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THE { INEASY CHAIR

Dear TADian:

It has been several years sincethe following request
last appeared in this column, but we have to do it
now. No, it isn't a plea for you to rush out and clear
the shelves at your local bookseller’s (though that is
always a good idea). Rather, it is a request for
material. As you will read later in this issue, in an
article outlining what we learned from the TAD
isin
your hands nd imaginations. The reviews,
letters, and articles which fll our pages are your
work. Only rarely is an article solicited, a review
assigned. When there are only a handful of current
(or, especially, retro) reviews, or a dearth of articles
with bibliographies, when the letters column reflects
the views of only three or four people, it means that
our mail has been very light over the preceding
months

I know that there has been a certain “failure to
communicate” during some of the years past, a
situation which has been corrected 1o the extent
that there has been correspondence with potential
contributors not only discussing possibilities but
offering old-fashioned, sleeves-up editorial help as
wel

The thing to remember, however, is that perhaps
more than most other magazines, TAD is a reflection
of its readers. It does not put too fine a point on the
matter to say that TAD is its reuders! That is one of
the reasons behind the questionnaire which sub-
scribers were asked to respond to, and.it is undoubt-
edlyone of the reasons subscribersrespondedso well.

So we hope the mail will start to come in heavily
once again, containing thearticlesand comments you
want to see. If there are any questions or doubts,
anything youwantto discuss beforecommittingyour
efforts to the sometimes not tender mercies of the
Postal Service, pleasefeel free toget in touch with us

One final request in this regard. Please include a
line or two of biographical material. While many of
our contributors are well known to you, most may
notbe. We'dliketo correct that situation.

Untilnext time, then,

Best mysterious wishes,
Wechacl slecdozax_
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An Interview with Joe Gores and
Ross Thomas By Brian Garfield

Joe Gores is a former San Francisco private eye
who turned to mystery writing in the late 1950s. He
quit fulltime detective work in 1966, and his first
novel, A Time of Predators (Random House, 1969),
won the MWA Edgar Award. He is the only writer to
have won Edgars in three different categories (the
others were best short story and best series-episode
teleplay). He has written screenplays and quite a
number of teleplays, notably for the Telly Savalas
Kojak series and for the 1984 Mickey Spillane’s Mike
Hammer series with Stacy Keach, but is probably
best known 10 aficionados of crime literature as the
author of a growing series of “File” novels and short
stories about San Francisco's DKA detective agency’
Right now he and [ are collaborating on a proposed
movie script about two Dashiell Hammett characters
—the detective partners Sam Spade and Miles
Archer.

Joe and his wife Dori live on a Marin County
hillside with a view of horse-pasture hills and distant
mountains. At intervals, Joe commutes the 450 miles
10 Los Angelesfor meetings, script conferences, and
othermotion picturebusiness

In 1975, Joe wrote the novel Hammett about that
other former San Francisco private eye turned
mystery writer. This novel was the basis for a movie
produced by Francis Ford Coppola and abortively
released in 1982. The actor Frederic Forest (The
Conversation, When the Legencls Die, One From the
Heart) stars as the young Dashiell Hammett in 1928,
when he was still writing short stories for pulp

magazines. Hammett in real life had been a Pinkerton

detective before taking up the typewriter. In Gores’s

novel, Hammett sets out 1o expose San Francisco’s
uption in order 1o discover

of the murder of an operative who was his friend.

From the time Francis Ford Coppola first acquired
motion picture rights in the novel for his American
Zoetrope producing company, it took nearly seven
years to bring Hammett 1o the screen. In an atempt
10 retrace some of the events of those seven years, |
g0t together several times with Joe Gores and Ross
Thomas. On the most recent of those occasions—
January 10, 1984 —1 tape-recorded the conversation
The interview portion of this article consists of
transcripts fromthat tape.

Ross Thomas worked in what he says was the
occupation of public relations in Europe and Africa,
and in election campaigns in the United States,
before turning 1o writing with The Cold War Swap in
1966. Like Joe Gores's first novel, it won the Edgar
award. Ross has written about twenty books, some
of them under the pen name: Oliver Bleeck. Al this
writing, the most recent is Missionary Stew (Simon &
Schuster, 1983). Most of his novels contain disse.
tions—very funny and very cynical—of human cor-
ruption: how elections are rigged, how the game of
politics is really played, how the innocent are
manipulated, how crooks operate. His wry, dry
writing has no equal.

Ross and his wife Rosalie live on a hill overlooking
the ocean at Malibu. The doormat outside the
entrance to their house bears the legend “6o Away.”

A while ago, my company acquired film rights in
Ross's novel The Seersucker Whipsaw (1967). Ross
wrote the screenplay—several versions of it—and |
have had the pleasure (perhaps more mine than his)
of working with him on the script. Our collaboration
(that of producer and screenwriter)—along with
similar work I've done with friends Donald E.
Westlake and David Morell— has convinced me that |
don't have what it takes to be a moom pitchah
producer. In particular, working with Ross has had
plenty of moments of lunacy (*Well, if they won't
buy it set in Africa, why don’t we set it in North
Dakota?), but at least it has been a little less
adventurous than some of thosedescribedbelow,

The movie Humme-ll :.\uunlly was filmed twice, as
the reader e Gores wrote the novel (the
basis for it all) and ahe fire fve. drafts of the
screenplay; Ross Thomas wrote the last severaldrafts
including the final (shooting) draft for the second
(ie., the released) version of the movie. Between
them, the two writers have quite a few amusing and
horrif yingrecollections. Some of them are here,

Prominent in the history of Hammett is the
redoubtable FrancisFord Coppola. I have never met
im. He is 214 months younger than I and is a former




UCLA film student who got a job with Roger
Corman’s shoestring movie company in the early
1960s. He produced, wrote, and/or directed a fairly
witless student nudie movie (Tonight For Sure), a
low-budget horror movie (Dementia 13), and a sex
comedy generally described as “zesty” and “campy”
(You're a Big Boy Now). He wrote or co-wrote
screenplays for This Property Is Condemned and Is
Paris Burning? His first major work was directing the
big musical Finian's Rainbow for Warner Bros. in
1967; it was overblown and unsuccessful. His next
production was The Rain People in 1967, a small,
sentimental charmer that no one noticed; it is a good
littlemovie, | think, and is graced by the presence of
Robert Duvall in a small but exciting part as a
redneck (cf. Apocalypse Now).

Coppola’s peak—both artistically and financially
—seems to have occurred in the five-year period
between Parton (1969, half a screenwriting credit)
and The Godfather, Part Ii (1974, writer-director-
producer). Within that period, he directed The
Godlfather and The Conversation and produced
American Graffiti. But he also co-wrote The Great
Gatsby (1974); consistency of quality is not his strong

Coppola lives in a rural Victorian house on a
vineyard in Napa County. He grows grapes
commercially and likes to cook pasta and to
entertain; he seems to dislikebeing alone. Allegedly,
he has been exploring the possibility of setting up a
film studio—or perhaps an empire—in Central
America. He has developed an avid fascination for
electronic gadgets, particularly video equipment; he
edited the seven-hour television version of the
combined “Godfather” movies on Betamax video-
tape machines in his home and in Philippine hotels
while he was directing Apocalypse Now.

Driven by what some say is a compulsion to
control it all, Coppola founded American Zoetrope
in the late 19605 andhas produced several films under
its banner, including Apocalypse Now, The Black
Stallion, and One From the Heart. At one time,
Zoetrope had complete studio facilities in both Los
Angeles and San Francisco. Coppola himself was
publishing Ciry magazine in San Francisco (which
put out an issue devoted to Dashiell Hammett that
has become a collector’s item) and was acting as
cinematic and financial godfather to an entire
generation of enfant terrible filmmakers, among
them George Lucas and Steven Spielberg. But
Zoetrope’s downs have beenas spectacular s its ups.
The company has gone bankrupt more than once
during the past fifteen years. At this writing it is an
empty shell, and Coppola seems to have no connec-
tion with it. This corporate failure may account
partially for the rudimentary release giventhe movie
Hammet, which appeared in commercial playdates

Frederick Forrest as Dashiell Hammett undergoes
an mlermganon by oy R.G. Armstrong in a scene
from Mett.” comron

1982 by Zostopa Suos)

in a few cities but has never received a general
nationwide release.

GARFIELD: What's the chronology of the movie?

GORES: 1 finished writing the second draft of the
novel and the typescript went to my Hollywood agent
in 1975. Francis Coppola saw it before the book was
published. There's a kind of cachet to that—
producers always like to see a book in manuscript or
in galleys because it makes them feelthey’re thefirst
onestoseeit

Francis bought it at the urging of Fred Roos
(Coppola’s assistant and the eventual producer of
“Hammett”) and said he wanted me to do the
screenplay. Two years later, he got a contract 10 us.
1t was 85 pages long.

1 signed it, and he hired Nicolas Roeg to be the
director.

Nicolas Roeg is English, a film director who began
his career as a cameramanand cinematographer. He
was second-unit cameraman on Lawrence of Arabia
and photographed such films as A Funny Thing
Happened on the Way to the Forum and Far From
the Madding Crowd.

Roeg directed among others the Australian movie
Walkabout, the Mick Jagger movie Performance,
and the stylized science-fiction movie The Man Who
Fell 1o Earth with David Bowie. He is regarded by
some as a fascinatingdirector with a genius forimage
and offbeat stories, and by others as an infuriating




purveyorof pretentiouscinematictedium

GORES: Al this point, | hadn't been asked to write
anything yet. There was no screenplay. 1 had dinner
with Fred Roos and with Nicolas Roeg. Nick said,
“We will work from the book and gradually work
away from the book, and gradually we will end up
withascreenplaythatisthe book.”

THOMA!

GORES: Its one of those classical director remarks.
Whatit's supposed to meanis that you're working in
adifferentmedium so youhaveto approach thestory
differently. What it really means is that you have to
getaway fromthe sourcematerial so the directorcan
put his own imprint on it. Nick's a very individual
director.

GARFIELD: Judg ingby his directing style, I get the
feeling he must have read one of those French
auteuristemag azines.

: Could you say that again?

The screenplay of Apocalypse Now is credited to
John Milius and Francis Ford Coppola. The film was
released in 1979. Ten years earlier, the original
screenplay for the picture—suggested by but not
adapted from Joseph Conrad's Heart o f Darkness—
was written by John Milius. A comparison of that
screenplay with the finished film has led some
observers, including me, to wonder just how much
“writing” Coppola actually did. The film is sur-
prisingly faithful to Milius’s 1969 script. The main
difference seems to be that a bloody opening
sequence featuring the Marlon Brando character
doesnotappear in the finishedmovie.

GORES: So anyway, that night at a dinner party at
Richard Brautigan’s house, Nick and Brautigan
allegedly got into a slight altercation over a point of
grammar and Nick fell down the stairs and broke his
ankle. Thenextday, when I showed upto work at the
Fairmont Hotel, there was Nick with his foot up in
theair. Nothing muchwasdonethatday.

Finally, some time later, Nick and I settled in to
work at Zoetrope’s flatiron building where Columbus,
Kearny and Pacific streets come together in San
Francisco. It's an incredible room, all gorgeously

—
“we will work from the
book and gradually work
away from the book,

and gradually we will end
up with a screenplay

that is the book.”’

wood-inlaid. Francis had it built as a private
apartment for when he had to stay over in San
Francisco working on something. He did a good bit
of the Apocalypse Now script there

GARFIELD: Did Coppola pay much attention to
the work you and Roeg were doing? Did he keep
aoreast of it and supervise it?

GORES: No. WhenNick and I started work on the
seript, Francis was in the Phillipines starting to shoot
Apocalypse, so it was just Nick and me up on the top
floor with our special keys 1o the elevator. We sat
around anddrank gallons of teaand fought a lot and
laughed a lot. I found him a great guy to work with.

1 did a draft, and they read it. They told me that,
while this was one of the best scripts they'd every
read, it was also one of the most violent. 1 said,
“Read an Agatha Christie, then. There are more
people dying in an Agatha Christie than dic in this
seript.”

1'did two versions of the script for Nick. Then a
year went by, Francis was till absorbed in Apocal ypse.
He hadn't even started to cast Hammett. Nick
couldn't gethis attention.

Nick had been offered another job—he thought he
was going to direct Flash Gordon for Dino De
Laurentiis. He never did, as it turned out. But Nick
likes 10 keep working. If he can't be directing a
feature he does commercials. He just isn't the kindof
person whocansit around waiting.

1 was very sorry he quit. He was a terrific guy to
work with.

More time went by. Then Wim Wenders was hired.

Wim Wenders (pronounced “Vim Venders”) is still
in his thirties andhas been a leading nameamongthe
young West German directors of the 1970s and
1980s. Wenders seems enamored, if not obsessed,
with old American movies—especially gangster
pictures and the film noir mystery films of the
1940s—but he seems to understand them surrealis-
tically, the same way Sergio Leone understands
American Westerns: with a brutalized, romanticized,
and highly inaccurate vision.

Wenders directed his first feature film at 25. His
ic output (seventeen movies in fourteen years)
includes most notably The American Friend. based
on a mystery novel by Patricia Highsmith but re-set
in Hamburg. The movie has it aficionadoes; theysee
it as an hommageto, and a respectable revival of, the
classic Hollywood thriller style of forty years ago.
Others have criticized it as imitative, self-indulgent,
and boring.

1 think of him the way I think of quite a few
directors of our time—as a talented but overrated
filmmaker with a good camera eye and a reverence
for the tricks and gimmicks of his predecessors
(Hitchcock et al) but a very poor sense of what




makes a storywork

GORES: I remember when Wim and Fred Roos and
I spent a day driving around San Francisco and
Marin, looking at locations. Fred took a picture of
Wim and me leaning over the parapet where Bush
Street passes above the Stockton Tunnel, that
location Hammett made famous because that's where
Miles Archer gets killed (in The Maltese Falcon),
rightbeside thetunnelatthe mouthof BurrittAlley

Wim went back to Germany for three weeks, and,
whenhe came back, Fred gave usprints of the photo.
Wim looked at his and said, “Ah, vee vere young
then

GARFIELD: The good old days.
GORES: Wim and I spent the next two months in a
room at Zoetrope that wasn't quite a cubbyhole—it
would have been a cubbyhole, but it had a view of the
street. We spent two months tape recording our
reactions to the book.

GARFIELD: Your reactions?

‘THOMAS: What did you say about it? “I love it!”
GARFIELD: What reactions?

GORES: Wim would say, “Vut is Loew’s Warfield?”
and I'd say, “A movie theatre on Market Street,” or
he'd say, *I'd like to understand ze use of ze word
*punk’in ‘punk and plaster,” and I'd say it was 1920s
slang for bread and butter. We went through the
whole book like that, taping all this, and Anita
Luccioni, the production secretary, had to transcribe
allthe tapes. Weended upwith a stack thishigh.
Then Wim moved into the apartment house that
Hammett had lived in, at 891 Post. Lots of
cockroaches. The first thing he did was put a huge
corkboard on the wall. Wim never likes to work
without his corkboard and his three-by-five cards. He
likes to know everything that happens each day that
the script covers—regardless whether he’s filming it
or not—so he starts out and says, “Okay, vut vould
Hammett do ze first day? He vould get out of bed.”
And he'd write that on a card and Wham! onto the
corkboard. “Vut vould he do zen? He vould go in ze
bathroom.” He'd write that on a card. Wham! We
ended up with hundreds ofcards on that corkboard.
GARFIELD: Maybe that explains the Busby
Berkeley shot in the movie, looking straight down
intothe toiletbowl while Hammett getssick into it.

THOMAS: That thing went thirty minutes on film
before they cut it. Freddie [Frederic Forrest, who
played Hammett in the film) coughed and hacked—it
took twodays to shoot it

GARFIELD: He went a little overboard with a
couple of those shots. The one looking straight up

from under the typewriter, watching the typewriter
mechanism and Hammelt’s face above it. .

GORES: Well, I did a new version of the script for
Wim,

THOMAS: Why didn't you just give him the one
you'd donefor Roeg?

GORES: 1 did give him the old script. 1 liked it. But
hewanted a new one.

GARFIELD: At that time, he hadn't made a movie
nglish, had he?

THOMAS: He shot The American Friend in
English.

GORES: It was shot in Germany, but my remem-
brance is that it was in English. Dennis Hopper and
therest.

THOMAS: I went tosleepin it twice.

GORES: Anyway. | did one draft for Wim. Then he
decided he wanted a framework, where we'd start out
with Hammett as an old man and then go back to a
scene al the end of HammetUs wriling career where
he turns down a movie script—he’s taken the guy’s
money and tried to write it, but he gives the money
back and says, “I can’t do it. | can’t write any more.”
And then Wim wanted 10 go back into the story
itself, as if this movie we're making is the story
Hammett was trying to write, in his mind.

GARFIELD: A flashback within a flashback. A
movie ahout a movieabout a movie.

GORES: Yes. I didn't think much of the idea. But |
gave it my best shot. That was my second draft for
him

By now it was 1978, We were in Las Vegas—I was
doing a script for Paramount, and | was getting
background on gambling in Las Vegas—and Wim
tracked us down on the phone and wanted to come
over there, and 1 said, “Well, Wim, we're leaving
tomorrow.”

“Verareyougoing?”

“We're going to Guadalajara to visit our son. He's
in school there.”

)°d like to understand
ze use of ze word ‘punk’
in ‘punk and plaster,’”




“Ivillcometo Guadalajara!”

So Wim shows up at the Phoenix Hotel in
Guadalajara, saying, “Vee haff to write ze script,”
and 1 go to work writing these changes in longhand
on yellow legal pads. As fast as I finish each page,
Wimgrabs it and runs downstairs and types it up on
the old office manual. Its two in the morning and
peopleare trooping through thelobby to the disco up
on the roof—Wim is checking people into the hotel
as he’s trying to type—and we spent two days in that
damnhotel. | never did get to seeGuadalajara.

We wrote a whole draft in those two days

GARFIELD: Wenderscould always get a job typing,
e

GORES: No, he sl It came out kind of
Germanesque. The #w was very Teutonic and it
was all “Down the wssss my coat throw” kind of
sentenceconstruction.

Anyway, that was the third draft [ did with Wim. t
had done two versions of the novel and five versions
of the screenplay, and I was all out of Hammetss.
There are only so many ways you can seeone piece of
material.

THOMAS: Don't kid yourself.
(Laughter)

GORES: They said, “We think maybe we need some
fresh blood on this,” while at the same time 1 was
telling them I'd run out of ways to go and also was
-committed elsewhere, so it was a very amicable
parting. I gracelessly bowed out.

In desperation, while he was waiting for them to
bring in another writer, Wim tried to write adrafton
his own. It had a scene in which Hammett grabs a
bottle, breaks it across the bar and slashes a guy's
throat with it, on screen. And this was replacing my
“tooviolent”script!

This incident strikes me with a strong feeling of
déja vu in sinister reverse. There's a movie due to be
released shortly after the time of this writing. |
workedseveral weeks on the screenplay of it but then
was fired when the producers and star belatedly
decidedtheydidn’t like my approach to the story.

What they wanted to include (among others

“wenders could always
get a job typing,anyway.”
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equally charming) was a scene in which a man and a
woman are shown making love, and in which just as
the man reaches his climax the woman stabs him to
death in the throat: we are treated to a graphic
description of bloodspurting alloverthe pillow.

When I suggested thatsuchgrue didn’tbelang in a
light-hearted Cary Grant sortof caper entertainment,
that was when my employers decided I was “too
soft.”

GORES: After Wim had done his version of the
script, Tom Pope was hired. He did two versions.
He's got an “adapted by”creditonthe movie.

THOMAS: [ never saw his versions.

GORES: | think he raised a stink with the Writers
Guild. Anyway, then Dennis O’Haherty came in.
And then finally Ross.

GARFIELD: I thought there'd been more writers
than that. Seventeen of themor something like that,

GORES: There were four writers but thirty-two
different versions of the screenplay. O'Flaherty did
eighteen himself. Most of them were written wi
they were shooting the frst version of the movie up in
San Francisco. They'd dressed several streets and
built this enormous edge-of-Chinatown set just off
thecorner of Unionard Hyde.

THOMAS: That was when they did the radio
program with all those high-priced actors. Francis
got all the good voices in Hollywood. [Reputedly
Howard Duff’s was among them.—BG] He brought
them all up to San Francisco and they did it with
soundeffects like an old radioprogram. A readingof
the script with sound effects. A narrator reading the
stage directions and so forth. Why they did this, |
don’t know, and whatcame of it, | don’tknow.

GARFIELD: Coppoladoesn'tread any more, does
he? Everything's on tape. Video or audio. Maybe he
wantedto listen to itso he-wouldn't have to read it.

GORES: Anyway, after thatthey did the first shoot
up in San Francisco. As I said, they'd dressed some
streets and built this enormous set. They got
permission to shoot in City Hall and on the old
ferryboats tied up at the Hyde Street pier, and they
went ahead and filmed about eighty percent of the
movie. Wim would call me up periodically and say it
was going great, looking good.

What we found outwas that none of the producers
was there. Nobody was supervising the filming. Fred
Roos was doing 7he Black Stallion over in Malta,
and Francis was still busy cutting Apocalypse. When
theygot together again, they realized Wim had spent
nine or ten million bucks below the lineand he'd only
shot eighty percent of the movie. This was supposed




10 be a five-million-dollar picture, seven
totalnegativecost including bothabove the lineand
below theline expenses.

GARFIELD: The Heaven's Gare syndrome. What
happened then?

GORES: Well, finally somebody actually looked at
the footage.

GARFIELD: I'd heard the filming was interrupted
by the actors'strike.

GORES: No, this was before the strike.

THOMAS: The filming was interrupted by Francis
looking at it. He looked at the eighty percent they’d
shot, and he despaired.

GORES: He said, “It doesn't go anywhere. There’s
no story at all.” And they shut the whole thing down.
GARFIELD: But was't that fairly typical of Wen-
ders’s movies? The lack of comprehensible story?

Shouldn'tCoppola haveforeseen that when he hired
Wenders?

GORES: 1 don’t know. He'd seen some movie of
Wim’s and he'd liked it. I think that wasabout all he
knewabout Wim.

GARFIELD: First Nicolas Roeg, then Wim Wen-
ders. Two very European directors for this quintes-
sentially American subject— Dashiell Hammett. 1
wonder why it didn't occur to Coppola to hire an
Americandirector.

GORES: He was interested in seeing a quintessen-
tially American story through the eyes of a very
1 think he feltt useit
witha mythicquality. | have to say | reallylike Wim,
he's a sweetheart guy, but I think the American
system of filmmaking was a bit of a mystery to him
then. Particularly the Francis system of filmmaking.
Maybe it wouldn't be now— Wim’s English is a lot
better now, and God knows he'd been kicked in the
teeth enough times. That's really what that little film
he shotmostly over is Portugal, The State of Things,
is all about.
Anyway, they shut down the production, uncom-
pleted, in 1979, and this is where Ross blossomed.
Overto you, Ross.

THOMAS: Theycalled me in about 1977, 1978, and
wanted to know if Id be interested in polishing some
dialogue. | said sure, no problem. | always say that.
But | didn’thear anything more from them.

Then, I think it was 1980, I got a call from Fred
Roos.

People who know Fred Roos tell me he can be right
across the table from you and you'll never hear a
word he says. Reportedly he whispers.

They say this makes him an effective phone man
because hesoundsvery confidential on the telephone.
. Wenders filmed The State o f Things in black-
and-white during the interval that Zoetrope was
reassessing Hammett and deciding what to do with
the 80%-completed film Wenders hadshot. TheState
0/ Things is a surrealistic filmthat seems to be about
a group of lunatics from Hollywood trying to shoot
an insane moviein Portugal. | have tried, andfailed,
10 sit through it. To me, it seems to bring a whole
new meaning o the word pretentious. After Wenders
completed his Portuguese venture, he returned to
California to resume shooting Hammet, this time
from a different script — Ross Thomas's.

THOMAS: Fred Roos asked if I'd come down and
see him and Lucy Fisher, who's now a vice-president
at WarnerBros. Then she wasin chargeof production
atZoetrope. | wentdownthere,and they said, “ We'd
likeyou to look at this film. Wehave a littletrouble.”

S0 they bought me a sandwich from the deli across
the way, and 1 sat there eating it and looking at the
eighty percent thathad been shot. | saw that they'd
lifted a lot of lines directly from The Maltese Falcon,
like the punk saying, “A crippled newsic took it away
from him, ” and Spade saying, “The cheaper the
crook, the fancier the patter.” So forth. Lines
anybody would recognize. 1 knew those would have
10 be taken out, but other than that it bore little
resemblance to Hammett or to Joe's novel or to any
otherthing I'deverseen.

Sol said, “ Well, you'vegot trouble.”

Theysaid, “What we'd like you to do, we'd like a
beginning and an end, see, and then we can use all
this in the middle. What we really want are
bookends. Then maybe you can write some new
dialogue we can dub in, using the film foolage we've
alreadyshot. Whatcanyou do?”

I'said I thought it might be possible. But I didn’t
think they could useall the footagethey had. They'd
have to shoot some more. How did they feel about
that?

They said, “Why don't youcome back in ten days?
Francis will beherethen.”

They offered me X amount of money, and I went
home and got an idea. Mostly | got the idea by re-

He was interested in
seeing-a-quintessentially
American story through
the eyes of a very
European director.”




reading Joes novel. I wrote thething in ten days. A
treatment —an extended outline, withsome dialogue,
based loosely on the novel. I used scissors and paste
1o keep what | could of the shooting script they had,
trying to savesomeof the money they’dspent filming
thatstuff, although most of it madeno sense at all.

GORES: Oh, boy. Some of the scripts that I read. In
one ofthem, Hammett is having hisshoesshined by a
black kid and Hammett looks down at the kid and
says, “Spade! Sure!”and that'swhere the name Sam
Spadecomes from. Canyou believethat?

THOMAS: 1 came in to meet Francis, and Francis
brings them all in. There must have been fifteen
people.

Francis taped it. When we had a meeting, Francis
would often tape it. Then he'd send out transcripts.
I'd comeout sounding likean illiterate stumbler, and
then these polished sentences of Coppola would roll
out. Much use of the subjunctive. Italianate. That's
the way he talks. And mine would be, “Uh, well,
yeah.” 1 didn't realize | wasquitethat inarticulate.

AU this particular meeting of fifteen people, |
wasn't going to try and fell the story. I read it to
them. Played allthe parts. | couldn’t tell if they liked
i

Francis walked me out to the car afterward, and I
said, “How'd you get into this me:ss?”

He thought 1 meant his studio, Zoetrope. He said,
“You mean this?” I said, “Oh, no, I mean the movie.”
He said, “I dont know. It’sjust one of those things
that happen.”

GARFIELD: Like One More From the Heart of
Darkness.

THOMAS: About four or five days later, I had a call
from Lucy Fisher, and she asked, “Has anybody
calledyou?” I said “No.” She said, “We'd reallyvery
much like you to do the script.” I said, “Okay, no
problem.”

1 did a few pages and took it down, and Francis
said,“Great, it'sjustgreat.”

I'said,"You want me to goto screenplay?”

Hesaid, “No, notyet.”

So I keptwriting a littlemore. I'd takeit downand

“Actually, it was pretty
bad, but it got Francis’s
attentionbecause he
didn’t have to

read anything.y
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Francis would look atit. “Great. It’s just greal.” And
I'dsay, “You want me to go to screenplay now?” And
he'd say, “No. No, no.” So I'd say okay, and we'd do
itagain.

Thenfinally hesaid, “Goto screenplay.”

I wrote it. Then I got a call from Fred Rovs, who
says, “We'd like you to come down and havelunch
with Nastassia Kinski, Freddie Forrest, and Raul
Julia” 1 did. 1 had lunch with Nastassia Kinski,
Freddie Forrest, and Raul Julia. Then Fred Roos
took me over to Lucy Fisher's office. She was in a
meeting, so we sat outside, Fred Roos and 1, and then
Lucy came out of her office and said, “Let’s get
married.”

I'said,“Uh, yeah, uh, whatdo you mean?”

She said, “We'd like you to go to work for us as
our writer in residence at Zoetrope.”

It seems Francis had this story he wanted me to
write, starring Nastassia Kinski, Freddie Forrest, and
Raul Julia. So I met with him and asked what the
storywasthathehadinmind,andhesaid, “Miami. . .
salsamusic.”

Hesaid, “ That'sit.

Isaid, “That’s a hell of a story, Francis.”

About a week later, my agent got a call. Tragedy
hadstruck.Zoetropewasnear bankruptcy.

No film, no salsa music.

1 thought that was it. But then I got another call
from Zoetrope. This one said, “I'm Ron Colby, and
I'm the producer of Hammett.

So I went down to see Colby. He had a few
suggestions for rewrites, and I did a polish, but I still
had to keep that crap in there fromthe earlierscript.
Then 1 had another call from Fred Roos, who said,
“I'dlike you to havelunchwithWim Wenders.”

Isaid okay. Then I asked Francis whowasgoingto
direct.

He said, “Wenders. Because it's difficult to take a
director off a picture. It doesn’t do the guy you bring
in any good, and it does a lot of harm to the guy you
takeoff.”

So 1 had lunch with Wim Wenders. I told him how

I'd lived in Germany for a couple of years, and he
talked about how he had lived in Malibu, and 1 was
living in Malibu so obviously we had a lot in
common.
After that, 1 didn’t hear anything for a time—
evidently Francis had lost interest in the film and it
was shut down— but then Ron Colby called and said,
“I want you to come down and see the latest
production of Hammett.”

Isaid | didn't knowthey'd doneanyfilming.
He said they hadn't, not really, but they had this
production, and he said, “It’s your script.”
It turned out to be a flmstrip. The art work had
been done by the students in thejunior high school



down the street. They'd rounded up a few actors and
the director of White Dog —?

‘GORES: Samuel Fuller.

THOMAS: Yes, Samuel Fuller, Colby himself, and
a couple of secretaries. And they had put it on a
video. I looked at it. I thought itwas prettygood

(Laughter)

Actually, it was pretty bad, but it got Francis's
attention because he didn't have to read anything
This way they got him to look at it and they got it
started again. They gol the money from Orion. They
shot it all on the studio lot in Los Angeles and they
broughtit in for two-point- seven,or nearthat.

think it is an enjoyable one. Some of the small parts
and walk-ons—including Elisha Cook, Jr. as a venal
cabbie and Ross Thomas himself as one of a group of
corrupt politicans sitting around a big table—are
most amusing. Hammett's dingy apartment aid his
prowls through Chinatown are photographed in rich
smoky browns that are color photography’s best
answer to the mysterious shadows of film noir. The
misty atmosphere is that of a studio movieset rather
than of the real San Francisco, butthat artificiality is
not necessarily a bad thing.
Evenafterbeing*“fixed”by actors and director, the
story conforms in several particulars to that of Joe’s
novel; the search for a missing Chinese girl triggers
murder after murder, leading to the discovery of

Theywere
seventy or eighty percent of lhc old footage was
thrown out. They decided they didn't want Brian
Keith [who had played a prominent role in the first
version), so they had to bring in an actor to take his
place. But the day before they were scheduled to
shoot, they discovered, lo and behold, they didn't
have an actor. So they called the actor who played
the monster in Young Frankenstein—

GORES: Peter Boyle.

THOMAS: Yes, and he flew out the next day and
they shot the picture with many vicissitudes.

They threw me off the lot once. They had a
rehearsal where they ran through the script. It was
the first rehearsal, and it was probably the last time
they paid any attention to the lines as they were
written. So Francis called me downto keepthe actors
on the lines, to keepthem fromstrayingoff.

How I was 1o do this | had no idea, but 1 went
down there and hung around for weeks until Freddie
Forrest blew up. And Ron Colby came over to me
andsaid, “P'm sorry,but you'dbetter go home.”

So 1 went home. They called me the next day. They
wanted me in a meeting totalk about yesterday.

laces, and D:
is an ideal character to carry this kind of story.
Frederic Forrest, in mustache and short grey brush
hair, bears a remarkablephysical resemblance to the
Hammett we've seen in photographs taken at the
time

But Forrest has no magnetism on the screen, and
Hammett really should be played by an actor with
star quality. Between that and Wenders’s gimmicky
photographic style, which never lets you forget that
you'relooking at a movie, Hammet! is a great deal
less than a masterpiece. 1t lurches along an uncertain
path, swayed first this way by Joe Gores's straight-
for manner andthen
Ross Thomas's wry, incisivehumor. The two qualities
seem to quarrel with each other. They don’t make a
comfortable blend.

Hammett is an interesting but not fascinating
example of the period-piece crime movie—a skew:
1980 view of a 1928 that existed only in pulp
magazines. Perhaps the main thing wrong with it is
that it is a partly satisfactory “B” second-feature
movie that just happened to cost nearly $15 million
when it shouldhave beenmade forone tenth of that
amount of money. If that had been done, the

It was in Francis’s office—Colby andWendersand
Roos and Freddie Forrest and Peter Boyle. And
Francis says to Freddie Forrest, “I like this script. |
really like this script. But more important, The Chase
Manhattan BANK likes this script!”

But Freddie Forrest says, “You know what Ross
does, don’t you? He takes off his glasses and sighs
Every time we get through sayin’ the words, he takes
off his glasses and sighs

Then they went back and shot the rest of the
picture. | don't think anyone interfered with them
much after that. I know / didn't. And they finished
the picture, and what you seeis what yousee.

What you see, | suppose, is in the eye of the
beholder. Ross Thomas thinks its “awful - but not as
awful as it was.” Joe Gores seems to think of it as a
pretty good “B” picture, and taken in that light I

afford togive ita
modest nationwide release so that mystery fans and
Hammett admirers might have had a chance to see it
in theaters. As it is, they can see it on their small
Avi LB

THOMAS: It opened to wild acclaim in The Valley.

GORES: Yup. We're sitting here just rolling in
royalties

THOMAS: It's become a cult film faster than
anyone expected. Or wanted. It's shown in such
places as the Houston Museum of Fine Arts and one
or two film schools.

GARFIELD: Thank you both very much. a
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REVIEWS

Allen J. Hubin, Consulting Editor

Short notes. .

Rootsof Detection(Ungar $6.95),
edited by Bruce Cassiday, is an
anthologyofdeductivefictionwritten
before Holmes. It's neither exciting
reading nor particularly fresh in its
selections, but it does serve as a
usefulreminderofdeductivefiction’s
origins. Most of the selections are
excerpts—from such sources as
Herodotus, The Apocrypha, The
Arabian Nights, Voltaire’s Zadig,
Bulwer-Lytton’s Petham, Dickens’
Bleak House, Mrs. Henry Wood’s
East  Lynn, and Gaboriau’s
MonsieurLecog.

The longest-running series under
a single author’s byline is Leslie

Charteris’s “The Saint,” which has
been appearing since 1928. 1t must
beadmitted, of course, that most of
the writing in recent years has been
done by others, and such is also the
case for the latest, Salvage for the
Saint (Doubleday, $11.95), thework
of Peter Bloxsam from a teleplay by
John Kruse. This has not the wit
and engaging fairy-tale élan of the
carlyyears of the series. It is rather a

very light confection, perhaps an
hour’sskimmingreadand acceptable
diversion as such. The caper has to
do with a hoard of stolen bullion,
murderously sought for by the
French gang once imprisoned for
stealing it. A wealthy gentleman,
blown up in his speedboat, seems to
have been an uncaught gang
member; his wife and the Saint are
caught in the toils of the hunt, and
the Saint’s larcenous instincts are
aroused.

The fifth of Bartholomew Gill's
novelsabout Inspector Peter McGarr
of the Dublin police is McGarr and
the . of Belgrave Square
(Viking, $13.95). This is a complex,
atmospheric tale of Dublin and
murder, with roots in the LR.A.
and you'll not quickly forget it. An
antiquedealer is murdered; his wife
seems oddly, mutely distant from
the event. A painting, valuable but
of questionablepedigree, is missing.
McGarr's wife probes the pedigree
while he sets explosive events in
train. And the P.M.? —ah, there’s a
character you'llbeintriguedtomeet.

Reginald Hill's A Fairly Danger-
ous Thing (Foul Play Press, $12.95)
went eleven years awaiting an
American publisher. 1t could have
gone longer. Hill has done some fine
work, but this attempt at black
comedy misses. Joe Askern, unin-
teresting schoolmaster with libidin-
ous preoccupations, is blackmailed
intoassisting in the burglariousinva-
sion of a stately home. His various
girlfriends,strongarmnasties,sundry
alleged students, the local pornog-
rapher, and an inconvenient police-
man populate the proceedings.

Short Break in Venice by Peter
Inchbald (Doubleday, $11.95) com-
pletes a trilogy about Insp. Franco
Corti of the London Art and
Antiques  Squad. In Venice on
vacation, he’s drawn into an affair
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involving assaults on art dealers. All
dealers prove to be Jewish; terrorism
seems the name of the game, and
several intelligence types take an
interest. Corti is more than interest-
ed when his old nemesis, Max
Silverman, hoves into view. Could a
crew of terrorists and Silverman be
tiedintoa niceincarceratedpackage?
Worth a try, thinks Corti. Average
criminousfare

Susan Kenney's debut, Garden of
Malice (Scribner’s, $13.95), falls
into the romantic suspensesubgenre
of which I am not overfond, featur-
inga heroinewho repeatedlyimperils

PETER INCHBALD

herself. But this tale is readable
enough and overcame my prejudices
sufficiently to keep my attention to
the end. Roz Howard, just launched
on a professorial career, has the
chance of a lifetime: to go to
England and edit for publication the
recently discovered correspondence
of a famous author. To Montford
Abbey she goes, where the author’s
son lords over a trembling array of
inhabitants, where evil lurks, where
someone is systematically destroy-



ing the famous Abbey gardens.
Wha has everyone 1o fear in the
author’s letters, and who, finally, is
akiller?

Rampant greed, incest, adultery,
homosexualencounters —a mostun-
appetizing stew in Death Wishes by
PhilipLoraine(St. Martin’s,$10.95),
though treated with discretion
EdwardWalden,fabulouslywealthy,
dies in his French villa. Maggots
gather for the reading of the will.
Catherine, daughter of Edward and
his long-estranged wife and only
once in his presence in seventeen
years, alsoarrives. Who will inherit,

and who will do what to rearrange
the odds? A smooth and readable
tale, though at bottom without an
attractivecharacter.

You may find yourself more
working tokeep track of characters
in The Club Paradis Murders by
Claire McCormick (Walker, $12.95)
than enjoying the action. This, the
second John Waltz mystery, takes
place on Tahiti. An Australian pill-
pusher is murdered. The vacation-
ing Waliz is his bungalow mate;

suspicion and murkiness descend.
Club Paradis denizens and sundry
indigenous characters seethe around
the island, more corpses turn up,

and the reluctant sleuth eventually
figures out whodunit. Not notable.

I'm frankly of two minds about
The Tin Angel by Paul Pines
(Morrow, $13.95). On the one hand,
it's a fresh and evocative look at
New York City sliced at edges
joining the jazz scene and the under-
world of drug-dealing. On the other,
it seems overall a bit unfocused,
unresolved. Pablo Waltz and Miguel
Ponce own a Village jazz club.
Ponce is killed along with two
policemen, and $50,000 in club
money—to finance a drug buy?—is
gone. Pablo is compelled—against
the advice of all—to find out what
Miguel was up to, who killed him,
and who has the money the club
needs to survive.

Although the basic course of
Double Crossing by Erika Holzer
(Putnam, $13.95) is quite predict-
able, suspense is maintained at a
remarkably highlevel. An American
surgeon, known for his skill and
humanitarianism, is now captive to
his public image and to a crime of
his youth. Soviet Intelligence plans
to prey on these failings, while a
Russian doctor sees an opportunity
—finally, after a lifetimeof planning
—to reach freedom in the West.
Blood and ambition tie together the
actors, all credible and limned by
the author in broad and effective
strokes.

Action adventures have prolifer-
ated in paperback in recent years,
beginning with the “Executioner”
and “Destroyer”series around 1970.
Blood and sex have so abounded in
thesetypes that some books fall out
of our genre and into pornography.
The latest arrival on this scene is the
Viking “Cipher” series by Rick
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Spencer about  Eric Ivorsen,
mathematician. In Icebound( Signet,
$2.50), Ivorsen is hunting computer
records left by his father and his
super-scientist colleagues. The
records relate to a forecasting
technology of enormous impact,
and naturally the ungodly (in two
forms) are also determined to have
them. In All That Glitters ($2.50),
Ivorsen's efforts to extend the
Cipher'spredictions take a backseat
10 a scheme to steal and counterfeit
Egyptian antiquities into which he
accidentally becomes ensnared
These are acceptable novels of their

type, with offensive mattress
acrobatics kept to a minimum.

A promising debut is The Tenth
Virgin (St. Martin’s, $14.95) by
Gary Stewart, who was raised a
Mormon and is now a professor of
theatre in Indiana. Virgin is notable
for its uncommon  setting—Salt
Lake City—and its even more un-
common milieu—the Mormon
culture, religion, and organization.
The picture is a grim one: deadly
Sectarian  intrigues and corruption
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reaching to the top of the church.
Gabe Utley, N.Y.C. private eye,
returns to his home city after twenty

tale of a murdered academician.
Salter fell from political favor and
was put in charge of trivia. The

years to find the
a former classmate. Then the killing
starts. A good beginning for Utley
and Stewart; perhaps next time the
dialogue won't be so pointlessly
profane.

The latest of Mignon Warner's
stories about clairvoyant Edwina
Charlesis Devil'sKnell (Doubleday,
$11.95). Mae Holliday turned up in
the village of Little Gidding, took a
job as a shopkeeper, inherited the
property from the owner, and
aroused affection in not a single
village breast. Thenshe’s found in a
church, a stake driven through her

murder
seems suited to his organizational
Siberia, but he makes of it much
morethan expected. Insecure,rusty,
troubled of family life, overweight;
these Salter might be: But he turns
up a killer, and hell be worth
watching if—as 1 hope—Wright
brings himback foran encore.

Jim Thompson: T heKillersinside
Him by Max Allan Collins and Ed
Gorman (Fedora Press, 3840 Clark
Road S.E., Cedar Rapids, lowa;
$8.00) is to my knowledge the only
extended study of this little known
or rememberedauthor (1906-1977).

heart. Whispers of a witches’ coven
drift around, but the police are shy
of both motive and real suspects.
The dead one had consulted Mrs.
Charles briefly, and so she remem-
bers, inquires, deduces. Pleasant
novel, forgettable.

Eric Wright, English-born teacher
and TV writer in Toronto, debuts as
anovelist with The Night the Gods
Smiled (Scribner’s, $12.95). This
features Insp. Charlie Salter of the
Torontopolice, a complex and well-
fleshed character who carries this
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It includes a reminiscence by and
interview with Arnold Hano,
Thompson’s editor at Lion Books;
an interview with his widow,
Alberta; a heretofore unpublished
Thompson short novel(“This World,
Thenthe Fireworks”), whichisrather
inconsequential, though darklysug-
gestive in the Thompsonvein; and a
brief survey by Collins of the
Thompsoncorpus. A usefuladdition
to the criminous referenceshelf.
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THE
ARMGHAIR

DETEGTIVE
READERS’ SURVEY

By Michael Seidman and Otto Penzler

Ivory Tower Syndrome in not found listed in the
Merck Manual or other major medical texts. It is,
nonetheless, a serious degenerative disease ende;
10 publishers, editors, and others of their ilk. The
patient presents a near-totaldisregard for his or her
readérs, manifesting a senseof positive knowledge of
what is best for the audience. The prognosis is never
encouraging: a slow death, not for the person, but
for the journal or line of books under the diseased’s
control. Thereis, however, both a preventativeand a
curefor thisdisturbingailment Paying attention.

Because The Armchair Detective is 5o much by and

of its readership, we've been able to stay healthy
Knowing of that health, of course, often leads to a
senseof well-being which in turn leads back to Ivory
Tower Syndrome. We knew we were doing it right, so
why worry? Fortunately, managing editor Kathy
Daniel wanted assurances from you, not from us,
that we were on the right track with the mix of
articles, columns, and reviews which make up each
issue of TAD. So she developed the questionnaire
which was sent to subscribers, and thenspent weeks
tallying, collating, and analyzing the returns. Some
of whatwe learnedsurprised us; some(most) pleased




us. One thing, though, was decided early on: because
you had taken the time to respond, we were going to
letyou knowthe results, regardless of how they made
us feel. Or look.

The first result was one that made us proud.. . .as it
should you. We mailed 1800 questionnaires. We
received 847 completed forms back, for a 47%
response rate. Given the fact that most mailings by
specialty publishers receive only a 10 response, we
were understandably pleased. The fact that you care
enough about The Armchair Detective 1o take the
time to answer some difficult questions says a lot
about both of us. . .all of it good. But enough back-
patiing! What have we learned about ourselves?

Well, by a large margin, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle is
the favorite author of TADians, followed by Dame
Agatha Christie and the untitled but nonetheless
masterful Raymond Chandler. The twenty favorite
authorswere selected by asking you to name your five
favorites in order of preference and then awarding
five points for a first place mention, four for a
second, three for a third, two for a fourth, and one
for a fifth. The final li

i B s
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle ] 363
AgathaChristic 1 313
Raymond Chandler i 286
Dorothy L. Sayers 4 275
Rex Stout s 253
Dashiell Hammett 6 193
Dick Francis 7 152
John Dickson Carr 8 .
Ellery Queen 9 140
Robert B. Parker 10 124
Ross Macdonald 1 123
Edmund Crispin 12 108
John D. MacDonald M 104
P.D.James 14 101
Ngaio Marsh 15 90
Ruth Rendell 16 e
Ed McBain 17 65
Josephine Tey 18 64
Emma Lathen 19 &
Elmore Leonard 20 .

‘Whatwas particularlyinteresting is that, of the top
ten authors, eight are no longer producing. There
were no espionage writers named in the top twenty,
and only one thriller writer, Dick Francis. Seven of
the twenty might be included in the hardboiled
school, therest work in the various*“puzzle”formats
(And we are not going to get into the whole question
of classifications at point. ... something which
challenged us quite a bit as we were going over the
figures.)

Given these favorites among the writers, who did

you choose as your favorite characters? Eighty-four

aQ
wasscoredsimply: onevote,one point given.

Sherlock Holmes i 52
Philip Marlowe i 25
PeterWimsey 1 23
NeroWolfe i 21
Travis McGee ] "
Gervase Fen 5 (tie) n
Lew Archer 7 10
Miss Marple 7 (tie) 10
Hercule Poirot 9 [
Ellery Queen 9 (tie) ¥
John Appleby 1

Spenser 11 (tie)

Archie Goodwin 1

“Bony” Bonaparte 14 b
Insp. Jules Maigret 1 B
Henry Merrivale 15 (tie)

George Smiley 15

Tommy Hambledon 18 .
BernieRhodenbahr 18 (tie) »
Dr. Thorndyke 18 8

Sherlock Holmes dominated the voting here, with
twice as many votes as the second favorite character,
Philip Marlowe. Several characters were named
whosecreators didnot earn a place on the top twenty
authors’ list, such as George Smiley and Tommy
Hambledon (the only spies on the list), Bernie
Rhodenbahr, and “Bony.” Agatha Christie and Rex
Stout both had two of theircreationschosen. Five of
the charactersare hardboiled.

After voting on writers and their characters, you
were asked which books you like best. There were
460 titles mentioned in answer (0 question three, in
which you were asked to choose three books, and we
scored it as we did the first question: three points for
a numberone choice, etc. The twenty favorites, with
tiesas noted, are:

anim -
The Hound of the Baskervilles 127
The Maltese Falcon 89
The Big Sleep ] i

Gaudy Night i 49
And Then There Were None . a2
Farewell My Lovely ] 32
TheMurderof Roger Ackroyd 6 (tie) 32
‘The Nine Tailors 8 30
Daughterof Time 9 2
Murder on the Orient Express 10 2
The Long Goodbye 10 (tie) 22
A Coffiin for Dimitrios 2 2



The Moonstone 1 I,

The Doorbell Rang i i
A Study in Scarlet 14 (i) 18
Too Many Cooks 14 (tie) 18
The Last Good Kiss 7 17
Trent’s LastCase 18 16
TheGlass Key - M
TheLady in the Lake 19 "

As might be expected, the authors chosen as
favorites, and whose characters had been selected as
favorites, dominate this list: Conan Doyle has two
titles on the list, Hammett two, Chandler four,
Christie three, Stout two, and Sayers two. Only one
espionage novel was named, A Coffin for Dimitrios,
and Eric Ambler, along with Wilkie Collins, James
Crumley, and E. C. Bentley, had books named as
favorites whilenothaving ranked in the two previous
questions.

Most, if not all, of the “winners” have received
extensive coverage in our pages, s0 it was satisfying
10 realize that we were talking about the writers,
characters, and books you were interested in while
continuing 1o give exposure to the up-and-coming
and the nearly-forgotten. That being settled, it came

percent for fewer. Eight percent asked for more
scholarly articles; eight percent for fewer. What
about scholarly letters,however?

So. t would seem that we have;, so far, avoided
Ivory Tower Syndrome. In those instances in which
we have, apparently, gone overboard (i.e., the news-
letters), we are moving to correct the situation. The
question of balance, which is all-important to every
editor, has been met, we think. For everyone who
wants more of something, there are those who want
less of the samething.

We cannot, and will not, ignoreany-aspect of the
mystery. We can understand, and appreciate, the
thought from many of you that the reviews of the
mystery as it appears in the electronic media should
perhaps be curtailed. These media are increasingly
important, however—as markets for the writers
currently at work, and as a showcase for new talent
and direction—and thus must be considered on a
regular basis.

Thequestion of how often The Armchair Detective
oughttoappearwas raisedoften, withthe suggestion
that we publish bi-monthly, or even monthly. We'd
like nothing more, but it just cannot be done now.

hat, , means that we cannot be

time to studyyour reactions to the
Reviews (especially current), interviews, and bib-
graphies led the list of things you wanted more of
in TAD. The top three responses to the question,
“What would you like to see less of in TAD?” were:
No answer, “Rex Stout Newsletter,” and “Dorothy L.
Sayers Newsletter.” So, in order to meet the demand,
the two newsletters will now appear on an annual
basis. We leel that Stout and Sayers are of sufficient
interest to be covered regularly, but we will reduce
that regularity.

How, though, to give you more of what you want?
As is mentioned in* The Uneasy Chair™ in this issue,
and as readers who have been with us for a while
know, the material we publish is submitted by you.
When and where we can, we do solicit pieces from
people, but to do the entire magazine that way
reduces its effectiveness as the voice of mystery, and
starts leading us back to the position of producing a
magazine which answers our needs and likes, not
yours. Certainly, in certain arcas we will try to
answer the demand: information about events in the
mystery world, aboul bookstores, and, in certain
instances, checklists, can be found. When weknow a
contributor is going to be somewhere near a writerof
interest, we can attempt to get an interview. And we
will. However, we cannot write the letters to the
editor. We cannot write all the reviews. And we
cannot write all the articles. For that, as always, we
trn 10 you.

Some intriguing sidelights to this part of the
survey. Four percent asked for more letters; four

assured of having reviews and publication lists
appearing more closely to the release date of the
books. It might be possible to project publication
dates from publishers’ catalogues, but they are
subject to radical and unannounced change. Since
TAD’s lead time is between four and six months, it is
simply not possible to get books reviewed at the time
they will be in the stores, a problem compounded by
the fact that we cannot get early review copies from
the publishers. This means that we usually see the
book at the same time it becomes available to you. Of
course, if you read a good review of a book that has
gone out of print between the time we went to the
typesetter and the time we appeared, you could try
complaining to the publisher

The information we've been able to put together
from your responses thus far has been extremely
helpful to us, and we expect that, as further study is
given to the forms, we will continue to learn more~
about you, about us, and about how to better fulfll
your needs and expectations. Our intention is to see
toit that The Armchair Detective continues to be the
journal of record in the mysteryworld. That so many
of you are so obviously willing to help us in that
effortis a pricelessreward.

We thank you. u]

This report could not have been compiled without
Kathy Daniel. All the work was hers. More than
anyone’s, hername belongs onthis effort



THE SHERLOCK'S LAST CASE POSTER

55;:’!3&(5 LasrCnse

IN COMMEMORATION of the Los Angeles Actorss' Theatre production of Charles Marowitz's Sherlock's
Last Case (June 29-September 22, 1984). _internationally acclaimed artist William Stout has created a
masterpiece of Sherlockian art. This handsome, full color 22" X28" poster (printed on quality 100 I
coated stock), is perfect for framed adornment above your favorite reading chair.

AVAILABLE FOR A LIMITED TIME ONLY! The Sherlock’s Last Case poster is truly an heirloom pift
for the discerning, who venerate the incomparable Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson

[ATTENTION SHERLOCKIAN SOCIETIES! 15% off the list price plus free postage and handling for a
lorder of 12 posters or more sent to your Society address.

———— S ————————

ORDERING IS ELEMENTARY H
- MOSTASSUREDLY! h o The Sherfock's L mereS17.95 each and $2.00for
fomestic postae and handling,of total order. For foreign orders please make payments with international money orders ONLY §
nd dd$4.00for postae sncl handling, of totalorder. Allow 46 weeks for delivery

ake checks or maney orders payable to the Los Angeles Actors’ Theatre

The Shercks Lo s Poser 3 My check for S for poster(s) plus shipping/handling is enclosed.
Los Angeles Actors’ Thea [ Pleasechargemy [) MASTERCARD [ VISA (] AMERICANEXPRESS

1089 North Osford Avonae  Credit Card Account £. 1

Los Angeles. CA 90029 Sianawure Exp Dus H

! H

HOME PHONE ( !

il i

STATE :

OR CALL CHARGE LNE 213/464-5500 SHI §




By Julie Smith

Thougha mystery may be funny—and many of the
best of them are—a thriller mustn’t be. Publishing
wisdom seems 1o hold that thriller fans like their
thrills undliluted by levity. Unless, of course, the
book in question happens to be written by Donald E.
Westlake. It would seem sometimes that, if there is a
genre devoted to the comic thriller, it's the sole and
exclusive property of Westlake. Or.at least it used to
seem that way, until Thomas Perry's Metzger's Dog
was published last fall.

This hilarious book is about three men—named
Immelmann, Kepler, and Chinese Gordon—and a
woman, a cat, and a dog who acquire a CIA
manuscript on psychological warfare, try to sell it
back 10 the fieds, suffier the old doublecross, and plot
revenge. Consider this passage:

Kepler said * The fact that the CIA lets the Mexican
government tell it how to take over Mexico City should
suggest 10you that these arenot people we can handle with
much confidence. Notonlydid they behave in an ungentle-
manly manner with the Mexicans, but the man who let us
get these papers managed to live two wholedaysafterward.
Writ large across every page is: These Are People Around
With Whom Thou Shalt Not Screw.”

