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			INTRODUCTION

			This sixth volume of James Ronald, Stories of Crime and Detection is the first of three consecutive volumes to feature James Ronald’s six stories about fictional crime reporter Julian Mendoza of the London Morning World. Mendoza is neither young nor good-looking, nor blue-blooded, nor in love with anybody at any point. In actual fact, he smokes a filthy pipe, has a marvellous landlady from Scotland, walks with a limp, is kind to down-and-outs but unkind to policemen, is rude to Society ladies; and is quite prepared to do anything to ensure his reputation as the greatest crime reporter in Fleet Street. 

			The volume contains a full-length novel and a novelette. The novel is an impossible crime/locked room murder story, Cross Marks the Spot.  Actress Cicely Foster, has been invited by movie mogul Jacob Singerman to call at his flat to discuss a role in a ‘talkie’. He says he is too busy during the day to see her and this is the only way. He makes inappropriate advances towards her and shocked and angry she fights him off, striking him on the head in a struggle. 

			Reporter Julian Mendoza, ‘the bloodhound of Fleet Street,’ sees Cicely Foster flee the building in which Jacob Singerman lives, looking distressed and frightened. When he discovers the movie mogul has been murdered and her blood-spattered glove and opened purse found at the scene of the crime, he tracks her down, telling her that Singerman was found dead shortly after her departure. It looks bleak…but for the small matter of the corpse having been found with a bullet between his eyes. Mendoza starts in earnest to reveal the truth behind the killing which takes him into the studios of Colossal Pictures where he meets the obnoxious world-famous film director Gustav Von Blon. He ingeniously begins to piece together the identity of the murderer, how the murder was committed, and the reason why.

			Dorothy L. Sayers reviewed mysteries on a weekly basis for The Sunday Times from 25 June 1933 through 18 August 1935. On 20th August 1933, she reviewed Cross Marks the Spot:

			“Jolly mystery yarn… Julian Mendoza is a detective who will appeal to every woman’s heart, as he does to that of his nice Scotch landlady. He is shabby and lame and occasionally takes one over the eight, but he is exceedingly lovable, and, moreover, does his detecting efficiently. Beginning with the shooting of a film magnate in an actress’s flat [sic] the tale leads on, through sentiment and sensation, to the oft-told but always effective episode of the actor who is really killed in a stage fight. It is humorously and agreeably written, with good light entertainment on every page.”

			Cross Marks the Spot was James Ronald’s second book for Hodder and Stoughton published August 1933 (the first being Six Were To Die in January 1933, republished in Stories of Crime and Detection Volume One). 

			An abridged and rewritten version of Cross Marks the Spot was republished in 1941 as The Frightened Girl under Ronald’s nom de plume Michael Crombie. It was published by Mystery House—an affiliate of Arcadia House Inc.,70 Fifth Avenue, New York. Alex Hillman and Samuel Curl were co-founders of the Hillman-Curl and Arcadia House imprints in the mid-1930s.  After the partnership ended in 1939, Curl went into business for himself.  He retained the AH imprint, using it primarily for westerns and romances, and started the Mystery House line in 1940. The Frightened Girl was also published in paperback in abridged form as a Prize Mystery Novel No.11, in 1944 by Crestwood Publishing Co., Inc. The names of some of the characters have been changed in these editions. The murdered man, film magnet Mr. Jacob Singerman becomes Mr. James Surlin and his brother, managing director of the Colossal Film Company, originally Mr. Hyman Singerman is now Mr. John Surlin. John Surlin’s brother-in-law Sam Finklebaum becomes Mr. Sam Ranker. The world-famous film director Gustav Von Blon becomes a less impressive named Stephen Billman.  The version in this volume is the unabridged Hodder and Stoughton publication with original character names.

			Not a Mendoza story, the novelette, The Sundial Drug Mystery completes this volume. During a stormy night, three members of the acting profession, a married couple and a girl, are travelling by motorcar to Norwich to appear in a play ‘All for Love’ at the Norwich Theatre. Their car breaks down. Lashed by driving rain, they struggle to find help. They arrive outside a deserted mansion and force their way in. A series of mysterious events ratchets up the tension, as they become aware they have trespassed into a hornet’s nest of mystery and intrigue. There is never a dull moment in this fast-moving adventure, climaxing to an action-packed conclusion. We meet another character with the surname von Blon, this time not a film director but a famous flying ace during the war who has become a murderous drug smuggler. 

			The Sundial Drug Mystery was published in January,1934 by Gramol (Mystery Novels No.30) but likely to have been written much earlier. It is hard to believe that out of choice James Ronald began as a pulp writer for a prolific publisher of cheap fiction between the wars, Gramol Publications, 3 Duke Street, Adelphi, London W.C.2. The name Gramol was extracted from Arthur Gray (1889-1960) and Frederick Matthew Mowl (1887-1949), who ran the outfit. They were regarded as the worst-paying publishers of the period.  They had begun publishing in the 1920s, originally as the Federation Press, operating since about 1926, from Gramol House, Farringdon Avenue.

