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  Erle Stanley Gardner 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. 


  The Murder Room


  Where Criminal Minds Meet


  themurderroom.com


  


  The Case of the Lucky Loser


  Erle Stanley Gardner


  [image: ]


  


  Contents


  Cover


  The Murder Room Introduction


  Title page


  Foreword


  Chapter One


  Chapter Two


  Chapter Three


  Chapter Four


  Chapter Five


  Chapter Six


  Chapter Seven


  Chapter Eight


  Chapter Nine


  Chapter Ten


  Chapter Eleven


  Chapter Twelve


  Chapter Thirteen


  Chapter Fourteen


  Chapter Fifteen


  Chapter Sixteen


  Chapter Seventeen


  Chapter Eighteen


  Chapter Nineteen


  Chapter Twenty


  Chapter Twenty-One


  Outro


  By Erle Stanley Gardner


  About the author


  Copyright page


  


  Foreword


  NEARLY a year ago my good friend John Ben Shepperd, the Attorney General of the State of Texas, told me, The next big development in law
  enforcement must come from the people rather than from the police.


  General Shepperd wasnt content with merely predicting such a development. He discussed it with several influential businessmen in Texas, and soon these businessmen began to take
  action.


  J. Marion West of Houston, Texas, affectionately known as Silver Dollar West, is an attorney at law, a cattleman, an oil operator, and is widely respected for his knowledge of
  police science. He spends a large portion of his time assisting local police officers in the Houston area.


  I have for some years been associated with Park Street, who is a member of The Court of Last Resort, a San Antonio attorney with driving energy, and a boundless enthusiasm for his
  work. Park Street has as his lifetime ambition a desire to improve the administration of justice.


  Jackson B. Love, of Llano, Texas, is an ex-Texas Ranger who has had considerable experience as a peace officer. He owns and operates a large ranch, has exceptionally sound business judgment, is
  quite an historian, and collects books dealing with the frontier period of the West.


  W. R. (Billy Bob) Crim, of Kilgore, Texas, a man with extensive oil interests in Kilgore, Longview and Dallas, is vitally interested in state police work and is an authority on weapons.


  Frederick O. Detweiler, president of Chance Vought Aircraft, Incorporated, Dallas, Texas, is representative of the modern executive, with broad interests, a razor-keen mind and a background of
  knowledge ranging from economics to public relations. He is one of the prominent businessmen of Texas and is known and loved all over the state for his intense interest in better law
  enforcement.


  Dr. Merton M. Minter is a prominent physician of San Antonio, a man loved and respected by those who know him. Recently he began to take an active interest in law enforcement. A member of the
  Board of Regents of the University of Texas, he is particularly interested in the educational aspects of crime prevention and law enforcement.


  These people got together with Attorney General John Ben Shepperd and decided to organize the Texas Law Enforcement Foundation, of which my good friend Park Street is Chairman and J. Marion
  (Jim) West is Vice-chairman.


  When Texas does anything, it does it in a big way, and this Law Enforcement Foundation is no exception.


  Col. Homer Garrison, Jr., Director of the Texas Department of Public Safety, and as such, head of the famed Texas Rangers, a man who is acclaimed everywhere as one of the outstanding figures in
  the field of executive law enforcement, is Chairman of the Advisory Council of the Foundation.


  I consider myself greatly honored in that I have been appointed a special adviser of this Foundation.


  The Texas Law Enforcement Foundation isnt a Crime Commission. Its primary purpose is to acquaint citizens everywhere with their civic responsibilities in the field of law
  enforcement. The Foundation wants the average citizen to have a better understanding of the causes of crime, of how crime can be prevented, of the responsibilities of the police officer, the latent
  dangers of juvenile delinquency, the purpose and problems of penology, and the responsibilities of the organized bar and of lawyers generally.


  If the average citizen cant learn more about the problems with which the various law enforcement agencies have to contend, the citizen cant play his part in the job of curtailing
  crime.


  As of this writing, organized crime is making an alarming bid for power. Juvenile delinquency is but little understood and is on the increase.


  On many fronts we are trying to combat atomic age crime methods with horse-and-buggy thinking.


  Efficient law enforcement cant function in a civic vacuum. The police force depends on the training, integrity and loyalty of its members for efficiency, and on public understanding and
  co-operation for its very life.


  It is well known that if the average community had half as much loyalty to its police as the police have to the community we would have far less crime.