“1 wish you'd listen to Chinese,” [Margaret] said. “You're
both beingsilly. We don’twant to do anything as drasticas
this contingency plan, We just want to remind him that we
have it and understand it and that we can think of some
vivid ways to reveal it.”

Immelmann said, “When you say not drastic, what do
youmean?”

Of Metzgers Dog

I slnllunough toask,” shesaid.
“But what
“Just lose down Los Angeles for a da
all fieelso muchbeter.”

- IUll make us

This from a man who claims never to have read a
word of Westlake before he wrote it. A man whose
previous book, The Buicher's Boy, won the Edgar
for best first novel of 1982 and who, at the time,
“knew roughly what the Edgar was” Who is this
Thomas Perry? That's the question his agent, Lurion
Blassingame, asked when Perry wrote him about
possible representation for The Butcher's Boy. Perry
hadn'tthought to tellhim.

He's a cat lover, for one thing. He'll tell you that
right off. But if you've read Merzger’s Dog, which
portrays Gordon's cat, Dr. Henry Metzger, as master
criminal of the century, the only being on the planet
capable of outwitting Chinese himself, you already
know that. However, you probably wouldn't guess
that Perry’s own felines, in his opinion every bit as
diabolical as Dr. Henry, are named Debbi, Bunny,
and Betty (he sayshe didn't name them).

Perry would seem a complicated man — The Butch-
er's Boy, a hunter-hunted tale of a female dala
analyst on the trail of a mob assassin, is as hardboiled
as Metzger's Dog is whimsical. Both books are told in
multiple viewpoints, and the author seemsequallyat
home in the mind of a young lady civil servant, a
heartless killer, an ex-mercenary who seems to have
memorized the dictionary, a man who has eaten
armadillo, and a proctologist's daughter turnedmoll.
Perry must have a very dark, murky side, and a
wonderfully zany one. But the casual acquaintance
won't get a glimpse of what must be a rich and full
inner life. What he'll see is a modest man with a

tellinga story that’s

Julie Smith is the athor of DEATH TURNS A TRICK.
Her new novel, also featuring Rebecca Schwartz, is
THE SOURDOUGH WARS, scheduled for a June 1984
publication by Walker & Co.

Perry comes from an academic family—his father
is a retired superintendent of schools; his mother,
alsoretired, was chairman of the English department
in a neighboring school; his brother is an anthro-



and Perrys Cats

pologist; and his sister taught English before her mm
chid was born. He grew up in Tonawanda,
York, on the Niagara River, majored in Enghsh at
Cornell,and earned his Ph.D., also in English, at the
University of Rochester. After graduate school, he
worked briefly as a commercial fisherman and then
entered academe himself, at the University of
California at Santa Barbara. His job was assistant to
the provost of the College of Creative Studies, which
means, he says, “I was administrator of a small
honors college.”

At Santa Barbara, he met Jo Anne Lee, who
taught English at the same school, and married her in
1980. That same year, he got a new job at the
University of Southern California in Los Angeles, as
assistant coordinator of the general education
program, which sets requirements for undergraduate
degrees. “And that means,” he says, “they give you a
longtitle instead of a lot of money.”

ona
for about ten years, more or less taking it for
granted. “Its the English major's discase,” he says.
“Sort of the other half of reading. I didn't really have
any strong ambitions toward being published; | just
wrote. It's a fairly common thing to be doing.
MordecaiRichler wasasked why he became a writer,
and he said it seemed more interesting to ask how
someone becomes a manufacturer of frozen chicken
breasts—that’smuchmore imaginative.”
BeforePerry “happened to get onto something that
looked as if it might be of interest to other people to
read”—namely, The Butcher’s Boy—he completed
what he calls “a couple of other book-length
manuscripts.” But he thought “they didn’t look like
anything I'd be able 10 sell to anybody. The first was
asort of science-fictiony story and the second was in
the mode of H. Rider Haggard. The main thing | was
trying to do was write something that wasn't boring.”
The fact that Perry ended up in the mystery
genre—more or less—was, as he puts it, “kind of

accidental” He did his dissertation on William
Faulkner, learning in the course of it that Raymond
Chandler was one of Faulkner's favorite authors. *So
1 looked into it,” Perry said, “and 1 kind o got
hookedon mysteriesmyself.”

Yet he hasn’t read widely in the genre. Asked about
his own favorites, he can summon to mind only
Martin Cruz Smith’s Gorky Park and the works of
John LeCarré (but not The Little Drummer Girl,
which he couldn't finish). He speaks more enthu.si-
astically of Evelyn Waugh, Calvin Trillin, and
Garrison Keillor, (who is better known for his radio
show Prairie Home Companion than for his short
stories).

Indeed, Perry's goals as a writer seem to have little
10 do with love of one genreor another or with desire
for success or money. “1 always wanted to be able to
write,” he says, “but, when | was a kid, being a writer
always seemed like a fairly distant thing. I don’t think
I really had any expectations of selling anything.”
Even now, he will admit only to a vague desire to
become a full-time writer. “Y ou have to wait and see
what happens and what's possible before you decide
what you're going to do.” After the success of his first
two books, he “didn’t even buy a word processor,”
preferring to continue his road-tested method of
hand-scrawling his first draft and retyping on his
IBM Selectric, between Il . and 6 pm. on
weekends.

His writing goal is to challenge himself—to try to
do something different every time, to think up “things
to make it interesting” And so he made the
protagonist of The Buicher’s Bey a woman, and he
made Merzger’s Dog funny, and in between he wrote
“a real dark one” that his publisher rejected. “There
are so many interesting things you can do,” he says.
“You begin to look at what you're writing about as
some description of all of life. We don't really know
what's going on around us; we're always developing
strategies to find out
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Perhaps to the dl;appomlm:nl of his fans, but

he doubis he'l ever bring any of his charadters
back — with the possible exception of Ben Porterfield,
the ruthless CIA ace in Metzger's Dog. Porterfield, he
says, is tempting because he's useful in keeping a
story moving: “It’s plausible he mightknow anything
and be able to do anything.”

With a series character, Perry feels, “some of the
temptations could be distracting. You never want to
do thingsthat arethe easiest. | certainlydon’t want to
end up writing the same book twenty years later; I'm
new enough at it that | want to see how much i can
learn.”

The book he’s working on now is “quite a bit
darker and more cynical” than either of his first two.
“The characters are morally ambiguous at best; I'm
playing around with il, trying to make it sort of
funny in a cynical sort of way.” Other than the fact
that gun-running is the main plot element, Perry will
say no more because he can't. “A lot of the plot
hasn’t evolvedyet.”

And therein, of course, is a key 10 the way he
works. He says he didn't know what Metzgers Dog
was going to be about until he wrote the first scene, in
which Chinese Gordon discourages a trio of burglars
in a most ingenious way, even though Chinese “knew
it wasn't fair and there would be resentment, there
might even be consequences he couldn't imagine.”
Whal he does is, he drops Dr. Henry Metzger on
them. And indeed there are consequences. Even
though Chinese predicted them, when the cat takes
his revenge, he is deeply hurt: “He couldn’t believe
Dr. Henry Metzgercould be so mean spirited.”

As he was writing the scene, says Perry, he simply
“hit a notion of the character and his relationship
with the cat.” Though Dr. Henryis probablythe best
character in the book, he isn't really integral to the
plot, nor is his relaitonship with Chinese. A writer’s
mind is a funnything.

But enough about Perry. His fans probably have
only the mildest interest in the man himself,
compared 10 the burning question they really want
answered —theidentity of the real Dr. Henry Metzger
Since Chinese Gordon, Immelmann, and Kepler are
all namesof historicalcharacters (a Britishgencral, a
Ger ,anda pioneerGermanast
it follows that so must Dr. Henry Metzger be.
Doesn't it? Yet research has consistently failed to
turn him up. Perrysays there’s a reasonfor that:

“Its a made-up name. | gave the others famous
names to amuse Jo, the same way | named a whale in
Metzger's Dog Jo-Jo, the Madcap Joker of the Sea.
Dr. Henry Metzger just sounded like a ridiculous
name for a cat and a good name for a doctor.” This,
perhaps, is Perry’szany side, comingout at last; or is
ithisdark one? o
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By William F. Nolan

As a professional writer, his work record was
impressive: six published novels, one of them ac-
knowledged as a twentieth-century classic, more than
forty printed shortstoriesand novelettes, uncounted
newspaper columns, reports, essays, and reviews—
and nearly a hundred screenplays sold to major
Hollywood studios. Yet, today, Horace Stanley
McCoy is a lost name among “the Black Mask
boys.” There is 0 entry for McCoy in The Encyclo-
pedia of Mystery and Detection. Crime scholars
resolutely ignore him, and Thomas Sturak’s biog-
raphy, announced several years ago, has never been
published.

Horace McCoy's current obscurity is ironic since
he, of all the Black Mask boys, most wanted to
achieve genuine fame and fortune. At one point in
his career, he actually was famous (in Europe), and
he certainly earned a small fortune at the studios—
vet he died broke, and his overseas fame was never
matchedonAmericanshores.

McCoy’s epicrags-to-riches sagabegan in the small
township of Pegram, in the hill country of Tennessee,
twenty miles west of Nashville. One of four children,
he was born here, in a cabin, on April 14, 1897, to
Nannie Holt and James Harris McCoy. His parents
were “book-rich and money-poor.” Horace McCoy’s
father taught in a country school, and his attractive
Irish mother had been a scholarship student who
retained a lifelongpassionfor literature.

McCoy spent the early years of his childhood in
Nashville, growing up (as he later recalled) “in a
house filled with books.” Always aggressive, at six he
was selling papers to earn his own spending money
and, at sixteen, had quit school to work as an auto
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mechanic and travelingsalesman. Healsodrovecabs
in Dallas and NewOrleans.

After his family moved to Dallas, McCoy joined
the Texas National Guard in the spring of 1917. He
was twenty and anxious to see combat in the First
World War.Early in 1918, he arranged a transfer to
a Motor Mechanics regiment in Georgia, where he
received instruction as an aerial observer. By July of
1918, he was overseas as a member of the American
Air Service, stationed near Romorantin on  the
Normandy plain of central France. During thatsame
month, young McCoy saw action over German lines
as bombardier and aerial photographer in a bomb-
laden De Havilland.

These big, relatively slow-moving aircraft proved
to be easy targets for enemy fighters—and, on
August 5, his observation plane wasattacked by four
swift German Fokkers. The pilot was killed, and
McCoy had to take overthe dualcontrols. Although
twice wounded by machine-gun fire, he shot down
one of the enemy planes and managed to fly the
bullet-riddled D.H.4 back to its home base. For this
heroic exploit, McCoy was awarded the Croix de
Guerre.

A young Red Cross nurse from California was
attracted to the wounded hero, and they had a brief,
passionate affair. Out of the hospital, McCoy
dreamed of further glory as a fighterpilot—and told
his parents, in a letter from the front: “I lovea battle,
and am willing to go anywhere to get into one.”

November of 1918, he had qualified as a pilotand
eagerly awaited his chance to become a lieutenant
commanding his own plane in a pursuit squadron
But the war ended, and he never got his assignment
It was a blow to his fightingspirit, and he bragged(in
anotherletter) that had he beenallowed tofly against



the enemy he would have “outshone Rickenbacker”
(Eddie Rickenbacker, the top American ace in World
Warl),

Yearslater, in Black Mask, he would write: “ The
air was the last outpostof chivalry [and] romance.”

Even as it stood, however, his war record was
outstanding. He had survived four months of
combat, logging a total of 400 hours over enemy
lines, had been woundedagain, and had won another
medal.

As his early love of flying found expression here in
France, so did his early love of theatre. Before he
returned to the United States, he functioned as
publicity director (or “flack”) for a small theatrical
service troupe. McCoy toured Europe with their
song-and-dance review, “ The Romo Follies of 191

Discharged as a corporal, he was back in Dallas by
late August of that year, at 22, with plans “0 become
awriter

That fall he talked himself into a job as a sports-
and-crime reporter with the Datlas Dispatch, where
he spent cight months “learning the newspaper
game.” Brash and confident, when he couldn't find
enough sensational stories o cover, he made them
up

His bold, dramatic reporting caught the eye of an
editor at the more prestigious Dallas Journal. He was
hired there in the spring of 1920 as sports editor (a
position he wouldhold for more than nine years).

Although his starting salary was only $35 a week,
this job provided McCoy with the base he needed 10
“run with the rich.” A dedicated social climber, he
aspired to an upper-class life and used his editorial
clout to involve himself with the town’s wealthy
sportsmen. An extraordinary athletic talent paid off
for him; he was a competitive swimmer and played
expert tennis. He also won local championships in
golf and handball. A friend of the period declared
that “Mack was consumed with ambition. He always
had big ideas.”

In July of 1921, he married Loline Scherer, and,
threeyearslater, they had a son, Stanley. But McCoy
ruund that fatherhood and family life did not appeal

o him; he was resiless, nervous and impulsive,
conslznlly driven 10 explore new areas. A stalwart
six-footer, having inherited his mother’s dark, irish
g00d looks, he cut a ruggedly handsome figure in
Dallas society circles and was noted for his
flamboyant taste in clothes. He owned a dozen suits
and 35 dress shirtsand considered himself a “dandy.”
His flamboyance led him into joining the Dallas
Little Theatre in 1925. A natural actor, he quickly
mastered this new craft and won national attention
for his stage performancesover the next few seasons.
An actress he worked with in Dallas summed up the
McCoy of this period: “He was alert, romantic and
sure of himself.”

McCoy loved big, flashy automobiles but could not
really affiord to own them. In fact, his steadily
mounting debts forced him to look for “some other
way to bring in the bucks.” In 1927, in order to
supplement his modest newspaper income, he turned
to pulp fiction.

His earliest market was Black Mask. 1.ate in 1926,
Joseph Thompson “Cap” Shaw had taken over the
magazine’seditorial reins andwas lookingfor writers
who “knew how to turn out swift, hard-boiled
stories.” In McCoy, he found such a writer—and
Shaw purchased a gaudy South Seas adventure tale,
“TheDevil Man,” for his December 1927 issue

At thirty, Horace McCoy had joined the Black
Mask boys—and over the following seven years he
would sell Joe Shaw sixteen more stories. Fourteeen of
these involved the adventures of Captain Jerry Frost,
a tough Texas Ranger who leads a group of Air
Border Patrol daredevils known as “Hell’s Stepsons.”
Unhappily, these stories fall victim to McCoy's
penchant for overt melodrama and arch, self-
conscious characterization, Frost was given to awk-
ward, stream-of-consciousness declarations about
the meaning of Good and Evi, Life and Death.. .

He had noillusions about death . . . When (ighting men go,
they go with tight lips and keen eyes. There is little beauty
in death for them. They feave that 10 the poet. No angelic
symphony, no fluttering of spirit, no singing heart—just
plain, unvarnished death.

Although Shaw sent back most of McCoy's hastily
writtenmanuscriptsfor revision andpolish, he failed
to blue-pencil these literary side trips, and McCoy
remained guilty of such stylistic excesses throughout
his writing career. But Shaw liked McCoy, who could
write the kind of tough dialogue Black Mask was
notedfor:

Heselecteda panatela, bitofl theend, picked upa miniature
elephant from the desk. He pressed a little bution on the
side until the trunk glowed red. He lighted his cigar with it,
put the elephantback on the des)

“Neat,” | observed.

“Yeah.” He smiled. His teeth were white, even. “I like
neat things

“I know it,” L told him. “That's why fm nm _ Somebody
siaged a neat job on the boulevard an hou

i cvebrowscrawledup: ~Yeahs What kind ofa ob?”

“Somebody gotJohnny Purdue.”

By September of 1929, McCoy had been forced to
leave his newspaper job. Whether he quit under
pressure or was actually fired is not clear, but he did
admit that many of his unpaid creditors were
“hounding” the publisher of the Journal, trying to
extractsome of the money McCoy owed them.

His marriage had also ended, and he was, as he
putit, ‘at loose ends.” In January of 1930, he found



a fresh outlet for his energies, as editor of a local
literary magazine The Dallasite (described by one of
its founders as “a Texasversion of The New Yorker”).

McCoy tackled this new job with verve and
determination, quickly becoming a “crusader,” ex-
posing graft and corruption in the Dallas police
department and attacking the local papers as
“gutless.” In addition to his firebrand editorials, he
wrote sports columns, gossip, memoirs, reviews, and
short stories for the publication, but The Dallasite
failed to attract advertisers, expiring after the April
1930 issue.

Two months later, in keeping with his courtship of
therich, McCoyeloped with a youngdebutantefrom
a wealthy Dallas family—but this reckless marriage
was quickly annulled when the young lady’s parents
learned about the elopement.

McCoy was now living in a run-down, three-story
stucco house he called “the Pearl Dive” (because it

—twoarchitects, amusician, and two painters. Here
he labored at pulp fiction for Black Mask, Battle
Aces, Action Stories, Detective-Dragnet Magazine,
Man Stories, Western Trails, and Derective Action
Stories. His air-adventure tales were particularly
popular, and he did indeed shoot down more enemy
planes than Rickenbacker. What he'd missed in the
skies of France he made up for in the pages of Battle
e

These gaudytaleswereslammedout carelessly, for
eatingmoney, and he never revised his manuscripts
unless an editorasked him todo so. But, despitelong
hours at the typewriter, and steadysales, he knew he
could not continue to survive on low-paying pulp
rates.

Flying was still a pasion, and to divert himself

during this period he often borrowed planes from
rich Dallas friends. He reportedly smashed up a
“Jenny”bi-plane trying for a local altitude record in
1930.
By the spring of 1931, he had decided to leave
Dallas. Impressed by aMcCoy stage performance, an
MGM talent scout offered to set up a Hollywood
screentest. McCoy eagerly agreed, driving out to Los
Angelesin May “for a goat the movies.”

But the screen test failed to generate work—and
during that first year in California, as the Great
Depression ravaged the country, McCoy became, by
his own admission, “a road bum.” He slept in
wrecked cars in junkyards or on park benches,
picked fruit and vegetables in the Imperial and San
Joaquin valleys, worked as a drugstore soda jerk and
as a bodyguard and strikepicket—and later claimed
10 have been hired as bouncer for a marathon dance
contest in Santa Monica, This experience provided
thebasis for an original screen story he submitted 10
thestudios, called“MarathonDancers "
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Based in Hollywood, working as an extra, he
began 1o get some bit parts in films such as TheLast
Mile (1931) and Hold the Press (1932)—in which he
played*“a tough newsman.”

He found the life of a Hollywood extra to be
degrading and hopeless, however, and by the cldse of
1932 he had abandoned the idea of screenacting. He
signed on as a contract writer with RKO, beginning
what he later termed “my notable career as a studio
hack.”

“He was married (for the third and last time) in
November of 1933 to Helen Vinmont, the daughter
of a wealthy oil magnate. Helen’s father, though, did
notapprove of the marriage, and thenewlywedswere
forced to live on McCoy’ssalary as a screenwriter.

In addition to fulfilling his script assignments,
McCoy had managed to finish a draft of his first
novelbased on his “Marathon Dancer s” screen idea.
He was excited about the project and told his wife
that it was “the best damn thing I've done yet.”
Indeed it was. In fact, Horace McCoy would never
write anything as fine again. They Shoot Horses,
Don't They? became his masterwork, a hard, cynical,
lyrical portrait of a failed actress, Gloria, who from
the depths of despair talks her dance partner into
killing her during a nightmarish marathon dance
contestin California.

McCoy had visions of earning “big money” from
the novel and wrote (o a Texas friend: “Here’s one
baby who's had his fill .. The minute I get my hands
on fifty grand Pm thumbing my nose at these
bastards here.”This was the sum of money he felt he
needed in order to say “the hell with Hollywood” (a
title he used for one of his Californiashort stories).

Published in 1935, They Shoot Horses, Don't
They? sold 3,000 copies that year, actually a very
respectableshowing for afirstnovelinthe Depression,
but far below the figure McCoy had hoped for.
Hollywood scripting would remain his primary
source of income.

The last Frost adventure tale for Black Mask was
printed in the October 1934 issue, and, although Joe
Shaw kept asking for new work, McCoy had finished
with pulp writing. Captain Jerry Frost had become a
popular character with Black Musk readers, and
Shawhated to lose one of his “boys.”

Despite the fact that Shawcredited him with being
“one of the writers who helped establish the Black
Mask standard,” McCoy's Frost stories were far
below Dashiell Hammett's trail-blazing fiction. Never-
theless, they were a full notch above the crude,
melodramatic work of such regulars as Carroll John
Daly and Erle Stanley Gardner. McCoy was never the
painstaking craftsman that Shaw justly proclaimed
Hammett to be, and he had steadfastly refused to
take his pulp writing seriously. With They Shoot
Horses, Don't They? he proved that he was capable




of truly superior fiction.
Having “graduated” from the pulps, McCoy was
A . o

In Hollywood, afterthe publication ofhis first novel,
his friends began calling him “Horses” McCoy. In
1936, he was the best-known “B” picture writer at
Republic, which did nor please him. “Dammit, these
bastards never give me a shot at the ‘A’ pics,” he
complained.* Theyalways hand me the second-string.
jobs.

His complaint was justified. The films he worked
onin the 19305 werestrictly low-budget, “bread-and-
butter” productions, bearing titles such as /sland of

Lost Men, King of the Newsboys, Undercover
Doctor, and Parole Fixer.

During 1936, between these hack screen jobs, he
completed his secondnovel, No Pockes in a Shroud,
featuring a tough Irish crusading news reporter,
Mike Dolan. Thischaracter was an idealized version
of himself—and the novel was based directly on
McCoy’s life in Dallas (including his Little Theatre
experiences). He later referred to it as “my auto-
biography.” Hopelessly melodramatic, totally
lacking the control and objective power of Horses,
this new novel was a misfire with U.S. publishers,
and McCoy was forved to sell the manuscript to a
British firm in order to get it printed.

His third novel, / Should Have Stayed Home, was
almost as bad—an overwrought, blackly cynical
atiempt to dramatize his bitter experiences as a
Hollywood extra. Although Knopfpublished it in the
U.S., the book failed to generate much critical
enthusiasm. The Saturday Review rendered a caustic
appraisal: “Horace McCoy hates Hollywood, not
enough tostay awayfrom it, but enough to get all the
bile out of his system in a...bitter, name-calling
novel.”

Frustrated and angry, McCoy resigned himself to
his “dark fate” at the studios and signed with
Paramount in 1937. In less than three years, he
turned out sixteen originalscripts. By 1942, he wasat
Warner Bros., where he scripted Gentleman Jim, a
major boxing film for Errol Flynn. Once this job was
completed, however, he sank quickly back mmwha(
he called “the botiomless muck” of“B” film:

In 1945, a son, Peter, was born to the Mc(.oys; a
daughter, Amanda, had been born five yearsearlier.
The burdens of fatherhood weighed on McCoy,
particularly since his career as a screenwriter was
faltering. Late in 1946, he confessed to a friend that
hewas “out of workand absolutely deadbroke.”

A further burden was his growing fear that he’d
losttheability to writegood prose. In near panic, he
tackled an ambitious new novel set in the 1930s and
featuring a ruthlesscriminal protagonist.

But the pages came slowly—and McCoy was
bogged down with the manuscript in February of

1947 when he received some startling news from
France. In Paris, he had been discovered by Sartre,
Malraux, Gide, and de Beauvoir, who declared that
They Shoot Horses, Don't They? was “the first
existentialist novel to have appeared in America.”
Based on new translations of his three novels,
McCoy's reputation soared, and European critics
were ranking him alongside Steinbeck, Hemingway,
and Faulkner.

This sudden waveof criticalacclaim from overseas
gave McCoy the ego boost he desperately needed. In
aletter, he admitied that he had allowed himself to
get “fat, from 100 much food and -booze.” He
wanted, more than ever, to get away from screen
work (“I want to forget whoring”), and he
exprssed a strongdesire to move to Connecticut and
live “a quiet, rurallife” working on novels.

By Christmas of that year he had completed his
new book. “I feel like |.azarus up from the grave!” he
told his agent.

His editors at Random House were enthusiasiic
about Kiss Tomorrow Good-bye, which they
published in May of 1948. This novel was, for the
the author’s best since Horses and
reflected the talent andhard work that had goneinto
it

In his best moments, McCoy achieves a superb
blend of toughnessand tension, farbeyond his Black
Masklevel:

He 100k a step backward, uncradling his Winchester in a
vague, instinctive sort of way, and | shot him in the
stomach. He had the Winchester and 1 wasn't taking any
chanceswitly him. Youcan shoot a man in the head or in
the heart and he may live long enough to kill you, it is
possible; but if your hit him in the stomach, just above the
belt buckle, you paralyze him instantaneously. He may be
conscious of what is happening, but thereis not a goddamn
thing he can do about it. 1 saw the bullet go into the litle
island of white shirt that showed between his vest and his
trousers. The Winchester spilled out of his arms and he
went down. ... sprawled in a heavy heap like a melted snow

Yet, in his attempt to inject both hardboiled and
intellectual elements into his criminal narrator,
McCoy stumbles badly. This diamond-hard tough
guy, Ralph Cotter, is a university graduate with his
very own Phi Beta Kappa key, as McCoy ham-
handedly reminds us, allowing Cotter’s dialogue to
bearchenough to makethe readercringe:

“Its not the Kind of coup—if | may dignify it with such a
classical term—that pleases me. To grafify iy colossal ego
a triumph must deliver rich, rounded satislactory nuances
thatcomain intellectual as well as physicalcomponents

Three months after the publication of his new book,
cCoy was stricken with a severe flu attack which
damaged his heart. He lost 32 pounds and was



bedridden for over a month.

Prior 10 this illness, he'd been working very hard,
having delivered a revised version of his carlier novel,
No Pockets in a Shroud, to the editors at New
American Library; they had agreed to issue the first
American edition as a NAL paperback.

Although McCoy considered Kiss Tomorrow
Good-bye as a symbol of his “re-birth” as a serious
writer, several critics disagreed. Time called him “a
literary caveman,” describing Good-bye as “one of
the nastiest novels ever published in this country.”

Ironically, this review may have inspired Warner
Bros. 10 purchase screen rights as a vehicle for tough
guy James Cagney, who was looking for another
“really nasty” role. The film was released in 1950 and
boosted McCoy’s reputation in Hollywood.

“I have been making some very solid movie
money,” he told an Eastern friend who inquired
about his proposed move to Connecticut. “I just can't
afford to leave now.”

Early in 1951, McCoy hit a $100,000 jackpot with
the sale of an original story, “Scalpel,” to Hal Wallis
Productions. He immediately took his wife and
children on a trip to France, where he was hailed in
Paris as an American genius. (“I've mel all the French
intellectuals fand] I'm their darling boy.”) By the fall
of that year, back in the States, McCoy was working
on a major “A” film production, The Lusty Men,
dealing with the lives of professional rodeo riders.
Always a meticulous researcher, he traveled the
nation’s rodeo circuits for five months to guarantee
the authenticity of his script.

e was also working on Scalpel as a novel. The
rodeo film was released at the same time that Scalpel
was published, and 1952 proved to be one of his most
successful years; his novel became a bestseller, and
his film proved itself a box office winner.

The protagonist of Scalpel, Dr. Thomas Owen,
was McCoy's fantasy portrait of what ke had
dreamed of becoming as a young man in Dallas. In
the Saturday Review, W. R Burnett described Owen
'

big, strong, handsome, virile. ..a university graduate. ..a
fraternity man and a great athlete...well versed in
11 on expensive automobiles. .. (and] a
personal friend of Picasso. He was awarded the Distin-
Eufied Servies Cross fo extricrciany Brivery Jn World
War 1 a gourmet, knowledgeable about woman's
clothes. . conoiseur of wine
genius with a scalpel.

a great surgeon [and] a

But the amazing Dr. Owen also thinks of himself as a
“phony”—and this, too, liued McCoy. More lhan
once, to 3
ing myself.”

The success of McCoy’s first hardcover bestseller
prompted his publishers to arrange an advance of

$7,500 (on a hardcover-paperback deal) against a
novel to be called The Hard Rock Man. (Although
McCoy never revealed the origin of his idea, it was
probably inspired by the cover story, “Hard Rock”
by Victor Shaw, featured in the issue containing
McCoy's first Black Masktale.)

McCoy was just getting underway with this manu-
script when he suffered a serious heart attack. But he
rallied to complete the fist section by the fall of
1955.

His editors were enthusiastic about the novel’s
potential as a bestseller. Concerning a_legendary,
ultra-tough dam-builder, known as “the greatest
construction boss in the business,” The Hard Rock
Man marked a return to McCoy's two-fisted Black
Mask style.

The book was never completed.

On December 15, 1955, McCoy was struck down
by a final heart attack, dying in his Beverly Hills
home at the age of 58. Perhaps he had been pushing
himself 100 hard; at the time of his death, beyond his
work on the novel, he'd been planning to direct (as
well as seript) a film called Night Cry, on pro
wrestling, and he was also actively engaged in his new
hobbies of photography and oil painting.

Typically, he died broke, having spent his money
as fast as he'd earned it. His widow was forced to sell
his books and his prized collection of jazz recordings
in order to pay outstanding debts.

McCoy once observed that his protagonists were
always “guys who get pushed around by destiny.” He
felt that way about himself. As Thomas Sturak has
observed:

Throughout his life, McCoy struggled. . .to fulfill a height-
ened conception of himself as an artist. The clash of this
romantic illusion and the inexorable realities of time and
existence resulted in deep feelings of guilt, seli-doubt and
self-division.

Yet, despite an inability to meet his own high
standards, he was an original.

Critic John Whitley best sums up McCoy’s special
talent:

AU his best he had a vigorous style, a keen ear for dialogue
and a robust sense of the dark underside of the American
dream [exemplified by] . . . the marathon dance contest of
hns st novel, captited with a bl fensiy pever
his later .. . His characters were
mdmdual.suc, mugh "

As, indeed, was Horace Stanley McCoy.
1 L maE
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They Shoot Horses, Don't They?
NewYork: Simon& Schuster, 1935



No Pockets ina Shroud
London: A. Barker, 1937
First U.S. edition, revised: New American Library
(paperback), 1948
shau/dumsmyzd Home
iew York: Knopf, 1938
Kiss Tomorrow Good-bye
New York: RandomHouse, 1948
Scalpel
New York: Appleton-Century-Crofts, 1952
Corruption City
New York: Dell, 1959(an original paperback edition of a
1950 McCoy screen treatment written for Columbia
Pictures)

. ShortFiction
The*JerryFrost"stor
ork’

December 1929
January 1930
Marchl930
July 1930
August 1930

Renegades of the Rio™
“TheLittleBlackBook™
“FrostRides Alone”
“Somewhere in Mexico”
“TheGun-Runners”
“TheMailed Fist"

“Headfirst into Hell” May 1931
“TheTrail to the Tropics”  March 1932
“TheGoldenRule” June 1932
“WingsOver Texas” October 1932

MAURICE F. NEVILLE
RARE BOOKS

Detective Fiction
Modern First Editions
Autograph Letters
Inscribed Books

b

Detective Fiction Catalog—$5.00
Refundable with Purchase

Maurice F. Neville o Rare Books
835 Laguna Street
Santa Barbara, California 93101
Telephone (805) 963-1908

“Flightat Sunrise”
“Somebody Must Die”

May 1934
October 1934
Non-Frost McCoystoriesin BlackMask:
“TheDevilMan,” December 1927
Anthologized in BestShort Stories fromt he Southwest
ed. Hilton R. Greer(Dallas: Southwest Press, 1928)
“TheMopper-Up,” November 1931
Anthologized in The Arbor House Treasury of
Detective and Mystery Stories from the Great Pulps
ed. Bill Pronzini (NewYork: ArborHouse, 1983)
“Murder in Error,” August 1932

OtherMcCoypulpstories:
“RustlingSyndicate,” BriefStories, March1928
“Killers Killer,” Detective-DragnetMagazine, December
1930

“Orders ToDie,” Battle Aces,December 1930

“Night Club,” Detective Action Stories, February 1931

“Death Alley,” Detective-DragnetMagazine, March 1931

“TheSky Hellion,” Batile Aces, May 1931

“A Matterof Honor,”Men Stories, July 1931

“Juggernaut u[ Justice,” Detective-Dragnet Magazine,
August 19

“A PmorS-xes," WesternTrails, August 1931

“The Pa Nowata," Western Trails, August 1931

NOTE: McCoyis reported to havesoldfictionto Lariat, and

it is likely that he had other pulp stories printed in the

1930, but datais not available.

Miscellaneous Fiction
“BrassButtons,” Holland’sMagazine, March 1927
“The Man Who Wanted To Win,” Holland’s Magazine,

July 1927
“A Rosicrucian,” Dallasite, October 19, 1929
“Kid'sChristmas,” Dallasite, December 21, 1929
“TheSky-Horse,” Southwest Review, April 1930
“The Grandstand Complex,” Esquire, December 1935
(anthologized in Stories for Men, ed. Charles Grayson,

: Garden City Publishing Co, 1938)

“Flight for Freedom,” Woman's Home Companion,
January 1943

“The Girl in the Grave” (no magazine printing) (antholo-
gized in Half-a-Hundred Stories for Men: Great Tales
by American Writers, ed Charles Grayson, Phila-
delphia: Blakiston, 1945)

“Destiny andthe Licutenant,"This Week, Ju1y25 1948
“They Shoot" Horses, Don't They?” (no_ m:
printing)anthologiacd i Stories for Men:T he Fourth
Round, ed. Charles(}rayson. New York: Henry Holl &
Co., 1953 nore: this was the original short story
version ofMeCoy s novel)

“Death in Hollywood” (no magazine printing) (antholo-
gasdin Mystery & Deiecion Annuat 1973, ¢ Domala
Adams, Beverly Hills, Calif.: Adams, 1973; NOTE: thi
was oné of the unsoldstories MeCoywrote in i caly
Hollywood years)

111, Films Writtenby McCoy
An unproduced McCoy screenplay, / Should Have
Stayed Home(based on his third novel), was published in
1978 by Garland in New York, edited by BruceKupelnick.
No other McCoy screenplays are known to have been
printed
Film credits on nearly all of McCoy's produced screen-
plays were shared with other writers—but | have included
only film rirles in this basic listing. (Studio credits arealso
eliminated.) Beyond the 34 listedtitles, McCoy worked on
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morelhanﬁflyoIhtrhlmLTulesu[mesearenm available.
1t should be noted that two McCoy novels have been
filmed which were not hased on McCoy scrc:nplays Kiss
Tomorrow Goodbye in 1950and They Shoot Horses, Don't
They?in 1969.
Known screenplays by McCoy, with film title and year of
release, include:

Hold the Press, 1932
PostalInspector, 1936

The Trail ofthe Lonesome Pine, 1936
Parole! 1936

Dangerous ToKnow, 1938
HuntedMen, 1938

Kingo fthe Newsboys, 1938

Television Spy, 1939
Islandof LostMen, 1939
UndercoverDoctor, 1939

Wormen Without Names, 1940

Texas RangersRideAgain, 1940
Queenof theMob, 1940
WildGeeseCalling, 1941

Texas, 1941

Valley of theSun, 1942

Gentieman Jim,

Flight forFreedom, 1943
Appointment in Berlin, 1943

There's Something About a Soldrer 1943
TheFabulous Texan, 1941
Montana Belle, 1949

TheFireball, 1950
Bronco Buster, 1952

TheLustyMen, 1952
TheWorldinHis Arms, 1952
TheTurning Point(basedon Corluplmn(‘ll ), 1953
Bad for EachOther(basedon Scal pe), 19:
Dangerous Mission, 1954
RageaDawn, 1955

TheRoadto Denver, 1955

Texas Lady, 1955

IV. McCoy'sNonfiction

1 favemade noattemp 10 st McCoy suncounied pieces
of nonfiction. He was a newspaper reporter and sport
cditorfrom 1919 ino late 1935 and contrbuicd a siable
mass of material during these years to the Dallas Dispaich
and the Dallas Journal. McCoyalso contributed heavily to
The Dallasite in 1929- wrote two essays for Esquire.
nally, he provided sports copy for a local Dallas
Tadiosatonandtor severalyears in the 1950swrote record
reviews for the Los Angeles Daily News

At least one piece of McCoy's short nonfiction has been
anthologized: “I Wish | Were a Writer” in Hello,
H ? ed. Allen Rivkin and Laura Kerr (New York
Doubleday, 1962).

V. Source Material on McCoy
The McCoy papers are held at U.C.L.A., in Special
Collections. They provided the base for Thomas Sturak's
unpublished dissertation (see below). ln this dissertation,
Sturak includes extensive chaper I|snng all news-
paperand magazineinterviews andbioy n McCoy.
Fiere, for reasons of availabily, | pavcchosen o hmit
mylistingof sourcematerial tobookitemsonly.
‘Thomas Sturak remains the leading authority on Horace
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McCoy’s lifeand works—and deserves much credit for his

painstakingresearch. Mydebt to him is obvious.

Coates, Robert M. “Afterword: Life and Death,” in They
Shoot Horses, Don't They? (paperback edition). New
York:Avon, 1966.

Grayson, Charles. Brief biographical preface on McCoy in
hisanthology Stories for Men see Miscellaneous Fiction).

Pronzini, Bill. Biographical preface, “Horace McCoy: The
Mopper-Up,” in his Treasury o Detective and Mysiery

Stories From the Great Pulps (see Non-Frost Stories in
Black Mask)

Sturak, Thomas. “The Life and Writings of Horace

McCoy: 1897-1955,” UCLA dissertation, 1966. Un-

published. NoTE: Chapter 5, “Making His Way,” was
printed as “Horace McCoy, Captain Shaw, and the
Black Mask” in Mystery & Detection Annual 1972, ed.
DonaldAdams (Beverly Hills, Calif.: Adam:
Horace McCoy's Objecie Lyrcim. n Tough
"Guy Writers of the Thirties, ed. David Madden
Carvondale, 1l Souhern. ingis Uniersy  Press,
1968.

face (o0 “Death in Hollywood,” in Mysiery &
" DetectionAnnual 1973.

Whitley, John S. Untitled critical commentary as part of
“McCoy, Horace," entry in Twentieth Century Crime
and Mystery Writers, ed. John M. Reilly. New York:
St. Martin's Press, 1980

NOTE: A jacket bio from the first edition of Kiss Tomorrow

Good-bye, “About the Author,” was also helpful, as was

E. R. Hagemann'scompilation of Jerry Frost stories in his

Black Mask index published by Bowling Green Populzr

Press.
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By Paul Bishop

Mystery writers have long used sporting back-
grounds to add color and life to the exploits of their
fictional detectives. Baseball, football, basketball,
and hockey, along with almost every other form of
athleticendeavor, haveallhad their chance to inspire
the vocational descendants of Sherlock Holmes. A
review of sports mysteries,though, showsthat, of all
sports, horse racing is the odds-on favorite when it
comes to choosing a sporting backdrop for fiction’s
murders, mayhem, and other criminal activities,
making it not only “the sportof Kings” butalso “the
sport of sleuths.”

The beginnings of race settings in mysteries can
be traced as far backas the masterdetectivehimself,
Sherlock Holmes. Although proclaiming that he was
“not a racing man,” Sir Arthur Conan Doyle dropped
his famous creation up to his calabash in a case
of horsenapping in thestory“SilverBlaze”(from The

Copyright © 1984 by Paul Bishop. Paul Bishop
s the edi(or of THE THIEFTAKER JOURNALS MYSTERY
NEWSLETTER. His stories and articles have appcared
innumerousnational magazines.

Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes, 1894). Critics blasted
Doyle’s lack of racing knowledge, citing error after
error in the story’s racing lore and missing the
point altogether that, even if it were not accurate,
thestorywas dramatic, well written, and thoroughly
entertaining.

fuch more of a “racing man” and sometimes
considered thekingof thrillerwriters, Edgar Wallace
led as extravagant and adventurous a life as any of

lose more than $500 a day at the track during the
19305, Wallace never let his lack of skill at picking
ponies diminish his enthusiasm for the sport itself
Among his prodigious output, he wrote several
racing-backgroundmysteries, including The Twister,
The Green Ribbon, The Flying Fifty-Five, and per-
haps the best of his racing mysteries, The Calendar,
about a jockey out to clear himself of race fixing
charges.

The horseracing mystery also flourished duringthe
Golden Age of detectivefiction, with writers such as
S.S. Van Dineand ElleryQueen taking up the reins.
Van Dine is currently enjoying a resurgence of
popularity, making his The Garden Murder Case,
featuring the sophisticated PhiloVance, a scarceand
expensive commodily. Van Dine showed off his
knowledge ofracinglorein this novel, in which a big




Sport of Sleuths
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race called the Rivermont Handicap (a thinly dis-
guisedversion of the first Santa Anita Handicap, the
$100,000 addedpurseofwhichmade a big impression
during the depression era of the '30s) provides the
focalpoint formurderin highsociety.

In 1940, writer-detective Ellery Queen finds him-
self in Hollywood to write a screenplay with a
horseracing background. Knowing nothing of the
sport, Queen goes to Santa Anita to do some research
andwindsup solvinga case involving the shooting of
the favorite. Recorded as the short story “The
Longshot” (included in The New Adventures of
Ellery Queen, 1940), the fictional case & another
instanice of racing accuracy taking a back seat to
ingenious plotting andstorytelling

Forsome writers, though, accuracy and top-noich
storytelling are not mutually exclusive. English
journalist Nat Gould turned out hundreds of novels
andstorieswith racingbackgrounds beforehis death
in 1919. Most of his storiescontained theelementsof
good mysteries, and Gould could always be relied on
toprovidevirtue withthe ultimate triumph overvice.

The best known and most qualified writer in this
genre is Dick Francis. Since 1962, he has written an
average ofone novela yearwhichhas receivedworld-
wide acclaim from the public and critics alike. It is
well known that, before turning to writing, Francis

was one of England’s greatest steeplechase jockeys,
with a career spanning’ ten years, from his first
victoryaboard WenburyTiger in 1947, 10 1957, when
his last professional victory came while riding
Crudwell. During that time, his career was studded
with spectacular ~achievements, including being
named England’s champion jockey and being asked
10 ride for the Queen Mother. His dedication and
winning ways always placed him in high esteem with
owners, trainers, andhis peers

During the summer of 1956, while he was sill
riding, Francis started to write his autobiography at
the casual suggestion of a friend. The project soon
becamederailed when he found out aboutan English
racing rule (since changed) stipulating that profes-
sional jockeys could not appear in print. After
hanging uphis ridingboots, though, Francis returned
to the work which eventually became his first
published book, 7heSport ofQueens, published by
Michael Joseph, for whom Francis had occasionally
ridden. The book was an immediate success, and a

Before turning to novels, however, Francis was
approached by the editors of 7he Sunday Express
newspaper, who asked if theycouldusehis byline on
a series of staff-written articles. Francis agreed but
asked to write the articles himself. His first efforts




were accepted, and he went on to become a mainstay
on the paper’s sports page until 1973, Francis
attributes his success as a novelist to thoseyearsspent
with the newspaper, writing for a medium which
demanded concise, disciplined writing and deadlines
that allowed no room for rewriting at a leisurely

ce.

But newspaper writing could not provide the
income to which Francis had become accustomed as
a top jockey, and, faced with the prospect of a
“threadbare carpet and a rattle in my car,” he
produced his first novel, finding it to be “the most
difficult thing | had ever attempted.” Nevertheless,
Dead Cert hit the bookstores in 1962, and Francis has

Although all of Francis's 22 novels are top notch
(most critics agree that even a sub-par Francis novel
isstill superior 10 those of many other thriller writers

Grand National or Bellary Bay, which are both
excellent.

From the pen of journalist Michael Maguire
sprang three novels which recorded the career of
onetime investigator for the Turf Security Division
turned stud farm manager Simon Drake. The three
books,Shot Silk, Slaughter Horse, and Scratchproof,
were good novels but suffered at the hands of the
s, who constantly compared them 10 the works
of Dick Francis. In his secondnovel featuring Simon
Drake, Maguire created a story around the kid-
napping of General O'Hara, a star British blood-
stock horse, long before the very real kidnapping of
Sheergar lastyear.

American Jack Dolph created the character of the
not-so-eminent Dr. James Cardigan Connor, or just
plain old “Doc” Connor to his cronies, in a series of
books during the late 19405 and early 1950s. “Doc”
Connor dered himself to have a very casual

at the top of their form),
out above the rest—Nerve (1964), a taut psycho-
logical tale with one of fiction’s most memorable
villains, Odals Against (1965) and Whip Hand (1979),
which both feature ex-steeplechase jockey turned
private eye Sid Halley (Francis’s only continuing
hero) and which became the basis for the television
series TheRacing Game seen a couple of seasons ago,
and Reflex (1980), perhaps his most ambitious and
successful noveltodate.

1t is difficult to say exactly why Francis’s novels
have been 5o popular evenwith readers whoclaim to
have no knowledge of or interest in horse racing
There are certainly other writers who can handle
action scenes as well or create characters with as
muchdepth and life, but thereis nobody who putsall
the ingredients together in the same way. His pacing
is impressive, and perhaps it isn't 100 farfetched to
supposethat he is ablelo pace a novelso wellbecause
of what he learned about pacing a horse through a
race. The metaphor works even better when you take
into account that he was a steeplechase jockey, that
his races were not just a flat-out run around an oval
but a series of buildups to various hurdles until the
final breakneck stretch.

John Welcome, a well-known author of racing
mysteries and straightracing stories in his own right,

in
of racing mystery short stories, Best Racing and
Chasing Stories, Volumes 1 and 2 and The Racing
Man's Bedside Book. Welcome (a pseudonym for
John Needham Huggard Brennan), who is a
solicitor, writer, racing enthusiast, and a past Senior
Steward with the Irish National Steeplechase com-
mittee, centered most of his early racing mysteries
around ex-amateur steeplechase rider turned secret
agent Richard Graham. Although the stories make
forgood reading, theydon’thave thedepth or feeling
for the sport as do some of his later novels such as

practice which seemed to limit itself1o “patching up
old ballplayers, fixing fighter's hands, spraying
actor’s throats and treating sundry local characters.”
His friends at the racetrack he frequents also swear
by him as an expert on horses’ gimpy legs and bucked
shins, a facet of his practice to which Doc claims to
be*'completely devoted.” With his easygoing lifestyle,
Doc has plenty of time to find himself mixed up in an
underworld of fixed races, crooked jockeys, touts,
tipsters, crooked betting schemes, and murder, both
human and equine.

Author Dolph himselffound time to pursue all the
things he enjoyed with co-existing careers in horse
training, writing, theater, sports, and his first love,
music. His novels involving Doc Connor are written
in the tough, hardboiled style popular in the 'S0s but
manage o rise abovetheir contemporaries due to the
soft touches of humor that pervade them, a humor
which scems to stem from Dolph’s own personality.
A checklist of Dolph’s books should include Odds o
Murder (1947), Murder Makes the Mare Go (1948),
Murder Is Mutual (1948), Hot Tip (1951), and Dead
Angel(1953).

Some writers of horseracing mysteries, such as
Frank Johnston, have gone to great lengths to stretch
thereader’s"suspensionof disbelief.” In TheStrangest
Grand National, Johnston gives us a caper in which
fourarmy buddies set out to win the Grand National
steeplechase by grafting— I kid you not — kangaroo
glands intotheirrunner, and at thesametime pulloff
a bettingcoup which will wipe out the bookies. The
book actually reads better than it sounds, but | have
nevercome across a more outrageous plo.

Many established mystery writers have given their
series sleuths one-shot excursions into the world of
the track. In 1962, Erle StanleyGardner sent Perry
Mason to an unnamed racecourse 10 solve TheCase
of the lce Cold Hands, wherein a client asks him to
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cash in five winningtickets on a fifty-to-onelongshot.
Tough-guy detectives Shell Scott and Mike Shayne
have had their day at the races in ead Hear (by
Richard Prather,1964) and Nice Fillies Finish Last
(by Brett Halliday, 1965), respectively, and the
prolific John Creasy, writing as J. J. Marric,
involved the popular Commander George Gideon in
aplot 10 slow down every horse in the Epsom Derby,
except one, by drugging thefeed supplies in Gideor's
Sport (1970). Writing under his own name, Creasy
put Superintendent Roger West on the track of a
iller in Death of a Racehorse

Sexton Blake, one of England’s most popular
fictional sleuths, has had many different writers plot
out his career, some of whom have let him loose on
the racecourse. In Murder Goes Nap by Rex
Dolphin, Blake sets out to solve the vicious wreckings,

T S S e
tipped him to the right horse if only he had been
perceptive enough to pick them up. Similarly, a
mystery reader, who is baffled until the detective’s
telling denouncement, should be able to go over the
novel’s textand realizethat the author's villain & the
only possible choice given the clues available. Breen
hedges hisbets on this theory, though, by statingthat
“pickinghorses is a farless exact sciencethan picking
a murderer in a fair-play detective novel, since
detective novels are crafted by men and women and
horseraces arecrafted by fate, chance, or God

With an eye to the cynics, Breen's second reason
claims that, no matter how well policed modern
horseracing has become, there is still the stigma of
fixes, bribes,dopings,and gangsters leftoverfromits
past, causing it to become the sport most often
associated (alongside boxing) with underworld

arsons, and sabotages of jockey Kit
Lennox’s string of betting shops, and in -An Evert
Culled Murder by Martin Thomas, English show
jumping is the scene for foul play. Both Dolphin and
Thomas have written other, non- Sexton Blake, turf
mysterics such as Ride the Man Down by Dolphin
and Death and a Dark Horse by Thomas, the latter
featuring “Splash” Kirby, a friend of Sexton Blake's
ina case of his own

There are also horseracing-related mysieries by
other, lesser-known writers. A. C. H. Smith gave us
an unusual book in 1977 entitled The Jericho Gun,

a weapon to affect the outcome of races. Andearlier,
in the 19505, Shayne Morris lay down the story of a
gang of American crooks after a secrel treatment
which could revolutionize breeding by producing a
horse that can run equally as well on hard or soft
going in The Golden Hooves. These are just a few of
the titles in a mystery genre which, it should be
obvious by now, is nowhere near as small as might be
imagined.

In a recent conversation with author and eminent
mysterycritic Jon Breen, who is responsible for his
own horseracing mystery Listenfor the Click. (1983),
he expounded on two possible reasons for why
horseracing has become so popular with mystery
witers.

The first reason, he claims, is a sentimental one,
showing that race handicapping and mystery novels
have a lot in common. A good mystery story will
present.the reader with several suspects from which
he must pick the guilty party. Comparatively, the
race bettor must pick a winner from the field of
starting entries. And just as a mystery provides the
reader with clues to the villian’s identity, 50 too does
ahorse’s past performance provide evidence as to its
possible running form. Using this evidence, the
bettorshould be able to look back at the record if his
choice were wrong and see the clues that should have

These vestiges from a shady past,
coupled with a little poetic license, have turned
horseracing into high-quality grist for the writer’s
mill.

