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AN OLD FRIEND - THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB

By MicHAEL L. Cook

With the close of 1974, the Detective Book Club will have published 409 triple-volumes
of mystery and detective stories, over an unbroken period of thirty-two years. The Club was
launched with a full-page test advertisement in the New York Times on February 15, 1942, offer-
ing charter memberships with the right to obtain monthly triple-volume selections for $1.89
plus postage. There was no free offer or speciai introductory price. The first volume offered
included The Case of the Empty Tin, a Perry Mason story by Erle Stanley Gardner, Evil Under the
Sun, a Hercule Poirot tale by Agatha Christie, and A Pinch of Poison, a Mr. and Mrs. North
novel by Frances and Richard Lockridge. With the exception of minor changes in binding, and
the original dust-jacket design becoming the cover design, the triple-volumes have continued
unchanged. Inflation has caused a change in price, to the present cost of $3.89 plus postage,
but new membership offers have become more liberal, now offering eleven complete mystery and
detective novels for $1.00 plus mailing charges.

With the firm conviction that "good literature could and should be made available at
reasonable prices which people of moderate means could afford to pay,"l Walter J. Black,
founder of the Detective Book Club, started his first publishing venture in 1923. This was a
limp-leather one-volume edition of Shakespeare, offered in a New York Herald advertisement on
Sunday, November 11, 1923, for $4.95. With only $600 saved from his salary by his wife, Elsie
J. Black, and the belief that a one-volume Shakespeare could be sold by mail, Walter J. Black
rented a small office at 7 West 42nd Street, in Manhattan, using the name "Plymouth Publishing
Company." This was named after Mrs. Black's father's Brooklyn butcher shop, Plymouth Market.

Miss Sue M. Gorman, now the firm's Chairman of the Board, joined Mr. Black that first
year, followed shortly by Miss Marion C. Day, retired Senior Vice-President, and Miss Genevieve
M. Carter, now Executive Vice-President and Secretary. The company's name was changed to Wal-
ter J. Black Co. in 1926 and incorporated in 1927, moving to larger quarters at 171 Madison
Avenue. During the Depression, Walter J. Black, Inc. moved into department-store sales, with
Mr. Black himself traveling to sell low-priced classics to the stores. The company moved to
Two Park Avenue in 1934, then to the McGraw-Hill building at 330 West 42nd Street in 1938, as
a serious, prolonged illness prostrated Mr. Black and brought the firm to the brink of failure.

With the introduction of the Book Coupon Exchange the firm recovered. Under this plan,
books were sold at low prices to newspaper readers who clipped coupons and presented them at
neighborhood stationery stores. With the change to handling the coupons by mail again, in
1941, the operation became America's first specialized book club, The Classics Club. Shortly
after this, with the country at war, The Detective Book Club was formed to broaden the opera-
tions.

A move to One Park Avenue, an address still familiar to many of the Club's present mem-
bers, followed in 1944. Mr. Theodore M. Black, the only child of Walter J. Black, joined the
company on October 3, 1945 while on terminal leave as a Captain in the U.S. Army after combat
services in Europe.

In 1948, Black's Readers Service was formed to sell the firm's early classics in a
series form; this affiliate became a partnership of father and son in 1949. 1In 1950 the firm
began promoting the complete works of Zane Grey in a 64-volume set.

The 30th anniversary found the company, in 1953, occupying more than 14,000 square feet
at the Park Avenue address, renting for $42,000 per year—a far cry from the humble office in
1923 that rented for $480 a year—and it was in this year that Mr. Black decided to move to
Long Island. Mrs. Black located the present property in Flower Hill, and ground was broken in
May, 1953, the cornerstone laid in October, and, despite a concrete-mixer strike, the construc-
tion, supervised by Mr. Black himself, was completed in time for the move from New York on Jan-
nary 28, 1954 into 23,000 square-feet on two floors. )

Another new idea by Mr. Black resulting in selling through insertion of cards into
saperback books, commencing in 1956, and this still continues as a major part of the adverti-
sing program. In 1957, Walter J. Black, Inc. commenced publication of the works of another
famous Western writer, Max Brand.

Then, on April 16, 1958, less than two months after the birth of his grandson and name-
sake, Walter J. Black II, Mr. Black passed away at St. Francis Hospital, in Roslyn, following
1 serious operation. The Board of Directors acted to name Miss Gorman Board Chairman and
rheodore Black, President and Treasurer—posts they continue to hold.

In the family tradition, Theodore Black has continued to search for new ways of book-
selling. In 1963, he established the Erle Stanley Gardner Mystery Library, a 64-volume series.
Aind in 1971, the "Inner Circle" was formed, a club-within-a-club offering one additional triple-
rolume with each two of the regular volumes, available only to members of the Detective Book
2lub. Since only new mysteries are offered as selections by the Club, books are chosen after
bnly a few months of over-the-counter sales by the trade publisher, and Mr. Black felt that by
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Blood Upon the Snow
Hilda Lawrence

They Never Say When
Peter Cheyney

Pattern for Murder
Ione Sandberg Shriber

The Indigo Necklace
Frances Crane

Orchids to Murder
Hulbert Footner

Death at the Door
Anthony Gilbert

Stream Sinister
Kathleen Moore Knight
Murder on Angler's Island
Helen Reilly
Payoff for the Banker
Frances & Richard Lockridge

Murder is my Business
Brett Halliday
Crime Wind
Marion Holbrook
Whatever Goes Up
Bertram Millhauser

The Outsiders
A. E. Martin

Fatal Purchase
Anne Rowe

One Angel Less
H. W. Roden

The Case of the Golddigger's
Purse
Erle Stanley Gardner
Died in the Wool
Ngaio Marsh
Pearls Before Swine
Margery Allingham

Out of Control
Baynard Kendrick

Too Many Suspects
John Rhode

An Eye for an Eye
Oliver Weld Bayer

The Murderer is a Fox
Ellery Queen

Dread Journey
Dorothy B. Hughes

The Curse of the Bronze Lamp
Carter Dickson

You'll Be Sorry
Samuel Rogers

The Lost Caesar
Ruth Fenisong

Four Past Four
Roy Vickers

Port of Seven Strangers
Kathleen Moore Knight
Sinister Errand
Peter Cheyney
Up to the Hilt
Anne Rowe

Girl with the Frightened Eyes
Lawrence Lariar

46 Jan. 1946 The One That Got Away
Helen McCloy
The Double Take
Roy Huggins
The Fifth Man
Manning Coles

47 Feb. 1946 The D.A. Breaks a Seal
Erle Stanley Gardner
Murder Within Murder
Frances & Richard Lockridge
The Pavilion
Hilda Lawrence

48 Mar. 1946 Whisper Murder
Vera Kelsey
Death Lifts the Latch
Anthony Gilbert
Somewhere in the House
Elizabeth Daly

None published April & May 1946

49 June 1946 The Innocent Mrs. Duff
Elizabeth Sanxay Holding
Death in the Limelight
A. E. Martin
The Trouble at Turkey Hill
Kathleen Moore Knight

50 July 1946 He Who Whispers
John Dickson Carr
The Unsuspected
Charlotte Armstrong
Crows Can't Count
A. A. Fair

51 Aug. 1946 Dead at the Take-Off
Lester Dent
Go Down, Death
Sue Brown Hays
Benefit Performance
Richard Sale

52 Sept. 1946 Five Passengers from Lisbon
Mignon G. Eberhart
Wake for a Lady
H. W. Roden
The Murder in the Stork Club
Vera Caspary

53 Oct. 1946 The Case of the Backward Mule
Erle Stanley Gardner
Honolulu Story
Leslie Ford
My Late Wives
Carter Dickson

54 Nov. 1946 The Cinnamon Murder
Frances Crane
As Good as Dead
Thomas B. Dewey
The Wrong Way Down
Elizabeth Daly

55 Dec. 1946 The White Dress
Mignon G. Eberhart
The Silent Speaker
Rex Stout
The Hollow
Agatha Christie

56 Jan. 1947 Lady to Kill
Lester Dent

The Case of the Half-Wakened Wife Punch with Care

Erle Stanley Gardner
Dark Prophecy
Marjory Alan

Phoebe Atwood Taylor
The Case of the Borrowed Bru-
nette
Erle Stanley Gardner



-82-

None: February 1947
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Dec. 1947
Jan. 1948

By Hook or by Crook
Anthony Gilbert

The Shadowy Third
Marco Page

The Whispering Death
Roy Vickers

The Sleeping Sphinx
John Dickson Carr

The Beagle-Scented Murder
Frank Gruber

Death of a Doll
Hilda Lawrence

Two Clues

Erle Stanley Gardner
Overdue for Death

Z. H. Ross
The Chinese Doll

Wilson Tucker

Another Woman's House
Mignon G. Eberhart

Cheer for the Dead
Eli Colter

Shadow for a Lady
J. Lane Linklater

The Case of the Fan-Dancer's
Horse
Erle Stanley Gardner
The Silver Leopard
Helen Reilly
Bedeviled
Libbie
The Woman
Leslie Ford
Murder in the Town
Mary Richert
Ghost of a Chance
Kelley Roos

Block

in Black

The Farmhouse
Helen Reilly
Dark Interlude
Peter Cheyney
Fools Die on Friday
A. A. Fair

Too Late for Tears
Roy Huggins

Murder on the Purple Water
Frances Crane

The Whispering Master
Frank Gruber

The Case of the Lazy Lover
Erle Stanley Gardner
Untidy Murder
Frances & Richard Lockridge
Let the Tiger Die
Manning Coles

Black Opal

J. Lane Linklater
I Found Him Dead

Gale Gallagher
Dead and Dumb

Edmund Crispin

The Blank Wall
Elizabeth Sanxay Holding

Death in the Wrong Room
Anthony Gilbert

Search for a Scientist
Charles Leonard
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Feb. 1948
Mar. 1948
Apr. 1948

None: May and
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Nov. 1948
Dec. 1948
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Feb. 1949

78

Too Many Women
Rex Stout
Night Wwalk
Elizabeth Daly
Draw the Curtain Close
Thomas B. Dewey

There is a Tide
Agatha Christie

T as in Trapped
Lawrence Treat

Borderline Murder
Alan Amos

Lethal Lady
Rufus King
Nightfall
David Goodis
Root of Evil
Eaton K. Goldthwaite

June 1948

Dance Without Music
Peter Cheyney
The Case of the Lonely Heiress
Erle Stanley Gardner
Explosion
Dorothy Cameron Disney

The Missing Widow
Anthony Gilbert
The Scarlet Feather
Frank Gruber
I Want to Go Home
Richard & Frances Lockridge

The Book of the Lion
Elizabeth Daly

The Whip
Sara Elizabeth Mason

No Tears for the Dead
Rae Foley

The Devil's Stronghold
Leslie Ford

Rendezvous in Black
Cornell Woolrich

The Case of the Vagabond Virgin
Erle Stanley Gardner

The D.A. Takes a Chance
Erle Stanley Gardner

She Walks Alone
Helen McCloy

Voice Out of Darkness
Ursula Curtiss

The Fourth Postman
Craig Rice

Among Those Absent
Manning Coles

The Lock and the Key
Frank Gruber

The Witness for the Prosecution,
and Three Blind Mice
Agatha Christie
Dark Abyss
Clifford Knight
Murder is Served
Frances & Richard Lockridge

Black Cypress
Frances Crane

Bedrooms Have Windows
A. A. Fair

The Hollow Needle
George Harmon Coxe
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1969

1969

1969

1969

May 1969

June 1969

July 1969

Aug.

Sept.
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Nov. 1969

1969

An Easy Way to Go
George Harmon Coxe

Picture Miss Seeton
Heron Carvic

A Howling in the Woods
Velda Johnston

Murder Anonymous
Anthony Gilbert
Too 01d to Die
Gretchen Travis
The Dame
Richard Stark

Message from Hong Kong
Mignon G. Eberhart

Figurehead
Bill Knox

Hot Summer Killing
Judson Philips

A Cool Day for Killing
William Haggard

The Little Lie
Jean Potts

Merry Go Round
Richard Martin Stern

Night Before the Wedding
The Gordons

Maigret in Vichy
Georges Simenon

Honest Reliable Corpse
George Bagby

The Etruscan Bull
Frank Gruber

The Brass Rainbow
Michael Collins

The Girl with Six Fingers
Hugh Pentecost

The Xavier Affair
Robert L. Fish

Allegra's Child
Jennette Letton

"I, Said the Demon"
George Baxt

Die Quickly, Dear Mother
Tobias Wells

No Hiding Place
Rae Foley

Missing from Her Home
Anthony Gilbert

1969 Girl Watcher's Funeral

1969

Y }

S

Hugh Pentecost

The Deadly Isles
Elizabeth Peters

The Deadly Isles

John Holbrook Vance

The Last One Kills

Whit Masterson
The Watchers

Hilda Van Siller
The Caper

Thomas B. Reagan

Shotgun
Ed McBain

Death of a Hittite
Sylvia Angus

The Blackbird
Richard Stark
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1969

1970

1970

1970

1970

May 1970

June

July

Aug.

Sept.

Oct.

1970

1970

1970

1970

1970

Hildegarde Withers Makes the
Scene
Fletcher Flora & Stuart Palmer
A Clutch of Coppers
Gordon Ashe (John Creasey)
Saxon's Ghost
Steve Fisher

The Case of the Fabulous Fake
Erle Stanley Gardner

Girl on a High Wire
Rae Foley

The Love-Death Thing
Thomas B. Dewey

The Young Can Die Protesting
Tobias Wells

I Came to the Castle
Velda Johnston

Decoy
Arthur Maling

Halloween Party
Agatha Christie

The Name's Death,
Stanton Forbes

A Problem in Angels
Leonard Holton

Remember Me

Troubled Journey
Richard Lockridge

The Yellow Gold of Tiryns
Helena Osborne

Double Identity
George Harmon Coxe

All Grass Isn't Green
A. A. Fair

The Protege
Charlotte Armstrong

The Spanish Prisoner
Frank Gruber

Blueback
Bill Knox

The Phantom Cottage
Velda Johnston

Incident at 125th Street
J. E. Brown '

Jigsaw
Ed McBain
The Spoilers
Desmond Bagley
She Was Only the Sheriff's
Daughter
Stanton Forbes

The Amazing Mrs. Pollifax
Dorothy Gilman

Alp Murder
Aaron Marc Stein

Miss Seeton Draws the Line
Heron Carvic

Reardon
Robert L. Pike
Autumn of a Hunter
Pat Stadley
wWhat Did Hattie See?
Kelley Roos
Dinky Died
Tobias Wells
The Blessing Way
Tony Hillerman
The Dead Sea Cipher
Elizabeth Peters
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HENRT BENCOLIN

BY FRED DUEREN

Paris in the late 1920's and early 30's had a special magic and charm as we look back
on it today. Roughly mid-way between the gas-1lit Victorian era and the present, it undoubtedly
belongs completely to the earlier times. It was the one place that an inspired young author
would go—following Hemingway, Fitzgerald, and Stein, hoping to emulate and perhaps meet them.
One such young author, not at all well known, was Jeff Marle. How great his literary talents
actually were is a closed subject. The only evidence we have of those talents is four or five
narrations, presented as case histories rather than literary efforts, of some of the most mys-
tifying crimes of the period. They are told by Marle, an insider, who personally knew and
worked with Europe's powerful and "dangerous" detective, Henri Bencolin. And Marle's literary
agent was, of course, John Dickson Carr.

Since Marle was primarily interested in recording the cases themselves and the atmos-
phere of horror and the supernatural that surrounded them, he unfortunately left out much of
the background of Bencolin's personal life. What we do know is picked up in bits and pieces,
inferences, references to past events. Although we don't know Bencolin's exact age, we do
know that he was old enough to serve in World War I, old enough to be Marle's father, and
actually was a close friend of his father in college in America. 1In 1937 he had resigned
"during those political rows a couple of years ago" and was at that time in his mid-fifties.
After college he returned to France and somehow became a spy (to use a blunt term) covering
most of Europe. During that time his primary opponent was von Arnheim; the two of them played
a cat and mouse spy game for years. As any spy worth his secrets, Bencolin is fluent in sev-
eral languages—French, German and English. He has the cold-blooded ability to leave a poi-
soned drink on the table, knowing several of von Arnheim's men will drink it. How or why he
turned from the criminal aspects of spying to the justice-oriented police department is one
of his best protected secrets.

When we are first introduced to Bencolin he is a judge d'instruction, an advisor of the
courts, and the director of the Paris police in It Walks by Night (1930). Marle usually des-
cribes him in Satanic or Mephistophelean terms. He had drooping eyelids under hooked eyebrows,
a thin, aquiline nose, deep lines running down past his mouth, a small moustache and a pointed
black beard. His black hair was parted in the middle and then twirled upward into horns that
~ere beginning to turn grey. Bencolin rarely had to gesture or raise his voice when he spoke,
but he always made the listener feel conspicuous. He also had an uncanny "goblin quality of

sudden appearances." Later, in The Lost Gallows (1931) he is described as a "tall and lazy
Mephisto" with high cheekbones and unfathomable eyes. His face was "brilliant, moody, capri-
cious, and cruel." His mouth "showed...the glittering edge of a smile." He was, in total,

"the head of the Paris police and the most dangerous man in Europe." At various times Marle
nakes references to his Satanic mask, his devilishness, his charlatanism.

Bencolin smoked either cigars or cigarettes. He must also have been a somewhat flashy
Jserson since he wore rings on his fingers, and also wore an "emblem" to show he was a Mason;
12e occasionally carried a silver-headed sword stick, and usually wore a white tie.

Upon meeting this charming Mephistopholes most people felt an immediate liking and re-
spect. He had a reputation for never doing anything without a reason—a reputation that he
vished to be free of in The Four False Weapons (1937). Marle also tells us that he had a
jallic taste for devious theatrics, and that he liked to create dramatic effects. Spoiling
1is effect would spoil his pleasure and possibly the solution of a case. Obviously he has
10t had too many effects spoiled because he is able to say in The Lost Gallows, "In all my car-
ser no murderer has ever escaped me."

