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duld_.’ st be myjob.”




olitical correctness may not- be the worst plague to infect
B conternporary culture, but it’s at the top of Andrew Klavan’s list. In a
¥ conversation about his latest novel, “Dynamite Road” (Forge, 2003),
the Santa Barbara-based author ‘teturns to his pet scourge
repea.tedly, ~bemoaning. how excesswely -proper groupthmk has
‘emasculated detective stories. -,

“I.despise the idea that, every charaoter in every story hasto be a

_ sermon on what a small group of intellectuals thinks we should be like,” he says.

- “It’s really as if all American culture has become this big finger, wagging at you.
- Don’t smoke. Be nice. Don’t be macho. That’s unbearable. What I want when 1

read a book or go to the movies is to recognize things I really feel, that I.know
other men feel. You always hear pQOpIe say that art shou]d shock. But they don’t

mean it should shockthem

‘ “Dynamite Road” is the lirst of a series of mys-

teries set in a San Francisco detective agency rnm
by twounshockable anti-heroes who smoke, drink,
cuss and get the job done, Klavan describes Jim

Bishop and Scott Weiss as “Inen who had touched
" evil and seen death and were wise t0 the wheel-

work of the world.” Such-terse descriptions are one

of the pleasures of the frequently brutal, fast-mov-

ing yarn, which aspires to the tradition of Ray-

mond Chandler, James M. Cain and Daghiell Ham— )
mett. The femme fatqle ol “Dynamite Road’f hdsa B

beauty'as powerful and destruetave‘ as Helen of
Troy s. Klavan writes, “Guys fell in love With her.

=, Older guys éspecially. Shie had that Jook, you know

like shejust wafted down from Heaven.”
He has that ook, you know: like he: could handle
afight if he hai to; Deep-voiced and wiry, he’d Jook

meaner if his head were shaved clean. The saltand
. pepper stubble on his:skull and cheekshas a soft-' .
_ening. éffect; dusting him with:4 Iayer of fuzz., He
smiles way too nuch to be copvineing as the bad::
boy artist, he'd like t¢ be. Mayhe the smile belongs -
“to the salesman he dredges up when his pubhsher- B
arranges a bbok tour. The salesman makes Klavan
siek. He can't stop him' from’ smiling, but he'll be -

damned if he'll et him talk pretty.
' Successful novehsts work  in two modes

: .Therels,the solitary phase, when they sequester )

themselves,and write. Then there’s the more pub-

- lie'stage, when they go out to promote fheir crea-
 tion. Kiavan loves the first phase. *It’s not that.I'm

antisocial,” he says, “bul doing radio and TV is a

sales piteh. In & short interview, you might-as well ’

e Alka-Seltzer.”

* In alonger interview, he can explain why resur-

recting the hard-boiled private eye is satisiying
and _im_portant. He can admit that he once denied
crime fiction thé way a man hides a homely date

from his buddies. And he bites the hand that feg”

his 1998 thriller “True-Crime” to Hollywood. *
.1 always think about what James M. Cain said
‘about what Hollywood had done to his books. He

_said, ‘They hayen't done anything t0 my books.
v They're right over there orr the shelf? My ‘experi- -
" enices in Hollywood have been positive. I was
"thnl]ed in a way, to have Cimt EBastwood do. ‘True

Crime,’ because he's represented the kinds of he:

© . ro€s that T like. It was a good script and there are
.. great moments init, but Eastwood made a mistake B

Tounced ani these two big; beard-

: were ra.rsed m New York where

“van says “My father ¥ept the same

‘actually,_ S0 I_ saw him as just like
. anvinsurance salesman, His major

“playing the character, who was a 35-year-old woni-
. anizer. A70-year-old womanizer is not as execiting.”

