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			INTRODUCTION

			In addition to James Ronald’s first published short story involving crime, this inaugural volume of Stories of Crime and Detection  contains three pulp fiction novelettes and one novel featuring Police Surgeon turned amateur sleuth Daniel Britling. The unassuming—but missing nothing—Police Surgeon is cast in the great tradition of Golden Age Detective Fiction sleuths. These stories make up a first-ever Daniel Britling collection. They were published between  1930 and 1932.

			Police Surgeon Daniel Britling was a small man with a large head. Disgruntled Scotland Yard officials who were forced to concede him credit for astuteness in criminal investigation (which was not a part of his professional duties) sometimes made pointed remarks about his large head, which they attributed to conceit, but other less prejudiced officials admitted that when Daniel put his interfering finger into the pie of criminal detection, he not infrequently pulled out the plum which the detective in charge of the case had groped in vain for. To not a few people Britling was known as ‘Dapper Dan’. He was always meticulously dressed in well-cut, dark clothes, and he wore a pearl-grey soft hat at a jaunty angle upon his head. His Vandyke beard was trimmed daily, and his moustache was graded to a nicety on each side.

			In the first Britling story, The Green Ghost Murder, Daniel and his prim twin sister Eunice have travelled to Carstow, a large but pleasing town near the mouth of the Mersey, where the air is bracing and the climate mild, in order for him to recuperate after a severe attack of pneumonia. The story opens with Eunice knitting a sock:

			Although she would be sixty years of age on her next birthday, her eyesight and hearing were exceedingly good. At the moment her eyesight told her that the door into the next room had moved slightly, so gently that only a draught could have stirred it, and her ears told her that the window in the next room had been raised cautiously from the outside.

			The Green Ghost Murder was first published in Hush Magazine, Vol 2, No. 11, April 1931. As this publication date is actually after the second Daniel Britling story date, I think there must have been a preceding publication somewhere, or the story sat on the shelf. Hush was a crime and mystery magazine published by William Collins for the Detective Story Club. It was purported to be edited by Edgar Wallace, but was actually edited by George Dilnot, a journalist who wrote books on true crime as well as fiction. The magazine contained new and reprinted stories that ran from June 1930 to June 1931, comprising only 13  issues. Contributors included authors Marjorie Bowen, Agatha Christie, Sidney Horler, and Edgar Wallace; the last three issues contained novelettes by James Ronald.

			The phrase ‘locked room mystery’ or ‘impossible crime mystery’ refers to a criminal action —usually murder—that on the face of it could not have happened, because there is no evidence to explain it. Usually, a dead body is found inside a room that has been sealed somehow from the inside. The reader is then presented with the puzzle and all of the clues, and is encouraged to solve the mystery before the solution is revealed in a dramatic climax. Locked Room Murders is a bibliography by the late Robert Adey containing a description of the problem and, separately, the solution to locked room and impossible crime stories with insightful comments. Adey’s book includes four novels by James Ronald and Too Many Motives, a 7500-word novelette, the second story to feature Police Surgeon Daniel Britling. Though technically not a locked room murder, it does appear to be an impossible crime until Daniel solves the puzzle wearing two hats; divisional surgeon and amateur sleuth.

			The story takes place in London and introduces stock characters Lord Clavering and Inspector Evans. Business tycoon Mark Savile celebrates his 54th birthday by perversely inviting four men to dine at his home who hate him and then goads them until one of them punches him. The motives of the party are the mystery that holds the reader.

			Too Many Motives was first published in 20-Story Magazine No 94, April 1930.  Published 1922-1940 by Odhams Press, 20-Story Magazine was a monthly pulp fiction publication with an emphasis on adventure and mystery stories. Authors included W.E. Johns, Agatha Christie, Edgar Wallace, and James Ronald. Too Many Motives later appeared again in Hush Magazine Vol 3, No. 13, June 1931.

			Daniel Britling’s twin sister Eunice, Lord Clavering, and Inspector Evans, reappear as characters in the third Daniel Britling novelette, Find the Lady, which is concerned with the disappearance of Lord Clavering’s cousin, Lady Frances Dorian. The story was published in Hush Magazine Vol 2, No. 12, May 1931.