Much like Dr. Gideon Fell, Bencolin has an amazing capacity for liquor, and when not too
jeeply involved in a case will spend his evenings touring the cafes of Paris. The city's un-
jerworld knows, however, that if he wears evening clothes he is not actually there for pleasure,
>ut is on someone's tail. He drives a big Voisin around Paris; and frequently he spends the
1ight in a private room provided for him at the top of the Palais des Justice—not an office
>ut a small den overlooking the Seine and Paris. He is something of an insomniac who needs
irugs to sleep; when on a case he pays no attention to time at all. He also reads mysteries
:0 ease the boredom of life, finding the people in his own cases dull and uninteresting. But
subconsciously he finds them (or their problems) interesting enough that he got a reaction when
1 case was over. "He looked old and tired, and the harsh light brought out the patches under
1is eyes..." and the "grey patches at the temples." He has an unexplained fascination for the
‘nvalides—he'll sit for hours outside it, watching and meditating.

As any internationally known detective would do, Bencolin frequently moves far beyond
1is Paris. The Lost Gallows takes place in London. Bencolin and Marle had gone over to see
:he opening of "The Silver Mask" at the Haymarket Theatre, written by Edouard Vautrelle, a
tuspect from It Walks by Night. We have no narration of it but we know he had also been in
.,ondon before and helped Scotland Yard on the Grovane Case. In a discussion of that we learn

hat this Satan can get violent or furious, and once broke a man's back. Castle Skull (1931)
Continued on page 123
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since it was the background for the jungle scenes in the film Bridge on the River Kwai) was
quite similar to that of Thailand and Malaysia. Thompson completed the course successfglly,
though he was forty years old then, another indication of his excellent physical condition.

His group was actually airborne for a night parachute drop or Thailand when the radio
brought news of the Japanese surrender. They landed openly on a Bangkok airfield crowded with
armed Japanese soldiers. In this way Thompson got his first look at the exotic land where he
was to spend so much of the rest of his 1life.

Thousands of tall gilt temples, fantastically carved with intricate bas-reliefs of gods
long known and gods forgotten, rose jaggedly beneath brass-bright skies of hot, burnished
blue. Through the scorching heat small brown people glided on boats down canals that gave the
name of Venice of the East to the city. Floating through the air came the tinkle of temple
bells, the smells of incense, rotting vegetation and sewage.

The people, the culture, had charm. One incident is characteristic of the Thai approach
to serious events: "During the war...an American who was interned there recalls being regularly
let out of prison to attend various balls and other social functions." (p. 47).

Thompson saw something else—thai silk, luminous with rich colors, like nothing the
Western world had ever seen. It was dying on the vine, the very manner of its making being
forgotten. No one in the country made a living solely from the weaving of this magnificent,
almost lost fabric.

The point kept coming back to Thompson when he went home later and found, like service-
men everywhere, that either he or the world or something had changed forever. He found the
bride he had known for six months and had left for three years, and almost her first words
were, I want a divorce.

He went back to Thailand, and there, like the characters in Maugham's stories, found a
new life and a second, more exotic and happier, home.

In 1948 he founded the Thai Silk Co. on a shoestring. He did not make the error of us-
ing Western factory methods unsuited to the easy-going Thai personality and culture; another
silk company that tried that went bankrupt. Not that he didn't make changes at all; in intro-
duced modern, unfading dyes and startling designs combining ancient Thai themes with his modern
flair for vivid, striking color combinations.

He was a superb salesman. During his months-long vacations to the States each year he
would introduce the silk to designers in every city he passed. (Once in Paris actress Paulette
Goddard admired his suit of Thai silk and wished one just like it for a friend; gallantly
Thompson gave it to her and went back to his hotel in a borrowed raincoat, which is salesman-
ship by anybody's standards.)

Business began to boom. "The company paid dividends from the very first year of its oper-
ation..." (p.68). It boomed more when designer Irene Sharaff used Thai silk for the costumes
for a new musical by Rogers and Hammerstein called The King and I; Thompson worked with her on
the project. When the world got a good look at Thal silk in the play and later in the film,
orders began to pour in. From 1954 on the company paid a cool 100% on its dividends. By 1967
Thompson's firm had sales of a million and a half dollars a year and was easily leading a field
of thirty-five competitors. There were now 20,000 people making a living in Thailand from
weaving alone.

Thompson was also reviving and collecting Thai art forms, painting and sculpture and
gathering a fabulous collection that he planned to leave to Thailand in his will. He was inter-
nationally famous, the Tahi-style house he'd built a gathering place for famous tourists the
world over. A few years after he'd started the silk company a distant relative died, leaving
Thompson more than a million dollars to add to his modest (considering the company's value)
slary of $33,000 a year.

In short, a successful, happy man; a man with apparently no possible, no conceivable,
reason to disappear.

Only one incident in his life seems to have anything outre about it, and even it may
quite well have been an utterly ordinary, mundane event. In 1954 Thompson and several friends
were exploring the ancient ruined city of Sri Thep when they heard from the natives a story
right out of the Arabian Nights. Not far from here, they said, hidden deep inside the nearby
mountain Khao Sam Rat, guarded by dense jungle, was a cave filled with wonderful sculptures.

A hunt for this cave was prevented by the onset of the rainy season, and circumstances forced
even longer postponements.

In 1962 a Bangkok dealer sent Thompson five white limestone heads, two Bodhissatvas, and
one of a totally unknown god, all of remarkably fine workmanship and over a thousand years old.
Each had, apprently, been attached to a wall somewhere. Thompson was fascinated by them; where
had they come from? After much questioning the dealer told him: a cave near Sri Thep.

In February 1962 Thompson and two friends returned to Sri Thep, and began a search of
Khao Sam Rat Mountain. They found a cave, with six headless Buddhas in it, but the workmanship
was so different that the linestone heads could not have come from there. Was there then ano-
ther cave? Local hunters said yes, and started to lead them there, then changed their minds
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ation), and other incidental expenses. Like every other Vanisher, in short, he disappears
without money—or with very little. Another part of the Vanisher pattern becomes apparent.

These details of the inoculation and the clearance certificate were soon settled to
everyone's satisfaction—apparently the Thai people are stern about dinky details—and Thompson
and Mrs. Mangkau left on the first leqg of their journey, landing at Penang, an island off the
northwest coast of Malaysia. They spent a day touring the island and the next morning left
for the mainland by taxi via ferry. (There is no direct air service to the Highlands.) On the
way to the ferry their driver changed places with another driver . Again, nothing sinister; one
driver didn't have a mainland license; his friend did.

There was another switch, this time of cars, on the five-hour trip to the Highlands. The
west coast road turns eastwards at Tapah to go up to the steep heights of the Highlands, and
here their driver requested they change to another taxi. The police found that this was rou-
time for drivers, who wished to save the wear and tear on the engines inflicted by the steep
climb. The other taxi had two passengers in it, and Mrs. Mangskau said no, she had paid for a
private trip for a rest; how restful can a trip in a taxi jammed with four passengers be? Fi-
nally the matter was settled, the other two passengers got out and Thompson and Mrs. Mangskau
went on in the second taxi. At some point of the trip Mrs. Mangskau saw Thompson's passport
lying on the seat. He told her to keep it in her purse when she warned him against losing it.
They arrived at Moonlight Cottage shortly after Dr. Ling. At eight Mrs. Ling arrived and after
an early supper they retired. The next morning Thompson and Dr. Ling went for a walk in the
jungle and, briefly, got lost. Thompson, using his jungle training and experience, quickly
located the road again. The ladies spent the day shopping, going down the hill from the cot-
tage to the golf course to the small town of Tanah Rata, two miles south, to do so.

The next day, Easter morning, March 26, 1967, was a day of Vanishing. In addition to
the expected routine of morning church and afternoon nap, the Lings had planned a variation, a
picnic lunch at a scenic site not far away. Thompson started off first that morning, typically
walking down the hill while the others got into their car, caught up with him at the golf
course, and took him into Tanah Rata with them.

Here Thompson and the others attended the Easter Sunday church services at the little
Church of England. Here, in short, Thompson was a spectator at a Theatrical Performance. (The
term "theatrical" is used here in the general sense and without any implied disrespect.)
Another part of the Vanisher pattern has shown up.

On leaving the church they pick up some newspapers—and another part of the pattern
appears. Someone gives the Vanisher a piece of paper, a Ticket to Elsewhere.

They drove back to the cottage and here the Lings and Mrs. Mangskau noticed something
out of the ordinary, for in that brief two-mile trip just after getting the newspapers, Thomp-
son had changed a little—he "rather surprisingly, seemed to have lost his enthusiasm for the

picnic." (p. 22). He suddenly wanted to have it in the garden at the back of the cottage, not
at the scenic site some forty-five minutes' drive from the cottage. The others, knowing Thomp-
son's love of the outdoors, thought this "slightly unusual." (p. 22).

Had he in fact received a ticket, and had that ticket, like most tickets, told where and
when his trip would start, where and when he'd have to be in order to get aboard—something?

For though Thompson instantly went along with the others when they preferred the scenic
site, he seemed hurried, restless, changed. According to the Lings, "he seemed eager to get
the picnic over with; hardly had he finished eating, the Lings remember, than he began to col-
lect things and put them back in the hamper." (p. 22).

They left the site at about two o'clock and reached the cottage at about two-thirty.
"Dr. Ling remembers the time because he...was surprised that they had returned so early." (p.
22-3). Once in the cottage the Lings and Mrs. Mangskau went to their rooms for a nap, leaving
Thompson in the living room under the assumption that he would soon follow their example.

At three o'clock, while resting in their room, the Lings heard a deck chair being moved
on the verandah, and then heart footsteps going down the gravel path to the road down the hill.
"They were not Asian footsteps, Mrs. Ling said firmly later, but thos& of a European: she was
sure she could tell the difference." (p. 23). The sound of the footsteps ceased, and they were
to stay forever silent, forever still: Jim Thompson had walked into the unknown.

At about 4:30 Mrs. Mangskau and Dr. Ling went out on the verandah and found Thompson's
suit coat hanging on the back of the deck chair. Thompson, a chain smoker, had also left his
cigarettes and lighter behind, leading the others to believe he would soon be back. Later, in
his room, they also found he had lect his silver box of anti-pain pills which he had carried
in case of a sudden gallstone attack. But not until evening darkness fell did the first shadow
of real worry cross their minds. The night temperature in the Highlands drops into the for-
ties, and Thompson wore no coat, only a short-sleeved silk shirt.

) Another part of the Vanisher pattern appears here: like other Vanishers, Thompson was
noticeably, oddly dressed when he disappeared. He wore a short-sleeved silk shirt and trousers
and no coat, at a time and place where the temperature hit the forties.

Two neighbors made a brief search in the dark, but it was not until morning that a
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really efficient, large-scale search was mounted. This was "some fifteen hours after he was
last seen." (p. 146). Again, a part of the Vanisher pattern: There is a delay in reporting
the vanishing to the authorities.

When the search did get under way it was a good one, as thorough as a search in heavy
jungle can be. Over a hundred searchers participated, mostly police and soliders in the High-
lands on convalescent leave. Thompson's assistant, Charles Sheffield, was notified in Bang-
kok. He told Gen. Edwin Black, an old friend of Thompson's from OSS days, and Black arranged
for helicopters to join in the search on the second day, Tuesday, when "the search expanded to
proportions never before seen in the Highlands or, indeed, anywhere else in Malaysia." (p.
149). There were over 400 searchers, including 325 police, 30 aborigine jungle trackers, and
assorted others.

They found absolutely nothing. No blood spots, no torn bits of clothing, no broken
branches or marked trees, let alone a dead body. Which was odd. While it is easy to get lost
in heavy jungle and have fatal accidents there, it is also easy to find dead bodies there: you
just wait awhile, a short while in the tropics, and go where the vultures wheel.

Was Thompson kidnapped? There were well-organized kidnap gangs in Malaysia, but up to
date they had specialized in Chinese millionaires and had never been known to kidnap an Occi-
dental. And no ransom note ever showed up. Again, the Vanisher pattern: he never says goodbye.
There's no note, letter, ransom demand whatever. Only silence, total, complete, and eternal.

Did he simply get lost? "There have," says Warren, "...been no other cases of permanent-
ly lost walkers in Highlands recent history" (p. 261), excluding wartime and guerilla activity
periods of some ten years past; and in any case Thompson was a trained and experienced jungle
traveller. He had demonstrated this Saturday, when he had easily and rapidly led himself and
Dr. Ling back to the road when they lost the trail briefly.

Thompson had once been a genuine secret agent. Had he, after the end of the war, con-
tinued his undercover work for the U.S. Government, and had he, as a consequence, been elimin-
ated by the Communists? No, said many highly placed individuals in the U.S. Government to
Thompson's relatives and friends, Thompson had done nothing of this sort since he had left the
0SS more than twenty years before. Warren wisely points out that if a man has two full-time
jobs, the better he does at one the worse he must necessarily do at the other. Thompson's very
success at his silk company management job militates against his being a secret agent for any-
body, let alone one so efficient, deadly and powerful that the Communist cause would find it
helpful or even necessary to liquidate him.

The longer the searches lasted the more they continued to turn up nothing, and the more
the rumors flew and grew about Thompson. Everybody in Southeast Asia got into the act, inclu-
ding witch doctors (whose social position ishigher in the Orient than here), nightclub enter-
tainers and self-claimed "psychics". Already at least one novel has been based on the case:
Gerald de Villiers' S.A.S. Gold of the River Kwai. The book has appeared only in France, part
>f a series about a golden-eyed prince named S.A.S. Malko, who works as a CIA agent for cash
to repair his Austrian castle.

Warren comments that "Whoever De Villiers may be, he had plainly either been to Thailand
or had friends who knew about the place, and he also knew a good deal about the Thompson affair.
In the book, Thompson becomes a silk merchant named Jim Stanford, who had disappeared on a trip
to the River Kwai... Stanford lives in a Thai-style house, and the telephone number of his silk
company is the same as that of the Thai Silk Company in Bangkok. The plot is splendidly pre-
ocosterous in the true Fleming style, with beautiful girls who turn out to be double agents,
“hinese mistresses, and chases through Buddhist temples." (p. 240).

By August 1967 another event added more fuel to the speculations about the disappearance:
Thompson's older sister, Mrs. Katherine Wood, was found murdered in her Pennsylvania home,
Jseaten to death while her two huge watchdogs had, apparently, merely stood by watching. The
<iller of the 74-year-old woman has not been found to date, nor is it known if the tragedy has
any relationship to Thompson's disappearance whatever.

Just what did, in fact, happen to Thompson? Eyewitness testimony is most unreliable,
out it is just possible that there is a witness to Thompson's disappearance. A servant at the
Jverseas Mission Fellowship house near to Moonlight Cottage said she saw a man standing on the
>lateau opposite the house at about four o'clock on the afternoon of the Vanishing. "He stood
there about half an hour, she said, and then he just vanished." (p. 149).

Was, this merely an optical illusion or an error of interpretation caused partly by heat-
listorted air? Or did Thompson literally vanish, as I have suggested Vanishers really do?

It may well be argued that such a fanciful conclusion is simply opposed to common sense.
3ut "common sense" means only our understanding of the universe around us, and of the laws
joverning its operations. Surely no one would claim that understanding to be so complete that
chere are no errors in it to correct nor mysteries in it to divine. To believe that all our
issumptions, even the most basic and fundamental, about how the universe works are correct be-
sond any possibility of revision or addition is to resemble the famous Patent Office clerk who
resigned in 1900 because he believed that all the great inventions possible had already been
nade. "Life," said the Great Detective, "is infinitely stranger than anything which the mind

Continued on page 135
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some specialist in America's technoculture may want to do that sort of research, but for the
student of literature, Ross Macdonald has fortunately given us some alternatives to open air
analysis of Hudson hubcaps and Bugatti bumpers.

We might, for example, listen to Joseph Tobias, the black student and lifegquard in The
Barbarous Coast (1956). Tobias blames the "big corporations” and Eisenhower's "businessmen's
administration," arguing that "Mass production and mass marketing do make for some social bene-
fits, but sheer size tends to militate against the human element. We've reached the point
where we should count the human cost" (p.470). Ross Macdonald was an ecologist long before it
became faddish, and Archer regularly criticizes the idea of progress, of big money, big houses,
industrial overkill, and swiftly-paced living. In The Doomsters (1958), fast cars damage the
body of society, as "highway traffic thrummed invisibly like a damaged artery" (p.23), and
later, Archer philosophizes that money may indeed be the root of all evil, for "a house could
make people hate each other. A house, or the money it stood for, or the cannibalistic family
hungers it symbolized" (p.45). And in the latest Archer novel, Sleeping Beauty (1973), indus-
try, specifically the o0il industry, is condemned by particularizing, when Archer cannot imme-
diately recognize the western grebe carried from the water because it is "so fouled with oil"
(p.4), and then more broadly attacked through metaphor:

It lay on the blue water off Pacific Point in a free-form slick that
seemed miles wide and many miles long. An offshore otl platform
stood up out of its windward end like the metal handle of a dagger
that had stabbed the world and made it spill black blood (p.3).

Mentally disturbed Isobel Graff in The Barbarous Coast perhaps summarizes most effectively the
condemnation of the modern pace: "Miracles of modern science. From a greasy spoon in Newark
to wealth and decadence in one easy generation. It's the new accelerated pace, with automa-
tion" (p.456).

Other folk Archer encounters are less inclined to blame an anonymous Big Brother or in-
dustrial complex, and more willing to assume personal responsibility for their mistakes. Carl
Trevor, for example, is an admitted murderer in The Wycherly Woman, but he also has enough in-
sight to recognize and analyze his motivations: "It grew on me like a disease—the realization
that I'd had the one thing worth having. A little warmth and companionship in the void. 1I'd
had it and given it up, in favor of security, I suppose you'd call it. Security. The great
American substitute for love" (p.275). Valuing security before love is common to the wealthy
citizens who populate Archer's landscape, but few are able to recognize their own faults. More
are akin to the self-deluded Mrs. Snow, the ironically-named murderess in The Underground Man;
her moral villainy has its allegorical physical analogues, especially when she stares "in blank
apprehension like a blind woman" (p.59), fully as physically unseeing as she is unaware of her
moral errors.

