in but would check in every couple of hours to find out if the
slinky blonde | ooking for her kid sister had shown up. She hunphed.

Larchenont is a m ddl e-cl ass nei ghborhood huddl ed in between the old wealth
around the country club and the blight spreading down Melrose from Wstern
Avenue. It tries to give the inpression of suburbia—and does a pretty good job
of it—ather than just another nearly downtown shopping center. The area isn't
big on apartments or rooni ng houses, but there are a few | found the
Detwei l er boy at the third one | checked. It was a block and a half from where
the little kid fell on the rake.

According to the landlord, at the time of the kid's death Detweil er was

pl aying bridge with himand a couple of elderly old-maid sisters in nunber
twel ve. He hadn't been feeling well and had noved out |later that evening—+to
catch a bus to San Diego, to visit his ailing nother. The landl ord had felt
sorry for him so sorry he'd broken a steadfast rule and refunded nost of the
nmonth's rent Detweil er had paid in advance. After all, he'd only been there

t hree days. So sad about his back. Such a nice gentle boy—a witer, you know.



No, | didn't know, but it explained how he could nove around so rmuch w t hout
seem ng to work.

| called David Fow er: "Yes, Andy had a portable typewiter, but he hadn't
nmentioned being a witer."

And Birdie Pawl owi cz: "Yeah, he typed a lot in his room"

| found the Detweiler boy again on the 16th and the 19th. He'd noved into a
room ng house near Silver Lake Park on the night of the 13th and noved out
again on the 19th. The | andl ady hadn't refunded his noney, 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 room ng house on the 19th. He'd been in the pink of health
when he noved in, sick on the 16th, healthy the 17th, and sick again on the
19t h.

It was like a rerun. He lived a block away from where a man was nugged
killed, and robbed in an alley on the 13t h—though the details of the nurder
didn't seemto fit the pattern. But he was sick, had an alibi, and noved to
Si |l ver Lake.

Rerun it on the 10th: a woman slipped in the bathtub and fell through the
gl ass shower doors, cutting herself to ribbons. Sick, alibi, noved.

It may be because | was always rotten in math, but it wasn't until right then
that | figured out Detweiler's tinetable. MIlian died the 1st, Harry Spi nner
the 28th, the m scarriage the 25th, the little kid on the 22nd, Silver Lake on
the 16th and 19th, etc., etc., etc.

A bl oody death occurred in Detweiler's general vicinity every third day.

But | couldn't figure out a pattern for the victinms: male, female, little
kids, old aunties, married, unmarried, rich, poor, young, old. No pattern of
any kind, and there's always a pattern. | even checked to see if the nanes

were in al phabetical order.

| got back to ny office at six. Mss Tremaine sat primy at her desk, cleared
of everything but her purse and a notepad. She remi nded nme quite a | ot of
Desnond. "What are you still doing here, Mss Tremaine? You should ve left an
hour ago." | sat at ny desk, |eaned back until the sw vel chair groaned tw ce,
and propped ny feet up

She picked up the pad. "I wanted to give you your calls."

"Can't they wait? |'ve been sleuthing all day and |I'm bushed."

"No one is paying you to find this Detweiler person, are they?"

"No. "

"Your bank statenent came today."

"What's that supposed to nmean?"

"Not hi ng. A good secretary keeps her enployer informed. | was informng you."

"Ckay. \Wo call ed?"

She consulted the pad, but 1'd bet ny |ast gunshoe she knew every word on it



by heart. "A Ms. Carnichael called. Her French poodl e has been ki dnapped. She
wants you to find her."

"Ye Gods! Why doesn't she go to the police?"

"Because she's positive her ex-husband is the kidnapper. She doesn't want to
get himin any trouble; she just wants Gaendol yn back."

" Gaendol yn?"

"Gmendol yn. A Ms. Bushyager cane by. She wants you to find her little
sister.”

| sat up so fast | alnmost fell out of the chair. | gave her a long, hard
stare, but her neutral expression didn't flicker. "You' re kidding." Her
eyebrows rose a nmllineter. "Was she a slinky bl onde?"

"No. She was a dunpy brunette."

| settled back in the chair, trying not to |augh. "Wy does Ms. Bushyager
want me to find her little sister?" | sputtered.

"Because Ms. Bushyager thinks she's shacked up sonewhere with M. Bushyager.
She'd like you to call her tonight."

"Tormorrow. |'ve got a date with Janice tonight." She reached in her desk
drawer and pulled out nmy bank statenment. She dropped it on the desk with a
papery plop. "Don't worry," | assured her, "I won't spend much noney. Just a

little spaghetti and wi ne tonight and ham and eggs in the norning." She
hunphed. My point. "Anything el se?"

"A M. Bloonfeld called. He wants you to get the goods on Ms. Bloonfeld so he
can sue for divorce."

| sighed. Mss Tremai ne closed the pad. "Ckay. No to Ms. Carm chael and nake
appoi ntnents for Bushyager and Bl oonfeld." She | owered her eyelids at nme. |
spread my hands. "Wuld Sam Spade go | ooking for a French poodl e naned
Gnendol yn?"

"He mght if he had your bank statement. M. Bloonfeld will be in at two, Ms.
Bushyager at three."

"M ss Tremai ne, you' d make sonebody a wonderful mother." She didn't even
hunph; she just picked up her purse and stal ked out. | swi veled the chair
around and | ooked at the cal endar. Tonorrow was the 4th.