		

	
		
			ABOUT THE AUTHOR

			James Jack Ronald, to give his full name, was born 11 May 1905, in North Kelvinside, Glasgow, Scotland. He was the son of James Jack Ronald, a Chartered Public Accountant, and Katherine Hamilton Ronald. He was educated at Hillhead High School, Glasgow, established in 1885.

			Until he was five, James Ronald says he was chubby, happy, and irresponsible; but in 1911, his sixth year, he was run over by an automobile causing a very real morbidity to creep in. For ten years following the accident he suffered recurrent dreams about a wheel that became larger and larger as it turned faster and faster. He was invalided over a long period during which, with his mother Catherine’s encouragement, he enjoyed a prodigious amount of reading. He later claimed he owed his literary gift and resultant career to this near-fatal automobile accident, which caused him to change from a sunny little extrovert to a cloudy introvert.

			When he was fourteen he wrote an account of the accident, setting down all the details in a somewhat light vein, not forgetting to note that the candy he had purchased with such delight on that foggy morning was found sticking to the wheels of the car as he was being carried off. The piece won him first prize for composition and congratulations from the masters at the school and even the headmaster wished him well, but that did not prevent corporal punishment for his appalling handwriting. He was called into the headmaster’s office, but kept waiting so that everybody knew that he, James Ronald, was going to receive a beating from the headmaster. This injustice obviously affected him very deeply, because it remained with him all his life, and crops up in interview after interview:

			After all, I taught myself to read before going to school and could see no reason for accepting a beating because they failed to teach me how to write, so I bolted.

			In a spirit of rebellion against repeated punishments for bad handwriting for compositions for which he invariably got an ‘A’, Ronald came home from school one day announcing he would never return. It was time to leave. His mother Catherine was understandably distressed, concerned her elder son leaving school at such a young age would diminish his career prospects. Aware of the scarcity of jobs just then in Glasgow, she told him he could only stay away from school if he remained active in some useful employment, making it clear she would not condone an idler in the family.

			Within three days James Ronald was an errand boy for the Glasgow Evening News, a paper into which he had smuggled a poem some months earlier. But there was ‘no writing, nothing editorial’ in his set up and he thoroughly disliked it and lost the job. He found another post immediately with the Glasgow Sunday Mail and kept this one until he printed his own rival paper on the office mimeograph. He broke the machine and, failing to cover his tracks by leaving a sheet in the copier, he was fired. Then came a dozen jobs, including one with an art dealer for whom he gilded statues and washed windows. His mother told him, ‘It is no disgrace to wash windows, James, but it is a disgrace to wash them like that.’

			By the age of seventeen, James Ronald had run through all prospective employers in Glasgow, including every newspaper. He felt the need of open space—‘a lot of it’—and after various and sundry abortive departures, finally won grudging permission to seek his fortune in the New World.

			For some reason, Chicago stuck in the mind of the young Ronald as a magic word. He became determined to travel to the United States of America. The main method of crossing the Atlantic Ocean in the 1920s was by steamship and ocean liner. The passengers aboard the SS Saturnia included seventeen-year-old James Ronald, who arrived at his destination on 6 December 1922, at the Port of Québec, an inland port located in Québec, Canada. From there he continued his journey across the Great Lakes to Chicago, Illinois, United States. He managed to survive in Chicago; the fastest-growing city in world history, with a flourishing economy approaching three million people, attracting huge numbers of new immigrants from Eastern and Central Europe. Ronald stayed in Chicago for five years, wanting to write, but unable to afford the time because he was forced to earn money to live. He was taken on and fired from a variety of jobs with monotonous regularity. Like his experiences in Glasgow, he exhausted all potential employers, dabbling in some forty jobs ranging from short-order cook and dishwasher to muslin salesman; from dance promoter and theatre manager to washing dishes again in a Greek restaurant. He edited ten trade journals at one time for a Chicago publisher; and gave new life to a women’s religious magazine. A chain-smoker, he confessed slyly to have worked for the Anti-Cigarette League, his excuse being ‘a man must eat don’t you know’—at that time eating being the only philosophy he could afford to practise. It was in the Windy City that he learned about life.

			Working in the U.S. as ‘a visitor’ to avoid immigration may have caught up with Ronald because, in 1927, he returned to Britain on a more permanent basis, and secured a well-paid job with an English newspaper chain, and a promise of future advancement. However, during his first holiday in the job, a car accident disrupted this promising career trajectory. Whilst driving a small open two-seater Rover 8, Ronald was struck by a two-ton truck and thrown out against the radiator of another vehicle. Left with a broken hip and temporarily crippled (and without the newly acquired job), he settled down to write.

			Ronald’s writing developed in three stages. First, he hammered out serializations and short stories which were syndicated in newspapers, both at home and abroad; and a number were also published in obscure pulp magazines. Some stories then became lost and forgotten and this has unfortunately contributed to a lack of recognition for an impressive body of work. These early narratives were very difficult to track down, but searching has provided me with an enjoyable and rewarding task—a treasure hunt for lost tales. This was not made any easier because many of these stories were published under pseudonyms; Peter Gale, Mark Ellison, Kenneth Streeter, Alan Napier, and even women; Cynthia Priestley and Norah Banning—in addition to known pseudonyms Michael Crombie and Kirk Wales. Those I have discovered have all been gathered together for republication in this series.