Whalever the reasons are, though, one thing is
certain—horseracing has remained a favorite of
mystery writers and readers throughout a long and
amicable history which has brought yet another
fascinating facet to*the sportof sleuths.”
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A CHECKLIST OF TURF MYSTERIES

The following checklist of turfrelated mystery novels
contains most of the major and m: minor entries
inthegenre. TheDick Francis titles havebeen included for
the kel of mmple(emss. bu with over 130 titles having
flowed pen (999 of them rf my;lmn}, Ihc
o Tsting omeuat incomplete due (o the lac
anaccurate bibliographicalsourceforhis works
V.S. ANDERSON:  King o the Roses
Ever TheSilverFa i y)
LINDSEY ARMSTRONG: ~ Spifire (romance/mystery)

- L i
Black-EyedSusan(Gothic/mystery)
Frank BARRETT:  JockeyClub Stories

Jox BReen:  Listenforthe Click

LandedOdds

CuRisTOPHER Bust:  The Cuse 0 the Jurnbo Sandwich
Jow CreAsY:  Deathofa Race Horse
RONCUsiNGHAM:  TheJockey

Coun Davy: Shrimp Harris, The Twisters Double, Triple
Crown(an dothers)

BORDEN DEAL:

MEGAN BARKER:

FRANKBRENDON:

Bluegrass (romance/mystery)
Stepnen Dosyns: Saratoga Longshol, Saratoga
Swimmer

Jack Dotpw:  Odds on Murder, Murder Makes the Mare
Go, Hot Tip, Murder Is Mutual, Dead Angel

Rex Doterin Ride the Man Down, Murder Goes Nap
(and others)
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Oddson Death

FRanCis DUk

Death at the Furlong Post, The

The Gold Cup Murder

Jown DuswING:  Looking foorGinger North

BRENTEDMUNDS:
NORBERT FAGAN:
tds

Ride aDead Horse
The Crooked Mile, One Against the

Dick Francis:  The Sport of Queens (autobiography),
Dead Cert, Nerve, For Kicks, Odds Against, Ftying Finish,
Blood Sport, Fnr[m, tnuulry, RatRace, Bamr k,
Slayride, Smokesct wockdown, High Stakes, In the
Firame, Rish, T’mJRu'I, Whlﬂ Hand, Reflex, Twice Shy,
Banker, TheDanger

Editor with John Welcome: Best Racing and Chasing
Storiess, Best Racing and Chasmg Stories Volume Two, The
RacingMan'’s BedsideBoo.
1. r.mnn.nunmnuum. Gypsy's Luck, Flying Cloud
ERLESTANLEY GARDNER:  TheCaseo fthe ceColid Hands
WitLiam CaupoeLL Gaver: - Come Die With Me
Thoroughtred's
MuGarr at the Dublin Horse Show
The Runaways, The Rajah’s Racer, The
T'heRid.erin

Double

MICHAELGELLER:
BARTHOLOMEW GILL:
Nat Gouvp:

Event, The SilkenRein, A DeadCertainty, TheRoarof the
Ring, The Magpie Jacket, A Gentleman Rider, King of the
Ranges, 4 Rocecourse Iragedy, Banker nmi Broker, The
Miner , Only a Commoner, The Famous Match,
Racecourse and Batieid, The Siory o Black Bes, The

Britai's Leaping Dearer of Detecrive Fiction
ERGO BOOKS

SPECIALIZING IN
FIRST EDITIONS OF PRINCIPAL
ENGLISH DETECTIVE FICTION
WRITERS

WITH A PARTICULAR EMPHASIS
IN SHERLOCKIANA

CATALOGUES ISSUED

WRITE OR VISIT WHEN IN LONDON
(we are40minutes from downtown London
via subway)

ERGO BOOKS

65 SALISBURY ROAD
BARNET, HERTS. ENS 4]L
NGLAND
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on
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Three Wagers, In Royal Colours, Warned Of, A Near
Thing, Blue Cap, A Stable Mystery, Bred in the Bush,
nded at Last, The Boy in Green, Tie Pace That Kills, A
unn Gwiswer, Running 11 Uy, Naymun s ige, Second
String, Settling Day, A Racing Sinnr, Broken Down, The
Gold Whip, Golden Ruin, Stuck Up, A Bad Start, Beating
the Favorite. Beating the Record. A Brilliant Season. The
Buckjumper, The [ hance of a Lifetime, Charger and
Chaser, The Dapple Grey, The Doctor’s Double, A Gamble
Love, A Greal Surprise, Wild Rose, Horse or
‘Blacksmith, In Low Water, Jockey Jack, A Lad of Metle,

Bad After All, One of a Mob, A Race for a Wife, The
Rake, Riding to Orders, Seeing Him Through, The Selling
Plater, The Smasher, Sold fora Song, A Sporting Squatter,
Sporiing Stories, The Sieeplechuser, A Siraight Goer, The
Top Weight, T Trainers Tes, W) Did it The Wizard of

the Tur), o the Post, The Magic of Sport
(numhlography], On and Off the Turf in Ystata
(aumblogrzphy)

Town and Bush (notes on Australian racing),
SparlmgSkelMes
NaT Gouwp, JR.: ~ Stable Star
Fraxk GRusex:  TheGifitHorse
ARTHURP. HAGEN:  TheDay theBookies Took a Bath
BRETT HALLIDAY: ~ NiceFillies Finish Last
TheChase
Winner's Circle
GoroonHouT:  TheStables (051,000,000

FRANK JOKNSTON:  TheStrangest Grand National, Million
Dollar Gamble, The Trodmore Turf Mystery, The Dope
Specialist, Turf Racketeers, Prince of Turf Crooks (and
others)

DEAN R. KoONTZ:  After the Last Race
RoBERTKYLE: NiceGuysFinish Last
Win, Place and Die

MicHAEL HARDCASTLE:
JosepHHAYES:

LAWRENCEL ARIAR:

hmiam  Faew s
JACK LETHERBY:  Murder Lays theOdds
Ernest Lewts:  High Mettle Racer

MicHAEL MAGUIRE: ~ Shot Silk, Slaughter Horse, Scratch-
roof

DavioMark:  LongShot
Operation Drumfire

1.3 Magric(Joux CReAsv):  Gideon'sSport
EpMuND McGIRR: A Hearse Witha Horse
Doxato McKenzie: - Cool Sleeps Balaban
BosMcKxiGHT:  MurderMutuel

STELLA Mues:  Saddled with Murder, Murder Knows No
Master, Murder atthe Arab Stud

ARTHURMuLS:  TheJockeyDiedFirst
SuAYNEMoRRIS:  Tihe Golden Hooves

Outto Win

Oscar Oms and Eunice WALKER:  Tike Race
CHARLES PALMER:  Murder at the Kentucky Derby

STUART PALMER: The Puzale o fthe Happy Hooligan, The
Puzzle o the Red Stallion

DaN J. MaRLOWE:

Jotix NEWBURY:



HuGH PENTECOST:
Jupson Pmuws (HuGH  PENTECOST):

The Honmicidal Horse, The 24th Horse
Murder Clear,

TrackFas

KINPLATT:  The Princess StakesMurder

SioNeY E. PORCELAIN:  The Purple Pony Murders
B v Fnied (] B

RiNARAMsEY and J. OTHOPAGET:  Long Odds

isssian | Wussss  The Disappearance of Penny

DexTer ST. CLARE:  SaratogaMantrap

JauEs SHERBURNE:  Deaths Pale Horse, Death's Clenched
Fist

A.C.H.Swri:  The Jericho Gun
J.C.S.Smiti: Jacoby'sFirstCase

MaRTIN THoMAS:  An Event Culled Murder, Death and a
Dark Horse

ik Smley v o wwe am
GERALDVERNER: Jockey

HENRYWADE: A DyingFall

EpGAR WALLACE: The Calendar, The Flying Fifty-five,
The Twister, The Green Ribbon, Grey Tlmo/hy, Educated
Evans, More Educated Evans, G

Note: Edgar Wallace loved the zmk s ot racing, so
in his prodigious output there could be several other turf-
relzled mysteries. The above are his best-known in the
gens

Joun Wercom in for Cover, Hard to Handle,
Wanted for K:llmgv Hol s Where You Find 1, On the
Stretch,” Go Broke, Red Coats Galloping, Mr.
Mersion's Horinds, M. Merston's Money, Grand Nationd,
Bellary Bay

Editor: The Welcome Collection: Fourteen Racing
Stories (see also the Dick Francis entry)
LioneL WHITE Clean Break (also published as The
Killing)

EnwARD WooDWARD:  Black Sheep, Bill Marshall— Turf
Sleuth,RaceGang

Aside fromthe aforementioned collections of turf mystery
short stories by Dick Francis and John Welcome, there
havebeen a number of other short-story ventures intothis
enre

ARahlihelves camplescome fom{Dick{Fraoeis, who
breake (h2 st person st vels

e bere fram the hird-person perspecive (wih 1he

Cxception of the cdiied vérson. of Dead Cert, which
comprises the climactic mini-cab chase from his novel of
the same name, appearing in his Best Racing and Chasing
Storiescollection).
MARGARET AusTiN: “Mom's Second Case™ (Ellery
QuernkMyxleryMngavm’. July 1962)
Jon “The Circle Murder Case” (an S. S. Van Dine
Saire) and “Breakneck” (a Dick Franci send-up) (both
storiesincludedin Hairo theSleuthhound by Jon Breen)
Sik ARTHUR CoNan Dovik: “Silver Blaze” (included in
The Memoirsof Sherlock Holmes)
Dick Fraxcis: “Twenty-One Good Men and True”
(included in Verdict of 13 edited by Julian Symons),

“Carrot for a Chestnut” (included in Ellery Queen's Faces
of Mysiery edited by Ellery Queen), “Nightmares”

a
y 1973; also published as “The Gift” and
“TheBigsory inother publeations, “Day of he Losers”
(Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine, September 1981), “The
Royal Rip-Off at Kingdom Hill" (Classic Magazine,
June/July 1976)
FRANK GRUBER:
tective Magazine, September 1955), “Oliver Quade at the
Races” (included in Brass Knuckles by Frank Gruber)
BreT Hatumay:  “Death Goes to the Post”™ (The Saint
Detective Magazine, January 1954)
Micusss Mitcuows; “The Inside Track”
Hitchcock's Mystery Magazine, August 1981)
HucH PenTecosT:  “TheMan with Sixteen Beards” (Ellery
Queer’s Mystery Magazine, December 1962)
B NE: “Raffles and the Angry Banker” (7he
SaintDetective Magazine, July 1958)
ErLErY QUEEN: “The Long Shot” (included in 7he New
Adventureso fEller yQueen)
Irwin SHaw: “Tip on a Dead Jockey” (i:icluded in 7ip on
a DeadJockey andOther Stories bylrwinShaw)
DanSprouL: “The Legacy” (Alfred Hitchcock's Mystery
Magazine, August 1981)
If any reader has corrections, additions, questions
regarding further information on other aspects of “The
Sport of Sleuths,” please contact me at 31 Tahquitz Drive,
Camarillo, Calif. 93010. o

“Murder at the Race Track” (The Sain
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An Interview With

By Duane Tucker

With only three novels behind him, James Ellroy
mustalreadybeconsideredamajor hardboiledwriter,
an appraisal borne out by the plaudits earned by his
first two books. Brown's Requiem (Avon, 1981) was
nominated for a Private Eye Writers of America

Shamus” award; Clandestine (Avon, 1982) was
nominated for a Mystery Writers of America “Edgar”
and won a bronze medal from the West Coast Review
o/ Books. His third novel, Blood on the Moon
(Mysterious Press), wasjust published.

Il three novels are Los Angeles-set and feature
violent, sexually-driven heroes, men who are peril-
ously unsympathetic. Beyond that, they diffir
markedly in texture and scope. Brown's Requiem is
the story of Fritz Brown, an ex-cop car repossessor
and a“privateeye” innameonly, accuratelydescribed

y aminor character as an “urban barracuda.” In hus
carly thirties andalcoholic, he has never investigated
anything beyond delinquent car payments and when
the book opens is nine months into a frightening
sobriety, waiting for something to happen. Something
does happen—a real “case”—and Brown is thrust
into the middle of a pervasive spiral of murder,
arson, and welfare fraud. He unravels the mystery,
opportunisticallyseizing upon itas a meansto avenge
his sleazy life, line his pockets, and earnthe love of




I’'m interested in people who tread outside the
bounds of conventional moralltv
displaced romantics ill at ease in the 1980s .

the woman who hovers at the case’s center. In the
end, he is rich with blood money but has lost the
woman. He has reached for the best within himself,
bringing up the most brutal along with it. Winner
take nothing.

Clandestine is a long novel set in L.A. in the early
1950s. The hero, Fred Underhill, is a young cop who
hustles golf for quick money and lonely women for
one-night stands. When one of his overnight para-
mours is found murdered, Underhill, in a rare
moment of remorse, begins an investigation. Soon
his real motives surface: he wants glory and promo-
tion to the DetectiveBureau.

Underhill’s ambition gets him (temporarily) what
he wants—but the price in innocent lives destroyed is
great. Along the road toward the capture of the
iller, he falls in love, and the relationship between
Underhill and Lorna Weinberg, a crippled Deputy
D.A., provides the depth and scope which make
Clandestine a major departure from Brown's
Requiem

Blood on.the Moon, a contrapuntally structured,
present-day thriller, told from the viewpoints of a
psychotic mass murderer of women and the woman-
izing police detective obsessed with his capture, is a
thematicand stylisticdeparture from bothof Ellroy’s
previous books, a relentless story of a twenty-year
reign of terror. Just published, it reads like Cornell
Woolrich out of Joseph Wambaugh out of tabloid
journalism and seems certain to arouse controversy
forits graphicdepiction of L.A. cop/criminal life.

1 met with James Ellroy at his furnishedbasement
“pad” in a large house adjoining a golf course in
Eastchester, New York. He is a tall, strongly built
man of 36 who sports loud, preppy clothes and a
continual grin. While we spoke, his landlady’s
Siamese cat stared at us with what Ellroy called “ikon
eyes.

DT: Thank you forconsentingto this interview.

JE: Thank you for the opportunity to flap my jaw on
my two favorite subjects—my books and myself.

DT: Ha! Getting down to business, you'vecovered a
great deal of both narrative and stylistic ground in
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the course of three novels. Brown's Requiem was a
ghtprivateeye story, Clandestine a long, discursive
period tableau, Blood on the Moon a psychological
thriller cum police procedural. Most young genre
writers stick to one formula. You haven't. Why?

JE: Quite simply, the story lines of my three books
required different styles, and 1 simply put on paper
what the story dictated. The story always comes first
with me, and it dictates thethrust of my characteriza-
ns. As for the diverse thematicmaterial contained
in my books, again the story dictated theme and
moral substance. Beyond that, of course, | was
looking for the strongest possible voice. For now, |
think Pvefoundit.

DT: The voice of Blood on the Moon? Multi-view.
point third person? What you might call a “neo-no
urbanhorrornovel?

JE: Well put. Correct on all counts. I've just finished
my fourth novel, Because the Night. In'it, | refined
many of the themes of Bloodl on the Moon—deepened
them, refining my style in the process. All good
writers have a thematic unity embedded in their
subconscious. Mine is deeply intertwined with a
knowledge of crime fiction exigencies: plot com-
plexity, pace, and suspense. The third-person crime
novel allows the reader to inhabit the minds of both
hunter and hunted, and, in the case of my two new
books, it allows me to develop suspense through
characterization, sincethe killer’s identity is revealed
early in the story. A sense of impending doom
pervades both Blood on the Moon and Because the
Night, which are structured contrapuntally: killer-
cop, killer-cop, and so on. The reader knowsthatthe
two forces will converge, but at what point in the
story? And how?

DT: A moment ago you mentioned “theme” and
seemed to imply that it “came to you” coincidentally
10 your developing a viableplot. Do—

JE: No, you're mistaken. My themes emerge from
my plots and are intrinsic to them. IUs interesting.
P've been writing for five years, and only recently
have I reached the point at which I can say: “These




I1fmy mother hadn’t been murdered, | might have
become a writer of
Disneyesque kiddies’ parables.

are the things that concern me as a writer and a
man.”

DT: Ha! Well,whatare they?

JE: Ha! yourself. You've just given an unabashed
gloryhound a soapbox. Thanks,Daddy-O.

[
JE:

That'swhat inter views areall about. Well?

’m interested in people who tread outside the

ill at ease in the 1980s; people who have rejected a
goodly amount of life’s amenities in order to dance to
the music in theirown heads. The price of that music
is very, very high, and no one has ever golten away
without paying. Both cops and killers fall into that
category, to varying degrees, walking the sharpest of
edgesbetween theirown musicand the conventional
music of the world that surrounds them. Think of the
potential conflicts. A modern-day policeman,
equipped with technology and a pitch-black skepti-
m, a man who would have been a good medieval
warrior, meets a psychopathic kxller who maneuvers

specific “universe” you just mentioned, the dividing
point is obvious: in the hellish unreality of the
psychopath, sex is a weapon; in the displaced
romanticcop’squasi-reality, it is the loveof unattain-
able women, unattainable only because the cop
would have to submit to vulnerability to earn their
love, which of course he would never do. Again, one
example, and an extreme one. Pauline Kael once
wrote, “Sex is the great leveler, taste the great
divider.” As these themes become more dominant in
my work, I'm going to haveto learn to offset themin
suble variations, and, in general, infuse this so
called “universe” of yours with a greater degree of
recognizably human behavior. Cieraure is tricky,
Daddy-O. Just when you think you've got something
down pat, you realize you have to shift gears or go
stale. Tricky

DT: Shifting gears slightly, do you have an overall
goal orultimategoal as a writer?

JE: James M. Cain said that his goal was to “graze
tragedy.” My goal is to hit tragedy on the snoutwith
a pound

in the real world yet is fueled by ai
symbolic language—in other wums. pure insanity.
Pve given you an admittedly extremeexample, and a
brief synopsis of Blood on the Moon. Within that
framework, though, think of the opportunities to
explore psyches and moral codes under incredible
duress. Think of how precious physical sacrifice and
human love stand out when juxtaposed against the
severelycontaineduniverse | just described.

DT: One which you yourself describe as extreme,
though.

JE: Extremeonly because itsfactsaremade explicit.
Beyond that, highly prosaic, even vulgar. Eschewing
the tabloids complcl ely, pick up a copy of any
newspaper. You'll find elliptically worded accounts
of psychopammslaughler inmost of them.

DT: A frightening thought. Is there a salient moti-
vating factor in this “universe” of yours?

JE: Yes, sex. I've gone back and read through my
four was astonished

the surface it has been from the beginning, In this
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DT: In other words?

JE: In other words, 1 want to develop a finely
delmcalcd tragic vision andsustainit throughout my

as a crime novelist, producing better and
betterbooks as goalong.

DT: What about your backg round? Can you g ive me
abriefbio?

JE: Sure. I wasbornin L.A. in "48. My father was
sort of a Hollywood fringie—an accountant for the
studios and a small-time entrepreneur. My mother
was a registerednurse. | was an only child. My father
taught me to read when I was three, and books
became my life. All I wanted todo was read.

When I was ten, my mother was murdered. A man
picked her up in a barand strangled her. My reading
took on a distinct focus: mysteries and the crime
documentaries. | read them by the truckload. My
mother’s killer was never found. By the way,
Clandestine is a heavily fictionalized account of her
murder —a fact-fictionpastiche.



My voracious reading continued into my teens, my
taste maturing as | got older. I started out with the
Hardy Boys and Sherlock Holmes, then went on to
Nero Wolfe and Mickey Spillane, with hundreds of
junk books devoured along the way. When I was
fifteen, my father, whowas elderly,became seriously
ill. 1 exploited his infirmity and ditched school at
every opportunity, stealing detective novels from
Hollywood area bookstores, reading them in Griffith
Park and daydreaming about becoming a hotshot
novelist myself.

1n'65, 1 was kicked out of high school for fighting
and truancy. My father signed for me to join the
Army. He died when [ was in basic training. | hated
the Army. They took away my Nero Wolfe books
and made me get up at 5:00 a.u. and do push-ups. |
capitalized on my father's recentdemise and faked a
nervous breakdown, securing an unsuitability
discharge.

I returned to L.A., to the old neighborhood, and
got strung out on booze and dope. Now I had rwo
loves: getting smashed and reading crime novels.
From’65 to 77, | lived mostly on the streets, flopping
out in parks, with about fifty arrests for drunk,
trespassing, shoplifting, disturbing the peace, and
other Mickey Mouse, booze-related misdemeanors. |
imagine I didabout a total of six months'countyjail
time. It wasn’t particularly traumatic, by the way: |
was bigand strangeenough sothat no one said “Boo”
tome.

During the early *70s, I read Chandler and Ross
MacDonald and flipped out overth i

a definitionof literature in a nutshell.

DT: Do you think that literature has a soci
responsibility?

JE: If you mean do I think that literature’s ultimate
purpose is to create needed socialchange, no.*W. H.
Auden said, * For poetry makes nothing happen. It
survives, a way of happening, a mouth.” Since we're
dealing specifically with crime fiction, I would say
thatin general the crime writer’s only responsibilityis
to entertain.

DT: What about your individual responsibility as a
writer?

JE: Entertaining the reader stands as a bottom line.
Beyond that, | want to create a verisimilitude that
will give my readers the fecling of being uprooted
from their daily lives and thrust intothe heart of an
obsession. My responsibility is to combine the
natural, raw power of the crime novel form with my
own narrative gifts to build an obsession so com-
pelling that the reader will willingly move with its
flow—regardlessof where ittakeshim

T W A

JE: It varies. In Brown’s Requiem, it was 10 the
heart of a lonely man, a decent man 00 corrupted

JE: I varies. In Brown's Requiem, it was to the
heart of a lonely man, a decent man t0o corrupted
and ically innocent to be called tragic. In

must have read everyone of MacDonald’s books at
least ten times. | consider him, along with Joseph
Wambaugh, as my greatest teacher

Wrapping this up, 1 almost croaked from a series
of booze- and dope-related maladies early in '77.
Realizing that it was live or die, 1 opted for life. I've
been sober since August of 7. Needless to say, my
perspectives have changed. | began the writing of
Brown's Requiem in January of '79, shortly before
my thirty-first birthday. The rest youknow about.

‘msur eyoucan anticipatemy nextquestion,

JE: Yes, yes. The cause and effect is patently
obvious. If my mother hadn’t been murdered, I
might have become a writer of Disneyesque kiddies’
parables. Who knows? Strange, and perhaps
perverse, but | have a very healthy respect for the
rather dark events that have formed me. From a
standpoint of pure efficacy, they have certainly
supplied a marked contribution toward making me
thefine writer | am today.

DT: Thatsounds very callous.

JE: 1 disagree. To me, it a classic case of mankind
profiting from tragedy. You like that? It sounds like

Clandestine, it was to L.A. in the early 1950s. In
Blood on the Moon and Because the Night, it wasto
the ultimate terror: human beings beyond love or
reasonand rheirobsessions.

DT: Do you see any general trends emerging in
hardboiledfiction?

JE: Unfortunately, I don't read enough in the field
10 beable to spottrends. | just don’thave the time to
read. Sad. My instinctshowever, tell me thatthe cop
willreplacethe private eyeas the hardboiled ikon.
DT: Why?

JE: Lets divide crime fiction readers into two
categories: those who readto escape reality and those
who read to confront it and gain a handle on the
pulsebeat of the dark side of life. Put hardboiled
readers in the second category, and, while you're at
it, consider the fact that crime in America is rapidly
escalating, assuming as many bizarre forms as there
are lunatic perpetrators to give them form. The
reader out to sate his dark curiosity and inform
himself on the violence that surrounds him will want
ahero, or anti-hero, whomeetsthe requirements of a
realistic vision. In one of the “87th Precinct” books,




McBain’s hero Steve Carella ruminates that the last
time he ran across a private eye investigating a
murder was never.

DT: Do you consider yourself a nihilist?

JE: No, although I have absolutely no desire to
upgrade the fabric of life in America todayor actuate
any kind of social change. I think that cultivating a
literary vision entails developing an affiection for
things the way they are. Write it down the way it is,
reach into your own soul for whatever it takes to
, and give it 1o the reader.
Maybe your vision will inspire compassion, maybe it
won't. The important thing is to look at things the
way they are and not flinch, then look at yourself the
way you are and not flinch. Only the reader should
flinch—but only momentarily. You have to compel
him 10 need to know the way you need to know.

g

DT: You sound obsessive on that subject.
JE: | am obsessive onthat subject.
DT: Moving on, what are your future writing plans?

JE: Pm going 10 write three more present-day, L.A.
police novels, none of which will feature psycho-
pathic killers. After that, I plan on greatly broaden-
ing my scope. How’s this for diversity: a long police
procedural set in SiouxCity, South Dakota in 1946; a
long novel of political intrigue and mass murder in
Berlin around the time of Hitler’s Beer Hall Pustch;
the first complete novelization of L.A.'s 1947 “Black
Dahlia” murdercase; and the re-working, re-thinking,
and re-writing of my one unpublished manuscript—
The Confessions of Bugsy Siezel, an epic novel about
the Jewish gangsters circa 1925-45.

DT: The manuscript is completed?

JE: Halfway. Four hundred pages. I's a mess. Even
my nobleagent hates it.

DT: How old will you be by the time all those
projects are realized?

JE: About fifty

DT: Will you have mellowed?

JE: No. Being mellow is okay, if you aspire to
becoming a piece of cheese. The trouble with being a
picce of cheese is that someone is likely to spread you
on acracker and eat you.

DT: Ha! Let's conclude with some nonsequitur-type
questions and answers. Do you have non-writing
hobbiesor pa:llmts"

JE: 1 love classical music and boxing, and enjoy
going to the movies.

DT: What is the one thing that you do not possess
that you would most want (o possess?

JE: Need you ask? The love of the unattainable, but
hopefully attainable, woman. Maybe: she'll read this
interview and stalk my heart. Who knows?

D

Why is that cat staring at us so insistently ?

JEz That's Chico, my mascot. He’s memorizing your
features. If you write anything bad about me, he's
going to be my avenger. Verysharpteeth

I watch out for him. Any last words? On
whateversubject youlike.

JE: Yes. A pledge to crime tiction readers every-
where. 1 pledge to never relent in my determination
not to flinch and my determination never 10 grow
stale; never togiveyouanythinglessthanmy best. . |

Chicago.

Hills, Ill. 60514

This year's award ceremony will
BOUCHERCON XV, which will be held October 26-27-28, in

Third Annual PWA “SHAMUS”
Awards Ceremony

be conducted at

The Private Eye Writers of America, founded in January of
1982, has created the SHAMUS award for the best in Private
Eye fiction, and has produced an anthology of original
Private Eye short stories, THE EYES HAVE IT, which will be
published in the Fall of 1984 by The Mysterious Press.

PWA would also like to thank The Armchair Detective for its 17
years of devotlon to mystery fiction.

The Private Eye Writers of America have active memberships
available for $15.00 a year, and non-active members|
10r$10.00 a year. For information write
35th Street, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11234,

For further information on BOUCHERCON XV write Mary Craig,
Bouchercon XV, 301 Lake Hinsdale Drive, Number 112, Clarendon

s available
, 1811 East




Otto Penzler

COLLECTING

MYSIERY FICTION

frET LT

Since thepreviouscolumn about collecting
mystery fiction was devoted to Raymond
Chandler, it is inescapable tha this one be
devoted 10 the man whose sanicis invariably
linked with his - Dashiell Hammett

1t s nearly impossible to think of a
twentigth-century writer ‘n the mysterygenre
who had ble influcnce on the

refined a form that had been made significant
byHammelt rnh:mla)lylaxr Hammeudid
not invent the sul f mystery fiction
it s voday entifed o closcly wih
the “hardboiled” novel

The credit for that must rest with Carroll
Joha Daly, who wrote the first siory about a
haraboiled dick” and who also was the first
10 usea the

ended in 1934. Richard Layman's Hammet
bibliography identifies 138 originalcontribu
wons to magazines. OF these, 131 appeared in
1934 o carlier, while the remainder either
had been written years but

and
have

the changes in language,
patterns of ordinary behavior
——teb—he——

auides,
hat

It is umbinkable 1o be scrious about
ollectng Amer an I o

remained unpublished until later, or were
lettersor artcles of a politi-alnature.

“This is not 10 say that Hammett ceased
work entirely. Hespent much time in Holly-
woodafter his peak periodand wrotescreen
plays.dialogue, and treatments. He created a
radioseries, edited an Army newspaper, The
Adakiun. duringWorld War Il andprovided
nosmall assistance 10a begi

whom he conducied  long. f epsodic g
Lillian Hellman

For all his importance in the history of
American letters—and he is arguably one of
the twomost dialogue in

‘Williams. There: were certainly 1ough detec
tives in American literaturebefore Daly, but
theprivateeyestory, aswe knowand identify
it today, wasessentiallyhiscreation.

While Daly was a storyteller who knew
only one pace~supersonic —he had virtually

fierature. It 100k Hammett 10 bringari to the.
hardboiled novel,

During the Golden Age of 7 he Black Musk
magazine (the 19205 and 1930s), Hammett
wasa prolificcontributor 10 ts pages, though
slightly less popular than Daly and Erle
Stanley Gardner, according (o its own reader
surveys. In addition to literally scores of
shortstories for The BluckMusk, Hammett
\wrote stors 1 uther magaznes, a ounts
of true experjinces gs « Pinkerton, aricles
andbookreviewsfora arietyofpublications,
occasionally under pscudonyms: Peter Col
linson, Samuel Dashicll, and Mary Janc
Hammett are the only ones 10 have been
identified, but thetheory persists thatheinay
have produced work under other bylines as
well

As prolificas he was in the 1920sandfirst
few years of the 19305, his output virtually

thiscentury, theother beingErnest Heming-
way—Hammeu wroteonly five novels. The
extraordinary fame of Sam Spadeand Nick
and Nora Charles is based on a singlebook
appearance for each (plus three Sam Spade
short siories), though, of course, the popu
larity of their motion picture portrayals
(Humphrey Bogari as Sam Spade in The

he dea
e characrers hav ¢ cngeh

= ha— “=hom Hammet
hegzn and who appeared in morefictionthan

fetion ' paialer, wiibon wamling. 6
collect Hammetl. It is almos! as diffcult to do
it suceessfully. The short-story collcctionsare
relatively common increasinely
scarce in truly fincand fresh Gondition), but
the novels are a genuine challenge 10 find in
[ s -

None of the five novcls is particularly

difficult 10 locate in first cdition. All were
published by Alfred A. Knopf in rather
m fomat oer @ se en-year

With a litle perseverance and a moderately
well-endowed bank book, it is cven possible
0 find books in dust jackets. But to find finc
fresh, untorn,cleandust jackets is a different
bucketof bassaltogether

Here, it is not even a questionofbeingable
10 afford the books, which are, literally,
worththeir weight in gold. The rarity of the
books in pristine condition will require
patience as well as perseverance ~and a very
fal bank book indeed. After more than
wenty years of extremely active collecting
and hunting for books, | have yet (o see a
perfect dust wrapper on The Dain Curse
That isn't to say it doesnt exist; I've just

1t see ms reasonable 10 state thal the only
Americain author of detective fiction whose
booksare 'son

all his other
the unnames Continenal Op. the 10ugh od
det P

Detective Asml:y The Op app ared I the
first wo Hammett nosels and im numerous
shoristor'es, “heresomeof Hammett'- fnest
work appears. With broad but powerful

ki Hammen @3 SbU all o

and populate it with living, sharp-tongued
characters within a fewpages. Many of these
shortstories, wrttensixty years Fis, .cem as
fresh today asthey didin their prime —a truly
remarkable achievement when one considers

an average is Edgar Allan Poc. Perhaps not
surprisingly, it seems cqually reasonable 10
state that Hammett is second only (o Poc in
significance in the historyanddevelopmientof
detect vefictisn ‘n thiscountry.

Since we are concerned here only with
mystery fiction, no complete description of
Hammetr's other work will be provided. It
should be noted, however, that he was the
author of a large, oblong pamphict entitled
TheBatleo the Aleutians. published in 1944

¥ the US.” Army. Although regarded as a




rarity, numerous copies have been located in
recent years, always in fine condition, sug-
gesting the likelihood of a small cache having
been unearthed, with a consequent small but
steady stream of copics finding their way onto
the market, This, however, is pure surmise.
Copies tend 10 have a nearly uniform price of
$250. 1 cannot recall ever having seen a copy
in less than fine condition, which would lend
credence 1o the speculation that multiple
copies were discovered. Under ordinary cir-

A general word of warning pertains t0 the
dust jackets of the five Hammett novels. All
of the books were reprinted, some frequently,
by Knopf. Since these later printings were
identical in size and format {0 the first
printings of the first.editions, it is simplicity
iuself 10 remove a dust jacket from a later
printing and wrap it around a first priniing.
During the past half-century, it s not unlikely
that this has occurred on more than one
scason. The mottionsfor these ransfrs
inay be varied, but the result is the sa
Covest emptor. The sppe of dust jackets s
undeniable, and early collectors may have
added jackets from later printings 1o carly
tions merely 10 enhance their appearance.
In subsequent years, as the values of dust
wrappered copies of the first printings
“scalated, book sellrs or collctors may have
improved" first printings by taking jackets

“The Vicious Circle” by Peter Collinson
(June 1923)

“Arson Plus” by Peter Collinson (October
1.1923)

“Crooked Souls” (October 15, 1923)

“Slippery Fingers" by Peter Collinson
(October 15, 1923)

“I0" (November 1, 1923)

“The Second Story Angel” (November 15,
1923)

“Bodies Piled Up” (December 1, 1923)

“The Tenth Clew” (January 1, 1924)

“The Man Who Killed Dan Odams™
(January 15, 1924)

“Night Shots” (February 1, 192¢)

“The New Racket” (February 15, 1924)

“Afraid of a Gun" (March 1, 1924)

“Zigzags of Treachery” (March I, 1924)

“One Hour™ (April I, 1924)

i Honme i Tk et gl 15,

rm Girl with the Silver Eyes” (June 1924)
n, Politics and Murder” (Seprember

520)
“The Golden Horseshoe” (Nnvembev 1924)
“Mike, Alec or Rufus" (January 192

ember 1925)
“The Guting of Coulfgnal (December
25)

“The Nails in Mr. Cayterer” (January 1926)
“The Assistant Murderer” (February 1926)
G

nothing 10 the value of the book, except in an
acsthetic sense. Be extremely cautious here,

as there seem 10 be more cases of “wror
dust jackets on Hammett first printings than
on any other author's books. See individual
book descnpnnns below for further det
Althou yond the scope of this.
ine magazine appearances,

has been 0 closely identified with a single
publication. Thus, a break with custom
follows below, in the form of a complete list
of Dashiell Hammetts fiction in The Black
Mask magazine, in chronological order.
Unless stated otherwise, the contributions

butions, see the excellent bibliography in the
Pittsburgh Series in Bibliography: Dashiell
Hommett: A Descriptive Bibliography by
Richard Layman (University of Pittsburgh
Press, 197‘)\

Road Home” by Peter Collinson
tD:cembu 1922)

“The Big Knock-over” (February 1927)
“$106,000 Blood Money” (May 1927)
“The Main Death” (June 1927)

“The Cleansing of Poisonville” (November
1927)

“Crime Wanted—Male or Female” (De-
cember 1927)

“Dynamite” (January

“The 19th Murder” !Febmav 1928)

(Note: The previous four cenmbnllons
form a variant version of Red Harvest.
“Black Lives" (November I
“The Hollow Iempk”!De«mbel 1928)
“Black Honeymoon” (January 1929)
“Black Riddle" (February 1929)

(Note: The previous four contributions
form a veriant version of The Dain Curse.)
“Fly Paper” (August 1929)

“The Maliese Falcon” (September 1929,

ober 1929, November 1929, December

1929, Jamnary (B30 T B pac. oy
variant form of the book ve

"The Farewell Murder” (February 1930)

“The Glass Key” (March 1930)

“The Cyclone Shot” (April 1930)

“Dagger Point” (May 1930)

“The Shattered Key” (June 1930)

(Note: The previous four contributions
form a slightly variant version of The Glass
Key.)

With the publication of The Glass Key,
often cited as his masterpiece, Hammett had
hi d abruptl

The Black Mask magazine and, within
another three years, stopped writng fction
altogether

Many theories have been advanced as to
why his career came to such a shockigg halt
He claimed that he was rewriting hmsel, and
that his death as a novelis occurred when he
discovered that he had a style. Others have
auributed it 10 his liaison with Lillian
Hellman— that he worked <o hard on her
writing that he ad nothing [ef for himselr.
Stil others auibute it o his alcoholism, (©
i rlative prosperity (he no longer needed to
write 10 put bread on the iadle), o his
involvement with Hollywood and consequent
diverting of his writing (ime from fiction 1o
soreenplays, and 1o his involvement with
Communistpolities. Whatever the reason,
the brevity of his writing career is  tragic loss
10 American letters.

1 s true for most major noveliss in the
mystery genre that there are several arcas

and magazine appearances in
which it i possible and interesting 10 collect.
Hammett was particularly fortunate in having
several excellent films made from his work
and, for those. 10 specialize in collct-
ing Hammett, there is a great deal of material
availabl.

While just about everyone in the English-
speaking world is more ot less familiar with
The Maltese Falcon and associates Humphrey
Bogart with the role of Sam Spade. that
version, witten and directed by John Huston
for Warner Bros. in 1941, was actually the
third version within & décade t0 emanate
from Hollywood. In 1931, Ricardo Cortez
played Spade (Bebe Danicls had the Mary
Astor role of Brigid O'Shaughnessy) in the
first Warner Bros, version. It was remade for
the frst tme in 1936 under the title Satan Met
a Lady, with Wareen William in the Spade
1ole (tenamed Ted Shayne) and with Bete
Davis, Apart from having written the novel
on which the three films were based, Hammet
played no part in the making of any of them
(though Huston was smart_enough o ift
much of the novel's dialogue)

Hammetr's crisp and funny, though
maligned novel, The Thin Man, served as the
basis for a movie of the same tile produced
in the same year, 1934, that Knopf published
it. Starring William Powell and Myma Loy,
it was hugely successful and spawned a series
of scquels. MGM' frst sequel was not
released uniil 1936, though other studios
rushed into production with other sophisti-
cated husband-and-wife-team detectives.
After the Thin Man (1936) also starced James
Stewart and was made from an original story
by Hammett. Another Thin Man (1939) was
alsobased on a Hammeti story, “The Farewell
Murder,” which featured the Continental Op
when i was published in The Black Mask.
Apartfrom the use of Nick and Nora
Charles, subscquent movies in the series—
Shadow of the Thin Man (1981). The Thin

Goes Home (1944), and Song of the
Thin Man (1947)~did not involve Hammett

concluded his contributions 10 the pages of

any kind.
‘Other motion pictures related to Hammeu’s



work are Roadhouse Nights (1930}, which
was based very tangentially on Red Harvest
(andconverted into a comedy in the process);
City Streets (1931), filmed from an original
Hammeu story for Max Marcin's screenplay;
Woman in the Dark (1934), based on Ham.
metr's short story of the same name; Mister
Dynamire (1935), based on Hammett's
originalstory; The GlassKey (1935), the first
Cnemat. version of the ic el often regarded
as Hammew's masterpiece, siaing George
Raftinan excellent,gutsy, complex film; The
Glass Key (1942).anotherfine version of the
novel, this time starring Alan Ladd as Ned
Beaumont; Waich on the Rhine (1943), the
screenplay by Hammett being based on

iad adual inspiration:
Thin Man series and the character known as
the Continental Op

Several television movies have been based
on Hammelc's work, most notably TheDain
Curse, a three-part, six-hour adapiation of
the least of Hammelr’s novels, and Nickand
Noru, acheap 1975 movie,obriously inspired
by TheT hinMan. Inaddition, the theatrically
released flm The Black Bird saw George
Segal portray Sam Spade’s son in his
continued pursuit of the Maktese Falcon in

functions as the detective, loosely based on
hisedyereins: 15a Pnkeriondetect

Hammett's work has also served as the
basis for a television serics, The Thin Man,
starring PeterLawfordandPhyllisKirk, in a
moderately successful half-hour program
that lasted for three years and 74 episodes.
The radio series Of the same wame had
enjoyed much greater success on NBC in the

plased
character), strongly influenced by the corpu
lenceofthe ContinentalOp.

Sam Spade, played on radio by Howard

sponsor was a hair dressing which used a
familiar jingle: “Get Wild Root Creme Oil,
" When Sem Spade went off the
ai, a similar detective series immediately
replaced it: Charlie Wild, PrivateE ye
Hammett also created a popular comic
Secret Agen
for having
creared Flash Gordon) and syndicated by
King Features. In addition 10 creating the
surip, Hammett wrote thefirst severaladven
wres, later to other writers
Nearly four hundred daily sirips were
published.
For further information about Dashiell
Hammeics life and works, the following
booksare suggested

William F. Nolan, Dashiell Hammett: A
Casebook (SantaBarbara: McNally& Loftin,
69).

Peter Wolfe, Beams Falling: The Art of
Dashiell Hammetr (Bowling Green, Ohio:
Bowling Green University Popular Press,
1980).

Richard Layman, ShadowMan: The Life
of Dashiell Hammett (New York: Harcoust
BraceJovanovich, 1981)

William F. Nolan, Hammett: A Life at the
Edge (NewYork: Congdon & Weed, 1983)

DiancJohnson, Dashiell Hammet: A Life
(NewYork: RandomHouse,1983)

FirsiE dition: New York, AlfredA. Knopf,
1929. Red cloth, front cover prinied with
yellowornament (o a skl and crossboncs)

dark brown ruled border, spine printedwith
ted and dark brown,rear coverprintedwith

dark brown publisher's logo. Issued in a

pictorialdust wrapper

reiailvalue. with d/w  without d/w.
Good $ 50000 . $35.00
Fine 200000 25000
Veryfine 350000 35000

Note: The first edition was published July
19,1929, TheDain Cursehadbeenpreviously
published in a somewhat different form in
four issues of The BlackMaskmagazine(see
above). The second printing is 5o noted on
the copyright page. Although the size of the
frst print run ’s unkg-see, Laymanestimates
thats,000 copieswere issued.

A typographicalerroron page260, line 19
“dopped 1n” for “dropped in,” is sometimes
aited as a paint todeterm nethe carlieststate
of the sheets of the first printing. However,
thserrorcontnuesintolater pritings of the
first_cdition and so is of no significance
whatever,

Thedust wrapperfor TheDamnCurseis the
rares of the five novels, especially in fine
condition

= a

First Edition: New York, Alfred A. Knopf,
1930. Grey cloth, front cover printed with
blue ornament (of a siylized falcon) and
black ruled border, spine printed with blue
and_black, rear cover printed with black
publishers logo. Issued in a pictorial dust

[Py
- . withd/w  withoutd/x
= s 750, 50.00
i 250000 300.00
Very fine 400000 500.00

Note: Not the rarest of the five Hammeit
novels, but certainly the most  desired

yellow
and black, rear cover printed with black
publisher's logo. Issued in an ormamental
dust wrapper

withd/w  withourd/w
- S 50000 35.00
250000 25000
Veryfine fEmE 400

Note: The first edition was published
February I, 1929, RedHurvest hadpreviously
beenpublished in a somew hat different form
in four issues of The Bluck Mask magazie
(sec above). The second printing is so noted
on the copyright page. Although the size of
the first print run isunknown, Layman(in his
biography of Hammet) estimates that 3,000
copiesofthe first printingwereissued.

Laterdust wrappersfor RedHurvestrescal
themselves by printing comments about The
Dain Curse.

TheD:

Firsidinon: New York, AlfredA. Knopf,
1929. Yellowcloth, frontcover printed with
redornament (of a skulland crossbones)and
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be exercised if a copy in
dust. wrapper is offered. The carliest dust

after the price,

authors name, there should be a single-
paragraph burb about the book. beginning
Sam Spade is.... and concluding ...rhe
warers edge. This should be followed by &
six-line quotation by Joseph Shaw; (b) rear
flap: should coniain nothing excepi a biog
raphy of Hamr ack panel: below
Hamenes name, Iere e wa, quotes cach
about Red Harvest and The Dain Curse,
followed by the publishers imprint; (d) the
front ¢ er pancland spine are
all copies of all printngs of the original
Knopfedition

Later dust jacketsgive themselves awayby
printing numerous reviews of The Mallese
Falcon

An_important edition of The Malrese
Falcon waspublished in 1934 by TheModern
Library, in which Hammett writesbriefly but
interestingly of the prototypes forthe several
notorious leading characters in the most
famous American detective novel. The first




ModernLibraryedition waspublished inblue
cloth, stamped with the logo in gold on the
frontcover,gold leuering on the spine,with
therearcoverblank. It wasissued i a green,
whie, and black dust wrapper. The first
printing ofthis edition, and the first printing
of the wntroduction, is so noted on the
copyright page; there were numeroussubse
quent editions which lackihis notice on the
copyright page. A fine first edition in dust
wrapper shouldretailfor approximately $100

A comic book version of T he Maliese
Folcon was published in 1946 by King
Features

The Maliese Falcon was selected for the
Haycraft- QueenCornerstone Librarylist

A shghily vanant version of The Malrese
Falcon was published 1n five issues of The
Black Mask(seeabove).

The
FirsiEdution: London, Alfred A. Knopf,
1931. Biue cloth, front cover printed with a
white ornament (of a key), spine printed in
red and white, rear cover printed with red
publisher's Togo. Issued in a pictorial dust

apper
First American Edion: New York, Alfred
A.Knopf, 1931. Palegreencloth, fronicover
printed with diark green omament (of a
broken key) and a red ruled border, spine
printed in red and dark green, rear cover
printed with dark green publisher's logo
Issued ina photographicdust wrapper.

Estmated
1ailvalue. PR
FirstEdition
500d 51,0000 §
ine 225000
Very fine - -
First U.S. Edition
Good 40000 5 40.00
Fine 150000 150.00
Veryfine 225000 20000

Note: Obviously, the first Briush ediion
precedes the first American edition. The
Britishedition was published on January20,
1931 thefirst U.S. ediionwasnot published
untilApril 24, 1931,

While it is by no means common, reason
ablyautractive collector's copies o f The Giass
Key appear 10 be less scarce than the other
four novels.

Copies of the first ritish edition sheets
have been scen with the imprint of Cassell's
on the binding; no Cassell's dust wrappers
havebeenreported, though it is possiblethat
theyexist

Laterprintingsof thefirst Americanedition
areso noted on the copyright page. Copiesof
the second printing state: First and second
printings befiore publication. (The  third
printing bears the appropriate information
aboutits pre-publicationstatus ) Thisisofno

acknowledge themselves (0 be: reprints. Do
not be misled by statements suggestingthat
these volumes have any substantial value;
theydonot

The Glass Keywas previously published in
a slightly different form in four issues of The
BlackMask magazine(seeabove)

Oftencitedas Hammelt's finestnovel, The
Glass Key was for the Hayeraft-
QueenCornerstoneLibrarylist

oy was

Pl

FirstEdition: NewYork, AlfredA. Knopf,
1934. Green cloth, front cover printed with
blue ornament (of a mask) and a red ruled
border, spineprinted with redand blue, rear

cover printed with red publisher's logo
Issued ina pictorialdustwrapper.
Estimated
reiailvalue: withd /s withoutd
Good 250.00
Fine 75.00
Veryfine 200000 150.00

Note: PublishedJanuary 8, 1934, Thefirst
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printing issostatedonthe copynghtpage.

The major problem with this book is
apparently the dye used 10 color the cloth.
‘Though it s customary 10 describe the badly
discolored cloth of this book as “faded” it
seems that even copies that have been well
preserved and carefullyhandied thsough the
yearsalmostinvariably turn upwith washed-
out spines and unatiracte sploiches on the
rest of the cover. Sun, the usual culprit n the
fading of cloth covers, does not appear 1o
havebeen a necessaryingredient in the ruin
of most copies. Therefore, even though The
Thin Man is by far the most common of
Hammett's novels in first edition, and the
most common in dust jacket, it is virtually
unobtainable in a fine, wifiaded cloth. Even
crisp copies i bright dust jackets nearly

dscovery revealed a copy with no
discoloration which, while not inexplicable,
10 wit—can

&S

creates an aimosphere of doubt

+ WESTERR. e & ADVENTURE

HELESMOKE

By FREDERICK NEBEL
\Rserany s1uvs Maastion. yan
all examined copics of The Thn Man, save
one, have been subjected tos ufficient sunlight

a s discolormeea, even if

bookhasbeen protected 1n a bright, unfaded
dust wrapper? If that is unlikely (as it surely
is), a more reasonable explanation for the
common flaw is that the cloth dye had a
weakness that caused a process of oxidation
or other chemical reaction resulting in dis
coloration—which suggests the impossibility

Nov, 1526 - 20

the problem awaitsa defimiive explanation.

There is a wile variety of dust wrappers for
The Thin Manw Hichdefies classification asto
priosity

There are wo variant colors of the back-
ground next 10 the photograph of Hammett
oneis green, the otherred. Thegreen is more
often seen. but no priority has
established. Some copies—o)f borh colors, it
1 significant 10 note ~have a red sticker at a
diagonal near the top of the front panel,
slightly 10 the left of the center, announcing



that the Book-of-the-Month Club
recommends it. The speculation is thal these
are later than copies without the sticker, it
having beenadded by the publisher cither as
an afterthought or because the Book-of-
Month Club had not yet recommended
when the jackets were being printed. An
\mmediate and effective counter-argument is
thatcopies of aterprintingsof the book have
been noted on which the sicker does not
appear. The appearance of the sticker, then,
i of no significance in determining priority.
Nisals oof litleoverallimportance

The front flap has been seen in two
variants, again with no priority established
Onestate has two long paragraphs aboutthe
book. m i paragraph begin: i el

and with,

mmu, The second paragraph besins: m
ThinMans. .. andconcludeswith:
afarealur, A hnd parsgraph, n iaiterpe
10 match the red or greencolor of the front
and spine of the dust jacket, informs poten-
tial buyers that thebook will not appear in a
cheaper edition before 19.35. This paragraph

eliminated the sect

states hawe been seen both in red and in

green.

The Thin Man was first published in
Redbook magazine(December 1933)and was
later published in Six Redbook Novels
(February orMarch 1934).

‘There was a second printing of The Thin
Man before publication, but it should be
regarded bycollectors as nothingmore than a

Secret Agent X-9

Furst Eduion: Philadelphia,DavidMcKay,
(1934). Flexible pictorial boards, rear cover
repeating the illustration on the frontcover,
red cloth spne. blank. No. dust wrappes

Emmnred
releal s
Good 5 100,00
= 60000
Veryfine 1,000.00

Note: Published July 21, 1934. A collection
o the newspaper strips written by Hammett
ang illustrated by Alex Raymond for King
Features

Secret Agent X-9 Book Two

FirstEdition: Philadelphia, David McKay,
(1934). Flexible pictorial boards, rear cover
repeating the illustration on the frontcover,
blue cloth spine, blank. No dust wrapper
ssued

Estmared
retailvalue:
Good 5 75.00
Fine 500.00
Veryfine 800.00

Note: Published later in 1934 (exact date
unknown). A further collection of the
Hammeu/Raymond comicstripseries

in 1976, Nostalgia Press published the
complete contents of Book One and Book
Two, plus additional istorical and critical
maerial, as wellasadditionalcomicstrips, in
large-format oblong wrappers. A fine copy
should fetch $20t0day.

International Polygonics, Ltd
publishedanothercompilationof thematerial
from the twooriginal volumes, plus diffierent
advenures from m: Nostalgia Pressedition,

A typostaphical exro s ofen il 1 an
issue powt: on page 209, line 17,
Sppeats msicad of oslcp.” This aror per-
sisied through the first five printings of the
book (all 50 noted on their copyright pages)
and thus is of no significance whatever in
determiningpriontyof copies.

with a new by William F. Nolan.
Wisin pnmauv 55

5106,000 Blood Money

First Eduon: (New York), Lawrence E.
Spivak, (1943). Orange wrappers, printed in
black and white,
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retailvalue.

Good 5 2500

Fine 8500

Very fine 125.00

Note: Published June 15, 1943, in a digest
magazine-sized paperback at 25¢. The next
nine books are short-story colleetions  in

wwrlar for

Copies of hese paper fist ediions w.u
occasionally turn up in large lots of m:
inesorwithomer, vrtuallywortness, aper-
back books. With enough time and energy,
access 10 frequent large groups of paperbacks
and magazines, andsome good luck, itis till
possible (o find these valuable books for a
dime o a quarter. It is also possible 10 win

T

$iG6.060
4 llLlIlIIDMﬂN!iY
Dl

il et

The Adventuresof SamSpadeand O
Stories

First Eduren: (New York), Lawrence E
Spivak, (1944). Brown wrappers, printed in
black and white.

SECRET AGENT X-9




Estmated

retailvalue:
Good $ 25.00
Fine 8500
Veryfine T

Note:Published April 14, 1944, in a digest
magazine-sized paperback al 25¢.  Ellery
Queenintroducedihe collection.
TheAdventures of Sam Spade was selected
forthe Haycraft-Queen CornerstoneLibrary
list and for Queen's Quorurm, Ellery Queen's
selections for the list of 106 bestshort-story
collections ever published in the mystery

The second printing was retitled They Can

Only Hang You Once and has litle value as a
collector's tem.

Jhe Adventures
ofSnm Spade

riex by

Dachil lammet |

v Ellery Queen

TheContinent
Fror Econt (hew York), Lavtence
Spivak, (1949 Blue wrappers prinied in
blackand whike

Veryfine

Note:Published April 13, 1945, in a digest
magazine-sizedpaperbackal 25¢. BEWARE!
A later printing with idenical contents was
issued in green wrappers, printed in black,

white, red, and blue at 35¢. This has no
significant value.

TheReturaofthe ContinentalOp
First Eduon: (New York), Lawrence E
Spivak, (1945). Red wrappers, prinied in
white, black, and blue,
Estmated
retailvalue:
g am

V(ryﬁn(
Note: Published Ju!y 6, 1945 in a digest
‘magazine-sized paperback at 25¢

Hammett Homicides

First Edition: (New York), Lawrence E.
Spivak, (1946). Green wrappers, printed in
black and white.

Estimated
retail value:
Good $ 20,00
Fine 75.00
Very fine 100.00

Note: Published December 20, 1946, in a
digest magazine-sized paperback at 25¢.

First Edition: (New York), Lawrence E.
Spivak, (1947). Green wrappers, printed in
white, black. red, biue, and brown
Estumated
retul

Good 5 2000
75.00

Veryfine
Note: Published July ya2, 081, in digen
magazine-sizedpaperback al 25¢. BEW.
A later printing, unrecorded by layman in
His biblography. vas publshed in ienticl
e oo o3 peToe o
cover. Although nothing else has been
(hing(d. Wi trchasite s

Nightmare Town

First Eduion: New Yok, The American
Mercury,(1948). Brownwrappers, printed in
white, black,andblue

$ 2000

7500

Note: Published February 10, 1948, in a
digest magazine-sizedpaperback a1 25¢
TheCreeping Siamese

First Ediion: (New York), Lawrence E
Spivak, (950). Red wrappers, printed in

Dashiell ICammelt
&

T H &

Continental Op

white, black, blue, yellow, brown, green, and
rey.

Estimated
sl vl
Good 52000
Fine 75.00
Very fine 10000

Note: Published August 28, 1950, in a
digest magazine-sized paperback at 35¢

Womanin theDark

First Edien: (New York), Lawrence E.

Spivak, (1951). Blue wrappers, prinied in
white, black, yellow, andgree
Esumated
retailvalue:
Good $ 2000
Fine 75.00
Very fine 100.00

Note:Published June 25, 1951, 1n a digest
magazine-sized paperback at 35¢

“Jhe Return

of the
lhnlubenml

q
|
7 tdcion by S s
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Dead Yellow
Women _

Sy Queen

First Edition: (New York), Joseph W
Ferman, (1962). Blue wrappers, printed in
white, blackgreen.and yellow.
Esumated
retaulvalue:
Fine
Veryfine -
Nore: Published January 19, 1962, in a
digestmagazine-sized paperbackat S0¢

TheBigKnockover

FirsiEdition: New York, Random House,
(1966). Black cloth, froni cover blind-
stamped, spine stamped in gill, rear cover
blank. Issued in a green pictorial dust

Esumared

10 vl withd/w  withoutd/w
Goo $10.00 §5.00
Fine 7.50
Veryfine

Note:Published June 1, 1966. Theseshort
novels and short stories were selected by
rote an iniroduction
“Tulip” has its first
book publication in this volume; all other
storieshadbeen previously collected.

BookReviews WhichA ppeared in The
Saturday Review of Literature

First Edition: Portage, Indiana, (Privately
printed), 1969. Browncloth, front and rear
covers black,spinelettered in gold.

= 57500
Fine 20000
Veryl 300.00

Note: Issued without a dust wrapper. A
rare book, printed as an exercise without
permission. The size of the printing is not
know n,but

FirstEdution: Portage, Indiana, (Privately
printed), 1977. Unboundsheets

Note: Very rare, printed as an exercise
withoutpermission. The sizeof theprinting is
not known, but it is certainly less than 10
copies. A story published under the pseudo-

subsequentprinting

e —
First Edition: Sherman Oaks, California,
(Privately printed, 1980). Natural buckram,
front and rear coverspartially clear plastic,
spine lettered in black

Estimatedretail value:

Very fine $100.00

A miniaturevolume reprinting*The
"whichhad previouslyappeared in
The Smart Ser magazine for August 192
under the pseudonym*“Mary Jane Hammet
this wlume was printed as an exerc'se by
Elmore Mundell (also the printer of thetwo
previouss volumes) with woodcuts by the
artist. “The edition was limited (0 85 num-
beredcopies and five artist's proofs, issued in
December 1980. All copies are slipcased
Sincealmostall copies found their way into
collectors'hands, virtually all are as newand
shouldnotbeaccepted in lesser condition.