Sonebody woul d di e tonorrow and Andrew Detweil er woul d be cl ose by.

| scooted up in bed and | eaned agai nst the headboard. Janice snorted into the
pill ow and opened one eye, pinning me with it. "I didn't mean to wake you," |
sai d.

"What's the matter," she muttered, "too nuch spaghetti ?"

"No. Too nuch Andrew Detweil er."



She scooted up beside nme, keeping the sheet over her breasts, and turned on
the Iight. She runmaged around on the nightstand for a cigarette. "Who wants
to divorce hin®"

"That's mean, Janice," | groaned.

"You want a cigarette?"

"Yeah. "

She put two cigarettes in her mouth and lit them both. She handed ne one. "You
don't look a bit Ilike Paul Henreid," | said.

She grinned. "That's funny. You |l ook like Bette Davis. Wo's Andrew
Det wei | er ?"

So | told her.

"It's elenmentary, ny dear Sherlock," she said. "Andrew Detweiler is a
vampire." | frowned at her. "OF course, he's a clever vanpire. Vanpires are
usual |y stupid. They always give thensel ves away by | eaving those two little
teeth marks on people's jugulars.”

"Darling, even vanpires have to be at the scene of the crine."

"He al ways has an alibi, huh?"

| got out of bed and headed for the bathroom "That's suspicious in itself."

When | cane out she said, "Wy?"

"I nnocent people usually don't have alibis, especially not one every three
days. "

"Which is probably why innocent people get put in jail so often.”
I chuckled and sat on the edge of the bed. "You may be right."
"Bert, do that again."

| 1 ooked at her over ny shoulder. "Do what?"

"Co to the bathroom"

"I don't think I can. My bl adder holds only so nmuch."

"l don't nmean that. Walk over to the bathroom door."

| gave her a suspicious frown, got up, and wal ked over to the bat hroom door.
turned around, crossed nmy arns, and | eaned agai nst the door frame. "WelIl?"

She grinned. "You' ve got a cute rear end. Alnost as cute as Burt Reynol ds'.
Maybe he's twi ns."

"What ?" | practically screaned.

"Maybe Andrew Detweiler is twins. One of themcomrits the nurders and the
ot her establishes the alibis."



"Twi n vanpires?"

She frowned. "That's a bit rmuch, isn't it? Had they discovered bl ood groups in
Bram St oker's day?"

| got back in bed and pulled the sheet up to ny waist, |eaning beside her
agai nst her against the headboard. "I haven't the foggiest idea."

"That's another way vanpires are stupid. They never check the victims bl ood
group. The wong bl ood group can kill you."

"Vanpires don't exactly get transfusions."”

"It all ambunts to the same thing, doesn't it?" | shrugged. "Ch, well," she
si ghed, "vanpires are stupid." She reached over and plucked at the hair on ny
chest. "l haven't had an indecent proposition in hours," she said, grinning.

So | made one.

Wednesday nmorning | nmade a dozen phone calls. O the nine victins | knew
about, | was able to find the information on six.

Al six had the same bl ood group

| lit a cigarette and | eaned back in the swivel chair. The whol e thing was
spinning around in ny head. 1'd found a pattern for the victins, but | didn't
know if it was the pattern. It just didn't nmake sense. Maybe Detweiler was a
vanpire.

"Mallory," | said out |loud, "you're cracking up."

M ss Trenmai ne glanced up. "If | were you, I'd listen to you," she said
poker - f aced.

The next norning | staggered out of bed at six AM | took a cold shower,
shaved, dressed, and put Miurine in nmy eyes. They still felt like I'd washed
themin rubber cenent. Ms. Bloonfeld had kept nme up until two the night
before, doing all the night spots in Santa Monica with some dude | hadn't
identified yet. When they checked into a notel, | went home and went to bed.

I couldn't find a norning paper at that hour closer than Western and WI shire.
The story was on page seven. Fortunately they found the body in time for the
early edition. A worman naned Sybil Herndon, age 38, had conmitted suicide in
an apartment on Las Palnas. (Detweiler hadn't gone very far. The address was
just around the corner fromthe Al nsbury.) She had cut her wists on a piece
of broken mirror. She had been di scovered about eleven-thirty when the nanager
went over to ask her to turn down the volune on her television set.

It was too early to drop around, and so | ate breakfast, hoping this was one
of the tinmes Detweiler stuck around for nmore than three days. Not for a minute
did | doubt he would be living at the apartnment court on Las Pal mas, or not
far away.

The owner-manager of the court was one of those creatures peculiar to
Hol | ywood. She nust have been a starlet in the twenties or thirties, but
success had el uded her. So she had tried to freeze herself in tine. She stil
expected, at any nonment, a call from The Studio. But her flesh hadn't
cooperated. Her hair was the color of tarnished copper, and the
fire-engine-red lipstick was painted far past her thin lips. Her watery eyes
peered at ne through a Lone Ranger mask of Maybelline on a plaster-white face.



Her dress had obvi ously been copied fromthe wardrobe of Norma Shearer

"Yes?" She had a breathy voice. Her eyes quickly traveled the length of ny
body. That happens often enough to keep ne feeling good, but this tinme it gave
me a queasy sensation, like | was being neasured for a mumy case. | showed
her nmy ID, and asked if | could speak to her about one of the tenants.

