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Remaindered 
by LEE GOLDBERG 
 
 

The voice of a new generation sat at the end of aisle 14, where the house wares 

department ended and the book section began. He peered over the neat stack of paperbacks on 

the table in front of him and, once again, as politely as he could, told the irritable woman in the 

orange tank top and slouchy breasts that he had absolutely no idea where she could find wart 

remover. 

“You’re not being much of a help,” she snapped, leaning one hand on her shopping cart, 

which was filled with disposable diapers, Weight Watchers Frozen Dinners, Captain Crunch, a 

sack of dry dog food, a box of snail poison and three rolls of paper towel. “Look at this, it’s 

doubled in size just this week.” 

She thrust a finger in his face, making sure he got a good look at the huge wart on her 

knuckle. 

“I don’t work here,” he replied. 

“Then what are you doing sitting at a help desk?” 

“This isn’t a help desk. I’m an author,” he said. “I’m autographing my book.” 
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She seemed to notice the books for the first time and picked one up. “What’s it about?” 

He hated that question. That’s what book covers were for. 

“It’s about an insomniac student who volunteers for a sleep study and falls into an erotic 

relationship with a female researcher that leads to murder.” 

“Are there cats in it?” she asked, flipping through the pages. 

“Why would there be a cat in it?” 

“Because cats make great characters,” she dropped his book back on the stack, dismissing 

it and him with that one economical gesture. “Don’t you read books?” 

“I do,” he replied. “I must have missed the ones with cats.” 

“I like cat books, especially the ones where they solve murders. If you’re smart, you’ll 

write a cat book.” And with that, she adjusted her bra strap and rolled away in search of a potion 

to eradicate her warts.  

The way things were going, maybe a cat book was the way to go. Things certainly 

couldn’t get any worse than they already were. 

He was wrong about that. 

“Attention K-Mart shoppers,” blared a shaky voice over the loudspeakers. “We’re 

pleased to welcome best-selling author Kevin Dangler, the voice of a new generation, who is 

signing his latest book, Twisted Sheets, on aisle fourteen. Be sure to stop by and say hello, and on 

your way, don’t forget to visit our garden center, where a flat of spring color is only $9.99.” 

He laid his head down on his arms and cursed God for his cruelty. One day, you’re 

signing books in New York alongside Elmore Leonard and Sue Grafton for hundreds of adoring 

readers, and the next, you’re sitting in a K-Mart in Spokane, competing for attention against a 

tray of bargain begonias. And losing. 
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It was hardly the future he envisioned when his first novel, Frost Bite, burst on the 

literary scene five years ago with a starred review in Publishers Weekly declaring him “the 

reincarnation of James M. Cain at the peak of his literary powers.” A front-page rave from The 

New York Times Book Review anointed him “the voice of a new generation.” 

His wife Janine, who had supported them both for years as a legal secretary, abruptly quit 

her job, flushed her birth control pills down the toilet, and demanded immediate impregnation. 

Giddy with success, Kevin enthusiastically complied. 

Frost Bite landed on the New York Times bestseller list for a week, just long enough to 

sell the paperback rights for six figures and justify calling himself a best-selling author for the 

rest of his life. 

One year, five hardcover printings, one new house, two BMWs, and one colicky baby girl 

later, his second novel came out. Personally, Kevin thought Do Unto Others was his best work, 

an opinion not shared by Publisher’s Weekly, which called “the phone book a thriller by 

comparison.” Kirkus Reviews lambasted it as “478 page suicide note for a once-promising 

writing career.” Entertainment Weekly wondered if the author had “undergone a previously 

undisclosed lobotomy after finishing his last book.” The New York Times ignored it altogether. 

It surprised nobody but Kevin when Do Unto Others tanked, remaindered to $1.99 

oblivion in just six weeks. He was immediately written off as a one-hit wonder. 