OtherBooks
While the above represent the most im
portant first editions of Dashiell Hammett,

Estimaled Retail Value of fine copies with
for)
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1931 Creeps by Night. Selcted and iniro
duced by Dashiell Hammet. New York,
Tom Dey.Comai the st spcar
ances of Hammetts introduction (0
\Inezehnnnmnnu (ERV:$200)

1932 The Best American MysterySories of
ihe Year. Seleced and inroduced by
Carolyn Wells. New York, John Day

K sppearance of

“The Farewel Murder.” (ERV:S125)

1932 The Best Amverican Mystery Stories af
he Year. Volime Two. Sdected snd
niroducedbyCarolynWells, NewYork,
John Day. Contains” the first book
appearance of “Death and Company.”
(ERV:$125)

1934 The Smort Set A whology. Edied by

on Rascoe and Groff Conklin. New
York, Reynal & Hitchcock. Contains
the ifstbook appearances of “From the
5 of a Private Detecive” and
“GreenElephant” (ERVS:
1936 G oo Sois Edied b Fro Lus
ott. New York, Macmilan, Contains
sppearance of A Man
CalldSpade.” (ERV 550)

1938 Wriers TakeSides—Letters Aboutthe
War in' Span Jrom 418 American
Authors, New Vork, The League of

byHammeu. (ERV:$35)

1940 Fighting Words. Edited by Donald
Stewart. New York, Harcourt
Brace. Contains a Hammeu: speech. No

mystery content. (ERV:$35)
1944Bes1 Stories from Ellery Queen's
Mystery Magazine. Sclected by Ellery
York, The Detective Book
Club.Containsthefirst bookappearance

of“FlyPaper.” (ERV:$35)
1945 Rogue's Gallery— The Grear Criminals
odern Fiction. Edited by Ellery
Queen.Boston, Little,Brown. Contains

THE BIG
KNOCKOVER

Dashiell Hammett

LILLIAN HELLMAN
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Wife." (ERV: $75)

1945 WindBlowsnand Drippng.-A Book of

n Cartoons. By Cpl. Bernard
Anasmsu. Pfc. Oliver Pedigo, and Prc.
on L. Miller. Alaska, privately printed
Contains a three-page introduction by
Hammett. Issued in wrappers. No mys-
teryconteat. (ERV:$100)

1945 BestFilm Plays of1943-1944. Edited by
John Gassner and Dudiey Nichols. New
York, Crown. Contains the first publi-
cation of Wach on the Rhine. No
mystery content. (ERV: $40)

first book appearance of “To a Sharp
Knife" (originally published as “Two
Sharp Knives”).  ksued
(ERV: 520)

1946 The Art of the Mystery Story. Edited

in wrappers

originally published in the January 15,
1927, issue of The Saturday Reviewof
“Poor Scotland Yard

(ERV:350)

1948 Twentieth Century Detecte Siories

Edited by Ellery Queen, Cleveland and
York, World. Contains the first
k appearance of “Tom, Dick, or

Harry.” (ERV:325)
(oot te]Comecnil Tiatdn¥omericen
Crossre George Marion. New

York, Fmrvhy Contains an roduc.
tion by Hammet.

Note: The introduction does not ap-
pear in the first edition; it was first
published in the second edition.
mysterycontent. (ERV:525)

1953 (Proceedings of the Senate Hearing)
n, D.C., United States Gow.

ernment Printing Office. The procecd-
ings of March 24, 25 and 26 contain
Hammett's testimony before the Per

Interviews, ThirdSeries. Iniroduced by
Alfred Kazan, York, Viking.
Containsa pageof Hellman's TheLie
Foxeswith Hammeu's annotations. No
mysterycontent. (ERV: $20)

1969 An Unfirushed Woman— A Memoir by
LillianHellman. Boston, Little, Brown.
Contains umerous quoratons by Ham-
mettthroughout. (ERV: S1

1972 LJVIaneIImav:, PVaywn:)uby Richard

York, Pegasus/Bobbs-

NeraConists o quotations

Hammett_throughout. No mystery
content. (ERV: $15)

1972 TheMystery & Detection Annual Edited
by Donald Adams. Beverly Hills, Cali-
forna privarelypritedrortheediton

of the Committee on Government Oper

atons, U.S. Senate, £3xd Congress No

mysterycontent. (ERV:$25)

The Boys n the Black Mask~An

Exhibit in_the UCLA Library. (Los
Angeles, California, privately printed
for the UCLA Library). Contains a note
on the first version of The Thin Man
Essued in wrappers. (ERV: $35)

1961 Ellery Queen's I6th Mystery Annual.
New York, Random House. Contains

k appearance of *A Man

" (ERV: $15)

1967 Writers a1 Work—The Paris Review

1961

m the
o vevsion of The o e "ERV:
525)

1973 Pentimento byLillian Hellman. Boston,
Little, Brown.Containsnumerousquo

cations by Hammett throughout, (ERV:
515)

1977 The Hard-Boiled Detective Stories firom
BlackMask Magazine (19.20-1951). Ed
ited with an introduction by Herbert

York, Vintage/Random

Ruhm,

The Dossier
State University of New
Oneonta, New York
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By Dick Donovan

Of the many turn-of -the-century authors who might be
described as prolific—and it was not a timein whi
writersfelt constrained to stint on verbiage—few were
appreciably busier than Joyce Emmerson Preston Mud-
dock (1843-1934), better known as Dick Donovan.

In addition to numerous novels (two under his own
name, as well as dozens under the more famous pseudo-
nym), Donovan wrote hundreds of short stories, mainly
in the mystery genre, but tales of the macabre and
supernatural appeared under both names with alarming
regularity as well. One of the collections, The Man-
Hunter (1888), was selected for Queen'’s Quorum as one
of the 106 best short-story collections everpublished.
““The Spell of the Black Siren’ appeared in The
Records of Vincent Tril of the Detective Service, first
published in London by Chatto & Windus in 1899.
There is little to distinguish this story from the others in
thevolume, just as thereis lttle to distinguish Vincent
“Trill from Michael Danevitch, Tyler Tatlock, Fabian
Field, or the many other series characters invented by
Donovan. None of them is memborable, nor do they
seem to enjoyany remarkable faculties, eccentricities,
or physical attributes that might give them an edge on
the local constabulary. Mainly, they are reported as
“‘discovering a single vital piece of evidence’ which
Scotland Yard had overlooked, such as that the victim
was a dwarf, or that a room had been painted entirely
in a brilliant shade of magenta.

While the stories of Dick Donovan were written as tales
of detection, there is less exceptional observation and
consequent deduction than might be hoped. Still, most
of the adventures of the various Donovan heroes have a
pleasant tone and readability that makes them worthy

CLASSIC
CORNER of some attentiontoday.

Rare Tales From The Archives —Otto Penzler




the Black Siren

1 was towards the end of spring, some years ago, when Trill was suddenly called upon to
investigate a case which had in it all the elements of a startling romance. The gentleman
whose name figured so prorinently in the story was very well known in London society,

and was regarded as one of the brilliant band of young men whom the late Earl of Beaconsfield
—then plain Mr. Disracli—spoke of as “the coming moulders of England’s destiny.” "This
prediction has been somewhat falsificd, although one or two of the band huve certainly distin-
guished themselves

AU the periodi that the events T am about to relate occurred, the Hon. Richard Shaw

Fenton was a conficlential clerk in the War Office, where he was looked upon with very great
favour by his superiors. He was the son of Lord Jefirey Fenton, who so greatly distinguished
himself during the Crimean War, and was honoured by being presented with the freedom of
his native town and a jewelledsword subscribed for by his fellow townsren

Young Fenton was a handsome man, endowed apparently with almost all those qualities

which are calculated to endear men to men, and beget the love and admiration of women. He
was unmarried, and consequently he was in much request by designing mammas; for although
he had litle 10 look forward to apart from his own efforts, it was conficlently anticipated that he
would rise: to high position, as he had powerful friends at court. And this advantage, backed up
by his own abilitics and ambition, could not fail — so people said — to ultimately give him power
andwealth

One-evening, about nine o'clock, he left the War Office in a hansom, be-aring some very

important documents, which he was charged to deliver personally to a distinguished General
temporarily residing at Hyde Park Gate, where he was confined to his room by a severe attack
of gout. It was during a period of excitement caused by strained relations between Great
Britain and France. A territorial difficulty had arisen between the two countries, and there: had
beensuch a conflict of opinion that matters had reached an acute stage, and in both countries
the shameless catchpenny representatives of the press had indulged in threats and recrimina-
tions, and had openly talked ofwar. There had been an unusual number of *“Meetings of the
Cabinet.” The air was thick. with rumours. The public mind was in that supersensitive condi-
tion when definiteness would have been hailed with joy as a relieffrom vagueness and suspense
The ignorant oracles of the halfpenny evening rags had produced a morbid tension of the
nerves arwongst the unthinking classes, and sensational innuendo had lost its effect. A real
sensation was nceded; a something that would divert attention for the moment from the one
burning topic of conversation— the topic which had completely overshadowed that ever-fruitful
one of the weather. People talked of war instead of the weather. Even the barber who shaved
you forgot his stock theme, and questioned his victim as 1o what he thought the issue of it all
would be

The sensation so much needed came at last. In the early light of the spring morning, a

policeman pacing his weary rounds in the neighbourhood of Sloane Square noticed a hansom
cab drawn up by the railings of the square. The horse, probably thinking he was on his
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accustomed rank, stood limp-legged and with drooped head. The reins were hinging looscly
on his back. The driver was on his perch, but the upper half of his body was prone on the roof
of the cab. Inside was a fare, a gentleman, well dressed, but with shirt front crumpled, his
neckgear disarranged, and his highly polished hat lying at his fect. Like the driver heseemed
sunk in profound slumber, and all the efforts of the policeman failed to produce the slightest
arousing efficct on cither of them. Indeed it suddenly dawned upon the policeman, with the
suddenness of a shock, that both men were deacd So he summoned aid, and the cab and its
burden were taken 10 the nearest police station. There the two insensible men were: hauled out,
and for once the police inspector on duty prowed that all members of the force do not hastily
jump to the conclusion that because a man is speechless and helpless he is necessarily drunk,
for he secured the assistance without loss of time of the divisional police surgeon. When that
gentleman arrived, he pronounced the cab-driver in extremis, and that pronouncement was soon
verificd, for a ghastly pallorspread itselfover his face and his heartceased to beat. The fare still
breathed stertorously, and vigorous means were taken (o restore animation. Visiting cards
which he had on his person proved that he was no other than the Hon. Richard Shaw Fenton of
the War Office.

After about an hour's treatment the patient was so far reanimated that his removal with all
specd 10 the hospital was decicled on, and an ambulance having been secured, he was conveyed
10 St. George's Hospital, and a messengerwas despatched to inform his friends.

Now here at once wis a first-class mystery, but, as was subsequently proved, it was only
the beginning. For the succeeding two or three days Fenton lay in a half-dazed state, and was
incapable of answering rationally the questions put to him; but one thing—and a very impor-
tant thing, too—was brought to light. The documents he was conveying from the War Office to
the General had not reached the person to whom they were addressed; they had disappeared,
and Mr. Fenton could give no information about them. His mind scemed a perfect blank

The post-mortem examination, which was perforce made, of the remains of the unfor-
tunate cabman, revealed the fact that he had fallen a victim to some powerful drug, which had
acted as a heart-cepressant, and his heart being weak, he had In
Fenton’s case his heart had managed to struggle against the effects of the drug, but it had been
lefit in such a highly nervous and irritable state that it was considered advisable to keep him in a
condition of absolute rest

In the meantime Vincent Trill had been set to work. The missing documents were
precious—indeed, of such vital importance that his instructions were that he must recover
them, if possible, at allcost

As may be supposed, there was a great deal more beneath the surface than appeared. The
prying and inquisitive reporter got hold of the broad facts as given above, but he could get no
more, for the friends ofthe Hon. Richard Shaw Fenton, and the authorities alike: were desirous
of hushing the matter up, for obvious reasons; so the reporter, with the monumental impudence
for which he is famed, invented a highly plausible story one day, to contradict it and invent
another the next

In order to supply the necessary evidence at the adjourned inquest the viscera of the
cabman had been subjected to analysis, and the report that was finally brought up was to the
dffed that the man had died from the administration of a very powerful narcotic, but what it
was could not be determined. Mr. Fenton, who had so far recovered as to be able to give
evidence at the adjourned inquest, stated that he hired the cab in Pall Mall; that on his way to
Hyde Park he called at an hotel, where he met two friends, with whom he remained in conver-
sation for nearly an hour. That previous to leaving the hotel he ordered some whisky and soda
10 be given to the cabman. He then got into the cab, and was driven off, and remembered
nothingmore

This y was promptly It was proved (o be true. The hotel was
ahighly respectable house. The two friends mentioned were well-known gentlemen, who swore




that when Fenton left there was nothing whatever the matter with him; while the landlord of
the house indignantly disputedthe insinuation that the fatal drug had been administered at his
house either wilfully or inadve rtently. Trill's most searching investigation failed to disprove
thi ion, soan open verdi returned, and was as great a myslery as ever
[t may be as well tostate he re at once that Vincent Trill came to the conclusion that for some
terrible reason the Hon. Richard Shaw Fenton had lied, and, for reasons of his own, was
concealingsomething which might have thrown light on the affair. & nly t0o evident that
the drugging was done afier the hotel was left; but as Fenton persisted in his statement, and
nothing else could be dragged from him, there was no other cou rse left but to endeavour to
solve: the mystery by such means as the cleve r detective was capable of commanding. There
werethree things that suggested thernselves to Trill

Firstly, Fenton had called somewhere elsc after leuving the hotel

Secondly, it was known that he was the beare  of ve ry important papers.

Thirdly, he had been drugged in order that thepapers might be stolen

This reasoning, however, although it scemed logical enough, did not suggest a rational
theo ry as to why the cabman should have been drugged too. At least, at first it did not; but on
pondering on the subject, it gradually dawned upon Trill that whoever had administered the
drug intended that it should (and hoped that it would) prove fatal in each case, so that the
mystery would remain a mystery for ever. It was very obvious that Mr. Fenton had strong
reasons for concealing the truth, and that seemed 1o suggest— o Trill, at any rate, it did—that
he had been whe re he ought not to have been, and the attraction that had drawn him there
was, in all probability, a woman. That woman held the key to the problem, and unless she
could be found the problem would go unsolved

It has been stated that Fenton was a bachelor, and in much request at houses where there
were marriageable daughters, and was very well known to a large number of ladies moving in
goodssociety in London. He occupied apartments in St. James’s Street, and was regarded as a
very reserved and secretive man, by no means given to making confidants. Although all
Fenton’s friends believed, or professed to believe, that no blame was attachable to him, the
authorities took another view; and as the loss of the papers was not only a very serious thing in
itselfbut proved that Fenton was not reliable, Trill did not abandon his quest

When Fenton left the hospital he was still unwell, and remained so for some time, during
which he kept to his rooms, and received no visitors save his most intimate friends. But three
weeks afier leaving the hospital he had so far recovered his health and spi rits as to accept an
invitation to be the guest of a lady of fashion who resided near Haslemere. This lady —a Mrs
Gerald Vandelour—was very wealthy. She was, ar was supposed 10 be, the widow of a military
officer; but those who partook of her hospitality—which was very lavish—did not allow any
vagueness or unce rtainty as to her past to stand as a barrier between them and her entertain-
ments. Her house was a magnificent one; she kept quite an army of servants, and lived in a
style that suggested thatmoney was no object

When Fenton arrived he found a large number of guests already assembled. On the
following day there was to be a garden féte on a magnificent scale, and a huge marquee was in
process of erection on the extensive lawn. Mrs. Gerald Vandelour was a very showy and
seductive-looking woman, with a mass of flutfy hair, and a pink and white complexion —duc in
a large measure to art—and a figure that inclined to stoutness; but, nevertheless, she: was
graceful withal and lithe. She was particularly attentive to Fenton: indeed, she scemed to
patronise him, took him under her wing, and treated him much as if he had been a great boy

Amongst the guests was a singularly striking woman: a woman so dark that she might
have passed for a Spanish gipsy. She- had raven-black hair, intensely dark flashing eyes, an
imperious bearing, and a commanding, haughty manner. She was a woman of marvellous
beauty, and yet the re was something—a something that was absolutely indescribable —about
her that repelledratherthan attracted. In age she was under thirty-five, but might have-passcd
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for thirty. She was known as “Madame Revel

Fenton looked ill, haggard, and worn; and whenever Madame was near it seemed as if he
tried 10 avoid her. And yet, when opportunity offered, she courted his society: she smiled on
him sweetly, her white teeth gleamed, and her dark flashing eyes peered irvo his until his
drooped and he turned from her

The féte was a brilliar affair. Beauty and youth were strongly in evidence. Light, flowers,
music, sweet scents, laughter, gaiety made it difficult to imagine that there was a heavy heart
arnongst that brilliant throng, or sorrow and suffering anywhere. It was a languid night. The
air was heavy; the stars shone through a haze; a crescent moon sailed drearaily arnongst lilmy
clouds. At eleven o'clock dancing and music ceased, in order that the guests mighit partake of
supper in the great marquee, where an army of waiters were ready to minister to the wants of
the (apparently) light-hearted people. But when the guests took their seats two persons were
absent. They were Madame Revel and Fenton. A waiterwas also absent—a mooning, clurnsy
sort of fellow, who had been rated several times during the evening for his stupidity. He was
known as John Stokes, and when the supper was in full swing John Stokes was nowhere o be
found. Not that it mattered very much, for there were plenty of attendants without him; but
still, he ought to have done his duty. Instead of that he was lying at full length in the shadow of
some beech trees in a secluded part of the grounds. But he wasn't asleep: oh, dear, no! With
senseskeenly alert, with eycs and car strained, he was witnessing a scenc as weird, as startling
and dramat s e-en the most

The night was not dark. Thc crescent moon and the stars shed a dreamy light over the
scene. The trees were sharply outlined, and looked ghostly and grim. The light breeze that
stirred the foliage somehow sounded like a hurnan moan of pain; and the laughter and conver-
sation of the revell bdued by dis ly seemed to the silence of the
night that brooded hkc a spell ofenchantrnent over the landscape. From his concealment in the
shadow of the beeches, Stokes, the waiter, gazed on a lawn, in the centre of which was a very
fine statue, by Canova, of Apollo stringing a lyre. Against the pedestal of the statue wasa rustic
seat, and two persons occupied it. They were: the wonderfully handsome Madarne Revel—who
might have been the spirit of the scene, the goddess of night—and the Hon. Richard Shaw
Fenton

At such a time and under suchi circumstances, it might have: been supposed that the man
had led the ladly to the seclusion, away from the fret of the throng, that he might pour into her
ears an impassioned tale such as a man tells when he has fallen a prey to beauty's charms; but
50 farfrom this being the case Fentonhad givenevidence ofbeing ill at ease

Thie conversation between the twain was carried on in low tones, so that the strained ears
ofStokes could catch no portion of it, but his keen vigilant eyes saw signs that even a lool would
have found no ditficulty
break from his companion; but then would she stretch forth a white jewelled hand which
touched his and caused him to sink into the seat again. Two or three times he covered his face
with his hands and sighed; and once while in this attitude the word “Never, never'" repeated
twice floated to the ears of the listener. It was like the soul-wrung exclamation from one who
was suffering unbearable torture of mind. Almost immediately after he sprang to his feet as if
under the influence of some stern resolution; but once more Madame stretched forth her hand,
theugh this time she did not touch him. She made strange and mystic passes in the air, and as if
she had put forth some subtle magic he stood motionless for a few moments, and then sank
back lile one whose volition had gone. She passed her harid over his heacl and down his face
twice. He shuddered as if convulsed, but otherwise remained motionless and statue-like. Tl
charmer then drew from her pocket a little book, and with a gold pencil began to write down
some-thing that he was saying

This strange scene lasted for about ten minutes. Then Madame rose and departed
silently, save for the rustle of her silken skirts. For some time the man sat in a heap and

nterpreting. At times Fenton would start up as if he intencled to




motionless. He might have been frozen into the stony stillness ofdeath; but at last the influcnce
of the spell passed, and with another convulsive shudder and a muffled cry he fell on his face on
the sward. Stokes emerged from his hiding-place, and kneeling down examined him, and as he
seemed (0 be in a faint, Stokes hurried away, and procuring brandy returned to find Fenton
partly revived and sitting up.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” said the man; “but I found you lying here, and thinking you
were ill T hurriedforsome brandy. Here it is.”

“Thank you, thank you,” answered Fenton, and scizing the glass with a nervous clutch he
tossed the potent liquid down his throat. His face was of a ghastly pallor; but the moon rays
falling on his eyes filled them with a strange, unnatural, unearthly light. He staggered to his
feet and, pressing both his hands to his temples, murmured: “God bless my life! How strange!
how strange! Yes, I've been ill; I must have fainted. There, thank you, that will do' I am
obliged for your attention. Pleaseleave me; I wish to be alone.”

The waiter bowed and withdrew, but not far; and, still watching, he beheld Fenton sink
intothe seatonce more and bury his face in his hands, though he did not maintain this attitude
long, but, rising sudclenly, he rejoined the company, where Madame Revel was the centre of
an admiring group of friends. The hostess caught sight of him, and hurrying to him exclairned:

O you truant! wherever have you been s02” Then running her eyes hurriedly over her
guests, she added: “Now then, sir, confess! what pretty girl have you been flirting with?” But
suddenly altering her tone frombanter to alarm, she cried: “Why, man, how ill you look! Your
face is ashen. What's thematter with you?”

“O nothing,” he said, with a ghastly laugh; “nothing, I assure you. Well, thatis, not
beingvery strongyet, I think I must have been overcome by the heat of the evening and—and
fainted; well, I fancy so, forthere is a blank I can’t fill in.”

“Poor boy! poor boy!” murmured the hostess sympathetically. “Come with me now, and I
will give you some champagne cup—it will revive you;” and, taking his arm, she led him into
the marquee, as the band was beginning the strains of a strange and dreamy waltz

The following morning Stokes, the waiter, was asan®
clumsy, and lazy fellow.” Fenton remained under the roof of his hostess for three or four days,
for he was ill and she had to nurse him. In the meantime, Madame Revel had taken her
departure, and returned 1o her town house in Sloane Street. The morning after her returna
gentlernan called at her residence and sent in his card, which bore the name “Adolphe Coppé,”
and in one corner of the card was this sign— *** —that is, three stars. A few minutes later he
was ushered into Madame Revel’s presence. She received him in her boudoir, and streiched
forth her white, delicate hand for him to touch. She was atired in an clegant and costly robe
In her raven hair was a tiny red rose. She looked singularly handsome, and her white teeth
gleamed as she smiled graciously on her visitor

“Your name is unknown (o me,” she remarked prettily, “but you are evidently one of us
You belong to the Brotherhood of the Three Stars?”

“You will see I have the sign on my card,” he answered evasively, though she did not seem
to notice his evasion

“You have business of importance?” she asked, with a shade of anxiety shedding itself
over her handsome features

“I have, madame. The president of the Brotherhood in Paris is pleased that you have
succeeded in obtainingsuch valuableinformation from Mr. Fenton

“Monsieur le Président has received the papers then?” she remarked quickly.

Astrange and gratified expression came into her visitors face as he answered: “It seems so.”

“Ah! that is good,” exclaimed the lady; “but I have done even better. Fenton and I were
guests the other night at the house of a mutual friend at Haslemere, and I placed him under a
spell and extracted from him valuable secrets, which I intend to convey to the president
myself.”
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“Yourself?”

“Yes. I leave to-morrow evening by the Paris mail from Victoria

“You are a wonderfully clever woman,” said the guest. * You seem to have made good use
of Fenton

She smiled sarcastically as she answered: *Poor fool —yes. He is my tool, my slave. I have
bent him to my will— twisted him round my finger. My power over him is tremendous

Again the pleasedand gratifiedexpression spreaditselfoverCoppé’s features

“Of that there is no doubt,” he answered. “My object in calling on you was to say that
your presence is carnestly desired in Paris; but you have already anticipated that by your
resolve toleave to-morrow

“O yes. I had determined on that,” she answered

“Then I need not troubleyou further, and my mission ends

In a litde while Coppé took his departure, after some hospitality dispensed graciously by
Madame.

The following evening the lady duly drove up to Victoria Station and was superintending
the registration of her luggage when a hand was laid upon her shoulder, and a stern voice said-

“Madame Revel, I hold a warrant for your arrest.”

She turnedquickly, her eyes flashing like an enraged tigress

“A warrant for my arrest? What for?” she demanded haughtily

“Firstly, on suspicion of causing the death of William Pritchard, a cabman; and,
secondly, forhaving stolen Government papers

She staggered a little, as iffrom a shock, but quickly recovering, said with a sncer

“You are mistaken. This is infamous. You shall pay dearly for this insult

“If1 am mistaken, that is my affair, and I will accept the penalty; but I do not think I am
mistaken. My name is Vincent Trill. I am a detective. As John Stokes, the waiter, I witnessed
the scene on the lawn at Haslemere, when by your infamous designs and arts you deprived
Fenton of his power of independentaction

Madame looked very uncasy, and cast a momentary, nervous glance round about, as if
contemplating some means of escape from the trap in which she had been so cleverly caught
But Trill again touched her, and indicating two men who stood beside him, he said:

“Theseare plain-clothespolicemen. You would like, perhaps, toavoid a scene ™

She took the hint, merely remarking:

“Imust yield to force; but, I repeat, you are mistaken.”

Trill and one o fhis men accompanied hertoa cab, while the other man was left behind to
take charge of her luggage. Trill had made a clever capture of one of the most daring and
dangerous of a band of notorious conspirators in the pay of the French Secret Service, whose
ramifications extended to every capital of Europe. He had come to suspect Madame by having
closely shadowed Fenton, and found that he was in the habit of regularly visiting the lady, with
whom he had become madly infatuated. On the night that he was ordered to convey the papers
t0 the house of the General at Hyde Park, there is no doubt he called at Madame Revel's house
on his way in compliance with a note he had received from her. There he and the cabman were
dosed with some suble drug. The unfortunate cabman was included, presumably because it
was deemed advisable that he and his fare might fall into the hands of the police as “drunk and
incapable;” and in order to avoid a scandal, Fenton would necessarily have preserved silence as
to his movements. In spite of Trill's cleverness, however, Madame Revel managed to check-
mate him, but at a fearful cost. When she arrived at Bow Street it was found that she was
suffering from illness, and before medical aid could be summoned she had lapsed into insensi-
bility from which nothing could arouse her, and in four hours she had ccased to breathe. A
daring and determined woman, she had played for high stakes, and finding herself on the
losing side she had managed while in the cab to convey a deadly drug to her lips, and thus paid
the penalty of her crimes with her life



SLEEP

Until recently, critics have enjoyed The Big Sleep
for the wrong reasons. Critics of Bogart films and of
American studio films of the 19405 have pointed to
The Big Sleep as a great detective film. Even critics of
the American hardboiled detective formula have
acknowledged The Big Sleep as a supreme example of

the genre.' But there are two problems with treating
The Big Sleep as a detective flm. (1) The Big Sleep
violates the essential elements of the form in so many
ways as 10 require that it be evaluated on its own
terms rather than by the standards which the
detective formula provides. (2) The Big Sleep is a
romance in everystructural senseexceptits setting,
The hardboiled detective genre is formulaic. It has
a set of conventions, of which the structural
imperative of suspenseful plot is the most important
Other recognizable touchstones of the formula
include darkness, cities, witty dialogue, and a
detective. The hardboiled detective formula is exem-
plified in the novels of Raymond Chandler, who,
along with Dashiell Hammett and James Cain, “took
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murder out of the Venetian vase and dropped it in the
alley.” The archetype beneath the hardboiled detec-
tive formula is “the search for hidden secrets.” The
film Tihe Big Sleep is an adaptation of Chandler’s
hardboiled detective novel in which

the actual narrative of the mysteryinvolves the isolation of

clues, the making of deductions from these clues, and the
attempt toplacethe various clues in their rationalplace ina
complete scheme of cause and effect.+

Because hardboiled detective stories appear to be
action tales, with plots which are easily dramatized,
the 1946 version of The Big Sleep is one of many
films of the 1940s adapted from hardboiled detective
fiction.

Works which belong in the detective genre
conform to the detective formula, which has, as a
formal characteristic, a double plot structure. First,
the forward-moving plot concerns the activity of
detection. The detective is engaged in finding out the
identity of the perpetrator and the scope of his crime



The past is distilled and focused as an
culminates in a violent and irrevocablecrime such as
murder. The past crime creates an urgency which
propels the detective toward a definite resolution
The disappearance of Sean Regan is the culmination
of the past plot in The Big Sleep, and the discovery of
his murderer should be the main action of the
detective plot.s

The encroachment of the present plot in the past
plot is the conflict in the detective formula. The
intensity and suspense involved in this structural
element determines the value of a work of this kind.¢
The strongest detective plot weaves past and present
inextricably. The unraveling must not come solely
from the detection plot but must evolve out of the
past. The criminal must become aware of his own
guilt while the detective inexorably connects present

with past and assumes the initiative against the
crimiial,

The Big Sleep does not fit such a formula. Very
little of Marlowe’s action is related to the missing
SeanRegan. Instead, Marlowe is busy sorting outthe
half-dozen unrelated murders and myriad, unfath-
omable subplots (pornography, sexual jealousy,
blackmail, etc), and his initiative against the
criminal is against Mars—who is responsible for
much of the corruption in the present plot but who is
not guilty of Regan’s murder. The suspense sur-
rounding the detective in The Big Sleep is the
audience’s anxiety for his safety in the contexts of
violence (Brody, Canino) and women (Carmen,
Vivian). Were this fim an example of the detective
forrmula, the underlying plot—Carmen’s murder of
Sean Regan—would be the over-arching preoccnpa-
tion of the detective. In addition, this crime plot
would be subsumed, overlaid, and blended into the
texture of the forward-moving plot so that the
solution would be accessible but not immediately
apparent o the detective or the film viewer

Part of the difficulty in the double plotstructurein
The Big Sleep is attributable to Chandler’s novel. The
linkagebetweenthe crimeplot and the present plotis
weak. In /he Big Sleep, thecrime of the crime plotis
not specific. Though the murder of Sean Regan by
Carmen Sternwood provides some unity for the
novel, the connection between Carmen Sternwood
and the Eddie Mars plot is tenuous. Mars and his
minions, Geiger and Brody, control gambling,
pornography, and other illicitenterprises, but Mars's
illegal activity is never clearlylinked to the murder of
Sean Regan. Thus, the murder which ought to
complete the crime plot is unrelated to it. Mars does
convince Vivian, Carmen’s sister, that Carmen is
responsible, and he blackmails Vivian withthe threat
of exposure of her sister; but blackmail doexs not
function as murderdoes in the doubleplot structure.
Much of Marlowe’s time is spent exposing the minor

rackets underMars's auspices ratherthan

Carmen’s crime of murder. Even at the end, Carmen
is more victim than criminal. Chandler, as a novelist,
seems toget lost in the complications of the forward
moving plot. There are too many characters and 100
many plots in The Big.Sleep. Whether this fact results
from Chandler's “cannibalizing” severalshort stories
(primarily “The Curtain” and “Killer in the Rain,”
with small parts of “Finger Man” and “Mandarin’s
Jade”) into the novel, or its being Chandler’s first
book-length work, plot difficulties are apparent
Chandler, an overtly self-critical writer,knewthis

When | started out to write fiction, | had the great
disadvantage of having absolutely no talent for it |
couldn't getcharacters in and out of rooms. They lost their
hatsand so did I. If more than two people were on ascene |
couldn't keepomeof themalive. This tailing is still with me,
of course, 10 someextent. Give me two people snottingat
eachotheracross adeskand | amihappy. A crowded canvas
just bewildersn

Chandler's novel eventually doeshang together with
the sardonic tone in the narrative voice of Marlowe
and the comic camoufiage of syntax, but the film is
sabotaged by its plot. In the film, the tension in
individual scenesoutranks overall plot, unlike a plot
in the detective formula in which the final scenc is a
revelation and culmination of the past and present
plots. Indeed, in the film of The Big Sleep, the best
scenes contain precisely “twopeople snotting at each
other across a desk” or a bed or a table in a
T

Even if Mars were Regan’s murderer, the end of
The Big Sleep would still be logically absurd
Marlowe stages a resolution to the plot.
revisions of the ending resulted in a scene in which
Marsis executed byhis own gang. Judgmentis swit,
but how Marlowe decides that Mars deserves his
punishment is ignored. The result is unclearly
motivated. The fact that Carmen Sternwood is guilty
of Regan’s murder is referred to in vague dialogue
only. Marlowe never finds Sean Regan. The film
scene concludes in a reaffirmation of the romantic
plot as Bogart and Bacall (as Marlowe and Vivian)
await the sirens of the police. Because the detective
himself is not the agent of retribution, there are
structural problems. The viewer believes in

Marlowe’s cleverness, and Bogart/ Marlowe and
Bacall/Vivian are working together; consequently,
the viewer overlooks the obvious flawsin plotting the
climax. After Marlowe and Vivian escape from the

Eddie Mars at Geiger’shouse while pretending to
some miles distant. Mars agrees to the meeting,
arrives quickly (he thinks he is ahead of Marlowe),
and instructs thegang to allow Marlowe to enterand
then ambush Marlowe when he exits. Mars’s gang
waits Marlowe, who is waiting for Mars inside,



contrives that Mars exit first. Eddie Mars is shot by
his own gang in a trap he has set for Marlowe. The
problem in the plotting is that Mars's gang shoots
Mars without reason, because theyshouldhavebeen
waiting for Marlowe to arrive. There is no reason to
shoot Marlowe point blank because he hasn't had
time to get there. Even though Mars’s bodyguards
havebeenused throughout the film for comic relief,
their function in the final scene is a radical shift in
tone. Mars's exit, which would be of paramount
structural concern in a detective narrative, does not
concern theaudienceenoughto provoke disbelief.

The one element of the American hardboiled
detective’s world which also appears in film adap-
tations of the period is the dark, urban night which
pervades them. The devoted detective filmgoer is
confused by the plot—who murdered Owen Taylor,
the relationship between Geiger and Brody, the
relationship between Geiger and Lundgren, etc.
There are also sections in the film where visual
darkness or limitation.s of composition prevent the
viewer from seeing what is going on, such as when
the audience sees only feet leaving the orgy at
Geiger's house where Marlowe finds Carmen. In
describing films such as “Ihe Big Sleep and The
Maltese Falcon (an adaptation of a Dashiell
Hammett novel), A.M. Karimi makes clear that film
noir techniques and the detective formula  are
mutually exclusive: “According to the ‘fair play’
dictum of the traditional deteciive story, film noir
does not play fair at all.”* Because filmmakers in the
style of film noir intentionally confuse plot, the
detective structure and the ambiguities of film noir
are necessarily antagonistic.

The confusions in_the plot of The Big Sleep
provide the viewer with the impression of forward
action. What film as a medium does best is dramatic,
immediate action. Wherever the main story can be
dramatized in the present, there film excels. Wher-
ever explicit meaning can be revealed visually, there:
film succeeds. The problem posed by the double plot
structure of the detectiveformula is burdensome for
films because, if the past plot is dramatized in the
present, the suspense is ended. For example, in
Farewell, My Lovely, another Chandler novel
adapted into film, the suspense is resolved at the
moment the audience realizes thatthe beautiful and
wealthy Mrs. Grayle is really Velma Valento, Moose
Malloy’s girlfriend. The crucial moment intersecting
the two plots must be obscured —by substitution, by
omission, or by unmotivated and unexplained ac-
tion — before the two plots collide in a confrontation
between the murderer and the detective. That
recognition scene is obligatory in the detective form;
in The Big Sleep it is replaced by a secondary
confrontation between Mars and Marlowe and by the
Marlowe/Vivian romance. The Big Steep avoids the
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fundamental requirements of the detective form,
and, in doing so, its purpose b:cumcs necessarily
diffirent thanthatof thedetectivesto

Gerald Mast supports this sructural divergency
with an explanation of Howard Hawks’s narrative
intentions’

the film's plot, its narrative, of

But before accusing
incroherence one must inquire i this confusing sequence of

of external events (1o which the original novel is com-
pletely devu(:d) is merely a contextand pretext for the real

wks's film (as in the hanging of Earl
0 His Girl Fridayy. Marlowes and Vivians
discovery ofone anothers

The most coherent parts of The Big Sleep—those
which are emphasized internally and which we bring
forth from our recollection of the film—have less to
do with suspenseful plot structure than with the
inevitable declaration of betw ogart/
Marlowe and Bacall/Vivian. Although Chandler’s
novel is a source of some of what is incompre-
hensible in the film, discerning audiences have
enjoyed the film because its plot difficulties are only
of peripheral importance. The adaptation violates
one of Chandler’s own rules for constructing mystery
novels:

Love intere:st nearly always weakens a mystery because it
nwodces & type of suspense that i amagonistc 1o the
detect tosolvethe pre

and, mnme cases out of ten, it =||m|nzlnal|ea>l two useful
e interest s that
ve—but
which, at the same time, you instinctively feel 10 be a mere
episode. A reallygood detective nver getsmarried.

Butthe “really good detective” was married. Though
Humphrey Bogart played the role of Philip Marlowe
only once in film, he is more clearly identified with
Marlowe than any other actor. Philip Marlowe
became part of the Bogart persona. The filmgoing
audience knew that Humphrey Bogart and Lauren
Bacall had met on the set of To Have and To Have
Not and were married to each other. The sexual
antagonism and verbalsparring is only so muchplay
acting. The verbal repartee (including the scene in
which Marlowe and Vivian's discussion of horse-
racing functions as double entendre for sexual
conquest) and the prevalence of two-shots in scenes
between them underscore the obvious attraction.
Even the two smouldering cigareties and two sil-
houette shadows under the opening credits suggest
the inevitableconnection. “Theexchangeand lighting
of cigarettes is one of the most consistent Hawks
gestures for communicating states of human v.0se-
ness or distance.”



The structure within which The Big Sleep operates
is that of romance. The detective as knight errant,
with a trenchcoat for armor, is sent out by the aging
and ineffectual king (Sternwood) to quest for truth
(what happened to Sean Regan) and to rid the
kingdom of corruption (protect his daughters from
blackmail). Philip Marlowe and Harry Jones (Elisha
Cook, Jr.) share the code which is most effectively
stated in Chandler’s frequently quoted description of
Philip Marlowe:

But down these mean streets a man must o who is not
himself mean, who is neither tarnished nor afraid. The
detective in this kind of story must be such a man. He must

of honour, by instinct, by inevitability, without thought of
it, and certainly
in his world and a good enough man for any world. >

Marlowe’s code of honor, duty, and revenge makes
him the best man in his world.'> Marlowe, as knight,
must be tested before he can fulfill his purpose. In
The Big Sleep, Marlowe is not seduced by Carmen
Sternwood, is not tricked or intimidated by Eddie
Mars, and is not bought (or “sugared”) off the case by
Vivian. Marlowe even escapes from the deadly trap
set for him by Canino, whose unadulterated mean-
ness may characterize him as the black knight who
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attempts 1o dissuade the hero temporarily from his
task. The accomplishment of the hero is morally
instructive for the audience and for the hero himself.
This pattern is, if not classical, at least medieval. Just
as medieval romances embodicd and gave the holi-
ness of myth to the code of chivalry, so The Big Sleep
gives the status of myth 1o the code of the detective.
Vivian (as Guinevere) is a daughter (rather than wife)
of the old king. As the detective is awarded her
attention for his success, the sentimental conclusion
overcomes the hardboiled stance of Philip Marlowe.

The Big Sleep is more nearly a romance than it is a
detective film. lts plot, an essential element which
should hold a detective film together, does not. The
incomprehensible plot doesn't ruin the film because
the structure of romance is more important. The
hardboiled detective of the detective formula
becomes a man with a code of behavior who falls in
love. Conduct appropriate to a romance would be
inexcusable in the detective formula. Thus, The Big
Sleep is only allegedly a detective film, in that its
structure becomes more understandable when The
Big Sleepis viewed as a romance

Notes

. Film adaptations of .Chandler novels during the period
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Gornell Woolrich

onthe

Small Screen

By Fran

M. Nevins, Jr.

The story of Cornell Woolrich’s interaction with
television begins in that prehistoric period when the
networks were in their infancy and precious few
Americans even owned sets. Woolrich's financial
records show thathe received $60 in 1945 and $75 in
1946 for licensing teleplay adaptations of two of his

ies. Wi paidhim,

were broadeast and when, who acted in them and
how good the shows were, are all lost in the mists of
time. But in those experimental days, television's
main function was o provide primitive visual
accompaniment to live drama of the sort that was
heard onradioeverynight. It'snot surprising thatthe
popularity of Woolrich-based scripts on Suspense
r radio series led TV pioneers 1o try out
some of his work in the newmedium.

Television took a few years to catch on with the
American people, and there was a three-year hiatus
before Woolrich was again approached by the
entrepreneurs of the smallscreen. His earnings from

TV adaptation rights totaled $1,750 in 1949, $1,800
in1950,and$1,700in 1951. Unfortunately, Woolrich's
records through 1957 are extremely skimpy, not even
indicating how many sales he made. And even the
best existing sources on episodic television, such as
Larry James Gianakos's three-volume Television
Drama Series Programming: A Comprehensive
Chronicle, customarily list only the titles and prin
cipal players in weekly teledrama. Consequently, we
cant know, when we come across a reference: 10 a
play with a cliché title like “Nightmare,” whether it
was taken from the Woolrich classic of the same
name or if the identity of titles is pure coincidence. In
any event, at least ten live TV dramas clearly based
on Woolrich’s fiction were aired between 1949 and
1951

The earliest known TV playtaken from Woolrich
materialwas*Revenge, "broadcaston CBS's Suspense
series March 1, 1949 and based on the author’s 1944
novel The Black Path o/ Fear. An excellent thirty-
minute version of the novel had already been heard
twice on the Suspense radio program, with Brian
Donlevy starring in the performance of August 31,



1944 and Cary Grant in that of March7, 1946. In all
probability, the half-hour live televersion was similar
10 the radio adaptation. In the leading roles were
Eddie Albert and Margo.

Woolrich's big breakthrough in live TV came in
1951, when two of his finest stories were converted
into sixty-minute dramas on one of the most
prestigious series in early television, Rebert

The next Woolrich-based teleplaywe’s

Presents. Robert Montgomery had

was seen on the last day of the same month in 1949.
On March 31, a live dramatic series known as The
Actor’s Stuctio, which had debuted on ABC in the fall
of 1948, presented a thirty-minute adaptation of
perhaps the most powerful story Woolrich cver
wrote, the 1938 chiller “Three O’Clock.” As it
happened, the same story had been used on radio’s
Suspense earlier in the month, an excellent thirty-
minute version starring Van Heflin broadcast on
March 10. All we know about the first of the four
televersions of the storyare the date it was aired and
that it starred Steven Hill, Frances Reid, and Philip
Bourneuf.

Woolrichs fragmentary unpublished ~autobio-
graphy, The Blues of a Lifetime, tells us nothing
about when he bought his first TV set, but, if he had
one at the end of 1949, he could have watched three

y
already shown his affinity for film noir in general and
Woolrich in particular. He had both directed and
starred in two offbeat movies of this genre, The Lady
in the Lake (1946) and Ride the Pink Horse (1947),
and he had played the leads in two sixty-minuteradio
dramasbased on Woolrichnovels, “The Chase” (This
Is Hollywood, Nov. 9, 1946, taken from The Black
Path of Fear) and “The Black Curtain™ (Suspense,
Jan. 3, 1948, taken from the 1941 novel of the same
name). For his weekly television series, Monigomery
chose two of Woolrich'sstrongest and darkest tales.
“Three O'Clock,” broadcast June I8, 1951, was
based of courseon the 1938 classicwhich had earlier
been adapted for both The Actor’s Studio and
Mystery Playhouse. Vaughn Taylor starred as Stapp,
the man who is bound and gagged in his own
basement with a time bomb ticking away beside him,

Woolrich’s financial records show that he re-

ceived $60

in 1945 and $75 in 1946 for licensing

teleplay adaptations of two of his short stories”

live thirty-minuteversions of his stories in less than a
month’s time. On November 21, CBS’s Silver Theater,
a weekly dramatic series hosted by Conrad Nagel,
broadcast a teleplaybased on his 1945 story “Silent as
the Grave,” starring Marsha Hunt and TV's later
Superman, George Reeves. And ABC's Mystery
Playhouse, the host of which was Boris Karloff,
presented the medium’s second adaptation of
Woolrich's masterpiece, “Three O'Clock,” on De-
cember 1, plus a televersion of his 1936 story “The
Night Reveals” on the ISth of the same month. No
cast list fromeither episode seems 1o have survived.

1950 was another good year for Woolrich in the
new medium. On May 21, NBC's Sunday evening
Video Theatre aired “Change of Murder,” based on
the author’s 1936 biter-bil story in the Damon
Runyon vein, and starring a trio of total unknowns
named Bernard Nedell, Charles Jordan, and Alfred
Hopson. On November 9 of the same year, CBS’s
Nash Airfiyte Theater, hosted by William Gaxton,
presented “| Won't Take a Minute,” with Dane Clark
as the man whosegirlfriend walks into a building to
deliver a package and nevercomes out. The play was
based on Woolrich’s 1940 thriller “Finger of Doom,”
and its TV title came from Anthony Boucher, who
hadincluded it underthat name in his 1945 anthology
Greut American Detective Stories.
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and Olive Deering and Montgomery himself played
key supporting roles. Another Woolrich immortal
from 1938 was the basis of the Robert Montgomery
Presents production “I Wouldn't Be in Your Shoes,”
broadeast October 22, 1951, with VaughnTaylorand
KatherineSquire as the couple who are doomed 10 a
malignantfate because of a shoe thrown at a yowling
cal. In between these sixty-minute dramas came a
half-hour adaptation of “Through a Dead Man's
Eye,” based on Woolrich's 1939 chiller about a
twelve-year-old boy trapped in an old house with a
decaying one-eyed corpse and a murderer. The
episode was broadcast July 21, 1951 on NBC’s
summer replacement series Assignment Manhunt
No cast list for the play hascome to light.

Woolrich made not a cent from television in 1952,
but that was the last year of his life in which the
medium totally neglected him. His income from the
small screen in 1953 added up 1o precisely $2,000. By
then, TV’s center of gravity had started to shift from
live drama staged in New York to thirty-minute films,
shot in Hollywood on two- or three-day schedules
andrerunnablead infinitumafter their first showings.
Revlon Mirror Theatre had begun on NBC in the
summer of 1953 as a series of thirty-minute live
dramas, but in the fall it moved to CBS and switched
to film, Its third film presentation was “Lullaby,”




broadeast October 3, 1953 and based on Wool rich’s
1937 sto ry “Humming Bi rd Comes Home,” which
had been included in the autho r's then most recent
collection, Bluebeard’s Seventh Wife (1952), pub-
lished under his famous William Irish.

mu rder. It'ssaf eto assumethat nothing remotely like
Woolrich’s terrifying climax was permitted in the TV
version. The Mask quickly proved to be a ratings
disaster and was canceled after the customary
hi k run.

Agnes Moorehead, Tom Drake, and Betty Lynn
starred as theblind mother, the fugitive son, and the
farm girl. And the Mirror Theatre film of November
21, 1953, “Summer Dance” also was rooted in
Wool rich, being based on his 1947 story “Death
Between Dances” Jane Grer and Barbara Bates
played the haunted sisters who, yea rs apart, fall in
love with the same man. In between these telefilms,
on October 9, 1953, ABC's Pepsi-Cola Playhouse
broadcast a live thi rty-minute drama, “Wait fo r Me
Downstairs,” with John Hudson and Allene Robe rts
in yet another versionof the Woolrich classic “Finger
of Doom.”

In 1954, Wool rich made $1,800 from licensing TV
plays taken from his fiction, but I've foundonly two
dramas based on his work which were broadcast that
year, and apparently neither had much to do with

Another live sixty-minute drama vaguely based on
Wool rich was offe red the night befo re New Year's
Eve on Lux Vides Theatre, the TV offshoot of the
long-running Lux Radio Theatre. “The Chase,”
broadcast on NBC December 30, 1954, was an
adaptation of the bizarre 1946 film noir of the same
name, which had been very freely taken from
Woolrich's novel 7k Black Path of Fear. The movie,
directed by Arthur Ripley, had starred Robert
Cummings as the footloose adventurer Chuck Scott,
Michele Morgan as Lorna, and SteveCochran as her
sadistic husband Eddie Roman. The televersion,
whichwas necessarilyeven less likethe novelthanthe
movie had been, featu red Pat OB rien as Eddie, with
Ruth Roman as Lo ma and a pre-Gunsioke James
Arness as Chuck, who falls in love with Lo ma and
tries to save them both from Eddie’s fury. James

It’s safe to assume that nothing remotely like

Woolrich’s terrifying climax was permitted

in the TV version.

what he had written. The earlier was seen on ABC's
The Mask, the first hour-long mystery series on
television. At the start of the new year, hoping to
compete against CBS's and NBC's Sunday evening
giants (Toast of the Town and The Colgate Comedy
Hour), ABC launched an ambitious new dramatic
prog ram starring Ga ry Me rrill and William Prince as
Walter and Peter Guilfoyle, brothe rs, law partne rs,
and amateur detectives who became entangled in a
baffling case eve ry week. Some of the episodes of The
Mask we re original scripts, othe rs we re adapted from
sho rt stories by well-known mystery writers, with the
plots heavily altered and the Guilfoyle brothe rs
shoeho rned into the continuity to clear up the
puzzlement. In “The Loophole,” broadcast Feb rua ry
7, 1954, the Guilfoyles tried toclear an innocentman
framed for murder. The brothers' client was played
by Brian Keith, supportedby Russell Hardy, Aud rey
Christie, and Betty Garde. The script was nominally
based on Woolrich's powe rful 1942 sto ry “Th ree Kills
for One,” whichhad been reprinted in the September
1953 Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine under what
became its TV title. | didn't watch the program, but
my best guess is that the teleplay took up where
Woolrich's story off—with a vindictive and
psychotic cop framing a man for one killing because
in the cop’s view the man got away with an earlier

Mason se rved ashost for the episode.

Woolrich's earnings from television in 1955 totaled
a whopping $9,350, enough in itself for a comfo ri-
able living at the time. Although he didn't keep
detailed figu res for thatyear, it's likely that much of
this money came fromthesale of rightsto sto ries that
were not televised till 1956, for the only known
Woolrich-based dramas during 1955 were a trio of
thirty-minute films for which he probably received
abouta thousand dollars apiece.

The earliest of the three was “Debt of Honor,”
broadcast February 20, 1955 on CBS’s Sunday
evening anthology series Stage 7 and adapted from a
story first published in 1938, “I.0.U.—One Life.”
The title of the teleplay, like that of “The Loophole”
the year before, we owe 10 Frede ric Dannay (Ellery
Quesen), who retitled the sto 1y “Debt of Honor” when
he reprinted it in the October 1954 EQMM. The
script apparently stayed close to the Wool rich
storyline in which a detective learns that the criminal
hemust arrest is theman who earlier saved the life of
the cop's little daughter. Edmond O'B rien played the
cop and none other than Cha rles Bronson was the
fugitive. The cast included Wendy Winkieman,
LauraElliot, and StevePendleton.

The other Wool rich-de rived telefilms of 1955 we re
made by Screen Gems, Columbia Pictures TV



subsidiary, and shown four weeks apart on NBC's
Ford Theatre. Surprisingly, the stories Ford bought
were not suspense thrillers but a pair of non-
criminous tales that Woolrich himself had failed to
sell to magazines (both were included as originals in
Woolrich’s collection The Blue Ribbon, published in
1949 as by William Irish). “Husband,” broadcast
October 13, 1955, starred Barry Sullivan as Blaine
Chandler, whose wife has become movie star Alma
Alexander because of a photograph he took. Like the
heroinesofcountlessrecent feministstories,Chandler
suffocates in the role of FamousPerson'sSpouseand
is about 1o break away and assert his own identity by
opening a photography studio when the Korean War
comesalong and acts as deusex machina 10 save the
marriage. Mala Powers played Chandler’s wife, with
Jonathan Hale, Ralph Dumke, and Frank Hanley in
character parts. The storyline had almost nothing in
common with Woolrich’s haunting tale of a marriage
at the crack-up point. On the other hand, “The Blue
Ribbon,” Ford Theatre’s presentation for November
10, 1955, was a quite faithful rendition of Woolrich’s

the essay handed in by one ten-year-old describes a
murder the child unwittingly witnessed. David
Kasday, Arthur Space, Vivi Janiss, and Emile Meyer
were inthe cast.

Fireside was a Tuesday evening program. The
following Sunday, January 8, 1956, the now classic
suspense series Alfired Hitchcock Presents, which was
then in its first season, broadeast the first of several
Woolrich-based telefilms. Hitchcock of course had
directed the classic Rear Window (1954), which was
adapted from a Woolrich story; but he was not
personally involved with any of the. thirty-minute
telefilms based on Woolrich that were shown on this
series. “The Big Switch” was directed by Don Weis
from a script by Richard Carr which was very freely
derived from Woolrich's Runyonesque 1936 story
“Change of Murder.” The same tale had been the
source of a live drama aired on Video Theatre with a
cast of total unknowns back in 1950, and, as luck
would have i, the cast of the Hitchcock Presents
version also consisted of obscurities headed by
George Mathews, George E. Stone, Joseph Downing,

The film carefully captures everything that

makes the Woolrich story so freakish,

including reverence for the

story of the same name, in which a truly dreadful
woman makes her son wear a blue ribbon in his hair
5o that he'll have to fight the other neighborhood
boys and grow up, as in fact he does, to become a
boxing champ. Ted Post, who later helmed some
high-budget Clint Eastwood and Steve McQueen
action films, directed from a teleplay by Richard
Collins. Scott Brady starred as the boxer, O'Reilly,
with Gene Barry as his buddy Carp and Marjorie
Rambeau as his mother. The film carefully captures
everything that makes the Woolrich story so freakish,
including his reverence for the dreadful motherfigure
and contempt for his own small size, physical
weakness,and homosexuality.

Woolrich's hefty 1955 income from TV must have
includedpayment for the rights to three storieswhich
were first shown early the following year. “Once
Upon a Nightmare” wa.s broadcast January 3, 1956
on NBC’s long-running anthology series Fireside
Theare. The basis of the thirty-minute film was
Woolrich’s tale “Murder at Mother's Knee,” which
came 10 Fireside's attention when it was reprinted in
the December 1954 EQMM as “Something That
Happened in Our House” Series hostess Jane
Wyman starred as schoolteacher Emily Prince, who
assigns her students to write a composition about an
actual event and then slowly becomes convinced that
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and Beverly Michaels. All that remained of the
Woolrich story was the basic idea—a gunman
planning 10 commit a murder buys an alibi from a
specialist in such matters—and the ironic ending,
which was the kind of twist on which Hitchcock
Presents thrived. Those who were watching another
channel thateveningdidn’t miss much

Less than a month later, on February 2, 1956,
CBS's Four Star Playhouse presented “The Listener,”
from a script by Frank L. Moss based on Woolrich’s
1939 gem “The Case of the Talking Eyes” (reprinted
as “Eyes That Waich You” in the 1952 Woolrich
collection of that titleunder his William lrish byline).
Ida Lupino starred as ruthless Vera Miller, whose
plot 1o murder her husband Verne (Walter Coy) and
collect his insurance is overheard by Verne's father
(Ralph Moody), a speechless paralytic. The cast
included Lupino'sson Richard and, ina small part as
an announcer, Don Rickles.