"Of course. Come on in. I'mLorraine Neshitt." Was there a flicker of

di sappoi ntnment that | hadn't recogni zed the name? She stepped back hol ding the
door for nme. | could tell that detectives, private or otherw se, asking about
her tenants wasn't a new thing. | walked into the doilied room and she | ooked
at me froma hundred directions. The faded photographs covered every | evel
surface and clung to the walls |like | eeches. She had been quite a dish—forty
years ago. She saw ne | ooking at the photos and sniled. The makeup around her
nout h cracked.

"\Whi ch one do you want to ask about?" The smile vani shed and the cracks
cl osed.

"Andrew Detweil er." She | ooked bl ank. "Young, good-Ilooking, with a
hunchback. "

The cracks opened. "Ch, yes. He's only been here a few days. The nanme had
slipped my mnd."

"He's still here?"

"Ch, yes." She sighed. "It's so unfair for such a beautiful young man to have
a physical inpairment."

"What can you tell me about hin®"

"Not much. He's only been here since Sunday night. He's very handsone, |ike an
angel, a dark angel. But it wasn't his handsoneness that attracted nme." She
smled. "I've seen many handsone nen in ny day, you know. It's difficult to

verbal i ze. He has such an incredible innocence. A lost, dooned | ook that Byron
nmust have had. A vulnerability that makes you want to shield himand protect
him | don't know for sure what it is, but it struck a chord in ny soul

Soul ," she nused. "Maybe that's it. He wears his soul on his face." She
nodded, as if to herself. "A dangerous thing to do." She | ooked back up at ne.
"I'f that quality, whatever it is, would photograph, he would becone a star
overni ght, whether he could act or not. Except—ef course—for his infirmty."

Lorraine Nesbitt, | decided, was as nutty as a fruitcake.

Soneone entered the room He stood | eaning against the door frane, |ooking at
me with sleepy eyes. He was about twenty-five, wearing tight chinos wthout
underwear and a T-shirt. H s hair was tousled and cut unfashionably short. He
had a good-I| ooki ng Kansas face. The haircut nmade nme think he was new in town,
but the eyes said he wasn't. | guess the old broad liked his hair that way.

She sinmpered. "GCh, Johnny! Conme on in. This detective was asking about Andrew

Detweil er in nunber seven." She turned back to ne. "This is ny protégé, Johnny
Peacock—a very talented young man. |I'marranging for a screen test as soon as

M. CGoldwyn returns my calls.” She | owered her eyelids denurely. "I was a

ol dwyn girl, you know. "

Funny, | thought Gol dwn was dead. Maybe he wasn't.

Johnny took the news of his inmpending stardomwi th total unconcern. He noved



to the couch and sat down, yawning. "Detweiler? Don't think | ever laid eyes
on the nman. Wsat'd he do?"

"Not hi ng. Just routine." Cbviously he thought | was a police detective. No
point in changing his mnd. "Were was he | ast night when the Herndon wonan
di ed?"

"In his room | think. | heard his typewiter. He wasn't feeling well, K"
Lorrai ne Nesbitt said. Then she sucked air through her teeth and cl anped her
fingers to her scarlet lips. "Do you think he had sonething to do with that?"

Det wei | er had broken his pattern. He didn't have an alibi. | couldn't believe
it.

"Ch, Lorraine," Johnny grunbl ed.

| turned to him "Do you know where Detweil er was?"

He shrugged. "No idea."

"They why are you so sure he had nothing to do with it?"
"She conmitted suicide."”

"How do you know for sure?"

"The door was bolted fromthe inside. They had to break it down to get in.
"What about the wi ndow? Was it | ocked too?"

"No. The wi ndow was open. But it has bars on it. No way anybody coul d get
in"

"When | couldn't get her to answer ny knock last night, I went around to the
wi ndow and | ooked in. She was lying there with blood all over." She began to
sniffle. Johnny got up and put his arnms around her. He | ooked at ne, grinned,
and shrugged.

"Do you have a vacancy?" | asked, getting a whiz-bang idea.
"Yes," she said, the sniffles disappearing instantly. "I have two. Actually
three but | can't rent Mss Herndon's roomfor a few days—until someone cl ai ns
her things."

"I"d like to rent the one cl osest to nunber seven," | said.

I wasn't |ucky enough to get number six or eight, but | did get five. Lorraine
Nesbitt's namel ess, dingy apartment court was a fleabag. Nunber five was one
roomwith a closet, a tiny kitchen, and a tiny bath—dentical with the other
nine units she assured nme. Wth a good deal of tugging and grunting the couch
turned into a lunmpy bed. The refrigerator |ooked as if soneone had spilled a
bottle of Br'er Rabbit back in 1938 and hadn't cleaned it up yet. The stove

| ooked like a lube rack. Well, | sighed, it was only for three days. | had to
pay a month's rent in advance anyway, but | put it down as a bribe to keep
Lorrai ne's and Johnny's nout hs shut about my being a detective.

I moved in enough clothes for three days, sonme sheets and pillows, took

anot her | ook at the kitchen and decided to eat out. | took a jug of Lysol to
t he bat hroom and crossed ny fingers. M ss Tremmi ne brought up the bank
statenment and hunphed a few tines.



