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  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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  Foreword


  Captain Frances G. Lee, a seventy-year-old woman who has donated her life and her fortune to legal medicine, police work and scientific crime detection, is a character so
  fabulous that the most colorful creations of the mystery writer seem drab in comparison.


  Several years ago she first invited me to attend one of the seminars on homicide investigation which are given under her auspices at the Harvard Medical School in Boston.


  At this seminar my attention was attracted to one of the younger instructors, Dr. Russell S. Fisher, a man who had a thorough command of his subject, who had the knack of imparting information,
  and who, above all, had a manner of quiet sincerity. He was modest, almost to the point of self-effacement; yet the calm confidence with which he went about his work showed that he had faith in
  himself.


  I am interested in mysteries, murders, police detection and in crime, but above all, as a writer, I am interested in people. I like to try to classify people and try to read
  character.


  There are those who claim that it is impossible to read character. What these skeptics overlook is that as a man establishes the daily contacts of his life, he is, to a large
  extent, treated according to his character and his worth. It is quite possible that the mans character may not show in any particular stamp of features; nevertheless by his bearing, his
  manner, and the tone of his voice, a careful observer can tell a great deal about that individual and how he is accustomed to being treated by those who know him well.


  The man whose opinions are consistently ignored will either make his remarks apologetically, or try to offset the effect he feels his words will create by clothing himself in a synthetically
  positive manner, which is so patently assumed it fools no one.


  The man who is suspect of carrying tales or double-crossing will always be on the defensive. The man whose opinions are good but not quite good enough will keep on talking long after he has made
  his point, trying to bolster up his ideas in the face of the expected refusal.


  I have known people who are very expert at this sort of character reading, and it is a hobby with me to study these things. So I made it a point to study Dr. Fisher, and the more I saw of him
  the better I liked him.


  During the next eighteen months, Captain Lee invited me to attend two more seminars, and each time I noted Dr. Fishers development with increased pleasure.


  Then came a time when Maryland decided it must put up really adequate appropriations and quit playing around with homicides and murders, and put its ten-year-old Medical Examiner System on a
  solid footing. They wanted a man to head it who was thoroughly competent.


  I knew generally that the five-man commission in Baltimore had decided to get the very best man available in the field. The position carried a salary which they felt would attract a man of top
  caliber.


  Captain Lee is by way of being godmother to most of the state police organizations on the Atlantic Coast, and it was my good fortune to accompany her on a friendly tour of the state police,
  starting in New Hampshire (where she herself holds the title of Captain) and moving on down, state by state, until we came to Virginia.


  The Maryland bigwigs in state and city police administration and crime detection went out of their way to honor Captain Lee, and I was included in the invitations. I caught a glimpse of real
  Southern hospitality, outstanding, it seems to me, because it is essentially founded upon sincerity and a recognition that friendships constitute the true wealth in life. Money may be desirable,
  but it is distinctly secondary.


  It was a warm evening. There were mint juleps in frosted glasses, and a dinner served so efficiently, yet so unostentatiously, that one was inclined to take it as much for granted as the ice and
  the mint. Then, over the after-dinner coffee, the conversation gravitated toward the new position which was open, and I realized that these people had deferred naming the man who was to be Chief
  Medical Examiner until they could have a heart-to-heart talk with Captain Lee.


  It came out of a clear sky so far as Captain Lee was concerned. She started thinking out loud, checking over persons who were available, and then said, Theres a young man who I
  think would fit in perfectly. Hes young, hes at Harvard, and hes going to go places. Hes competent, conscientious, and he has a lot of innate executive ability. His name
  is Dr. Russell S. Fisher.


  And then she turned to me and said, You know him, Erle. What do you think of him?


  I agreed with her estimate in as few words as possible. It was her party. I was watching, listening and learning.


  There was quite a bit of talk during the next ten minutes.


  It was very apparent that the sponsors of this Maryland program felt that it was a matter of the greatest importance that everything get off to a good start. In fact, to a large extent their own
  reputations were at stake. They needed a man who was really outstanding.


  Captain Lee gave them her ideas about Dr. Fisher. There was some thoughtful puckering of brows. Captain Lees recommendation went a great way, but one gathered that Dr. Fisher was going to
  be investigated up one side and down the other. And then they started asking questions.


  During my years as a trial lawyer I have learned to appreciate what an art it is to extract definite information by short, pertinent, searching questions, and I pushed my chair back from the
  table so I could more thoroughly enjoy what was taking place.


  There were seven or eight of the top-flight men gathered at this dinner, and they had brains. They had brains enough to work together, to co-ordinate each others efforts, and for ten or
  fifteen minutes Captain Lee was subjected to a cross-examination about Dr. Fisher that was an intellectual treat to an ex-trial lawyer who had enjoyed a wonderful dinner, who was basking happily in
  the glow of Southern hospitality, and who was listening to as shrewd a group of men as it had ever been his good fortune to see in action.


  And then one of the men asked a highly pertinent question. This Dr. Fisher, he said, he is young. Well concede from what you say, Captain Lee, that he has a competent
  grasp of the subject. Now, suppose he comes in here as Chief Medical Examiner and a murder case breaks where he goes on the stand and is subjected to cross-examination by some of the best attorneys
  in the country, who are, perhaps, trying to confuse him, trying to get him to shade his conclusions, or perhaps even trying to browbeat him and ridicule him. Is he the type of man who can go
  through an experience of that kind and maintain his dignity, who can rely on his knowledge, who can keep his temper and handle the situation simply through his competency and his
  knowledge?