In 1956, Woolrich earned $13,650 from television,
his best year ever in that medium, and saw his work
form the basis of four half-hour films, two hour-long
live dramas, and a ninety-minute super special. The
more elaborate, and by far the more prestigious, of
the pair of sixty-minute teleplays was “Sit Down with
Death,” broadcast live and in color April 26, 1956 on
CBS'sextremelypopular Climax! JamesP. Cavanagh's



adaptation of Woolrich's well-known “After-Dinner
Story” (1938) followed theoriginal quiteclosely. One
of the people trapped in a disabled elevator is pulled
out of the wreckage and found to have been shot to
death. The poice decide that he killed himself while
trapped at the bottom of the elevator shaft, but the
victim'sfather becomesobsessed with the notionthat
one of the others imprisoned in the cage murdered
him and embarks on a grisly revenge. The father was
portrayed by Ralph Bellamy, and the excellent
supporting cast_included William Talman, John
Williams, Vicki Cummings, and Constance Ford.
The fourth and final thirty-minute film based on
Woolrich 10 be seen that year was “Momentum,”
broadeast June 24, 1956 on Alfved Hitchcock
Presents. Robert Stevens directed from a script by
Francis Cockrell, adapted from Woolrich's down-
beat thriller “Murder Always Gathers Momentum”
(1940). But the film doesn’t even try to capture the
bleak Depression ambience and noirsensibility that
distinguished theWoolrichstory, and in the Stevens-
Cockrell version it's not economic desperation but

dreadful mother figure and contempt for
his own small size, physical

which starred Ralph Meeker and was aired in color
onNBC.

Exactly two weeks later came what, from the point
of view of money and prestige, was Woolrich’s
biggest TV night ever. CBS's Playhouse 90, the most
highly budgeted and most critically hailed dramatic
series of its time, brought Woolrich’s powerful 1948
novel Rerdezvous in Black to the small screen in a
ninety-minuteadaptation under its original title. The
basicpremisecomes straight from the book: Johnny
Mark (Johnny Marr in the novel) finds his fiancée
dead on a street corner, apparently the victim of a
freak acciden, and sets out 1o find the people
responsible for that accident, dedicating himself to
entering their lives one by one and killing, not the
perpetrators, but the person each of them most loves,
50 that they will live the grief he lives. Among the
stars of this ambitious live drama were at least three
whose careers had intersected with Woolrichbei ore:
Franchot Tone, who had played the twisted murderer
in the 1944 movie Phantom Lady; Boris Karloff, who
had hosted the Mystery Playhouse series where two

weakness, and homosexuality.

the needling of his money-mad wife that drives
Richard Paine 1o steal from his wealthy employer
and slide down the path to doom. In a bright 1950s
setting, the story just doesn't work. Skip Homeier
and Joanne Woodwardstarred as the Paines.
OnOctober |1, 1956, Lux Video Theatre broadcast
its second sixty-minute live drama based on a movie
which in turn had been based on Woolrich. The
nominal origin of the 1947 film The Guilty, starring
Bonita Granville and Don Castle, had been Wool-
rich’s 1941 novelet “He Looked Like Murdcr," better
known under its later title “Two Fellows in a
Furnished Room.” The movie had preserved some of
the Woolrich story—in which a young man tries to
save his roommate, who takes it on the run after the
woman he loves but can't have is murdered— but had
added two of the most clichéd elements from 19405
Jfilm noir, The Mentally Disturbed War Veteran and
The Twin Sisters One-Good-One-Evil, plus the
absurd “surprise” ending from the adaption of the
story broadcast on radio’s Suspense. The result had
been an interesting but far from compelling litle
picture which at least captured the sense of “trapped-
ness” shared by so many Woolrich people. The Lux
televersion seems 10 have been less ambitious than
the movie and even more remote from the Woolrich
original. Gordon MacRae was host for the episode,
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early televersions of Woolrichstorieshad been aired;
and Tom Drake, the Humming Bird character in
Revion Mirror Theatres 1933 film “Lullaby,” who
enacted the principal role of Johnny Mark on
Playhouse 90. The female leads were Laraine Day,
Viveea Lindfors, and Elizabeth Patterson, and the
entireepisode washosted by Frank Lovejoy.

Its quite possible that yet more Woolrich-based
dramas were televised in 1956. The author’s financial
records indicate that on March 27 of that year The
Web Productions contracted with him for a TV
adaptation of his 1936 story “Double Feature,” but
no trace of any live or filmed version of the tale has
come to light. And on July 7, 1956, Screen Gems
signed an agreement for TV rights to Woolrich's 1939
chiller “Charlie Won't Be Home Tonight” (collected
in Eyes That Watch You, 1952, as by William Irish),
but again no telefilm based on this story has yet been
found.

During 1957, Woolrich's income from TV totaled a
paltry $1,400. In view of the multitudeof televersions
of his work broadcast that year, it takes no Poirot to
deduce that most of them were contracted and paid
for during the boom year of 1956. The earliest
Woolrich-based drama of 1957 was “The Earring,” a
thirty-minutetelefilm presented January 13 on CBS's
Sunday evening General Electric Theater. Woolrich's



source story, first published in 1943 as “ The Death
Stone,” had been retitled “The Earring” by Fred
Dannay when he reprinted it in the February 1946
EQMM, and Woolrich kept the Dannay title when he
put the tale in his collection Dezd Man Blues (1948,
as by William Irish). The TV adaptation starred
Greer Garson as Lydia Shaw, who is being black-
mailed by her former sweetheart Phil (Philip Reed)
over some pre-marital love letters but is determined
to keep her prominent lawyer husband David
(Eduard Franz) from finding out about the affair.
Also in the cast was Norman Lloyd, and Ronald
Reagan served as host

Three weeks later, on February 2, 1957, Revue
Productions’ syndicated series Heinz Studio 57

ouT:
based on Woolrich’s 1938 story of the same name
which, like *“The Earring” had been collected in
Dead Man Blues. Joseph Wiseman and superstar-to-
be Lee Marvin played the cop and the killer in this
story of a murder suspect who stymies the police by
admitting everything about the crime he committed

“Cab, Mister?” which had been reprinted in EQUM
for September 1950. This second and last General
Electric film drama to be taken from Woolrich
stressed humor, not terror. Imogene Coca, the
comedienne who had shot to small-screen superstar-
dom opposite Sid Caesar on Your Show of Shows,
played New York hackie Virginia Odell, who  dis-
covers a passenger murdered in her cab and becomes
involved in a comic romance with the long-suffiering
sergeantassigned to the case(Keenan Wynu) —not to
mention her subsequent run-in with the killer.
Although [ never got to see this film, apparently it
was geared more for Coca's comic talent than
i Ronald Reagan i

No more adaptations of Woolrich stories came on
the air until the closing months of summer. On
August 31, 1957, NBC’s Saturday evening replace-
ment series George Sanders Mystery Theatre
presented “ The Night I Died,” a thirty-minute film
based on Woolrich's 1936 story of the same name
(collected in Somebody on the Phone, 1950, as by
William Irish). The televersion begins like the story,

the night to have been sitting in front of the
“ small screen was September 30, 1957, when
the sixty-minute dramatic series Suspicion,

except the killing itself

One might almost believe that the medium had
decided on a quota of one Woolrich story a month,
for, on March 28, 1957, Lux Video Theatre broad-
cast its third and last sixty-minute live version of a
movie taken from one of the author’s works. The
1946 Black Angel had been a superb film noir starring
June Vincent, Dan Duryea, Broderick Crawford,
and Peter Lorre in an adaptation which was at once
far removed from the letterand quite faithful to the
spirit of Woolrich's grotesquely powerful 1943 novel
of the same name. That movie was the basis of the
lives Lux version, which nawrally was closer to the
film than to the book. A married man is convicted of
the murder of his mistressand sentenced to die, and
the man’s wife joins with the dead woman’s love-
flayed husband to prove that the wrong person was
found guilly, but with the inevitability of tragedy the
searchers find themselves falling in love with each
other. Marilyn Erskine and John Ireland played the
leads, and the episode was hosted by Gordon
MacRae.

April followed the patiern by bringing forth its
own Woolrich TV night, as had the previous months
of the year. The April 14 offering of CBS's General
Electric Theater was “Cab Driver,” adapted by John
L. Greene from Woolrich's Runyonesque 1937 tale

with a man coming home early from work and
walking in on his wife and her boyfriend plotting to
kill him for his insurance. In the Woolrich version,
the husband and the lover have a fight, the lover is
killed, and the wife persuades the husband to go into
hiding while she passes off the lover's body as the
husband’s and collects the insurance for the two of
them. It's not clear how much of this scheme is used
in the telefilm. The undistinguished cast was headed
by Howard McNear, Eve McVeagh, and Scoty
| = o)

For those who love the haunted Woolrich world,
the night to have been sitting in front of the small
screen was Seplember 30, 1957, when the sixty-
minute dramatic series Suspicion, which alternated
between live and filmed productions, broadcast the
most perfect Woolrich-based film ever made. s ttle
was “Four O'Clock,” and its source was the already
thrice-televised 1938 classic “ Three O'Clock,” which
for my money is the most powerful story Woolrich
ever wrote. The script was by Francis Cockrell, a
veteran of Alfied Hitchcock Presents, and the
director of the film was Hitchcock himself. What he
brought to the small screen was an absolute mas-
terwork, pure Hitchcock and pure Woolrich at one
and the same time and the most unremittingly
suspenseful picture of his career. Why he retitled it




“Four O'Clock” no one knows. In 1954, when he'd
directed Rear Window, Hitchcock had radically
expanded the Woolrich source story and altered its
tone from noir to multichromatic 5o as 10 suit his
own needs, but Woolrich’s“Three O'Clock,” with its
unbearable account of the lasthours of a man who
knows the exact moment when he will die a horrible
death, perfectly captured Hitchcock's own existential
terrorbeforethe ultimatespecter, andthe changeshe
made were minimal. E. G. Marshall was agonizingly
magnificent as Stapp, with Nancy Kelly and Richard
Long in the principal supporting roles. If ever a TV
filmdeserved tobe revived as a theatrical feature, this
it

Woolrich’s mother died in 1957 after a long iliness,
and I suspectit’s because she was no longerwith him
thathis financial records from 1958 on are so much
moredetailed thanthose of prior years. His earnings
from television during that first year he was totally
alone added up o0 $3,525, a figure which can be
subcategorized to the last penny. From Revue
Productions he was paid $1,250 for TV film rights to

man his kid sister has just married is a pathological
wife-killer and shadows the young couple on their
Atlantic City honeymoon. The televersion changed
Doakes's name to Rich Adams and converted his
sister into his girlfriend, who natwrally enough
believes that the detective’s suspicions are rooted in
nothing but jealousy. Starring as Adams was Ralph
Meeker, who had also played a Woolrich protagon-
ist in the Lux Video Theatre version of The Guilty.
Phyllis Avery played the woman, and her new
husband was Hugh Marlowe, best known for his
starring role in radio’s and later TV's Ellery Queen
series. Marlowe’s suave personality added a new
dimension to the character of the bridegroom, whom
Woolrich had portrayed as a brutal lout.

On May 18, 1958, Alfred Hitchcock Presents
broadeast its thirty-minute film of “Post Mortem.”
Arthur Hiller, who later became a top-rank movie-
maker perhaps best known for Love Story (1971),
directed from a script by Robert C. Dennis. Like
Woolrich's 1940 tale of the same name, the TV
version is about a woman, recently married for the

which alternated between live and filmed
productions, broadcast the most perfect
Woolrich-based film ever made

his 1940 story “Post Mortem.” Another company
gave him $100 for an option it never exercised on his
1936 gem “Johnny on the Spot.” For TV film rights
to his bizarre 1937 story “Don’t Bet on Death,” which
had been reprinted in the March 1958 EQMM as
“Don't Bet on Murder,” Woolrich received an even
51,000, although I can find no indication of any
telefilm with this tale as its source. As residual
coyalties from the 1955 TV film “Debt of Honor,” he
was sent a check for $50. His last and largest chunk
of television money that year came from the CBS
series Pursuit, whichpaid him $1,125 for the right to
broadcast a sixty-minute live drama based on the
bitter 1942 tale “Three Kills for One,” which had
earlier beenturned into an installment of The Mask.
Unfortunately, this ambitious Climax!-like series was
a ratings failure and left the air before its episode
taken from Woolrich could be shown.

Only two Woolrich-based telefilms have been
foundthat were first broadcast in 1958. The first,
which must have been contracted for the previous
year, was “Bluebeard’s Seventh Wife,” broadcast on
CBS's long-lived Fridayevening Schlitz Playhouse of
Stars for March 21. In Woolrich's 1936 story, the
leadtale in the 1952 paperbackcollection of the same
name, published as by William Irish, homicide
detective Rich Doakes becomes suspicious that the
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secondtime, who suddenlyrealizes that her late first
husband was the holder of a winning sweepstakes
ticket—which apparently was in the pocket of the
suit in which he was buried. The woman was played
by Joanna Moore, with Steve Forrest as her second
husband and James Gregory, best known to today's
telefreaks as Inspector Luger in the sitcom Barney
Miller, playing the cop who inevitably gets involved
in the birarre happenings.

Woolrich's 1959 TV carnings were a mere $1,700,
of which $1,500 was paid by the British company
Towers of London for TV rights to the author's
superb 1939 novelet “You'lNever See Me Again.” In
thestory, a young architect whosewifevanishes after
a quarrel is accused of having murdered her and
desperately tries to prove she’s still alive. In their
pioneering book on TV film directors, The American
Vein (1979), Christopher Wicking and Tise Vahimagi
report that the film made by Towers of London was
broadcast over British television on the ABC Arm-
chair Summer Theatre series and that it was directed
by Ted Post, who had carlier helmed “The Blue
Ribbon” for Ford Theater. Nothing else is known of
this 1959 production. The remaining 5200 of Wool-
rich’s income that year from television consisted of
$50 in further “Debt of Honor” residuals and $75
apiece for Japanese TV rights to “The Earring” and



“Double Feature.”

As far as television revenue went, 1960 was
virtually a one-shot year for Woolrich. NBC paid
him $1,250 for the right to present a sixty-minute
dramabased on his 1936 suspensethriller “The Night
Reveals,” about an insurance investigator who slowly
comes to believe that his wife is a compulsive
pyromaniac. The TV adaptation by David Davidson,
retitled “Fire by Night,” was broadcast July 22, 1960
as an episode of NBC's live summer replacement
series Moment of Fear. Mark Richman and Fay
Spain starred as Harry and Marie Jordan, with
Phyllis Hill and FrankOverton in backup roles. The
only other money Woolrich made from the small
screen thatyearwas $93.75 for Japanese TVrights to
his 1945 story “Dipped in Blood” (included as
“Fountain Pen” in his 1948 collection Dead Man
Blues).

Hefared muchbetterthe following year, thanksto

published as * The Corpse and the Kid” but is best
known as “Boy with Body,” the title under which
Woolrich included it in his 1950 collection Somebody
on the Phone, published as by William Irish.
Daugherty’s inspired direction, combined with a
spine-tingling score by Jerry Goldsmith, turncd “Late
Date” into one of the finest examples of made-for- TV
Silm noir. The storyline followed Woolrich quite
closely: a young man finds that his beloved fatherhas
murdered his slut stepmother and desperately tries to
conceal thecrime by carrying the woman’s body out
of the scaside townwhere thefamily lives and over to
the roadhouse rendezvous where her cutrent lover is
waiting for her. The account of the boy's journey
with the body wrapped in a rug was the first of
Woolrich’s  classic ~set-pieces of pure nail-biting
suspense, and the telefilm does it full justice. Even
with a less than stellar cast (Larry Pennell as the son
and Edward C. Platt as the father) and a censorially
demanded I reversal of Woolrich's ironic

thesuccess of a weekly Im
Thriller, hosted by Boris Karloff, which had debuted
on NBC in the fall of 1960. Many Thriller episodes

ending, “Late Date” is one of the three best Woolrich-
based films ever made for television.

Daugherty’s inspired direction, combined

werebased on novels or short stories by well-known
American mystery writers such as Charlotie Arm-
strong, Fredric Brown, Philip MacDonald, Margaret
Millar, and Lionel White. During 1961, the produc-
tion company making the series paid Woolrich
$4,600 for TV film rights to three of his most
renowned stories. The Thriller trio turned out to be
the only Woolrich-based telefilms broadcast in 1961,
buttheirqualitymorethan compensated for the lack
of quantity. The first of the three to goon the air was
“Papa Benjamin,” broadcast March 21, 1961 and
based on Woolrich’s 1935 story (originally entitled
“Dark Melody of Madness”) about a jazz composer-
bandleader who is put under a curse when he learns
100 much about a voodoo cult, Ted Post directed his
third Woolrich-derived telefilm in his
style, efficient and workmanlike but unmemorable,
and John KneubuhP’s script moved the setting from
New Orleans to the Caribbean but kept reasonably
faithful to its source. John Ireland starred as doomed
musician Eddie Wilson, with Jeanne Bal as his wife
Judy and Jester Hairston as the witch doctor Papa
Benjamin

Two weeks later, on April 4, Thriller presented
“Late Date,” directed by TV veteran Herschel
Daugherty from an adaptation by Donald S. Sanford
of another 1935 story. The source story was first
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with a spine-tingling

score by Jerry Goldsmith,

The third and final Thrifler taken from Woolrich
was even better. As the second presentation of
its second and last season, the series chose “Guillo-
tine,” based on * Men Must Die” (1939), which had
been collected in Dead Man Bluesin 1948 under what
becameits TV title. Like* Three O'Clock,” the tale is
a masterpiece of existential suspense rooted in the
situation of knowing that one is about to suffer
gruesome death. The setting is France in the late
nineteenth century, and Robert Lamont approaches
the moment when he is to be guillotined. Meanwhile,
outside the prison, his girlfriend desperately tries to
poison the headsman on his way to the scaffold, in
hope of invoking the old French tradition (which
Woolrich apparently invented) that, if the execu-
tioner dies just before a beheading, the victim is
spared. | was cighteen when this film was shown,
and, even though I had read Woolrich's story more
thanoncebefore that night andknew exactly whatto
expect, the picture left me gasping with terror. Ida
Lupino, who enriched film noir both as an actress
and behindthe cameras, directed from a teleplay by
science fiction-fantasy-horror specialist Charles
Beaumont. Alejandro Rey starred as Lamont, with
Daniellede Metz as Babette and Robert Middleton in
an unforgettably grotesque performance as M. de
Paris, the head-slicer




The rest of Woolrich's 1961 television income came
from abroad. A French company paid $342.31 for
therightsto“Eyes That WatchYou,” whichhad been
the basis of Four Star Playhouse’s 1956 film “The
Listener, " and a Japanese organization gave him
$240for : “Collared,”

for the right to broadeast Spanish adaptations of 26
of his tales. Except forthis bulk deal, he nevermade
more than a few hundred dollars out of TV from
1963 untilhis death.

Wheelchair-bound for several months after the

“Fountain Pen,” “Boy with Body,” and “After-
Dinner Story.

In 1962, one of the leanest years of Woolrich’s life
as far as TV went, he earned from the medium a
grand total of $270, consisting of $150 in further
residual royalties on “Debt of Honor” and $120 for
Japanese TV rights to “After-Dinner Story” and
“Humming Bird Comes Home.” The only new
Woolrich-bas ed film on American television that year
was a sixty-minute version of his 1941 novcl rhe
Black Curtain, broadcast November 15,

CBS's Alfred Hitchcock Hour. Since Woolnchs
financial records show no payment for this film, it
seems  tha cock’s production company
obtained its rights by purchasing the remake option
of Paramount Pictures’ original contract with

f a leg, Woolrich died of a stroke on
September 25, 1968, at age 65. The next telefilm
based on his material was broadcast—at least in some
parts of the country—about a week later. The
episode was not listed in TV Guide nor mentioned in
Gianakos's three-volume chronicle of television
drama, but on October 3, at least in Oklahoma where
1 was living at the time, ABC’s short-lived series of
sixty-minute Britis h-made suspense and horror films,
Journey to the Unknown, presented “Jane Brown's
Body,” nominally based on Woolrich’s 1939 novelet.
Although overlong and pulpy in spots, Woolrich's
story generated fearsome power as his protagonist
struggleswildly to save his beloved from a gruesome
and inevitable death. It's understandable that some
of the grotesqueaspects of the story would be toned
down for the small screen, but the film I saw that

turned ‘‘Late Date” into one of the

finest examples of
made-for-TV film noir.

Woolrich, under which Paramount hadfilmed Streer
of Chance (1942), the theatrical ilm with Burgess
Meredith and Claire Trevor, which was based on the
novel. The 1962 televersion was directed by Sydney
Pollack, currently a superstar filmmaker with mega-
hits such as 7ootsieto his credit, and its script was by
Joel Murcott, Richard Basehart starred as
Townsend, whose nightmare begins when he recovers
from a secondblow on the headand learns that he’s
been suffering from amnesia and leading another life
for thepast few years. His adventures in this vers ion
had almost nothing in common with The Black
Curtain nor with the earlier movie and radio
adaptations, which had actually improved upon
Woolrich’s novel. Lola Albright played Ruth, and
the key supporting roles of a corrupt private eye, a
friendly cabbie, and a juvenile hood (none of the
three resembling any character in Woolrich) went
respectively to Lee Philips, Harold J. Stone, and
James. Faremmo

was the last Woolrich-based TV drama
broadeast i the U.S, duringthe author'slifetime. All
the money he received from the medium in those sad
years when he was dying by inches came from
abroad. Japan continued to buy rights to a couple of
his stories each year, and in 1963 he was paid
$1,348.65 by a company called Television Espaniola

night in Lawton, Oklahoma had nothing to do with
Woolrich at all. Indeed, nothing in Woolrich’s
financial records indicates any payment for rights to
the story (although it’s quite possible he stopped
keeping accounts in those last wheelchair-ridden
months of his life). Journey (o the Unknown was
produced by Hitchcock’s long-time associate Joan
Harris on, and it may well have been her ideato move
the setting of “Jane Brown’s Body” to mod London
in the Swinging Sixties and to turn the story into a
weak-tea imitation of Hitchcock's 1964 film Marnie
Alan Gibson directed from a script by Anthony
Skene. At the top of the cast were those fine actresses
Julie Harris and Stefanie Powers, supported by Alan
MacNaughton, Sarah Laws on, and David Burke. |
suppose i’s just as well that Woolrich wasn't alive to
seethis disaster.

1t took four and a half years before the next
Woolrich-based film made it to prime time. You'll
Never See Me Again, broadcast on ABC as a ninety-
minute TV movie the evening of February 28, 1973,
was the result of an Americanproduction company’s
picking up the remake option on that Woolrich
novelet from the Towers of London contract nego-
tiated in 1959. Jeannot Szwarc, one of the most
reliable of telefilm makers, directed from a script by
William Wood and Gerald DiPego. The picture




updated, but in most essentials stayed close to,
Woolrich's tale of a man’s desperate search for the
missing wifehe’s accused of having murdered. David
Hartman starred as Ned Bliss, with Jess Walton as
Vickie, the vanished woman, and Jane Wyatt and
Ralph Meeker as her mother and stepfather. It was a
solid, professional job, not on the level of the three
great Woolrich-based telefilms but eminently
watchable.

Most recently, thanks to the sale of Thriller's
remake option on the story to another company, a
new telefilm version of “Guillotine” was broadcast
January 8, 1982 as an episode of Darkroom, a short-
lived ABC series hosted by James Coburn which tried
and failed dismally to be a carbon copy of Rod
Serling’s Night Gallery of ten years earlier. Rick
Rosenthal directed a teleplay by Peter Allan Fields
which stayed reasonably close to Woolrich's magni-
ficent 1939 story except for adding some sexual
titillation and making the man sentenced to death
more louse than Everyman. Michael Constantine
played M. de Paris, the exccutioner, with Patti
'Arbanville as Babette and France Benard as Pierre,
I'homme condamné. | happened to be out of town
the night this episode was broadcast and have not
caught up toit yet, but no one | know who has seen it
rates it very highly

IUs been more than two years since the last
American TV adaptation of a Woolrich novel or
story,but more projects arein the pipeline. Ballantine
Books' reprinting of all the author’s major novels has
stimulated considerable media interest, especially in
view of cable television's hunger for new material. A
remake of Rear Window is scheduled for broadcast
on HBO, and other Woolrich-based films are likely
1o follow. If the mid-1980s witness a new Woolrich
boom on the small screen, let’s hope quantity is
matched by quality.

CORNELL WOOLRICH AS AD APTED FOR U.S. TELEVISION:
CHRONOLOGY AND CREDITS

“Revenge.” Suspense, CBS, March 1, 1949. Based on Te
Black P hajl-ear(l‘)M] Live, 20 minutes. With Eddie
Albert,Mar,

argo.
“Three O'Clock.” The Actor's Studio, ABC, March 31,
Based on “Three O'Clock” (1938). Live, 30

Based on “Change of Murder” (1936). Live, 30 minutes.
With Bernard Nedell, Charles Jordan, Alfred Hopson.

“1 Won't Take a Minute.” Nuash Airfiye Theater, CBS,
November 9, 1950. Based on “Finger of Doom” (1940).
Live, 30 minutes. With Dane Clark. Host: William.

Gaxton.

“Three O'Clock.” Robert Montgomery Presenis, NBC,
June 18, 1951. Based on “ThreeO"Clock” (1938). Live,
6 minutes. With Vaughn Taylor, Olive D:ermg, Robert
Montgomery Montgomery.

“Through a Dead Man's Eye." Asignmen! Manhu,
NBC, July 21, 1951. Based on “Through a Dead Man's
Eye"(1939). Live, 30 minutes.

“I Wouldn't Be in Your Shoes” Robert Monigomery
Presents, NBC, October 22, 1951. Based on “I Wouldn't
Be in Your Shoes™ (193§). Live, 60 minutes. With
Vzuglm Taylor, Katherine Squire. Host: Robert Mont-

“Lulh\hy " Reuton Mirror Theaire, CBS, October 3, 1953,
on “Humming Bird Comes Home" (1937). Film,
30 mmule& With Agnes Moorehead, Tom Drake, Betty

“Wat or Me Downsairs” Pepsi-Cola Playhouse, ABC,
October 9, 1953. Based on “Finger of Doom” (1940).
Film, 30 minutes. With John Hudson, Allene Roberts.

“Summer Dance.” Revion Mirror Theatre:, CBS, November
21, 1953. Based on “Death Between Dances” (1947).

Im, 30 minutes. With Jane Greer, Barbara Bates

“The Loophole.” T#e Mask, ABC, February 7, 954, Based
on “Three Kills for One” (1942). Live, 60 minutes
Starring Gary Merrill and Wi e as series
characters Walter andPeter Guilfoyle. With BrianKeith
(Blake), Russell Hardy (Lt. Hardy), Audrey Chrisiie
(Rheza), Betty Garde (Mrs. Novak)

“The Chase.” Lux Video Theaire, NBC, December 30,
1954. Based on the movie The Chase (1946), Which in
uuea el licen hased on The Skack P th of e 1942

e, 60 minutes. With Pat O'Brien (Eddie), Ruth
anan (Lornay, James Aness (Chuck). Host. James
Mason.
“Debt of Honor.” Siage 7, CBS, February 20. 155, Based
“1.0.U.—One Life” (1938). Film, 30 minutes. With
Edmond O'Brien (Clinton Surges), Charles Bronson
(Murray Forman), Wendy Winkleman (Barbara
Sturgess), Laura Elliot (Martha Sturgess), Steve
Pendleton(Hyland).

“Husband.” Ford Theatre, NBC, October 13, 1955. Based
on “Husband” (1949). Film, 30 minutes. With
Sullivan (Blaine Chandler), Mala Powers (Alma
Alexander), Jonathan Hale (Dr. Slanlzy], Ralph Dumke
o5 (B Hanley(Dr. Barllet(

“The Ribbon.” Ford Theatre, November 10,
1555 st o “The Blue Ribbon” (19:49). Directed by
Ted Post from a teleplay by Richard Collins. Fim, m
minues. With Scott Brady (O'Reilly),

(Carp), Marjorie Rambeau (Mrs. O'Reilly), Smnley

minutes. With Steven Hill, i

“sllem as the Grave.” Silver Theater, CBS, November 21,

9. Based on “Silent as the Grave” (1945). Live, 30

s wim Marsha Hunt, George Reeves. Host:
ConradNagel.

“Three O'Clock.” Mystery Playhouse, ABC, December 1,
1949, Based on “Three O'Clock” (1938). Live, 30
minutes. Host:Boris Karloff

“The Night Reveals.” Mystery Playhouse, ABC, December
15, 1949. Based on “The Night Reveals” (1936). Live, 30
minutes. Host:Boris Karloff

“Change of Murder.” Video Theatre, NBC, May 21, 1950
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“Once Upon a Nightmare.” Fireside Theater, NBC,
January 3 |955 Bascd on “Murder at Mother's Knec"
(1941). 30 e With Jane Wyman (Emily

Dz id Kasday (Johnnie Gaines), Arthur Space
(Paul Kendalh, Vivi Janiss (Agnes Masor), Enile Meyer
(EdMason

“The Big Switch.” Alfred Hitchcock Presents, CBS,
January 8, 1956. Based on “Change of Murder” (1936)
l)lre:led by Don Weis from a teleplay by Richard Carr.

im, 30 minutes. With George Mathews (Sam), George
E. Sione (Barmes), Joseph Downing (AD, ). Edwards




(Ed), Beverly Michaels (Goldie), Mark Dana (Morgan)
Host: Alfred Hitchcock.

“The Listener.” Four Star Playhouse, CBS, February 2,
956. Based on “The Case of the Talking Eyes” (1939)
Teleplay by Frank L. Moss. Film, 30 minutes. With da

Lupino (Vera Miller), Ralph Moody (Jarvis Miler),
Walter Goy (Veme Mler). Richard Lupino (Jimmy),

PaulBryaru! Casement).

“Sit_Down with Death. ax! CBS, April 26,1956
Based onAfterDinner Story” (1938). Teeplay by James
P. Cavanagh. Live and in color, 60minutes. With Ralph
Bellamy (Philip Hardecker Sr.), William Talman (Joe
MacKenzie), John Williams (Harold Johnson), Vicki
Cummings ~(Liza y), Constance Ford (Ellen
MacKenzie). Host: William Lundigan.

“Momentum.” Alfied Hiclcoc Presents. CBS, June 24,

1956. Based on “Murder Always Gathers M omentum”

(1940). Directed by Robert Stevens frorn a teleplay by
Francis Cockrell. Film, 30 minutes. With Skip Homeier
(Dick Paine), Joanne Woodward (Beth Paine), Ken
Christy (A.T. Burroughs), Henry Hunter (Man from
Finance Company), Mike Ragan (Cab Driver), Billy
Newell (Charlie), Frank Kreig (Janitor). Host: Alfred
Hitchcock

“The Guilty.” Lux Video Theatre, NBC, October 11, 1956
Based on the movie TheGuilty (1947), which in turn had
been based on “He Looked Like Murder” (1941). Live
and in color, 60 minutes. With Ralph Meeker. Host:
Gordon MacRae

“Rendezvous in Black.” Playhouse 90, CBS, October 25,
1956. Based on Rendezvous in Black (1948). Live, %0
minutes. With Franchot Tone (Hugh Strickland),
Laraine Day (Florence Strickland), BorisKarloff (Ward

Drake (Johnny Mark), Viveca Lindfors

ine), Elizabeth Patterson (Mrs. Middleton). Host:

(Mari
Frank Lovejoy.

“The Earring.” General Electric Theater, CBS, January 13,
1957. Based on “The Decth Stone” (1943). Film, 30
minutes. With Greer Garson (Lydia Shaw), Eduard
Franz (David Shaw), Philip Reed (Phil), Norman Lioyd
(Johnny), Barney Phillips (Lt. Weil), Ruth Lee (Jane),
Clark Howat (Milkman), Frank WOoIff (Cab Driver),
Host: Ronald Reagan.

*You Take Belies/Heln: Studioy§ Leyeuticatsd nm
New York broadcast February 10, 1957. Bas
Take Ballsics” (1938). Film, 30 mimutes. With Juszph

Wiseman, Lee M arvin.

“Black Angel.” Lux Video Theatre, NBC, March 28, 1957.
Based on the movie Black Angel (1946), which in turn
had been based on TheBlack Angel (1943
color, 60 minutes. With John Ireland, M
Host: Gordon M acRae.

“Cab_Driver.” General Eleciric Theater, CBS April

14,
1957 Based on “Cab, Mister?" (1937). Teleplay by John

reene. Film, 30 minutes.
(Vlrgmm Odell), Keenan Wynn (Sgt
Shearer (Timmy), Joseph Downing (Lieutenant), Harry
Bartell (Sheridan), Joyce Jameson (Blonde). Host:
Ronald Reagan.

“The Night | Died.” George Sanders Mystery Theare,
NBC, August 31, 1957. Based on “The Night I Died"
(1936). Film, 30 minutes. With Howard M ear (Ben),
Eve McVeagh (Thelma), Scotty Beckett (Darrell), Paul
Gary (Nick), Benny Rubin (Morris), Ted Jacques (Police
Chief). Host:GeorgeSanders

“Four O'Clock.” Suspicion NBC, September 30, 1957
Based on “Three O'Clock” (1938). Directed by Alfred
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itchcock from a teleplay by Francis Cockrell. F|Im,
60 minutes. With Nancy Kelly (Fran Steppe) Meto.
Marshall (Paul Steppe), Richard Long (Dave), Tom

Pitman (lo0) Dean Stanton (B, Charles Secl uvme
Customer), Vernon Rich (Doctor), David Armstrong
(Policeman), Juney Ellis (Mother), Jesslyn Fax (Wife),
BrianCorcoran (Boy).Host Fatian

“Bluebeard's Seventh Wie. 2 Playhouse of Stars.

CBS, March 21, 1958. Based on “Blubeards Seventh
Wife" (1936). Film, 30 mi Ralph M ecker
(Rich Adams), Phyllis Amy Bty Mal.htws]. Hugh
Marlowe (Frank), Jackie Loughery(Flo)

“Post M ortem.” Alfred Hitchcock Presents, (CBS, May 18,
1958. Based on “Post Mortem” (1940). Directed by
Arthur Hiller from a teleplay by Robert C. Dennis. Film,
30 minutes. With Joanna Moore (Judy Archer), Steve
Forrest (Stephen Archer), James Gregory (Westcott)
Host: Alfred Hitchcock

“Fire by Night.” Moment of Fear, NBC, July 22, 1960
Based on “TheNight Reveals” (1936). Teleplay by David
Davidson. Live and in color, 60 minutes. With Mark
Richman (Harry Jordan), Fay Spain (Marie Jordan),
Phyllis Hill (Ruth M inton), Frank Overton (Psychiatrist)

“Papa Benjamin.” Thriller, NBC, March 21, 1961. Based
on “Dark Melody of Madness” (1935). Dirccted by Ted
Post from a teleplay by John Kneubuhl. Fim, 60
minutes. With John Ireland (EddieWilson), JeanneBal
(Judy), Jester Hairston (Papa Benjamin). Host: Boris

off.

i irileaNBC aprii 156 M amllon SThe

Corpse and the Kid” (1935). Directed by Herschel

Daugherty from a teleplay by Donald S. Sanford. Film,

Ominutes. With Larry Pennell(Larry Weeks, Edward

C. Plau (Jim Weeks), Jody Fair (Helen), Chris Seitz

. (Gordon), HostBoris Karlo

otine.” Thriller, NBC, September 25, 1961. Based on

e Vet D" (1939). Directed by Ida Lupino from a

teleplay by Charles Beaumont. 60 minutes. With
Alejandro Rey (Robert Lamony), Danielle de Metz
(Babette Lamany), Robert Middieton (M. de Paris).
Host: Boris Karloff.

“The Black Curtain.” The Alfred Hitchcock Hour, CBS,
November 15, 1962. Based on T heBlack Curtain (1941)
Directed by Sydney Pollack from a teleplay by Joel
Murcout. Film, 60 minutes. With Richard Basehart (Phil
Townsend), Lola Albright (Ruth), Lee Phillips (Frank
Carlin), Harold J. Stone (Taxi Driver), James Farentino
(Bernie). e Alfred Hichcock

“Jane Brown's Body." Journey 10 the Unknown, ABC,
October 3, 1968 (at iecsTiesoa parts of the United
States). Based on “Jane Brown's Body” (1939). Dirccted
by Alan Gibson from a teleplay by Anthony Skene.
Film, 60 minutes. With Julie Harris, Stefanie Powers,
Alan MacNaughton, SarahLawson,DavidBurke

in. ABC, February 28, 1973
Based on “You'll Never See Me Again” (1939). Directed
by Jeannot Szwarc from a teleplay by William Wood and
Gerald DiPego. Film, 90 minutes, color. With David
Hartman (Ned Bliss), Jane Wyatt (Mary Alden), Ralph
M eeker (Will Alden), Jess Walton (Vickie Bliss), Joseph
Campanella (Lt. John Stillman), Colby Chester (Bob
Sellini), Bo Svenson(Sam).

“Guillotine.” Darkroom, ABC, January 8, 1982. Based on
“Men Must Die” (1939). Directed by Rick Rosenthal
from a teleplay by Peter Allan Fields. Film, about 45
minutes, color. With Michael Constantine (M. de Paris),
Patti & Arbanville (Babcuc). France Bemard (Piere)
Host:JamesCobur




ROGONFLICT

The mystery novel, it has been said, is a main-
stream novel turned backward. Stripped to bare
bones, the mainstream novel has a protagonist in
conflict with an antagonist. This conflict builds to a
confrontation in which, usually, the vonflict is
resolved. The protagonist overcomes the antagonist
and is, himself, changedthereby.

Regardless of where the author opens his story, the
mystery novel really begins with the murder of the
antagonist by the protagonist, who, by that act, has
resolved his conflict and gained his immediate goal
Completingthe pattern, by that act the protagonist is
changed; he has becomea murderer.

imultaneously there is a structural change: the
protagonistbecomes an antagonist, and a new
character, the detective, takes over the role of
protagonist

It is the function of the detective to relate the
mainstream novel which came before: the story of
the first conflict, the conflictwhich led to the murder.
Thedetective puts togethier the scatiered pieces of the
puzzle,separates the relevant from the irrelevant, the
trustworthy from the misleading, the true from the
false. He slowly traces backward the path leading to
the murder, following the clues of personality,
circumstance, and physical evidence. He listens with
the ear of a psychiatrist and the talents of a gypsy
fortune-teller to the fragments of the story told him
by interested parties and by disinterested, but
possibly mistaken, wilnesses. The detective hears
different versions of the story from the suspects,
statements which soundplausiblebut areclearlyself-
serving and not necessarily complete or accurate.

Analyzing everything he has learned, for a lic may
be as revealing as a truth, the new protagonist, the
detective, must nowsynthesize themainstream novel,
the events leading to the final confromtation, to the
resolution of the first conflict. He must go back in




time, following twisted, andeven dead-ended, paths,
until he comes to the crossroads, the crux, wherethe
murderer, and the victim, t00, chose the way which
led inexorably to the murder. He must go back to the
moment when, as in the Greek drama, the tragedy
becameinevitable, foreordained.

‘The detectivethen retraces thepath he has found,
this time forward, this time accurately and rapidly,
putting everything in proper order. Following the
thread that leads out of the forest, he reveals the
story of the first conflict in the climax of the mystery
the dénouement, the final confrontation in
which he destroys the murderer. This confrontation,
this resolution of the second conflict, the conflict
between the detective/protagonist and the murderer/
antagonist, isthemark of themystery.

1f you go into any mystery bookshop, you will find
whodunits, police procedurals, private eyes, hard-
boileds, gothics, amateur detectives, juveniles,
romances, historicals, horrors, and on and on and
on. In fact, if you accept the premise of a mystery
being a mainstream novel told backwards, there are

here are

BY HERBERT RESNICOW

considered the foundation of the mystery story. If
the second conflict, the mark of the mystery, is the
search for the first conflict, for who did what and
howand why, thenthe puzzle/solution form isat the
coreofthe wholegenre.

It is clear that, in addition to the joys a good
mystery offers, the whodunit provides yet another
source of pleasure. This is the trial of intellect, the
struggle between the detective and the murderer.
There is, at the same tirne, the combal between the
reader andthe murderer (which isalso a race between
the detective and the reader). Ultimately, the who-
dunit is a contest between the reader and the author,
with strict rules and ancient conventions. This
contest is the third conflict: the mark of the
whodunit.

The third conflict provides an additional dimen-
sion of complexity to a mystery. It brings the reader
directly into the story and offers him the thrill of a
challenge accepted and a battle won. And when the
readersolvesthe puzzle, the how andthe why and the
who, there is a glow of accomplishment, a sense of

stories, for whichthemysteryfan givesthanks.

Some mystery novels may start at the moment of
the murder, some may begin years before or years
after the murder. In others, the first-conflict murder
may occur near the end of the story, and, in still
others, thefirst conflict may be barelyevident or even
absent, existingonly implicitly. But in the sub-genre
of the whodunit, the puzzle mystery, the pattern
describedabove isadheredto rather closely. And it is
the classic whodunit, surely the purest of the genre,
which is the favorite of most readers, myself
included. Certainly the whodunit is the oldest form
of the modern mystery story, regardless of whether
Poe or Doyle is considered the father of it all. And
since the whodunit can be combined with any of the
classifications of mysteries, the whodunit can be

rightness, a I
of structure,
tensions.

But, most importantly, the third conflict involves
the reader; it ishis conflict, hisbattle, his victory. In
fact, excluding only hardcore pornography, there is
no literary genre which involves the reader more
directly, more deeply, and more intimately than the
whodunit.

1tis this third conflict which makes the whodunit
the preferred source of indoor pleasure for the
aficionado. To silence scoffers and doubters it is
required only to quote this soon-to-be famous verse:

of a
and, afterward, the relaxation of

Breathes there thebuff withsoul so dead
Who neverto his spousehathsaid,
“Justeightmore pages,darling,
Andthen 1l cometo bed™



‘And [ could tell it was a very personal film for him
even while he was making it. " — James Stewart

VERTIGO

AFTER SUCH KNOWLEDGE, WHAT FORGIVENESS?

By Louis Phillips

Vertigo *is @ complicated psychological plot with
puzzling twists and turns that are never quite
expluined. Hitchcock refers 1o these often illogical
moments as ‘Icebox Talk Scenes,” meaning that they
will be discussed and disse-cted by the audience while
they are scouting the icebox for leftovers afiter the
movie s over.

— Michael Haley, The Alfred Hitchcock Album

Vertigo. Vertigo. From vertere, to turn. The film
turns andtwists like the windingstaircasethat James
Stewart twice climbs. The camera too (form follow-
ing content) turns and twists, pulling back and
zooming at the same time, producing vertigo in the
beholder—i.c., that disordered state in which the
individual or his surroundings seem to whirldizzily.

Even in love, with James Stewart as the detective
and Kim Novak, theblondewith themysteriouspast,
locked in long and passionate kiss, the elfect is
dizzying,

Loveitself produces thebest form of vertigo.

Loveis the vertigowedesire.

Knowledge of good and evil is the vertigo we wish
10 avoid. The detective doesn't even desire to solve
the case; the guilty party does not really wish to
escape.  Desire/avoidance. Avoidance/desire.
Vertigo is avoidance/desire dramaticed to the Nth
degree.

We, the audience, also avoid and desire. Don't we
want the man and woman to fall in love (0 fall, yes),
but don't we also desire the detective to discover the
truthwhichwill effectively destroy his ability to love?

Aftersuch knowledge, what forgivene.s?

have long noted (as have Hitchcock’s own
v 1 and audience) that Verfigo dramatizes
own need to create the mysterious
blonde woman. John Russell Taylor wrote> that it is
difficult not 10 notice a strangeand hardlycoinciden-
tal similarity between what James Stewart does to
Kim Novak and what Hitch has done over and over
again to his leading ladies,”" and, a few years after
Vertigo was released, another of Hitchcock’s blonde
actresses, Tippi Hedren, remarked: “I had always
heard that his idea was 10 take a woman—usually a
blonde—and breakher apart, to see her shyness and
reserve break down, but | thought this was only in
theplots of his films.”

But, of course, it wasn’t just in his lilms. It was in
the dark night of Hitchcock’s soul. To satisl’y his
need, no matter how complex or perverse that need
might be, he would create the Woman. Filims und
Filming (July 1959) quoted Hitchcock on this theme:

The conventional big-bosomed blonde is not mysterious
Andwhat could be moreobvious than the old black-velvet
and-pearls type? The perfect blonde, subtle, and Nordic,
like EvaMarie Saint. How lo achieve this mystery? By what
shesays, even if she says itin circumspectways. By theway
shedresses. Andmost especially by her actions.*

Subtle. And Nordic. But also erotic. In Vertigo,
Midge—the detective’s ex-fiancée and now good
friend—is practical, but not erotic. She designs the
perfect brassiere. Madeleine (Judy) wears no bras-
siere—a fact that is subtly emphasized by the shot in
thedetective’sapartment in whichwe se¢ Madeleine’s
clothes hung out to dry. No brassiere. Adolescent,
you say, to mention it? Quite right. But notice the
delight that Truffaut and Hitchcock take in dis-







cussingthatfact:

TrurAuT: When you see Judy walking on the street, the

‘That quality is a«.cmumled ['suppose, by the fact that
she wearsno bra:
HiTcucock: Thzl 1, she doesn’t wear a bras

iere. As
amatter of fact, e Spamcnlarly proud of that! +

To whom are they referring? The actress? Or the
character in the film? But in terms of the structure of
Vertigo, Hitchcock has had his naughty joke. Why
spend time discussing the perfect brassiere at the
beginning of the flm if the material can’t be used
somewhatlater? Or, in thiscase, notused.

“Suspense is like a woman. The more left to the
imagination, the more the excitement. Audiences are
more enjoyably scared when they think about rather
thanseemayhem.”

—Alfred Hitchcock

Al the beginning of Veertigo, James Stewart is left
hanging from the roof of a building; in the next
scene, we see that Stewart has been saved, but we
don't know how. In other words, we are now left
hanging. We are left hanging throughout most of the
film’s improbabilities, but there is one point at which
we are not left hanging: Hitchcock lets us know that
Madeleine and Judyare indeed thesame person, and
that Madeleine was part of a murder plot. It was not
Madeleine who plummeted from the bell tower. Oh,
no. It was the wife of the man who had hired the
detective. More than once, Hitchcock has been
criticized for giving away the surprise 100 soon.
Penelope Houston, for example, when she reviewed
thefilm, labeledthe Rashback “curiouslytimed":

Theau:suonofnd:nuly,c:mrzlm(htnovtl isdisposedof
by Hitchcock in a brisk and curiously timed flashback,
Lehving only he secondary probiem of how the hero, &
detective whofirst tracks thegirl,then becomes obsessed by
the memories of her, will react to the discovery of the
truth.

Secondary problem? It is the problem. It is the
curiously timed flashback that gives the movie its
strength, its character. It is the bravest aspect of the
script. Hitchcock is not interested in surprise
endings. Like many a master storyteller before him,
Hitchcock is concerned with involving us not just
with plot but with characteras well. He knew that the
best suspense (from suspendre, to hang up) is
produced by dramatic or tragic irony in which we,
the audience, possess knowledge that the main
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character does not. Who would study Oedipus Rex
closely if we discovered the truth when Oedipus
does? Surprise endings have rarely been the ingredi-
ents of great literature. Vertigo may not be in the
same league as Oedipus Rex, but at least it can with-
stand repeated viewings. Vertigo can withstand re-
peated viewings because it depends not upon logic
(Oedipus also stands in spite of illogic) but upon the
infinite_capacity of the human heart to fiool and to
betrayitself, and yet to yearn forthatwhichis true.

e
Was it mere coincidence that the bestselling non-
fiction book of 1956—The Search for Bridey
Murphy, telling of a hypnotist taking his patient back
into memories of a previous existence— appeared just
a year before Vertigo? I think not. Moviegoers in
1957 who were watching the first half of Vertigo, in
which we are led o believe that a living person
(Madeleine) could identify strongly with a woman
firom a previous existence, must have been reminded
of the publicity surrounding The Search for Bridey
urphy.

Vertigo and Rear Window are often compared
because both films deal with obsession. (Who is the
most dangerous person in society? The obsessed
person. Society was not created for Dionysus.) In
Rear Window, the photographer-turned-detective be-
comes obsessed with an evil that lurks not far from
his own isolated world; in Vertigo, the detective
becomes obsessed with love, with sexual desire, the
yearning to know the woman. Rear Window is the
eye looking out; Vertigo is the eye turned inward. In
his excellent discussion of the film, critic Robin
Wood has written:

One aspect of the theme of Vertigo is given us by Saul
Bass's credit designs. We see a woman's face; the camera
moves in first o lips, then 1o eyes. T!
ing the inscrutabilit

But the ¢yes dat nervously from sid (0 sde: bencath e
maskareimprisoned unknownemotions, fears, desperation.
‘The vertiginous spiralling movement begins in the depths
of the eye, moving outwards as if to involve the spectator:
before the film has begun, wearemade aware that Vierrigo
ofthe ttle is to be more than a literalfearofheights.”

The restless movement of the camera moves us closer
and closer to the eye, until we enter the eye, and the
eyetakes usdown and down and down, spiraling like
the winding staircase at the Spanish mission. We
experience a vertigo of our own before we are intro-
duced to the vertigo of the main character.



“The theme o f the ‘double’ has been very thoroughly
treated by Otto Rank. He has gone into the connec-
tions the ‘double’ has with reflections in mirrors, with
shadows, guardian spirits, with the belief in the soul
and the fear of death; but he also lets in a flood of
light on the astonishing evolution of this idea. For
the *double’ was originally an insurance against
destruction (0 the ego, an ‘energetic denial of the
power of death, as Rank says; and probably the
‘immortal’soul was the first ‘double’ of the bod y.”

— Sigmund Freud

For many viewers, Rear Window and Vertigo rank
at the top of Hitchcock's work. If Vertigo is
Hitchcock's finest film (and there are days when I
think it is), it is because it is within these vertiginous
images that Hitchcock meets Freud. The first half of
Vertigo confronts the feeling of the “uncanny” head-
on (Bridey Murphy on the streets of San Francisco),
while the second half shows us a true mastery of the
concept of suspense. In Vertigo (putting both halves
together), Hitchcock has found a way to confront
imaginatively and creatively the three themes that
most obsessed him:

1. The Inherent Evil lurking in the world. A man
or a woman, taking a wrong step, opening the wrong
ddor, turning the wrong corner (or the right one at
the wrong time) finds himself/herself in a world out
of control. As a species, as fallen souls, we are
inherently evil, not good. And the bad are not always
punished. (After Vertigo has left the screen, many a
spectator must be reminded that the murderer has
gonefree. And is not the detective responsible forthe
death of Madeleine/Judy? The detective has cured
himselfof vertigo —ah, but at what a price!)

2. The sexual theme. The world of eroticism (that
braless world) which takes us out of ourselves and
into ourselves. The desire to unite with another at
any price. Moral codes break down. The detective
loves Madeleine and desires Madeleine, even though
Madeleine is married. Here is avoidance/desire,
leading 10 repetition/compulsion. As Freud says,
repetition-compulsion is “a principle powerful
enough to overrule the pleasure principle, lending 10
certain aspects ofmind theirdaemonic character. .
[t}his inner repetition-compulsion is per
uncanny.” The detective in Vertigo will recreate e
life with Madeleine at any cost. He will recreate his
Madeleine just as Madeleine pretended to recreate
Carlotta Valdes. What irony! It is the “Carlotta”
necklace which unravels the secret of Judy's identity
for Scottie. At the fashionable dress salon, the
detective makes Judy dress like Madeleine:

Scormie: 1t can'tmake that muchdifference toyou - s
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this for me. (To the saleswoman) Now we would like to
look at a dinner dress—short, black, with long sleeves
and a square neck.

SALESWOMAN: My, you certainly do know what you want!

He certainly does know what he wants. He wants the
past at the expense of the present. He wants
Madeleine at the expense of Judy. He wants the dead
over the living. He wants the dead to become alive
again.

3. The fear of death. Perhaps it is Everyman’s
theme, though some persons might experience less
fear of death than others. The theme is explicitly
stated in Vertigo, when Madeleine and the detective
visit the redwood forest:

Acorrie: Whatareyouthinkingabout?

MapeLeing: All the people who were born and died while
thetreewentonliving.

ScorTie: Itsrealnameis Seq

Mapeee: 1don'tlikeit. .

quoiasemperviva.
knowing I have to dic.

If we didn’t wish 0 live s0 much, there would be no
suspense. Characters could easily give in to death.
The cure for vertigo is simple—give into it and die.
But the detective in Verigo has a great need to live.
Hewatchesthree persons fall to their deaths, but still
he lives. He watches Madeleine jump into San
Francisco Bay, and he fishes her out. He is the
rescued, the rescuer, and then an executioner of
sorts.

Perhaps an artistcreates best out of his or her own
obsessions. In Vertigo, the characters reflect Hitch-
cock's own concerns, his own fears, his own beliefs,
so that the film transcends mere entertainment. In
place of a surpriseending, it offers us true mystery.
The key to Hitchcock's life and art surely lurks in
Vertigo, though we as mere mortals may never open
the lock. Like an uncanny experience, it provides us
with a kind of knowledge. Alas, it offers no
forgiveness.