Nunmber five had one door and four wi ndows—dentical to the other nine,
Lorrai ne assured nme. The door had a heavy-duty bolt that couldn't be fastened
or unfastened fromthe outside. The wi ndow beside the door didn't open at al
and wasn't intended to. The bathroom and kitchen w ndows cranked out and were
tall and skinny, about twenty-four by six. The other |iving room w ndow,
opposite the door, slid upward. The iron bars bolted to the frane were so
rusted | doubted if they could be renoved without ripping out the whole

wi ndow. It appeared Andrew Detweil er had another perfect alibi after all—-al ong
with the rest of the world.

| stood outside nunmber seven suddenly feeling |ike a teenager about to pick up
his first date. | could hear Detweiler's typewiter tickety-ticking away

i nside. Okay, Mallory, this is what you' ve been breaking your neck on for a
week.

| knocked on the door.

| heard the typewiter stop ticking and the scrape of a chair being scooted
back. | didn't hear anything else for fifteen or twenty seconds, and
wonder ed what he was doing. Then the bolt was drawn and the door opened.

He was buttoning his shirt. That nust have been the del ay; he wouldn't want
anyone to see himwth his shirt off. Everything |I'd been told about himwas
true. He wasn't very tall; the top of his head cane to ny nose. He was dark

t hough not as dark as I'd expected. | couldn't place his ancestry. It
certainly wasn't Latin-American and | didn't think it was Slavic. H's features
were soft, without the angularity usually found in Mediterranean races. Hi s
hair wasn't quite black. It wasn't exactly long and it wasn't exactly short.
H s cl othes were nondescript. Everything about hi mwas neutral —except his
face. It was just about as Lorraine Nesbitt had described it. If you called
central casting and asked for a male angel, you' d get Andrew Detweiler in a
blond wig. H s body was slimand well-formed—fromwhere | was standing
couldn't see the hunp and you'd never know there was one. | had a glinpse of
his bare chest as he buttoned his shirt. It wasn't muscular but it was very
wel | made. He was very heal t hy-1 ooki ng—pi nk and flushed with health, though
slightly pale, as if he didn't get out in the sun much. H's dark eyes were
astounding. If you bl ocked out the rest of the face, |eaving nothing but the
eyes, you'd swear he was no nore than four years old. You' ve seen little kids
wi th those big, guileless, unguarded, inquiring eyes, haven't you?

"Yes?" he asked.

| smiled. "Hello. I'"'mBert Mallory. | just noved in to nunber five. Mss
Nesbitt tells ne you like to play gin."

"Yes," he said, grinning. "Cone on in."
He turned to nove out of the way and | saw the hunp. | don't know how to
describe what | felt. | suddenly had a hurting in ny gut. | felt the sane

unf ai rness and sadness the others had, the way you woul d feel about any
beautiful thing with one overwhel m ng flaw

"I"'mnot disturbing you, amI|? | heard the typewiter." The room was indeed
identical to mne, though it | ooked a hundred percent nore livable. | couldn't
put my finger on what he had done to it to make it that way. Maybe it was j ust
t he sem darkness. He had the curtains tightly closed and one lanp lit beside
the typewiter.

"Yeah, | was working on a story, but 1'd rather play gin." He grinned, open



and artless. "If | could make noney playing gin, I wouldn't wite."

"Lots of people make noney playing gin."

"Ch, | couldn't. I'mtoo unlucky."

He certainly had a right to say that, but there was no self-pity, just an
observation. Then he | ooked at ne with slightly distressed eyes. "You ...ah ...

didn't want to play for noney, did you?"

"Not at all,"” | said and his eyes cleared. "What kind of stories do you
wite?"

"Ch, all kinds." He shrugged. "Fantasy nostly."
"Do you sell then?"
"Most of "em"™

"I don't recall seeing your name anywhere. M ss Nesbitt said it was Andrew
Det wei | er ?"

He nodded. "I use another name. You probably wouldn't know it either. It's not
exactly a household word." Hi s eyes said he'd really rather not tell nme what
it was. He had a slight accent, a sort of soft slowness, not exactly a draw
and not exactly Deep South. He shoved the typewiter over and pulled out a
deck of cards.

"Where're you fronP" | asked. "I don't place the accent."

He grinned and shuffled the cards. "North Carolina. Back in the Blue Ridge."
W cut and | dealt. "How | ong have you been in Hol | ywood?"

"About two nonths."

"How do you like it?"

He grinned his beguiling grin and picked up nmy discard. "It's very ...unusual
Have you lived here very long, M. Mllory?"

"Bert. Al ny life. I was born in Inglewod. My mother still lives there."
"I't nust be ...unusual ...to live in the same place all your life."

"You nove around a | ot?"

"Yeah. Gn."
| laughed. "I thought you were unlucky."
"I'f we were playing for nmoney, | wouldn't be able to do anything right."

W played gin the rest of the afternoon and tal ked—+tal ked a |ot. Detweiler
seened eager to talk or, at |east, eager to have someone to talk with. He
never told me anything that would connect himto nine deaths, npostly about
where he'd been, things he'd read. He read a lot, just about anything he could
get his hands on. | got the inpression he hadn't really lived life so nmuch as
he'd read it, that all the things he knew about had never physically affected
him He was |like an insulated island. Life flowed around himbut never touched



him | wondered if the hunp on his back nmade that nuch difference, if it made
hi m such a green nonkey he'd had to retreat into his insular existence.
Practically everyone | talked to Iiked him mixed with varying portions of
pity, to be sure, but liking neverthel ess. Harry Spinner had |iked him but
had di scovered sonet hing "peculiar” about him Birdie Pawl owi cz, Maurice

Mlian, David Fow er, Lorraine Nesbitt, they all |iked him

And, God damm it, | liked himtoo.