			Daniel Britling’s fourth and final outing is in the novel Six Were to Die, an impossible crime story first published in January 1932, as a Yellow Jacket Original by a much-improved class of publisher, Hodder and Stoughton.  The synopsis suggests plenty of scope for murder and misdirection:

			Seven financiers had indulged in illegal practices and were about to be dealt with by the police. Six of them decided to put the blame on the seventh, who went to prison for a long term. When he came out, he prepared his revenge, and five out of the six died suddenly and unpleasantly.

			The version presented here is transcribed from a serialised account in the Atherstone News and Herald (UK), July to December 1933. There are minor punctuation and text differences between these and other versions. It was also serialised in the Hawick News and Border Chronicle (UK), the Goulburn Evening News (Australia), and in other newspapers under the pseudonym Peter Gale. Under the pseudonym Kirk Wales, Ronald later sold Six Were to Die again in 1941 to Mystery House, an affiliate of Arcadia House Inc, New York. 

			The final story is Blind Man’s Bluff,  Ronald’s first published crime fiction.  Written in two days after a year-long hospital stay—and according to him, sold on the third day, no doubt making good use of his newspaper contacts—Blind Man’s Bluff was first published in the Daily Mail, 5 October 1929, but also appeared in The Australasian, Melbourne, Victoria, Australia,  16 June  1934, the Falkirk Herald, Scotland,  13 March 1935, and the Linlithgowshire Gazette, West Lothian, Scotland, 15  March  1935, all three under the pseudonym Mark Ellison. This pattern of publications and pseudonyms will appear time and time again, which means that trawling for lost stories catches a few, but many may escape the net. Each version of the story is slightly different. This version is a hybrid of all of them, restoring cut text where possible.

		

	
		
			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 owes 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

		

	
		
			THE GREEN GHOST MURDER

			Miss Eunice Britling looked up with a start from the half-finished mauve-coloured sock which she was knitting. Although she would be sixty years of age on her next birthday, her eyesight and hearing were exceedingly good. At the moment her eyesight told her that the door into the next room had moved slightly, so gently that only a draught could have stirred it, and her ears told her that the window in the next room had been raised cautiously from the outside.

			It seemed evident that an intruder was about to enter the little house by stealth, a fact which in no way amazed Miss Britling; it pleased her rather or would please her when the danger attendant on the intruder’s presence was past, for she had prophesised burglars from the moment she had set foot in the house. It was hardly a house, more a cottage, consisting as it did of two bedrooms, a dining-room, a tiny sitting-room, kitchen, scullery and bathroom. In size, it was ideal for the Britlings, whose menage consisted simply of Doctor Daniel Britling, his twin sister Eunice, and a young servant girl who ‘lived out’; but the sitting-room and adjoining bedroom at the rear on the ground floor, the windows of which were only three feet from the ground, were a direct invitation to enterprising burglars.

			The Britlings had taken the place furnished for a month, to allow Daniel to recuperate after a severe attack of pneumonia, for it was situated in Carstow, a large but pleasing town near the mouth of the Mersey, where the air is bracing and the climate mild. Only the convenient size of the house had overcome Miss Britling’s qualms, for she felt sure that so tempting a means of entrance as the unbarred windows offered would draw burglars as cheese draws mice.

			As usual, she was right. A burglar was breaking in at this very moment, and she was alone in the house. Daniel was not there even to listen to her triumphant “I told you so!” far less to expel the intruder. The little maid-of-all-work was out. Under the circumstances, most elderly ladies would have screamed loudly and long, but Miss Britling was made of sterner stuff. She took a full water-jug from a table in the corner and carried it into the bedroom.

			The intruder pushed the window up half-way, and was climbing in. Miss Britling swung back her arm in preparation for heaving the contents of the water-jug over him.

			Then a familiar voice said: “Don’t be alarmed Eunice. It’s only me.”

			Miss Britling started.  ‘Daniel, you utter fool!’ she exclaimed and switched on the light.

			Dr. Britling, who was thus revealed with one leg in the room and the other out, completed his unusual entrance and shut the window.

			“Sorry if I startled you,” he said, “but I didn’t want the blighter to know I live here. I dodged him neatly at the end of the road and slipped over the garden wall.”

			“What blighter?” was Miss Britling’s not unnatural inquiry.

			“The one who at this moment is probably marching up and down the avenue, wondering where the dickens I’ve got to,” he said. “I’ll go and have a look.”

			Miss Britling stared in bewilderment at her brother. He was a police surgeon and, since his duties lay in the West End of London, not unfamiliar with crooks. In addition, he was an ardent student of crime, and had played an active part in unravelling more than one mystery.