Notes

Johin Russell Taylor, Hitci: The Life and Work of Alfred
Hitchcock (1978), p. 243

2 Quoted by Donald Spoto in The Bark Side o Genius (1983),
p. 457. Spotoalso shares the same insight: Verigo “was
ultimate disclosur of his romantic mpulss and of the
auraction-repulsion he fell aboul the object of those
impulses, the idealized h!cnd he hought e desired bat realy
believed (0 be a fraud”

3 “Alfred Hitchcock Tzlkmg. in Films and Filmng (July
1959), p.7

4 FrancoisTruffaut, Hitchock (1967), p. 188

s RobinWood, HirchcoaksFilms (1977), p. 78

6 Penciope Mouston, Reew of Vertigo” in Sight and Sound
(Autumn 1958). p.
Wood, p. 78
Sigmund Freud, On Crearivity andthe Unconscious (1958),
p. 141

9 Ibid. p.145.
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HUGO GERNSBACK'S SCIENTIFIC DETECTIVE MONTHLY

By Robert A. W. Lowndes

John Ruger's cover for the September issuc shows a
pigtailed, scraggly-mustached Chinese, somewhat
suggesting Fu-Manchu, wearing a green mandarin
hat. There is a grimace on his face; his teeth are
showing and he clutches his throat with one hand. A
telephone is dropping from his other. On a small
table beside him, we see two ornate backscratchers,
one of them with a gleaming jewel inset; over the
table is an automatic in another person’s hand,
pointed at the Chinese. The red background shows
the outlines of a Chinese dragon, apparently a
tapestry.

That cover illustrates Dr. David H. Keller’s story,
“Menacing Claws,” which is another adventure of
Taine of San Francisco. When 1 first looked at i,
then at the interior illustration, I thought that this
was the story about Taine and the hidden monster
that was alluded 1o at the beginning of “Burning
Water” in the June issue. Why, then, had the ap-
parently later story been published first? Why,
because the May cover had also depicted a Chinese
and even at the time I realized that you wouldn’t want
10 have two successive covers on a magazine so
similar — unless the magazine was devoted to oriental
stories; having three other-type covers in a row
beiween May and September made betier sense.
Anyway, nothing had been lost, as the reference told
us nothing about the “hidden monster” tale except
that Taine had disguised himself as a Chinese, and
came through at the end — hardly a giveaway.

The editorial this time, “Crime Prevention,” urges
that children be instructed from an early age in the
abhorrence of crime and the fear of becoming
criminals by showing them graphically what happens
(o criminals who are caught and convicted.

If teachers would read 1o their classes from newspapers
every day about convictions and sentences of criminals and
impress upon the young mind that crime never pays under
any form or circumstances, the minds of a new generation
could be fixed in such a way that within a few generations

crime would no longer be the major problem that it is
oday.

1t seems the United States Government could easily g
up weekly bulletins of a nature 10 be understood by every
young child, that would prove highly effective.

Children are particularly impressed by pictures and
charts. Such charts could easily be made up and presented
in colors in that weekly bulletin. Then, of course, we have
the motion picture, where excellent instruction could be

d by ihrowing on the screen actual punishment of
iialss RARESAacY Sl GoSee o 961l E et
hangings, etc. This may not be a preity subject 10 show
children, but we should not be 100 squeamish about it, as
the powerful impression made on the youthful mind will
ast for many years and prove a powerful deterrent in those
who later on ‘may have criminalistic tendencies. Visits 10
prison by the entire school classes would also be a powerful
object lesson, not likely 10 be forgatien very soon.

The artwork in this issue was back to the type of illus-
tration that we'd been seeing in earlier issues; | can
still remember my relief upon secing it. Now it was
only the front cover that appeared garish and cheap.

Professor Nathaniel Caldwell, who solved the
riddle of “The Mind Machine” in the July issue, is with
us again in the lead-off story, “The Temple of Dust.”
‘The culprit is a scientist, as in the earlier case,
Caldwell suspects. It scems that the mayor has
received a warning that he will die at eight o'clock
this present evening; Sergeant O’Leary and the police
are at their posts guarding him. Shortly after eight,
Caldwell receives a phone call: the mayor has been
blown up. It proves o have been a really terrific
explosion and no bomb was found in the house
beforchand.

O'Leary says that he and his men were outside the
room when it happened. They had heard some shots
in other parts of the house, and were investigating.
Policeman O’Brien, who was guarding outside the
window, testifies, when asked what he sa

“Nothin’ much. 1 glanced in just in time (o see the mayor
look out the window, cough, start to get out of his chair,
and light his cigar lighter while he did it. When i lit, every-



thing went black and went everywhere. The windows blew'
outand | duckedaroundthe house.”

The mayor, of course, was about to light the cigar
that O'Brien saw in his mouth. All the windows were
tightly closed. Caldwell asks O'Brien if he noticed
anyexpression on the mayor’s face as he began (o get
out of his chair. O'Brien testifies that he looked as if
something were hurting him. “His eyes were part
closed and he seemed to have trouble breathing.”
O'Leary had already stated, when asked if he smelled
anything; “Yes. Not exactly a smell, but it sort o'
choked me up an’ cut my lungs like a knife. | liked to
have passed outwhen | got here.”

Caldwell is not baffled for a moment as 10 the
means of the murder. He notes that the investigation
will be more of a job for detectives than for science
“although science was used to commit the murder.
The only thing that sciencecan really do is to explain
howMayor Whitmoore died.”

“The odor which you describe, Sergeant O'Leary, is
evidently that of chlorine gas. The city uses that same
chlorine (o purify the water in a mixture or compound
called sodium hypochlorite. The gas itself is not in itself
explosive, but when in combination with oxygen, it is
dangerous.’

When the police went looking for the “shots” heard
just before the big bang, they found exploded tin
cans. Caldwell’s explanation covers that as he
continues:

“Many chlorine compounds are highly explosive when
heated, subjected 1o concussions such as dropping, and
subjected 10 fire. The chlorine dioxide is more explosive
than chlorine monoxide and chlorine heptoxide than either
of them. | belie've, however, the chlorine dioxide was used
10 kill the mayor and to explode all of those tin cans. It is
the moreexplosive gas, and we know a gas was used. If the
oil had been used the flame would have 10 be applied 10 the

rich man, we see that the best suspect is a possible
heir and it's also apparent that someone the mayor
knew, and who had the run of the house, had to plant
the little bombs whichwould be used to distract the
police from the room before it was filled with gas

The mayor’s wife is apparently in Los Angeles—
they find a letter signed by her, but a handwriting
expertdeclaresthat the handwriting, while similar to
genuineletters from the woman, is not the same. It’s
clear that we have a rather involved plot here, and
that theculprit went to considerable expense to carry
out the murder.

A little later, Caldwell gets a telephone call from
an unknown who says that the solution to the
mystery can be found in the Temple of Dust—an
abandoned roadhouse that had a long and unsavory
history. Since the story rapidly runs down hill once
the explanation of the murder method is finished,
there’s no point in not getting directly to the solu-
tion. At the Temple of Dust our detectives meet three
men who explain that they are members of the
German Secret Service, on thetrail of a terroristgang
which committed similar atrocities in Germany some
years before. It turns out that the mayor's wife is a
member of the gang, and so are O'Leary and
O'Brien. The gas was pumped in from a nearby
house, where the mayor’s wife actually has been
staying. (It was her sister who wrote the letter from
LosAngeles.) There remains onlyonesmall question:
if the mayor had not lit his cigara teighto’clock, how
would the explosion havebeen brought off on time?

Elementary! Remember that we have only one
person’stestimony tothe effect that the mayorstarted
to light a cigar: Patrolman O'Brien, watching from
outside the window. What actually happened was
that O’Brien was smoking a cigar, waiting for the
mayor to show signs of distress that would indicate
the room was saturated sufficiently. O'Brien raised the
tossed in his glowing cigar butt, and

H

liquid, which is confined. A gas g it can
readt

“You will remember that everydoor and window in that
100m was closed. The chlorine dioxide was pumped into the
room until the odor of chlorine became Loostrong for the
mayor. O'Brien says he got out of his chair and started
toward the window. As he rose, he lit his cigar lighter,
whichexploded the gas ™

We'll skip the brief paragraph that explains why
chlorine dioxide is so explosive, and that concludes
the scientific part of the story. We find that the
mayor's wife was away at the time of the murder;
tearing down walls uncovers pipes whereby the gas
was pumped into the room, and we learn that exten-
sive decorations had been added to the house that last
summer. One of the work men involved actually saw
the pipe before it was walled up and wondered about
it, but assuned that the plumbers or whoever knew
what they were doing. Since the mayor was a very
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hit the ground. There was hardly enough left of the
window to show whether it hadreallybeen shut tight
at themoment of the explosion, nor was it open long
enough to allow significant dissipation of the gas.

The only remaining mystery is why the story is
placed in the future when everything that happens
couldso easilyhave taken place in the present. That's
simple, too; the first Caldwell case does involve super-
science beyond the level of the present (not only
1930, but even 1984), so another story about the
same detective team has (o take place circa 2000 A.D

But why didn’t theauthor use different characters,
appropriate to the present? Aaaargh! I have an-
sweredthree questions, andthat is enough

“The BlackCabinet,” by Henry Leverage isa light-
hearted tale. One Frontenac, not too long out of
prison but well arrned with fake credentials, answers
an advertisement for an experienced and  honest



butler for an eccentric recluse who has a secluded
estate at Lake George. “You doubtless are aware,”
his new employer, Hamilton, says, after ~=amining
the references, “that | am the inventor of several
dangerous devices. My former butler was shocked
withsevenhundred and fifty volts—whenhe placed a
finger in one invention. For all | know, he’s running
yet.Helefthis clothes, which youmaywear.”

It seems that Hamilton’s latest device is a time
machine. Frontenac says, “If these references are
satisfactory, | would like to be placed in the further-
most part of the house from the machinery. They
don’tinterest me a bit, | wouldn't knowwhich end of
a pair of pliers (o use, sir. I'm very unmechanical.”
The author adds: “Frontenac was rated in several
rogue’s galleries as the electrical sharp. He could
phantom-circuit a bucket-shop wire or arc a hole
through three inches of chrome steel on the door of a
strong-box.”

‘The under-butler and the rest of the servants are in
anervousstate, to saythe least.

“It’s the Time Machine in the basement that's got me shaky.
First the master had a howler operating down there that
ighiene sl servants away ecept e cook. 3 e,
the butler, and me. Now he’s got blue sparks shooting out
e windouswil Coming i svodier Tha's why Jons it
He stopped a spar

e pvenais queer looking engineers that come
up from New York—and sometimes greasy mechaics.
He's uying 10 sel rights to the Time Machine, A Mr.
Elliott, a broker, comes up Wednesday.”

Frontenac bent over his bag. Details of the invention,
with the exception of a secret cabinet, had been published
in the electrical journals. The inventor claimed 10 see into
the immediate future. The papers admitted that he had
overed something new.

When he sees the chauffeur, however, he recogni
an old acquaintance: BigEd Hawleyof Sing Sing. It's
obvious that Big Ed is here to steal the invention for
someone. Then the under-butler comes in with the
news that Mr. Hamilton is missing. “He’s gone. His
glasses were on the basement stairs headingoutward
There was a bit of his working scarf on a rosebush.
And—he’sbeentothe shorencarthe boat-house.”

Frontenac decides that he'd better become a
detective right away. Big Ed is notorious for messing
things up. Further inquiry shows that Hamilton may
have left voluntarily to go on one of his experimental
irips; a motorboat is missing and they hear a put-put
sound down the lake.

Frontenac has an extra lock put on the door to the
basement, but an infernal racket in the night shows
that Big Ed has managed to get in. The B
sending out noises that shatter glass and is emitting
flashes. Frontenac finds Big Ed in the basement and
correctly deduces that he has turned The Howler on
to scare the servants away. Big Ed tells Frontenac

that Hamilton is safe—on an island up the Narrows.
“He can’t get away from there until I fetch him. I told
him, for a stall, that some people were putting up
wireless there. He thought they were trying to tap in
on his machine. That ain't kidnappin’t”

So the two genial crooks are there alone: Fron-
tenac talks Big Ed out of trying to force the black
cabinet, which is the core of the Time Machine. He
tells him that his (Big Ed’s) employers will only give
him a few thousand for the machine, while if they
work it themselves they can make a pile.

Tlerc s boloc oot bere ool o iy Perkars
he wants to beat the stock market. We'll re for
forty thousand dollars. PIl wear Hamlion's dloines-and

be Hamilton. He's just my size. You be the butler. The old
butler was almost your size. His clothes will fit you
Then—by the time the broker arrives — Ul have the Time
Machine working for a demonstration.”

The broker arrives, and by now Frontenac has the
‘Time Machine apparently all set for a demonstration.
As the test, Frontenac tells Elliott that he'll hear the
closing quotations of the New York Stock Exchange
one hour before the close. “There’s a low speaker in
the cabinet. At two o'clock you'll get the three o'clock
quotations. You can also see the brokers in the
Exchange. That is, if you're optically receptive.”
Elliott replies that he'll believe his ears more than his
eyes.

Frontenac has drawn up an agreement whereby
Elliott will lease the machine for a specified time, at

000, 4 s demonstration s s=s him He
signs the agreement (he has brought the money with
him) and they have a little drink overthe agreement.
Frontenac tells Big Ed to stand by the door and not
let anyone else come into the library where the Time
Machine is.

There has been a previous arrival, a 19-year-old
girlwhosayssheis Hamilton's niece. She's neverseen
her uncle before, but many years ago her father
loaned Hamilton $30,000. Now she and her widowed
mother are in need andshe hopes to get someof the
money back. Big Ed regards her as dangerous,
knowing that Frontenac is the kind of man that a
woman could reform—if he met the right one.

Thedemonstrationstarts:

Now Mr. Elliot, come to the machine, Take this chair.
Relax! What do you see? What do you hear?” Frontenac
twisted the dials.

L don' see anything—cept parks o the plate. | hear
Bisations o i o from Dows pltce biowienting

n cighth, Litle Steel up a point. Pressed Car
I-oundnzs nineteen and a quarter

“Look at your watch,” ordered Fronienac.

“Two-seven quotations.” Elliott’s forehead touched the
ground glass. “I'm beginning 10 see things. What are they?
Iv's what | see every day—stock market — traders.”

“You're gaining on time. Do you hear the two-thirty
ns?” Frontenac’s voice was impressively low. “It's




two-forty now. 1ts two-fifty. Listen.” Clammy sweat
beaded Elliott's brow. He swayed in the chair. Frontenac
gripped his arm. “Steady! Concentrate! What quotations
do you hear now? You've beaten time!” Frontenac pulled
out the broker's watch. “Can't you sec you've conquered
the market? It's only two-twelve —actual e “The reports
coming in arc closing ones. Hear them - forty-cight
minutes before they are actually sent in Ihea z

Pencl—paper! Elliokgaspod.. 1y, head. i ging
want (0 nail those quol

A click sounded i th Biack Cabinet. The light upon the
ground-glass plate faded. The low-speaker was silent.
Elllolx swayed ourwardly. He grasped Frontenac's shoul-

“What time have you?" he mumbled. “My time shows
g fifteen. | heard the Market's close. 1 heard it at two-
twelve, thirteen, fourteen. Wail. I've got the figures. They
must be wrong.”

Frontenac became indignant. “Do you question my
invention—or do you believe in i1?”

Elliott spied a lounge and staggered for it—100 dizzy to
stand erect. His fingers coiled the notations he had made on
the paper. He uiad g ey his watch dangled from
his vest pocket. Again he consulted it and swayed from side
ke, ik v i s, ReomEn replaced the waich.

“Brandy!” Frontenac called o Big Ed Hawley. “Fetch
brandy, quickly! The shock has stunned Mr. Elliott.

e here,” Elliow muttered. He had swallowed Fron-
tenac’s offering, neat. “See here, Hamilton! My time
showed lhe Markexs closed nows 1-<an prove if_that

achin I've got you—or you've gol my
Tory lhonsand ollrs! Have you a phone? 1 wan to check
up on those quotations!”

“There's a phone on the desk.”

Ellot sputtered into the mouthpiece. *Give me Hanover

New York! Yes! Hanover 0927. Yes. This you,
Genrudc" Get_Haskell on wire. This is Elliott. Quick!
Hello Haskell. What did General Motors close at? What's
closing on Westinghouse? What— What— Repeat! Are
you sure?”

The paper crumpled in Elliotts hand. He hung up. “I'll
take the Time Machine,” he said (o Frontenac. “Our agree-
ment stands. You'll have to go through with it. Here's the

noney. Count them! Call my chauffeur. The machine goes
in my car. Who'll connect it up—in New

‘Any radio engineer.” Frontenac pockmd Ihe bills. Big
Bd d cautiouly biocked the door. “Call the chaufleur,”

manded Frontenac. “Help him out with the machine.
There fll wrting instructions insde .

o

Exit Mr. Elliott. Frontenactells Big Ed to bringBetty
Booth downstairs. He wants to give her something
andsee her safely out. So they seeMiss Betty off and
Big Ed says,now howabouthis split?

“You get just what I get—our commission for this job.
‘That's two thousand each—ten percent. The law allows us
that for dealing with Elliott. Here's your two thousand. 1
gave the rest to Betty Booth. I signed her father's contract
with Hamilton —marking it paid in full. | took her receipt.
She went away with thirty-six thousand dollars. It belongs
10 her mother.”

Frontenac has carefully unloaded Big Ed's gun, and
finally convinces him that it hasn’t been a bad deal.
There remains the question of whether the time
machine really works, and what Frontenac actually

didduringthe “demonstration.”

“I found veronal in ma: rosewood case—along with other
drugs Hamilton uses. I put some in Elliotts lass. He was
‘grogey when he sat in the Time Machine. He saw things on
the ground glass. That was suggestion — optical retentions
rom his brain. The quotations were legitin:
received from Dow’s broadcast. | set his watch back — then
Iset it forward again. He didn’t notice that.”

So the caper comes to a happy conclusion for all
except the inventor, but we do have another reader-
cheater here. Was the Time Machine a fake? Would
Hamillon have used similar means (o con Elliott,
or...

In “The Duel in the Dark,” by Edwin Balmer and
William McHarg, we are spared the usual introduc-
tion of some electronic device that gives the culprit
away. This is straight deduction based upon the
evidence and a specialized knowledge of guns,
cartridges, and weights. Al first it looks as if Neal
Sheppard has murdered his brother, but Trant
uncovers evidence that it was actually a duel in a dark
room. The only question remaining to be solved is
‘whether it was a fair one. Trant proves that it was not
50 intended; the man who was killed had rigged up
dud and dummy bullets for his opponent’s rifle, but
the intended victim outsmarted him. An interesting
scientific detective puzzle, but dragged out far 100
much—although, if memory doesn't betray me,
perhaps not more than some of the cases of Dr.
Thorndike.

“Menacing Claws” has all the tongue-in-cheek
charm of Dr. Keller's other “Taine of San Francisco”
stories, with just anough suspense (o carry the reader
through the absurdities. Two of the Chief's best men,
assigned to solve the riddle of opium smuggling in
San Francisco's Chinatown, die very unpleasantly of
tetanus. The man they were investigating is Ming
Kow, but the police have nothing to go on except
suspicion. Now Washington is interested; one of
their agents has died of tetanus, t00.

Taine takes ' assignment, despite the Chief’s
pointed doubts of his ability, and first goes to his old
college library andreads everything he can find about
tetanus. That night he remembers something he had
read about it in the past: Angora kittens had been
sent 1o a lady as a gift, but their claws had been
coated with a boullion containing tetanus germs. The
kittens had scratched the lady playfully and the lady
had died.

Taine decides against trying any disguise whatso-
ever. He starts out with ten thousand dollars in his
pocket. (Taine has ample funds— he doesn't have to
take new cases unless they interest him. This one
does.)

It did not take him long to find the shop presided over by
the suspected Chinaman. 2 The w was like a dozen




others on the same street. There were ivory elephants, some
packages of tea, a few pieces of china, and a vase, which
held a number of long sticks, cach of which ended in a
small ivory hand, the fingers outstretched but flexed at the
terminalportion

“Back scratchers!” Taine said (o himself.

Taine goes to other places, as well as to a jewelry
store, and spends five thousand dollars. We read only
next three days were busy ones. Then he goes
back to Ming Kow’s store, enters the store, and intro-
duces himself.

“My name s Taine. Are you Ming Kow?"

“1am MingKow.”

“YouspeakverygoodEnglish.”

“1 waseducate

<) am not sucprsed. Did you learn t0 play poker there?”

“1did. Haveyou come toplaywithm

“Yes. Can | see you privately?

“Yes. Will you honor me by entering my humble abode?”

The room they entered was simply but richly furnished
The Oriental placed a table in the middle of the room, a
chair on either side and an unopened deck of cards on the

“Bescated,"he

Taine slowly. puked wp the cards and placed them on the
fioor. From his pocket he carefully drew a long object,
wrapped intissuepaper. Thenhe started totalk.

“As a personality you are interesting to me; so | wanted
10 meet you. You have made iteasy todo so. In preparation
for this visit | have selected a present which inadequately
expresses my admiration foryour unique personality. As
you see, when | remove thepaper, it is a backscratcher, but
a trifle difierent from theones you have on display in your
window. | trust you wil honor me by accepting this trife”

“It is very lovely,” he said at last. “If the amond is
genuine, it must have costa great dea

“The diamond is genuine.”

“I can accept it only under one condition. That you allow
me 0 give you one in exchange.” He excused himself
and left the room. He returned in a few minutes with a

Y

1 hoped you would think of that. It shows me that you
area perfiect gentleman,"exclaimedTaine

“Due, | trust, 1o my ancestry as well as to my Oxford
training, | carrywithmyother valuables a back scratcherof
great antiquity. The hand was carved by a famous artisan
three thousand years before the advent of your Christ
Many an Emperor has allayed his cutaneous irritation by
the use of its cunninglycurvedfingers. Tradition statesthat
it was sent as a present to Nero and that he used it when he
attended the sanguinaryCircus. May I present this trifle t0
you as a slight token of my appreciation of your valuable
present?”

And now the two ivory back scratchers lay on the table,
side. by side. They were both beautiful in their individual
way, but there was something esthetically lovely in the old
implement that was lacking in the newer one. The two men
looked ateachother, and then at theback scratchers. Ming
Kowsighed,

“You appreciatebeauty. | am sorry that youhave (0 die.
1 know a great deal of you. If you wish, | willadopt you as

and you can live in luxury the rest of your life,
imally honoring me by daly placing flowers on my tomb.”
‘ouknowa great dealaboutme?”
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“Yes. YouareTaineofSan Francisco. | thought that you
were a young fool, but the way you come here and play
poker wiliiac shows i you arc a beave man and very

‘Arewe playingpoker?”
“Weare.”
Taine reached into his hip pocket and drew but some

paper money. He patienly smoothed out and placed in a
row five $1,000 bl
" betfve thousand.”
TheChinaman reached in the folds of his gown, took out
some money, and threw it in a crumpled ball on the table.
“Lwill cover that and raise you i
exclaimed. “Now, how about the bet?”
“Well, o shall we bet on™ asked Mig Kow, almost
jovially.

Taine explains that he is a fatalist. Dr. Keller has
made it clear in carlier stories that Taine is a con-
vinced Presbyterian, who apparently has made a
thorough study of Calvinism, with its predestinary
teachings, o that statement isn't just somethingthat
Taine is saying on the spur of the moment to impress
Ming Kow. He says that he had tried to stay away,
but it was no use.

“....1 am confident that one of us will be dead within the:
next two weeks. Perhaps | wil be dead in the next hour!
But I am betting you ten thousand that you will be the
corpseand that I will live for many moreyears. | like you,
in a way, but if one of us has to du 1 trust that it will be
you. Still, that is all decided. gest that-we isolate
ourselves You give orders that we are not 0 be
disturbe:d. We will eat and sleep there and talk to each other
about the culture that was onceGreece, the glory that was
once Rome, and the honor that can never depart from
China. When one of us dies, the other walks out. Do you
play poker?”

¢1 do! The game you suggest is most inteesing Place
the twenty thousand in your pocke. I you win, it will be
here: if | win, 1 éan remove i He called  servant in and
gave several rapidorders. Thenhe turnedtoTaine.

“We will go to my bedroom. There are two beds there
and we will be undisturbed. Meals will be placed at the
door regularly. If | die, you will be permited to walk out
Come with me

“Do not forget the back scratchers ™

“I meverintended to,” answered theOriental as he picked
them upand led the way into the bedroom

One can imagine the scene and the ensuing duel as
played by Boris Karloff, though it's harder to think of
an old-time actor who would have made a good
Taine. (Richard Barthelmess, perhaps?) We need a
more-or-less nondescript person with something of a
baby face and of short stature. It's a pity that no
tapes were made of the conversations; one gathiers
that they would be on a par with the dialogues of
Plato.

Once there, at Ming Kow’s suggestion, they strip to
the waist, and settle themselves comfortably in piles
of cushions on the floor. Ming Kow explains that he
had decided to withdraw from society for a while, as
he has many enemies. This visit will enable him to do




soenjoyablyand win ten thousand dolla rs. “But first
letus beginthis strange atruly Oriental

“The agreement was o stayhere tilone did. | do vot
the use of telephor

way. You seraich my back and I will scratch yours.”
The re is an art in scratching, he says, to produce
delicate red lines without drawing a drop of blood.
So Taine scratches Ming Kow’s back with the scratch-
er he has brought and receives the manda rin's
compliments for an excellent operation; then Ming

ow gives Taine a treat with the scratcher he has
presented (o his gucst.

Al the end of fifteen minutes the backs of both men were
distinctly reddened by the ivoryclaws

“Now we will allow the cool ar to pay homage to our
scratches, ” exclaimed the Chinaman. “We will sit here and
talk aboutthe philosophyof fatalism.”

Alter that came four very wonderful days

The food, drink, and other accommodations ar
supetb. On the fifth day, Taine stans © grin and
complains that his jaws feel stiffand that it is hard
for him o move his neck. He stats to move around
the room restlessly. Ming Kow urges him to lie down.

“My dear friend, | am sorry to inform you that you are
showing the cary symptoms of a disetse knowa a5 tetanis
or lockjaw. 1 suspected as much when you so often smiled
yesterday. 1 fewr that in some way you have suffered an
‘abrasion of theskin andhav ebecome infected.”

Tainestarted to laughand before he could utter a sound
hisbody becameri

“1 guess youwintheten thousand,” hesaid.

“1 am afraid so. | fear that you are going on the sam
longjourney that Stokerand McClaudy and the gentleman
fromWashington traveled. Can I do anything tomake your
lasthours morecomfortable?

“Ves Since | have 10 die, at least relieve my curiosity by
!elllng me how you smuggle the opium. Then I can dic

Ming Kow tells him and it takes most of the night,
du ring which, at times, Taine appea rs to be uncon-
scious. Ming Kow picks him up gently and places him
on one of the beds. But Ming Kow himself isn't
feeling too well. He cannot sexep.

..AUfour A.m. the yellow man poured himself a glass of
wine but the first swallow was shot out of his mouth as
thoughfrom a gun. He triedagainand again, and againthe
muscles of deglutition went into a spasm. He sat down on
his bedand tried to think. More and more he found that it
was hardo breathe.

'm sick,” he thought. “But it is not tetanus. Taine is
dyingof tetanus, but | am sick ina differentway.”

When he i ms on the light, themuscles of his throat
and chest go into spasms, relieved only when the
room is in darkness again. At daylight, he walks
slowly to the telephone, determiined tocall a docto .

rembling, he picked up the receiver—and heard a
voicebehindhim.

It was a cold, hard voice. Ming Kuw’ Iurned. There was
Taine and Taine's eyes were cod and hard and the little
man had a revolver in his hand.

The Chinaman put down the pi

“That was the agreement,” ® siied, “But 1 thought
youwercdead”

am not; and | am staying here il the poker game is
hn|>hzd Haea drinke
NO'' Damn you!! Whatdid you do 1o me?"

Thetelephone scene, of course, is what we saw on the
cover, although the artist gives Taine an automatic
rather than a revolver and the copy editor didn’t
change the sto 1y to fit. Taine watches until six o’clock
that night when Ming Kow dies, and walks out with
the money and the two backscratchers. He loses no
time in getting to the chief with the news of Ming
Kow’s demise and the ingenious way in which the
opium was smuggled.

How did Taine do it? What did he do to Ming
Kow?

Taine assumed that Ming Kow made good and
cons istent use of tetanus antitoxin and took @ e to
protect himself in advance. He had studied the
symptoms of tetanus carefully and, at the proper
time, acted them out convincingly enough. (We
lea med in earlier stories that Taine was a very good
amateur actor in college and had often deceived
experts in variouspranksand disguises.)

1 knew that | was fighting against time and that he was
g0ing 10 be suspicious if my symptoms dicin’t develop on
time. | started 10 imitatea case of tetanuss. That was one of
my worst trials. | had never seen an actual case; 5o | had 10
Sadiertry ierpion 1 could find and then duplicate the
desripions, | worked a1 tht for tree days in my hotel
beore 1 el th I could put it across. Well, at any rate, |
did it well enough to satisfy 1 was dying trom
tetanus and that threw him off his guard. Then when he
thought [ was dying he became sick and actually died ™

“But 1 thought you said he had protected himsell by
akingantitoxin?

e had; but he died of hydrophobia. He was not
proteicd agains rabie. - . Ming Kow was rather wis i
regard 10 tetanus, but he had overlookesd the fact thatother
germs could be used in the same way.”

One hopes that Taine lost no time in disinfecting
both of the back scratchers that he kept as souvenirs
of the case. But we can be sure he did, because this
was one of his early cases, before theChiefwas really
convinced that Taine was a detective, and later ones
show him happily ma rriedandwith daughters.

In “The Body That Wouldn't Bum ” by Arthur B.
Reeve, it appears at first that Craig Kennedy is up
against 5 case of that fascinating phenomenon
known as spontancous human combustion, and we
gel interesting details aboutsuch repo ried cases; but
in the end, the scientificangle isthat of scientifictests




that can prove whether a blood spot —even one which
has apparently been wiped away —is human or non-
human blood. I'd say that this tale is exactly right for
theintentions of the magazine.

“The Carewe Murder Case” is by Ed Earl Repp,
who was another author whose science fiction career
began with a Gernsback Publication (Science
Wonder Stories), but Repp had sold other types of
fiction before— he was mainly a Western story writer.
AU any rate, this two-part serial, blurbed as “Did
death come through the Nth dimension to strike
down the eminent Dr. Carewe?” is not only a reader-
cheater, but is one of the most laughable examples of
free-wheeling melodrama that I've read in either
science fiction or detective magazines. However, |
will not inflict my possibly perverted sense of humor
on you now; Repp meant it seriously, I'm sure.

“Undertones of Death” is a reasonably clever

ientificdetective mysterywherein thelow tones of a
piano cause a secret panel to open and a pistol
concealed there to project itself and fire. The victim
always sits on that particular chair, in theexactsame
spot, night after night, when his niece plays the piano
for him, and she always includes a certain minuet
which contains the fatal tone that sets off the
mechanical device. For its time, it’s quite ingenious;

thereader has tobelievethatthe amateurinvestigator
isequallyas erudite and ingenious as theculprit—but
that is one of the things we have to accept in short
stories of this nature; otherwise, we can’t have a
game.

In “The Reader’s Verdict,” one correspondent
wants to know how a scientific detective can find
clues in a bullet; the editorgives somespecific details
inanswer. Anotherindicates that at least some of the
readers were aware that the Craig Kennedy, as well as
the Luther Trant, stories were reprints, having read
them before and suggested that further reprints be
held off for a few issues.

The editor is very pleased that a young reader lists
“psychological” in third place in the list of types of
story he likes best. That youngreader would become
rather well known in years to follow—Forrest J.
Ackerman. Another reader objects vehemently to
white backgrounds on the cover, but the best
criticism this time is something that (alas) didn't
oceur to me even when I re-read the story in question
before starting this survey. Thirteen-year-old Neal
Oakley notes, about “Horror House” in the July
issue, that a python would devour its victim after
killing it. How absurdly simple!*

Under “Book Reviews, ” we have The Mark of the
Rar by Armolds Frederick, Inspectar Kennedy, a
play by Milton Herbert Gropper and Edna Sherry,
as presented at the Bijou Theatre (one assumes
somewhere in New York City, though that is not
specified), and The Scarab Murder Case by S. S. Van
Dine. The unidentified reviewer feels that this latest
Philo Vance novel, though good, is not up to the
level of the first four, and, while still remaining fond
of it, I have 1o agree. Two scientific crime notes
round out the text of this issue.

1. A decade or 50 ago, a group of youngjuvenile dehnquents
was taken on a tour of a prison for lifers, in Rahway, New
Jersey, and got a very good and very unsetlling pi
some of the convicts of what it was like. They were visibly
impressed, an count of the episode that appeared in
Keuders'Orgeswasiitled"ScaredStraight.™

About ten years laier, someone thought of examning the
records 10 sce if the members of that group of delin quents.
had a lower recidivism rate than average. What the records

p had a significantly higher

urse—they had (0 prove 10 themselves

and 10 their peers that they weren'r scared! Seraich another
o s

2 In theearly 305 itwasnot generallyconsidered a slur to call a

hinese a "Chinaman. " The slur terms then were “Chink” or
“slant.eye "

3 When | was living in Suftern, my stepson was friendswith a

Kid his age, across the strcet. They had a lot of variouskinds
of animals, and one day he came over with a “baby” boa

3 Sherlockian posters available
$765 ea. post paid

57675 Gallup * Littleton, CO 80120 « (303)797-7326.

much larger than a garter snake. They
didn't keep it very long becausethey Foundthat it wouldonly
eat what it had killeditself and putiing live mice in its cage
got toberather harrowing. S0t d oes seem s if thepython in
“Horror House™ would at least have tried 10 swatlow its
ims—unless, perhaps,they weretoofully clothed, and the

b 4

reptile’s



PHILLIP MARIOWE

By John L. Apostolou

Watching and enjoying the recent Home Box
Office series of Philip Marlowe stories prompted me
to reread the short fiction of Raymond Chandler. 1
soon discovered that only one of the five stories
shown on HBO was originally a Marlowe story. The
other four, although quite faithful to the original
versions, required adaptation to accommodate the
Marlowecharacter.

Further research revealed that Chandler had
written 22short stories in the mystery genre, andthat
most of them appeared in pulp magazines before the
debut of Marlowe in The Big Sleep (1939). In fact,
the only genuine Marlowe short story is “Marlowe
Takes On the Syndicate,” published in 1959 shortly
afterChandler'sdeath.

Four other short stories featuring Marlowe do
exist. They were created by simply changing the
names of the protagonists to Marlowe or, as in the
case of “Finger Man” by giving an anonymous
private investigator the name of Marlowe. These
changes were made for the first hardcover collection
of Chandler stories, The Simple Art of Murder
(1950), to capitalize on the popularity of Philip
Marlowe, who, by 1950, had appeared in five novels
and four films. For some reason, the names of the
leading characters in two stories in that collection
were changed to John Dalmas and Ted Carmady
rather than to Marlowe. The six revised stories were
laterreprinted, in revised form, in severalsubsequent

and But, the

outlinedhasresulted in a certainamountof confusion.
Since copies of the old pulps are not readily
available, authors writing about Chandler have often
madeerrorswhen referring to the protagonists of his
short stories.

Theaccompanyingchart, to which | have given the
snappy title “Names of Protagonists in Raymond
Chandler Short Stories,” should answer most ques-
tions relating to this limited subject. The first column
isalist of allthe Chandlershortstoriesthat fall in the
mystery genre. The stories are listed in chronological
order, the first having appeared in 1933 and the last
in 1959. Except for “I'll Be Waiting” and “Marlowe
Takes On the Syndicate,” they were all initially
published in pulp magazines— Black Mask, Dime
Detective, andothers.

The second column is a list of the original names,
given in full, of the protagonists. As you might
expect, the leading character in most of the stories is
a private eye. Grayce and Reseck, however, are hotel
dicks. De Ruse is a gambler; Delaguerra, a police
detective; Malvern, a hotel owner who once was a
private eye; Anglich, an undercover narcoticsagent;
andGage, a wealthy man of leisure.

Thenext three columnsshow thenames used in the
major collections of Chandler stories: The Simple
Art of Murder (1950, Killer in the Rain (1964), and
The Smell of Fear (1965). And the final column
indicates which stories were dramatized on the
television series Philip Marlowe, Private Eye,
produced in England and shown on HBO in 1983.

Besides being of some value to scholars, this
handy, material for

matter, whentliesesix stories appeared in the British
anthology The Smell of Fear (1965), the original
character nameswere used in four of them.

The history of name changes which 1 have just

trivia contests. The information it contains could
also be used to impress your friends at the next
Bouchercon and at other gatherings of mystery
aficionados.

NAMES OF PROTAGONISTS IN RAYMOND CHANDLER SHORT STORIES

Original Name
“Blackmailers Don’tShoot”  Mallory
i L Mallory

SAOM HiE
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sor

Mallory
Dalmas



“NevadaGas™
“Spanish Bloo™

nameless Marlowe
= _—

Johuny De Ruse  De Ruse

SamDelaguerra  Delaguerra

“Guns a1 Cyranos” ed Malvern led Carmady
“The Man Who Liked Dogs"  Carmady Carmady
“NoonStreet Nemesis™ Pete/Anglich Anglich!
. Carmady -
“TheCurtain’ Carmady sman
“fry the Girl Carmady —
PRy —ms —_
el John Dalmas Marlowe
“The King in Yellow” Steve Grayce Grayce
“BayCity Blues” John Dalmas Dalmas
““The Lady in the Lake™ John Dalinas Dalmas
“Pearls Are a Nuisance” Walter Gage Gage
Trouble 1y MyBusiness”  John Dalmas Marlowe
I Be Waiting’ Tony Reseck Reseck
“No Crime in the- Mountains” fohn Evans Evans

PhilipMarlowe

* Tulechanged 10*Pick-up on Noon Stree:

* Titlechanged 10" The Penc

[re e =

DeRuse Marlowe

Delaguerra

Anglich'
Carmady

Daloas
Grayee

Gage
Dalmas
Reseck

THE PAVERPACK REVOITION  ......

Charles Shibuk

ANTHONY BERKELEY

AT e e M. | Asoeose
erwick, fresh from his triumph in The
s Chocolates Case, is having tea in a
luxvrious British hotel when he sces an
ey lndy pcsoned by o red el man
who tums out 10 b
Ficcdily Murder 1929) (Dovery, b ap.
pearances areoften deceptive

Although this authior is one of the ll-time
great mystery writers, The Piccacllly Murder
does not stand amonghisma jorworks,but it
is a sparkling and cleverdetectivestorywhich
was praised forbeingoriginalancidrollwhen
it first appeared

Sick To Death (1971) (Perennial) is an
excellent example of the British police pro-
cedural and represents the fourth investiga-
tion in the early careers of (then) Detective
Chief Inspector Masters and Detective In-
spector Green. This short tale is about the
suspicious death of a lovely young woman
from diabetic coma after an injection of
insulin which turns out 10 be ineffective. 10's a
well writien with an economy of meansand
greatprecision.

An anonymous and cryptic note, plus a
strangely marked railroad timetable, are the
ingredients which will lead to mmdcr ina

for bibliographic sleuth Henry Gamadse in
Arrow Pointing Nowhere (1944) (Del). This
is one of Miss Daly's best novels and iscitied
Readers’ Guideto Cime.”
ietly brilliant,” “reserved,
and “ingenious”havebeenapplicd toit.

RICHARD HULL

“This author’s second effort takes place in
the exclusive Whitehall Club and starts when
a member is found dead in his chair—the
vietim of what might be an accidental
poisoning. The club’s vacillating secretary
makes strenuous efforts o Keep It Quiet
(1935) (Dover) but leaves himself open t0 a
blackmailer's felldesigns—and thenthe com.
plications ensue in this excellent and really
offbeat ciime novel fron a master of the
form

PATRICK McGINLEY

Goosefoot (1982) (Penguin) is basically the
character study, adventures, and relation-
ships of a young Irish farmgirl with a newl
won Bachelor of AgriculturalSciencedegree,
who decides 10 take a yearofTand winds up
teaching science in a fourth-rate Dublin
secondary school.  Although there is a
murder, crime fiction elements are exceedingly
scarce jnt his unconventional but impressively
written mvel —until the climax.

acting as bodyguard for a pretty: TV investi.
gativereportertrackingdown astory thatwill
lnk flm industry fgures (0 organied crime

one of the best enteriainers in the
business.

ROBERT J. RANDISI

The Steinway Collection (Avon, 1983) 15
composed of 10,000valuablepulp magazines
that are missing. Their owner hires Mies
Jacoby (o find them but is quickly shot by a
45. Jacoby acquires a newclient for the same
A e o s e
Randisr's third medium-boiled
private cye novel —an mlellammg and well
pacedaffair

JOHN WELCOME
IF youe intrested in good cluraciriza-
tions, briel but_ cvocative  descriptions,
sraighforward ploving.acion, sxctement
suspense, chascs, minitnal violence, and a
litle romance, you might try Run for Cover
(1958). Stop at Nothing (1959), and Go for
Broke (1972). All have been reprinted by
Perennial and are fast moving, engrassing,
&)

dignifiedold roblem

is in Hollywood
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The Radio
Murder Hour

By Chris Steinbrunner

LAk i

It was tons of fun recently when the Black
Orchid Dinner of the Wolfe Pack--the Nero
WalfeSociety of New York—paid affection-
ate tribute at an afternoon symposium pre-
ceeding thedinner event, (o the fat detect
of radio drama. Wolfe himself was pre-
n (s caicgory, bul there were

i s ol
d i of

radio mystery's First Fat Man. Debuting in
1943, The Adventures of Nero Wolfe featured
evenl mcomsim T ohy
‘mass: masterdetective, amongthemSantos
Ottega (of w hom we will speak more later)

The symposiam,
hied, fi

the legwork, an arrangeme
well (0 the radio medlun\. Bl otenfian
nol, the "gargantuan gou ontent

o be ndolent and Avchie. gusrdian of the
finances, had

Hammeu, partially as a mix of his villainous
Guiman and overweight Continental Op,
partially in response (o the succeess of his The
ThinMan,also a popularradio show. Diane
Sohnson in her biography of Hammett tells
us that the author only developed the charac-
ter, leaving the rest 10 packager-producer

J. Rosenberg. Hammet was quoted as
saying that bis sole duty in regard to the
program was 10 look in the mail for the
weeklycheck. He never even listened to the
series, for then he would be tempted into
tampering with it. “I don't wantanything 1o
do with radio—it's a silly world. It makes
movies sieem highly intellectual.” Sumilarly.
Rex Swot had little 10 do with the Nero
Wole adio show

Despite this abandonment, The Far Man
had some of the best dialogue of its time,
sharpand crackling, with a toughnesswhich
rivaled Sam Spade. Themysteries were good
100. Sadly, the show (as well as Sam Spade
and The Thin Mar) disappeared whenHam-
mett fell under Congressional investigation
When Universal brought T heFarMan 1o the
screenshortly thereafter—with RockHudson

when the bank book slipped low. The final

B it left Hammett's name
iy Aib ch

Wolfe on radio (in 1950)was
street,who secmedat first an idealchoice,but
who frequently sounded ill and tired. The

Lawrence Dobkin in particular—going off to
star ay radio detectives (but thindetecuves)
huie

Rad'0'smost memorable fatmandetective,
though, was The Fat Man, Brad Runyon,
who i the start of each program tipped the
drugstore scales at 239 pounds and whose
fortunewas “Danger!” Interestingly enough,
the show wias appropriately sponsored by
stomacirsoothing Pepto-Bismol (*. . fee
goodagain”), andihe actor who playedBrad,
J. Scott Smart, himself weighed in at 270
5. undoubedly thought of as a litde
100 oversized. Unlike Wolfe, Runyon never
let his girth gt in the way of getting around
ar from a recluse, he had a girlfriend and
frequently kept in touch with his mother, the
onlyradioprivatcey ¢t do so on theair!
Fat Man was created by Dashiell

<d
Finally, (he legendary radio prod ucer
Himan Brown contributed a Wolfe look-alike
in TheAffuirsof Peter Salem (1949). Salem
was a sharp smalliown detective who out-
foxed urban criminals; he also had a weight
problem. He wasplayed(as was Nero for a
time) by Sanos Ortega, a skiled master of
who was himself of average size but
Could putecly suggest the fall bodied,
rumbling, gurgling, wheezing sounds of a
man of superorsubstance
Comment must be made on those fat
detectives who at the demise of radio
‘managed 10 relocate on television. In the TV
series Checkmate, sedate criminologist
Schastian Cabot had rwo Archie 1ypes to do
his foorwork for him. Wiliam Conrad's
Cannon, howeser, hardlyslow eddown;een
& fuman he fought, priciialy raa 8

Himan Brown himself was the featured
guestat the BlackOrchid Dinnier,ashowsman
whose accomplishments in radio mystery go
backpractically (0 the dawn of the medium
He was a friend of Rex Stout, whom he met
in 1943 as a fellow member of the Writers’
War Board. Seeking a summer replacement
series, he wnveigled Stout for $250 (o allow
him (6 use Nero Wolfe,

How does onecreate an identifiablesigna-
ture for a radio program?For GrandCentral

memorabk, even though a hundred people a
week wrdte in that the New York Central
acuwally useddiesels. ForBulldogDrummond,
there was a foghorn, for funer Sanctum a
creakingdoor. “You can only do that in ra
—but how do you say far?” Brown setiled on
a guttural laugh: “You felt the flesh.” It

Brownwas successful withWolfe on radio
When Stout died, the producer tried 10 get
the rights 10 the character for (elevision bul
faied: he fell he could have done a far beter
job, for he loved the detective. “Nero had a
character—and | don't just meanhis orchids
and such-he had a bite, and a wit, and
compassion.”
Brownalso was happywith The T hinMan,
a radio series he also produced. The mysiery
was always verapped up at the end with Nick
and Nora in bed. After the explanations, we
hear Noracroonsweetly,“Goodnight, Nicky
darling,” and the sound of the light chain
led. “You could imagine what you
d, proud at having
ars a sitaton
which was both adult and very warm and
human

Brownansweredmanyquestions about the
parade of mystery series—including Dick
Tracy and Terry and the Pir ich he
had brought to radio during its GoldenAge,
doing as many as three or four showsback
to-backdaily. He hopessoom todramatize in

country mile, n bedded
Ao women. Nero would searcdly spproves
especiallyasConradiaterstarred as Wolfe in
a television series, somewhat lesshyperactive
but farfrom lethargic.
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theatricalheritage on public radio. He is sill
sigorous, enthusiastic, and determined 1o
keepalive the sound of dramaoverthe radio
airwaves. Long mayhe wave o
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TAD at the MOVIES
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One reader has asked me it 13 given up

witing about new lms, and I'm tempicd to
ves because the flms 1 write abou are

invariably old by the fime my column
ars

But that's begging the question. There has
been a scarcity of good mysiery-suspense
films hisyear, and 1 find myself automatically
gravitating 10 the older movies that a
turning up on cable and in revival houses.
They may not be much beter than the current
S, bul they are somehow more intresting,
even'as failures

For that disappointed reader, 1'dlike 10 say
that 1 will be dealing in my next column with
the two Bond films that came out his year, as
well as the flm treatment of Gorky Park.
There are a few films which | missed frs. time
around that | hope 1o caich on second
boue, most especially the Iranian flm The
Mission, which appeared on a number of Ten
Best iss for 1983,

Before delving into this quarter’s iims I'd
like 10 say a few kind words about cable TV
which may be the las best hope of mysiery
moviegoers outside large urban centers. The
P. D. James film reviewed below would not
have been available for viewing in this
country i it weren't for cable. While | had my
reservations about i, | have 1o reservation
about its deserving exposure fo an audience

Within the week, cable has also provided a
Wougtiful version of Conan Doyle's The
Sign of Four, listing one Otto_Penzler as
technical adsiser. While I still believe there is

litle recent work in this area which is cither
imaginative or genuinely new. In the abscnse
of that, flm

Philip Marlowe (a more plausible choice tor
the Continental Op), but he did grow on me.
through the series. 1 just wish the producers
had spent a bit more on exiras. There was an
aura of deserted stillness about their concep-
tion of Southern California that was mildly
unnerving.

1 hope Richard Meyers will forgive me for
venturing into what might wel be his territory,
but cable TV does blur what were once well.
defined boundaries. At any rate, 1 will
undoubtedly venture back into this cultural
no-man's land in the future if the material
proves worth the rip.

¥ An Unsuitable Job for 2 Woman
(1981) Billie Whitelaw, Paul Freeman, Pippa
Guard (D: Christopher Petit)

A first attempt 10 film the work of P. D.
James which serves as a caveat 10 all who
follow. This methodical account of  young
woman's atlempt to unravel the mystery of an
adolescent heir's apparent suicide faithfully
captures the psychological shadings of
James's analytic style. Yet it does not make
for entertaining cinema. Though the central
mystery may hold you, it does so against
sparkless direction, wan performances, and
an archivists touch that reduces even major
developments to small turns and fine
gradations.

As beiits this author's sensibility, there is
1o glamor or sweep o the storyteling, but
there is also (00 much reliance on fortuitous
discoveries timely made for it 1o be wholly
satisfying as a cerebral exercise.

A minimalisc score, artfut if not fluid
camerawork, and intelligent but vague
dilogié oo e fmpreslod of W8

version of Conan Doyle any d
‘Something should also be said on behalf of
0's in-house series of Raymond Chandler
storics. They were not to everyone's liking. |
found Powers Booth a surprising choice for

by
Vi i oo Admluedly a matier
of taste, but one betier suited 10 the printed
page

# % Chandler (1971) Warren Oates, Leslie

FIRST EDITION
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Caron, Gloria Grahame (D: Paul Magwood)
The late Warren Oates was highly regarded
as a supporting actor. In Alms such as The
Wild Bunch, The Hired Hand, and even
Stripes, he gave strong portrayals of solid.
rumpled men whose unpretentious masculinity
provided a welcome calm in the midst of
more dramatic (or comedic) churnings.
blander scale, he had some of the
auributes of the carly Bogart, so it was only &

Oates was never able 1o make the jump, and
Chandler gives some evidence why.

Certainly it does not look like a promising
script. Although the writers have made him
an alcoholic ex-private eye taking jobs as a
security guard 10 make ends meet, they have
not spent nearly enough time polishing the
chancxer into anything an actor could sink
his et

Wi e caled o guard a key witness
in a government case, you already know he'’s

they've stuck poor Oates info. Al no point

docs he appear 10 be anywhere close 10

setting the upper h the various

mob elements keep hilting us with stcamroller

dialogue and pretentious phony “meaningful-

ness,™ we.have nowhere 1o wrn for some
5

Caron looks more tired and bored than the
oy inems hoa amy ol b by e
s omstine slexiion emmectaor,
m.u forcing 100 hard for some sort of
Orson Wellternlncy Greenstreet presence.
You keep hoping the camera will avoid him.
Mitchell Ryan, the designing mobster, acts
like the postwar Richard Gere brought back
tolife.

he worst miscalculation of Chandler is
throwing Gloria Grahame away in a thirty.
second bit as an ex-pug's widow. She's gone
before you reaize who it was. The film needs

moviemakers knew how (0 turn out films like
this in their slee

At one point, Caron obscrves, “Tough
guys can get 50 monotonous.” And she's
right, especially when trapped in hack screen-
plays such as this one,

With Charles McGraw, Richard Loo, and
Scatman Crothers as a play-it-Sam for-old-
simes-sake pianist

* %3 Beyond a Reasonable Doubl (1956)



B e s

Dana Andrews, Joan Fontaine,
Blackmer (D: Fritz Lang)

Lang's last American film, and far from his
best. The premise is interesting, but only the
absenceof any grossiouches n the exccution
indicates that an experienced hand might b
behind the camera.

Sidney

s cast as a foraer journalist
turned novelist whose one-time employer
(Blackmer), an ardent opponent of capital
punishment, persuades him o frame himself
for the murder of aburlesaue dancer in ordeer
10 make a moral siatement. Even Andrews's

fiancé and Blackmer's daughter (Fontaine) is
ot 10 know of their scheme. Al the proper
time, Blackmer is to come forth with the
evidence of Andrews's innocence, thus dis-
crediting capital punishment, humiliating an
overly ambitio s district attorney, and giving

Andrews material for s next book.

Naturally, there are some complications
along the way. The fact that the film
commandsattention at all s solely due 10 its
serpentine plot. Andrews's acting is compe
tent but lifeless. Blackmer, an effective stage
performer, similarly gives his part litle more
than a brisk run-through. Fontaine lookstoo

middle-aged for what must have been in
tended as an ‘ngsrue role, and her romant -,
mannered acting looks dead wrong on these
Spartan,stylelesssets

Perhaps Lang was hampered by the cheap-
ness of Bert Friedlob's production. Half the
budget looks as if it went into Fontaine’s
vardrobe, 01 mavbe he veteran drcton(M,
Fury, g Heat) was ju 100 old and
Ghimicrenc oy the e T ing commenc-ed.
Whatever the reason,opportunitiesto enrich
the siorytelling cinematically pass by
undlaimed o

THE |
PERSONAL =

By Thomas Chastain

‘The doomsayers are looseamongst us once
‘again. This time they bring us dire tidings of
the death of the private eyenovel. My answer
is: 1 doubt it
Not that there is notsome truth behind the
has led them o their
The most persuasive of these
truths being that in today's technologically
advancedsociety the idea of a lone private
eye doing a betier job than the police
themselves—with all their equipment—is no
longer quite credible. And so, goes the
reasoning, the figure of the policeman will
replace the privateeyeas protagonist. Or that

story. This of course has already happened,
t0a degree, in the police procedural.

Another reason given for the predicated
demise of the fictional private detective i ths
his sentimentalized angst, is

behind this reasoning. (The d
amongst us, whether correct in
prophecies or not, do serve a purpose: they
answer before we ask the question, Watch-
man, whatof the night?)

Yet, even acknowledgingthe possible truth
of both of these reasonings—along with
hers,suchasthat th prvate ye story s
imply been done (o death already anyway
2ncor that the same story s 655 it
over andov es(again, in

Rather, | believe that the true challenge is
how 10 develop the character beyond the by
now almost stercotypical figure written of by
Hammeti, Chandler, and Macdonald-and
not much changed by any author of any

borh nsances,rue, rue) 1 bele they al

T point i hat the sensibilty of a private
eye is an ideal device through which to filter a
fictional story of crime. Much more than has
v bem el thecharaier of he
private ey s an ‘nspired literary crea

Tibecam the myihicioner ighiing wiongs,
comparable 1o two other mythic loners i

1 suspet the truth is that the time has come
when there needs 10 be a break between the
concept of the character as drawn by
Hammett, Chandler, and Macdonald —a
concept more similar than dissimilar in all
threecases —and futureportrayals.