But Archer is quick to indicate that neither greed nor self-delusion can bear the whole
blame for society's ills; in The Moving Target (1949), the first Lew Archer novel, he says,
"You can't blame money for what it does to people. The evil is in the people, and the money
is the peg they hang it on. They go wild for money when they've lost their other values" (p.
182). And if Archer is not himself deluded about his own moral biases, he is at least aware
that neither has he satisfactorily resolved his own Trevor-like problems: "The problem was to
love people, try to serve them, without wanting anything from them. I was a long way from
solving that one" (p.434, The Barbarous Coast). So Lew Archer, as much moral agent as secret
agent or private eye, makes his ultimate diagnosis of the germ which enters the body of society
to produce such chaotic and violent symptoms: a perverse religiosity is the culprit. I do not
mean to imply that Lew Archer is himself religious, for he is not; nor does he argue that
either his characters or his readers ought to become more religious or church-going. Rather he
argues, often metaphorically, that the moral landscape has been overrun by religious rituals,
by icons, by shamans, all in inappropriate contexts.

Who are the deities in Archer's world? Most often, they are the moneyed classes, the
leaders of industry. Observe one of the followers, Clarence Bassett, manager of the exclusive
Channel Club at Malibu Beach; Archer reports: "His voice took on a religious coloring whenever
he mentioned the members. They might have belonged to a higher race, supermen or avenging
angels" (p.357). And well Bassett might tremble in awe, for men like Simon Graff carry them-
selves as gods, condemning those who disobey a financial lord's commandments to satanic employ-
ees like Leroy Frost and Theodore Marfeld. Virtually every Lew Archer tale has its wealthy
god-figure: the head-of-family in The Underground Man is long since deceased; but like Colonel
Sartoris in Faulkner's novel or Pyncheon in Hawthorne's House of the Seven Gables, Robert Dris-
coll Falconer continues to be the center of the family's attention. After all, as Elizabeth
Falconer Broadhurst's manuscript of the family history reminds us, the founder of the family
fortune had been "a god come down to earth in human guise" (p.147).

There are other human beings playing unnatural religious roles: Jerry Kilpatrick, one
of the many lost youth rambling across Ross Macdonald's pages, has an enormous head, "like a
papier-mache saint's head on a stick" (p.76); and his father is a "spoiled priest in hiding"
(p.89). Complementing the human spiritual perversions are the products of modern technology:
the "familiar spirit" for the age is the portable radio (p.83), spreading its gospel with the
news of violent deaths, poisonous oil spills, and rampaging fires; the mornings begin not with
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traditional masses, but with services offered by delivery men—Archer reports, "It was nearly
eight by my watch, and delivery trucks were honking their matins" (Way Some People Die, p.216).
Telephones, televisions—so many miracles of modern science and technology come under attack
as they incorporate religion into their services. Even the mod circular king-size bed, with
its nine-foot diameter, is, to Archer's sensitive probing, a "hopeful altar(s) to old gods"

(Black Money, p.557).

The icons of the twentieth-century Californian's renegade religion are legion in Lew
Archer's reports; we shall make it sufficient here to examine but two further examples, in
somewhat greater -detail. In The Underground Man, Mrs. Snow has apparently been shielding a
guilty man, her imbecilic son, Fritz; during an interview with Archer, she breaks a teacup
and gathers the pieces as if the cup had been "a religious object," perhaps some relic of her
life with Fritz, and she is, at the same time, "a faded vestal virgin guarding a shrine" (p.
63). Well, what sort of a shrine is she guarding? She has been shielding Fritz, a nickname
for Frederick, and the name Frederick itself means "Abounding in Peace," perhaps suggesting
Christ. The extension may seem a little far-fetched, but remember that names in the Archer
novels, from followers like Bassett to murderers like Snow, very often have significance. And
this reading clarifies the irony in Archer's "shrine": modern religiosity's Christ is imbecil-
ic because his worshippers—some like Clarence Bassett, others like Mrs. Snow—make perverse,
confused adorations; if we deify Simon Graff (or should that be read as Simony Graft?) or
Fritz Snow, then we are not only murderers of fictional characters in detective novels—we are
also slayers of morality, maniacal beasts ravaging the moral landscape.

In an earlier novel, Black Money (1966), Lew Archer's job involves finding a girl named
Kitty; to that end, he interviews the girl's mother, Mrs. Sekjar, at her home. When he ar-
rives, the television set is alive with an afternoon soap opera.

Mrs. Sekjar switched it off. On top of the television set were a
large Bible and one of those glass balls that you snake to make a
snowstorm. The pictures on the walls were all religious, and there
were so many of them that they suggested a line of defense against
the world (p.569).

The juxtaposition of the television, the Bible, and the innocuous snowstorm seems innocent
enough, and the religious barrier on the walls properly characterizes the house's only resident.
But there are deeper implications here; the presentation is too directly suggestive to allow us
to ignore them. The television set, like the radio, is one of those "familiar spirits" already
considered; the unopened Bible is also appropriate to Archer's Southern California—better to
read an old family manuscript, as the Broadhurst clan does, to discover the truth about the old
family gods; the third member of the new Trinity, however, requires some further thought. The
jlass ball is a cultural artifact, one of those toys of modern industry, and as such, its pre-
sence is contextually appropriate in the novel. But if its presence is natural in that sense,
it is unnatural in another, and there is surely a relationship between the naming of Mrs. Snow
in The Underground Man and the bauble on Mrs. Sekjar's television set here. Our physical land-
scape, remember, 1s Southern California, not a setting hospitable to snow. Mrs. Snow was, of
course, both unnatural and immoral, and the fantasy snowstorm in this triumverate, an artificial
work of nature, a product of modern technology, is just as unnatural; it is unable to play any
role assigned even in this unholy trinity. And the typical Ross Macdonald war trope extends

the irony: the pictures are indeed a "line of defense" for Mrs. Sekjar, protecting her aber-
rant adoration within from a moral landscape without which is, ironically, just as aberrant.

Thus Lew Archer's world, for all its paradisiacal potential, is clearly not an Eden
copulated by Adams and Eves; it is occasionally, indeed, a purgatory or hell instead. 1In The
Nay Some People Die, Archer drives with a sickly villain named Mosquito from San Francisco to
ialf Moon Bay in search of another representative of California's low-life, a man known as
"Speed."

We crept on under the smothering gray sky, through the gray cloud-
drowned hills. The sun and the other stars had burned out long ago,
and Mosquito and T were jourmeying for our sins through a purgatory
of gray space (p.301).

In The Far Side of the Dollar, Archer surmises that time on earth will "go on endlessly re-
>eating itself, as it does 1in hell" (p.105). Or, if the mileau is not a hell, it is at least
1 desert lying beyond the garden: at the Scorpion Club, the boss, a Mr. Davis, "moved warily .

. as if his desert-colored office was actual desert, with rattlesnakes under the rug" (Black
foney, p:576). There are not, however, many serpents slithering through Archer's landscapes;
chere are not even many satan figures. Where, then, is the temptress? How are villains en-
:iced to sin, and the common folk led unto an industrial-technological religion?

The anser is multifarious. Archer implies that Hollywood's influence is one source;
>erhaps no image so persistently pervades the Archer novels as that of the theatrical mask. In
the Underground Man, for example, we learn that the rigidly-programmed Kilpatrick family "had
>een a lonely trio, living like actors on a Hollywood set" (p.107); that Martha Crandall is
'an actress forbidden to step out through the proscenium into the welter of reality" (p.221);
:hat the murdered Al Sweetner, caught in the violent charades of his time and place, grins up
in death "like a magician who had pulled off the ultimate trick" (p.94); and that Jean Broad-
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Amazing Test Match Crime (1939), is downright hilarious—the best book-length satire in the
genre I have yet read. An international gang, "The Bad Men," led by a genius professor, has
been hired to disrupt the British Empire. The professor plans to have "Imperia," a colony,
defeat Britain in a way that will force the latter to make an accusation of foul play. Be-
cause of the controversy, Test Matches will cease, and the British Empire will be dissolved
because, according to the professor, "It became obvious to me...that the British Empire is
held together entirely by a series of contests of this curious crickets [sic]." Doing further
research, the Professor finds that the regulations of cricket are of "extreme complexity and
can only be comprehended in their entirety by the English who begin to study them in early in-
fancy." He also remarks, "...I have only been able to discover one cricketer who was not also
regarded as a pattern of the highest virtue. This was a certain A. J. Raffles..."

Cricket, its veneration and traditions, are mercilessly dissected throughout the book.
When the professor discloses his plan to a British member of the gang, the latter protests,
"I was ready to join in assassinating the President of Guamelia and in blowing up the National
Bank of Gloritania. But to interfere with a cricket match and in particular a Test Match—no,
Professor, low as I have sunk, I am not as loathsome as that." Lampooning the secrecy which
surrounds the selection of the national team which will represent Britain, Alington has the
selection committee meet in a balloon sailing over northern Scotland so there will be no
leaks to the press. He gets great mileage out of such cliches as "Lords, the Mecca of cricket
lovers in all corners of the globe" and gives us a devastating picture of the hidebound cricket
conservative unwilling to change the game in any way. When it is suggested that the players
were numbers on their backs for earlier identification by the fans, the traditionalist harrumphs
in his best C. Aubrey Smith tones, "I would rather see the entire English eleven dead at my
feet than see them with numbers on their backs." Alington's description of a cricket match is
funny, but that is not unexpected considering he is writing about a sport whose terminology
includes: "sticky wicket" (a rain-softened field); "silly point, silly mid-on, and square leg"
(three of the positions on defense); "snick" (similar to a baseball foul tip); "googly" (spin
on a thrown ball); and "donkey drop" (a high, slowly bowled ball, similar to the baseball
Jeliveries of Rip Sewell and Steve Hamilton).

When Adrian Alington stops satirizing cricket and international affairs, he turns to
the detective story with delightful results. He begins by poking fun at the novels of E. Phil-
lips Oppenheim, whom he disguises as "N. Julius Guggenheim." He also has fun at the expense
>f Scotland Yard detectives and amateurs like Reggie Fortune, here called "Mr. Chance." Fi-
nally, he levels his sights on the hardboiled writers. Apparently annoyed by the great suc-
cess in the late 1930's of the Cheyney-Chase school, Alington pricks the balloon of their pop-
alarity with a clever rhyme:

Sense of late
Is out of date.
It is enough
To be tough.

Though international test matches get the worldwide publicity, it is in social cricket
is played in small English villages that the game is at its most appealing. A very well writ-
ten novel describing cricket at this level is Alibi Innings (1954) by Barbara Worsley-Gough.

[t tells of an elderly couple, a wife who hates cricket and her husband, the Squire, for whom
‘the annual cricket match between the Squire's eleven and the village side was the happiest
svent of the year... He looked forward to it eagerly for six months and enjoyed it critically
in retrospect for six months afterwards. It was his favourite topic of conversation all through
he summer, and even in mid-winter his friends used to bring up the subject for the pleasure of
seeing his enthusiasm."

The author, setting her book during the weekend of this match, offers this excellent ex-
>lanation of the appeal of cricket (or any other sport) in troubled times: "[cricket] seemed to
compress the universe and all time past, present, and to come, into the compass of one after-
1woon, one field, and the activities of thirteen men in white." She describes the setting as
'...a charmed space, an isolated piece of England with the vast, loud, 'dangerous world outside
shut off for an hour or longer."

For the protagonist of Geoffrey Household's Fellow Passenger (1955) cricket "...has
tbout it the atmosphere of fiesta—not of red and gold, but of green and white." An alleged
ipy and fugitive from the British police, he stops long enough to take part in a village crick-
't match. He was once a famous cricketer and now, though in disquise, he is almost recognized
)ecause of ‘his distinctive "off break" bowling delivery.

Local cricket plays a role, albeit a smaller one, in Michael Gilbert's The Crack in the
‘eacup (1966). The protagonist is a young lawyer and cricketer who has to deal with murder
:nd municipal corruption in an English seaside town. Cricket also figures in the old-fashioned
‘nglish village which Lynton Lamb invented for Death of a Dissenter (1969), though according to
‘arzun and Taylor there is too much hard-to-read village dialect, too many quaint characters,
nd too much cricket.

Cricket has been the sport of a number of English writers and detectives. John Creasey
'as a great cricket fan, one who viewed cricketers as "...the heroes of the greatest of games."
. Six for the Toff (1955) contains a lovinalv evarative Aecrrintinn Af a crawd ~nina +A caa
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Australia play England at London's Oval. The Toff, about to see this Test Match, vows that
"nothing in this world that he could prevent would stop him from seeing the first ball bowled
in mortal combat." However, an American client in danger soon involves him in jewel theft
and murder and interrupts his attendance at the event. The situation (and language) is remi-
niscent of "Man Bites Dog" (Blue Book 6/39; reprinted in The New Adventures of Ellery Queen,
1940), wherein we find Ellery anxiety-ridden because he is in Hollywood while three thousand
miles away "the New York Giants and the New York Yankees are waging mortal cambat to determine
the baseball championship of the world..." OQueen flies back East for the game, and, predict-
ably, a murder at the ballpark prevents him from giving the contest his undivided attention.
However, both Queen and the Toff solve their respective crimes and then are able to devote
their attention "to the serious matters of life."

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle was an outstanding cricketer for the Marylebone Cricket Club.
In his first game at Lords he got a century—i.e., accounted for over a hundred runs before
being retired. BAn excellent bowler, he once got three consecutively clean-bowled wickets,
approximately as difficult as nine baseball strike outs. He also once "captured the wicket"
of W. G. Grace, considered by some to be "the greatest of all cricketers." Unfortunately,
there is no recorded case of Sherlock Holmes, that superb athlete, playing cricket.

Doyle's brother-in-law, E. W. Hornung, devoted considerable time to cricket and also
made his creation, A. J. Raffles, the most famous cricketer in all of fiction. 1In the short
story "Gentlemen and Players" (The Amateur Cracksman, 1898), Bunny Mathers describes Raffles'
cricket prowess" "...he was unique...a dangerous bat, a brilliant field, and perhaps the very
finest slow bowler of his decade." According to Bunny, Raffles has lost most of his interest
in cricket, being infected with the excitement and challenge of his newly found "sport": bur-
glary. In this story he is invited to play in a weekend match but is riled because the invi-
tation treats him as if he were a professional, not the amateur in cricket he is proud to be.
He accepts but gets his revenge by adding burglary to the weekend agenda.

' In his version of the Raffles legend Barry Perowne frequently refers to cricket, and
the sport is especially important to "Raffles and the Silver Dish" (Saint Mystery Magazine,
12/58; reprinted in Raffles Revisited, 1974, as "The Dartmoor Hostage"). Raffles and Bunny
have once again been invited to a weekend cricket match, but this one is against a team of
guards on grounds just outside the famous prison. All of Raffles' skill is needed in what
turns out to be literally a life or death match.

I'm unaware of any instance in which Dr. Gideon Fell has played cricket, but in The
Mad Hatter Mystery (1933) John Dickson Carr has his obese sleuth speak in cricket symboIlism
when he tells a Scotland Yard inspector: "So far you've reasoned closely and well, but to put
it pointedly—don't smash your bat over the wicket keeper's head when you've already made over
a century."

A more athletic detective is Dorothy Sayers' Lord Peter Wimsey. In Murder Must Adver-
tise (1933) we learn that he was a star bowler at Oxford in 1911 and, as a batsman, made cen-
turies in two successive innings. In this novel, set 23 years later, he participates in a
match between two commercial firms, Pyms and The Brotherhood. Miss Sayers provides an excel-
lent description of the match and its startling conclusion. I could say more about how Lord
Peter comes to play in this unusual match and how the match relates to a series of murders—
but that would not be cricket.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

MOVIE NOTE

Beast of the City (MGM, 1931; released 1932). Directed by Charles Brabin; Screenplay

by John L. Mahin from a story by W. R. Burnett; Camera, Norbert Brodine; edited by Anne Bau-
chens; 9 reels. With Walter Huston, Jean Harlow, Wallace Ford, Jean Hersholt, Dorothy Peterson,
Tully Marshall, John Miljan, Emmett Corrigan, Warner Richmond, Sandy Roth, J. Carrol Naish.

There was a time, a few years ago, when we thought that Hollywood's rather disturbing
series of Fascist-inclined gangster movies—films which advocated ruthless police-state methods
to stamp out crime—were limited to a handful of such films as Star Witness, The President Van-
ishes, This Day and Age and Gabriel Over the White House. The more one uncovers of the forgot-
ten past, however, the bigger—and longer-lasting—this cycle seems to have been. Even Harold
Lloyd's Frank Capra-ish comedy, The Cat's Paw, falls very much into this category—and so, cer-
tainly, does The Beast of the City. Too often, MGM gangster films lacked the drive and guts of
their Warner counterparts. The Wet Parade could never make up its mind as to a point of view,
and The Secret Six was basically serial material that didn't have the guts to give itself whole-
heartedly to melodrama. The Beast of the City, however, is different. Without a regular "hero"
—or at least, without the usual boy-meets-girl complications—it doesn't have to twist and
turn to-meet formula requirements, or even to match an MGM "image". 1It's seedy and predictable,
and its climax both disturbing, powerful, and perhaps—unintentionally—a little amusing too,
since it is such a total transference of thc traditional Western climactic confrontation to the
gangster mileau. (This is doubly emphasized in retrospect, since later in 1932, in another story
written by the same W. R. Burnett, Law and Order, marshal Walter Huston cleans up Tompstone in
the O.K. Corral shoot-up in an identical manner!) Another major surprise of the movie is Jean
Harlow in what is probably her best non-comedy performance. As the moll who doesn't have to be
redeemed for the fadeout, and who of course is uninhibited by not yet introduced Production Code
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genre was the creation in 1886 by Arthur Conan Doyle of the immortal Sherlock Holmes.

It is difficult to imagine the form the detective story might have taken without the
intervention and influence of Sherlock Holmes. Much of the literature concerns mystery and
features the work of detectives, but all too often they arrive at their conclusions through
chance and not reason. The French writer, Emile Gaboriau, credited with having written the
first detective novel of all, L'Affaire Lerouge, in 1866, was more concerned with the unrav-
eling of a family history than with showing how his detective, Monsieur Lecoq, arrived at
his conclusions. Although they were very popular in their day, the novels of Gaboriau are
of but historical interest today.