  I was looking down at the tablecloth, waiting for Captain Lee to answer, thinking to myself that the person who asked that question had shown by the question itself that he had a keen insight
  into the technique of cross-examination.


  There was a silence. I wondered if Captain Lee might be a little dubious. I glanced up at her, and saw that everyone was looking at me. For the first time I realized that the question had been
  addressed to me as an attorney.


  It caught me by surprise so that I blurted out the two-word answer that told them exactly how I felt about Dr. Fisher. I said, Hell, yes.


  They took some little time to investigate Dr. Fisher. Their findings were favorable, and they offered him the position. Dr. Fisher accepted, and the choice has been a particularly happy one.


  In the years that have ensued, the Chief Medical Examiners Office of Maryland, located in splendidly equipped offices and laboratories provided by the city of Baltimore, has been the
  subject of discussion in many a gathering. No matter where you go throughout the United States, when you discuss legal medicine and the efficiency with which unexplained deaths are checked,
  homicides investigated, and facts placed in the hands of the prosecuting attorney, you find that Baltimore and Maryland rank high up in the top grouping of the top brackets.


  Too few people realize how many murders go undetected because of ignorance, incompetence, or lack of proper investigative facilities on the part of those who are called upon to make medical (or
  medicolegal) investigations.


  Too few people realize how frequently cool, calm efficiency on the part of a medical examiner can aid in the cause of justice.


  There is one case which will illustrate my point, and which will, I think, prove to the reader Baltimores wisdom in seeking the best brains available in this particular field of
  investigation.


  A few months ago, a young white man, accompanied by three friends, was operating his car on the streets of Baltimore. Another car, driven by a colored lad, cut them off at a corner.


  There was ill feeling. The white driver speeded up and forced the colored boys car to the curb.


  The colored boy got out of the right-hand front door of his car and stood on the sidewalk ready to defend himself.


  The driver of the pursuing car jumped out of the door on the left-hand side, hurried around the car and approached the colored boy.


  Witnesses said that the colored boy hit the white boy with his fist. The white boy promptly collapsed to the curb, unconscious. He was rushed to a hospital and died six hours later without
  regaining consciousness.


  The colored lad was arrested and charged with manslaughter. The newspaper took up the case and racial feeling began to flare up.


  Then Dr. Fisher performed an autopsy. He found something that a less skillful man would have missed. He found the cause of death was due to a ruptured aneurysm in that portion of the brain known
  as the Circle of Willis. There was no indication that the man had been struck. It was evident that a congenital aneurysm had ruptured under the influence of increased blood pressure
  due to anger.


  So the Medical Examiner requested that the police start checking up on those who had seen the blow struck.


  Then a peculiar thing developed.


  Confronted with the findings of the Medical Examiner it turned out that one really had seen a blow struck. The witnesses had been pretty sure a blow was struck since the white boy fell
  just as a fight was starting.


  A careful reconstruction of the scene of the crime showed that some of the witnesses simply were not in a position to have seen the blow even if a blow had been struck. In view of the findings
  of the Medical Examiner it was proven that the man had died from natural causes, probably superinduced by his own anger.


  And so I set forth an authentic example showing the responsibilities of a medical examiner, and one of the reasons why Maryland and Baltimore are ranked among the top areas in this work, feeling
  that you readers of mystery stories who, like myself, are interested in all the puzzling manifestations of crime and crime detection, will find it interesting. And I dedicate this book to my
  friend:
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  Cast of Characters


  
    
      PERRY MASONCame up with a double portion of trouble the night he stopped in at Morris Alburgs restaurant


      DELLA STREETAs Masons secretary, she had a good chance to examine the mink


      MORRIS ALBURGneeded a lawyerthe very bestto get him out of the mess he found himself in


      DIXIE DAYTONA terrified waitress who ran so fast she forgot the mink


      LIEUTENANT TRAGGCo-operated with Mason, but it was much against his better judgment


      PAUL DRAKEHead of the Drake Detective Agency. The one time he regretted that Masons business was his bread and
      butter


      GEORGE FAYETTEA solitary dinerobviously his mind wasnt on his steak


      MAE NOLANClaimed Morris Alburg wasnt a boss one could get enthused about


      ROBERT CLAREMENTA dedicated cop who was taken for a ride


      THOMAS E. SEDGWICKSuspected bookmaker and cop killer. When the heat was put on, he made himself scarce


      SERGEANT JAFFREYIn charge of the Vice detail. The tie-in with Claremonts murder brought him into the case


      MINERVA HAMLINNight switchboard operator at the Drake Agency and a most efficient young woman


      FRANK HOXIEA hotel like the Keymont had use for a man of his particular talents


      HAMILTON BURGERBarrel-chested district attorney who clothed himself in an air of unctuous dignity

    

  


  OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
S Y
G R

THE CASE OF THE MOTH-EATEN MINK

‘The bestselling author of the century
... a master storyteller’
New York Times






OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/purple.jpg