1 suspect further that one of the most
overlooked aspects of the private eye char:
ter is that he serves most powerfully as

fiction, the ki
Yet, e

meraphor an. And
that i

~and perhaps neverfully understood — that,
ofthese three mythic figures, it is the charac-
ter of the private eye who is the most literary
In real life, the knight and the cowboy were

very litle imagination (o adapt them for the
purpose of fiction. The private cye, in real
life, was always peripheral to his time and
society. Thus, it would seem exceedingly
strange that writers would abandon such a
powerfulsymbolic literary character. Nor do
1 think theyever will

205

e e explored by the writers who has,
come along since Hammet, Chandler, and
Macdon;

1 would suggest, therefore, the times now
being what they are, that the defimng of he
characier as alienated modern man is the
directoa wi'ters might pursue (o make, (0
keep.theprivate eye relexantin fiction

Meanwhile, | doubt that—as has been,
respectiely, predicicd —either God, the

novel,or privateeyefiction is dead.



PAVER CRIMES

52 Pick-Up by Elmore Leonard (Avon, 1983),

52.95. Groomed for Murder by Vivian Rhodes

(Ballantine, 1983), 52.50. Shattered Mask by
G. Devon (Ballantine, 1983), 52.75.

52 Pick-Up by Elmore Leonard is not
relly.o new book, o realy s papeback

any excuse (o review it is welcome—it's a
terrific book.

Harry Mitchell s the owner of a plant in
Detrol that makes automobile pars; before
. he bl

The book is this good, this imaginatively
and skillfully written, throughout. Here are
some particularly pleasing points. Mitchell's
first view of his adversaries is minimal, and he
can determine only that they are not quite
alike. Certainly, physical individuality is a
commonplace enough observation; neverthe-
less, it proves 1o be the key to his attack
against them. To offer more detail is 10 give
100 much away. But not only is Leonard able
to make Mitchell seem a very resourceful
person but he also shows a great skill for
Jingsmall, appacnly unremarkabl deai

worker. Although married for 22 years. he
has taken a mistress. Upon arriving one day
at the apartment he has provided her, he finds
not the mistress but three men intent of
blackmailing him with his infidelty. He owns.
the patent on an essential automobile part,
and they want a year's profits from that
patent—more than $100,000. He decides not
10 pay them, but to fight back.

Mitchell’s is a guarded, rather than an
outgoing, personality. His wife Barbara says
that he is “quiet and calculating. Always
‘mild-mannered, the nice guy—until someone
steps over the line and challenges him.
another point, she says, “He can also be—1
was going 10 say cold-blooded and I ca
think of any other word for it,”even if he
! vicious or mean.” Moreover, the reades
first impression of him is negative—he h;

hats because he is opposed b three
nconachonable people 44 e Jooks well by
parison. But more than this, Leonard
seduces the reader into thinking like Mitchell,
The book's opening is, by design, mildly
confusing. “The girl” is mentioned but not
identified, and a paragraph later there is a
name — Cini —which may be the girl’s and
‘may not; who can say for certain whether it is
even a female name? In the midst of this, the
reader learns that Mitchell - identified at this
point only as “he” i also disoriented. He is
ecting his mistress and is uncomfortable in
his adultery, and things at her apartment are
not as they usually are. This is because his
blackmailers have laid a trap for him, but, by
the time they spring it, he is unconsciously on
guard, and 5o is the reader. Thus, Mitchell
reacts 10 the threat calmly, in character; thus
also, the reader is already unconsciously
thinking in tune with Mitchell, accepting hi:
character.

grow 1o

Although he is embroiled in a crisis,
Mitchell is required at the same time 10 live
his ordinary life. Among the scores of
fictional detectives who are professional or
who are able somehow to drop everything for
their cases, thisis a nearly unique, if perfectly
reasonable, feature. Morcover, his profes-
sional life has an important bearing on the
way he handles the crisis: the strength, the
bargaining skills, the intelligence that he
marshals against his blackmailers are all
necessary aiributes i his work. Also, i his
professional experience provides his tac
his rekindled love for his wife provides a kind
of moral counterpoint 1o the enemy he is

fighting. No aspect of the story seems (0 stick
out. Everything blends; everything is integral

Emore Leonard h: been “dis
covered” by more reviewers than you can
shake o tck 1. So i cpinon may no 6
new, but it at least adds (0 a consensus:
Leonard s op rank

Like many books, Groomed for Murder
contains a brief biographical skech of

author. Vivian Rhodes is described as a
“successful young writer” and a “talented

challenging mystery may be to determine
upon what the anonymous biographer based
his assessment.

The story concerns Susan
children's book writer

nkelstein, a
as well as a born-and-
bred New Yorker who lives in Los Angeles.
Her hairdresser dics, violently but apparently
accidentally; a few days later, his former
wife, a movie actress, also dies, an apparent
suicide. Finkelstein, having overheard a con-
versation which leads her to suspect murder,
chooses to_investigate. Needing help, she
finds herself teamed with Nick Comici, the
friend of a friend, an investigative reporter
whoisalso from New York. Althoughsshe lives
yith another man, Comici attempts not only
o assisther but also 0 seduce her. The
avestigation takes the form of a series of

ars on, several atiempls are
Bade e deicivet e
€ bones are fleshed out, as if on a

astance,
Tupperware parties—or implausible — they
Or how about this: Finkelstein and
Comici are in a car, the brakes and clutch of
shich have been tampered with. Out of
ontrol, they hurtle down a hil, toward a
1if, at 95 miles per hour. That Rhodes would
mploy such a hackneyed device is bad
in one sharp turn
e steered the car up onto an embankment of
qussy willows and dandelions. Everything
topped,” instantly and harmlessly, it would
cem. Those may be the strongest dandelions
and pussy willows known to man.

Rhodes resorts Lo stereotype in the creation
Jf some of her characters. There are a woman
vho married money and, Lo preserve her
aarriage, is eager (o hide her shady past, as
vell as a Jewish matriarch whose accent one




is morelikelyto encounter in bad fiction than
inlife.Thereis also a sleazyHollywoodagent

pleasantariation on the usual vice, seemingly
thrownin 10 make an otherwis dull character

scemshocking,
Oter characters are defined in terms of
famous people. The hairdresser victim, for

recalls*a youngTyrone Power.” One of his
15 looks “very much like Cheryl
For whatever reason this technique is
employed —presumably 10 add a touch of
‘glamour ~it alsosupplies Rhodeswith ready
made characters. Thal's cheating, evem f she
isfree 10 embellish such characters som ewhat
To say in her defense that she is not the only
writer 10 take advantage of this sort of
novelistic shorthand is only another way of

sayingthat she lacks originality
Nor are the main characters— Finkelstetn,
Comici, and Marc Beaumont, the man with
ith whom  Finkelstein lives —particularly
satisfying. Because allthree are New Yorkers
in Los Angeles, they tend 10 make thesuper

off. Beaumont is portrayed in an unflattering
light and is totally uninteresting. Comici
appears favorably by comparison; he should
be grateful for the help.

Without plausible action or ingratiating
characters, the book might neverthelcss have
been somewhat redeemed by a challenging
mystery. Toobad, then, that the killercan be
fairly easily identified well before he/she is
formaly revealed. Groomed fiorMurder has
very littleto recommend it

Shattered Mask is D. G. Devon's second
novel about Temple Kent, a top New York
City-based fashion model. (The first novel

but will be treated in the singular here.) Kent
iis recruited as the figurelicad of a movement
10 preserve several architecturally signi

buildings from a corporation that seeks to
raze and redevelop an entire neighborhood
She is, as she was in the first novel, in love

family once_powerful
enough 10 have had important links with
Tammany Hall. Coughlin'sbrother ownsone
of the contested buildings; the brother is
killed, apparentlyaccidentally, butenoughill
will has been generated by the preservation
effort 1o make Kent and Coughlin suspect
murder

Obviously,these are not everyday people.
Devon, in fact, goes (o considerable lengths
10 avoid giving the impression that the book
condescends 10 its readers, that they are
ordinary people being treated (0 a
glamorous life in the bug city. For examiple,

view of

she describes her modest background, ridi
cules the notion that her family is patrician,
andexplainsherdislike of celebrity and chic
pretension. Jus' folks, is she. When the
interview is published, her statements have
been tumed around 10 seem elitist_and
uncaring. Clearly, the journalist has been
dishonest, and so wouldihe reader be to side
withthe journalistagainstthemodel
Although i's a clever strategy, i’s 100
transparent an atiempt at man‘pulate=: and
seems grating, 10 say the least. To sayy more,
it seems false as well. The book’s best
moments are those which set it apart_from
everyday life. No matter how hard Devon

ries 1o make Kent seemdown toearth, she 1s
notable because she is a chic celebrity. She,
and the reader alongwithher, are invited into
clan whoseroughcamaraderieand colorful
past are perhaps more than commonlyvivid
or even, precisely accurate (how many his-
torlans ascribe any charitable motives 1o
Tammany Hall politicians?). To the extent
that the book works, it works bestif it'snot
taken seriously; it's a lterary comic strip,
Brenda Starr, Reporter reworked for sub.
scribers to Vogue magazne. IUs at its weakest
whenit tris to touch base with real lfe.

So: Don't lookfor anything profound, or
even for an especially challcnging mystery
(the least likely suspect rule obtains here)
What's left is a reasonably well-told story
Char aaers are sufficienty individual, cve if
the Lrish accents seem a ftle thick, and Kent
in particular is convincingly porirayed as
intelligent as well as beautiful. The plot
moves along briskly and with some humor,
even if there is nothing particularly daring
about it; its a boyhasgirl, boyloses girl, boy
gets girl story with a mystery woven into it
What's more, ShatteredMask is beter than
Temple Kenr and so leaves one hoping for
better still 1o come 5]

California. But toward the end of the book,

New York. This ability to have things both
ways s reallythebasisofher character. She is
torn between obligation (0 Beaumont and a
growingaffection forConici. [n the resulting
triangle, whichseems not somuch to comple-
mentthe mystery as ( interfere with it, she is
meant to have things both waysonce again
Behavior which is supposed to seem insensi-
tivee or wounding: n Beaumont s supposed at
e same time 1o seem undersandable anct
forgivable in Finkelstein; unfortunately,she’s
nowhere near charming enough 10 carry 't
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CURRENT REVIEWS

Show Buslness Is Murder edited by C. R
Waugh, M. H, Greenberg and Isaac Asimov.
Avon, 1983

Murder takes center stage in a elightful
collection of skort stories which combines
mayhem with show business. The dastardly
deeds take place on stage, behindthe scenes,
in front of the cameras, at the back of the
auditorium. It seems thatthe performingarts
arepopulatedwith villains of all kinds, and
that artistic temperaments often get out of
handandbeyondihelaw

Perhaps because of its inherent glamour
and charged emotions, the background of
show business has attracted many mystery
writers.Ellery Queen, underthe pseudonym
ofBarnabyRoss,has written a series of four
excellent novelsfeaturing a deaf Shakespear-
can actor as the solver of baffiing crime
ridde. Patrck Queni's amateur detecive

ay producerwhoseacuteobser-

sy r(alnlynml fantasy werenurtured
inthetheatre. Ngaio Marsh, Agatha Christie,
Mary Roberts Rinehart, Edmund Crispin,
andStuart Kaminsky are among the authors
who have discovered finsel and pretense
beneath the glittering fagades of the perform-
ingarts

The present anthology contains yarns by
the best_modern pr

beenwho makeshis finalexitwith a bang, the
untalented actor-murderer who is trapped
because hecannot fakereactions convincingly,
he—ter———ehe————

deadly change in the script, and the opera
spectatorwho is poisoned during a perform-
ance of Wagner'sDie Walkire. Thegalleryof
characters involved in various shady plots

obats, drcclors, camera opera-

and launched the amazing career of possibly
the most famousliterary creation of all time
The tall, hawk-noseddetective captured the
imaginations of readers the worldover. His
deerstalker hat, shag tobacco, and magnify
ingglass becam internationalymbol.
car et depicts the frst meeting
e Hiolmes and on John, . Waszon
After airing their respective shortcomings,
he two gentlemen agreed (0 share rooms
together at 22la Baker Street. Dr. Watson
ume the chronicler of the various baffling

cases that Holmes had solved with extraordi-

HerlockSholmes, Holmlock Shears, Picklock
Holes, Shylock Homes, Shamrogk Jolnes,
Hemlock Jones, Schlock Honies, Sherlaw
Kombs, andevenShirley Holmes.

A few years ago, the literary world was
shaken by the discovery of a previously
unpublished episode in the carecr of Sherlock
Holmes, entitled The Seven-Per-Cent Solu
ton. It immensepopularity opened the
floodgates, and, happily, more unknown
chapters in the annals of Holmes have since
been unearthed (including his heretofore
unknown encounters =th Dracula, Mr
Hyde, and Jack the Ripper)

Recently, Simon Goodenough managed (o
track down the whereabouts of a rusty tin
boxcontaining the truestory of A Sudy in
Searler. An Americanvisitor is found myster-
iously murdered in a London house.
woman's wedding ring, the monogram on a
handkerchief, cigar ash, and a message
written in blood are among the ch
second blood-spattered body is discovered in
a hotel bedroom. A box of poisoned pills
enables Holmes 10 finger the murderer and
reveala desperate plotofloveand revenge.

Noless interesting than the taleitself is the
fact thatthisvariationof A Stud yinScarlet is
presented in theform ofa portfolio, Included
are hapdwritien notations by Dr. Watson,
photographsofthe culprit and of the victims,
police’ statements, telegrams, newspaper
clippings of the 1880s, and actual physical
clues—a wedding ring, a silk hat label, and
pills from the murderer's box. It is a pub-
lisher's ingenious method of putung the
reader's deductive powers (0 the test in a

i which takes us back (o the era

narily cold logic. Altogether, Watson penned
sint in the form of

and there is exen an agent willing (0 cover up
a murder in order (o protect his ten percent

One story depicts the fate of a whole
company ofamatcurtespans kdnappedy
maniacal director, while another g
ocuses on  real pakoning during he st
deadly scene of Hamlet. Knises, pistols.and
poison capsules take their toll in rehearsal
halls, recording studios, soundstages, and

ful-length novels (of which the mostpopular
is The Hound of the Baskerwlles, 1902), the
rest collected in five volumes of short storics.

Sherlock Holmes, however, has transcend-
ed the ourput of his creator, Sir Arthur
Conan Doyle. Since the wrm of the century,
many authors ha-e undertaken (o continue
the saga of the great detective, mostly in the
form of pastiches. In their zeal, the parodists
have lampoonedHolmes'smethods of deduc-

of gaslight, horse cabbies, and noble

sleuthing.

TheMurder of an Old-Time Movie Star by
Terence Kingsley-Smith. Pinnacle, 1983

Right from the star(, 1 want tosay tha, in
spiteofits faults, | ended upliking this book
1 don't want anyone 10 read this and come
away with the question,“Well, did he like 1,
or didn't he?” I did

broad spectrumofpride, jealousy.greed,and
lust. The anthology proves that there is no
business like show business for mystery
aficionados

dy in Scarlet edited by Simon Good-
enough. Based onthe story byArthur Conan
Doyle. Quill/Morrow, 1983

‘The first exploit of Sherlock Holmes, the

for
1887under the title A Study in Scarler i
subsequentlypublished in book form in 1888

ng away shooting cocaine.
Some authors sensationalized Holmes's rela-
tionship with the one worman in his life, Irene.
Atien( s e ipnedl s oliee
brother Mycroftw as more capable, the real
brains of tn family. Sul) eyl
Feove|tar| xcimes[ita A Watson il
clandesine homoseual lisison.  Is
nothingsacred?

Among the better-known authors who
havepoked fun at theconsultingdetectiveare
Vincent Starrett, August Derleth, John
KendriekBangs.MauriceLcbanc, 0. Herry
Sames M_Bane, Sreshen Leacock. and
Mark Ofien ey ticd 10 g
Holmes behind other names- Solar Pone,

here
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il

‘This book appears (o be a cross between
Stuart Kaminsky's Toby Peters books and

A. Morse'sEdgar-winning The Old Dick
PeterMcCoyisobviously a privateeyewhois
over seventy, and the storyflashesback and
forth between 1983 and 1935. The dialogue
and first-person narrative seem rather stilted
in the fr st portion of the boolk, and it strikes
me that (e transition between 1935 and 1983
could have been handled betier than by
simply saying, “Back in 1935_..." over and
overagain. It getsredundant

"The story deals with the murder of —you
guessed it—an_old-ime movie star with
whom Pete McCoy had some dealings back in
1935, afterwhich he cameaway with a secret



that he'sbeensitting on all theseyears.Could
this secret have something (0 do with the
murder, and subsequent murdlers? Well, the
book gets betier asyou go along, the writing
scems to smooth out some, and you actually
get interested n the plot. So | liked the book
d the character, and there’s a postscript at
the end which seems10 indicate that there will

beanother. | kind ofhopetherewill
~ Jack Miles

Samson's Deal by Shelley Singer. St Martin's
Press. $11.95

During the 1968 Democratic NationalCon-
vention, Ct

rescued from a kidniapper, she conks the
villain and knocks him cold. And when Jake
needs information aboutsome political ex-
tremists, Rosie infilrates the group as
resident spy and tells him everything he needs
to know.

17 youare thinking that this Rosie stealsthe
book, which she does, you may also be
wonderingwhy on earth Singer didn't make
her the protagonist of the piece and drop
Jake down 1o the role of supportive male
The majority of women detectives, after all,
have just this kind of man around 10 help
them out of tight spots or legal hassles. He's
typicallyacop, attorney, or reporter, oftena

a hilarious (and quite revealing) slip of the
tongue in attempling to defend his free
swinging peace offcers from charges of
brutality “The polce, HisHonor explained,
“are not hereto createdisorder, they'rehere
topresersedisorder.

Samson is a former Windy City
warrior who grew weary of clubbing long-
hairedprotestors and of preserving disorder
for Mayor Daley. He did the only sensible
thing a cop with a conscience could do.
Turning 1 his badge, he drifted west o
Californiainsearchof peace sunshine, and a
taste of the good lfe. If you can't beat the
enemy, jointhem.

When we catch up with Jake, in Oakland
writerShelleySinger's firstnovel, he'sbecome
an“urbangentlemanfarmer,"smallproperty
owner, andodd-jobs journeymaninBerkeley.
This lawand order dropout isliving ina quiet
way with hiscats, cold beers,friendlypoker
games, and endless procession of affectionate
Females. What more could a man want?

But wait. Here'sa University of California
professor, under suspicion in the mysterious
death of his artist wife. The profwantsJake
0 investigate, find the murderer, and clear
his Amd he’s offering 10,000 for this
amateur slewth's services. Jake can use the
money. The question is whether the city of
Berkeleycan use a private eye 10 createand

dis-rder n the nameof entertan'ng
detective fiction.

To tell you the truth, | worried about
whether Jakewas up1othe assignment. Sure,
he may have been a hardboiled heavyweight
back in HogCity.but 100 manyycarsofBay
Arealivingcanmakea guy (00 laid-backand
mellow for the risky business of peeping at
keyholes, poking in secret places, and cross-
EXA0IDZ nervous or querulous suspects.
Jake is 0 Sam Spadeafter all, and this is a
complex caper. There's an enigmatic victim

Who seems 10 have had several personalities;
therapy and meditation groupies; radical
rightists and leftists; devious academicians
and other exotic specimens of the Berkeley

Ah, but Jake has a secrel weapon in his
fight against crime. Her name is Rosie—
Rosie Vicente. She's his tenant and best
friend. Aractive, ingenious, and fearless,
she's much more thanjust a good pal who
sharesbeerpoker hands, and felinelore.

big brother
The fact thar Rosie~a lesbian and self-

employed carpete who affcts lumbiack
and drives a battered truck —fll the
Tolemakes foran amusinggende swich and
creates a detective storynovelty. Her sexual
preference, morcover, doesn't seem 10 threat-
en or intimidate the mostly macho Samson,
whoseems genuinelyfond of her. Forme, the
most endearing moments of the noveloccur
when the two trade notes on girlfriends (his
and hers) and do some in-house patter based
on their favorite old movies. Like Jake,
Singer'sreader becomes a staunch Rosiefan
Although he i far fromChicago—aboutas
far, let us say, as Oz's Dorothy is from
Kansas—Singer'sshamusadapts readily and

and persistent (even tenacious!) enough (o
inspire confidence that he is what he claims to
be. He takes a bad beating and heals quickly
enough (0 pay his sadistic assailant back in
kind. And he fields the enmity and suspicion
of a tough Berkeleycopwith all thegraceand
evasive skill of a wily diplomat. -There are
times when he can look after himself without

0 who
work at least as wellas any conventional Mr
and Mrs. North tandem, if not betier
Readers of Samson’s Deal may find them—
as | did—of even greater interest than the
mystery. For theseare memorablecharacters,
insimyess smmaniore= vho chas:

affection and concern for one another

fictional debuts in novelswhichboth homage
and sublly parody the mystery wradition. It

ook forward 1o more novels by this funny,
shrewdstoryteller

The Papers of Tony Veitch by William
Mcllvanney. New York: Pantheon, 1983,

12,95

The Papers of Tony Veich continves
Mellvaniey's ambitious Jack Laidlawseries
set in the grime and grit which constitute
Glasgow's underworld, cast againstthe back
drop of Laidlaw's foundering marriage, and
informed by the detective protagonist’s ob-
sessive desire 10 make sense of @ seemingly
senseless world

Laidiaw's involvement in theTony Veitch
casebegins when he is called (0 the deathbed
ofan alcoholic agrantnamedEck Adamson.
Adamson tries vainly (o o
matter of great importance to him, yet his
finalavingeare unimeligible, which Lidiaw
attributes first 10 a ravaged liver but subse-
quently (0 the effects of wine laced with a
lethal dose of paraquat. An envelopefound
in Eck'spocketprovides the namesof Lynsey
Farren,PaddyCollins,and a pub called“The
Crib," as well as a phone number and a
paragraph of idealistically intense sentiments.
As Laidilaw runs down his leads in Adamson’s
murder, the list of implicated people grows
and includes Mickey Balater (a Birmingham
hit-man), Dave McMaster, Cam Colvin, and

. There
are some lapses in the: character, as when he
imierviews a woman aind notices that her hair
d just the slightest wave 0 it, 50 you
couldn't tell how much was her and how
much wasthe hairdresse's art”—not the sort
of thing a man wouldbe likely 10 notice, let
alone comment upon. And, yes, there are
moments when Jake seems something less
than the conventional man of steel (“The
publicity made me so nervous,” he confesses
during one crucial moment of the ca:
ided :

Wihen help thinking,
Rosie is his brains. When he nceds 1o be

For the mosipart, however, Jake is sturdy
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and Tony Veitch himself (a rich university
student who disappears before finalexams).
Tony, in fact, is theinterfacebetweenthe rich
and the poor in this novel, the blackmailed
and the blackmailers, and the idealitic and
the cynical. Tony has gotien in with a bad
crowd, as has LadyLynsey Farren, and those
boys play rough. They are “the kind who
could kill a man on the way (o the cimena.
Andstill enjoy the show."WhenTony drops
out of sight beforethe end of the term, he is
soughtafter not only by his blackmailers but
also by the police, who first associate Tony




with Adamson's murder but later “disimpli-
cate” him when Tony himself is found, an
apparentsuicide

Just as Tony, like Laidlaw, “walking the
edge of himself likea ledge, between
the world of the rich and formally educated
and that of the indiigent and sreet-smart, so
100 does his status waver for much of the
book: known 10 be missing, is he alive or
dead? And Mellvanney uses this question
abou Tony (o epitomize the novels central
canarn with life and death. For Laidiaw
firmly and loudly believes that “no_ death
i irlevent” and in the face of morlallly.

GETTREREY ot of k. lalrs fondy
‘0 as m' sonoarrangso~anyihngcan
Neeneca
Itis this very arrangement which threatens
our melancholy hero. He is bes

sional integrity. While others may bend, he
refuses to compromise. His is an individual's
pain which cannot be shared with any other
person

As the solution (o thesecrimes threatenthe
established hierarchy, pressure begins 1o
build for Troti 1o discontinue his investiga-
tion. His is a terrible decision worthy of a

cai oy comprehensible wkth eference 10
theother, and the boundary between them is
constantly shifting and yet irrevocable.
Laidlaw walks that border, and it is signif-
S e rolmnely
characterized the edge of two
emrin s spece B shcrmatey stndord
King'sEnglishandvirtually incomprehensible
pon the status of his

with equal unease in the worlds of the
hoodlum and Tony's university associates,
“ho, in their dscussions of pritersand id

ummon up the dead in_ order 1o rekill
them.

In the final analysis, Mcllvanney creates in
ThePapersof Teny Veitch a darkly satisfy-
ing novel of detection in the same way that

in both hunter and huntedw hich gooddetec-
tive fiction requires, with cnnh:ngmg lterary
allusions and black humor

oL Clk

The Red Citroen by Timothy Williams. St.
Martn's Press, 1982. 250pp. $11.95

Williams's first novel, originally published
in Great Britain in 1982, is quit
iroduces Caamissioner Trott, of the
PubblicaSicurez2a,andtakesplace ina small
provincial city in the Emilia Romagna prov-
ince of Northern il

“The time is 1978 Aldo Moro has been
Kidnapped, and all ltaly is undergoing a
spritualerisis. TheRed Brigadeshay eterror
izedsan enire nation and petty black il hass
became the Italian discase. There is no
concept of a common state. There is only a
loose, ill-definedassociation, allegedly for the
common good. ltaly, a country with such a

o face
destruction. Willams understands the ltalian
mentality and manages to capturethe thythm

of Italian life. The book is well written and
highly recommended
[T =

Summer by Donald Thomas

New York: Viking, 1983. $16.95
Charles Lutwidge Dodgson, better known
10 children and the literary publc as Lewis
Cartoll (Alice in Wonderlard, The Huiing
of the Snark), is a perfect prospect for
blackmail, since one of his hobbies (others
might label it a consuming passion or an
obsession) is capturing the likenesscs of his
“child-friends” not only in print but also on
ghotogaphe . Dodgon, or “The Story
Church

2 being a ation.only haing been united in

o a

CollqealOlrordcallmm hasapvedxlemuﬂ
for snapping pubescent girls in the buff,

that*truath is more beauti-

his niné-year-< ey soddger, o uela wh'
the gruesome murder berment of
& Rl Ol herk be § SRR
between these crimes? His world is in a
bourgeois city governed by a Communist
mayor. Thesee

capitalisticgoalsis nol
political manifesto but rather a seeming

fulwhen naked,” and a problem arises when
his “art” snapshots (“nice little nudities for
the Royal Academy”) are appropriated to
feed Victorian Englandsgrowing market for
pornography — and child pornography at that

d to threaten the very existence of Jane
Ashmole, the half-girl/half-woman who sits
for Dodgson, dotes on him, and trades with
him the linguistic riddles thathave delighted
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senerationso liceeadrsSlecpingteauty.
also went by the name of

MissAnns,. Thes
ne perperators of Dodgsor's blackmal
provetobe wealthy Charles Augustus Howell

playmates have been recently bathing, and

near where Dodgson has been witnessed
seolin, supicon falls onthegenle Oxtord
don. Enter lmspecor Alfred Swain from
London. Mo fracks the muserer wih

o e same conchson i Dodpan 4o,

ethods are at
Considerable variance with Swis polce:
proceduralsyle. The it of possble suepects
grows (0 include Howell, Thomas Godwin
(another Oxford don wl

the techniques of criminal
pathologyand theart of photography in their
infancies, the intricate workings of Elgin
railway watches, and the equally (ortuous
thought-processes of the Victorianmind.
MadFatter Summer. moreover echoesthe
Victorian era in language and atmosphere
and s ucceeds at this in @ way John Fowles's
The French Lieuterant's Woman does, al.
though Thomastakesan appropriatelylighter
tone. The language occasionallygrateswith
what our age would call a trite siliness
(“Damn your canting impudence, you sickly
litle prig!") but by and large communicates
the tensions of an agy where man s mach

g 3 “an eyi of
" is continually misunderstood by the
repressed society around him, and where
what one does and what one says need

necessarily congrue. Al in all, Mad Hatter
Summer functions as a charming period
mystery which combines the features that a
contemporary detective fiction novel demands.

contact/n real ie=-Suinburne, Rosselt and
Tennyson

. i
Murder in the English Department by Valeric
Miner. NewYork: St. Martin's Press, 1983
5995

Myscis in scadec setings meciably
te on the principle that i

example of this
assumption, for the clear-headedness that
standsher in such goodstead in herscholarly



work is conspicuously absent when she
discovers the violent death of 3 fellow
member of Berkeley's English Department
Implicated in Professor Angus Murchi
death, and imprisoned for it while her trial
Grags on, Nan quite Inerally sees the truth—
and i doesn's sether free

Miner, strength as a mystery writer, asshe
sets out Nan's painful circumstances, does
ot lie in plot but rather in characerization,
and her description of the workings of
academeisdisconcertingly accurate,fromthe

warm 0 them, and Jonies does not seem 1o
expect the reader (0 try 1o like them. Her
concernthroughout is with the overall struc-
wre of plot, and, if chacacterization faliers,
as it 50 often docs in this sub-genre of the
thriller, then the ntricacy ofev ents is expected

i
Goodbye iy, Etlon Ot Chares

Scribier’s Sons, 1983. 180 p. $11
‘e Clerne callates

decisions(Nan'stenurecaseisfurther clouded
by her vocal involvement

ligise Sl e el
King-class relatives fear e Nar
i e o s P Dt
Nan's literary forcbears are Dorothy
Sayers's Harriet Vane and Amanda Cross's
Kate Fansler, and, while she may lack the
lished wit of the former and the graceful
urbanity of the lauer, she proves 10 be
thoroughly likeable and, unlike both Vane
and_ Farsier, does 0ot require a male (o
extricate her from her difficulies. Miner has
created a feisty heroine who bears further
acquaintance

the general manager, John Robinson, and
wish horrible things would happen 1o him
When the city editor, Kiel St. James, finds
Robinson with a letter spike shoved through
the back of his neck,

States. Thisunprecedentedwork captures all
of them, indexes them by author, title, and
—and provides all the data you need
on cach 1o identify, catalo, and acquire.
“Scholars and students will be able 10 locate
all published works of fiction."Researchers
can trace the rise and development of such
genres as science fiction, fantasy, novels of

—-s2nd dems i

Well, now! That would indeed be useful,
‘and—while wishing I'd had the work while
doingthe newedition of my Bibliographyof
CrimeFiction 1 rushed off my prepaid order
(in August) with the expectation that this
bibliography would be very helpful to me in
future editions of or supplements o my

raph

d the

The investigation into Robinson's death is
handied by Orson Boles, who favors a
“lizard-green polyester suit” and cracker
dauket for conducting investigations. St
James can draw out the more literate Boles,
the two men havingbeen friends for years in
thesmall Alabama

publisher had the gall to bill me for postage
and handling after enjoying my money for
fob S

roduction to Fiction 876-1983
B e ]
ideniy st diions st U.S. ranslation,

Bolessoon narrows the suspect feld down
0 five. The major clue comes from finding
Robinson’smuch-loved hat crumpled on the
or; closer inspection shows that it has a
small hole which corresponds o the size of
the letter spike and that it is traced with
blood. The blood type is not the same as
Robinson’s, and Boless investigation finds

is one of those, and he is suffering from

James and the
sate of s love life. His girlfriend, Greichen,
iscalld ot oftown on s vhich soon

oveoutof state. St

The Confucius Enigma: A Novel About
Modern. China's Greatest Mystery by blackoutspells
Margaret_Jones. New York: St. Martin's ubplot surrounds St
Press. $10.95

Margeset Jones, who s in Loadon 18
the Sydney

it ber Yoy e i 2 a fouralt T the
People’s Republic of China (o good us
s Peking thriller, and mysiery rans who
raved about Gorky Park will probablyhave
praisefor The Confucius Enigma aswell

he hypothesis which occupies physician

Jameskee

f genrehiction
appearing in Spccxﬁc time peiod, ndcom
eicwarksorwor of ey
1 docsthe work actualy deive? As
s I‘ol!owlns comparison with my Bibiog
1y 0 shows, Fuction 1876~
5 docs not even s liosdc
siverised savare and 1+ 30
reasonable bibliographic Sandard And of
course comparison with the full fiction
coveragethattheworkclaimswould llustrate
thesedeficienciesfarmorespectacularly
Restricting ourselves only 10 the A section
of the alphabetical listing, here's what we

find:
Ashbrook, Harriette. Al titles are listed
here,eventhoughsixappearedasbySusannah

oo Bt i Fvipapers lnsaimr
freestyle sex symbol” He ries 10 hold out
agaifst Crystal's effors 10 get beyond his
resolve but doesn' succeed. The love story
which evolses is a pleasa addition (0 the
standardiavestigationtha follows

Joanna Robinson and newspaperman Alan
Brock is the unexplained of
Lin Pizo, who, until his dropping from sight
in 1971, was considered in line for power
underChairman Mao. Jones is quickto point
out “n her author's note that “iernational
politics provide more melodrama_than a
fiction writercould possiblyderise, "andshe
‘niersperses her account with ‘m-
pressive-looking documents, news releases,
and terminology lists. When The Confucius
Enigmasucceeds, it doesso impressively, as
in a tensetrain ridesequence and a glimpse
into a mental hospital, but when it doesn't,
theeffect, as in somany thrillers of the Gorky
Perk vaity. is marly dreary. I shrt, the

e ridiculous {0 expect in the protagonists a
sinologists version of Lord Peter Wimsey,
one could at least hope for somewhat more
sympathetic characters than Robinson and
Brock. If they're at sea in mysterious, hot,
unriendly Peking, the reader is tempte

L that it must somehow be their fault that
they'relefirceling andparanoid.One doesn't

almvn\g i charactes 10 develop 01 pokn!
which the reader can care about

There s a smallionn charm 10

Goliath which is enhanced by the authertic

newspaper atmosphece the author presents
Chaze has worked for the Associated Press

andascityeditorofthe Hattiesburg American

and preseatly lives in that Mississippi town

Goodbye Goliath is his seventh novel, andan

ideal one with which to curl up in a comfort-

able chair.

Flefon S6-1503'A Bisbogrupl ol Uskied
States Editions. R. wker Company,
1983 $99.50.

Thiswork was announced for August 1983
publicationin anads ertisement(in Publishers
Weekly) which readinpart; “Since 1876more
than 178000 aovels aovellas, andshortsiry
collections in Engl

this entry), and two are found in a Shane
entrywithout cross-reference (0AShbrook.

Arvonen, Helen. Only 7 of 15 published
titlesare listed.

Amos, Alan. Only one of four titles is
listedhere, with the otherthree found unde?
the autho: iame (not cross-refissassd
in the Amos eniry) and with incomplete
bylineidentification.

Kay. Only wo of five tiles are

" Asheroft, Gene. The publising dat ofhe
lsted workis ot given, This is a freqven
fau

Axhe Douglas. Only thebare original title
is listed, not its publisher and date; such
information is given about a reprint edition
undera different title,

Ashford, Jeflrey. Only 8 of 19 titlespub-
lished through 1980are listed, although two
morecan be foundunder*JeremyAshford."
Dates and publishers ven are not necessarily
those of the firsy editions.

Austin, Alex. A crime fiction e 1 not
lsted

Austin, Hugh. All three ttles published by

<o e
Avallone, Michael. Only nine of the 4§

been published or trnes i the Lo

21

Axelrod, George. A crime fiction title is



=

Axton, David. No entry, bul the title is
listed, without reference 10 pseudonym, under
the author's real name.

Auer, Frederick. No date is given for The
Mamin the Mirror.

Ayres, Paul. No entry, but the titleis listed
—and the pseudonym  identified —
Edward S. Aarcns ersiry .

Aarons, Edward S. An unfathomable al-
phabetization scheme is used. Ronns (pseu-
donym) titles are distributed, in duplicate,
between this entry (mostly) and the Ronns.

for 17 of those listed the dategiven s not that
of the frst edition
Abbey, Ruth. One of threetitlesisomitted
Abbot, Anthony. No entry. All titles are
listed under the author’s realname, without
reference 10 the pseudonym under whichthey
scuallappeared
1, Sandra. Only one of four titlesis
et
Acre, Stephen. No entry, and the title is
also mmu\g from the Frank Gruber (real
name)entry
Adams, Clifton. Only one of three crime
fctiontites is listed
Adams, Frank Upham. Only one of two
ke el kil
list
Jacquelin. Only four of eight crime
ﬁcuol\lnllts.uells( d
o ik NoYecasaetene 1
xwm Lo the author sl name, bot he niry
there it about half of her books, i many
bookssed I otk enres
Alexander, Jan. Only nine of 19 crime
fetion esarelisied
Allain, Marcel. Two titles are listed as if
thetranslator isthe jointauthor.
s. Only two of five titles are
listed
Allen, Robert. No entry, but the title is
m identification, under

el seven of ten e are

Avu:rsm\. Frederick Irving. One title is

omit
ndcson, 1. R. L. His s are spread
o foult vaiens Bpcemifons of Hs
neme-
emov, Wane. The Deah Dealers s
omitted.

Anderson,Jessica. Onetitleismissing
Anker, Jens. No entcy, but the title s listed
unu:rm:aulhnrnealn: e
One it is listed, but some
Iwhawe beenpublished
jamin. Threecrime fictiontitles.

Armold, John. One titleismissing.
Arre, Helen. Noeniry, but three of thefivie
titles are listed under the author's real name.

correct. byline identification in the Creasy
entry.

Adee, Philip. Only 11 of 22 Joe Galltitles
arelisted.

August, John. No entry, but three of the
four it are listed under the author's real
name, without identification of the pseudo-
aym

addition, no entry is found for the
following authors, with the number of tiles

thus overlookedshown in parentheses: B. D
Ashe (1), Saxon Ashe(2),ClaraAugusta(s),
Willis J. Abbott (1), Rufus O. Abio (1),
Marye Adams (I), Albert W. Aiken (4),

George L. Aiken (1), RalphAiken (1), Ruth
Alexander (2), Dina Allan (1), Henry Allan
(1), JoanAllan (3), ErikaVaughan Allen (1),
Gertrude M. Allen (1), Clyde Allison (1),
James Z. Alner (1), John Ambler (1), Norma
Ames (2), Robert Ames(3), George Anderson
(1), Jan Anderson (1), Marianne Andrau (3),
Alix Andre (8), Dorothy C. Andrews (1),
Philip Andrews (1), Anne-Mariel (4),
Elizabeth Anthony (2), A. E. Apple(2), Ric
Arana (2), E. L. Arch(2), A. A. Archer(2),
Lane Archer (), John W. Arctander (1),
MaryArmat (), and JoelAudren ()

The work does not directly allow genre
ftion 0 ¢ dentiied, whethe publshed ina
pecified time frame or not. Il contains a
Classified Author Index, which identifiestime

&

X
Adliss, Joen. Four tillesaremissing.
Armstrong, Anthony. Only wo itles are

listed (actually two different titles for the

same work, but this s not stated); other

gin for

authors, but the index is so incomplete as 1o

be of doubful usefulness. Many death dates
are nots

Thisgraphically demonsirais the absolutc

Armstron
incompletely rendered real name, mostly

folly ofhaving vastl: computers.
compile bibliographies, and 10 do so without
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and regularize data presentation. Fiction

1876-1983 should be withdrawn by the
publisher

s
The Tenth Virgin by Gaty Sewart. A Joan

Kahn Book. New York: St. Martin's Press,
1983, 243 pp. $14.95

Arecent Wall Street Journal article on the
spiitual and entreprencurial underpinnings
of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day
Saints explained the church's theological
orientationin thef ollowingway:*Mormonism
id man out a mong large

day evangelicals with secret Masoniclike
temple ritualsand a view of immortalitythat
sounds more Buddhist than Baptist. On top
of that, the churchstakes a claim that it is
cmunxyuu.cnumw"

enth vigin cevolves
around iolenty contieing ctins mong
Mormonscets 10 bethe only truechurch.But

existence, thiir prophets,seers,.
maintained it God not onty endorsed but
encouraged the practice of pluralmarriage.
Consequently, the Utah desert bloomedwith
wives and children.

10 1890, however , when the terriory vas
on the brink of statehood and it lodked as if
the federalgovernment wereaboutto teddie

Girected the faithful 1o abandon polygamy.
Compliancewas not universal. Fundamenial-
st patriarchs continued to husband scveral
wives and castigate the monogamous Saits

it Gary Stewart claims that he grew
up assuming that everyone in Salt Lake City
had at least one relative living in a polyga-
mous commune. Lke Stewart, narrator
Gabriel Utley is a lapsed Saint who left the
buzing Beehive Stale (o missionaryworkers
and political drones. Utley is also a failed
husband and a successful New York private
investigator. He believes that the latter ac-
S ol o bl sman ez de
e = =
™ Diey has been e i I8 by his
ghschootsweetesr; Linda Petzion, wha
- mrried 5§ S

Mormon orcial wilh syl ambition

teenaged daughter JenniferbeforeJennifer's
daddy and the holy hierarchy notice thatshe
ismissing

[ course, there ‘s more 1o Jon
disappearance than initially meets the private
eye, and, in thecourse of discovering Jenni
fer's whereabouts, the private eye meets
prophetsand profiteers, the possessedand the
possessors. The happy hive is occupied by
Killer bees.

Thecast of characters 1s wivid and varied,
the scenery is striking, and there is enough
action (i.c., violence) for a made-for-TV
movie. In fact, all the dopey hippies, car




bombs, pinstriped goons, and transvestite
shootouts in The Tenth Virgi appear 10 be.
designed 10 keep an audience awake in
between catfood commercials.

But a book should be more than just
printed television. Instead of probing the
peculiarly American pasadox that is Mormon

women. This is an old and tiresome siory
The Tenth Virgin will try the patience of a
Saint

Tubernacle by Thomas H. Cook. Boston
Houghtor 1983. 513.95
Allis not wellin thecity of theSaints. Salt
spititual home of the Mormon
faith, plays witness 10 a spate of suvage and
inexplicable murders. At first, the victims
aopcar 10 hve been randomly argeed
Surely noconnection ~could
church olficals,an nvestgat'=c reporter, and
= ol prclifacisinjasyihe eloeree

convinced that the corpses are linked in a
arislychain.

Sour and disillusioned from his ten years of
fighting scum and corruption inthe strets of
New York City. Jckson purpseflly ses

wh, o
S it ataion g S et o
10 longer operating on familiar wrf. This is
Salt Lake City, the land where Brigham
Young's ferven followerscarved a society in
which “everything [could be} cxplained by
tha one ancint fal from grace in the

garden. e alimation of a
Saulerous elatonship. beeen. wo. san
churchmembersevokesa sharp rebukefrom
Hissuperior Stopasking th tough questions
“We do things differently in Salt Lake.” But
Jackson's swbborn persisience allows the
author 1o draw one of the book's interesting
parallels

By shifting the story's narrative focus
between deteciive and killer, we witness the
personalresolveeach possesses in completing
i respective “mission.” Both allow sought
ends 1o justif yquestionable means. Jackson
repeatedly sidesieps and ignores harsh crit
cim of his methods while the killr contimu
by ot Scrpures st pticaion for e
city-widespree of bloodlet

Cook'ssharacirs and ,el\mg are ety

cider mperatog '3
cityrepletewith knowledgeableinsiders. And

o way diminishes the suspense of the final
fewpages

The only negative note is Tabernacle's
cover art. Inspired by the novel's final
paragraph, it porirays a ioyu-clad man
blowing 2 horrwhile perched on top of the
world Hardlythewrapping thisw cll-exccuted
packagedeserves.

//

¥inor

fenses

By Edward D. Hoch

Whenever we're templed 10 regret the
scarcity of American mystery magazines, as
compared 10 twenty or thirty yearsago, its
well to remember the plight of the British
mystery reader, who has none at all. The
classic detective novel may still flourish in
England, but they haven't had a mystery

1967 issue. (The London Mysiery
Magazine lasted uniil a tew years ago, but it
relied heavily on the supernatural )

& was mainly to fil this void that Lord
George Hardinge of the British publisher
Macmillan brought out the first of his
Winter’s Crimes anthologies in November of
1969, as a companion to that firm's popular
Winter's Tales series. Through fifteen years
and fifteen volumes, Winter's Crimes has
solicited tories from the very best
British mystery writers (and _occasional
Americans who were living in England at the
time). Lord Hardinge has edited ten of the
volumes personally, though in recent years
he's turned over the editorial chores of the
even-numbered volumes (0 Hilary Watson
St.Martin’sPress now publishesthebooks in
America, a month or two following their
British appearance

d say that nearly every important

Many wrj
evera e, and Edaet Feras mlds the
record with sixstoriesin fifteen years

Winter's Crimes 15, published here in
January, is a typicalvolume. The stories by
Celia Dale, P. D. James, and Peter Lovesey
are especially g0od, though the Lovesey has
already appeared in the March 1983 issue of
EQMM under another title. There are twelve
stories in all, offering a sampling of the
British mystery today. Winter's Crimes is
doing its part 10 keep the short mystery alive
in England, and we can all be thankful for

Uniil_now, there has been no ...ml
anthology of new mysteries ori
Amerca,but EQMM edvor Eleanor Sullvan

hopes (0 remedy that with Ellery Queen's
Prime Crimes, a year-end volume published
in soft covers by Davis Publications and in
hardback by Dial Press. Thefirst volume has
sixteen stories, twelve of them completely
new and the other four published for the first
time 'n (s count . We assume these are
stories which, because of length, subject
e = e s W i bl
forpublication in EQMM
The lineup of authors in the first Prime.
impressive - Pairicia Moyes,
Chrigianna Brand, Joam Alken, William
Baniier, and Ron Goulartamong others. The

eighty-page Christmas mystery by Patricia
Moyes. There is a wild private eye par

Colome are aheady beins pl.md and we
wish it well.

Past volumes of Winter's Crimes have
often been a source of stories for EQUM,

marks the etun of the Dan Kearny ik
senies by Joe Gores, after an eight-year
sbsence, Theve is ks ice abyeith story
by Jumes Powell and oneof the last storiesby
the late Jack Ritchie.

The 1984 MWA anthology, The Crime of
My Life, published by Walker. should be in
the stores by the time: you read this. Edited by
MWA president Brian Garfield, the book
contains stories by Garfield and twelve past
MWA presidents, each chosen as their best
IncludedareRobertBloch, DorothySalisbury

Treal, and Hillary Waugh. It should
memorable volume, with special introduc
tions by each of the contriwiors.

At this writing, the firstissue of the revived
‘SainiMagazine has been twiceposiponedand
has stil not appeared. We hope 10 have a
report on it next time. [}
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CRIME

Real Life Cases

By T. M. McDade

HARVARD AND HOMICIDE

When Professor John White Webster was
Dr.

many of his more scholarly colleagues'. So
great indeed has been his personal fame that
even succeeding Harvard homicidal dons
have long been forgotten while the memory
of Professor Webster stays ever green. I is
therefore proper that we pay credit (0 another
of those talented Cambridge murderers. Fist,
we must pass over Charls R. Eastman, the
Harvard insteuctor tred in 1900 for shooting
1o death Richar n, for is acquittal
renders him ineligible in the Harvard homi-
cidal sweepstakes. | refer instead to_Erich
Muenter, a German instructos who, before
passing from public view, had his pame,
photograph, and academic atainments on
the front pages of allthe principal newspapers
of America.

n 1906, Muenter, his wife, and three-year-
old child lived within a ten minute walk of
the campus, though he more frequently made
the journey there by bicycle. Even in the
mild eccentric,

years before, he had but a bachelor's degrec
obtained from the University of Chicago at
the advanced age of 28. Minor teaching posts
at smaller schools had culminated in a year at
the University of Kansas, and in 1904 he had
come 10 Harvard as an instructor in German.

Of medium height, spare, dark-haired, first
moustached and then letting his beard flower
into a Vandyke, he had nothing noticeably
unusual about him. But he was, in moder
terminology, a loner. If he had few friends,
he made no enemics. On April 6, Mrs.

Muenter gave birth 10 a child, another girl.

oelock the vext morning, he called the nurse
and said that his wife had died in the night

When Muenter summoned a local under-
taker, A. E. Long, he was told that nothing
could be done with the body until a death
certificate had been obtained from a doctor
The instructor’s call 10 Dr. Mlntire was
unavailing; he was told o call the medical
@miner. [n the end, a conclave of doctors,
including Taylor, Melntire, Swan, the medi-
cal examiner, and a Dr. Durrell, came 10 the
apartment which the Muenters occupied,
and, after removing the stomach and in-
testines which were sent 1o Harvard Medical
College for analysis, a certficate of death was
prepared indicating the cause of death as
“gastro-duodenitis.” Now able 10 proceed
with the burial, Muenter, who had spoken
previously of burying his wie in nearby St
emetery, made plans 1o take the
body o Chicago, where his wife’s parents
resided, and he Jeft the next day, hiring a
Mrs. Derrick to accompany him to care for
the two children on the tip. On arrival in
Chicago, the body was cremated,
German instructor turned the children over to
their grandparent
In Cambridge, the police received a report
from Professor Whitney of Harvard describ-
ing his findings of substantial quantities of
arsenic in the stomach and intestines, and the
police quietly began (0 inguire when Mucnter
was expected back. The University had been
notified that he did not plan to return; he had
asked 10 be relieved of his duties. A lodger in
his apariment house ived (wo letters,
one incoherent, the other explaining that his
sister would care for his effects.

On April 28, the collegiate calm was
attered by the appearance of a polics
cwculav charging Muenter with poisoning his

and giving his description. Tired of
i b s e minced e
was not planning 10 return.
he academic world of Cambridge was
‘aghast. His few friends thought some terrible
mistake had been made and that he would
oy ol ol Hls e bl

eyebrows —“Insanity as described in German
romantic literature.” He was also said to have
been trying to construct a universal language
—a combination of German and Scotch.

‘The police offered as a possible motive a
51,000 life insurance policy on Mrs. Muenter's
life. 1t seemed hardly sufficient incentive, but,
strangely enough, Muener, before he disap-
peared, had tried to collect on the policy at
the Chicago office of the New York Life
Insurance Company, where he was (old they
would have 10 refer it (0 their Eastern ofice.

had been charged with bigamy in Maine. In
addition, John M. Crowe, who had lived in
the same house with the Muenters in Chicago,
reported that on no fewer than three occ
sions the gas in the Muenter apartment
reportedly had blown out, and that once Mrs.
Muenter had been overcome by the fumes.
On April 30, Miss Bertha Muenter, the
fugitive’s sister, arrived in Cambridge, sold
off much of the contents of the apartment,
o visible

In fact, for all intents and purposes, it was
the last anyone e
Muenter

macabre caricature which began as follows:
“Ser ! Scandal! Autopsy! Cremation!
Assfixiation! [sic]

cutal murder of four prominent citizens
by Oxlovd  Frofese (i) e o by

s escaped. Killd sighien wives
before. Oxford, April 25, 1

“Ten days ago, Mrs. Smith, wife of head
Professor Smith had given birth to a baby in
e N 9 R e D el

Pt i placed an el
tisement in the papers urging him 10 return 10
face the charges. The newspapers described
him as an instructor teaching German while
working toward his doctorate in philosophy.
‘The subject of his doctoral thesis raised a few.

w) though not present, asserted an easy i
Because Mrs. Smith was a Christian Scientist,
having employed beside the doctor a Christian
Science healer and nurse, Dr. Vulture, the
medical examiner insisted on an autopsy
when Mrs. Smith died.”



In theensuingpages, Smith shootsthe four
doctorswhile they areperformingthe autopsy
on hiswife and generallygoes berserk

At this point, a new section of the
pamphlet starts, and we apparently have
Muenteraddressing us dirccly. “Having read
5o far, compare this story with the silly lies in
half a dozen Chicago and Boston news-

rs. .. and proceeds 10 revile the press
for its distortion of the facts. In a long,
rambling article on religion, sociology, and
crime, Muenter wanders about, threatening
his brothers-in-lawand finally statingthat an
ad in the newspapers of July 22, 1906 will
reach himw ith a message.

‘The police, after sending out their wanied
notice on Muenter, had numerous secret
inquests but issued no further bulletins. A
letler 1o a Kansas friend from one of
Muenter'sHarvardassociates gave a strange
view of the household just before the child
“The ‘friends of Muenter
praying that the baby
may bea boy, as they are afraid Muenterwill
e na moodio dosomething rash i thre s
anothergirl inhis hom

The usual arrest on mistaken identity
occurred, this time in Appleton, Wisconsin,
but Muenter had disappeared forgood

From our vantage point in time, we can
now trace s movements. 0
MexicoCity, Muenter, under an alias,easily
procured a jobas secretary in the office of the
Krupp Munitions Company in that city. How
longhestayedihere we do not know ; we can
only say that he next appearedinFortWorth,
Texas, where he registered as a student at
Polytechnic College in February 1908 under
the name of Frank Holt. A about the same
time, the Cambridge police, after a lapse of
WO years, were preparing a new wanied
notice on Muenter 10 be printed in cight
languages and distributed around the world
What academic history he claimed at Fort
Worth is unknown, but his capacity and
learning were suficiently demonstrated for
that school (o give him a Bachelor of Arts
degree in 1909, That same year, he married
Lena Sensabaugh, who had been in his class
at Polytechnic. From Fort Worth, he moved
on 10 Norman, Oklahoma, where. for the
school year 1909-10, hetaught German at the
University of Oklahoma. Here his comract
was nol renewed as he had differences with
his superiors;nor did he remain long at any
eaching French and

Colleges.
wherehespentuwo year, andin e e
completed the work toward his doctor of
phlosephy degre, which h receved n June
915,

Nine years had elapsed since Muenter had

With the end of the [915 academic year a1
Comell, there alsoended Holt'scareer atthat
institution. His father-in-law, a Methodist
minister and educator, had been selected as

the president of the new Southern Methodist
University, 10 open in Dallas in the fall. Holt

had an appointment there as head of the
department of romance languages. As a full
professor, he would now attain the rank
which he long felt his due. In anticipation of
his removalthere, his wife and children went
ahead o Dallas;Holt remained a fewdays in
Ithacaand on June 2 went10 New YorkCity,
where he registered at the Mills Hotel on

Seventh Avenue at 36th Sireet. The charge
for a night was thiny cents; it was a
dormitory-type hostel for the poor and

homeless. On the same day, he wrote a letter
0 President Wilson.

‘The war in Europe had been on formore
thanninemonths. While among hiscolleagues
Holt hadassumed a neutral position, he had
written at least one letter 10 an lthaca paper
protesting the Anerican policy whichpermit-
ted shipments of munitions toflow fromour
ports 10 England and France becauseGreat
Britain controlled the seas (o Europe. His
letter 10 the President protested that such a
policy was hardly neutrality and urged the
banning of shipments to all belligerents. On

. but the

On the eleventh, he returned briefly (o
Ithaca 10 pack and ship some articles 0 his
ikl iplDatas; bty el Glcca e

i egberela the Ml Hotel, ALt

- ndia ek i
e chirioen. 08 e iyt i
Jersey City, he boughtiwo revolvers—a .38
caliber in one shop, a .32 in another. On the
nineteenth, he appeared at Central Park
Station, near Syossel, Long Island, and,
under the name of Patton, rented a small,
two-100m bungalow. For some days, he
made the neighbors uneasy with his target
practice in back of the house. Had they
known of his activities inside, their simple
annoyance would have turned (0 panic. On
the twenty-first, he ordered two hundred
sticks of dynamitefrom the AetnaExplosives
Company, as well as fuses and dynamite
caps, 10 be shipped 10 C. Hendricks at
Syosset.

