Jan 7,1981
Ms. Bastard,
We received your inquiry and are interested in your
case. I have decided to take you on as a client.
I agree that it is highly unusual — perhaps more
than mere coincidence — that these objects were all
abandoned in the same vicinity of Santa Monica.
To officially open a file on your behalf I will need
a non-refundable retainer of $25.00 as well as the
six (6) “elements” you described to me in your
letter.
Thank you for trusting me with this most unusual
information and I look forward to hearing from you.
Warmest Regards,
Griffin Goins
Investigative Associates
1901 Palmgrove Drive
Los Angeles, CA 90017

Jan 9,1981
Ms. Bastard,
I received your six (6) elements in the post today;
however, I am hesitant to begin the investigation
without the agreed-upon fees, which were not
included in your shipment despite my clear request.
I did notice something peculiar about one (1) of the
elements — henceforth known as Element One: Torn
Photograph – something that requires immediate
attention.
The character in the torn photograph is me. You may
not have made the connection, as the image is more
than 15 years old and was taken in my early 20s by
an ex girlfriend whom I haven’t spoken with in over
a decade.
Ms. Bastard, it may not surprise you to read that I
do not believe in serendipity; I do not throw
pennies into wishing wells; I do not read horoscopes
and I do not accept coincidences.
Now I must ask you a question and I’d like an
immediate and honest response: Why did you retain my
services?
Warm Regards,
Griffin Goins
Investigative Associates
1901 Palmgrove Drive
Los Angeles, CA 90017

Jan 13,1981

Ms. Bastard,
Although I have not yet received correspondence from
you regarding my last letter, I have taken small
steps forward on your case.
Upon examining Element Two: Muddy glove, I
discovered a name written on the inside tag: L.
Gerard. A search in the city database revealed that
the glove most likely belonged to Lawrence Gerard of
Calcutta Construction Services in Santa Monica,
California.
I placed a phone call to Calcutta Construction and
spoke with the office manager Shelly Bernquist,
introducing myself as a private investigator. I gave
her a brief description of your project.
Ms. Bernquist told me that Lawrence Gerard hadn’t
shown up for work in three days. I asked if Mr.
Gerard had been sick; she said nobody had heard from
him and that even if he did return to work it would
be unlikely that he’d have a job, as policy requires
workers to schedule any absences.
After putting me on hold for some time, Ms.
Bernquist returned and — to my surprise — suggested
I visit Mr. Gerard’s home address: 2641 Motor Ave,
Culver City.
I will be paying Mr. Gerard a visit tonight at his
home to see how his glove ended up in your
possession alongside my picture.
Regards,
Griffin Goins
Investigative Associates
1901 Palmgrove Drive
Los Angeles, CA 90017

Jan 15,1981
Ms. Bastard,
I visited Mr. Gerard’s residence last evening to
find the front door unlocked and the apartment
empty. Mr. Gerard’s car, however, still occupied the
driveway.
As a licensed investigator I have the right to
trespass without invitation as long as the doors are
not locked.
The apartment had been sparsely decorated and
reflected the taste of a working class bachelor. I
refrained from touching any personal belongings, as
that can change a case, but I did notice a familiar
name scrawled onto the notepad beside the telephone:
BASTARD.
There weren’t exactly hearts drawn around the word,
Ms. Bastard, but I can’t help but wonder about your
relation to Mr. Gerard. It is details like this,
details that should have been shared in our initial
meeting, that cause me to question the authenticity
of your character.
I am going to take a step back from this case until
you provide me the two things I need to proceed: 1.
A reasonable explanation of why your name is on Mr.
Gerard’s notepad and 2. The $25.00 fee.
Duly Yours,
Griffin Goins
Investigative Associates
1901 Palmgrove Drive
Los Angeles, CA 90017

