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Trouble in Santa Teresa

“G"" IS FOR GUMSHOE
By Sue Grafton.
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Henry Holt & Company, $16.95,

By Alex Kozinski

TS May again, which means it's time for another of
3l Sue Graftoo's alphamysteries starring that trendy
[ Southern California detective, Kinsey Millhooe.
M This is, of course, the seventh in the series; for the
Milthone-moaniacs out there who might worry that Ms.
Grafton will stop with G, a publisher’s note reassures us
Uul,evmuwespeak,*beb‘hunungbcrnythmugh

an alphabet of b hazards, and homicides as she
works on ‘H™.” The sel note also tells us that * ‘G’
is for guilt and guile, for greed and grief and the Grim

Reaper.”
1 could hardly wait to get started: it's not every day

of the week, after all, that you find guilt, guile, greed
and grief all in one place, unless, of course, it's Thurs-
" day and you're watching “L.A. Law.” And, sure enough,
what Ms. Grafton has come up with in “'G" Is for
Gumshoe” has all the markings of an "L A Law™
episode. It's slk:k-ndl,ut-pwed.colorfulundowtzm-
porary; it's also devojd of intellectual challenge and

mp&eedyfmuﬂs.ﬁptha@rk&eorbormhy

Sayers it ain't.

Like prior Grafion mysteries, this one starts out in
Santa Teresa, a m town north of Los Angeles
that sounds suspiciously like Santa Barbara, Ms. Graf-

wn'sbmne.l(imcyuqnme.tbeacoptnmedprmw

Abex Kozimsid is & Federal judge who writes fre-
quently abowt books for The Wall Strest Journal

eye, ckes out a living (a meager one, judging from het
spending habits) investigating odd cases. At the begin-
ning of the novel, Millhone has just moved back into ber
apartent, newly renovated after having been blown
up during an attempt on her life. The landlord, an
avuncular type, has dutifully poured all the insurance
money into the remodeling. We are treated to a minute
description of the improvements in Millhone’s apart-
ment, along with ber oohs and aahs of pleasure and
gratitude. You know you are deep in the land of fiction

m
You know you're in the land

of fiction when you find a
landlord willing to rent an
apartment for $200 a month.

when you find a landlord in Southern California willing
to rent a newly renovated apartment.for $200 a month,
particularly .to a tenant known to be a target for

bombers.
No sooner has Millhone moved into her spiffy new

piace than she is caught up in two adventures: she is the
target of an assassin hired by someone she helped put
away In an earlier book, and she is herself hired to find
the whereabouts of the octogenarian mother of a Santa
Teresa resident. As these plot lines wend their way
through the rest of the novel, one strains in vain to find a
common thread. Is the missing mother really the killer
in disguise? Has MilIhone beén sent on a wild goose
chasa 30 the landiond can rent the apartment 1o another
tenant? Nothing of the sort. The subplots twist their

way neatly past each other like the strands of a deuble
belix. One gets the feeling Ms. Grafton pulled the two
stories off a six-and-match list she keeps on a floppy
disk.
Nor are these first-class plots. The psychopatkic
killer who-gets his jollies doing his job is abowt as
origlnalut\mmem&e;tbemysterymvotmun
mother Is & bit more innovative, but would hardly bave
given Hercule Polrot’s gray cells a decent workout.

A new character is added to thé list of regulars
Dietz, the bodyguard Millhone hires to protect her from
the assassin. Aside from his intense (and not exclusive-
ly professional) interest in Millhone’s body, Dietz is
pretty much your standard jock gumshoe — tough,
pmlmhmal.lmmvened—amlduﬂud.mkmdo(
hop&sbe’ﬂgetbhwnanybylhehﬂet,jmﬂoseeﬂbe
has blood or Gatorade flowing through his veins.

Ms. Grafton is obviously a gifted writer. She cer-
tainly knows how to turn a phrase and has a playful eye
for detail. Thus we come face to face with a woman
“with breasts as flat as the flaps on an envelope™ and
join in Kinsey’s ruminations about “what maintenance
wizard came up with the notion of throwing sawdust on
barf,” And, like Tom Wolfe, Ms. Grafton subjects the
world around her to a continuous series of barbs and
observations that ring all too true. Ever bsen stuck in a
dxeapmelwlwretbepeoplenextdoorbavem
doned thermselves to the throes of ecstasy? In one of the
book’s funniest passages, Ms. Grafton gets back at all
those inconsiderate couples who use motel rooms as
sexual concert halls for an unwilling audience.

Putting out a novel every 12 months is an ambitious
undertaking, and Ms. Grafton has probably done as well
with it as anybody could. But what's the rush? Her fans
wiusurelywdttwherwcrm:omemmamoum
keeptngwithherrepuudonundabﬂitia.andsbewm
be far more likely to pick up new followers if she makes
every effort count. O