			A second writing stage followed; the full-length mystery stories which have made him so popular with Golden Age of Detection aficionados. They are out-of-print, elusive to find, and first editions are very expensive.

			Finally, late in life, James Ronald embarked on his Dickensian-style life drama novels. He received enthusiastic praise for his ingenuity, freshness, and sharp sense of humour by many critics and writers of the time, such as August Derleth. Orville Prescott, the main book reviewer for The New York Times for 24 years, called James Ronald ‘a born novelist’, and that he ‘has in full measure the two basic drives which inspire a writer of fiction–the urge to create characters and to tell stories about them. Mr. Ronald does both naturally, directly and well.’ His work received praise and has been compared to William de Morgan, H. G. Wells, Rudyard Kipling, J. M. Barrie, and Somerset Maugham.

			James Ronald is a writer who has not gained the long-term recognition he deserves. His work has received high praise for his ingenuity, freshness, and sharp sense of humour by many critics and writers of the time and current enthusiasts, highlighting him as one of the leading storytellers of the day, yet barely anything has been republished since his death in 1972. I hope the reader will enjoy these imaginative and entertainingly written stories as much as I have collecting them.

			Chris Verner

			Berkhamsted, Buckinghamshire, UK 

			April 2023

		

	
		

		
			CROSS MARKS THE SPOT

		

	
		
			A Landlady and a Lodger

			An appetising aroma preceded Mrs. MacDougal up the stairs from her basement kitchen as she ascended carefully, bearing a tray covered with a spotless teacloth and laden with a steaming bowl of broth, an immaculately clean spoon and a ‘doorstep’ of bread. An aroma to tempt the most jaded palate, it did Mrs. MacDougal’s broth—rich, luscious, full-flavored, such as only a Scotswoman with her heart in her kitchen range can make—less than justice.

			In the hall she paused with her head on one side, like a speculative bird, and listened, frowning, to a sound which came from one of the upper rooms.

			A widow of sixty, Mrs. MacDougal had the small sleek head, the lean active body, the alert bright eyes and perky air of a sparrow. Her work-worn hands and nails were scrupulously clean, if unmanicured, and the honest soap and water which she vigorously applied to her face night and morning had not robbed her thin cheeks of their apple-redness. There were firm, almost hard lines at the corners of her mouth, the legacy of thirty years of coping with the whims and vagaries of boarders.

			Her lips pursed as she listened. A thump. Mr. Mendoza! She might have known that he wouldn’t obey the doctor’s orders! He would cut his own throat if it would spite someone in authority.

			She placed the tray on the hall table and tiptoed up the stairs to the landing above. For a moment she stood there, her ear to a door, then, with the light of battle in her eyes, she burst into the room. 

			“I thocht so!” she exclaimed, grimly surveying the large man, clad only in a shirt, who stood on one hairy leg in the middle of the room, trying to coax his other leg—a pitifully scarred and shrunken limb—into his trousers.

			A smile softened the harsh contours of Julian Mendoza’s face; there was a curious affinity between this huge, barbaric man and the trim little woman—but it changed to a scowl as he looked down at his recalcitrant member. A huge-bowled, blackened pipe was between his teeth; the atmosphere was hazy with the pungent smoke of his outlandish black tobacco.

			“This weather’s playing merry hell with my leg. I can’t do anything with it.” 

			“Are ye daft?” Mrs. MacDougal demanded. “Did ye no’ hear the doctor sayin’ ye were to keep your bed for a week?” 

			“All doctors are fools. ’Flu or no ’flu, I’m going out. If I don’t I’ll go mad and start climbing the walls.” 

			“Ye’re mair than a bit cracked already, I’m thinkin’,” said Mrs. MacDougal flatly. “I’ll be losing a lodger if you as much as put a foot over the door this night. Do ye no’ hear the wind? It’s rainin’ cats and dogs. Ye’ll catch y’r death of cold.” 

			“No such luck,” grunted Julian morosely. “Death only comes to those who want to live. Crocks like me go on forever.”

			She gave him a shrewd glance. 

			“That’s the mood ye’re in, is it? Then I’ll say nae mair. It’s a waste of breath talkin’ to ye when ye’ve one o’ these fits on. Awa’ oot an’ get drunk, ye thrawn deevil, and maybe ye’ll have mair sense in the mornin’. Here—sit doon an’ I’ll help ye on with y’r breeches.”

			Mrs. MacDougal had borne three lusty sons; bathed them in infancy; nursed them through illness; wielded a strap when they merited chastisement; buried two of them. A man to her was simply a rather helpless creature on two legs, a being not quite all there who had to be handled patiently but firmly. She had no time for mock modesty.

			Her lodger obediently sat on the edge of the bed and raised his feet from the floor. One of her hands touched his maimed leg as she drew his trousers up to his knees and he winced. Roughly, he thrust her aside and stood up. He could not bear the thought that she might be pitying him for his deformity. It was three years since a lion in West Africa had mauled his right leg and he still hated the crippled limb like a mortal enemy. 

			“I’ve made ye some broth,” said Mrs. MacDougal unresentfully. “If ye’re set on gaen oot ye may as well drink it first.”