At midnight | was still awake, sitting in nunber five in ny jockey shorts with
the Iight out and the door open. | listened to the ticking of the Detweiler

boy's typewiter and the nmuffled roar of Los Angeles. And thought, and
t hought, and thought. And got nowhere.

Soneone wal ked by the door, quietly and carefully. | |eaned ny head out. It
was Johnny Peacock. He noved down the |ine of bungal ows silent as a shadow. He
turned south when he reached the sidewal k. Going to Sel ma or the Boul evard to
turn a trick and nake a few extra bucks. Lorraine must keep tight purse
strings. Better watch it, kid. If she finds out, you'll be back on the streets
again. And you haven't got too nmany years |left where you can make good nobney
by just gettin' it up.

| dropped in at the office for a while Friday norning and checked the
first-of-the-nmonth bills. Mss Tremaine had a |list of new prospective clients.
"Tell everyone | can't get to anything till Monday."

She nodded in disapproval. "M. Bloonfeld called."

"Did you get ny report?"

"Yes. He was very pleased, but he wants the man's nane."

"Tell himl1'll get back on it Monday."

"Ms. Bushyager called. Her sister and M. Bushyager are still mssing."
"Tell her 1'll get on it Mnday." She opened her nmouth. "If you say anything
about nmy bank account, I'll put Spanish fly in your Ovaltine." She didn't

hunph, she giggled. | wonder how many points that is?

That afternoon | played gin with the Detweiler boy. He was genuinely glad to
see ne, like a friendly puppy. | was beginning to feel Iike a son of a bitch

He hadn't mentioned North Carolina except that once the day before, and I was
extremely interested in all subjects he wanted to avoid. "What's it like in
t he Blue Ridge? Coon huntin' and nmoonshi ne?"

He grinned and blitzed nme. "Yeah, | guess. Mst of the things you read about
it are pretty nearly true. It's really a different world back in there, with
al nost no contact with the outside.”

"How far in did you live?"

"About as far as you can get without comn' out the other side. Did you know
nost of the people never heard of television or novies and sone of 'emdon't
even know t he name of the President? Modst of 'em never been nore than thirty
mles fromthe place they were born, never saw an electric light? You woul dn't
believe it. But it's nore than just things that're different. People are
different, think different—ike a foreign country." He shrugged. "I guess
it'll all be gone before too |ong though. Things keep creepin' closer and



closer. Did you know I never went to school ?" he said, grinning. "Not a day of
my life. | didn't wear shoes till | was ten. You wouldn't believe it." He
shook his head, remenbering. "Al ways kinda wi shed | coul da gone to school," he
mur mur ed softly.

"Why did you | eave?"

"No reason to stay. Wien | was eight, ny parents were killed in a fire. Qur
house burned down. | was taken in by a balny old woman who |ived not far away.
| had sone kin, but they didn't want nme." He | ooked at me, trusting ne.
"They're pretty superstitious back in there, you know. Thought | was ...narked.
Anyway, the old woman took ne in. She was a midw fe, but she fancied herself a
wi tch or sonething. Al ways naking me drink some ness she'd brewed up. She fed
me, clothed ne, educated ne, after a fashion, tried to teach nme all her

conjures, but | never could take 'em seriously." He grinned sheepishly. "I did
chores for her and eventually becane a sort of assistant, | guess. | hel ped
her birth babies ...1 nean, deliver babies a couple of tines, but that didn't

last long. The parents were afraid me bein' around mght mark the baby. She
taught me to read and I couldn't stop. She had a | ot of books she'd dredged up
somewhere, nore of 'em published before the First Wrld War. | read a conplete
set of encycl opedi as—published in 1911."

I | aughed.

H s eyes clouded. "Then she ...died. | was fifteen, so | left. |I did odd jobs

and kept reading. Then | wote a story and sent it to a mamgazi ne. They bought
it; paid me fifty dollars. Thought | was rich, so | wote another one. Since

then |'ve been traveling around and witing. |'ve got an agent who takes care
of everything, and so all | dois just wite."

Detweiler's flush of health was wearing off that afternoon. He wasn't ill,
just beginning to feel like the rest of us nortals. And | was feeling ny
resol ve begin to crunble. It was hard to believe this beguiling kid could
possi bly be involved in a string of bl oody deaths. Maybe it was just a series
of unbel i evabl e coi nci dences. Yeah, "unbelievable" was the key word. He had to
be invol ved unless the | aws of probability had broken down conpletely. Yet |
could swear Detweiler wasn't putting on an act. Hi s guil el ess i nnocence was
real, dam it, real

Sat urday norning, the third day since Mss Herndon died, | had a talk with
Lorrai ne and Johnny. If Detweiler wanted to play cards or something that
night, | wanted themto agree and suggest | be a fourth. If he didn't bring it
up, | would, but I had a feeling he would want his usual alibi this tine.