Kevin set out to prove them wrong and started writing a new novel. In the meantime, his 

enthusiastic spending caught up with him, forcing him to downsize. He traded the house for an 

apartment and the Beemers for Daewoos, assuring his furious wife he’d buy it all back with the 

big money from his third book. 

But his publisher rejected Twisted Sheets, and so did seven others. His wife decided it 
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was time that the voice of a new generation went to work in her father’s shoe store. 

Frantic, Kevin finally sold his book for $7500 to a paperback house best known for 

churning out an endless series of occult romances by an author who died twenty years ago. 

The instant Twisted Sheets came out, Kevin fled in his Daewoo on a self-arranged book 

tour. He partly financed his cross-country trek by selling autographed, fifth editions of Frost 

Bite, which he bought for a buck and, when he could, sold out of his trunk for $20. 

For the last two months, he’d been signing anywhere and any place, desperate to spark 

word-of-mouth, willing to do anything but have to return to his nagging wife and wailing kid and 

the nightmarish prospect of selling Florsheims for the rest of his life. 

“I can’t believe you’re here,” a woman said softly, almost whispering. 

“Neither can I,” he replied, his face still on the table. 

Kevin wearily lifted his head and saw a woman in her early 20s, dressed casually in white 

sweat pants and a tight-fitting, sleeveless t-shirt, the words READ BETWEEN THE LINES 

emblazoned across her boyish chest. Her short, blond hair was tussled in that just-got-out-of-bed 

way, which made him think of her in bed and all the things she might have done to tussle her 

hair. 

Kevin started to perspire. She handed him a copy of Frost Bite, the book jacket carefully 

protected in a clear, plastic cover. “Would you sign this for me?” 

She brought a book with her. That meant she actually came here specifically to see him. 

To a K-mart. This could be the turning point. A small sign from God that things were starting to 

go his way. 

“Of course,” he eagerly snatched the book from her and opened it to the title page. It was 

a first edition. She must have had it for years. At last, a fan. They were finally coming out of 
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hibernation. 

“Who should I make it out to?” he asked. 

“To Megan.” 

As an afterthought, she picked up one of the paperbacks and set it in front of him. “And 

this one, too, please.” 

“My pleasure.” And, he could have said, a tremendous relief. In fact, that’s almost what 

he inscribed in her copy of Frost Bite. Instead he wrote: To Megan, who reminded me why I 

became a writer. 

“I’ve wanted to meet you for so long. I think you’re the greatest writer,” she bounced 

nervously, watching him sign her book. “This is kind of embarrassing for me to admit, but it’s 

the sexiest book I’ve ever read.” 

Kevin looked up at her again, her unfettered bosom directly in front of his eyes. Self-

conscious, he quickly shifted his gaze to her face. She was blushing. 

“I’m very flattered,” he said, leaving out the fact that he was also very excited. 

“I really mean it. I used to make my ex-boyfriend read it to me before we made love,” she 

said, a little breathlessly. “I think that was one of the reasons we split up. That, and he doesn’t 

like books.” 

“All books, or just mine?” he closed Frost Bite, admiring again the careful way she’d 

folded the plastic cover over the jacket, and opened the paperback to inscribe it. 

“I’m a librarian. I also collect signed, first edition mysteries. I have hundreds of them,” 

she replied. “But there’s only one I keep beside my bed.” 

He cleared his throat and glanced up at her chest again. A bead of sweat rolled down his 

back. She was the most attractive librarian he’d ever seen. “It must be a very impressive 
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collection.” 

“Would you like to see it?” she asked tentatively. 

Kevin looked back down at the paperback, as if hesitating over what to sign instead of 

fantasizing about what a peek at her collection could lead to. 

He was hundreds of miles from home. His wife would never know. And didn’t he 

deserve just a little appreciation after all the humiliation he’d endured? 

Kevin smiled. “I’ll finish up here and meet you in the parking lot in ten minutes.” 