			She returned with the tray when he was buttoning his waistcoat, set it on a table beside the fire, and withdrew in silence. She could not spank him and put him back in bed, but she could and did make him entirely aware of her disapproval.

			Julian drew up a chair and ate in his shirtsleeves. To him, food was a necessity, not a ceremony. Since youth he had tramped, sailed, worked, loafed, starved, feasted, sung, cursed, fought, bled, suffered, swaggered, loved, hated, wherever suns were warm and life was elemental and one cannot do that without losing some of the niceties of civilized observance.

			He had a rough, masculine ugliness which is often more attractive in a man than beauty. A large head, which might have been hewn out of a block of stone, topped with a shock of iron-grey hair; a long, blunt nose; a wide, thin-lipped mouth, almost like a knife gash, which yet had a pleasant boyish twist when he was pleased or amused. His eyes, set well apart, were dark and alive. They glowed black when his right to follow his own course was challenged; flamed red with the sudden explosion of his fiery temper, softened to brown in his moods of rare gentleness. Nicotine had stained yellow his large, even teeth. For all his size, his muscular body had a sinuous grace of movement. His massive shoulders tapered to a slim waist and lean hips.

			He might have been any age between thirty-five and fifty. Actually, he was thirty-seven.

			His clothes always looked as though he had acquired them in the unredeemed pledge department of a pawnshop. Hot ash was constantly falling unnoticed from his pipe and burning small holes in them. The trousers were baggy. The jacket and waistcoat were wrinkled. At times when soap and water were not available, he was quite capable of wiping inky or greasy hands on them.

			The restless Portuguese blood that was in him, having slumbered through four generations of sedate, respectable, Anglicised, wine-importing Mendozas, had come awake in him as a lad and made him the reckless adventurer he was—or had been until the encounter with the lion. That had changed everything. Six months after that drastic encounter he had landed in England with black emptiness in his heart and twenty pounds in his pocket. He would have faced Benguella or Parnanyba or Tahiti sooner with twenty pence. His only friend in London had been the managing editor of a morning paper, whom he had met years before in Bolivia and, since he always tackled his friends and acquaintances when he wanted something he could not reach out and take, Julian went to him. He had an idea, he explained, that he would make a good reporter. 

			“But, my dear fellow,” his friend had said, running his fingers awkwardly through his thin yellow hair (he owed Julian a good turn, but hardly saw what he could do about it), “newspaper work is highly specialised. A reporter must be an expert at tracking down news.”

			“I can track down anything,” declared Julian. 

			

			“I dare say—in the jungle—but this is London—and news and wild beasts are vastly different things.”

			Julian slapped an incredibly large hand, mahogany brown and thatched with golden hairs, down on the managing editor’s desk. 

			“Half the stuff you print is about crime. Criminals are merely men with the instincts of animals. Wild beasts, or human animals—where’s the difference? Know one species and you know the other. Besides, from Portuguese West Africa to the Bund and back I’ve played poker and matched wits with crooks who would make your city-bred variety look like Sunday school teachers. A crime reporter—that’s it. I was made to be a crime reporter!”

			(In the same spirit, six years before, when he was down and out in a tiny republic in the Andes, Julian had decided that he was made to be a president, and had made himself one and kept the job, with a revolver and his two fists, for twenty-three eventful days.) 

			“My dear fellow, it’s impossible!” 

			“Why?” Julian insisted. “Don’t tell me that it takes a college professor to get news. That yarn you got in Bolivia—you told me it earned you the best job you’ve ever had—where did all your training and experience come in there? But for me, you’d never have smelled it.”

			“Granted, but—” 

			“If you’re thinking of my leg,” growled Julian, “forget it. In a civilized city half a man is as good as a whole one. That’s why I’m here.”

			No one could withstand the overwhelming personality of Julian Mendoza when he cared to exert it. Besides, the managing editor had a feeling that Julian with only one sound leg was worth three of most men with two. He sighed. 

			

			“Very well. I’ll give you a month's trial.”

			To his amazement, Julian made good. In some ways he was the best reporter the Morning World had ever employed. He was slipshod, erratic, and his handwriting was the despair of compositors, but when he went after a news story, he had the eager tenacity of a bloodhound. In spite of his physical handicap, he was tireless and unsparing of himself—and the doorkeeper or secretary who could deny him admittance to whomsoever he wished to interview was yet to be born.

			And yet, after two and a half years of reporting, he still suffered a nostalgia for the old free savage life; an aching which was briefly lulled when there was real news to be pursued but gnawed afresh under the strain of humdrum daily routine…

			Having finished the broth, he crammed his pipe with the tarry black rope he was pleased to call tobacco and lit it with a glowing coal from the crumbling fire. Crossing to the window, he threw up the blind and looked out. The rain had slowed to a drizzle. The night was dark. He consulted his watch. Ten o’clock. Things happen in London between ten o’clock and the dawn. In the dark, Roguery and Vice stalk the streets. Murder raises its head. The dark beckoned to him.