The first American detective novelist, Anna Katharine Green, seems to have followed
Gaboriau as her model rather than her countryman, Poe. The careers of dime novel detectives
(0ld Sleuth, 0Old King Brady, Nick Carter, and others) owe more to Gaboriau and the fictional
accounts of the Pinkerton Detective Agency than to the cold logic of Poe's Dupin.

It took a British doctor to return the detective story to its source again (and to
greatly improve it in the doing). Dorothy Sayers has said that A Study in Scarlet (the first
Holmes novel) was "flung like a bombshell into the field of detective fiction." It must have
been a delayed explosion for the story was published in the 1887 volume of Beeton's Christmas
Annual and did not immediately cause much excitement. It was three years before the second
story, The Sign of the Four was published. It was the next year after that (1891) when The
Strand Magazine began publication that Sherlock Holmes became a household word. It was in
the series of short stories which Doyle wrote for The Strand and which were later published
as The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes that the term Great Detective began to have some meaning.

Sherlock Holmes was given a more solid personality than Auguste Dupin and was not just
a collection of accentricities held together by genius. The narrator of the stories of Dupin
is un-named; the narrator of the Sherlock Holmes stories is as well known as his associate.
John H. Watson (referred to as James by his wife in "The Man With the Twisted Lip", thus set-
ting off one of the points of debate which so delight the members of the Baker Street Irreg-
‘ulars) is less astute than Holmes, and for a very good reason. We must see just so much and
no more through his eyes in order to preserve the mystery until the end.

Unfortunately, too many people have formed their opinions of Holmes and Watson solely
from the radio and movie performances of Basil Rathbone and Nigel Bruce. Theirs was but one
interpretation of the characters, and not necessarily one which corresponded to the idea of
Conan Doyle. Rathbone's Holmes is a waspish egotist, easily irritated (and these traits
while certainly evident in the real Holmes, are not the whole character). Nigel Bruce plays
Watson as a bungling idiot, with only a few moments of intelligence (usually when he is cal-
led upon to render a medical opinion), a character which was obviously a favorite one in the
actor's repertoire, since he essentially played the same character in most of his films. But
there is little similarity here to the real Doctor Watson. After all, next to the genius of
Sherlock Holmes, who wouldn't appear dense? A more faithful interpretation (evoking the
Victorian age itself) is that of Sir John Gielgud and Sir Ralph Richardson in a series orig-
inally broadcast on radio in the 1950s and still heard from time to time by transcription on
local radio stations. .

But the influence of the characters of Sherlock Holmes and Doctor Watson was immediat-
ely felt as their imitators began to appear in rival publications. Among the most credible
was Arthur Morrison's Martin Hewitt, a former law clerk turned private detective. (It should
be noted in passing that Sherlock Holmes was not an amateur detective, as was Dupin, nor ex-
actly a private detective. He referred to himself as the world's first consulting detective
-- that 1s, people came to him as a last resort -- including the police.)

There were other detectives, more or less cut from the same cloth as Holmes' Inver-
ness cape, who debuted just before the first World War. Most of them were capable of draw-
ing conclusions from observable evidence and, like Holmes, they had their eccentricities.
Sometimes that was all they had.

In this Romantic Era of late Victorian and Edwardian England some of the most ingen-
ious heroces came into Leing. Not all have been forgotten. Ernest Bramah wrote of Max Car-
ados who collected coins and had the distinction of being blind. A.E.W. Mason created M.
Hanaud of the Surete. Baroness Orczy, whose most famous character is The Scarlet Pimpernel,
wrote also of the exploits of Lady Molly of Scotland Yard and the old man, forever nameless,
who solved crimes from the corner of an A.B.C. teashop. R. Austin Freeman turned from re-
counting the adventures of a rogue named Romney Pringle to create the first scientist-detec-
tive, the medico-legal analyst, John Evelyn Thorndyke. Thorndyke could rival Sherlock
Holmes for application of the scientific method to the solving of mysteries. The various
narrators of the stories (especially the novels) had a habit of falling in love with the
damsel in distress and marrying her -- thus making room for another narrator in the next
book. And we are given all too brief a look at Thorndyke's rooms in King's Bench Walk. But
the structure of the Thorndyke stories is sound and Freeman does play fair with the reader.

What was to become the longest saga in the history of detective fiction (the adventur-
es of Sexton Blake) began in 1893 and was still very much in evidence in the 1960's. Ad-
mittedly patterned after Sherlock Holmes, Blake (with his young assistant, Edward Carter...
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Agatha Christie's twisting of the rules may have been an unconscious effort. One can
never be quite certain. She had begun in the 1920s to parody the popular writers in the gen-
re 1in the stories in Partners in Crime and herself as well as Conan Doyle in the novel The
Big Four. In The Murder of Roger Ackroyd she carried the theme of the least-likely-suspect
to its extreme. It 1is apparent that she soon tired of Poirot, but kept him around due to
public demand. Perhaps she became fond of him again. In later books she has used him as
little as possible. "You hold off Poirot as long as you can," she said in an interview.
Having him appear late in a book allows her to involve her other characters in the mystery
to a greater extent. Poirot can then act as elder statesman and consultant. And "elder"
he 1s i1f one considers that he was retired from the Belgian police in 1920. She sent his
Watson, Captain Hastings, packing to the Argentine about 30 years ago when he became too in-
sufferable. Even Poirot's eccentricities have been toned down and his English has greatly
improved.

Her work in the later years of the Golden Age exhibits a remarkable ingenuity at trick-
ing the reader without seeming to do so. The debate over whether she does it fairly or not
will probably never be completely resolved to everyone's satisfaction.

It will be apparent to the close reader of the detective story that the Rules of the
Game have been not so much ignored in many instances as interpreted from new angles. As it
became increasingly difficult to devise new puzzles and new ways of solving them many writ-
ers followed the example of Anthony Berkeley and turned to the thriller or crime novel in-
stead. And the new writers who came along kept analyzing their own work and those of their
colleagues to see what they could do to put new life into the genre. Some of them brought
specialized knowledge to the writing of detective fiction and set the stories against the
backgrounds of their own secular professions: Nigel Strangeways in Nicholas Blake's stories
solved one of his first cases through his recognizing a quotation from a Jacobean dramatist.
The stories of Michael Innes have an equally literary flavor, reflecting the background of
their author. Cyril Hare (to move a bit closer to the present for a moment), having been a
Judge's Marshal and Legal Assistant in the Public Prosecutor's Department., used the courts
as a setting and based many of his stories on legal questions.

Many writers from Freeman to llare considered that what was important in a detective
story was that the solution be most obviously the only solution and not one of several pos-
sible choices. Hare was also aware of a failing common to a great many detective stories;
that the solution was too often based on evidence that would be inadmissable in court.

The exposure of the criminal at the end of the book should logically be followed,
in imagination at least, by his trial, trial by conviction, and conviction -- since
we are all blood thirsty as readers -- by execution. It follows, therefore, that
the evidence on which the detective acts should ideally be sufficiently compelling
not only to make the spellbound reader kick himself -- or herself -- under the
bedclothes, but to satisfy twelve people, not lying cosily in bed, but sitting in

a jury box, that the charge is made out -- and that is not quite the same thing.

There is a growing debate among critics and writers themselves on the purpose of de-
tective fiction. 1Is it entertainment or does it have social significance? It is perhaps
within this debate that we can find the seeds of the recurring discovery that the detective
story i1s dead. 1In a world increasingly concerned with the social usefulness of everything,
what purpose is served by an admittedly artificial, contrived, and fantastic genre of 1lit-
erature?

This is, of course, a question to be considered from two angles: the audience for
the detective story and what the observer concludes about the audience. It has often been
observed that detective stories are the favorite light reading of bishops, professors,
statesmen, and national leaders (particularly Presidents of the United States). Once ob-
served, little is said about why it should be so, and if so, what it proves. Are these
men intelligent enough to choose such fare or too dense to read anything better?

It is a matter of record that Abraham Lincoln read Edgar Allan Poe, but this does
not seem to have enhanced Poe much in the eyes of his countrymen. Theodore Roosevelt once
said that he enjoyed Arthur B. Reeve's Craig Kennedy stories. On hearing this, Reeve had
a specially bound and inscribed set of his collected works to that date sent to Sagamore
Hill. J. S. Fletcher had been writing fiction for some time with indifferent sales. Wood-
row Wilson happened upon The Middle Temple Murder, praised it, and Fletcher was hard put to
keep up with the demand for his work. The story of what John F. Kennedy's interest in Ian
Fleming did for the popularity of James Bond is too well known to repeat in detail here.

It is perhaps too soon to draw any conclusions from this. Poe and Fleming are still
read, but only specialists know the work of Reeve and Fletcher. Some of the most popular
of crime novelists of the past are completely forgotten today. Even E. Phillips Oppenheim's
name 1s remembered only because he wrote The Great Impersonation. Once the favorite light
reading of Prime Minister Stanley Baldwin, the other 170 books of Oppenheim have been out
of print for years.
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Like the novels before it, The Glass Key portrays a restricted expiation of evil. The
central villain, Senator Henry, is discovered and the murder mystery is explained. This is in
line with the comic form; but again, this formal comic ending is complicated, this time by our
recognition that Beaumont's "ordering" of the surrounding disorder leads not to equanimity but
to a more disturbing truth, the truth that man is infected by ego, self-interest, and stupid-
ity. There seems to be little hope for mankind. Hammett hints at the conclusion that Paul
Madvig may change his ways, but this is left problematic, as is the question of Ned's relation-
ship with Janet. Similar to The Maltese Falcon, the ending shows strength of character to be
located only within the protagonist--and possibly Janet--and it places him outside the purview
of existing society.

Ned Beaumont is shown to possess the kind of critical intelligence associated with li-
terary rogues from Jonson to Shaw, but we notice that he takes considerably less enjoyment
from his ability to outwit his antagonists. The reason for this is that he undertakes a job
no one has asked him to, everyone wants him not to, and for unusual reasons: to prove a friend's
innocence and to prove to himself that he is no longer a loser. His is an increasingly serious
quest and, by the end, despite his perseverance and agility, he is sadly trapped, not by a fall
into error--a usual Hammett threat--but by the failure of human relationships in the world
around him. Hammett so twists the comic form that when we feel the comic release in the dis-
covery that Ned has not betrayed Madvig to O'Rory we almost immediately discern that our cath-
arsis is premature. The novel reverses our expectations by ending with no real comic release
whatsoever. The note of loss, even sadness, on which the novel closes, makes The Glass Key
the most painful of all.

Although we feel Ned Beaumont is better off outside the humorous society of The Glass
Key, it is an unlooked for and unwanted deliverance. The Thin Man, by comparison, portrays
the disengagé who, though he lives in the society, desires no functional connection with it.
Throughout the work, Nick Charles maintains a skeptical and distant perspective concerning the
disorder around him. Unlike the earlier protagonists, he is not vulnerable to falling because
he is committed to nothing in particular, except perhaps, his repeated declamations of non-
involvement. He doesn't need a job, he doesn't care about any of those involved, in fact, he
dislikes them all.

The purging of corruption in The Thin Man is shown to be highly restrictive. Though
Macauley is revealed as the arch-villain at the end, the reader finds little satisfaction in
this fact because he realizes that Macauley's violence is simply an extreme manifestation of
the prevalent moral and social decay ubiquitously pictured in the novel. Our greatest comic
release comes from Nick's perceptive unravelling of the Gordian knots of the mystery, yet even
this release is modified by our recognition that such skill no longer brings meaning to the
possessor. There is victory without measureable result. The ending suggests no renewal: all
will go on as before.

The game is all that is left in The Thin Man. Nick and Nora represent the kind of wit
and flexibility that means survival in a lost world. The novel is genuinely funny, and des-
pite the darker overtones, we find pleasure in observing two people who have learned to live
with some style and grace in an otherwise witless and graceless wor.d.

Surely, then, one of the most interesting things about Hamu.ett is his attempt to use
the comic form to render a serious moral and social vision. Throughout the major novels, he
strives to adjust the detective form to suit his thematic inte-ests, and what results is a
kind of problem comedy. He expands the range of the comic fr_m by making it unsettle us
rather than relieve us. With the exception of The Dain Curie, the plotting of the novels is
extremely well handled. In each, the plot strands point to larger, more informing issues,
issues concerning the nature of American society, the viability of the moral and ethical hero
in a fallen world, the problematic nature of reality, and the problem of identity. Detection
as a process is revivified as Hammett examines the dilemmas of pragmatic, morally self-conscious
heroes who attempt to do their job efficiently while holding on to their own authenticity.

As we move from Red Harvest to The Dain Curse to The Maltese Falcon to The Glass Key and
on to The Thin Man we increasingly become aware of a darkening authorial vision. Red Harvest,
with its allegorical typography, represents in full the Hammett world, complete in 1its portray-
al of the infectious mole within human nature. As we have seen, one of the problems Hammett
articulates in this first novel is how inescapably ironic must be the ethical man's position
in a corrupt world, and it is the problem he repeatedly examines from varying perspectives
thereafter. With the creation of Sam Spade, Hammett finds a viable hero, one who is finally
able to harmonize his external existence with his internal self, but the Hammett irony per-
sists: to affirm one's authenticity is to necessarily be unlike everyone else.

The Glass Key develops the theme of alienation by focusing on society's devastating in-
fluence on the committed man. Beaumont's search for the truth leads ironically to betrayal
and to the discovery that, despite good faith and almost super-human endeavor, human relation-
ships are at best illusionary. The total estrangement of the Hammett hero from his society is
painfully rendered in this novel, and in the final one, The Thin Man, Hammett extends to its
logical conclusion this pattern of the mutilated American hero. The loss of inner integrity
and commitment emhadied in the ex-detective Nick Charles reflects Hammett's pessimistic con-
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supplement to The World Bibliography. liopcfilly we won't have to wait another nine years for
that successor volumc: this onc arousces all too many expectations.

"Othcr Sherlockians might have donc it better," De Waal remarked on one occasion, in a
moment of characteristic but misplaced diffidence. The point is that he has done it most
ably indeed, and that no onc else did it at all. Previous Sherlockian bibliographies, many
definitely meritorious in their own right, nonetheless pale into relative insignificance be-
side this one. Only the late William S. Baring-Gould's monumental work The Annotated Sher-
lock Holmes can stand as its cqual for devotuion, tenacity, expertise, and accomplishment.

And that 1s pretty good company indeed.

—Jon L. Lellenberqg

Alibi for a Corpse, by Rlizabeth lLemarchand. London: Tandem Books, 1973. Paperbound. 222pp.
35 pence.

Some summers ago, I had thce pleasurc of finding a writer new to mc, [Ilizabeth Lemar-
chand, whose Death of an 0ld Girl and The Affacombe Affair T reviewed for TAD, hoping to sharc
with other devotees of the LCnglish varictv of the classic mystery a new and intercsting, yet
thoroughly traditional, talent.

Elizabeth Lemarchand's third novel, Alibi for a Corpse, which was first published in

1969 by Rupert Hart-Davis, has been given a sccond printing by Tandem Books of London (the

first was in 1971), suggesting that therc is a demand for such books. /libhi is indced well
worth a reader's time. Elizabeth Lemarchand's work has been described by the critic in
Argosy (London) as beina "... in the best aAgatha Christic tradition," and that high praisc

seems to me to be justified.

In Alibi Elizabeth Lemarchand presents us with a nicely twisting plot, credible vyet
eccentric characters—1I especially liked a witch-like woman, Sybil Peninde, who would have
been happy at Cold Comfort Farm, who stalks about the moors on Lammas LCve (sinister night!)
but who deftly turns the opublicity accruing to her as one involved in a murder case into a
national advertising campaign for the herbal remedies and bcauty products she has hitherto
sold only to local people—and a satisfying solution, witHh believable motivation in the
double mystery involved. We are offered clues along the way to two problems: who did it? and
to whom was 1t done? The solutions are both eminently gratifyving.

For lovers of the traditional mystery, then, Flizabeth Lemarchand 1s a writer to cher-

ish. ——Veronica M.S. Kennedy

Short notes on more of the current crop. . .

Mystery & Detection Annual 1973 (Donald Adams, 152 S. Clark Drive, Beverly Hills, Ca.

90211; $20), thc second in the series, has arrived—some months behind the originally in-
tended schedulc. As before, it's expensive, very well produced, and quite stimulating and
useful in content, with a strong academic orientation. Particular emphasis is placed on

hardboiled detective fiction: an Iateresting comparison of Chandler's The Long Coodbye with
F. Scott Fitzgerald's The Great Gatsby by Leon Howard; a heretofore unpublished novelette

by Horace McCoy ("Death in Hollywood")—a very nicely done tale, this—with critical intro-
duction by Thomas Sturak; an interview with Ross Macdonald by Ralph Bruno Sipper. Other
rewarding essays include an analysis of James Hogg's Confessions of a Justified Sinner by
Robert L. Chianese; an imaginative study of Poe's "The Purloined Letter" by Martin Roth;

a survey of recent commentaries on Poe by Benjamin Franklin Fisher IV; a most instructive
overview of the gothic fiction of William Godwin, Jr., by Donald K. Adams, Chairman of the
Department of English and Comparative Literature at Occidental College and editor/publisher
of Mystcry and Dctection Annual; a fascinating look at one of the first journals (from 1859-
1860) devoted to dectection by Albert D. Hutter and Mary W. Miller; and a convincing justifi-
cation by Wilbur Jordan Smith of his estimation, in the 1972 Annual, that 6000 titles of
mystery fiction were published in the 19th century (he includes 3750 Gothic novels). And
there's more: a brief discussion of her own technique by Ngaio Marsh: a very illuminating
interview with Georges Simenon by J. Stuart Whiteley; the autobiographical "Progress of a
Crime Writer" by Julian Symons; and several other articles, reviews and poems. These Annuals
can hardly be done without by the serious student of crime fiction or the reference library
with an intcrest in the genre.