 

# # # 

 

It was 102 degrees outside, so Kevin cranked up the Daewoo’s air conditioner, the 

occasional puffs of lukewarm air it produced straining the four cylinder engine so much, he had a 

hard time keeping up with Megan at thirty miles per hour. 

He followed her pristine, ’91 Cutlass through Spokane, where KFC was still called 

Kentucky Fried Chicken, every other car seemed to be an old Ford pick-up with a camper lid, 

and everybody he saw had a Budweiser cap. 

His readers weren’t here. They were hanging out in funky coffee houses or laying on the 

beach in Hawaii or recovering from plastic surgery or jetting across the Atlantic in business 

class. They weren’t eating at Arby’s and living in motor homes. 

All the more proof that Megan was a sign. No, a miracle. She was the fishing boat that 

spotted your life raft just before you were going to eat the other survivors. 

Megan led him to a tiny, ranch-style home in a forty year old housing tract, the decaying 

rubble of the baby boom. She rolled her Cutlass into the carport and hurried to the front door. He 
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pulled up to the curb and when he got out, she was already inside the house, holding the screen 

door open for him. 

“Come on in,” she said enthusiastically. “I’ll get you a beer.” 

As long as you don’t bring me the hat to go with it, he thought. “That would be nice.” 

She stepped aside to let him through, forcing him to squeeze past her to get inside, his 

body brushing hers so closely, he could feel the heat off her skin. 

He was still enjoying the sensation when he got his first look at her place. It was like 

stepping into a small town library. The walls were lined, from floor to ceiling and around the 

windows, with those white Ikea screw-and-glue bookcases, each shelf containing an orderly row 

of hardcovers, all protected in clear, plastic jackets. He wondered if she had her own card catalog 

to go with it. 

A leather couch, a recliner, and a coffee table were crammed closely together in what 

little space remained in the room. Comfort seemed secondary to collecting books. 

“It probably seems crummy compared to your mansion,” she said apologetically, heading 

for the kitchen. 

“There’s no place nicer than a room full of books.” 

Why ruin it for her? She didn’t have to know he was living in a two bedroom apartment 

with one bath. 

Kevin made a slow circle of the room, cocking his head to one side to read the titles on 

the shelves. She had books from all the biggest names in mysteries, from Block to Westlake. 

They couldn’t all be signed. 

He pulled a book out at random. Blood Work. It was a first edition. To Megan, this one is 

from the heart. Michael Connelly. He grabbed another. Get Shorty. First edition, signed by 
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Elmore Leonard. To Megan, with appreciation. 

Wow. 

Kevin put the book back just as Megan came out of the kitchen, a cold bottle of Bud in 

each hand. 

“This is an amazing collection,” he took the bottle she offered him. 

“I’m into books.” She sat across from him on the arm of the couch. 

“No kidding. I had no idea so many authors signed in Spokane.” 

“They don’t,” she grinned mischievously. “I have to chase them down.” 

“Really?” he grinned back, taking a drink. 

“I go to all the big mystery conventions and stand in a lot of lines,” she said. “But it’s 

worth it to just to meet the authors.” 

“Why?” 

“Because they’ve let me see what they see, feel what they feel, dream what they dream. 

You can’t get more intimate than that. I want them to know who’ve they’ve touched and, if I can, 

touch them back.” 

Megan took a swallow of beer, tilting her head back. She had a wonderful neck, long and 

slender, and she caught him looking it. She smiled. “This is unreal, you standing here in my 

house.” 

“It’s probably even more exciting for me.” 

“I don’t know how that can be. I mean, who am I?” 

Kevin knew exactly what to say. She’d practically given him the words herself. He set 

down his beer on a shelf and took a step towards her. 

“The warm breath on my neck when I feel the most alone, the gentle caress along my arm 
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when I think I’m lost. The presence I’ve always felt standing just behind me when I write,” he 

said softly. “I always thought it was just my imagination. Now I know it’s not. Now I know that 

all this time, it was you.” 