			When last he had undressed, he had taken off jacket and overcoat together, slipping his arms out of both simultaneously and leaving them mated. He put them on together and drew an ancient felt hat down over his forehead. The coat was as shapeless as his other garments; the collar was permanently turned up. When he bought a new overcoat, he invariably turned up the collar when he first tried it on and it remained like that, rain or shine, as long as he wore it. Mrs. MacDougal was not in evidence when he came downstairs, but as he opened the door, he heard a characteristic ‘humph’ from the nether regions, the good lady’s final expression of disapproval.

			

			On the pavement he halted and seemed to sniff the air.

			Night hung before him like a velvet curtain. 

			Behind the curtain lay—what?

		

	
		
			The Frightened Girl

			After he fell the girl stood for a moment looking down at him; then, with an inarticulate cry, she let the weapon she had snatched up in desperation drop from her trembling fingers and stumbled to the door of the flat. Sobbing breathlessly, she tore it open and almost fell into the deserted corridor. As she slammed the door behind her, she heard a clock chiming. Automatically, she counted the strokes. Ten o’clock.

			Her hand reached out to the lift-button, but she drew it back. She was in no condition to face the inquisitive eyes of the liftboy. She leant against the grill gates, shuddering with fright, sobbing hysterically, fighting desperately to regain control of herself. For the first time in her twenty-one years of life she almost fainted.

			The reflection of her white face and wide eyes in a long mirror brought her to her senses. What a fright she looked! Instinctively she felt for her handkerchief and powderpuff and realized that she had left her handbag in the flat. She could not go back for it. Even if the closing of the door had not automatically locked her out, she could not have found the courage to enter the flat again. She raised her hand to her hair and gasped at what she saw reflected in the mirror. Uttering a little cry, she snatched off her right glove and crumpled it into a shapeless ball.

			With fingers that still trembled she tidied her hair, straightened her hat; drew her coat more closely about her to hide the torn shoulder strap of her frock. Then, clutching the glove tightly in her hand, she began the long winding descent of the stairs. Halfway to the landing below she came upon a little man, sallow-faced and spectacled, in a shabby coat and bowler hat, who was tiptoeing up. They stopped and stared at each other, his pale lips parted as though he were about to speak, then she pushed past him and hurried on. 

			He hesitated.  “Here! Wait a moment!” he called in a hoarse whisper, and started down the stairs after her.

			She had never seen him before and had not the slightest idea who he might be, but not for words would she have stopped. She took the succeeding flights at a breakneck run, the little man hard at her heels. He sent no further summons after her, but saved his breath for the race. Down flight after flight they clattered, skidding through the corridors, with one or two hairbreadth escapes from accident, and he was gaining when they reached the ground floor. Sedately, if a little unsteadily, she crossed the carpeted hall to the revolving doors, looking neither to right or left of her; the pursuer also slowed down and sauntered casually a few paces in the rear.

			The uniformed night porter on duty in the hall scratched his head and stared after the incongruous couple. 

			“Wasn’t that the young lady you took up to the eighth floor an hour ago, Joe?” 

			“That’s ’er,” agreed the liftboy. “Looks as though she’s been through the mill since then!” 

			“Judging by the gentleman she was visiting,” said the porter judicially, “I shouldn’t wonder if you were right.”

			A grin creased the boy’s round, freckled face.  “’E knows ’ow to pick ’em! Shouldn’t mind takin’ a few liberties with that bit o’ stuff meself!”

			

			Outside, the girl turned south and hurried toward the corner of the street, where the lights of Piccadilly glowed with diffused radiance through the thinning rain, but before she had taken half-a-dozen paces she heard pattering footsteps at her heels. Angrily, she wheeled round and found the strange little man at her elbow, squinting up into her face. 

			“Why are you following me?”

			He blinked nervously and backed away a pace or two; ventured the mere ghost of a placating smile, which, awaking no response on the face of the girl, dissolved into a hesitant frown. 

			“I—I—”

			“Yes?” she challenged, although her heart was thumping wildly. “Yes?” 

			He did not speak, only looked at her slyly, with an odd side glance, as though he were trying to sum her up; but when she turned impatiently away, he grasped her arm.  “Look here—” 

			“If you’ve something to say to me, why don’t you say it?” she snapped, shaking him off.

			Again, the furtive stocktaking… He moistened his lips, but did not speak.

			A tall man, muffled in a greatcoat, smoking a pipe, a shabby felt hat drooping over his eyes, appeared between them; a man who leaned heavily on a stout stick and looked keenly, with dark, alert eyes, from one to the other. 

			“Is he annoying you?” he asked softly.

			The girl reflected. “No,” she said, then she turned on her heel and disappeared round the corner into Piccadilly. Simultaneously the little man scuttled like a startled rabbit in the opposite direction. Julian Mendoza shrugged his shoulders. That was that! An odd pair. He had been watching them since they came out of Dorian House. The girl was smartly enough dressed, but her bearing hardly suggested wealth in keeping with that palatial block of service flats, while the man, apparently a clerk or bookkeeper, looked more like Brixton than Mayfair.