Horror, blood, gore, depravation, psychoses, wrenching tension, all of this is our fare
in Sharp Practice by John Farris (Simon & Schuster, $7.95), shortly to be filmed. If that
sounds as if I might not have enjoyed the book, I'm not sure that I did—there's one of the
more ghastly characters in recent memory, and another that would be equally ghastly in another
way if it wasn't so piteous. But I will admit much is well done here, cven if technical ex-
cellence doesn't necessarily lead to pleasure. Pretty Boy—so he calls himself—has been
butchering girls in Oxford and displaying his handiwork proudly. The police are at a loss.
Then a brilliant female mathematician is attacked and survives—barely. We know her attacker,
the police suspect but cannot prove. She rccovers health (but not memory of the attack), and
joins her writer-brother at a small colleage in this country—where her attacker 1is also in
residence. T must admit T stronaly suspected who the various concealed identities were, but
the book was a shockeyr nonctheless.
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The Wind Chill Factor by Thomas Gifford (Putnam, $8.95) is an entirely different matter—
technical excellence leading to pleasure, and without the great gobhs of graphic gore and sex.
Gifford is a Minneapolitan—he once spent an evening with me amongst my books a couple of years
ago, when he was producing an old-time radio rebroadcast show—and the partial Minnesota set-
ting for this novel is particularly fresh and appealing. John Cooper, trying to write a novel
in Cambridge while recovering from his marriage, gets a cryptic telegram from his brother, bid-
ding his return to the family homestead in Cooper's Falls, along the St. Croix in Minnesota.

He arrives by car in a blizzard, surviving a murder attempt on the way, and finds his family
tree, bedecked with a famous World War II Nazi sympathizer, has risen to smite him, and death
comes to visit Cooper's Falls, which is inexplicable and devastatingly beseiged. Searching for
an explanation, John backtracks his brother's trail: Buenos Aires, Glasgow, London, Munich.

You may think you're tired of books that discover left-over Nazis behind every hedge, but this
is a very superior specimen of the breed: uncomfortably plausible, with credible characteriza-
tion, a good sense of atmosphere and timing, and solid plotting. The Wind Chill Factor is a
first novel, and a $15,000 Putnam Award Novel—welcome, Mr. Gifford!

Even though Hans Helmut Kirst is better described as a mainstream novelist occasionally
operating within the detective storv framework than as a detective story writer per se, he
does appear to be the only German author being translated into English whose activities come
within our purview. When 1in Germany I have seen evidence on paperback shelves that a number
of Germans produce crime fiction, but I am assured that very largely the product 1is imitative
and of low quality and richly deserving of its untranslated status. Kirst seems to enjoy a
good reputation in the mainstream, and in fact I found his earlier The Night of the Generals
(1963) very pleasant. Thus I wish I could speak more highly about his latest, A Time fo
Truth (Coward McCann & Geoghegan, $7.95), but the book is depressing in themes and awkward
in its bits-and-pieces structure and sometimes confusing in chronology. And Kirst has seen
fit from time to time to drop coy rints into the narrative about later devclopments, a strata-
gem to which I did not take kindlv. The book is clearly in our field: a !'unich reporter with
a keen nose for sniffing out the most malodorous secrets of his employers, the owners of his
newspaper's chief competition, and the wealthy, is run over several times on a Munich side-
street by a black limousine. We then follow the investigation by Homicide Detective Martin
zimmermann and his team, an investigation which has a disconcerting overlap with the activities
of Zimmermann's rebellious son and which drags us through the dankest sewers of highest Munich
society, in which nearly everyone seems to be venal and a nvmphomaniac/satyr to boot. Which
in turn naturally provides Zimmermann with a goodly number of suspects, but very little to help
choose among them. But be not mislead: the book is by no means entirely without merit in its
dissection of Munich's privileged and their interplay, its procedural treatment of police in-
vestigation, and its exploration of character.

A recently published collection of detective short stories has probably been completely
overlooked on these shores because of the absence of an American edition, and this is highly

unfortunate. I refer to The Mournful Demeanour of Lieutenant Boruvka by Josef Skvorecky
(Gollancz, +2.50), a book with the subtitle "Linked detective tales featuring a highly intel-
ligent member of the Czechoslovak police force and his agreeable colleagues." These stories

were written in Czech and translated for British publication, but the author now lives in
Canada, where he is a professor at a university and operates a publishing house on the side.
Boruvka contains twelve stories, of which most are top quality, and I hope I may be forgiven
for documenting them in some detail. In "The Supernatural Powers" Boruvka oversleeps after an
evening's immoderate celebration and consequently arrives at a death scene hours late. His
young subordinate, Sergeant Malek, has meantime marshalled all the scientific resources avail-
able, not to mention volunteers from local schools, in his search for conclusive evidence to
fit his theory—a theory with which he regales Boruvka with such velocity and enthusiasm that

the latter can only manage to insert an occasional "But...". We come to suspect that the good
Sergeant has overlooked a detail... "That Sax Solo" deals with the murder of a jazz singer.
The most likely suspect was heard to be practicing his sax the whole time. Boruvka recalls an

overheard argument regarding a fish jumping in a fishless lake and adds his own knowledge of
the respective ranges of the sax and clarinet to pin the crime on the guilty, whose has used

a fictionally overworked gimmick... "The Scientific Method" is a particuarly interesting

tale of a murdered dancer, who was showering in a room with other girls when it happened. Var-
ious romantic entanglements are uncovered, and an unusual stimulus triggers Boruvka to discover
the weapon. Then keys that fit more than one lock steer him to the actual murder site-—and the
killer... "Death on Needlepoint" is an enjoyable variant on the locked room or impossible
crime. Three mountain climbers, roped together, are going up a needle-shaped rock with a small
flat top. The second arrives to find the first with a knife in his back. Boruvka finally
figures out how anyone other than #2 could have done the job... In "Whose Deduction", Boruvka
has planned an evening of dalliance with a pretty young policewoman, but when attempting to
call his wife with an excuse, he finds crossed lines have allowed him to listen to a conversa-
tion that seems to portend murder. Regretfully he attempts to follow the slight clues he has,
and succeeds in thwarting a blackmail plot—not to mention an incidental robbery scheme...

"The Case of the Horizontal Trajectory" is another locked room type story. An old woman is
found dead in bed with a sharp projectile driven into her head through an eye. The door is
locked on the inside, but the window is wide open and the position of the body suggests the
projectile came in that way. But no other evidence does. Boruvka does (or gets his daughter's
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mathematically inclined bov friend to do) some ballistics calculations, which lead to both
murder method and killer... "A Tried and Proven Method" is yet another variant—or near
variant—on the impossible crime. A sick woman seems to have jumped to her death from a
cable-car in the Italian mountains, where Boruvka is vacationing from his duties in Pragque.

No one can figure out how it could be other than suicide—but murder is what Boruvka is able

to show, even though the cable car in question arrived at the other side of the valley empty...
"Falling Light" takes us to an Italian villa, securely locked, full of people who couldn't

have committed murder and a murdered man. Boruvka uses the translating and athletic abilities
of his daughter, who has accompanied him on vacation, to uncover a murderer and his access
route... "Aristotelian Logic" is the pleasant tale of the murder of a model at a fashion
show. The obvious suspects—her fiancee, a notorious rake—seem to have alibis, and Boruvka's
wits are befuddled by the attractive policewoman, who has to steer Boruvka to the solution...
"The End of an 0ld Tom-Cat" is the enjoyable story of the poisoning of an unsavory public pro-
secutor. The victim's wife seems to be innocent, and a ripe suspect turns up in the restaurant
where the victim had recently eaten. However, Boruvka remembers a weeping old woman, the pre-
valence of cats, and The Roman Hat Mystery by Ellery Queen, and correctly pins the guilt...
"His Easiest Case" is a short one, related to an earlier investigation. Boruvka's fingerprint
(and that of his sergeant) is found on the toilet handle in the apartment of the pretty police-
woman, who has suffered a murderous attack. The implications make Boruvka an outcast, but the

policewoman lives and Boruvka figures out who done it and why... "Crime in a Girls' High
School" is a lesser story, in which Boruvka reminisces of the earlier time when he was a
teacher and money appeared to have been stolen from one of the school rooms... Skvorecky's

intentions in these tales are not only to entertain: he's also poking fun at the detective
genre and a few of its sacred cows.

Some years ago I read one or two of Tobias Wells' tales of Knute Severson, Boston police
detective, and from the latest, Have Mercy Upon Us (Doubleday, $4.95), it would appear that
Knute is being buried under gothic trappings. Mercy Bird (who writes mysteries under the name
Tobias Wells about Knute Severson, Boston detective, and lives next door to Knute Severson,
Boston detective) finds her finances a bit low and answers an ad offering an all-expense-paid
retreat for aspiring music writers. She does not, of course, write songs or poetry, but the
place is free. The "place" is an old mansion, once a Catholic Seminary, and the song-writers'
benefactor is Countess von Hohoken from Brooklyn. An idiot would know something was fishy, and
Mercy is only a near-idiot, so she only suspects; the rest of the victims do not. She confides
her suspicions; but the police are not overly persuaded by near-idiots. Knute is going on vaca-
tion, but he exercises a modest neighborly concern... Predictable as the recent elections, the
novel nonetheless has a few neat tricks and commendable succinctness.

Charles Merrill Smith, "a card carrying clergyman of the United Methodist Church" and
author of a number of religious satires (like How to Become a Bishop Without Being Religious)
has added Reverend C. P. Randollph to that short list of Protestant Clergymen-detectives in
Reverend Randollph and the Wages of Sin (Putnam, $6.95). Randollph, an inhabitant of academia,
Is lured by his bishop to Chicago's troubled and wealthy Church of the Good Shepherd to serve
a year's interim ministry. The portrayal of a large urban church found here (the mileau of
this book may be unique in all detective fiction) is wholly fascinating—and not a little
chilling, at least to one of evangelical persuasions like myself. (Good Shepherd is a huge
social organization, with a certain compassion and occasional religious overtones—but over-
tones of a religion in which the sweet light of human reason has banished the more unpallatable
aspects of scriptural teachings on God and man and sin.) At any rate, the bishop is concerned
because money is not coming in from the Good Shepherd like once it did, and Randollph (who of
yore was an NFL quarterback) launches a flying wedge at the church's trustees, an ingrown, fat
and comfortable lot. Shortly thereafter one of the choir's most beautiful sopranos is found
nude and dead in the choir room, and the fat is truly in the fire. Succeeding revelations,
both financial and sexual, would put lesser men to rout, but, only partly distracted by his own
libidinous interactions with a TV talk-show hostess, Randollph sorts out the fairly simple
murder matter and hands un unrepentent killer over to Lt. Casey of Homicide. Mr. Smith, D.D.,
has an attractive way with words, wryly and penetratingly humorous, and the book abounds in
shrewd observation and detail. The puzzler of the year it is not; its pleasures, as indicated,
lie elsewhere. :

Another first novelist is Reymoure Keith Isely, once a Canadian boradcasting executive
and actor and now a writer/farmer (during the appropriate seasons) in Saskatchewan. His winter
crop, A Strange Code of Justice (Bobbs-Merrill, $6.50), is a competent job, a bit fuzzy in
spots, but attractive in delving into conflicts between characters. In Titan, a small Califor-
nia city, the long term, revered Sheriff Sandy Marshall has died and his daughter Justine, out
of filial duty perhaps, has run for and succeeded to his office. Her deputy, and one-time
lover, is experienced cop Sam Powell; there is also an acutely ambitious D.A. of the trampling
variety, and a high powered state senator, whose son is found dead in his smashed car, sur-
rounded by curious circumstances. Sam and Justine's emotional tangle plays into the hands of
the politically motivated D.A., and they find themselves in a game with more at stake than a
killer...

For my sins, I like a good private eye story; I liked Robert B. Parker's Spenser and his
first caper, The Godwulf Manuscript (1973); and, by Godfrey, I like his second, God Save the
“hild (Houahton Mifflin. $5.95). even hetter. There's nothina immoderatelv new about Spenser:
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he's a humorist, in part to hide his feelings; he's tough, unmarried and inclined toward the
occasional short-term alliance; he's a bit hung up on people. I suspect he'll wear very nice-
ly over the long term. Nor does the job he's asked to take by contractor Bartlett and his
drunken sexpot wife establish precedents in innovation: the recovery of the Bartlett's runaway
teenage son. But Parker is a fine storyteller; he's a Professor of English and clearly enjoys
working with the language. The result is a most diverting novel.

Stanley Ellin, an adherent to the Quaker faith, has long wished to incorporate a Quaker
background in a crime novel. Stronghold (Random House, $6.95) is that novel, and it's been
worth waiting for. Marcus Hayworth is a Quaker who profoundly espouses the tenet of nonvio-
lence; he's also a wealthy banker in the small Quaker settlement of Scammons Landing in upstate °
New York. Jimmy Flood, the most unsuccessful result of the town's social concern, returns with
his henchmen after sojourns in various prisons. The plot hatched in his inflamed brain: hold
Hayworth's family at gunpoint in his country home and send Marcus off to collect $4 million
from his various banks. There's a goodly bit of low cunning in Jimmy's madness—and how does
a committed pacifist like Marcus react to such peril to his loved ones? Ellin has worked out
both plot and characters carefully; one has the impression that the latter are acting as they
do because that's the way they are rather than because the author is pulling strings. The
effect is fine high tension, without easy resolutions or cheap answers. Stronghold is more
masterful Ellin storytelling.

Willo Davis Roberts is a prolific author of paperback gothics and nurse stories who has
recently achieved hardcover publication, and White Jade (Doubleday, $5.95) is the first of her
books I've read. It seems to be an archetypal gothic, carefully fulfilling the structural
requirements, which perhaps only seem ludicrous to us male chauvinist pigs. At any rate, it's
1885, and Cecilia Jade Cummings and her younger and crippled brother, both orphans of a de-
ceased missionary to China, travel the many months to California, hopefully to live with their
grandfather, whom they've never seen. They arrive to find him wealthy, dying, and surrounded
by grasping relatives. The latter include three nephews, each of whom proposes to Jade—
regarded as another contestant for the old man's money—within days of her arrival. She ends
up wed and very nearly dead; murder has been around before, and the new target seems to be Jade.
There is, of course, a missing will, and you will doubtless grasp instantly where it's hidden,
though it takes the characters the whole book to find it. And, to be sure, Jade plays heroine
in the night in traditional gothic fashion. Ms. Roberts writes well enough; I suppose fanciers
of the form will like the book...

Six Nuns and a Shotgun by Colin Watson (Putnam, $5.95) is about 90% of a thoroughly en-
joyable book—1if it only didn't have a slapdash, get-it-out-of-the-way ending... Anyway, we're
in beleaguered Flaxborough, wherein redoubtable Insp. Purbright receives a curious communique
seeming to say that an American gangster is on his way over to waste some prominent Flaxborovian,
who has apparently fallen behind in his dues. Meanwhile, The Floradora Club, a hotbed of pal-
pitating and not altogether legal sex, is gearing for a big blast, and its owner, who is feud-
ing with a neighboring magnate, is not greatly impressed that Purbright thinks he's the target.
Then there's that dark-jowled American prowling about the town... Humor aplenty, both broad-
beamed and subtle and all well done; nice scene-setting, nice confrontations—as I say, about
90%. .. '

I believe that Gideon's Fog (Harper & Row, $5.95), the 20th Commander George Gideon novel
by J. J. Marric (John Creasey), 1s the penultimate volume in the series. Creasey died in 1973,
but had written his series books through 1975, so we should have a final tale, perhaps late
this year... The Gideons have been a remarkable series, representing—according to the nearly
unanimous critical viewpoint—Creasey's best, most creative, most dynamic and individual wri-
ting. He coined the pseudonym and deliberately set himself to writing in a different vein—
the police procedural, which at the time "Marric" began was an infant, hardly even a recogniza-
ble subgenre. As the titles suggest, the character of Gideon has always been central to the
stories, but Creasey used the series also to explore family relationships, the structure and
pressures of Scotland Yard, the position of police in the public view, demanding social pro-
blems, and political and moral issues which troubled England (and Creasey). Perhaps one day
someone will read the series from stem to stern and describe the portraits that emerge... 1In
the meantime, we have Gideon's Fog, wherein the curious matter of lady vigilantees who object
to freelance sex under the bushes of London's parks comes to Gideon's attention—as does, hot
on the heels of this, the kidnapping of his deputy, with whom his daughter is very much in love
I admit to some difficulty in taking the ladies and their machinations and some of the plot
antanglements as seriously as I think Creasey intended, but the handling of the characters and
they persenal, emotional reactions to stress and danger is handled as deftly as ever. Read and
2njoy...

A 72-year-old man reluctantly playing detective and looking into the facts surrounding
1 death or two in a California rest home may not strike one as the most exciting context for
1 crime novel, and You're Never Too 01d to Die by Arthur D. Goldstein (Random House, $5.95)
is a tranquil sort of affair, as are most of its retired inhabitants. Some credit should be
jiven for this offbeat backdrop and for several interesting though only partially resolved
characterizations, but more suspense is generated by wondering if these representatives of the
Jeriatrics generation won't die of old age before they solve the puzzle. Max Guttman was a
cutter in the textile trade in New York, but his daughter lured him to California for his
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retirement years. He spends weekdays at the Golden Valley Senior Citizens Center, in which
an old man recently expired under circumstances which seem mysterious only to the old lady
who was planning to marry him. Her disquiet spreads to others, who drag Guttman into the
affair protesting that his successes in A Person Shouldn't Die Like That (1972) do not a
Sherlock Holmes make him.

I really can't take The Gordon's Undercover Cat stories seriously as crime fiction;
juveniles, yes, or even fantasy. And I'm no cat lover at all—1I don't think the breed con-
tains a warm feeling for humans anywhere—and the antics of besotted cat lovers in the third
of the series, Catnapped! (Doubleday, $5.95) leave me aghast. There is this Randall family,
you see; motherless, temporarily fatherless, with Patti, engaged to an FBI agent, l7-year-old
Ingrid, younger brother Mike, and Damn Cat, a 7-year-old black feline around whom the Randall
universe revolves. DC is kidnapped—er, catnapped—one day by a nut with a money-making scheme.
The universe flies to pieces, of course, along with the FBI, and what follows defies descrip-
tion. A couple of nice characterizations—1like the gun-toting neighbor woman—are wasted on
this nonsense, which is supposed to be funny.