			Nothing of his association with crime or the police was suggested by his appearance. He was short and slim, and his large head made his body look more tadpole than human. It had been said by more than one Scotland Yard official that his large head was due to conceit, but other less prejudiced officials had been known to admit that when Daniel put his enterprising finger into the pie of criminal detection, he almost invariably pulled out the plum that the detective in charge had groped for in vain.

			He was always meticulously dressed in well-cut dark clothes, and he wore a pearl-grey fedora at a jaunty angle upon his head. His Vandyke beard was trimmed daily, and his moustache was graded to a nicety on either side.

			Criminology was his hobby and almost his profession.

			His sister, who infinitely preferred romance to mystery, was inclined to be contemptuous of her brother’s activities. At the moment, however, she was impressed by his manner. He tip-toed through to the dining-room, the windows of which looked out into the street, drew back the curtain slightly, and peered out. Miss Britling followed and looked over his shoulder.

			A young man, dressed in a fawn-coloured raincoat and a grey felt hat was walking up and down outside, looking up at the houses in the row, and his face wore a puzzled expression.

			“He has been following me for the best part on an hour,” said Daniel in an annoyed tone. “Twice I thought I had shaken him off, but in a few moments there he was at my elbow again. It’s very annoying, for I shall have to stay in the house until he is gone, and I particularly wanted to go out this evening.”

			“Then why not open the door and ask him what he wants?” asked Miss Britling, not unreasonably.

			“Because I know what he wants,” replied Daniel in so dark a tone that his sister started nervously. “He is a humble member of a vast organisation; an organisation like a giant octopus, that is spreading its tentacles throughout the country.”

			Just then the young man looked directly at their dining-room window, and recognised Daniel. Like a flash he darted up the front steps and began to ring the doorbell furiously.

			“What are we going to do?” whispered Miss Britling.

			“Nothing. We are in a state of siege until the young man tires or the doorbell breaks. I think I’ll just have a glass of port and a biscuit in the interval.”

			“Hadn’t we better call the police?” suggested Miss Britling.

			“My dear Eunice,” he replied. “One does not call in the police to cope with an organisation of this kind. Have a glass of port, and compose yourself, my dear. He’ll go away when he’s tired.”

			Almost as he uttered the words it appeared that his prophecy was confirmed. The ringing, pounding and rattling ceased, and they heard the sound of footsteps retreating down the front steps.

			“Excellent!” said Daniel heartily, after a brief pause. “It seemed too good to much hope that he would be so easily discouraged.” He looked out of the window. “No, dammit,” he added peevishly. “Look!”

			Miss Britling looked. The young man was climbing over the back garden wall!

			“What on earth shall we do?” she gasped.

			“I don’t think we can better your own plan of campaign in a similar emergency,” said Daniel grimly, grasping the water-jug as he spoke.

			The young man’s face appeared at the window. Laying the water-jug at his feet, Daniel pulled up the window quickly.

			“I say—” began the young man.

			That was as far as he was allowed to go. With lightning rapidity, Dr. Britling threw the contents of the water-jug in the young man’s face, and banged down the window. The young man spluttered and shook his fist angrily at Daniel, then retreated over the wall.

			“Now that the coast is temporarily clear,” said Daniel. “I shall go out and resume my walk. I shan’t be late; not later than ten at the most.”

			He opened the front door cautiously and peered to right and left of him. The street was deserted. Carefully adjusting his hat, he stepped out, closed the door after him, and strode briskly away.

			Before he had gone a hundred yards, he heard the patter of running feet behind him, and the young man came racing up, mopping his face with a large coloured handkerchief. They stood eyeing each other for a moment, while the young man shook a miniature fountain of water from his hat.

			“I say, I don’t think you understand who I am—” the young man began reproachfully.

			“I understand perfectly,” retorted Daniel sternly. “You are a reporter!”

			“That’s right. On the Carstow Morning World, I wanted—”

			“A persistent, snooping, sneaking, bell-ringing, wall-climbing reporter,” Daniel pursued remorselessly. “And a very poor reporter at that.”

			“You’re right again,” agreed the young man, less cheerfully. “I’m a rotten reporter. But how did you know?”

			“Know?” snorted Daniel. “Why, man, it’s obvious. You’ve been following me with a blessed notebook all afternoon. A notebook dammit! No reporter worth his salt carries a notebook.”

			“I suppose that’s so.”

			“But what I can’t understand,” continued Daniel aggressively, “is why you should follow me at all.”