			About to continue his walk, Julian noticed something lying at his feet. He picked it up. A crumpled cotton glove, worth, perhaps, two shillings the pair; certainly not worth the exertion that would be required to restore it to its hastening owner. Reaching out to place it on the railings of one of the proud old mansions which were being elbowed out of the street by the towering bulk of Dorian House, he paused and uttered a low whistle. The palm was smeared with a reddish-brown substance remarkably like blood. Under a street lamp he examined it more closely. It was blood!

			He hesitated. There were other reasons than criminal ones for bloodstains on a glove. And yet…the girl had looked so frightened. The little man had been so queer. And why had she said that he was not annoying her, when he so obviously was?

			Julian smelled news. And news with blood in it is the public’s favourite reading. In a moment he had rounded the corner and was hurrying toward Piccadilly Circus as fast as his dragging right leg would let him. If only she hadn’t taken a bus or taxi… His luck was in. A couple of hundred yards ahead he saw her weaving among the other pedestrians. He signalled a crawling taxi and told the driver to go as slowly as possible, but to keep her in sight. Three streets further on the vehicle was gradually overhauling her when it was involved in a traffic jam. Julian got out, gave the driver a shilling, and limped after his quarry, oblivious to the pain of his crippled leg. Once he slipped and almost fell, for the pavement was like shining black glass.

			More than one pair of appraising, speculative eyes was turned on the girl as she dodged skilfully in and out among the surging traffic of Regent Street where it pours into Piccadilly Circus. But if her eyes flickered to right or left, it was to gauge the nearness of an oncoming vehicle, and not in response to tacit invitations.

			Along Shaftesbury Avenue she hurried, with the grace of a flower in motion; a slender, shapely figure, in a tailored fawn coat, with slim legs sheathed in silk and silky bronze curls peeping from under a smart cloche hat.

			Street lamps were strung along the bustling thoroughfare like a necklace of amber beads and here and there a theatre or restaurant sported a blazing adornment. Above, the purple, starless sky hung low, seeming almost to brush the tops of the buildings. The rumble of traffic followed her like the hoarse growling of an angry beast as she turned into the maze of mean streets that is Soho. 

			From a discreet distance, Julian watched her being admitted to a house in Angelus Row, a narrow offshoot from Old Compton Street. After the door closed behind her he crossed over and looked up at the drab, down-at-heels fabric of the house. It was no more in keeping with the girl than the splendour of Dorian House. A chipped iron railing, which surrounded an area littered with scraps of paper in the midst of which stood a battered dustbin with its lid at a rakish angle, mounted at one end with a flight of worn stone steps to the front door and at the other descended with a shorter, more muddy flight to the basement entrance. The ground floor was shrouded in darkness but for a flicker of light through a dusty pane above the door, but light shone through dingy curtains from the windows of upper rooms. A card, showing through the bars protecting the basement window, proclaimed that unfurnished rooms were to let within.

			Julian went up to the front door and knocked. After a period of waiting that seemed interminable, he heard shuffling footsteps and the door was opened slightly by a tiny wisp of a woman with straggling grey hair who looked at him suspiciously. He smiled pleasantly and removed his hat. 

			“I wish to see the young lady who just came in.” 

			“Miss Foster?” 

			“Yes. She’s expecting me,” he improvised. “I’m her cousin.”

			The woman opened the door wider, revealing a gas-lit hall, the dark green distemper of which did not quite conceal the gaudy flowered paper over which it had been applied, floored with threadbare red-and-green linoleum; with doors on each side, and, toward the rear, a flight of stairs covered with a carpet which had known too many feet. 

			“Wish I ’ad as many quid notes as these actresses ’ave cousins,” she grunted wearily. 

			“Come in. Know the way up?” 

			“Yes,” lied Julian. “First on the left at the head of the stairs, isn’t it?” 

			“No. Second on the right. Mind findin’ it yourself? My rheumatics is somethin’ cruel.”

			She waited until he started to climb the stairs, then closed the door and shuffled off; hiccoughing, to the regions below stairs.

			At the second door on the right on the first-floor landing, Julian halted and knocked. He heard movements within and a girlish voice called “Who is it?” 

			“It’s me,” he replied noncommittally.

			After a pause a key grated in the lock and the door opened. The girl stood on the threshold. Recognising him, she uttered a gasp. Julian stood looking curiously at her for a moment, then held out the glove with the bloodstain uppermost. 

			“Yours, I think?”

			Her eyes darted from his face to the outstretched hand and she drew in her breath sharply. 

			

			“No,” she said hoarsely. “No. It isn’t.” 

			The door slammed to in his face.

			He was standing there, undecided on his next move, when it opened as suddenly as it had closed. A hand snatched the glove from him, the door shut again, and the key was turned in the lock.

			Julian raised his eyebrows.  “Good night, Miss Foster,” he called softly. 

			There was no answer.

			Humming to himself, as he always did when pleased or interested, he went downstairs and let himself out. 

			“Her name is Foster, she lives at 24, Angelus Row, she is an actress and a confoundedly pretty girl, and she has been through a frightening experience this evening; an adventure with blood in it,” he said to himself. “H’m…”

			He was still humming as he retraced his steps toward Dorian House.

		

	
		
			Murder!

			Mr. Hyman Singerman, managing director of the Colossal Film Company, looked like a dignified kewpie doll as he came out of the steam room of the Crescent Turkish Baths. Mr. Singerman was almost naked, and every part of his round chubby, pink person glistened with perspiration.

