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  Anthony Boucher and The Murder Room


   This title is part of The Murder Room, our
  series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers. 


  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are
  obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.


  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent of
  digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for
  decades.


  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid
  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all.
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  The characters, institutions, and action of the novel are completely fictional, and have no reference to actual people or events  with one exception. That one is Dr
  Ashwin, who is accurately reproduced from reality, and whose name in this book is a Sanskrit translation of his own.


  Anthony Boucher





  Characters


  I. Students at the University of California


  
    
      A. Residents of International House


      
        
          *MARTIN LAMB, research fellow in German


          *ALEX BRUCE, research fellow in chemistry


          *KURT ROSS, a Swiss


          PAUL BORITSIN, a White Russian


          RICHARD W, a Canadian


          REMIGIO MORALES, a Bolivian


          *MONA, his sister


          *GUADALUPE SANCHEZ (LUPE), a Mexican

        

      


      B. Other Students


      
        
          *CYNTHIA WOOD. Bruces fiance


          MARY ROBERTS


          CHUCK WITHERS

        

      

    

  


  II. Faculty members of the University of California


  
    
      
        
          *JOHN ASHWIN, PH.D., professor of Sanskrit


          *PAUL LENNOX, M.A., instructor in history


          *IVAN LESHIN, PH.D., exchange professor of Slavic history


          *TATYANA (TANYA), his wife


          *JOSEPH GRISWOĹD, PH.D., professor of Spanish


          LAWRENCE DREXEL, director of the Little Theatre

        

      

    

  


  III. Others


  
    
      
        
          *SERGEANT CUTTING, of the Berkeley police


          DAVIS, a policeman


          WARREN BLAKELY, head of International House


          MORRIS, a hospitable philologist


          DR. EVANS, of the Memorial Hospital


          A young internee


          An elderly clerk at Zolotoys (Theatrical Accessories)


          *HUGO SCHAEDEL, PH.D., Kurt Rosss uncle and unofficial ambassador of the Swiss
          Republic

        

      

    

  


  
    * The reader who approaches a mystery novel as a puzzle and a challenge is cautioned that he need keep his eye only on those characters marked by an asterisk: the rest are
    merely necessary extras.A. B.
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    THE SEVEN OF CALVARY


    (diagram prepared by Martin Lamb after the researches of Paul Lennox)

  





  Prelude


  An admirable crab cocktail and two bottles of beer had, I confess, made me more than usually argumentative. I had reached the point of maintaining, for the sheer pleasure of
  argument, an untenable position quite contrary to my own belief.


  The Watson, I expounded, is an outworn device. In the early days of detective fiction he was essential. The unaccustomed reader would never have seen what the detective
  was driving at without him; hence the need of Dupins unnamed friend and of Watson himself. But now the reader of mystery stories is so inoculated, like Betteredge, with detective fever that
  he needsas you might say, Martinno stooge to act as interpreter to the master mind.


  Martin Lamb summoned his attention from the fishing boats outside the window and from the Japanese children who seemed in imminent danger of plunging from the pier. Logical, he
  commented. But writers still use them.


  Do they? I asked. Roger Sheringham, Reggie Fortune, Lord Peter Wimseythese almost too bright young men dont seem to find a Watson necessary. Philo
  Vances Van Dine is a figurehead who never utters a word, a phantom first person, as every producer has realized in omitting him on the screen. Can you conceive of any Holmes novel filmed
  with Watson omitted? Dr. Thorndyke has so many Watsons that he may be said to have none. Dr. Fell, that magnificently bawdy toper


  You see, Tony, Martin interrupted, Im a trifle prejudiced on this question of Watsons. I was one myself once, and I flatter myself that I was damned
  indispensable.


  And when was this? I asked the question reluctantly, fully expecting a more or less elaborate bit of leg pulling.


  Martin had taken out his pencil and was drawing something on the back of the menu. When? Were you in Berkeley when Dr. Schaedel was killed?


  Schaedel . . . The name was familiar. I seemed to remember fragments of some complicated and unsolved mystery. Something about Switzerland, wasnt it? I finally answered.
  And an ice pick?


  Switzerland and an ice pick . . .  Martin smiled. That combination makes about as much sense as the whole problem seemed to at first. And as it still seems to the
  Berkeley police . . . Have you ever heard of the Seven of Calvary? he asked abruptly, handing me the menu.


  I looked at the curious figure for several moments. A sort of Italic F over three rectangles. I shook my head. Now I see, I said. In order to disprove my own argument I
  am now to play Watson to you. Well, tell the story.


  First, said Martin, we will have some more beer and some more crab. Wed be idiots to eat only a single crab cocktail apiece in one of the few places in the world
  which serve whole crab instead of shredded. Then Ill begin the story and continue it over dinner atshall we say La Favorite?


  I agreed gladly. The mixed smell of fish, fishing boats, and salt water had roused an appetite not easily satisfied. But an equally strong appetite had been stirred by Martins casual
  reference to his playing Watson. More details of the Schaedel case returned to my mind. There had been another murderor was it two?in Berkeley around the same time. As best I
  could remember, the cases had seemed linked, but no solution had ever been found.


  The crab and the beer arrived. Martin took a large swig, lifted one perfect crab leg out of its sauce, and sat regarding the end of his fork. I scarcely know what is the logical
  beginning of the story, he said. We should start, I suppose, with the fons et origo mali, as Ashwin might say. You know Ashwin, of course?


  I met him once. And who does not know the translations from the Sanskrit of John Ashwin? The Panchatantra, the dramas of Kalidasa, the racy Ten Princes, the
  sublime Bhagavad Gitaa library would be poor indeed which contained no Ashwin.


  Good, Martin went on. But where should I begin? With the day that Ashwin first read a mystery novel? That would be logical enough. Or the day that Dr. Schaedel discovered
  the delights of an evening walk? Or the day that I began my translation of Jos Mara Fonseca? Ormost logical of all perhapsthe day that the noted Eastbay businessman,
  Robert R. Wood, decided to change his religion?


  Please, Martin, I begged, stop being mystifying and tell the story. Remember youre the Watson, not the Master Mind.


  Martin finished his cocktail deliberately. All right, he said. Ill begin with myself on the day of the murder. That should allow me to bring in everything. And
  this I promise younothing irrelevant and everything relevant. This shall be a model of fair play. He took another draught of beer and offered me his cigarette case. And as we began to
  add tobacco smoke to the fish-laden air, he commenced the story of the murder of Dr. Hugo Schaedel, which is also the story of Dr. John Ashwin, scholar, poet, translator, and detective.
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