			“I thought an interview with you might give me some bright copy for the paper,” replied the reporter readily. “Our star man on the World used to be a crime reporter on Fleet Street, and he gave me the idea. He recognised you as you left the station yesterday. He’s heard of your remarkable—”

			“I am deeply indebted to your star man for having heard of me,” said Daniel raising his hat. “Good day.”

			“Oh, but look here,” he said. “You must listen to me. Dash it all, I’m soaking, and it’s all your fault.”

			“I contest that statement,” replied Daniel calmly. “But continue, why must I listen to you?”

			“Well, confidentially, I’m in the soup. I was given a fortnight’s notice yesterday, and unless a miracle happens, I’ll be out of a job in a couple of weeks, and I won’t get another in a hurry. It’s deuced bad luck, because my mother’s a widow, and we both rely on my screw. My name’s Angell, by the way, Gordon Angell. Healy—that’s our star man—says that although officially you are only a police surgeon, actually, you are the best brain at criminal detection in London. He says that when you’re called in to examine the body of a murdered man, you nose about for yourself and often unravel the mystery while the regular police are scratching their heads. Now, if you could give me some details of your cases it would make a rattling good story, show the boss what I can do, and I might not lose my job after all.”

			Daniel listened to all this impatiently, shifting his weight from one foot to the other as his impatience increased. He stared aggressively into Gordon Angell’s face.

			“And if I allowed you to tell your readers how much cleverer than the police I am, do you suppose the police would ever allow me to ‘nose’ about the scene of a murder again?” he demanded. “If you do, you’re mistaken. They’d simply point to the body, allow me to make my examination, then lead me gently but firmly to the door. I’m sorry, but I have nothing to say.”

			He walked off briskly towards the centre of the town. Angell hurried after him with breathless anxiety.

			“But it means so much to me—” he expostulated.

			“It means a great deal more to me,” retorted Daniel firmly. “You are in danger of losing your job, but I should lose my hobby. You can find another job, but I should never find another hobby.”

			His attention was attracted by a tall, powerfully-built man with dark hair and piercing black eyes, who passed them at that moment.

			“I know that face,” he murmured reflectively, going off at a tangent. “Now, where have I seen it before?”

			“He’s a music-hall actor,” replied Angell in a dejected tone. “One of the Bodoni Brothers—acrobats. The art editor showed me his photograph this morning. Playing at the Gaiety this week.”

			“Memory plays strange tricks,” Daniel reflected aloud. “In some ridiculous way, that man is associated in my mind with the name ‘Rosa’, but that is absurd—Rosa is a woman’s name.”

			“If I can’t get anything out of you,” said Angell mournfully, “I may as well go to the theatre. It’s one of my jobs to report on the show every Monday night.”

			“Don’t let me detain you,” said Dr. Britling. “Good evening!”

		

	
		
			2

			At breakfast the following morning, Miss Britling was distinctly acid of manner.

			“Goodness knows how I’ve managed to live with you all my life without going mad,” she said. “You are the most irresponsible, light-headed human being I have ever met.”

			“If you are not reading the paper,” said Daniel gently, “I should like to look at it myself.”

			“I daresay you would,” she commented with asperity. “And then you’d go rushing out without finishing your breakfast to investigate this ridiculous ghost. But I brought you here for a rest, Daniel Britling, and a complete rest you’ll have.”

			“If there’s something of interest in the paper, you might as well show it to me now. I’ll see it in the long run anyway.”

			Miss Britling sighed and passed the paper across the breakfast table. Daniel propped the paper against the marmalade dish. A two-column heading on the front page attracted his attention to the following article:

			GREEN GHOST WALKS AGAIN

			CENTURIES OLD WRAITH APPEARS

			Last night at a late hour, Mrs. Henry Chalmers, of 21 Odgen Road in the Heaton district of Darstow, was startled to see a tall figure, dressed in luminous green clothing standing in the garden at the rear of her house. Her surprise was the greater when she discovered that she could see right through the figure, making out a rosebush behind it. The figure raised a shining hand and began to walk towards her. Mrs. Chalmers screamed, and as she did so, the figure abruptly vanished, leaving no trace of its presence. The constable on the beat was called in, but could find no sign of a human intruder.