Detweiler left his roomthat afternoon for the first tine since |I'd been
there. He went north on Las Pal mas, dropped a | arge nmanila envelope in the
mai | box (the story he'd been working on, | guess), and bought groceries at the
supermarket on Hi ghland. Did that mean he wasn't planning to nove? | had a
sudden pang in my belly. Wat if he was staying because of his friendship with
me? | felt nore Iike a son of a bitch every m nute.

Johnny Peacock cane by an hour |l ater acting very conspiratorial. Detweiler had
suggested a bridge gane that night, but Johnny didn't play bridge, and so they
settled on Scrabbl e.

| dropped by nunber seven. The typewiter had been put away, but the cards and
score pad were still on the table. His suitcase was on the floor by the couch
It was riveted cowhide of a vintage | hadn't seen since | was a kid. Though it
wore a nellow patina of age, it had been preserved with neat's-foot oil and
loving care. | may have been m staken about his not noving.



Detweil er wasn't feeling well at all. He was pale and drawn and fidgety. H's
eyelids were heavy and his speech was faintly blurred. I"'msure he was in
pain, but he tried to act as if nothing were wong.

"Are you sure you feel |ike playing Scrabble tonight?" | asked.

He gave ne a cheerful, if slightly strained, snile. "Ch, sure. I'mall right.
"Il be fine in the norning."

"Do you think you ought to play?"

"Yeah, it ...takes ny mind off nmy ...ah ...headache. Don't worry about it. | have
these spells all the tine. They al ways go away."

"How | ong have you had t henf"

"Since ... was a kid." He grinned. "You think it was one of those brews the
old witch-wonman gave nme caused it? Maybe | could sue for mal practice.”

"Have you ever seen a doctor? A real doctor?"
"Once. "
"What did he tell you?"

He shrugged. "OCh, nothing rmuch. Take two aspirin, drink lots of l|iquids, get
plenty of rest, that sort of thing." He didn't want to talk about it. "It
al ways goes away."

"What if one tinme it doesn't?"

He | ooked at me with an expression |I'd never seen before and | knew why
Lorrai ne said he had a | ost, dooned | ook. "Well, we can't live forever, can
we? Are you ready to go?"

The gane started out like a Marx Brothers routine. Lorraine and Johnny acted
like two canaries playing Scrabble with the cat, but Detweiler was so norma
and unconcerned they soon settled down. Conversation was tense and ragged at
first until Lorraine got off on her "career" and kept us entertai ned and

[ aughi ng. She had known a | ot of famous people and was a fountain of

anecdot es, nost of them funny and |ibel ous. Detweiler proved quickly to be the
best player, but Johnny, to ny surprise, was no slouch. Lorraine played
dismally but she didn't seemto nind

I woul d have enjoyed the evening thoroughly if | hadn't known sonmeone near by
was dead or dying.

After about two hours, in which Detweiler grew progressively nore ill, |
excused mnmyself to go to the bathroom Wiile | was away fromthe table,
pal med Lorrai ne's master key.

In another half hour | said | had to call it a night. | had to get up early
the next norning. | always spent Sunday with my nother in Inglewod. My nother
was touring Yucatan at the time, but that was neither here nor there. | |ooked

at Johnny. He nodded. He was to make sure Detweil er stayed at |east another
twenty mnutes and then follow himwhen he did | eave. If he went anywhere but
his apartnment, he was to cone and |let ne know, quick

| let nyself into number seven with the master key. The drapes were cl osed,



and so | took a chance and turned on the bathroomlight. Detweiler's
possessi ons were neager. Eight shirts, six pairs of pants, and a |light jacket
hung in the closet. The shirts and jacket had been altered to allow for the
hunp. Except for that, the closet was bare. The bat hroom contai ned not hi ng out
of the ordinary—ust about the same as m ne. The kitchen had one plastic

pl ate, one plastic cup, one plastic glass, one plastic bow, one small folding
skillet, one snmall folding sauce pan, one nmetal spoon, one nmetal fork, and a
medi um si zed kitchen knife. Al of it together would barely fill a shoebox.

The suitcase, still beside the couch, hadn't been unpacked—except for the
clothes hanging in the closet and the kitchen utensils. There was underwear,
socks, an extra pair of shoes, an unopened ream of paper, a bunch of other
stuff necessary for witing, and a dozen or so paperbacks. The books were
rubber-stanped with the nane of a used-book store on Santa Moni ca Boul evard.
They were a nixture: science fiction, nysteries, biographies, philosophy,
several by Colin WIson.

There was al so a carbon copy of the story he'd just finished. The return
address on the first page was a box number at the Holl ywood post office. The
title of the story was "Deathsong.” | wish I'd had time to read it.

Al inall, I didn't find anything. Except for the books and the deck of cards
there was not hing of Andrew Detweil er personally in the whole apartnment. |
hadn't thought it possible for anyone to | ead such a turnip existence.

| 1 ooked around to nake sure | hadn't disturbed anything, turned off the

bat hroom i ght, and got in the closet, |eaving the door open a crack. It was
the only possible place to hide. | sincerely hoped Detweil er woul dn't need
anything out of it before | found out what was going on. If he did, the only
thing I could do was confront himw th what 1'd found out. And then what,

Mal lory, a big guilty confession? Wth what you've found out he could | augh in
your face and have you arrested for illegal entry.