It was such a load of crap. It was all he could do to say it without laughing. But he could 

see that it was working, a slow flush creeping across her face. Megan rose from the couch and 

took his hand. 

“Let me show you where I keep your book,” she said huskily. 

Megan led him down a short hallway to the bedroom. There were bookcases on every 

wall there, too, with barely enough room for a full-size bed and a nightstand, her copy of Frost 

Bite already in place. He wondered how she got it back there so fast. 

She let go of his hand, slowly lifted her shirt over her head and fell back on the bed. 

“Read to me,” she whispered. 

 

# # # 

 

He’d never done so much for so long and so many times. It was eight hours of carnal 

calisthenics. And now, well into the night, he lay on her bed, his skin sticky with sweat and 

saliva, feeling as empty and as fulfilled as he’d ever been. 

She crawled to the end of the bed and stood up. 

“You going to get us some more beers?” he asked. 

“No, I’m getting the book.” 

“It’s right here,” he picked up Frost Bite off the nightstand and dropped it on the bed. 

“But I’m gonna need a break before I read you any more.” 
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“That’s not the book I’m looking for.” 

Megan strode naked to one of the bookcases, giving Kevin the chance to admire her bare 

back. He never thought shoulder blades were sexy before. She was changing his outlook on a lot 

of things. 

She reached behind a row of hardcovers, pulled out a small diary and brought it back to 

the bed. “I want you to sign my autograph book.” 

He grinned. “Haven’t I given you enough to remember me by?” 

She opened the drawer of her nightstand, found a pen, and handed it to him with the 

diary. “This is my book of love.” 

“Your what?” his grin evaporated. 

“These are all signatures of writers who first shared their dreams, and later their love, 

with me.” 

He opened the book. It was full of signatures and dates. Men and women. It was like 

thumbing through the bestseller lists for the last decade. What possessed these people to sign? 

Didn’t they know what this diary was? Maybe they thought it was a harmless way to shut her up. 

Whatever their reasons were, he wasn’t making the same mistake. Not if there was a 

chance his wife could find out what his signature meant. If Janine left him, there would be no 

one to work while he wrote, no father-in-laws with shoe fortunes to borrow money from. And he 

certainly couldn’t afford alimony and child support, not without getting a job. 

“I can’t sign it,” he thrust the book back into her hands. 

“You won’t sign my book of love?” she was shocked. 

“It wouldn’t be right,” he said. 

“Why not?” Her voice cracked. 
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He tried to be gentle, to appeal to her sensitive, adoring side. “This is our private 

moment, just for the two of us. I don’t want to share it with anyone else.” 

“But I do,” she said. “I’m so happy, I want to run down the street shouting for everyone 

to hear.” 

“No.” 

“I want everyone to know that I touched you the way you touched me.” 

“Megan, you can’t do that,” he said, realizing the instant after he spoke that was the 

wrong approach. He knew what her weaknesses were. He should take advantage of them. 

“I’m proud of what we have,” she said, hurt turning to anger now. 

“So am I, which is why I am going to honor it and cherish it by keeping it only for 

myself.” 

“That’s selfish,” she said, stunning him. “Sharing a great experience with others spreads 

the joy and makes the world a better place.” 

“I don’t want you to spread the joy,” he said firmly. “You can’t spread this joy.” 

“I will, starting right now,” she got to her feet. 

“What are you doing?” 

“I’m going to send an email to my entire buddy list,” Megan said. “In a few minutes, the 

joy will be out there.” 

“No!” 

But she was already starting to go. Without even thinking, he picked up his book and 

whacked her across the head. It felt so good, he just kept doing it even after she hit the floor. 

Spread the joy? Whack. What sort of insanity is that? Whack. You don’t have a career. 

Whack. You don’t have a reputation. Whack. You won’t be plunged into a financial abyss from 
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which there is no escape. Whack. You. Whack. Crazy. Whack. Psycho. Whack. Bitch! Whack. 