			Our representative interviewed Mrs. Chalmers, and found that she was convinced she had seen a spectral figure. Colour is lent to her story by a legend which used to flourish in the Heaton district. Where the suburb now stands was at one time a dense forest, where, in the bad old days, robbers lurked and preyed on defenceless travellers. Legend has it that almost three hundred years ago a handsome youth dressed in green was foully murdered in the forest, and that afterwards his spirit returned to earth and wreaked vengeance on the murderers. As late as sixty years ago, the forest was shunned by those who lived near it because of its reputation for evil, and the belief that a green-clad spectre haunted it.

			“This at least is certain,” the report concluded, “no one who has discussed the matter with Mrs. Chalmers can doubt that she has had an unpleasant and shocking experience. Is it possible that the Green Ghost of Heaton Forest, famous in local legend, has come back from the grave to protest against the houses which now stand where its forest, dark and impenetrable, once stood? Most people will scoff at the theory, but there are some who will support it, mistaken though they may be.”

			“Nonsense and balderdash!” exclaimed Miss Britling vehemently. “The foolish woman was haunted by her own rosebush!”

			“Perhaps you are right,” said Daniel complacently, rising from the table. “Or, perhaps there is another explanation. I rather think that there is another explanation.”

			“Of course, I’m right,” retorted Miss Britling. “I—Where are you going?”

			“To number twenty-one Ogden Avenue,” he replied. “There are some questions I should like to put to Mrs. Chalmers.”

			“You’ll do nothing of the kind! Going off there on a fool’s errand when you ought to be resting! For once your overbearing curiosity must remain unsatisfied. Do you hear me, Daniel?”

			But Daniel had gone.

			Number twenty-one Ogden Avenue was a square, comfortable house with no pretentions to architectural beauty, but with a large, rambling garden which saved it from actual ugliness. It had an untidy hospitable air, but the expression on the face of the short, stout man who opened the door to Daniel was anything but hospitable.

			“Well, what is it?” he demanded in an unpleasant tone.

			“I should like to speak to Mrs. Chalmers—”

			“I dare say you would, but she’s not at home to anyone this morning,” snapped the short, stout man indignantly.

			“—A word or two about her distressing experience last night—”

			“I thought so,” said the other, putting his hands on his ample hips. “Another spook chaser, eh? All morning one person after another has wanted to see my wife about this ridiculous newspaper article. Ghosts!” He snorted again. “I ask you, does my garden look like the sort of place where ghosts would hang about?”

			“To be quite frank, it doesn’t,” said Daniel. “It looks rather a wholesome sort of garden.”

			“The roses ain’t bad,” said Mr. Chalmers in a mollified tone, but added fiercely, “but they won’t be up to much if these idiots come about, trampling them down. Ghosts, my granny! There’s no more green ghosts in that garden than there is greenfly—and I’m death on greenfly.”

			“It would seem that someone has been exercising a lively imagination,” suggested Daniel.

			The short, stout man leaned forward and tapped Daniel on the chest in a confidential manner.

			“There you’ve hit it,” he said. “Imagination is my wife’s curse. She can see just four times as much as anyone else—especially in the dark. I dunno just what happened. Maybe she saw a rosebush moving with the breeze, and thought it was a man lurking out there. She certainly got a bit nervous and being alone in the house called in the constable on the beat, but she didn’t mention any green ghosts to him. A reporter turned up a little later and it was then that she began to really imagine things. Mark my words, he put her up to it. Just a hint to my wife that she saw a real live ghost and mountains wouldn’t shake her belief that she did see it. Of course, it made a good story for the reporter. But this is the last you’ll hear of the Green Ghost, because there ain’t any ghosts about here.”

			But the events of the next few days proved Mr. Chalmers to be a false prophet. Carstow heard a great deal about the Green Ghost during the next week. After centuries of lying quietly in his grave, the Green Ghost became very active in the suburb of Heaton if one could believe the many who swore they saw him.

			A servant girl and her swain were the first to see the spectre. He appeared suddenly to them on Heaton Common when they were in the act of embracing fondly on the precarious seat afforded by a fallen tree. His appearance was sufficiently uncanny to make them fall backwards simultaneously, landing with painful force upon their respective spines. He was dressed in luminous green, and was weird, ghostly, and awe-inspiring. When they picked themselves up tremblingly, he had vanished as mysteriously as he had appeared.

			Then a certain Miss Dove saw him as she returned home from her Wednesday evening Dorcas Meeting. If her story is to be believed he popped out of the solid earth at her feet, fixed her with an evil, ghoulish stare, and disappeared in a puff of pungent smoke. Her legs ‘went from her,’ and she collapsed with equal suddenness.