‘The fuses and capsarrived on the twenty
third, but, as railroad regulations limited the
shipmentof dynamite o Mondays, it did not
arrive in Syosset until the twenty-cighth
Holl, alias Patton, picked up the twocases
weighing 120 pounds with a buggyand drove

Syosset

For the next few days, he was busily
occupied in the cottage, cating out of cans.
Henext appeared on Friday, July 2, 1o catch
the 7:09 A.u. trainfrom Syosset 10 Pennsyl
vania Station in New York City. A heavy
trunk, which he routed through 1o that
slaton, was taken 10 a
bestored for F. H. Henderson. By noon, he
had departed forWashington, D.C., carrying
asmall handbag, and laerthat aternoon he

i i D

i the Upsems
Staton, What remained of the aficrnoon he
spent visiting somepublic buildings, includ-
ing the Capitol and particularly the Senate
chambers. Unobserved, he left a parcel in a
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phone booth in a reception room of the
Senate Hallof theCapitol

The composition of this package he later
explained: “I 100k three sticks of dynamite
and bound them together. Then 1 ook my
knife and hollowed out a place in one.of the
sticks. 1 put some math heads into the hole
—three or four. I then 00k a little bottle of
sulphuric acid and put a regularcork in the
neck. 1 turned the bottleupside down and
fastened the cork 10 the hole just about the
match heads. | had timed thesulphuricacid
in my testsand | knew just how long it would
take o eat through the cork and get 10 the
mateh heads.

Holt then returned to his room, picked up
his bag, and left. In the long twilight, he
walked about the city, seeing the sights and
no doubi consulting his waich at frequent
intevals.

He also posted a letter 10each of the four
principal Washingtonnewspapers in which he
made plain the reason for hisactions

call
Gnu-almean:
“In connection with the SENATE affair,
would it not be well 0 stopand considerwhat

“We sand for PEACE and GOODWILL
10 all men, and yet, while our European
brethren are madly setting out 1o kill one
another, weedge them on and furnish them

rc effe /e means of murder. Is /1 right?

After disclaiming that his act was prompted
by theGermans, he wenton

“Sorry, 1100 had 10 use explosives. (For
the last time, | trust) It isthe export kind and
nase (0 be heard

blood money. This explosion is the exclama
tionpoint to my appeal forpeace.”

The lettersw cresigned R. Pearceanddated
June 1, showing how long this had bee
conception. The word “Senate” in the first
paragraph was handwritten and had been
nserted after the bomb was placed, as Holt
had a number of places under consideration
10 leave his bomb and did not make up his
‘mind until he had visited theCapitol

By ten o'clock, he had retired (0a berth on
the midnight train leaving for New York,
and, shortly before the train pulled out, he
was assured of the success of his venture by
Uhegftaniibump of cexplosion

e physical damage done by the
bombulssmall Holt had correctly estimated
ts reverberaton as a news ent. Scream'ng
headlines the next mormingproclaimed that a
aremendous explosion” had wreced theas
reception room, bringing down part of the
g and sde walls d shancring a cystl
chanddicr. A door 10 the office of the Vice.
President, Thomas Marshall, which had not
been unlocked for forly years, was blown

0 and the mirrors and windows blown
from their frames

Holt's letters did not reach the newspapers
until after themorn'nged tions w<ic out, and
the press couldonly conjecture onthe reason,
ascribing the work 10 a crank, although there
were some who were muttering of sponta-




o e Ay el el e
eceived, the police made a Sherlockian

Griereaion of <atiely no consecuence by
noting that, as there were (wo originals and
two carbon copies, the writer probably had to
make two typings as he had had but one piece
of carbonpaper

Arriving at Pennsylvania Station in New
York at 6:00 A.m., refreshed by his Capitol
success, Holt was in plerity of time 10 catch
the 7:30 A, for Glen Cove, Long Island,
where hehad plansforanotherbusy day. He
entered the taxi of a Myron Fordand asked
o be driven 10 the ho me of J. P.Miorg, the
financier. The estate was locaed on East
Island, reached by a causeway bridge several
hundred fect long. Ford stopped before the
house and then for the first time became
suspicious of his passenger whenHolt, after
telling him (o wait, returned, saying, “I
Forgot toget my card.” He opened a suitcase
andiook what appeared (o be a revolverand,
slipping this into his pocket, approached the
frontdoor.

Holt was greeted by the Morgan butler, a
man with the marvelous name of Henn

hysick.

ant (o see Mr. Morgan,” said Holt,

anding a card 10 Physick. The card read,
“Summer Society Directory, Thomas C.
Lester, represcnting.”

“What is your business with Mr. Morgan
asked Physick, and, when Holt declined (o
tell him, the butler insisted that he must

coatpocketsand, pressing them against the
servant,exclained, “Don't try 10 stopme!™

Wil g v Morsunin he sy he
wrning and walking in that direction’
Actually, the banker, with his wife and ihe
British Ambassador, Sir Cecil Spring-Rice,
was breakfiasting in the opposite direction on
the same floor. As Holt enteredthe library,
Physick ran down the hall, shouting (o his
employer, “Upstairs, Mr. Morgan, upsiairs
Bt e espaloe e
get the Morgans 1o the second and,
Tearing 10 revea Morgan's whereabouts, e
didnot goto the breakfastroom. As a resull,
tere was a confused rushing about of
people. TheMorgans ran upa backstair, the
great J.P. secking a burglarhe believed 10 be
there. Of one of the nurses he met up there,
he asked in a loud voice what had gone
wrong. “Nothing at all," he was told, o he
continued moving from room 1o room
nly, the nurse at the head of the front
stairsspiedHolt comingup, atracted by the
foudyoices, and sheshouted to Mr. Morgan
that aman wascomingup

Holt, a revolver ineitherhand, reached the
t0p of the stairs just in time (o comefaceto

Holt and perhaps half again as heavy, the
banker bore down on his quarry when two
shotssounded. Holt wasbornetothe ground,
where Morganfiattened him by lying on top
of him and wrung the pistol from his right
hand. Holl's right hand was pinned under
Morgan, and, when he was finally able to
work it free, Morgan and the nurse promplly
scized it and dlisarmed Holt. Al this point,
Physick, the perfect buller, arrived, armed
with a large lump of coal picked up from a
freplace, and, crashing it down on Holcs
e oo il Geratenchrl sl

theycouldbuyhereandsincesofar,wehave
sold only 1o the allies, neither side should
object if stopped.” In s confession 1o the
police at Glen Cove, Holt had written, “If
Germany should be able to buy munitions
here, wewould, of course, posifjvely refuse
10 sell her.” Taxed with the similarity, Holt
admitted he had set the bomb in the Capitol
Hisletters,heclaimed explainedall

police in that city announced the suspicion

<o s . andHoliwas
e

that theman sexzed in GlenCove mightbethe
i A

man,

thep
Viorgan, sataed of ihe secuity of the
prisoner, then went 10 the telephone and
called a Dr. Zabriskie, who lived nearby. He
now revealed two bullet wounds, one in his
thigh and the other in his abdonen. Calmas
one would expect of him, he next called his
mother in Utica 10 tell her that shemight hear
he had been injured but that it was not
serious. Then Glen Cove police so0n arrived
and carried off a battered Holl, grimy and
blood: his two pistols, and threcsticks.
ofdynamite which he had had with him.

At police headquarters, Holt disclainied
any intention of injuring Morgan. All he
wanted 10 do, he said, was 10 talk 1o the
financier in an effort to persuiade him 10 help
indscontinuing airms sales o Europe.

“He came running toward me angrily as

w me and | shot (0 frighten
him," was H ok’ explanation. “I wanied (© go
© every manufacturer personally and pe
suade himtostopthis trafi
impossible for me to do
Morgan, with his great influence, could do
what was impossible for me, and I decided (o
apply (0 him."

The ceporirs, who by ths time_ were

whose description was sufficiently similar (o
their fugitive’s, seemed a likely subject of
investigation, and HolU'spictureswvere exhib-
ited around Cambridge 10 those who had

and coal-streaked from Physick's blows, and
not 100 easiy recognized as the bearded
. Holt refused (0 admit the charge,
and there was a great scramble for persons
whocouldsurely identifyMuenter

In the meantime, Morgan had been exam-
ined by a squad of doctors who pronounced
his woundspainful but not (oo serious. The
bullets hadiot pierced his abdomen but had
madeflesh wounds in his thigh. Butev.enthe
momentary doubt about the nature of the
wounds had caused a seismic shudder (o run
through thetinancial world, as wellasthrough
other circles. Prayer's for his speedy recovery

theirrespectsathishome w hichhadsuddenly

become an armed camp, patrolled by thirty
guards with rifles and shotguns where before
there had been non

Ve yemvumg from his_physical

nner quiet o dhtaene, When
Pevatd hom tha e+ EhD deree, one
of them asked the subject of hs thesis and got
a prompt rebuff. “Oh, that is wanderingvery
far from the subject.” When asked what
otherthings he haddoneto further hisviews,
he replied, “I have donewhat I can. | have
drsued wilh people (0 kep them newtral. |
hay en 10 the press. | wiote seversl
s, which weres prind i the lhaca

Of Mr. Morgan, Holt had this o say: 1
admire Mr. Morgan's courage. If he would
display a quality of moralcourage cqualling
he ysicalcouragewich heshowedioward
me, he would go down in history as a very
reat

Coresedalto hahsiwltemish, be
fecling in Dallas, Holl wioe he folowing
cleg am, whih the thornies allowea b

©s
“Man proposes, God disposes. Don't come.

with the

words: “Now, Mr. Morgan, | havegotyou.”

steely gaze had made many a stronger
turn away, closed with his auacker. As tall as

letiers. Be strong. Frank.”

Holl's connection with the Washingion
bombing was not long in coming out. The
letters which he had posted 1o the Washing-
ton papers coniained the sentence, “We
would, of course, not sell 10 the Germans if
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He Avvur(d withdrawn and depressed. On

fonday, June 5, he made a small cut in his.
wrist with the metal eraser holder on a pencil,
and it was decided toplacea guard in his cell
10 prevent him fromtaking his own life. The
ner, however, alert for hs
guards.On Wednesdaynight,whentheguard
left Holc's cell to investigate a noise from
some of the other prisoners, the scholar
ekl xllpvad from e cll, he door o

n left unlocked, clim!

e nllduﬂv, andineew himsclihead
s 10 he concrete oo venly fet below
e of his skull cracking on the
vmmm. * sounded the a pisol shou fré
leading to the report that he had destroyed

5

with the tangied ends of his
recriminations and charges of carelessness
nstcad of ending the case, only
quickened theimvestigation, for it h

found that in ific Holt had started a train of
action still 1 be heard from. Just before his
death, thepolicehad located thetrunk which
Holt had sent to be stored ina livery stable on
3Bh Sueel It contained (3¢ sticks of
dynamite, along with fuses, wires, and many




other bomb-making_devices, including two
can bombs. The policeestimated that about
fifty sticks of dynamite were sill unaccouned
for, and Holt had refused o discuss them
The harried detectives were further beset by
the fact that the (wo hundred sticks of
dynamitesent b

bits and pieces which floated 10 the surface
Frustrated Justice berated the guard whose
ineptitude had allowed Holl to escape the
law. His Harvard acquaintances of a decade
ago formally identified thecorpseof Holtas
thatof Muenter. Belaedly. it appeared that
Holr's disguise leastonce

had been 40% dynamite o e 1 round
in New York were 60%. Were there (wo

ipmenis, or was there a mistake in the
strengthdelivered?
Forseveraldaysbeforehisdeath, Holt had
made cryptic statements which worried the
poice ToCommissoner Woos, on Sunday.

received a lewter which the mad instructor had
sent offafter he had returnedfrom Washing
tonandbetorehisforay in Glen Cove. In this
letier hetold of his plan (o hold the wif eand
children of Morgan as hostages unil the
banker himselfhad gone 1o Europe 10 siop
the army shipments. [ncluded i that letier,
the already distraced wife read, was the
following.

“A steamer leaving New York for Liver-
poolshould sink, God willing, on the Tth. It
i the Philadelphia or the Saxony (Saxonia)
but L am not sure, 8 these lft on the 2d of
X" In the margin of the letter was the
admontion: “Tear ths off unt aver s
happens ™

Mrs. Holt immediately communicated this
information to a family friend, who advised

ships,sugsestinga search forbombs. Replies
fromive vessds rdicated that noihing suspi
ciousco uld be fousd.

Holt, however, had been correct in his
timing Only in the narneof thevessel was he
in error. AU 4:15 p.x. on the seventh, an
exph on the Minehaha, an
ammunition ship which had sailedf romNew
York on July 3. 1t was s80milessoutheastof
Halifaz when suddenly rocked by & stunning
blasi which shook. the vessel and dazed some
of the crew. The Minnehaha immediately
tmed 1o make for port. In et hld were
1,400 cases of TNT, 1,000 cases of cordite,
2,800casesof shrapnelshells, andotherarms
and explosives. The fire, in Hold #3, was
reported 10 be controlled bylive steam, which
helped 10 sufocate it. Hold 43 contained
simall shipped parcels, and it was surmised
that Holt lnd merel adresed » package

oniaining his bomb 10 a ficitious person in
England and thrcovecouldnoxbe s of
thevesl it wuld e

8 the two-day rae 10 Halifax, the
crew foughi to confne the e 1o he one
Told, and, although the bulkiead into Hold
#4had colapsed under the heat, the danger
had passed by the tme the hip reached port

‘With the safe awrival of the Minnehaha and

“There was one persan who Tor s whle e
known that Holt was Muenter. [n November
1914, Professor Chester Nathan Gould, of
the Germanic Department of the University
of Chicago, visited Cornell to do some
research. While there, he was introduced o
Hol and thought he reminded him

e else. Later, afte, wveral mectings
and talks with Holi, Gould had become
convaced that it was the man he knew at
least ten yearsbefore. Thoughadmittingthat
he felt a hitle nervous with this knowledge
and that he was not confident of his own
safety, he decided not to disclose what he
knew. “He sceed 10 be gettingalong nicely
and 10 be a credit 1o the department. Every.
thing | knew about him was good, except the
charge,unprovenso far as | knew, of killing

his wife. 1 thought i better 1o et well enough
alone.” Later, when a Professor Benneti
spoke 10 Gould about Holt, saying that the
lauter had applied for membership in the
Masons, Gould had in confidence revealeed tc
him Holts background, and Bennet saw that
Holt wasnot admitted (o the ordec

fe finally decided 1o have his
remainsshipped 1o Dallas for burial, which
wasdone. Beroreiheydeparied, however, s

and heavy one. The wholeepisode smacks of
the days of phrenology, when the standard
forlargebrainswasset byDaniel Webster.

but four years later than the birthdaie of
Erich Muenter. o

SHOT in the DARK
a inme oD ceee

Acrime last Tuesday,
adeed of the mostviolentkind.

A womanwas shot verydead,

and theone man 1o see it was blind.
It wasalmostthe perfectmurder,
foronly oneclue had been left;
anote n the dustthatthe victim
hadwrittentherepriorto death.
‘Thisnote wasnoteasyto read;

every lightwasturnedoff inthe house,
butit seemed to be somethingabout

“Ti elyhavedone i,
anotherman quicklyspokeup.
“Forthat’s how’twas done in the movies
I'saw as a ladgrowingup.”

“But why aretwoholes in thewall?”
someonesaid and everyonegroaned.
“Thebutler’sa championmarksman,”
headdedand everyonemoaned.
“Ifyow'reso smart,” thechieftoldhim.
“Reveal who committed the crime.

1 want to get home in a hurry.

amooseor perhaps*
“It's hopeless,” detectivesall muttered.
“Themurderergotclean away.”
Besides, by the general consensus,
itwastime to go homeforthe day.
Withsuspectstheircup overflowed:
abutler, amaid, and a lover

who'd married

Irs time.
“I know,”’someoneelse interrupted.
“Hersisterissurelythe killer,
andjealousyisclearlythe motive,

for bothwomen hadthe samelover.”
“Nonsense,” saidthe previousspeaker
“IUsclearfromthe facts herepresented,

notto mention her long m|sp|accdbrolher,
of

In ordertoget things

never
heralibi’snot even dented
And now, * he said,“to solvethiscase

This wasan acuteobservation

fromthe bulletwound in the girl'shead.
One quicker thanmostmade a statement

thatitmusthavebeen suicide,
holding up a bottle of poison

Holt, promp
lostitsfull-spread headlines and in a few days
passed from public view, leaving a trail of

he'dplanted

I should itfromthe start.
Onlythe blindmanseeswellenough
toshoot by the sound of her heart
As she fell he kepton shooting
neverseeing theclueleftso nice.
Thus, twobulletholes in the wall
and a rhyme aboutthreeblind mice.”




REX STOU s

John McAleer

sletter

The first weekend in December saw (wo
hundred members of the Wolfe Pack gather
ing in New York City at the Gramercy Park
Hotel (where the Pack foregathered for (he
first time in 1978) for the sixth annual Black
Orchid Dinner, the Wolfe
Assembly, and the fifth presentation of the
Nero Wolfe Award, which goes 1o that
author who, in the current year, has pub
lished @ novel which, in the eyes of the
judges, best upholds the standards Rex Stout
brought to detectivefiction

‘The Assembly, moderated by that staunch
Neron'an, Marvn Kay first on the
agenda, and the Gramercy’s penthouse suite
was witness, over a five-hour span, 10 such
hardly applause and guffawsthat no one need
wonder why the Gramercy had exiled us (o
the cighteenth floor

Barbara Burn, who edited Rex'slast novels
and the Nero Wolfe Ceok Beok 100k us
behind the seenes 10 see the Wolfe books in
the proces of passing through the prees. She
shared with us ome letter Rex had sext (0 a
copy editor who undertook to refine Archie's
idiom. It made the vituperations of Jonathan
Swift, in his most rascible moods, read, by
contrast, like ascolding from Snow White

The next speaker was Chris Steinbrunner,
wwhose topic was “Tons of Fun: A Parade of
Fat Detectives on the Air.” Since Chris is
portly himself, he could speak on this topic
with great authority. One diear fact emerged
the fat sleuths of radio and television — the Fat
Man,PeterSalem,Cannon (WilliamConrad's
dressrehearsal for his Nero Wolfe)—alldrew
freclyon Stou'sstout conception. Chris gave
us one further insight which he acquired by
means none of s would care (o replijate
y, ona New York street, he was twice
Sabbed by 2 mugger. The wounds were decp
but reached no vital point. “Just thank God
your're fat,” said the doctorwho bound them
0, This was rea s 0 et beore

»n-course meal

Cooked from the Nero Wae Cook Book

Chris was followed by Marvin Kaye, who
@ave a superb readng of Rex's immortal
“Watson Was a Woman” address. Marvin
modestly allowed that Rex's prose is so

Id miss =ith t

Maybe 50, but even the Mona Lisa needsthe
right lighting to be scen al its best. Marvin
provided that lighting

Incidentally, in November 1983, Bostonians
mourned the death of hm Keddie, the
minenttfolmesian. Both Jim and his father,
also Jim Keddie, werepresent ai the January
1941 meetingof the BakerStreet Irregularsal

which Rex first delivered his “Watson Was a
Woman." The address was a bombshell. It
even got editorial coverage in the New Y ork
Times. What is most astounding, Rex de-
livered itexte mporancously , relying only ona
few bookmarks in a text of the Holmesian

‘The first half of the Assembly presentation
concluded with an address by Judge Neil Jon
Firetog of the New York judiciary, an
eminent orchidologist. His “Guided Tour of
Orchidaceae” was quite the best account of
this aspect of Wolfe's activities which we are
ever likely 10 hear. And Judge Firetog did not
carp. He even established that orchids which
Robert M. Hamilton (“The Orchidology of
Nero Wolfe," Tie Grazette: Journal o3f the
Walfe Pack 1:2 [Sprinig 1979] 18-27) supiposed
10 be creatures of Stouts fiecy, were bona
Jide species. He also disclosed that there is
which bears the name
Phateenopsis Nero Wolfe. When the judge
spoited a lady in the audience wearing an
orchid corsage, he promptly identified it as &
Dendrobium bensoniae, then playfully added
that that was the Latin for “floczy.” He
rallied, however, from this judicial lapse to
leave us all with the assurance thal, for as
tle as ten dollars, we could get a start on
growing orchids at home. Take heed. Buy
orchid shares. Once the Pack converges on
the greenhouses, the Dutch tulip mania will
become a_forgotten footnote i history.
Alexandre Dumas take fote.

Since we are now into the golden jubilee
year marking the first appearance of Wolfe
and Archic, | was asked to give the primepal
address of the aftermoon —"Nero Wiolfe's
Golden Days.” After consulting i recent
weeks with Ellen Krieger, the Pack's
Werowance; Larry Brooks, editor of the
Gazette; the ubiquitous Marvin Kaye; that
impeccable bibliophile, Linda Toole; Kate
Maties, proprietor of Boston's wonderful
urder Under Corer” bookstore; and Otto
Penzler, as sagacious as he is formidable, |
came up with a selection of passages which
satisfied most of those present. Since the
Corpus contains a Fort Knox of golden
moments, of course, | knew well enough that
everyone present had golden moments in
mind which 1 would not mention, o I
defused the situation ai the outset by
conceding that point. Nonetheless, it was fun
through the rest of the Pack meeting (o have
people sidle up 10 me and say, “That was
great, but what about the scene in TheSilent
Speaker when Wolfe belts that guy?” or,
low about when Wolfe accepts $4.23from

Pete Drossos 1o handle his case in The
GoldenSpiders? | won't go on. You get the

think my list_of fifty goiden
momens will follo w now, you are a witling
Textped the readers of this “Newsletier” 1o
inundate me with suggestions over  the
coming weeks, however. Once that happens,
I promise 10 publish a final tally, wndicating
the number of votes for each. No need 1o
send a list of fifty unless you are fiercely
opinionated. Even five wil be satistactory

‘The main address at the sixth annual Black
Orchid Dinner was delivered by Hi Brown,
who's to radio mystery what Babe Ruth was
to taseball. He 1ok us all on a wonderful
romp throughNeroWolfe's radio days

John W. Ripley, who at 86 continues to
show a lively interest in his fellow Topekan,
Rex Stout, sends this report

“A few weeks ago the pastor of the First
Congregational Church, the Reverend Max
Hale, in a sermon wondered ‘What would
Nero Wolfe do in a similarsituation?” After
the sermon | asked Max if he knew that
young Rex Stout was the despairof a Sunday
school teacher in the former First Congrega
tional building. Max had no idea of the
celebrity-to-be that once attended First Con
gregational Sunday school. | furnished a
librarycopy(not my precious inscribed copy)
of Rex Stout: The Lifie and Times of the
CreatorofNero Wolfee for his enlightenment ”

John is now scheming to bring out the
Kansas chapters of the book 1n an atractive
reprinting 10 get the word (0 Kansans that
Rex Stout is one of their own. That's a nice
idea, especially since John had everything 1o
do with making those chapiers so interesting

There is a lot of interest in Nero Wolfe in
Kansas these days. In October, the Topeka
Public Library reproduced Wolfe'soffice in
one of his suites and, on 18 October, the
fiftieth anniversary of Rex'sfirst putiing pen
10 paper 10 create Wolfe, held a Nero Wolfe
Birthday Party. Jake Thompson gavc the
story major play in the Kansas City Times, as

Zula Bennington Greene and Nancy
Nowick in the Topeka Cupital-Journal
Three local TV stations and a radio station,
moreoxer, converged on the library (0 cover
the party, which was attended by 150 guests
1 was lucky enough to be invitedand cherish
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the handsome printed invitation | received
Bu a family wedding here kept me fro
eding 10 Kansas. Tom Muth, assistant
director of thatmagnificentlibrary, stood in
for Archie. After some deliberation, it was
decided that no one should impersonate
Wolfe. Andjust as well,t0o. Tom Muth was
scolded by one lady for wearing glasses
Decame  Arche Qi 11| o poi]
expl Tom confesses,
o e v ipping over my feet if |
100k them off" Tom has compensated
handsomely forthose of us who could not be
in Topeka on 18 October 1983 with a
thorough accountofthe highlights:

Newshas reached us lately of the death of
Marshall Best,Rex'seditor duringmostofhis
years with Viking. Marshall, Viking’s senior
vice president, belonged 10 that nobleschool
of editors who produced Maxwell Perkins
and Arthur Thorahill. “Pray do not disabuse
anyone of the idea that Rex Stout is God. |
sometimes think so myself.” Thus Marshall
counseled me when work on Rex'sbiography
began. It was a loving tribute from a grand
humanbeing

The Reverend Frederick G. Gotwald, a
Lutheran clergyman of Salisbury, North
Curelo. s s outl s ) ers| 5/

ndboek. A delight. Soon 10 follow i
poc Ungar's eagerlyawaitedbiography
of Rex Stout, a glowing addition 0 its
Recogition series. lisauthor David Ander-
son, a professor of Englishat Texas A&M, is
anestablishedauthority on the Wolfecorpus
David s a vice-president of the R. Austin
Freeman Socicty

Winner of the 1983 Nero Wolfe Award is

Richard Jury. Martha is an English professor
at Montgomery College, Maryland and took
specialdelightin receiving the Award because
shehasheena longtime Stowan. Her grand
s epim= spee h
i two hundrad Wolfe Pack members an
hand (o see the presentation. As chairman of
the commitiee which determined the Award,
Ican report that 140 books were read this
yearbefore thechoice wasmade. Tostand (o
thefore inthat packis impressive indeed

——

The crossword puzzle in the December
1983 issueof Eastern Airlines'EasternReview
asks readerstosupply for DOWN 112a four-
letter_word meaning "Member of a wolf
pack.” | consulted with Margaret Farrar on
this, since she was crossword editor of the
New York Times for more than forty years
and virtwallyinvented this intellectual game
We agreed that those four letters had 10 be
NE-RO o

From Jack Miles:
longtime reader of TAD, 1 have never
before written a letter, and | can't say that
therewas any overwhelming motivation for
thisone. May beit wasjust time
Enclosed are some reviews. which 1 have
also not done before. Again, no_special
reason. | guess 'vebeen reading TAD for so
long, enjoying what other people contribute
that | decided | owe a contribution of

r—

il Bolihe v el e
(TAD 1 6:1, s | wiite this), | very
mich tnjoyed he et wih s M
Cain and Siephen Greenleaf and would like
10 see mare of the fardbaled auhors inter
viewed, specifically Jon Valin and Loren
Estleman,who are rapidly making this genre
theirown. I alsoenjoyed the*Cityof llusio
piece by Nicholas Wamer and the Nick
Carterarticle by Will Murray. Things | could
havedone without: the Oriental article, the
rabbi article, the Classic Corner (always!),
and the Stout and Sayers newsletters. In fact,
my “can do without” it is virtually identical
0 Bruce Taylor's. He must be a heck of a
suy

FromEdwards. Lauterbach

Readers of TAD will probably want to
order a copy of the detective and suspense
issue of Modera Fiction Studies, Volume 29
(Aumumn 1983), whichcoréaingariclessbout

Sayers, Lem, P. D. James, Le Care
hardboileddetective, andother essays about

have a place in most collections of mystery
stories. Cost is very reasonable at $3.00 a
Py (54.00 outsde the United States). This
ordered from Prof.
Fiction
of English, Purdue
University, West Lafayetie, IN 47907

FromOlastrom
In his sursey covering Chesteron’s Father
Brown stories (TAD 163), Otto Penzler
mentions one unpublished shortstory. There
also seems 10 be one publlshed short story not
included in the book collections — for obvious
reasons, I think..
e story is listed in Ferret Fantasy's
catalogue Q33 as No. 430. George Locke
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“The Premicr Magazine October and No-
vember 1914. .. The October issue has ‘The
Donnington Aflair’ by Max P

Let me use this opportunity (o agree with
those correspondents lately complaining
about your author newsletiers. There 's a
flood of trivia these days. Although trivia
may.be enfoyed n smallporions, i 1§ guke
bli b & Eming Eha.. |

g ey
enoughsubstancetojustifytheircontinuation
arall; at least, theyshouldnotoccupyregular
space in a journal such as TAD. TADshould
bea journal of variety

Pleaseletallcontributions b eratcd by their
aquality and originality, not by the appeal of
the name of the author described

‘Why has “TAD on TV" made no referencc
© e discussed —the series of five
Chandler/“Marlowe” stories adapted as one-
hour TV programs and shown on HBO in
April and May of 19837 1 know there is
inevitably some time lag in your production
schedule, but a number of mystery-related
programs shown since May have been dealt
with in “TAD on TV." Has no one on your
staff sen the series?

‘Theyseem (o me (o be of consistentlyhigh
quality in scripting. production, and per-
formance. 1 could quibble about the super-
imposed Tormat (complete with a regular
girlfriend named Annic and a crusty police
detective named “Violets” Magee who alter
nately hebs and competes with Marlowe) or
about Malowe's more Souhern than South-
ern Calit=nia accent or evenabout the %
that only one of thesestoriesoriginally had
Marloweas protagonist. Stil, these are only
quibbles. Thestories are full of the Alavorof
Chandler and of the "30s, and they are quite
faithful (0 the originalplots

For the record, the stories adapted (in
order of showing) are “Smart Alec Kill,"
“Finger Man,” “The Pencil,” “NevadaGas,”
and “The King in Yellow.” 1 would vote for
“ThePencil” asthe best of the groupandone
o thebest (movie or TV program) 1 saw last




I was sorry to leam of the death of
Jonathan Latimer, which occurred shortly
after L first encountered his work in The Lady
in the Morgue. This hardboiled novel mixes
and serewbal

(i.c., hardboiled), Bill Crane. Great fun. It's
sill the only one I've read because | can't find

Classics" series and include works by
Latimer, Frederick Nebel (collecting some of
iy and McBride” stories), Paul
et Davis, etc.

3
indication, then surely there must be a market
e, {00,

As always, | enjoyed the latest (TAD 16:4)

issue, I begin watching the mail for the
one. From my position by the window, book
in hand, I remain,
o As you've undoubtedly noticed by now,
Dean, this issue makes up for the lack of
attention 10 the HBO series— perhaps not in
0 h we'd like—and there should be
more 10 com
William Morrow and Harper and Row are
both actively acquiring and reprinting some
the great hardboiled writers, and you
should start seeing them soon.  — Michael

From Doug Greene:
Lam probably the 331t (o mention the

following 10 you, but being late has never

bothered m here

an unpublished Father Brown story surviving

in manuscript (TAD 16:3), but The Chester-

z

. The story originally
appeared in Max Pemberton's The Premier
‘magazine and was forgotien for more than 65
years. The October 1914 Premier contained
Pemberton's crime puzzle, “The Donningion
Affair,” and Chesterton solved it in the
November issue under the tile “Father

Brown' and the Donnington Affair.” The
Chesterton Review published both halves of
the story together, and they formed a surpris-
ingly enjoyable whole.

term “hardback,” though it makes just as
much sense a: iperback?) is even less
precise. I don't know how (0 describe half of
the new bmdmx materials. 1 guess _the

Otto, to ask you about bibliographic desc
tions of new binding materias. It was easy 1o
be accurate in the good old days when cloth
was cloth and boards were boards, but now
we have all sorts of materials which try o
Took like something else. What I'm getting at
is that you describe the cover-casings on the
British first printings of the Judge Dee books
as “cloth,” but my three firsts (which |
purchased on publication) seem 10 be bourd
e
pseudo-cloth covers as eems to
o o 60 walfing, oot whas e hoe s
there?

wpublished Father Brown story
pomhly alls it he catgory of rumr, with

red, s an
potential subscriters, the prospect of receiv-
ins " revously unpublshed” Father Broun
story. A couple of letters asking Jor furiher
m/ommlwn Uiy s egiest I puehiss
opies for resale in my bookshop) went
Ssnsered. Lat, Sorresgondins vire
William White informed me that Father lan
Boyd, editor of THE CHESTERTON REVIEW, had
been attempring 0 sain access 10 this unpub-
lsedstory the mamsriptf whic s he
v Collas, Chesiron’s
. actually

books. ~Outo Penzler

From Dr. Lawrence Fisher:
Upon reading “Eye t0 Eye” in TAD 16:3,
can or that the readers of this
particular survey take it with a grain of salt.
ly undergone the rigors of a

with mailed questionnaires and qualified 10
iake the following exceptions to the above-
mentioned arti

1. Atcturn rate of 50-609% i the minimurm
aceepled for sample populations much higher
than the 80 mailed here.

2. The authors give four reasons why mail
survey forms are not the best of research
to ignore their ows
advice. But et they have a “good deal” (what
is @ vague term like this doing in a statstical
study? how does one measure a “good deal”?)
of confidence init. Serious researchers would

not.
3. Kerlinger (in Foundations of Behavioral

and the casual disregard for the ground rules
of scholarly research. If the authors h

presented the artcle in a less statistcal, less
scholarly, manner, 1 could have accepted it

have referred to the newly discovered “Father
Brown and the Donnington Affair” and the
Collins manuscript be a “ghost”? Possible,
but unl

Bibliographic descriptions of binding
‘materials in my collecting column do seem 10

the

correct mm, lhough i e thin Ther i
was. However, just

Cetimg the binding “hardeover 1 oathe he

Limestone Hills Book Shop
Box 1125
Texas 76043
(817)897-4991

Glen Rose,

Please Send for

Books about B5ooks

Detective Fictioa

catalogues

Literature
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y for 3
But the authors were obviously attempting

Search fo ogic1 i thisofforsive, L s nol
a valid study, nor a particularly reliable one,
and for the authors 10 state that the ratings
‘make “good sense” is somewhat like writing a
paper and quoting from yourself as an expert
opinion.
1 therefore give the authors the following.
rades:
Valu

B+. Rescarch

Entertainment
Value: F.

+ While Dr. Fisher's comments cannot be
ignored, Istand by my decision (o publish the
report as it appeared in TAD. The authors
caveals regarding mailed surveys, and the
Jact that they expressed their “good deal” of

‘confidence in quotes, gave me a perspeciive
Jrom which ( eadand udpe theconientsof
the survey. Frankly, what bothered me much
o than the st vneekasiey o che
report was the fact that more of the writers
who  received the questionnaire did not

respond.

Obviously, whether one wishes 10 read the

survey or s statisical vlueor s entetain.

ment value remains with the individual, and

Dr. demurrer must be taken into

mmmnon b s iding Ve sirier
ard fact



By Jacques Barzun
and Wendell Hertig Taylor

ACATALOGUE OF CRIME

5226 Brown, Fredric
The Fetnloss Clplait

Itis in this rolk&y tale of Chicago lowlife
that Ed Hunter and his uncle Ambrose first
team up to investigate crime, 10 wit, the
murder of the father and brother of the pair.
‘The uncle takes time off from his tricks at the

refers 10 the city of Chicago and all its
institutions and denizens.

$227 Chesterton, G. K.
“Father Brown and the Donnington

The Chesterton Review, Winter 1981
A Father Brown story, buried for over
sinty yeas, tums out 10 have a peculiar form

¢, and conceived the idea of describ-

tness.

startle as usual but lack the perfect
that they show when his creator has himself
devised their setting. And the complex plot
strains credulity.

$228 Dominic, R. B
Unespected Developments
St Martin's 1984
Neither of the readers care nearly as much
for Dominic as they do for his (their) former
incarnation, Emma Lathen. The new
phere —Washington—is well done but in
jiself unarousing and, especially, lacking in
humor. Congressman Ben Safford

Thatcher. The present
seventh and deals at somewhat tedious length
with problems raised by the deaths of two Air
Force pilots who die as the result of known
Uil e s s o ot
plane currently being “pushed” by the less
AR o Rt e here e tho
urder, recognized by Safford as not

Rt 1o provide a modicum of g
detection.

§229 Fuller, Timothy
ccep Cool, Mr. Jones
LB 1950
“This top-notch piece of work makes one
regret that the author stopped writing in the
genre —and, so far as is known, in any other.

‘The scene of this embroilment is a tight-knit

four people are locked in a huge freezer and
rescued just in time. It is clear that no single
motive applied (o the quartet. Which was the
intended vlcum" From then on, Jupiter
Jones's inquiry is steadily competent and
enirtaiiog and sven secially stute

5230 Goodman, Jomathat

The Stabbing of George Harry Storrs

Ohio State Univ. Press, 1983

‘The reconstructions by Mr. Goodman of
various “true” criminal cases, such as The
Killing of Julia Wallace and The Burning of
Evelyn_ Fost have been not only
seadable and illuminating but suffcient 10
place the author at or near the top of the list
of those who have explored true crime. The
present book, which deals with the “Gorse
Hall Mystery” of 1909, is a worthy com-
panion to the above; but for some reason not
altogether clear o at least one of us, the end
result is dull. And this in spite of much
picturesque detail (an alarm bell on the
victim’s roof, and Storr’s reluctance 10 give
any evidence as to his assailant’s identity,
etc.). Goodman has produced a painstaking

analysis of the case and has provided a good
bit of evidence regarding the motive for the
crime, as well as the possible identity of the

wrderer.

$231 Lemarchand, Elizabeth
The Afecombe Aol

A Ielsnlely sy con b deihi il el
from the machine-gun pace of modern narra-
{5, T She i e e ey
and slow is easily overstepped, and in this
“Affair” the usually competent author crosses
it again and again. Inspector Pollard and his
sergeant come in late to disentangle the death
and blackmail that frighten the otherwise
ordinary inhabitants of a West-of-England
town, the best part of the tale being the
criminal scheme which starts the ball rolling.

g utomsil, we B0 i e iyl

inhappy Returns (Hart-Davis 1977) that old
e s o Bt o
mysteries facing Pollard and his assistant (a
murder of an cnigmatic housckeeper and
disappearance of a bejeweled chalice) fail to
arouse the reader as much as was the case in
the village of Pyrford. The new rector,
Robert Hoyle, is a good character, ill-
supported by his associates. And the provi-
sion of two quite unrelated crimes does little
for the reader. Only toward the end does a
nice piece of lterary blackmail enliven things
abit,
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5232 Mant, A. Keith
“Science in the Detection of Crime”
Journal of the Royal Society of Arts,

August 1983
ith the Chief Constable of the Mersey-
side Police in the chair, Dr. Mant gave a good

pathologist's principles but a very strange

Iapse of logic in one of the cases used for
illustration. None of the assembled profes-
ol i Iy, pece ki 1 I the
question periox

5233 Simpson, Dorothy
The Night She Died
Serib

Tt i s el B T e
1. The scene is a smallish city in Kent
gkl
twenty years after she witnessed the murder
of painter Annabel Dacre. Thanet finally
S oo N AR ettt Kl
demolishing a critical alibi rather 100 easily.
Readable but not owisiandingly §00d. 1n the
later Six Feet Under (Scrib 1982), a well-
written account of village secrets and jealous-
s, is  credible account of Inspector Thanet's
domestic difficulties and those of his assistant,
Sat. Lincham. As a mystery, only fair. Still
later came Puppet for a Corpse (Scrib 1983),
which gives Thanet the problem of why a
successful, healthy doctor should wish to
suicide. Here the author has given us
more clues than in her earler tales, and the

puzzle is puzzling and well presented.

§234 Wakefield, H. R,
The Green Bicycle Ca
Py Atlan (Londom 1950

‘This famous case is one of the perennials of
speculation. Since the foolish young man

with the green wheel was acquitted, how did

the chance-met girl get shot dead? The

accomplished Wakefield wrote a bare ten
years after the trial, and he hints at the outset

cay cau:
secrecy n!mg:d 10 informants. Yet so far as
these readers know, further facts have not
come out in the ensuing half-century. The
story s simple, and this first relater of it at
book length tells it well. Anyone who wants
more on the trial of Ronald Light should go
to Marjoribanks's Life of Edward Marshall.
Hall, which gives details behind the scenes of
the successful defense. o
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MYSTERY, DETECTIVE AND
SUSPENSE FICTION
PUBLISHED IN THE U.S.
OCTOBER-DECEMBER 1983

Boyle, Thomas: The Cod Stove League.
AcademyChicago, 11.95

Cains, Alison: Strained Relations. St
Marin's, 10.95

Charteris, Leslie: Salvage for the
Doubleday, 11.95

Christie, Agatha and others: The Scoop and
Behindthe Screen. Harper, 13.9;

Clarke, Ann: Soon SheMust Die. Doubleday,
1

95
Cook, Thomas H.:

Tatvernacle. Houghton

Craig, M.
Crane,Carol

OIS YU, Wi, Stoe Stonehenge? St
Martin’

Dnckmxun paer: indsight. ~ Pantheon,

Nicholas: The Back of the Nosth
Wind. Viking, 13.95

Gethin,David: Wyatt. St. Martin's, 11.95

Gill, Bartholomew: McGarr and the P-M. of

Square. Viking, 13.95

Gordons:  Race the Golden Tide.
Doubleday, 15.95

Grac, Cumari: The Wingd Dancr. Bazon
Bowks.6.

Granger, ‘i The Beth Crose. Crown,

.95

Haan, Herbert, cd.: John Creasey's Crime
Collection. St. Martin’s, 12.95

Hervey, Evelyn: The Governess. Doubleday,
195

Hill, Reginald: A Fairly Dangerous Thing,
Coumiryman PresFoul Py Vs 1295

Hoch, Edward D., ed:: The Year’s Best
Mystery and Suspense Stories. Walker,
695

: Short Break in Venice.
Doubleday, 11.95
Innes, Michacl: Appleby & Honesbath.
Dodd, 13.95
JefiieRoderl
095

Deadly Petard. St. Martin's,

mhmon Velda: The Other Karen. Dodd,
2.95

rdenofMalice. Scribrer's,

Kenny, Susan:Ci
11.95

Kirk, Michacl Mayday from Malags.
Doubleday, 11.95
Larson, Charles: The Portiand Murder.
Doubleday, 11.95

Leonard, Elmore: La Brava. Arbor, 14.95

Loraine, Philip: Death Wishes. St. Martin's,
10.95
Lovesey,Peter: Keystone. Pantheon, 12.95
McConnell, Frank: Murder Among Friends,
Walker, 12.95
MeCormick,_ cum The Clb Paradise
-——
MeGiicy, Pauricks angt St Marin's,
e wuu.n ey A GraveWhhowt Flazs.
Doubleday,
Malone, Michsel-UncivitSeasons. Delscote,
5.95
Manlh Jessica: No Man's Island. Doubleday,
1195
Maris, Gecrge R, B.; The Armagedton

Country.

Muller, Marcia, ed.: The Tree of Death.
Walker,12.95

ATE Mt BRI Eroneht e 7

Weaves: An Anthology of

Mmm and Suspense Stories by Women.
Morrow, 7.

Penn, John: Stag Dianer Leath, Scribner's.

95
pentucon, flustc burder O of Wedkockc
Dodd, 11.
Peters, B The
rrow, 12.50
Queen, Ellery and Eleanor Sullivan, eds
Ellery Queen's Lost Men. Dial, 12.95
Reno, Maric R., ed.: An International
Treasury of Mystery and Suspense.
Doubleday, 15.
Resnicow, lerbert: TheGold Solution. Si.
Martin’s, |
Ross, Philip: A Good Death. Dodd, 14.50
E hers Deceased.

nctuary  Sparrow.

Death at the BBC.

on, Ctnvges The Lodger. Harcourt,

55

Georges:  Maigret in  Court.

Harcourt, 11.95

Gary: The Tenth Virgin. S
Martin's, 14.95

Symons, Julian: The Nawmeof Annabel Lee.

Viking, 13
homas, Donald: Mad Hatter Summer.
Viking,

Thomas, Ross: Missionary Stew. Simon,
1595
Wainwrigh, John: Spiral Stairease. Si.
Martin's, 10.95

Ward, Elizabeth C.: Coast Hwy #1. Walker,
12,95

i R
"
: Where Should He Die? Si

9:
Wright, Eric: The Night the Gods Smiled.
Scribner's, 11.95

Paperbacks

Barlay, Stephien: In the Company of Spies.
Fawcet/Crest, 3.50

Barard G ROEELBriid . roMerbood
Penguin,.9:

Bamard, bt Seene f the Crm, Dl
.25

s LS. The Cltlor aetisgt-
BilledKites. Penguin, 2.9:

Clark, Mary Higgins: A Cry in the Night
Dell, 3 95

Deighton, Len: The Billion Dollar Brain,
Berkley,2.95

Deighton, Len: An Expensive Place To Die,
Berkley,2.95

Deighton, Len: Funeral in Berlin, Berkley,

Deighton, Len: Horse Under Water. Berkley,
295

Innes, Michael: Bloody Wood. Dodd, 3.50

ksandAdders. Penguin,

Kikel6kl S5, cielflle.

MacDonaid Iohn D.: The Good O1d Saf.
Ballantine,3.50
MeGinles.

Goosefoot. Penguin,

McOw:m William

The Big Heat. Dodd,

Mcbwrn\. Willian: P: Rogue Cop. Dodd.
Marh .Ngaio: DeadWater. Berkley,2.95

Marsland, Amy: Cache-cache. Pinnacle, 2.50
Osborn, David: Love and Treason. Signet,

Robert

3.50

Parker, rly Autumn. Del,
2.95

Parker, Robert B.:
Wallace. Dell2.95

Parer. Robert B.: A Savage Pce. Del.

Looking for Rachel

Pzrker Robert B Wiermecs, Dell 295

Pentecost, Hugh: 2 Who
Overate. Dodd, 3.5

Rich, Virginia: anCnoklnlarhnnlMumrr\

allanti

Robinson,
Dons. Penguin,2

Whitney, Phyllis: Emerald. Fawceit/Crest,
395 o

e L

dscape with Dead



LEN UNGER — RARE BOOKS
Mystery & Detective Fiction
Modern First Editions
Catalogues Issued
1575 El Dorado Drive
‘Thousand Oaks, CA 91362

SEND FOR YOUR FREE LIST OF
SHERLOCKIANA

olmbool
18512 Arline Ave. #3
Artesia, Cal

90701
Also Wanted — Your Sherlockiana Want Lists

COLLECTOR OFFERS FIRST EDITIONS
Creasey, Chandler, Hammett, Sherlockiana,
James Bond in paperback and more! Used,
rare, out of print mystery and detective
fietion. Catalogues and book lists  issued.
Send $1.00 (good toward first purchase).

Michael Boss

1311 0 Avenue

National City, Calif.
92050

MYSTERY

& MARKETPIACE

TAD VOLUME ONE.
Quality, hardbound facsimile edition of the
frst four issues of The Armchair Detective.
$17.00 postpaid.
THE MYSTERY FANCIER
Bi-monthly generalist mystery fanzine,
founded in 1976. Subscriptions: $15 domestic
and surface mail overseas; $21 airmail

overseas.

Both available from
Brownstone Books
1711 Clifty Drive
Madison, IN 47250

MYSTERY & DETECTIVE.
Firsts, collector's items, good reprints
chperic
2856 51
Oceanside, N v 5T
Catalog 52.00 issucdregularly

Mysery.
Smpemerition

FREE CATALOG. Used hardback mystery,
crime and detective books. STEvE Powetr,
Depr. TAD, The HIDEAWAY, BAR HARBOR,
MAINE 04609

1LOVE A MYSTERY Newsletter for mysiery
fans. Four issues plus supplements per year.
Reviews — Features — Contests — Interviews.
$15.00 (520.00) per year. P.O. Box 6009,
Sherman Oaks, CA 91403, (Send 37¢ stamp
for sample issue only.)

BUNKER BOOKS
Ste: Pulps —Argosy, Blue Book, Detective
Fiction Weekly. 8,000 mysiery paperbacks

-1980 by 300 authors, Allingham o
Woolrich. Paperback mystery series — Avon
Classic Crime, Dell Great Mystery Library,
Green Door Mystery. Want lists appreciated.

Mr. M. Hil

Box 1638
Spring Valley, CA 92077

P
Sendusyour “Wants™

(213) 95-1202

BOOK SLEUTHS: We specialize in mystery/

our latest catalogue free of charge. C. Nelson,
Books, 2318 E. 3rd, Fremont, NE 68025.

MYSTERIES BY MAIL. Huge selection of
newU.S. and imported titls, including many
hard-to-find and out-of -print books in hard
coverand paperpack. Mystery-relatedmemo
rabiliaincludes radioshow cassettes, Maltese:
puzzles,
h more. Freecatalog
with self-addressed stamped envelope
Sherlock's Home, 3614 E. Second Street,
LongBeach, CA 90803

GREY HOUSE BOOKS
12a LawrenceStreet

Chelsea, LondonSW3England

Telephone (01) 352-7725

A res of TRUE. CRIME,

G.B.. US.A., ctc. Mainly of the last 150

years. If possible pleasecome and browse
T.s and other wials series (but

write or telephone first). Catalogues sent on

Connecticu iy fulltime Mystery and
Detective Fiction dealer starts his eighth year.
Bi-monthly catalogs list more than 8,000
titles cach year. Open by appoiniment with
10,000 mysteries in stock. Midway between
New York and Boston, For a free list send to!
DUNN'S MYSTERIES OF CHOICE
1 Baldwin Ave.
Meriden, CT 06450

TRUE CRIME
We maintain a vast stock of rare and 0.p.
criminal history, trials, police and penal
history, forensic science, and related. Your

Send $3 for our next 4 catalogues of detective.
mystery fiction; use as credit on your first
Worlds largest stock of mysteries,
specializing in the genre since 1953, We buy
libraries, collections, single copes.
Aardvarks, Mystery Specialists, Box 15070,
Orlando, Fla. 12858

KEY MYSTERY FICTION
Catalogue #5, “The English Mystery,” is now
available. Reserve your copy of our next
catalogue, “The American Detective,” by
writing now.

Key Bool
2 West Montgomery Street
Baltimore, MD 21230

Free catalogues of mystery-detective-spy
fiction issued monthly. Also free scarch
seryice for that hard-to-find mystery. Send
your wanis list; no obligation 10 buy.
Mention TAD on your first catalogue request
and deduct $2 from your first order.
Detective-Mystery Books, Box 15460,
Orlando, Fla. 32858.

PATTERSON SMITH
23 Prospect Terrace
Montelair, NJ 07042

@01)744-3291
25 YEARS IN THE RACKET

JHiE L Aues Susie

by Madeleine B.
A phrenological caxerxludv of Sherlock
Holmes and Arthur Conan Doyle. Limited 0
500 numbered and signed copies at $15.00
(postage and handling: add $1.50). Send
orders to:

PAULETTE GREENE, runusuzn
140 Princeton
Rockuille Centre, . 1570
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Interview with James M. Cain John Carr
Hollywood in California Detective Fiction

Bibliography of Secondary Sources for 1981

Wall bert

Classic - “The Tracer of Lost
Persons” by Robert W. C|

The Oriental in Mystery Fiction: The

Oriental Detective  Greg Go

Today the Rabb\(‘m& Looked At
Libby Schia

Collecting Myslery Fiction: Judge Dee
Otto Penzle

GRAVESEND BOOKS — Box 235, Pocono
Pines, PA 18350 — Enola Stewart, Proprie-
tress. A professional book service which
issues fully annotated, fully described cata-
logues for the librarian and the serious
collector of mystery, suspense, and imagina-
n Doyle,
and analytical material on

imi fict atalogues issued and
prafcssionalsrvices rendeeed onreaues,

Sendane dollar for iwo catalogues
THOMOLSEN BOOKS.

=
Bayside, N.Y. 11361

We alsobuy books;pleasequote,descrit
condition, diton and satient featores. No
™

By L.
Mystery.detective, svy/mmsueandcmldlen 3
mysteries. We have editions to
reading copies—at ey prices. Send
for

YOUR CLASSIFIED AD here will reach
more than 3,000 of the most avid mystery
story readers and crime buffs in the world
Rates: $.20 per word. Minimum: 50 words or
$10.00 perad. Send your ade with check B
‘money order i ‘mchair Detective, 129
W, SBIMSI,NewYmk N.Y. 10019,

WEST'S BOOKING AGENCY
BookingBook Adventures
BooksBought&Sol
Detective/mystery listsissued
Quote/send forfreelist
ElmGrove, Wi

P.0. Box406 s3122

MYSTERY LOVERS: Mystery bookstore

8 of current paperbacks and
covers, games, and mystery accessories.
HE BUTLER DID IT, 10449

Green Mountain Circle, Columbia, Maryland
21084 301 730-1378

order. Also,willpurchase

Dept.A
P.0. Box 31301
SanFrancisco,CA 94131

More crime books worth reading

"C € omuss |
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Free search service.
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AgathaChristie:Feminist?
Mariy s. Kn

Travis McGee ~ The Feminists'Friend
CarolCleveland

AnOpen Letter 1o DeanandTeet;or, “Look
Out, Pronsin's Got a Rebutal His
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ProgrammediorMystery BruceChadwick

Civilized Recipesof Crime  Ellen Sirenski
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The first and last words in the world of mystery. Now in its 16th
year as the foremost quarterly journal of critical and informa-
tional articles. Reviews. Interviews. Biographical and
bibliographical material. Illustrated. Nearly 100,000 words per
issue. Subscribe now: One year—$20. Sample issue—$5.

The Armchair Detective
129 West 56th Street
New York, N.Y. 10019
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THE MYSTERIOUS BOOKSHOP specializes in new, used and rare mystery in bnlh hardcover and
-wide search service. Open Monday-Saturday, 11:00 A.M.
US PRESS publishes fine editions of outstanding new books b, ficteoralomosd
ers of mystery, crime, suspense, espionage and detective fiction. We are the proud

ing, Stephen King, Stanley Ellin, Ross Macdonald, Robert L.

Fish, Robert Bloch, Edward D. Hoch, Isaac Asimov, Maxwell Grant, Norma Schier, Cornell Woolrich and
Ellery Queen.

THE ARMCHAIR DETECTIVE is the Edgar-winning critical journal devoted entirely to the mystery
ed by The Mysterious Press and edited by Michael Seidman.

THE MYSTERIOUS LITERARY AGENCY (in cooperation with Nat Sobel Associates) represents
authors of mystery and suspense fiction.

The, ApstertLilémry ~gercy

129 West 56th Street
New York, New York 10019 - =¥
(212) 765-0900 THEARMCHARDETECTVE

Otto Penzler, Carolyn Penzler, Sandra Miller Christie,
Katherine Daniel, Joseph Bitowf, Jose Salcido
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