Jan 17,1981
Ms. Bastard,
I did not want to proceed with the investigation;
however, I am now responsible for the information
that has been provided to me, and I cannot ignore
the fact that a seemingly innocent man, Mr. Gerard,
has been missing for three days.
I am currently parked outside of 7772 Hollywood
Blvd, typing you this message on my electronic
typewriter in the passenger seat of my Pontiac.
You may recognize the aforementioned address as the
address listed on Element 4: Scrap Piece of Paper
with Address.
After staking out the residence for nearly two hours
and seeing no activity, I went around the back of
the building and sorted through a bag of trash to
see if I could find any clues pertaining to the
identity of the residents — another legal capability
of licensed investigators.
I found two things of interest. The first was a
couple of crumpled pink boxes of “Valentine’s
Exchange Card Candy Kits” … the type kids take to
school and leave on each others’ desks on
Valentine’s Day. These Valentine’s Kits were the
same kits advertised on Element 5: Newspaper Coupon
for Valentine’s Exchange Card Candy Kits.
The second notable item I discovered in the bag of
trash was a piece of mail addressed to “Lawrence and
Naomi Gerard.”
Just then a Volkswagen pulled into the driveway and
I ducked behind a dumpster. A woman and two children
— both young boys between the ages of 8 and 12 —
climbed out of the car.
To my astonishment I recognized the woman to be
Naomi Klause, my lover from college. I hadn’t seen
her in 17 years but I couldn’t forget her jade eyes.

It seems that Naomi Klause married Lawrence Gerard
and had two children.
But why would Lawrence Gerard have a second home in
Culver City?
This question led me to an obvious answer. It is my
assumption that you, Ms. Bastard, were having an
affair with a married man. It is not clear why you’d
want me to undergo a wild goose chase just to
discover unsavory details about my own client.
I am not in the business of doing people’s dirty
laundry. That said, I am turning my back on this
case. Consider this case closed.
Griffin Goins
Investigative Associates
1901 Palmgrove Drive
Los Angeles, CA 90017

Jan 21,1981
Ms. Bastard,
I write you this letter in a state of great concern.
Returning to my office at roughly 18:45 this evening
I was met by an unexpected guest: Los Angeles
Homicide Detective Officer Orlando Brigby.
Apparently one of Mr. Gerard’s neighbors reported my
license plate when they saw me parked outside he and
his wife’s home.
Furthermore, Mr. Brigby notified me that Mr.
Gerard’s body turned up this morning on the banks of
the Los Angeles River — dead — with a railroad spike
in his head.
Naturally this caused me to reach for your file to
share with Officer Brigby; however, to my own
dismay, I discovered that your file — aka: my alibi
— had disappeared, and with it — Element 3: Rusty
Railroad Spike.
With due suspicion, Officer Brigby took my
fingerprints. I am now a primary suspect in the
murder of Lawrence Gerard. If the railroad spike
used to kill Mr. Gerard has my fingerprints on it—
which it certainly does — then I will be arrested
and possibly pinned with a crime I did not commit.
It seems quite obvious to me, Ms. Bastard, that you
are the one the police should be questioning. If I
get called in for questioning please do not be
surprised if I divulge every detail of your case
with law enforcement officials.
Duly,
Griffin Goins
Investigative Associates
1901 Palmgrove Drive
Los Angeles, CA 90017

Jan 27,1981

Dear Mr. Goins,
I apologize for my delayed response. I forgot to mention during our
initial meeting that I’d be taking a skiing trip to Vail for the majority
of the month. I departed Los Angeles the same day I sent the package
to your office containing the six elements.
When I returned home I found my P.O. Box filled with your letters
containing several accusations regarding my involvement with this
murder you’ve found yourself wrapped up in.
I assure you, Mr. Goins, that I had no relation to Mr. Gerard; I had
NO IDEA that it was you in the picture and I could not foresee any of
the unbelievable events that followed. I cannot explain why my name
was scrawled on the notepad in Mr. Gerard’s apartment. I will remind
you though, that the word “Bastard” is more than a surname in this
country.
I am tremendously sorry that you’ve become a suspect in a murder
you may or may not have committed. That was clearly never my
intention. I am simply an artist and wanted to see if a professional
investigator could make sense out of six unrelated items that I found
during a morning walk in Santa Monica.
I respect your beliefs, Mr. Goins; however, what you’re currently
involved in is nothing more than an elaborate coincidence. Please let
me know if I can be of any help.
Sincerely,
Pauline Bastard
PS. Please find enclosed a check for $25.00, to settle any outstanding
debts. I meant to enclose this in the original package. My apologies.