By my count, Bread (Random House, $5.95) is Ed McBain's 29th 87th Precinct novel, and it
gives me pause to wonder if the author is a bit jaded with the old rut, in spite of past glo-
ries therein. Perhaps the fact that a non-87th McBain novel is due in a few months supports
this idea. The cops at the 87th seem tired, the plot is undernourished, and the telling does
not sparkle. Oh well, doubtless there are 5-10,000 institutions/people who buy 87th Precinct
novels habitually by now, so neither Random nor McBain will go hungry. At any rate, it's
August and hot, and some of the precinct boys are away on vacation. One of them, name of
Parker, was looking into a warehouse fire, and the owner tracks down Carella and bugs him about
resolving the affair so he can collect his half million in insurance money. So Carella and
company poke around a bit, turning up some human carrion and assorted misdeeds, and end up
with a solution for the whole mess that takes more salesmanship than it was given.

I was much impressed with Marion Rippon's first two novels, which were gothics-of-a-sort
with a French setting and considerable character. The Ninth Tentacle (Doubleday, $4.95),
while set in France, does not quite fulfill the promise of its predecessors. The story is
well enough told: Fiona Rolland, not very intelligent, is married to brilliant computer de-
signer Viktor, a cold, calculating so-and-so who rubs everyone he meets the wrong way. Retired
policeman Ygrec knows her, knows the village, lives for the periodic visits of his friend In-
spector Michelin. Some computer drawings disappear, a local rake distracts Fiona, and murder
visits. Ygrec worries the things he knows in his mind... The central characterization of Fiona
is too much of a void to be greatly of interest, and suspicions of the truth come fairly readily
to the reader's mind.

The Thing at the Door by Henry Slesar (Random House, $5.95) is one of those comforting
novels that re-establishes the old values: the villains, who wear black hats, get their just
deserts, justice prevails, guy gets girl—all regqular and predictable as the tides. Gail
Sunnerson was spooked when she was six years old and her mother had just committed suicide:
something came to her door. Now she's 26, beautiful and wealthy. She has a psyche tied in
knots, she hears noises in the night, her banker wants her declared incompetent so she can't
pick up her money and play elsewhere. Then she starts seeing corpses that haven't died, and
sometime private eye Steve Tyner, alias hero, has of course fallen in love with Gail while
trying to decide whose on which side.

It's no coincidence, I'm sure, that Black Sunday by Thomas Harris (Putnam, $7.95) was
published just 9 days before the January 12 Super Bowl. The novel is one of those high-powered
thrillers with a political slant. A psychotic Vietnam vet with a powerful death wish hatches
a scheme to turn the 70,000 people attending a Super Bowl game into so much dead meat. He
succeeds in interesting Arab terrorists in his dementia, propelling us into a taut duel be-
tween terrorists and Major Kabakov of Israeli Intelligence. The Arabs think a stadium full of
dead spectators might fit in with their own happy objectives, and everyone develops his own
ideas of how the final scenario is going to play. Crackling suspense here...

I've done it again—only caught up with a promising new craftsman in our genre at his
third book. The author is Charles Larson and the book Matthew's Hand (Doubleday, $4.95); the
first two were The Chinese Game and Someone's Death.

Hand is expert storytelling, demonstrating a fine sense of timing, smooth integration of
story elements and an acute ear for dialogue. Jesus Mary Chavez has a restaurant in a Mexican
slum in Oceanport, out California way. The town has about the usual concentration of bigots,
#hose necks are more red than usual since Chavez maintains he's a communist. The townspeople
show their affection by heaving bricks through the restaurant windows and the like, and so
Isabel Chavez, Jesus Mary's niece and star of a tottering TV series, scuttles the shooting
schedules and heads to Oceanport to help. Closely trailed by Nils-Frederick Blixen, the show's
producer, who has a serious defect in his character for success in show business: he has some.
Character, that is. He also has concern for Isabel—and more when a headless, handless corpse
is found in a barrel behind Jesus Mary's place. The sheriff, neck glowing, has his own ideas
about murderer and murderee; Blixen has others, and has to prove them.

As the subtitle suggests, Corpus Delicti of Mystery Fiction: A Guide to the Body of the
Case by Linda Herman and Beth Stiel (Scarecrow Press, P.O. Box 656, Metuchen, N. J. 08840)
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LETTERS

From Michael L. Masliah (9339 Encino Ave., Northridge, Ca. 91324):

The Sherlock Holmes Society of Los Angeles is planning a Sherlock Holmes film festival
this fall.

Edward Connors' excellent article (Films in Review, Aug.-Sept. 1961) lists most of the
bona fide Holmes' pictures. But we are having trouble finding out about the myriad of pseudo-
Holmesian films, the cartoons, and the out-and-out parodies.

I would appreciate hearing from any reader who has information regarding these films.

From Mrs. Donald Jackson:

The November 1974 issue welcomed comment about "The I'aperback Rcvolution" column. I am
very familiar with Christie, Carr, Stout, etc. I only need an author/title listing of new
paperbacks by such well known authors; I have most of their books alrcady.

Are less well known writers published in paperback these days?—1ikc llenry Wade, Fiona
Sinclair, Jean Scholey, for example? If these more obscure authors arec published, 1 would
devour an author/title listing (or more if space permits). At least then I could refer to

Catalogue of Crime, Julian Symons, or start browsing bookshops.
I would also be very interested in listings of British publications—ncw or reprint

hardbacks as well as paperbacks. I'm probably in a small minority there, though.
In summary, "The Paperback Revolution" usually disappoints mc, but that may be morc the
fault of publishers than of TAD »policy. You and Mr. Shibuk will have to deccide whether most

of TAD's rcadcrs arc younqg and proarcssive (?) cnouch to neced introductions to classic authors'
works.

One more comment: Current inventory control systems, in Los Angeles bookshops at least,
somehow mean that most of the same paperback authors and titles are stocked over and over.
The "mystery" sections arc very monotonous these days. Therefore, I think pcople who have
been avidly reading dctective stories for a long time nced all the help we can get in finding
out about titles and authors less often nublished in vaperback.

From Jo Ann Vicarel:

Do you know how many Supcrintendent Folly titles have been published by John Creasey un-
der thc name Jeremy York? I have read First a Murder and Run Away to Murder, both printed in
the last four years but obviously written in the forties. Any information you or TAD readers
can supply will be welcome. The books themselves are find puzzle mysteries in the grand tra-
dition and worth the reading.

From Orin McFarland:

I have a copy of the Detective Short Story Bibliography and Index by Mundell and Rausch,
and, as a whole, it is a grcat disappointment. Perhaps vou don't share my opinion, but I will
try to clarify my statement.

The book should never have been divided into classifications. Nine-tenths of the read-
ing public don't know what classification a book comes under, such as Secret Service Stories,
Sherlockiana, etc. TFor instance, I was looking up The Knife Behind the Curtain by Williams.

It wasn't under "Detective Stories—~hiuthor Collections” but placed under "Secret Service
Stories". This is only one instance out of many. To have to go through three or four sections
of a book in order to find your titles should be unnccessary. Coding the titles would have
been much more desirable. If Mundell and Rausch wanted to classify their short stories (as
they undoubtedly did) they should have had only one complete alphabet. I would have suggested
to them to have had a preamble stating that most of the titles were detective short stories and
where they wanted to pin-point a particular type of short story they were using a code, and to
use this code throughout, such as: Sherlockiana, use Sher.; Detective Anthology, use DA; Secret
Service Stories, use SSS. And the majority of detective short stories (which the book con-
sisted of) would need no code.

The above was only one objection to the book. The biggest objection and disappointment
of all was that half of the stories, yes almost exactly half, was a re-hash of Queen's Detec-
tive Short Story and Queen's Quorum titles and subtitles used in Queen's Quorum. It was my
understanding that this venture of Mundell and Rausch was to be an updating of Qucen's cndea-
vors. So I am at a loss to understand why they took some titles by a single author and left
off other titles. They should never have been included in the first place. I spent six hours
one night going through Ellery Queen's two books to make a comparison of what had been repeated
in Mundell and Rausch's book and came up with over 700 titles which had been duplicated. The
book would have been much more desirable if it had been composed only of additional new titles.
It also would have been less to print and could have been given to the public at a little more
reasonable price, thus cncouraging the public to buy more copics.

Also many paperbacks are included in the bibliography. Why didn't they indicate that
certain titles were only in paperback? Not cveryone is aware that certain publishing houses
have only paperbacks; and this doesn't have to be necessarily true either. But it would have
been nice to know.

Actually if you analyze the book thoroughly, you will find, after you climinate over 700
titles repeated from the Queen books, eliminate the true short stories, which the majority of
detective story readers are not interested in anvwav, and if you wanted to, climinate all the










-155-

own I've ever read. The reqular features were as helpfully informative as always; I particu-
larly appreciate the "Movie Notes", as Everson is ever reminding me of something I've forgotten
seeing that didn't deserve being forgotten.

I teach a class on detective fiction, and I am thinking of adding The Thin Man as an
additional text. George Thompson's chapter on the book provides some genuine new 1nsights into
the book (as all his chapters have done). Also, he says nothing that I vigorously disagree
with—a rare achievement as I'm a vigorous disagreer where it comes to most 'tec' criticism.

I will probably circulate my two copies of this issue among my students if/when I do teach The
Thin Man. Another thing that draws me to the book, besides a gut feeling that it is probably
Hammett's most ‘'underrated work, is the photocover of the current paperback edition. Every
'tec' fan should have that.

Now, at last, to the letters:

I heartily second Don Hutchison's call for articles on the paperback series. I hope
that Steve Mertz will not confine himself solely to Don Pendleton's work in his promised arti-
cle; or that he will do a followup, covering the Assassin, and the other series which more-or-
less derive from the Executioner. Hutchison's half-paragraph tribute to The Shadow (which I
thought was well-deserved) indicates to me that he should do a pulp hero article himself.
That's another one I would like to see.

As for your question regarding "The Paperback Revolution", my personal tastes are pro-
bably nearer those of Fred Dueren than of your columnist. I usually skim the column for news
it sometimes provides of something that I don't want to miss, but I rarely read for comments.
However, I know TAD is not published just for me (even if it almost seems that way sometimes),
and I imagine that most of your readers cherish the column.

Tell reader Kolesnik that that mysterious fellow who brings on the credits for each of
NBC's Mystery Movies is obviously looking for viewers. Over the years he's found lots of us.
Seriously, though, I have always thought he symbolized mystery itself—the detective's meticu-
lous search for clues, etc. If it's anything more specific than that, I'd like to know about
it too.

I'll sign up right now for J. T. Browne's pressure group to get pulps microfilmed. Just
tell me who to write to... Please! 1In fact, I'd like to see some other pulps (especially the
early Western & SF ones) microfilmed as well. I wrote University Microfilms about this the
day TAD arrived. Is there someone else I should write to? Maybe Browne will circulate a
petition.

No doubt Clay Kimball is right about Stark-Westlake re-writing Hammett. But then most
of the hardboiled writers have been doing it for years.

Page two of this letter languished in my typewriter while I looked for the answer I had
expected to find so easily for reader Williams. No dice, after all, as 95% of my collection
is (and will be for the next couple years) stored in cartons and practically inaccessible.
However, I did run across copies of Suspense Magazine which formerly stood on my shelves cheek-
by-jowl (if magazines can be properly said to have such) with The Mysterious Traveler Magazine.
It's a very similar case. Not a pulp but a digest magazine on good paper, it published four
issues, beginning Spring 1951 and ending Wint. 1952. Published by Farrell, its covers bore
the legend: "Inspired by the C.B.S radio and television program"; many of the readers will,
of course, remember that show as some of William Spier's finest hours. The magazine ran from
11 to 15 stories in each issue, dividing them into as many as 7 almost comically overlapping
"categories", but in reality they were the kinds of fiction offered by detective and science
fiction magazines. Three or more stories in each issue were reprints; the only author to
appear more than once was Ray Bradbury. I believe The Mysterious Traveler Magazine ran the
same number of issues; I know it offered the same sort of fare.

Now for my own guestion: How many mystery-detective-crime fiction magazines (or at least
magazines that gave that sort of material considerable space on a regular basis) were inspired
by radio programs? Except for the two mentioned above (and I recognize the sharing of influence
with TV in the case of Suspense), I can count only The Shadow Magazine. Some might want to in-
clude the Alonzo Dean Cole Witch's Tales of the mid-1930s, which was surely radio inspired—
but from what I know of it, the contents were almost entirely supernatural fiction (as would
fit the title). Of course, there was a Lone Ranger pulp for awhile too; again, definitely
radio-inspired, but certainly all Western in contents. Can the readers of TAD name others?

From Robert J. Randisi:

TAD 8/1: First, the cover. The blue cover is a welcome change from the yellow used the
past few issues. Can we look forward to more color in the future? I'm rather partial to red,
myself.

Can we learn something of William Dixon's cover illustrations? Are they of his own mak-
ing, or does he take them from instances described in some stories? (TAD 7/3 of course was
The Shadow, 7/1 Jack the Ripper? What of 8/1--Fu Manchu?). I think I would not be the only
reader interested in the history behind the cover illustrations.

Not to be picky, but I would like to add to R.W.Hays'article on "Religion and the Detec-
tive Story", a story by the Granddaddy of Prolificity (is that a word?), Edward D. Hoch: "The
Thing in Lover's Lane (MSMM 7/71), featuring Father David Noone. Does anyone know if he's
written any other stories featuring this same character? 1If not, I wish he would. And speak-
ing of wishes, I realize that Ed Hoch is probably the most prolific short story writer of our
time, but I do wish he'd do some novels on his great characters—cCaptain Leopold, Nick Velvet,
Rand, Sebastian Blue, and, my personal favorite, Private Eye Al Darlan. How many others out
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consistent with his being the murderer, is the test of a good detective story."

More recently Robert D. Paul, a professor of church history, did an article for Student
World in the late Sixties (my photocopy has no date, unfortunately), called "Theology and
Detective Fiction." Paul begins by saying—and I agree—that "the primary aim of the detective
story is to demonstrate that within a given set of bewildering circumstances there is an inner
logic and rationality which can be demonstrated." Clearly this aim has nothing to do with
Christian theology, and Paul says as much. But he goes on to argue that Christianity and crime
fiction share five important beliefs: (1) that the world is rational and consistent, (2) that
human nature is part good and part evil, (3) that everything in the world is significant, (4)
that human life is supremely valuable, and (5) "that law, justice, truth, and rationality are
absolutes, written into the very nature of the universe." Of these five beliefs, however, the
first comes from Greek philosophy, the second is a truism shared by thinkers the world over,
and the other three are accepted by some types of Christianity, rejected by others, and—with
the possible exception of #3 which is the crux of Jacques Barzun's theory of detective fiction
—not particularly important in our genre. You can find stories that illustrate Paul's five
points, and even more stories that illustrate their opposites.

The trouble with this kind of theory, in both its secular and rcligious varieties, I
think, is that the writers who espouse these approaches tend to ignore, argue out of existence,
or condemn as perversions whatever doesn't fit the schema. I was very glad to see that Mr.
Hays didn't fall into this trap.

I liked Frank McSherry's comments on the about-face Dirty Harry performed in his second
adventure, except that Frank implied that the same people made both the original Dirty Harry
and the sequel Magnum Force. Actually, although Clint Eastwood of course starred in both,
each picture had a different director and writers. The viewpoint of Magnum Force was much less
repulsive, but I have to confess (after being given my rights!) that I think Dirty Harry is by
far the better movie simply as a movie.

Sorry, Bob Randisi, but Donald Westlake personally confirmed my guess that the Mitch
Tobin series has come to an end. Let's hope Westlake has second thoughts.

The magazine Ross Russell wants is probably Detective Action, but it may be impossible
to figure out which of Erle Stanley Gardner's stories for that magazine Chandler used as a
model. ESG was in every single issue of this monthly from October 1930 to December 1931, plus
a sixteenth and final tale in the April 1932 issue. At least one of the sixteen, "The Gloved
Mystery" (11/31) was a Rex Kane story, but the others may have been Kanes also. Sorry I can't
help with copies of any of these tales; perhaps Bill Clark can.

From Richard Lackritz:

It might be interesting to TAD readers that I've received a letter from Ian Carmichael
and he's just beginning filming Five Red Herrings and Strong Poison for the BBC and PBS for
1975. Of course The Nine Tailors has already been shot and will be shown here in the U.S. in
the Spring.

From Henry Wenden:

Absolutely every item in 8/1 is welcome, enjoyable and well-done; but I must make spe-
cial mention of the fine biography-critique-checklist on Arthur Upfield. Such brief but clear
and complete studies are needed on all the major and many minor writers. Retrospegtive Reviews
is another particularly valuable service and helps dispel the fog of bias, inaccuracy and
punning take-downs generated by that irritating monstrosity, COC. If I could read as fast as
Charles Shibuk, I'd try to make some contributions myself, but during the school year, all the
mystery reading I do is a few pages before I drop off to sleep. John Rhode beats skeping
pills anytime!

From Robert Kolesnik:

In George N. Dove's article in TAD 8/1 he discussed the device of people in detective
stories referring to other people in other detective stories. He might have mentioned a vari-
ant on this which has been employed several times in the Mike Shayne books, where Shayne will
say, "Brett Halliday writes all of my adventures."

I would like to see an article in a future TAD about the Falcon, who was created by
Michael Arlen. I have seen a few movies about this character and would be interested to learn
more about him. How many books did Michael Arlen write that involved the Falcon?

From Steve Lewis:

I enjoyed the latest TAD very much, even though I haven't had time to tackle the long
articles. I read in this order: letters, reviews, short articles, bibliography. An article
like the one on Carmody forces me to go pull all McCurtin books out of stock; he never tempted
me before.

Incidentally, my reaction to Shibuk's column has been the same as Fred Dueren's—he
doesn't tackle the unfamiliar very often. Not that useful to me, especially with the large
number of paperback originals to be covered. 1I'd offer to tackle a column on the latter, but
am leaning towards more of the same in Mystery*File, as there's room.

As there seems to be appreciable sentiment in both directions—
in favor of Shibuk's coverage of more traditional/classical authors, )
and also in favor of more coveraae of other reprints and paperback ori-
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ginals—perhaps the solution is to have two regqgular columns: one
being "The Paperback Revolution” in its present format, the other
covering the second area. Volunteers for the latter? ——AJH

From John Harwood:

I'm sorry about the incdrrect date in the list of Hugh Wiley's stories in Collier's.