			Two glasses of cold water gurgled down his thick throat, then he waddled across the tiled floor of the rubbing room into the equatorial atmosphere of the hottest room, lay back in a canvas chair, and closed his eyes. Waves of heat beat on him, soothing him into a sensuous lethargy. Streams of perspiration trickled down his face, dropped from his chin to his chest, rolled with gathering speed down his curved abdomen and dripped from his legs to the floor. An attendant came and clapped a bag of ice wrapped in a towel on his bald head. Around him reclined other men, equally naked, equally solemn, fellow-worshippers at the shrine of heat. The minutes passed drowsily as Mr. Singerman’s too, too solid flesh slowly melted.

			There was quite a lot of him left, however, when he came out of the hottest room and stretched himself submissively on a marble rubbing slab. A muscular attendant in a loincloth proceeded to knead his stomach and the small of his back, thump and rub his legs and arms, and play a tattoo up and down his spine. Mr. Singerman was spanked, pummelled, thwacked and pounded; a sight which would have astonished and delighted some two thousands of his employees in Regent Street and at his Turnham Green studios; soaped and washed from head to foot like a helpless baby, and finally stood in a glass-enclosed shower bath which started warm, became cooler, then cold, then colder, until he was choking and gasping and floundering in an icy, stinging spray.

			For thirty seconds he wallowed in the cold, green pool, looking very much as a hippopotamus would have looked if hippopotami were pink, then the rubber wrapped him in towels until only his eyes and his nose were showing, bundled him upstairs into a curtained booth, and flattened him on a long couch. Left alone, Mr. Singerman uttered a weary sigh and fell asleep.

			A couple of hours later he woke and rang a bell on a table at his elbow. 

			“A large whiskey-and-soda and an evening paper,” he said to the boy in buttons who answered the summons.

			

			He drew himself up, switched on a light behind his head, and fumbled in the inside pocket of his jacket, which was hanging on a hook above him, until he found his cigar-case. The boy padded softly into the cubicle and placed a brass tray on the table. 

			“Say ‘when’, sir.”

			Mr. Singerman said ‘when’ almost at once. He flattened the evening paper on his drawn-up knees, sipped the mellow whiskey and inhaled the fragrant blue cigar smoke of his cigar and began to feel the warm glow of wellbeing which follows a Turkish bath.

			The news was so familiar that it might have been carried over piecemeal from the previous evening’s issue. A demonstration of unemployed in the North; a woman summoning her husband at Willesden; a tariff debate in the House of Commons; a motorist fined for killing a pedestrian; a crisis in the affairs of Ireland; a broken Mayfair engagement…

			He had read it all before—nightly, it seemed—and lost no time in turning to the film page, where his real interest lay. Tonight, it engrossed him even more than usual. His full lips tightened and his eyes narrowed as he read the sprawling headline: 

			‘MAD’ DIRECTOR CAUSES PANIC

			IN BRITISH FILM WORLD

			(By Our Special Correspondent)

			Gustav Von Blon, the world-famous director, known as ‘The Mad Genius of the Silver Screen,’ is creating a flurry of fear in the breasts of the film magnates for whom he is making his first British picture, ‘ILLICIT LOVES.’ Although he has spent thousands of pounds on the film and it has been in the making for three months, he has decided to scrap the result and start all over again.

			That’s Von Blon! His pictures are more artistic, more realistic, more sensational than those of less temperamental directors; they are also many times more expensive. There is a thrill in every foot of film he makes—and a pain in the bank account for the company for which he makes it!

			It is whispered that Von Blon’s whole future rests on the success of this picture. It is virtually his last chance as a director. He is out of favour with the Hollywood Moguls, who have rarely been able to make a profit on his masterpieces, and he has already bankrupted himself twice making pictures on his own account.

			There were almost two columns of the article, but he read no further. He crushed the paper into a mangled ball and tossed it on the floor. There was a scowl on his fleshy face as he lit a fresh cigar with the chewed stump of his first one. Still wrapped in towels like a mummy, he came out of his cubicle and glanced at the clock. It was a few minutes past ten. He had been in the baths for over three hours.

			The pageboy reappeared almost as his fingers touched the bell. 

			“Get my brother on the ’phone,” said Mr. Singerman. “The number’s Mayfair 64325.” 

			“Yes, sir.” The boy flitted noiselessly away.

			Mr. Singerman was reentering his cubicle for his trousers when a smiling face, lean, long-nosed, sallow, like the face of a smiling vulture, appeared between the curtains of a neighbouring cubicle and an ingratiating voice said: “Nu, Hyman! Fancy seeing you here!” 

			“My bad luck seeing you,” grunted Singerman uncordially. “All smiles as usual, you gonof! You’re so crooked you can’t even keep your face straight!” 

			“You don’t seem pleased to see me.” 

			“I couldn’t be so deceitful. The day I’m pleased to see you, I’ll have my head examined.”

			Mr. Sam Finklebaum came into the passage, his bony figure bisected by a red-checked cloth, and prodded the film producer’s bulging abdomen with a thin finger. 