August 13th, 1981
Dear Griffin Goins, P.I.,
This is Homicide Detective Orlando Brigby. I was
told to contact you with any “good news” regarding
the murder of Lawrence Gerard.
About 5 months ago a woman by the name of Pauline
Bastard came to my office with an orange notecard
and a pigeon.
Ms. Bastard insisted that the orange notecard would
help reveal who murdered Mr. Gerard. She also told
me that she’d retained your services for an art
project.
The notecard contained almost no legible writing;
however, I could make out a few words: “The Darkest
Hour/The Debut.” I made some phone calls and
determined that a second-rate movie titled The
Darkest Hour premiered in Hollywood on March 7th.
I promised Ms. Bastard that I would attend the
premier. She left the office, leaving me with the
notecard and your pigeon.
On the evening of March 7th I ended my day early and
drove to Hollywood for the event, which began at
7pm. I arrived at the ticket office at 5pm to
arrange for my presence at the movie.
While waiting in line I noticed something unusual on
the marquee: 1981 US Construction Safety Award:
Calcutta Construction Services.
I immediately recognized the name Calcutta
Construction Services as Mr. Gerard’s employer. I
flashed my badge and entered the building.
Inside, Lorenzo Calcutta stood at a podium and
accepted the award for having the “highest safety
standards among any construction company in the
United States.” He accredited the company’s stellar
safety practices for securing millions of dollars in

business in the years to come, including several new
high rises — Calcutta’s specialty.
I decided not to stay for the movie premier; instead
I went to the coroner’s office and requested an
autopsy be done on the body of Mr. Gerard, which had
been buried in the Woodlawn Cemetery.
My suspicions were confirmed when the autopsy showed
that Mr. Gerard had been dead three days by the time
the railroad spike entered his skull.
The cause of his death was not the railroad spike,
but internal bleeding caused by a severely broken
back.
This type of injury is typical of construction
workers who fall from high buildings. Accidents like
this don’t reflect well on the “Safest Construction
Company in America” two weeks before their national
award reception.
You will be pleased to know that this morning
Lorenzo Calcutta was sentenced to 4 years in prison
for manslaughter in the 1st degree and conspiring to
conceal the death of Lawrence Gerard from law
enforcement. His alleged accomplice, Ms. Shelly
Bernquist, begins trial next week.
The charges against you have been dropped and you’re
safe to come home.
Sincerely,

Orlando Brigby
Homicide Detective, LAPD
14th Precinct
100 W. 1st Street
Los Angeles, CA 90012

August 29th, 1981
Ms. Bastard,
The pigeon arrived last week with a letter from
Officer Brigby notifying me that the charges have
been dropped. Thank you for your help.
I still do not know why you found my torn picture on
the street in Santa Monica; I do not know why you
chose me to be your investigator and I do not know
why Mr. Gerard married my ex-girlfriend, Naomi.
This case has taught me to look at things
differently. I now throw pennies into wishing wells;
I read my horoscope daily and I accept coincidences.
I have no intentions of returning home, as I am
content for the first time in many years. I have
found home on an island off the Pacific coast of
Panama.
What I find most shocking, Ms. Bastard, is that from
where I’m standing the entire case looks like
serendipity.
Thank you again. If you ever find yourself in the
area, you know where to find me.
Warmest Regards,
Griffin Goins
118 Ocean Boulevard
Boca Bravo Island
Panama