The other Klavan novel to get major studio
tréatment, 10-yesrs affer it was published, was
“Don’t Say a Word.” Fans of Keith Peterson didn’t
know it was. writteny by one of their faverite au-
thors; because for & Tong time, Klavan was so loath

to be lapeled a mystery writer that he used amum-

bér of pseudonyms Four of his books were written
as Peterson, mc]udmg “The Rain,” which won the
Mystery Wtiters of Amencas 1991 Edgar Award

‘ for “best: paperback “Mrs. White,” given the best

paperback Edgar in 1982, is credited to Margaret
Tracy, bt Wwas wrrtten by Klavan
and his brothier Laurence. “It was
fun when the award was an-

ed guys stood, up,” he says. .
Kiavan and his three brothers

theit her Gene ‘was a popular
radi personahty, a: precursor of
Don Imus, and Howard Stern, Kla— ‘

job for 25 years, ‘which inn radio is
unheard of He weiit towork every.
day, or in the m]ddle of the night,

mﬂuence o _me, for whrch I've
never forg]ven h1m wasto glve me
the impression that I could be a
writer or:an artist and thsit would _
just be my job. M1 had known how hard it is to do
what a -Writer doés, and to make a living at it, T

. probably would have done it anyway, but maybe I

would héve felt forewarned.”
Now 49 Klavan has worked as d newspaper re-

- porter, aradio néws writer and a reader for Colum-

bia chtures but he always wanted to be a novelist.
“T. started out a5 a mystery writer,” he says, “but 1

felt Thad more depth than that and 1 should write’

other: thmgs T-had the idea that literary fiction

wins the pnzes gets the reviews, gets the respect

I’m only Kuman, I wintéd all those things: Myster—,‘

1es were kind: of-a throwaway while I was vmtmg
Very. artrst.}c radrca] small press books at, the same
_timig, And then1 realized that under iy owri name

1wa Wntmgb oks T wouldn’t read, and under ny

NOIR: “Dynamile Road”
is set in San Franciseo. -

- Characters in Andrew Klavan’s “Dynamite Road” smoke, drink and-cuss. Deal with it.

By Mim1 AVINS
Times Staff Writer

pseudonyms I was writing boeks 1 love.

“The story of Ameriean art is about. crities de-
claring that the center is one place, when it’s some-
where else.In music, critics declare that what’sim-
portant is Philip Glass, when it’s really Louis
Armstrong. Who remembers who won the Pulitzer -
Prize the-year “The Maltese Faleon’ was written?
The center in American literature and art has al-
wiys been in the genres and the popular forms.
High culture is a mattér not of height, but of depth

— it’s how deeply into you a work of art strikes.
There was no question in my mind that the kind of
books I loved serve the rich, deep purposes of Lit-

- erature. So eventually T started writing under my

own name. I reached the point where I seriously
ceased to care [about accla.lm] 1just wanted todo
great stuff.”

Once he came out as 4 crime writer, Kjavan was
free to createa series that paid hornage to the con-
ventions of noir fiction. He has completed the sec-
ond Weiss and Bishop novel, and is at work on a
third, “Dynarmte Road” ‘conies comiplete with
hardened-gumshoes, ruthless villains, mysterious
women and a worldview Jurking under the action.
'The story is located in California, of course, be-
canse, Klavan says, “This is a place where the rules
aren’t:set in stone.” o

“Things are not what they seem” isa nearlyuni—

* versal subtext of noir. The philoso-
phy that justifies all that is uiex-

plainable in Robert Towne’s 1974

film noir revival “Chinatown’ is

“Forget it, Jake. It’s Chinatown,”

meaning that place where even
_ bright sunlight can't Muminate
dark secrets: The theme of “Dyna-
mite Road” is defined by the narra-
tor's comment about the villain:
“Ihe -Shadowman was. real
" whether he wa real ornot.” -
. *“The mystery is a good placeto
explore- the imagination: and the
“wily it affects reality,” Klavan says:
" The elaborate p]ot of “Dynannte
.. Road” -revolves around love and,
: m away, honor and pathology. not
moeney. “You can solve every
- Agatha Christie mystery by Know-
ing one thing: Shie believed that no one-ever killed
anyone. -except over money. I disagree,” Klavan
s8yS. “When. peop]e kill'over money it's because of
what they nnagme it does for them. Money is an
tmaginary thing anyway The entire motive.of Dy-
namite Road’ lives in the lmagmatlons of the ehar-
acters. At no. pomt are they fighting OVer -some-
th]ng wmch has a concrete value. That was my
begmmng concept — that it pot hinge on a com-
puter disc or $11 rm]]lon but on peop]e (] percep-
tions of what’s va]uab]e . )

That’s the Sort, ofidea s macho Tnan could con-
temp]ate at the -end of_ ‘a hard_ day of dogging
sleazebags. 'He"d think about it over a bottle of-
scotch and a c1gar even if it wasn't ‘worth- discuss-

" ingwith the s:mple m]nded broad sittingin }ns lap