  Because I consider the work of this law enforcement foundation so important, I have departed from my usual custom of dedicating books to outstanding figures in the field of legal medicine, and I
  dedicate this book to those citizens of Texas who, at great personal and financial sacrifice, have been responsible for bringing into existence a new concept of law enforcement.


  Erle Stanley Gardner


  


  Chapter One


  DELLA STREET, Perry Masons confidential secretary, picked up the telephone and said, Hello.


  The well-modulated youthful voice of a woman asked, How much does Mr. Mason charge for a day in court?


  Della Streets voice reflected cautious appraisal of the situation. That would depend very much on the type of case, what he was supposed to do and


  He wont be supposed to do anything except listen.


  You mean you wouldnt want him to take part in the trial?


  No. Just listen to what goes on in the courtroom and draw conclusions.


  Who is this talking, please?


  Would you like the name that will appear on your books?


  Certainly.


  Cash.


  What?


  Cash.


  I think youd better talk to Mr. Mason, Della Street said. Ill try to arrange an appointment.


  There isnt time for that. The case in which I am interested starts at ten oclock this morning.


  Just a moment, please. Hold the wire, Della Street said.


  She entered Masons private office.


  Perry Mason looked up from the mail he was reading.


  Della Street said, Chief, youll have to handle this personally. A youthful sounding woman wants to retain you to sit in court today just to listen to a case. Shes on the
  phone now.


  Whats her name?


  She says its Cash.


  Mason grinned, picked up his telephone. Della Street got on the other line, put through the connection.


  Yes? Mason said crisply. This is Perry Mason.


  The womans voice was silky. Theres a criminal case on trial in Department Twenty-Three of the Superior Court entitled People versus Balfour. I would like to know how much
  its going to cost me to have you attend court during the day, listen to the proceedings, and then give me your conclusions.


  And your name? Mason asked.


  As I told your secretary, the name is Cashjust the way the entry will appear on your books.


  Mason looked at his watch. It is now nine twenty-five. I have two appointments this morning and one this afternoon. I would have to cancel those appointments, and I would only do that to
  handle a matter of the greatest importance.


  This is a matter of the greatest importance.


  My charges would be predicated upon that fact, upon the necessity of breaking three appointments and


  Just what would your charges be? she asked.


  Five hundred dollars, Mason snapped.


  The voice suddenly lost its silky assurance. Oh! . . . I . . . Im sorry. I had no idea. . . . Well just have to forget it, I guess. Im sorry.


  Mason, moved by the consternation in the young womans voice, said, More than you expected?


  Y . . . y . . . yes.


  How much more?


  I . . . I . . . I work on a salary and . . . well, I


  You see, Mason explained, I have to pay salaries, taxes, office rental, and I have a law library to keep up. And a day of my time What sort of work do you
  do?


  Im a secretary.


  And you want me just to listen to this case?


  I did . . . I guess I . . . I mean, my ideas were all out of line.


  What had you expected to pay?


  I had hoped youd say a hundred dollars. I could have gone for a hundred and fifty . . . Well, Im sorry.


  Why did you want me to listen? Are you interested in the case?


  Not directly, no.


  Do you have a car?


  No.


  Any money in the bank?


  Yes.


  How much?


  A little over six hundred.


  All right, Mason said. Youve aroused my curiosity. If youll pay me a hundred dollars Ill go up and listen.


  Oh, Mr. Mason! . . . Oh . . . thanks! Ill send a messenger right up. You see, you mustnt ever know who I am. . . . I cant explain. The money will be delivered at
  once.


  Exactly what is it you want me to do? Mason asked.


  Please dont let anyone know that you have been retained in this case. I would prefer that you go as a spectator and that you do not sit in the bar reserved for
  attorneys.


  Suppose I cant find a seat? Mason asked.


  Ive thought of that, she said. When you enter the courtroom, pause to look around. A woman will be seated in the left-hand aisle seat, fourth row back. She is a
  red-haired woman about . . . well, shes in her forties. Next to her will be a younger woman with dark chestnut hair, and next to her will be a seat on which will be piled a couple of coats.
  The younger woman will pick up the coats and you may occupy that seat. Lets hope you arent recognized. Please dont carry a brief case.


  There was a very decisive click at the other end of the line.


  Mason turned to Della Street.


  When that messenger comes in with the hundred dollars, Della, be sure that he takes a receipt, and tell him to deliver that receipt to the person who gave him the money. Im on my
  way to court.
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