By the time he got a hold of himself, the only thing Megan was spreading was a pool of 

blood on the carpet. Kevin looked at the bloody book in his hand, and suddenly realized just 

what he had done. He felt her pulse. 

She was dead all right. 

He dropped the book on the floor and sat on the edge of the bed, shocked at how fast his 

life had turned to crap. What was he going to do now? 

Think. 

He stared straight ahead. 

That’s when his gaze fell on a row of books on a bottom shelf. They were books about 

writing. Mystery writing, to be exact. 

So, she wanted to be a writer, too. Another dark side of her personality he didn’t catch. 

He stepped over to the bookcase and scanned the titles. One of them jumped right out at 

him: A Writers Guide to Crime Scene Investigation. He yanked it off the shelf and thumbed 

through it. 

It’s was a mother lode of good advice for the unprepared murderer. According to the 

guide, the biggest thing he had to worry about were fingerprints and anything they could pull his 

DNA from. 

They’d used condoms, that was good. He’d have to get rid of those. And the beer bottles. 

It’d probably be a good idea to wash the sheets and make the bed, too. 

What else? 

The book was full of helpful suggestions. First, he gathered up all the sheets and his 

clothes and stuck them in the washing machine. Then he went into the kitchen, found a pair of 
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rubber dish gloves, a bottle of Lysol, some paper towels and a garbage bag. 

Kevin dumped all the beer bottles and condoms into the Hefty bag, then sprayed Lysol on 

every surface he touched or might have touched, including the copies of Get Shorty and Blood 

Work, wiping them clean. 

After that, he transferred the laundry to the dryer and vacuumed the entire house, 

removing the vacuum bag afterwards and putting it in the trash with everything else. 

By then the laundry was done. Kevin emptied the lint tray into the garbage, got dressed 

and made the bed. 

He’d never cleaned anything so thoroughly in his life. If Janine saw this, she’d put him to 

work in their house. Of course, she’d have to be dead, too, before he’d let that happen. 

Now it was time to consider the murder weapon. That was a problem. Obviously, he 

couldn’t leave the book. But if he took it, someone might notice it was gone, particularly if it was 

true that it was the only book she left by her bed. Her ex-boyfriend would certainly know it was 

missing. 

There was a simple solution. 

He dropped the book into the Hefty bag, cinched it closed and carried it to the front door, 

which he opened just a crack to see if anyone was on the street. There was no one around and 

nobody had their lights on, pretty much what he expected at 3 am. 

Kevin hurried to his car, opened the trunk, and took a copy of Frost Bite from the box 

inside. Then he stuffed the Hefty bag into the car, closed the trunk as gently and quietly as he 

could, and crept back into the house. 

Still wearing the rubber gloves, he searched the place until her found Megan’s stash of 

plastic Brodart jacket protectors, carefully folding one around the Frost Bite cover. 
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Kevin put the book back on her nightstand and was about to turn away, when a question 

occurred to him. Should he sign it? 

If he didn’t, there would be nothing tying him to her. He’d walk away totally clean. Then 

again, what if she told someone she was going to get it signed? What if someone saw her at the 

K-mart? 

The more he thought about it, the safer, and smarter, it seemed to sign it. Besides, no 

killer would leave his autograph behind. That alone was almost like an alibi. 

He started to pick up the book with his gloves when he realized that would be a big 

mistake. His fingerprints, and hers, should be all over the book. So Kevin picked up the book 

with bare hands, took her pen, and signed it. 

To Megan, a true book lover. 

Kevin pocketed the pen, to dispose of later with the rest of the trash, put on his gloves 

again, then crouched down beside Megan’s corpse and slapped her hands on the book a few 

times. 

He returned the book to the nightstand. There was no easy way to take his fingerprints off 

her diary, so he took it with him to destroy later. 

Kevin put the handy Writers Guide to Crime Scene Investigation back in its place and left 

the house, pleased and a little bit proud of himself at having committed such a flawless murder. 

There might even be a book in the experience some day. 