I checked again in the Reader's Guide to Periodical Literature and found that Randy Cox's
correction was the right date.

I liked the reviews of Nicholas Meyer's The Seven-Per-Cent Solution and Samuel Rosen-
berg's Naked is the Best Disguise. Later I got the books from the local library and liked
them both as well.

Although I enjoyed the Meyer book, I think I still prefer those stories written by
DOyle himse.f There were some parts of the Meyer story, especially in the beginning, in which
the action was a bit slow. However, as the plot thickened, things started getting more exci-
ting. The last part of the story reminded me somewhat of a scene from one of the Marx Bro-
thers' pictures.

Mr. Rosenberg's theory of the influence of famous personalities or the works of other
authors on the Sherlock Holmes stories is intriguing. Sometimes the author sounds very con-
vincing, but at other times he seems to be reaching too much. However, the examples he uses
seem to point to the fact that there may be some truth behind his idea.

I've known for a long time that Doyle grew to hate Holmes and thus killed him off in
"The Final Problem," but I hadn't realized that Doyle was so emotional about it. On page 40
of his book, Mr. Rosenberg says:

(During a visit to the Conan Doyle Museum at Lucens, Switzerland, in
1971, Mrs. Adrian Conan Doyle told me: "My late husband told me that
once, when he violated the unspoken family rule never to mention Sher-
lock Holmes, his father became livid and shouted: 'Don't mention that
name to me! I forbid it! I hate him!'")

The author also mentions that Doyle referred to the stories as "fairy tales"--one such
mention occurs in "The Adventure of the Empty House." Perhaps one of your contributors, who
is also a Sherlockian, could write an article showing such passages throughout the canon.

When he wrote A Study in Scarlet did Doyle show signs of satisfaction at creating a new
character? Or did he show signs of resentment, even then, because he had to stop work cn a
more serious work to sell a shorter tale to make a little money?

Did the succeeding stories show more and more resentment over the character until he
killed off Holmes in "The Final Problem"?

Would there be passages in the later books showing that he had toned down his dislike
of Holmes, or did he still show the same or increased resentment for the character?

From R. W. Hays:

I want to thank some of your correspondents in TAD 7/4, and earlier: Mr. Loeser for his
kind words about my article, "The Clue of the Dying Message"; Mr. Adey and Mr. Armato for
supplying references on points that I had mentioned, although I was merely commenting on items
that had appeared in TAD; and particularly Mr. Ashley and Mr. Kolesnik, for adding to my arti-
cles on chess in detective fiction. I had J. J. Connington's Dangerfield Talisman on my list,
but have not been able to locate a copy. I had read Edward D. Hoch's "Will-o-the-Wisp Mystery",
cited by Mr. Kolesnik, but had overlooked it when compiling my 1list.

Marvin Lachman's articles on sports in mystery fiction continue interesting. Another
detective novel involving golf is Carter Dickson's My Late Wives. A recent one about tennis is
Richard Lockridge's Death on the Hour.

I continue to be Impressed by Fred Dueren's quiet, unobtrusive research. But doesn't
he know that it is insulting to call a Chinese gentleman a "Chinaman"? This point is raised
in Chapter Eleven of Biggers' Keeper of the Keys.

From Ronald E. Graham:

This contributor was interested in the review of A Round Trip to the Year 2000 by AJH
in TAD 7/4, page 294, and would like to offer a few additional comments.

This story appeared originally as a five-part serial in Argosy Monthly, July to November
1903. AJH states after acknowledging this first publication "then only once again in the Street
and Smith Adventure Library paperbacks in 1925". AJH apparently extracted this information from
Sam Moskowitz's introduction to the Hyperion edition under review.

Moskowitz has written a fine introduction, but he has overlooked an earlier book publi-
cation. In this contributor's library is a copy of an earlier Street and Smith book edition
(in card wraps) dated 1903.

Only briefly toched on by AJH is SM's argument that this story introduces mechanical men
into a story for the first time (Cook calls them "muglugs"). SM contends that the long hiatus
oetween magazine and book publication of the story precluded the recognition generally that
ook had invented "robots". Cook's story pre-dated RUR by seventeen years but Capek is given
the credit for inventing robots. —

The existence of the 1903 book greatly weakens SM's argument, but in addition the "mug-
lugs" of Cook's book are an extremely weak and very distantly related version of Karel Capek's
powerful and spellbinding "Robots".
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RUR had the additional advantage of a very fine stage presentation and in this contri-
butor's opinion, Cook's "muglugs" are of some minor interest but Karel Capek fully deserves
the credit for the invention of the intellectual "Robots".

From Barry Pike:

I'm pleased to see my hunch re Lathen/Dominic confirmed. I've only done this once before
with Kenneth Giles/Edmund McGirr: after reading several Giles books, I knew after a few pages
that one of the Piron books was by the same writer. I never read any of the Drummond books,
but I bet they were similar! Giles has just died, according to Gollancz, and they should know.
Some Beasts No More, his first book, is a really brilliant achievement, but he tended to par-
ody himself in later books, though I always enjoyed Supt. Hawker.

I much enjoyed TAD 7/4 and was gratified to see my "literary" quiz in it. "Mingworth"
in the Dalgleish clue should have been Illingworth—it looked wrong, so I checked and Illing-
worth it is. Blame my awful writing.

I agree that Ronald Knox is a dull detective writer. I struggled through both The Body
in the Silo and Still Dead, but gave up Footsteps at the Loch half-way. But I did enjoy The 3
Taps—in fact, I remember finding it delightful, as did my brother, the sternest critic I know
(he disapproves of nearly everyone I like except Edmund Crispin) —so I feel it must have more
merit than Norman Donaldson and Robert Speaight allow. Knox's story "Solved by Inspection" is
clever, and Still Dead has an additionally interesting feature in that Knox supplies page ref-
erences as footnotes as points made earlier in the narrative are reiterated or interpreted in
the closing stages.

Why do you feel the need to apologize for enjoying Michael Innes' new book? (Inciden-
tally, there's a newer one still, called The Mysterious Commission, with a painter called
Honeybath as detective.) Innes is a master, and very seldom does he let his readers down—
Appleby Plays Chicken is a feeble thing, and I can't honestly recommend Money from Holme or
0ld Hall, New Hall. But there's something good about all the others, even the much-maligned
Bobby Appleby trio, and how many masterworks Innes has given us!—Stop Press and Appleby's End
and at least ten others. I read Death at the President's Lodging (your Seven Suspects) in
1955 and have been hooked ever since—and coming up to some for the third time. So don't
apologize—exult!

Charles Shibuk's estimates of Murder is Easy and Overture to Death are fair, but he
ought to have said that the killers are not hard to guess in both—they can't be, since I
identified them.

Re E. R. Punshon, it's pleasant to read something favourable about him, as our leading
pundit, Julian Symons, despises him and all his works. (In a letter to me he once prescribed
as punishment for giving away too much information in a review, being condemned to read the
collected works of Punshon and Crofts!) I've enjoyed those I have read, though I can't really
bring myself to read any more—although I might try the Sunbathers on Lauterbach's recommenda-
tion. I've always felt he must have some real merit to have earned Dorothy Sayers' glowing and
oft-reiterated (by Gollancz) tribute.

Re Mr. Hoch's claim to have been an inspiration for the denouement of "The Body on the
Tennis Court" in Sleuth, could it not be that Anthony Shaffer simply thought of something really
preposterous to get his play off to a rousing start? He was a detective novelist himself, and
in any case why does he need a source for a joke? Incidentally, there's another variation on
ballet shoes in Suddenly at his Residence by Christianna Brand.

I'm sorry you dislike the new Ruth Rendell. 1I've been dazzled by this incredible woman
so often in the past that I've come to think she can do no wrong. One Across, Two Down jolted
my faith considerably, but the books that followed, No More Dying Then (despite 1ts outrageous
reliance on coincidence at the end), Murder Being Once Done and Some Lie and Some Die have re-
stored it. And what beautiful books she has given us—some, like Wolf to the Slaughter and
The Secret House of Death quite brilliant, to my mind—and again and again she presents human
behaviour with astonishing perception, compassion and what one might call reader-involvement,
except that it sounds like jargon. She has a marvellous insight into sexual abnormalities, or
deviations, if you prefer—the killer in From Doon with Death, the fur fetishist in No More
Dying Then, the whole extraordinary set-up in Some Lie and Some Die (a masterpiece once the pop
festival 1s over). No one seems to like her as much as I do, so perhaps I've over-enthusing—
but for my money she's a modern Allingham.

I'm enthralled to learn (from the Bibliography) that Pamela Hansford Johnson wrote two
crime novels under an improbable pseudonym with a man I've never heard of. Can it be true?

I feel like writing to ask her, but she may not wish to be reminded of her youthful indiscre-
tions. If I do write, I'll let you know what happens!

Can anyone settle the chronology of Philip MacDonald's Crime Club books between 1930 &
1933? I have at present: Noose, April 1930; The Link, 2 1930; Rynox, October 1930; The Choice,
February 1931; The Wraith, ? 1931; Murder Gone Mad, ? 1931; Persons Unknown, Doubleday 1931 =
The Maze, CC April 1932; The Crime Conductor, Doubleday 1931/CC 1932; Rope to Spare, August
1932; Death on My Left, 1933; R.I.P., 1933. What I want to know is: (a) 1is this the right
order? (b) were any others (of these, I know about the later books) besides The Maze and The
Crime Conductor first published in America?—and was Warrant for X before The Nursemaid That
Disapgeared, or the other way round? (I know it's the same book.) (c) I have a copy of The
Link with no date that I like to think of as a first edition, but I don't think it can be as
The Choice and The Wraith are mentioned among his other titles—can anyone confirm or deny or
in any wav comment on this? (It has red cover. black lettering, Collins on title page, Crime
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Club on spine—it looks like a first, doesn't it!)

There's a new Christie volume called Poirot's Early Cases that gives us many stories
you've had for years—but the publishers say only one story has appeared here (England) in
book form previously—and I think they must mean "The Market Basing Mystery" from Thirteen
for Luck! This overlooks "The Case of tne Clapham Cook", which is in a volume called Whodunit?,
ed. Neville Teller, pub, Edward Arnold 1970, but I suspect this is genuine ignorance on the
publisher's part, as it's a book designed for schools rather than the general public. More
perplexing is the "Case of the 3 Missing Stories", as it were, from Poirot Investigates.

Your Christie bibliography mentions this book as having 14 stories, and this 1s supported
by Paul McCarthy's (much appreciated) Christie story checklist (TAD 6/1, Oct. 1972). But my
current edition of Poirot Invesigates has only 11 stories in it, and I suspect that "The Choco-
late Box," "The Lost Mine" and "The Veiled Lady" do not form part of the English edition—or if
they do, Collins is seriously wrong in saying only one story in Poirot's Early Cases has seen
book publication before. You say that certain U.S. paperback editions are incomplete—is the
English first edition 'incomplete' as well?

If anyone can clarify this situation for me, I should be most grateful.

From Gianni Menasce (Milan, Italy):

I enjoy your magazine very much, but I find that the reviews of old books are cruel to
the reader to whom they give a longing for reading books that I believe are impossible to get
at! Anyhow, I have an impressive wants list of out of print books; sometimes I get some of
them through English pen-friends, but I haven't anyone in the States; also because, in spite
of modern civilisation, it is sometimes difficult to communicate. It is even impossible to
order American paperbacks through ordinary channels. Bookshops here have to order 25 of each
title, with the risk of having 24 unsold. But I believe I already wrote you a long letter
about the abominable taste of Italians about "giallo"!

Perhaps you could suggest somebody dealing in o.p. books, and some bookshops that make
a mail service of paperbacks. I happen to need Mildred Davis' The Room Upstairs, that has long
been on my list. Does it exist in paperback in the States? I have been trying to get it for
six months. I am very interested in the early work of this author, whose Strange Corner and
Sound of Insects were good and very good, respectively. Recently she wrote more trivial novels,
but T have read in a French magazine that Room Upstairs is outstanding.

I hope I don't bore you too much with this—1I perhaps don't express my concepts very
well in a language in which I don't think directly. Translations are always impossible! Be-
lieve it or not, I learned English in order to read mysteries in their original versions. Fif-
teen years ago I couldn't read a single word of English, and I practically learned it reading
and reading and reading. I believe I didn't do so badly as I could read through The Demolished
Man by Alfred Bester, which in my opinion is an extremely difficult test. The only ones I '
could never clearly understand are the so-called "hardboiled" novels (Hammett, Chandler & Co.),
but I was never certain if that is because they are difficult, or because I find them, in the
final analysis, extremely dull. The only exception: The Ivory Grin by Macdonald.

Perhaps you would like to know the tastes of one of the very few Italian lovers of mys-
tery fiction. Authors: Ellery Queen (the king), Agatha Christie (the gqueen); at four or five
lengths, the no order of preference: Pat McGerr, Helen McCloy, Patrick Quentin, Robert van
Gulik, Celia Fremlin, Margaret Millar, Boileau-Narcejac (a wonderful team of French authors
you surely know), Julian Symons, Shelley Smith. As for books: Ten Days' Wonder, Ten Little
Niggers, The Hollow, The Seven Deadly Sisters, then a lot of Queen's and Christie’s, and many
Dickson Carr's (but how can such a good yauthor write such bad books, when writing with his
left hand?), and Cat and Mouse by Christianna Brand (a wonderful book by an usually dull enough
author), and also How Like an Angel, The Bad Seed, The Lodger, Through a Glass Darkly, Beast in
View, almost all the Van Gulik's, and many others. And particularly the book that decided me
to learn English. I read it in a cheap Italian translation, and I guessed that under confusion
of translation a powerfully sensitive study of human feelings and the human mind was concealed.
It was by Lawrence Goldman, the story of a girl who entered, as a governess, a house where the
parents of a girl her age who had perished in a fire lived. The original title was not men-
tioned, I believe, in the TAD bibliography, but it was Dangerous Design. I wrote to all my
English correspondents in order to find it again, but nobody seems to.have ever heard of it.
It's the book I most of all want to read, prepared, of course, to meet with an awful disappoint-
ment. I was in my teens at that time and may have misjudged it completely. — Speaking of
books, I forgot to mention the wonderful Anthony Berkeley and his delicious books.

Thank you for the addresses you gave to me [of used book dealers, in response to the
request above, which formed part of an earlier letter that I've run together here ——AJH],
and I will contact the booksellers in question, but only for out of print books, as I am no
longer interested in new ones: I bought new books till a few months ago, but at a certain point
I found my house loaded with books that weren't wroth in the least the paper they were written
on. Of more than 300 books I have bought in the last five years I could read only thrity or
forty all the way to the end. I believe that in the Seventies the decay of the crime novel has
reached its bottom—symptoms of decay existed in the Sixties, although some masters, like the
wonderful Robert van Gulik, or Julian Symons, gave us their best in that period. Even then one -
could count on only ten or twelve really good novels. But now...there are a very few that I
can save. Some English authors, like Bill Turner with Another Little Death and A Circle of
Squares; or D.M. Devine who gave us an excellent novel in 1971, Three Green Bottles. Curiously
enough, Devine's books up to that date were only a bit above average (well plotted and no more)/
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The Ragged Robin Murders. Skeffington, 1935;
Greenberg, 1937

The Scarlet Thumb Print. Skeffington, 1931

The Silver-Voiced Murder. Skeffington, 1933

The 3-7-9 Murder. Skeffington, 1934

Zola's Thirteen. Skeffington, 1929

MORTON, PATRICIA

Caves of Fear. Lancer, 1968

A Child of Value. Lancer, 1966
Destiny's Child. Belmont, 1967

A Gathering of Moondust. Lancer, 1965
Province of Darkness. Banner, 1967

MORTON, T. C. ST. C. and BLACK, LADBROKE
All Square with Fate. Nicholson, 1932

MORTON, V.
The Whirlpool. Dutton, 1916
MORTON, WILLIAM. Pseudonym of W(illiam) B(lair)
M(orton) Ferguson, 1881- , q.V.
The Case of Casper Gault. Hurst, 1932
Little Lost Lady. Hurst, 1931
Masquerade. Nelson, 1928
The Murderer. Hurst, 1932
The Mystery of the Human Bookcase. Hurst,
1931; Mason, 1931

MOSELEY, DANA
Dead of Summer. Abelard, 1953; Bodley Head,
1955

MOSER, MAURICE and CHARLES RIDEAL
Stories from Scotland Yard. Routledge, 1890
ss

MOSHER, JOHN S.

Liar Dice. Simon, 1939

MOSLEY, LEONARD
So I Killed Her. Joseph, 1936; Doubleday,
1937

MOSLEY, NICHOLAS

The Assassins. Hodder, 1966; Coward, 1967
MOTT, MARIE MURPHY

The Cape Jasmine Story. Vantage, 1963
MOTTA, LUIGI

Flames on the Bosphorus. Odhams, 1920

MOTTE, PETER. Pseudonym of Richard (Motte)
Harrison, 1901- , q.v. See also:
Reginald W. Campbell

A Dog's Death, with Reginald W. Campbell.
Cassell, 1953

Fall of the Curtain. Cassell,

Fell Clutch. Cassell, 1956

The House at Hog's Curtain. Cassell, 1958

Phoenix from the Gutter. Cassell, 1956

The Village Called Death. Cassell, 1955

1958

MOTTRAM, RALPH HALE
The Crime in Vanderlyndens. Chatto,
Dial, 1926

1926;

MOULTON, H. FLETCHER. 1876-
Urgent Private Affairs. Arrowsmith, 1930

MOUNCE, DAVID R.

The Shield Proiect. 1971

Pyramid,

MOUNTENEY-JEPHSON, R.
Blackmail. Routledge, 1885
MOUNTJOY, H.

The Minister of Police. Bobbs, 1912
MOWATT, IAN
Just Schaeffer,

Heir. Harcourt (London),

or Storms in the Troubled
1973

MOWBRAY, JOHN. Pseudonym of J. G. H. Vahey,
1881- , q.v. Other pseudonyms: Hen-
rietta Clandon, John Haslette, Anthony
Lang, Vernon Loder, Walter Proudfoot, qq.v.