			Phlegmatic, unimaginative women saw him, children saw him, drunk men saw him; even one man who was not at all drunk saw him, took to his heels, ran all the way to the nearest public house and promptly proceeded to become drunk enough to satisfy anyone. The Green Ghost became the topic of the hour, and curiosity-seekers from all over Carstow made pilgrimage to Heaton to see the places where he had appeared. Every day the Carstow Morning World had a full column on the current activities of the Green Ghost. The Carstow Morning World organised a ghost hunt, gathering together bands of large men who went about whacking hedges with large sticks, and causing more commotion than a dozen Green Ghosts put together.

			One morning, when the excitement was at its height, Daniel met Gordon Angell and a tall, shrewd-looking man in the main street of the town. Angell was effusively friendly. “I’ve been looking forward to meeting you again, doctor,” he said. “This is Healy, our star man on the World. Healy, this is Doctor Britling.”

			They liked each other at once, and not unnaturally the three men gravitated quite soon to the Mitre, a cosy little inn on a side street. There they met Billy Hannaway, Carstow’s leading bookmaker, who was being morosely thoughtful over a pint tankard of bitter beer.

			“What’s the matter, Billy?” asked Healy jovially. “Seen the Green Ghost?”

			The bookmaker laughed harshly. “The Green Ghost,” he jeered. “Be damned to that for a tale! I’d like to meet him! I’d pull him inside out, and wrap his guts round his neck. Maybe that joker can scare a lot of hysterical women and children, but he’d meet his match if he tried to haunt me.”

			“When he does,” said Healy, “I’ll write a column and a half about it.”

			“Not on your life,” retorted Hannaway. “When he does, your paper will run a three-line paragraph about it—in the obituary column!”

			A prophecy which was not long in coming true—

			“Speaking of the Green Ghost, doctor,” said Healy. “This young man is doing himself proud over it. He was in the sub-editor’s room when the scare started, and the boss has allowed him to handle it ever since. He’s making a good job of it, too. Spends his evenings scouring Heaton for a sight of the ghost. He’s usually first on the scene after a haunting, too.”

			“That’s interesting,” said Dr. Britling with a shrewd glance at Gordon Angell. “Very interesting—”
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			The telephone bell in the little house occupied by Daniel and his sister rang that evening at eight o’clock. Daniel answered it and heard Conrad Healy’s voice speaking at the other end of the wire.

			“This is Healy of the Morning World,” he said excitedly. “You remember Hannaway—you met him in the Mitre this morning? Well, he’s dead! —Murdered! No, I’m not joking. He’s been murdered by the Green Ghost!”

			Daniel called a taxi-cab, and was conveyed to the suburban house of the murdered bookmaker. He found no difficulty in picking out the house, although the taxi was forced to stop at the corner of the street owing to a large crowd of people which thronged the pavement and overflowed into the road. News of the murder had spread quickly in the neighbourhood, and it was all that the police could do to keep the gaping mob from crowding into the house. The police were there in force; a score of them formed a cordon round the house and garden.

			Fortunately, Healy, the reporter, was standing on the steps of the house watching for Dr. Britling. Noticing Daniel’s plight, he spoke a few words to a police sergeant who was standing near him and the two came across and rescued the little police surgeon.

			“I’ve been cracking you up to the Inspector in charge,” Healy whispered, “and he’s willing to give you the run of the place. As a matter of fact, he’s a good sort, and he’ll only be too delighted to accept your help.”

			“What an unusual policeman!” commented Daniel drily, following the reporter into the house.

			In the kitchen they found two men and a stout middle-aged woman who had ‘cook’ written all over her. She was slumped down in an ungainly attitude on a kitchen chair. Her hands were red, in contrast to her face which was ashy in colour, and they trembled spasmodically. Her well-padded body was shaken with spasms of shivering. A glass which had contained brandy stood on a kitchen table beside her, and one of the men was pouring a second liberal dose of the stimulant into it.

			Daniel was introduced to the two men. Inspector Milliken was tall and spare, with shrewd grey eyes and an alert expression on his long, clean-shaven face; his hair was greying at the temples, but thick and black at the crown of his head. He spoke in short, crisp sentences.

			“Heard of you, doctor,” he said. “Glad of your help. Look round as much as you like.”

			His subordinate, Sergeant Keating, was of average height but heavily built, with a large, stolid-looking face and phlegmatic, unemotional eyes. He stared owlishly at Daniel, and touched his forehead with a plump finger in acknowledgment of the introduction.