			“Getting fat, ain’t you? That’s bad. I was reading in the paper only the other day that fat slows up the brain. I ask you; how can a man think with a stomach like you’ve got?”  

			“Do I think with my stomach?” asked Singerman indignantly. 

			“Of course not,” beamed Finklebaum, “or you wouldn’t be the great man you are today. But you’d better watch yourself. You might drop down dead any minute.” 

			“Maybe that would be a blessing. I wouldn’t have you grinning at my elbow all the time, you—you—you beanpole!”

			Mr. Finklebaum made clicking noises of reproof with his tongue and teeth. “Is that friendly?” He lowered his voice. “Listen, Hyman, I want you to do me a little favour. If you weren’t my brother-in-law I wouldn’t ask it.” 

			“Then pretend I ain’t your brother-in-law!” 

			“It ain’t much I’m asking,” said Finklebaum soothingly. “Say a hundred pounds. Business is slack, and—” 

			“With a loafer like you, business would always be slack,” retorted Singerman, purpling with indignation. “What do you care about business anyway? Since I married your sister Leah, you’ve made a soft living out of me. Fifty pounds here, a hundred pounds there. Always the same story. But only so often can you take the cracked pitcher to the well, then you spill the milk. Not another penny would I give you, even if you were starving!”

			He turned away with a snort of indignation and found the pageboy at his elbow. 

			“I ’phoned your brother, Mr. Singerman, but there was no answer.”

			Mr. Singerman grunted and disappeared into his cubicle. While he dressed, he brooded over his wrongs at the hands of Sam Finklebaum. Twelve years of ‘loans’ that never were repaid. Twelve years of having his appetite ruined by the presence of Sam and, not infrequently, Sam’s wife and five voracious children, at his dinner table, for Sam had an overwhelming affection for his sister which made him spend more time at her house than at his own. “The schnorrer,” muttered Singerman. “He borrows money from me to feed his starving children and then brings them to me to be fed.”

			He was buttoning his waistcoat when Sam, still smiling, looked into his cubicle. Mr. Singerman made an elaborate pretence of being unaware of the hated presence. 

			“I dropped in to see Leah this afternoon,” said Finklebaum softly. “She was showing me her diamond necklace—”

			Mr. Singerman stiffened. 

			“Maybe I'm wrong… I didn’t say anything to her…but it didn’t look like the necklace you gave her for your tenth anniversary…no matter how good it is, paste never does look like the real thing…”

			The film producer turned and the demoniacal glitter in his eyes, the livid fury in his face, made his oily-tongued brother-in-law falter for a moment. 

			“Not that it’s any of my business,” he added hastily. “You ain’t the only one who’s feeling the pinch, only most of us ain’t got wives with diamond necklaces that can be turned into cash. If we had, we would. Why not?—if the wife knows, and don’t mind wearing paste for a while until things get better? Only, Leah didn’t seem to know. I guess she’d be pretty wild if she did…”

			For a long time they looked each other in the eyes, then, without a word, Mr. Singerman produced his chequebook. 

			“Make it a hundred and fifty,” purred Finklebaum, smiling…

			Frowning, Mr. Singerman came out of the Crescent Turkish Baths into the bright lights of Coventry Street, hailed a taxi, and gave the driver the address of the luxurious block of service flats in Mayfair in which his brother Jacob lived. He was still frowning and chewing his cigar nervously when the vehicle drew up outside the wide main entrance of Dorian House. Something in his eye prevented the driver from uttering the caustic remarks which rose to his tongue as Mr. Singerman placed the exact fare in his broad palm.

			Dorian House is a massive, tall, white structure of steel, concrete and Portland stone, with glittering gilt window frames, a gilt-framed revolving door, and a Renaissance entrance hall reminiscent of the lobby of a super-cinema. It is easier to get into heaven than to become a tenant of Dorian House, for while heaven demands only goodness and piety, Dorian House requires a minimum income of five-thousand pounds a year. 

			The gold-braided night-porter touched his peak cap as Mr. Singerman marched through the entrance hall. 

			“My brother in?” asked the film magnate brusquely. 

			“Yes, sir… Boy!”

			The liftboy snapped to attention, followed Mr. Singerman into the gilt-and-glass cage, closed the gilt grill and moved a lever. The lift ascended swiftly and smoothly to the eighth floor. Mr. Singerman stepped out and pressed the mother-of-pearl button which was let into the wall beside the door of his brother’s flat. After a lengthy pause he rang again—and again—but there was no answer.

			With an impatient exclamation, he rang for the lift.  “Didn’t the porter say my brother is in?” he snapped when the gates slid open. 

			“Yes, sir.” 

			“Well, I’ve rung three times and he don’t answer.” 

			“That’s funny, sir. I know he’s in, for I took up a lady at nine and he admitted her himself. She only came downstairs ten or fifteen minutes ago and he ain’t gone out since.” 

			“A lady? What kind of a lady?”

			The boy grinned—but Mr. Singerman’s scowl wiped away the grin like magic. “A young lady, sir,” he replied meekly.

			Mr. Singerman stood for a moment in silent thought, tapping his foot on the marble floor. 

			“I suppose
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