Call the Yard. Skeffington, 1931

The Frontier Mystery. Collins, 1940

The Megeve Mystery. Collinse, 1941

On Secret Service. Collins, 1939

The Radio Mystery. Collins, 1941

The Way of the Weasel. Partridge, 1922 ?

MOWERY, WILLIAM BYRON

The Black Automatic. Little, 1937

The Long Arm of the Mounted. McGraw, 1948

Sagas of the Mounted Police. Bouregy, 1953.
Also published as: Tales of the Mounted
Police. Airmont, 1962

Tales of the Mounted Police; see Sagas of
the Mounted Police

MOYER, FRANK W. H.
McDuff and Company. Abbey, 1901
MOYES, PATRICIA. Series character: Henry and
Emmy Tibbett, in all titles
The Curious Affair of the Third Dog. Collins,
1973; Holt, 1973

Dead Men Don't Ski. Collins, 1959; Holt, 1960

Death and the Dutch Uncle. Collins, 1968;
Holt, 1968

Death on the Agenda. Collins, 1962; Holt,
1962

Down Among the Dead Men; see The Sunken
Sailor

Falling Star. Collins, 1964; Holt, 1964

Johnny Under Ground. Collins, 1965; Holt,

1966
Many Deadly Returns; see Who Saw Her Die?

Murder a la Mode. Collins, 1963; Holt, 1963

Murder Fantastical. Collins, 1967; Holt, 1967

Season of Snows and Sins. Collins, 1971;
Holt, 1971

The Sunken Sailor. Collins, 1961. U.S.

title: Down Among the Dead Men. Holt, 1961
Who Saw Her Die? Collins, 1970. U.S. title:
Many Deadly Returns. Holt, 1970

MUAT, PAGAN .
Murder's No Picnic. Gifford, 1947
MUDDOCK, JOYCE EMMERSON PRESTON. 1843-1934.
Pseudonym: Dick Donovan, q.v.
Whose Was the Hand? Digby, 1901

MUGGERIDGE, MALCOLM
Affairs of the Heart.
Walker, 1961

H. Hamilton, 1949;

MUIR, ALAN. Pseudonym of Thomas James Morrison
Death Comes on Derby Day. Jarrolds, 1939






1964 ?
1958;

Tribal Town. Macdonald,
Who Told Clutha. Macdonald,
burn, 1958 C

Ives Wash-

MUNRO, JAMES. Pseudonym of James (William)
Mitchell, q.v.
Die Rich Die Happy. Hammond, 1965; Knopf,

1966
The Innocent Bystanders. Jenkins, 1969;
Knopf, 1970
The Man Who Sold Death. Hammond, 1964;
Knopf, 1965
The Money That Money Can't Buy. Hammond,
1967; Knopf, 1968
MUNRO, NEIL. 1864-1930.
The Lost Pibroch. Blackwood, 1896 ss, some
criminous
MUNSLOW, BRUCE JAMES
Deep Sand. Hodder, 1955
Joker Takes Queen. Long, 1965; Holt, 1966
No Safe Road. Long, 1959; Walker, 1962
Spider Run Alive. Long, 1961
MURIEL, JOHN SAINT CLAIR. 1909- Pseudonym:

Simon Dewes, q.V.
MURPHY, D. J.
Inspector Malone Sails In. Selwyn, 1947

MURPHY, JOHN. Pseudonym.
The El1 Greco Puzzle. Scribner,
The Gunrunners. Macmillan, 1966
The Long Reconnaissance. Doubleday, 1970

1974

MURPHY, KEN

The Wind in His Fists. Chatto, 1968
MURPHY, MARGUERITE

Borrowed Alibi. Bouregy, 1961

Dangerous Legacy. Bouregy, 1962

MURPHY, ROBERT (WILLIAM). 1902-
Death Serves an Ace, with Helen Wills.
Scribner, 1939; Hutchinson, 1939
Murder in Waiting. Scribner, 1938

MURPHY, W(ARREN) B. See also Richard Sapir and
Warren Murphy. Series characters: Ed
Razoni and William Jackson = R&J

City in Heat. Pinnacle, 1973 R&J

Dead End Street. Pinnacle, 1973 R&J
Down and Dirty. Pinnacle, R&J
One Night Stand. Pinnacle, R&J

Subways Are for Killing. Pinnacle, 1973

MURRAY. ANDREW. 1880-1929. All titles feature
Sexton Blake and published by Amalgamated
Press.

Across the Divide. 1919

The Admiral's Secret. 1920

The Adventure of the Speed Mad Camden. 1928
Ambergris! 1921

The Barrier Reef Mystery. 1917
The Bathchair Mystery. 1919
The Beachcomber. 1920

Beyond the Law. 1922

The Black Bat. 1917

The Black Chrysanthenum. 1916
The Black Opal Mine. 1921
Blood-Brotherhood. 1920

The Broken Trail. 1919

the Amber Crown. 1923

the Burmese Dagger. 1919

the Cinema Star. 1921

the Cotton Beetle. 1923

the Master Organizer. 1923
the Mystery Millionaire. 1921
the Paralyzed Man. 1922

the Seaside Crooks. 1919

the Two Brothers. 1918

the Uncut Gems. 1922

The Case of
The Case of
The Case of
The Case of
The Case of
The Case of
The Case of
The Case of
The Case of
The Case of

The Case of the Undischarged Bankrupt. 1921
The Case of the Un-Named Film. 1922

The Case of the Womap in Black. 1922
The Catspaw. 1917

The Changeling. 1920

The City of Apes. 1921

A Convict by Proxy. 1919

The Crook's Double. 1923

The Ex-Soldier Employment Swindle. 1919
The Fatal Fortune. 1939 (reprint of ?)
The First-Born Son. 1919

The Golden Belts. 1916

The Great Explosion. 1922

The Half-Caste. 1917

The Head Hunter's Secret. 1920

The Hidden Message. 1921

His Excellency's Secret. 1916

I11 Gotten Gains. 1915

In the Midnight Express. 1920

Loot! 1919

The Luck of the Darrells. 1918

The Man Behind the Curtain. 1923

The Mandarin's Seal. 1919

The Man from Kura-Kura. 1920

The Man in the Grey Cowl. 1921
Marooned! 1921

The Missing Ships. 1918

The Mosque of the Mahdi. 1918

The Motor Coach Mystery. 1922

The Mystery of the Clock. 1922

The Mystery of the Hundred Chests. 1921
The Mystery of the Thousand Peaks. 1920
"North of 55°". 1923

Outcasts. 1919

The Oyster-Bed Mystery. 1923

The Palzer Experiment. 1920
The Prisoner of the Kremlin.
The Rajah's Revenge. 1915
The Red Crescent. 1919

The Secret of Draker's Folly. 1917
The Secret of the Glacier. 1920

The Secret of the Green Lagoon. 1928
The Secret of the Hulk. 1918

The Secret of the Hunger Desert.
Settler or Slaver. 1919

The Sheikh's Son. 1920

The Station Master's Secret. 1919
Tinker's Lone Hand. 1921
Vengeance. 1917

Victims of Villainy. 1916

1922

1920

MURRAY, AUDREY ALISON
The Blanket. Vanguard, 1957; Deutsch, 1957

MURRAY, CHARLES T.
Sub Rosa. Carleton, 1880
MURRAY, CROMWELL. Pseudonym of Murray Morgan,

q.v.
Day of the Dead. McKay, 1946
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NELSON, MARG

Mystery at Little Squaw River. Berkley, 1966

NELSON, MOLLY

Terrcr in Exton. Modern Fiction, 1946

NESBIT, E.

Something Wrong. Innes, 1893 ss

NESS, TOM T. Pseudonym of Thomas L. Thienes

Short of Murder. Phoenix, 1948
NETTELL, RICHARD
Girl in Blue Pants. Hodder, 1967

NETTSON, KLAUS (Killers series)

The Churchill Mission. Pinnacle, 1974 (#2)
Mission into Auschwitz. Pinnacle, 1974 (#3)
To Win and to Lose. Mayflower,
1974

NEUBAUER, WILLIAM
The Golden Heel. Arcadia, 1965
This Darkling Love. Arcadia, 1966

NEUMANN, ROBERT
The Inquest. Dutton, 1945; Hutchinson, 1944

NEVILLE, ALLISON BARBARA. Pseudonym: Edward
Candy, q.v.

NEVILLE, MARGOT. Joint pseudonym of Margot
Goyder, 1903- , and Neville Goyder
Joske, 1893- Series character:
Inspector Grogan, in at least those
titles marked IG

Come See Me Die. Bles, 1963

Come, Thick Night. Bles, 1951. U.S. title
(?): Divining Rod for Murder. Doubleday,
1952

Confession of Murder. Bles, 1960 IG

Divining Rod for Murder; see Come, Thick
Night

Drop Dead. Bles, 1962

The Flame of Murder. Bles, 1958

The Hateful Voyage. Bles, 1956

Head on the Sill. Bles, 1966

Ladies in the Dark. Bles, 1965

Lena Hates Men. Arcadia, 1943 (British title?)

Murder and Gardenias. Bles, 1946

Murder and Poor Jenny. Bles, 1954 1IG

Murder Before Marriage. Bles, 1951; Double-

1951 1IG

Murder Beyond the Pale.

Murder in a Blue Moon.

1949 IG
Murder in Rockwater.
Murder of a Nymph. Bles,
1950 1IG
Murder of Olympia. Bles, 1956 1IG

1961
1948; Doubleday,

Bles,
Bles,

Bles, 1944
1949; Doubleday,

Murder of the Well-Beloved. Bles, 1953;
Doubleday, 1953 1IG

Murder to Welcome Her. Bles, 1957

My Bad ‘Boy. Bles, 1964 IG

The Seagull Said Murder. Bles, 1952 1IG

Sweet Night for Murder. Bles, 1959 1IG

NEW, CLARENCE HERBERT. 1862- .
The Unseen Hand. Doubleday, 1918

NEWBERRY, PERRY. 1870-1938. See MacGOWAN,

ALICE, 1858-

NEWBY, PERCY HOWARD

The Loot Runners. Lehmann, 1949
NEWELL, AUDREY
Murder Is Not Mute.

Who Killed Cavellotti? Century,

Macrae Smith, 1940
1930

NEWKIRK, NEWTON
Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth: His
Quest of the Big Blue Diamond. A Satirical
Detective Story. Luce, 1904 *

NEWLAND, N. M.
Walk to Your Grave. Phoenix, 1951

NEWMAN, BERNARD (CHARLES). 1897-
nym: Don Betteridge, q.v.
Black Market. Gollancz, 1942
Centre Court Murder. Gollancz, 1951
Cup Final Murder. Gollancz, 1950
Dead Man Murder. Gollancz, 1946
Death at Lord's. Gollancz, 1952
Death in the Valley. Search Pub., 1934
Death of a Harlot. Laurie, 1934; Godwin,
1935
Death to the Fifth Column. Gollancz, 1941
Death to the Spy. Gollancz, 1939
Death Under Gibralter. Gollancz,
Double Menace. Hale, 1954
German Spy. Gollancz, 1936; Hillman-Curl,
1936
Lady Doctor—Woman Spy. Hutchinson, 1937

Pseudo-

1938

Maginot Line Murder. Gollancz, 1939. U.S. ,
title: Papa Pontivy and the Maginot
Murder. Holt, 1940

Moscow Murder. Gollancz, 1948

Mussolini Murder Plot. Hutchinson, 1936; '
Hillman-Curl, 1936

Operation Barbarossa. Hale, 1956

The Otan Plot. Hale, 1957

Papa Pontivy and the Maginot Murder; see
Maginot Line Murder

Second Front—First Spy. Gollancz, 1944

Secret Servant. Gollancz, 1935; Hillman-Curl,

1936
Secret Weapon. Gollancz, 1941
Shoot! Gollancz, 1949

Siegfred Spy. Gollancz, 1940

Silver Greyhound. Hale, 1960

Spy. Gollancz, 1935; Appleton, 1935

The Spy at Number 10. Hale, 1965

Spy Catchers. Gollancz, 1945 ss

The Spy in the Brown Derby. Gollancz, 1945
Taken at the Flood. Hale, 1958

This is Your Life. Hale, 1963

The Wishful Think. Hale, 1954

NEWMAN, G. E. Series character: Terry Sneed
The Price. New English Library, 1974
Sir, You Bastard. Allen, 1970; Simon, 1971
The Split. New English Library, 1973
You Nice Bastard. New English Library, 1972

NEWMAN, MARGARET

Murder to Music. Long, 1959
NEWMAN, ROBERT
The Enchanter. Paperback Library, 1967 .

NEWMAN, RONALD M.
The Man with a Million Pounds.

1923

Hutchinson,






N-4

Gold Coast Nocturne. Washburn, 1951. British
title: Myrder by Proxy. Gollancz, 1952.
Also published as: Dead on the Level. Dell,
195 .

A Killer in the Street. Morrow, 1967;
Gollancz, 1967

The Kind Man. Washburn, 1951; Gollancz, 1951

Murder by Proxy; see Gold Coast Nocturne

Obit Delayed. Washburn, 1952; Gollancz, 1953

Seven Days Before Dying; see Borrow the Night

Good Night, Garrity. Avon, 1969 G
The Scavengers. Avon, 1969

NOBLE, EDWARD

The Issue. Doubleday, 1907
Shadows from the Thames. Pearson, 1901

NOBLE, VERNON

The Parachute Mystery.

The Severed Key. Gollancz, 1973

Shot on Location. Morrow, 1971; Gollancz,
1971

Sing Me a Murder. Morrow, 1960; Gollancz,
1960

Stranger in the Dark. Washburn, 1955;
Gollancz, 1956

Verdict Suspended. Morrow, 1964; Gollancz,
1965

Woman Missing and other stories. Ace pb, 1961

ss
The Woman on the Roof. Washburn, 1954;
Gollancz, 1955

NIELSEN, VIRGINIA. 1909- .
Dangerous Dream. Bouregy, 1961
The Mystery of Fyfe House. Bouregy, 1961

NIGHTINGALE, URSULA
Devil Tower. Popular Library, 1971

NILE, DOROTHEA. Pseudonym of Michael Avallone,
1924- , q.v. Other pseudonyms: Mark
Dane, Steve Michaels, Jean-Anne De Pre,
Edwina Noone, Sidney Stuart, qq.v.

The Evil Men Do. Tower pb, 1966
Mistress of Farrondale. Tower pb, 1966
Terror at Deepcliff. Tower pb, 1966
The Third Shadow. Avon pb, 1973

The Vampire Cameo. Lancer pb, 1968

NISBET, HUME. 1849-1921°?
Children of Hermes. Hurst, 1901
Comrades of the Black Cross. White, 1899
The Revenge of Valerie. White, 1900
A Singular Crime. White, 1894

NISOT, (MAVIS) ELIZABETH (HOCKING). 1893-

Pseudonym: William Penmare, q.v.

Alixe Derring. Paul, 1934

Extenuating Circumstances. Paul, 1937

False Witness. Paul, 1938

Hazardous Holiday. Paul, 1936

Shortly Before Midnight. Paul, 1933

The Sleepless Men. Doubleday, 1959

Twelve to Dine. Paul, 1935

Unnatural Deeds. Paul, 1939

NISTLER, ERWIN N. and GERRY P. BRODERICK
Roadside Night. Pyramid, 1963

NITSUA, BENJAMIN. Pseudonym of Benjamin Fish
Austin
The Mystery of Ashton Hall. Austin, 1910

NIXON, ALAN
The Attack on Vienna. Bodley Head, 1971;
St. Martin's, 1972
Item 7. Bodley Head, 1970; Simon, 1971

NIXON, ALLAN. Series character: Garrity = G
Get Garrity. Avon, G
Go For Garrity. Avon, 1970 G

NOEL. L. Pseudonym of Leonard Barker, 1882-
Lady All Alone. Paul, 1936
Mystery Street. Paul, 1930

NOEL, STERLING. 1903-

Chain of Death; see Hydra-Head

Death Do Us Part. Boardman, 1959

Empire of Evil. Avon, 1961

Few Die Well. Farrar, 1953; Hale, 1954

House of Secrets. Deutsch, 1956

Hydra-Head. Boardman, 1955. Also published
as: Chain of Death. Corgi, 1958

I Killed Stalin. Farrar, 1951; Hale, 1952

Intrigue in Paris; see Storm over Paris

Run for Your Life. Avon, 1958

Storm Over Paris. Farrar, 1955. Also pub-
lished as: Intrigue in Paris. Avon

NOLAN, FREDERICK
The Algonquin Project. Morrow, 1974
Kill Petrosino. Barker, 1975
No Place to be a Cop. Barker, 1974
The Oshawa Project. Barker, 1974
The Ritter Double-Cross. Barker, 1974

NOLAN, JAMES VINCENT
Meet Mike Desmond. Grafton, 1946
Murder Strikes Twice. Grafton, 1946
Murder Walks Alone. Grafton, 1945

NOLAN, JEANETTE COVERT. 1896-

A Fearful Way to Die. Washburn, 1956;
Muller, 1957

Final Appearance. Duell, 1943; Collins, 1943
I Can't Die Here. Messner, 1945 :
Profile in Gilt. Funk, 1941
Sudden Squall. Washburn, 1955; Muller, 1956
Where Secrecy Begins. Long, 1938

NOLAN, WILLIAM F.

Challis = BC

Death is For Losers. Sherbourne, 1968 BC

ImpagtTZO. Paperback Library, 1963 ss, some
criminous

Space for Hire. Lancer, 1971 (sf private eye
novel)

The White Cad Cross-Up. Sherbourne, 1969 BC

Series character: Bart

NONWEILER, ARVILLE
Murder on the Pike. Phoenix, 1944

NOONE, EDWINA. Pseudonym of Michael Avallone,
1924- , q.v. Other pseudonyms: Mark
Dane, Jean-Anne De Pre, Steve Michaels,
Dorothea Nile, Sidney Stuart, qq.v.

The Cloisonne Vase. Curtis pb, 1970

The Craghold Creatures. Beagle pb, 1972
The Craghold Crypt. Curtis pb, 1973
The Craghold Curse. Beagle pb, 1972

The Craghold Legacy. Beagle pb, 1971
Corridor of Whispers. Ace pb, 1965

Dark Cypress. Ace pb, 1965

Daughter of Darkness. Signet pb, 1966
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