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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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  Chapter One


  An Obituary from The Daily Scot


  William Herbert Dugdale, M.B., Ch.B., M.A., Ph.D., KCB, FRS, FRCP


  PROFESSOR RITCHIE writes: So small is the world of immuno-toxinology that it is not surprising  though
  somewhat ironic  that it should fall to myself to write the obituary of William Herbert Dugdale. The fact that I have outlived him is an irony that his mordant sense of humour might have
  equipped him to appreciate.1


  William Herbert Dugdale was a man of rare qualitites. In simple terms, he may be said to have enjoyed a successful career by finding ways of using natural venom to good effect.


  He was born in Perth, Scotland, on March 11th., 1916, the son of a railway guard who died in an accident just a few months before his birth, and rose far and fast, though he was affected by his
  early experiences to such a degree that it could be said of him that in later life he never betrayed his working-class origins. Seizing the opportunities provided by the local high-school, he
  obtained a scholarship to Balliol, Oxford, and on graduating with a (disappointing) Second, made his way to Cambridge where he quickly became part of the circle of young immuno-toxinologists who
  were drawn to the brilliant but unstable Max Spitzer in the years just before the War. Taking from Spitzer and the others what he could, Dugdale left for the USA shortly after Spitzers
  tragic death with its well-known repercussions within the Cambridge scientific community. He embarked at Stanford University on a well-publicised career which had, perhaps, more than its share of
  ups and downs.


  Although his warmest admirers  and in the media, public administration, and government he found many of those  always claimed that he never behaved dishonourably except when he
  believed it necessary to achieve the aims he held most dear, even they conceded that he was excessively susceptible to the belief that his own success was essential to the advance of science.


  Happiest when fronting a team of talented and hard-working colleagues, Dugdale was seen at his best when publicity was required. He was not one to shun the limelight nor overly self-effacing
  when it was a question of sharing with others the credit for an important discovery, and this quirk often poisoned his relations with fellow-researchers. Outside his band of fiercely loyal
  subordinates, many found his style of leadership somewhat rebarbative. Never one (as he often boasted) to suffer fools gladly, he had a ready and a sharp tongue, which some called venomous. It is
  only fair to say that many tolerated his idiosyncrasies with more or less composure. Even his most devoted colleagues, however, found their faith tested in the scandal involving the death of a
  laboratory technician which cut short his career in the USA.


  It was on his return to the UK and to an unusually precocious and controversial chair in my own department at Imperial College in the early Fifties, that he and I first crossed paths. Dazzled
  from the start by the reputation of this slightly younger man  for he was possessed of considerable natural charm, whenever he chose to exercise it  I eagerly invited him to take part
  in my current research project. It was now that we undertook the work on the clinical implications of the toxins derived from spider-venom with which his name  and I might add, without undue
  immodesty, my own name, too  will always be associated. I have no wish to rake over the smouldering ashes of the controversy which was provoked when Dugdale alone was awarded the Nobel Prize
  for Medicine despite the fact that many of those best qualified to know the facts believed that I myself had made the crucial breakthrough. Nor is it my intention to discuss the web of allegations
  and insinuations into which many of even the most responsible commentators were lured.


  The abrupt ending of our scientific partnership, and of what I had always thought to be our friendship, coincided with the break-up of my marriage. Despite persistent and malicious rumours, I
  bore no particular ill-will towards either party when my former spouse became Dugdales third wife in a marriage which was not a success and was fated to be cut short by the early death of
  that last-mentioned individual  an event which had for Dugdale the happy consequence that it released him (very opportunely as some said at the time) to marry his fourth wife.


  In later life honours and distinctions came to him with little effort, for his scientific achievements were widely respected by public opinion, if less so by fellow-specialists. He was awarded a
  KCB in 1975 and became an FRS in 1979. From 1973 to 1982 he was a member of the Adverse Reaction Sub-committee of the Committee on the Safety of Medicines. And from 1981 to 1986 he was Secretary to
  the Advisory Council on the Misuse of Drugs. In 1984 he returned to his native land to become Pierre LAngelier Professor of Immuno-Toxinology at the University of Glasgow.


  Throughout his life Dugdale dabbled with inventions and discoveries in areas other than his specialism, and had a number of successes. The electronic cat, however, whose failure
  had such tragic repercussions, cannot be counted among them.


  Dugdales capacity to stimulate controversy was recently displayed when he published a provocative  some called it outrageous  paper suggesting that there was immunological
  evidence to support the belief of the Ewe people of North-western Africa that an individual who survives the highly toxic sting of the red sand-scorpion (my own specialism for the last decade)
  thereby acquires immunity to the otherwise fatal disease of rabies. He claimed to have discovered evidence for this by experiments using the live form of the virus rather than the less dangerous
  attenuated form. With this Parthian shot, he threw down the gauntlet to the rest of the scientific community working in the field. It remains to be seen whether anyone will have the courage to pick
  up the poisoned chalice he has left behind.


  William Herbert Dugdale died suddenly on February 4th under mysterious circumstances, following a series of controversial and much-publicised incidents at Glasgow University. He leaves a widow
  and five daughters by his four earlier marriages.
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and he does it with grace’
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