Rather than check into a hotel for the rest of the night, he drove on to the next town on 

his signing schedule, ditching most of the trash in scattered bins on his way out of the city. When 

he was a good hundred or so miles south of Spokane, he pulled off the highway and drove down 

a dirt road for a while, well out of sight of anyone, before stopping. 
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Kevin got out, dug a little hole, and burned the book and the diary, spreading the ashes in 

the wind like the remains of a cremated friend. 

 

# # # 

 

“Attention K-Mart shoppers. It’s picnic season, and to celebrate, buy a family bag of your 

favorite snack chips and get one free! Then you can sample our onion dip and meet best-selling 

author Kevin Dangler, who’s signing his new book Twisted Sheets. Welcome him to Walla 

Walla and get his book for 30% off!” 

A gangly man, shirtless under denim overalls, abruptly steered his shopping cart to 

Kevin’s table, where the voice of a new generation sat behind a stack of books and a bucket of 

chips, forcing himself to read the first chapter of The Nine Lives of Purrlock Holmes, currently 

number three on New York Times paperback bestseller list. 

“Are you Kevin Dangler?” the man asked, snagging a complimentary potato chip and 

raking it through the complimentary bowl of onion spread. 

No, I’m the Kevin Dangler imposter who goes from one K-Mart to another enjoying the 

vicarious thrill of not selling any books. 

“Yes, I am,” Kevin said. 

“I liked Frost Bite.” 

“Thank you.” 

“But your last two books really sucked,” the man shoved the chip in his mouth and 

grabbed another greasy handful of them out of the bucket. “Welcome to Walla Walla.” 

The man pushed his cart away, munching chips and leaving a wake of crumbs. Kevin 
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stared after him, seriously considering whether to commit his second murder in two days. Maybe 

it’s true what they say: it does get easier after the first time. 

“If it makes you feel better, I can have his car towed,” someone said. 

Kevin turned to see a pot-bellied man in a Hawaiian shirt and khaki slacks, holding a 

paper bag. 

“You can do that?” Kevin asked. 

“It’s the least of my super-powers,” the man set the bag down on the table, reached into 

his pocket, and pulled out a leather wallet, which he flipped open to reveal an ID card and a 

badge. “You’d be surprised what a homicide detective can do.” 

Kevin stared at the ID. Detective Bud Flanek. From Spokane. He felt all the blood drain 

from his face and wondered if the cop could see it. 

“You’re a long way from home,” Kevin said, trying hard to keep his voice even and 

calm. 

This could be a coincidence. They happen. There wouldn’t be a word for it if they didn’t. 

“It’s about a four hour drive,” Flanek replied, shoving his badge back in his pocket. “You 

could make it in less time, but I like to stop in Lewiston for a burger on the way.” 

“What brings you to K-mart?” 

“You, Mr. Dangler. I missed you when you were in town and I’m a big fan.” 

“Really?” Kevin’s heart was pounding so loud, he was certain Flanek could hear it. He 

took a paperback off the stack and opened it up to the title page. “Well, let me hurry up and sign 

a book for you. I know you’ve got a long trip back home.” 

“You know what I like best about your books? You really get inside the killers head. 

Gives me some insight, let me tell you,” Flanek said. “I’ve often thought about calling you up for 
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advice.” 

“That’s very flattering,” Kevin motioned to the book with the tip of his pen. “How would 

you like me to sign your book?” 

“As a matter of fact, I’m working on an unusually difficult case right now,” Flanek 

continued. “This librarian was murdered in her own home, hit over the head with a blunt 

instrument. We don’t have any idea why.” 

Kevin looked up from the book. Flanek was smiling jovially, just a friendly fan who 

couldn’t stop talking. But Kevin knew a cat-and-mouse game when he saw one. The key was to 

keep his cool. They had nothing on him, he saw to that. 

“Surely the killer must have left fingerprints, a hair, something you can go on.” 