And what about this, Mallory. Wat if soneone died nearby tonight while you
were with Detweiler; what if he comes straight to his apartnent and goes to
bed; what if he wakes up in the norning feeling fine; what if nothing is going
on, you son of a bitch?

It was so dark in there with the curtains drawn that | couldn't see a thing. |
left the closet and opened thema little on the front window. It didn't let in
alot of light, but it was enough. Maybe Detweiler wouldn't notice. | went
back to the closet and waited.

Hal f an hour later the curtains over the barred open w ndow noved. | had
squatted down in the closet and wasn't | ooking in that direction, but the
nmoverent caught ny eye. Sonethi ng hopped in the wi ndow and scooted across the
floor and went behind the couch. | only got a glinpse of it, but it might have
been a cat. It was probably a stray |ooking for food of hiding froma dog.
Ckay, cat, you don't bother nme and I won't bother you. | kept my eye on the
couch, but it didn't showitself again.

Detweil er didn't show for another hour. By that time | was sitting flat on the
floor trying to keep ny legs fromcranping. My position wasn't too graceful if
he happened to look in the closet, but it was too late to get up

He cane in quickly and bolted the door behind him He didn't notice the open
curtain. He glanced around, clicking his tongue softly. H's eyes caught on
somet hing at the end of the couch. He smled. At the cat? He began unfastening
his shirt, funbling at the buttons in his haste. He slipped off the shirt and
tossed it on the back of the chair.



There were straps across his chest.

He turned toward the suitcase, his back to ne. The hump was artificial, made
of something |ike foamrubber. He unhooked the straps, opened the suitcase,
and tossed the hunp in. He said sonething, too soft for me to catch, and | ay
face down on the couch with his feet toward ne. The light fromthe opened
curtain fell on him H's back was scarred, little white lines |ike scratches
grouped around a hol e.

He had a hole in his back, between his shoul der bl ades, an unheal ed wound big
enough to stick your finger in.

Sonet hi ng cane around the end of the couch. It wasn't a cat. | thought it was
a nonkey, and then a frog, but it was neither. It was human. It waddl ed on al
fours |ike an enornous toad.

Then it stood erect. It was about the size of a cat. It was pink and noi st and
hairl ess and naked. Its very human hands and feet and male genitals were too
large for its tiny body. Its belly was swollen, turgid and di stended |ike an
obscene tick. Its head was flat. Its jaw protruded |like an ape's. It too had a
scar, a big, white, puckered scar between its shoul der bl ades, at the top of
its jutting backbone.

It reached its too-large hand up and caught hold of Detweiler's belt. It
pulled its bl oated body up with the ninbleness of a nonkey and crawl ed onto
the boy's back. Detweil er was breathing heavily, clasping and uncl asping his
fingers on the armof the couch

The thing crouched on Detweiler's back and placed its |ips against the wound.

| felt nmy throat burning and nmy stomach turning over, but | watched in
petrified fascination.

Detweiler's breathing grew sl ower and quieter, nore relaxed. He lay with his
eyes closed and an expression of al nost sexual pleasure on his face. The
thing's body got smaller and smaller, the skin on its belly growing winkl ed
and flaccid. Atrickle of blood cram ed fromthe wound, making an erratic |ine
across the Detweil er boy's back. The thing reached out a hand and wi ped the
drop back with a finger.

It took ten minutes. The thing raised its nouth and craw ed over beside the
boy's face. It sat on the armof the couch Iike a little gnome and snmiled. It
ran its finger down the side of Detweiler's cheek and pushed his danp hair
back out of his eyes. Detweiler's expression was euphoric. He sighed softly
and opened his eyes sleepily. After a while he sat up

He was flushed with health, rosy and clear and shining.

He stood up and went to the bathroom The light came on and | heard water
runni ng. The thing was in the sane place, watching him Detweiler canme out of
t he bat hroom and sat back on the couch. The thing clinbed onto his back
huddl i ng between his shoul der bl ades, its hand on his shoul der. Detweil er
stood up, the thing hanging onto him retrieved the shirt, and put it on. He
wr apped the straps neatly around the artificial hunmp and stowed it in the
suitcase. He closed the Iid and locked it.

| had seen enough, nore than enough. | opened the door and stepped out of the
cl oset.



Detweil er whirled, his eyes bulging. A groan rattled in his throat. He raised
his hands as if fending ne off. The groan rose in pitch, becom ng an
hysteri cal keening. The expression on his face was too horrible to watch. He
st epped backward and tripped over the suitcase.

He | ost his balance and toppled over. H's arnms flailed for equilibrium but

never found it. He struck the edge of the table. It caught himsquare across
the hunp on his back. He bounced and fell forward on his hands. He stood up

agoni zingly, like a slow nmotion movie, arching his spine backward, his face

contorted in pain.

There were shrill, staccato shrieks of nindless torment, but they didn't cone
from Detwei |l er.

He fell again, forward onto the couch, blacking out frompain. The back of his
shirt was churning. The scream continued, hurting my ears. R ps appeared in
the shirt and a small m sshapen arm poked out briefly. | could only stare,
frozen. The shirt was ripped to shreds. Two arms, a head, a torso cane

t hrough. The whole thing ripped its way out and fell onto the couch beside the
boy. Its face was twisted, tortured, and its nouth kept opening and cl osing
with screams. Its eyes | ooked unconprehendingly about. It pulled itself along
with its arns, dragging its useless legs, its spine obviously broken. It fel
of f the couch and flailed about on the fl oor

Det wei | er nmopaned and cane to. He rose fromthe couch, still groggy. He saw the
thing, and a | ook of absolute grief appeared on his face.