			Sergeant Keating handed the replenished glass of brandy to the cook. Her hand managed to be steady enough to convey it to her lips and hold it there while the fiery liquid trickled down her throat, without spilling a drop.

			“The murder was committed in the garden,” Milliken explained to Daniel in a whispered aside. “The constable who sent in the alarm took charge at once and nothing has been disturbed. Bright lad, the constable. First thing he did was examine the ground for footprints. There are flowerbeds all-round the walls, so that anyone climbing over or getting into the garden by any way except from the house, would be bound to leave his prints. There was only one set. I haven’t been out there yet; I wanted to hear this woman’s story first.”

			Gradually the stimulant began to take effect. The colour returned in a flood to the woman’s cheeks, and she sat up in her chair.

			“I want you to tell me, as simply as you can, what happened tonight,” said Inspector Milliken gently.

			“It would be about half-past seven,” she began nervously. “I was standin’ at the scullery window washin’ up the supper dishes. Mr. —Mr. Hannaway was sittin’ in a deckchair out in the garden listenin’ to the music from his portable wireless set. I could see him from the window—I had it open so’s I could listen to the wireless. It was real lively music, and I got along fine with the washin’ up. I happened to look up—” she began to tremble again at the recollection.

			“Tell me what you saw,” said Milliken in a sympathetic tone.

			“A figure dressed in shining green was standin’ by the wall,” continued the woman jerkily. “It didn’t look nowise human. It glowed green in the dusk like it was lit up behind. As I watched, it crossed the garden and stood right behind Mr. Hannaway’s chair. I let out a yell and ran through the house and out of the front door. Down the street I met a policeman, and he came back with me and went out to the garden. I was scared to move a step over the front door. Then he came back and told me that Mr. Hannaway was dead! Stabbed in the back! The next I remember is sitting in this chair, with this gentleman handing me a glass of brandy.”

			She looked gratefully at Sergeant Keating.

			“You’re sure the figure was dressed in green?” asked Milliken. “You didn’t just imagine it from reading the papers lately?”

			“Of course, it was dressed in green,” the cook replied hoarsely. “I saw it as plain as I see you. Green flowing draperies and a green mask.”

			Her voice sank to a whisper. “It was the Green Ghost!” she said.

			“How long had Hannaway been sitting in the garden?”

			“Alf an hour at the most,” she replied.

			“You saw no one else enter the garden during that time?”

			“No one at all, jus’ the Green Ghost!”

			“Could anyone have entered the garden without you seeing him?”

			“No sir, not while I was at the window, and I was there from the moment Mr. ’Annaway went out.”

			Milliken turned to Daniel with an expressive gesture. “Looks as though this Green Ghost is our man, all right,” he remarked.

			They went out into the garden. A uniformed policeman was there, staring up at the moon, which had just risen, in order to keep his eyes as far as possible from the deckchair and the limp body which lay in it. An uncanny effect was created by the gay music which the wireless set was still picking out of the air.

			A smartly-dressed man of medium height was standing by the deckchair. This was the local police surgeon.

			Inspector Milliken leaned across and switched off the wireless set. “Made your examination, doctor?” he asked.

			The other nodded briefly. “Death was instantaneous,” he replied. “The knife was plunged into his back with terrific force and the murderer knew what he was about, for one lunge was sufficient. Poor chap,” he added looking down at the limp, grotesque figure in the deckchair. “It was all over with him in an instant. I’ve left the knife in the wound.”

			Inspector Milliken walked to the rear of the chair, followed by Daniel Britling. The large wooden handle of a long knife was sticking out at the back. The blade was buried to the hilt in the dead man’s body. The blow had been quick and direct, through the canvas back of the chair and the murdered man’s clothes into the small of his back.

			Using a silk handkerchief to prevent smudging any fingerprints which might be on the handle, Milliken gently drew the knife out of the wound; blood welled out as the knife was withdrawn and trickled down the canvas back of the chair.

			The two men examined the knife closely. It had a long wide blade with a very sharp point, and the handle, almost as long as the blade, was made of plain varnished wood. In all, the weapon was almost two feet long.

			“A common type of knife,” remarked Milliken. “Sold by the gross.”

			Daniel requested permission to handle the knife. He took it carefully, and weighed it reflectively. “An uncommon type,” he replied, returning it to the inspector. “In this case, bought by the dozen.”