Flanek shook his head. “That’s what’s so strange. It was like she was killed by a ghost. 

Whoever did it wiped the place clean.” 

Kevin almost sighed with relief, before catching himself and turning it into a cough 

instead. “What about witnesses?” 

“We aren’t that lucky,” Flanek absently scratched his belly. “Tell me, what would you do 

if you were writing this as a story? How would you catch the guy?” 

What does he expect me to do, confess? 

“In fiction, the killer always makes a mistake,” Kevin replied. “The subtle, behavioral 

ones are the best—much more satisfying and dramatic than a forensic clue.” 

Flanek smiled, nodding his head in agreement. “That’s why I like your books so much, 

especially your first one.” 

Everybody’s a book critic, Kevin thought. 

“Did I mention this librarian collected books?” Flanek said. “Signed first editions.” 
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“It’s a good hobby,” Kevin said. “Keeps guys like me in business.” 

“Funny thing is, out of hundreds of books, she only had one that wasn’t a first edition.” 

The detective reached into his paper bag and pulled out a hardcover copy of Frost Bite, 

wrapped in a nice, plastic cover. He opened it to Kevin’s signature. 

“This one,” Flanek said. 

Kevin stared at the book in disbelief, stunned by his own stupidity. 

“It’s a fifth printing,” Flanek said, “just like the rest of the books in your trunk.” 

It wasn’t enough to convict him, but Kevin knew the rest would fall into place now. 

Security camera videos from the K-Mart would probably put Kevin and Megan together, maybe 

even show him following her out of the parking lot. That was just a start. If Flanek could spot the 

difference between a first and fifth edition, he had the ability to build a strong, circumstantial 

case against him. 

Flanek glanced over Kevin’s shoulder. Kevin turned to see two uniformed officers 

standing a polite distance away, hands near their holsters. 

Kevin sighed, resigned to his fate. He wasn’t the first author ruined by a remaindered 

book, but he’d certainly be the most memorable. 

He looked back at Flanek. “Would you still like me to sign your book?” 

Flanek nodded. “Please.” 

Kevin had no trouble coming up with an appropriate inscription. 

To Detective Flanek, who caught all my mistakes. 
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LEE GOLDBERG 
 

 
 

Lee Goldberg is an ex-Navy SEAL, freelance Sexual 

Surrogate and a professional Pierce Brosnan impersonator.  

Okay, that's not true. But he wants this biography to be 

really exciting, so pay attention. If things bog down, I've been 

instructed to add a car chase or some explicit sex.  

Here's the real story. Lee Goldberg writes books and 

television shows.  

He put himself through UCLA as a freelance journalist, writing for such publications as 

American Film, Starlog, Newsweek, The Los Angeles Times Syndicate, The Washington Post and 

The San Francisco Chronicle (He also wrote erotic letters to the editor for Playgirl at $25-a-

letter, but he doesn't tell people about that, he just likes to boast about those "tiffany" credits).  

He published his first book .357 Vigilante (as "Ian Ludlow," so he'd be on the shelf next 

to Robert Ludlum) while he was still a UCLA student. His subsequent books include the non-

fiction books Successful Television Writing and Unsold Television Pilots as well as the novels 

My Gun Has Bullets and The Man With The Iron-On Badge.  

Goldberg broke into television with writing for Spenser: For Hire. His subsequent 

writing & producing credits include SeaQuest, Hunter, Martial Law, Diagnosis Murder, Nero 
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Wolfe, Baywatch, Missing, and Monk, earning him two Edgar Award nominations from the  

Mystery Writers of America.  

His two careers, novelist and TV writer, merged when he began writing the Diagnosis 

Murder series of original novels, based on the hit TV series that he also wrote and produced. 

And he also writes novels based on Monk, another show he's worked on.  

But perhaps he's best known for his pioneering work mapping the human genome and 

negotiating the North American Free Trade Agreement.  

Goldberg lives in Los Angeles with his wife and his daughter. 
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