The thing's eyes focused for a nonent on Detweiler. It |ooked at him
beseechi ng, held out one hand, pleading. Its screans becane a breathl ess

rasping. | couldn't stand it any longer. | picked up a chair and smashed it
down on the thing. | dropped the chair and | eaned against the wall and
heaved.

| heard the door open. | turned and saw Detweil er run out.

| charged after him M legs felt rubbery but | caught himat the street. He

didn't struggle. He just stood there, his eyes vacant, trenbling. | saw people
sticking their heads out of doors and Johnny Peacock conming toward nme. My car
was right there. | pushed Detweiler into it and drove away. He sat hunched in

the seat, his hands hanging linply, staring into space. He was trenbling
uncontrollably and his teeth chattered.

| drove, not paying attention to where | was going, alnost as deeply in shock
as he was. | finally started | ooking at the street signs. | was on Mil hol | and.
| kept going west for a long time, crossed the San D ego Freeway, into the
Santa Moni ca Mountains. The pavement ends a couple of mles past the freeway,
and there's ten or fifteen mles of dirt road before the pavenent picks up
again nearly to Topanga. The road isn't travel ed nmuch, there are no houses on
it, and people don't like to get their cars dusty. | was about in the mddle
of the unpaved section when Detweil er seenmed to cal mdown. | pulled over to
the side of the road and cut the engine. The San Fernando Vall ey was spread
like a carpet of lights bel ow us. The ocean was on the other side of the
nount ai ns.

| sat and watched Detweiler. The trenbling had stopped. He was asl eep or

unconsci ous. | reached over and touched his arm He stirred and clutched at ny
hand. | | ooked at his sleeping face and didn't have the heart to pull my hand
away.

The sun was poki ng over the nountai ns when he woke up. He roused and was



nmonentarily unaware of where he was; then nenory fl ooded back. He turned to
me. The pain and hysteria were gone fromhis eyes. They were oddly peacef ul

"Did you hear hinP" he said softly. "Did you hear himdie?"
"Are you feeling better?"

"Yes. It's all over."

"Do you want to tal k about it?"

H s eyes dropped and he was silent for a nonent. "I want to tell you. But I
don't know how wi t hout you thinking I'ma nonster."

| didn't say anything.

"He ...was ny brother. W were twins. Siamese twins. Al those people who died
so | could stay alive." There was no enotion in his voice. He was detached,
tal ki ng about somneone else. "He kept nme alive. I'll die without him" Hi s eyes
met mne again. "He was insane, | think. | thought at first I'd go mad too,

but | didn't. | think | didn't. | never knew what he was going to do, who he
would kill. I didn't want to know. He was very clever. He always nade it | ook
i ke an accident or suicide when he could. | didn't interfere. | didn't want
to die. W had to have blood. He always did it so there was |lots of blood, so
no one would m ss what he took." H's eyes were going enpty again.

"Why did you need the bl ood?"
"W were never suspected before.”

"Why did you need the bl ood?" | repeated.
"When we were born," he said, and his eyes focused again, "we were joined at
the back. But | grew and he didn't. He stayed little bitty, |ike a baby riding
around on ny back. People didn't like me ...us, they were afraid. My father and
not her too. The old witch-woman | told you about, she birthed us. She seened
al ways to be hangi ng around. When | was eight, ny parents died in a fire. |
think the witch-woman did it. After that | lived with her. She was denented,
but she knew nedici ne and healing. Wien we were fifteen she decided to
separate us. | don't know why. | think she wanted himw thout ne. |I'm sure she
t hought he was an inp fromhell. | alnost died. |1'mnot sure what was w ong.
Apart, we weren't whole. | wasn't whole. He had something | didn't have,

somet hing we' d been sharing. She would' ve let nme die, but he knew and got

bl ood for ne. Hers." He sat staring at me blankly, his mind living the past.

"Way didn't you go to a hospital or something?" | asked, feeling enornmous pity
for the wetched boy.

He smiled faintly. "I didn't know rmuch about anything then. Too many peopl e
were already dead. If 1'd gone to a hospital they'd have wanted to know how
I'd stayed alive so far. Sonetimes I'mglad it's over, and, then, the next
mnute |'mterrified of dying."

"How | ong?"
"I"'mnot sure. |'ve never been nore than three days. | can't stand it any
| onger than that. He knew. He always knew when | had to have it. And he got it

for me. | never helped him™"

"Can you stay alive if you get regul ar transfusions?"



He | ooked at me sharply, fear creeping back. "Please. No!"
"But you'll stay alive."

"In a cage! Like a freak! | don't want to be a freak anynore. It's over. |
want it to be over. Please."

"What do you want ne to do?"

"I don't know. | don't want you to get in trouble."

| looked at him at his face, at his eyes, at his soul. "There's a gun in the
gl ove conmpartnent,” | said.

He sat for a nonment, then solemmly held out his hand. | took it. He shook ny
hand, then opened the gl ove compartnment. He renmpved the gun and slipped out of
the car. He went down the hill into the brush. | waited and waited and never

did hear a shot.

The End