			“I can buy a knife like this for half a crown in several shops in the town,” objected Milliken.

			Daniel nodded cheerfully. “A knife like it,” he agreed. “But not quite like it.”

			“Well, maybe it looks different to you,” grumbled Milliken. “You probably see more than I do. I’ve only got two eyes.”

			“On the contrary,” replied Daniel gently. “I see exactly what you see. The difference is not in the appearance of the knife.”

			Milliken looked reflectively at his small-bodied, big-headed companion, then shook his head philosophically.

			“I don’t get you at all,” he grunted. “However, that’s neither here nor there. The case seems clear enough. This practical joker they call the Green Ghost has gone too far this time. I don’t quite figure out why he should kill Hannaway—”

			Healy started suddenly. “This morning several of us were in the  Mitre,” he exclaimed. “Hannaway was present, and when some joking reference was made to the Green Ghost, he boasted that the Green Ghost couldn’t scare him. He said—Good God!—he said that if he ever met the Green Ghost, the World would run a three-line paragraph about it in the obituary column!”

			There was a brief, ominous silence.

			“Well, he was right!” said Milliken grimly. “But that doesn’t explain his murder exactly, unless the whole Green Ghost business was started as a preliminary to the murder.”

			“What a story this will make!” remarked Healy, almost gloatingly.

			With the aid of a flashlamp, Inspector Milliken and Dr. Britling examined every inch of the moist soil of the flowerbeds which lined the wall. They found two sets of the same footprints, one set leading to the deckchair, the other returning from it.

			“Well, there’s not much more I can do here, tonight at least,” said Milliken. “I can’t interview Mrs. Hannaway at present, because she’s suffering from a nervous breakdown.”

			Daniel looked up at a window on the first floor and saw a white face peering out.

			“Who’s that?” asked Daniel in a tense voice.

			“That’s the lady herself—Mrs. Hannaway,” the Inspector replied. “Looks ill, doesn’t she?”

			“Good heavens!” said Daniel suddenly. “That is Rosa!”
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			Inspector Milliken, Dr. Britling, and Conrad Healy went into the house again. The police official turned to Daniel with a deferential air.

			“It’s my opinion, doctor,” he said, “that the first step in this case is to establish the identity of the Green Ghost. When we lay hands on him, the case is over.”

			“If that’s what you want,” replied Daniel, “I can tell you his name at once.”

			The Inspector stared incredulously. “You’re joking!” he exclaimed.

			“Not at all,” said Daniel. “I’m afraid he’s bolted, though, or he’d be here now. “He’s one of the Morning World reporters.”

			“Which one?” demanded Healy sharply.

			“Gordon Angell,” replied Daniel calmly.

			Healy brought his fist down with a bang on the kitchen table. “And the boss withdrew his notice because of his intelligent handling of the story!” he exclaimed. “He was actually considering raising his salary! And Angell was the Green Ghost all the time! Well, I’ll be—” For a brief space he became completely incoherent.

			“You’re quite sure?” asked Milliken doubtfully.

			“Quite sure,” replied Daniel. “On the night the Green Ghost first appeared, Angell was desperate. He had been given two weeks’ notice and was terrified that he might not be able to find another job. He tried to get an interview with me in the hope that a bright story might make the editor alter his decision. I refused to be interviewed, and he was at his wits’ end to know what to do. I’m afraid I put an idea into his mind. I suggested, jokingly, of course, that he should burn down the town hall, or murder his editor. I never dreamed, of course, that he’d take me seriously. That night he was sent out to interview a woman who had sustained a slight fright at something which she fancied she saw moving in her garden. Probably she saw nothing, but seizing the opportunity, Angell persuaded her that she had seen a ghost. He amplified the ghost into the legendary spook of the neighbourhood. The woman was of a neurotic, imaginative disposition, and she swallowed the bait whole. That gave him a good story, and he decided to keep it up. He haunted the district himself, playing on the fears of people who should have known better than to be frightened by a young man attired in a few yards of green silk and a dab of phosphorous paint. Naturally he spent his evenings scouring the district for the ghost, for it gave him an excuse for being in the district. Naturally he was always first on the scene, with his notebook in his hand, for all he had to do was to slip off his disguise behind a tree, and appear in the role of sympathetic investigator.”

			“He was in the Mitre this morning!” said Healy in a hushed voice. “He heard Hannaway bragging about what he would do if he met the Green Ghost! But surely
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