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This single-author collection assembles Arthur Morrison’s
principal contributions to British crime and detective fiction,
presenting the complete Martin Hewitt short-story cycles
alongside two complementary sequences, The Dorrington
Deed Box and The Green Eye of Goona. Readers will find the
contents organized by series: Martin Hewitt, Investigator;
Chronicles of Martin Hewitt; Adventures of Martin Hewitt;
and The Red Triangle, followed by the Dorrington pieces and
the linked Green Eye narratives. The purpose is twofold: to
offer a coherent, accurate survey of Morrison’s detective art
and to provide a practical compendium of tightly
constructed cases that embody Ilate Victorian and
Edwardian urban mystery.

Within these covers the reader encounters a spectrum of
narrative forms within the detective genre. The Martin
Hewitt material consists of self-contained short stories and
sequences of connected cases, each focused on a specific
problem—robbery, fraud, disappearance, or threatened
violence—resolved through methodical inquiry. The
Dorrington Deed Box presents shorter crime tales linked by
a single agency, while The Green Eye of Goona unfolds as a
chain of related episodes. Novels, plays, poems, and essays
are not represented; instead, Morrison’s precision thrives in
compact prose narratives whose momentum depends on
observation, inference, and the patient accumulation of
verifiable circumstance.



Martin Hewitt stands at the center of Morrison’s
achievement: a practical, even-tempered professional
whose offices and clients draw him into the intricacies of
London life and beyond. He works by close attention to
ordinary details—habits, timetables, tools, and transactions
—rather than theatrical revelation. The tone is businesslike,
the narration lucid, and the puzzles are framed so that the
reader can weigh evidence as it appears. Hewitt's cases
avoid sensational cruelty while confronting the very real
motives of gain, fear, and opportunity that animate urban
crime. The result is an early model of procedural clarity that
favors plausible means over melodrama.

Across Martin Hewitt, Investigator and the subsequent
Chronicles and Adventures, Morrison varies terrain and
tactic. Cases turn on jewel affairs, missing persons,
industrial secrets, maritime entanglements, and the
manipulation of documents or identities. The Quinton Jewel
Affair, The Case of the Dixon Torpedo, The Case of the
Admiralty Code, and The Adventure of Channel Marsh typify
this range, each establishing an intelligible premise before
pressure mounts. Even when settings shift from offices and
drawing rooms to riversides, workshops, or provincial lanes,
the method remains steady: assemble the known facts, test
an hypothesis, and move decisively once the pattern is
secure.

The Red Triangle differs from the earlier groupings by
shaping a more continuous arc of pursuit across a set of
linked investigations. Here the sequence builds momentum
from case to case, retaining Morrison’s preference for plain
statement, measurable clues, and practical tactics, while
permitting a broader sense of design. The emphasis on
connection heightens the stakes without abandoning the
fair-play spirit that characterizes the Hewitt stories. Readers



may enter any individual episode with comprehension, yet
the collection also rewards sustained reading, as recurrent
methods, places, and adversarial textures accumulate into a
cohesive demonstration of disciplined detective craft.

The Dorrington Deed Box supplies a deliberate
counterpoint. Its stories revolve around Horace Dorrington,
a private agent whose conduct exposes the ambiguities of
professionalized detection when profit becomes the guiding
principle. Rather than celebrate exemplary service, these
narratives reveal a sharper, sometimes satirical angle on
the business of solving crime, including the perils faced by
clients who mistake resourcefulness for integrity. The effect
is not simply cynical; it broadens the collection’s view of the
marketplace where information, loyalty, and risk are traded,
and it shows Morrison’s readiness to probe the moral
thresholds that his more temperate Hewitt tales respect.

The Green Eye of Goona (also known as The Green
Diamond) completes the volume with a set of interlinked
pursuit stories organized around a celebrated jewel whose
trail intersects diverse lives. The sequence’s recurring
reference to magnums of old Tokay lends a distinctive
organizing motif, directing attention to custody, transport,
and the vagaries of chance that buffet coveted objects. In
these brisk, cleverly dovetailed episodes, Morrison refines
his interest in cause and consequence while keeping
motives intelligible and means material. Taken together, the
collection preserves a vital strand of late nineteenth- and
early twentieth-century British mystery, notable for clarity,
economy, and enduring ingenuity.



Historical Context
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Arthur Morrison's detective tales emerged in late-Victorian
London, a metropolis transformed by rapid urbanization,
mass literacy, and a professionalized response to crime.
After the Turf Fraud scandal (1877), the Metropolitan Police
created the Criminal Investigation Department in 1878
under Howard Vincent, consolidating plain-clothes detection
that Morrison repeatedly mirrors in procedure and tone.
Newspapers and illustrated monthlies on Fleet Street
cultivated a voracious audience for crime narratives; The
Strand Magazine, which began in 1891, serialized such
stories and published Morrison’s Martin Hewitt from 1894.
Against this backdrop of busy offices, railway termini, and
riverside wharves, Morrison situates intelligible puzzles
rather than gothic melodrama.

His plots repeatedly register contemporary advances in
forensic method and communications. Britain adopted Sir
Edward Henry’s fingerprint system at Scotland Yard in 1901,
following decades of debate after Alphonse Bertillon's
anthropometry; while not always named, such empirical
thinking informs Hewitt’'s emphasis on trace, habit, and
paperwork. Electric lighting, portable cameras, typewriters,
and the telephone expand investigative possibility, as do rail
timetables and the telegraph. The bicycle boom of the
1890s and new industrial firms lend plausibility to corporate
intrigues like the “Avalanche Bicycle & Tyre Co.” Meanwhile,
discussions of torpedoes, codes, and Admiralty routines



echo a nation whose l|aboratories and dockyards were
engines of power.

Imperial networks supply Morrison with both settings and
motives. Britain’s global trade brought colonial artifacts,
sailors, and refugees into London’s docks at Limehouse and
the Pool of London, creating cosmopolitan neighborhoods
rife with rumor and opportunity. The era’s jewel mania—
shaped by the Koh-i-Noor’s public display in 1851 and De
Beers’'s consolidation of South African diamonds in the
1880s—fed sensational thefts and “green” gems of doubtful
provenance. Stories of foreigners adrift, Caribbean curios,
and Channel crossings reflect shipping routes that linked
India, Africa, and the Americas to the Thames. Morrison
exploits that movement to explore misrecognition,
smuggling, and the moral ambiguities of empire.

Equally central is the late-Victorian commercial order of
limited-liability = companies, insurance schemes, and
speculative ventures. The Baring Crisis of 1890 and
recurring share scandals sharpened public suspicion toward
promoters and solicitors; Morrison’s Dorrington tales, first
collected in 1897, anatomize this distrust through an amoral
“private inquiry” agent who exploits loopholes rather than
solves them. Such figures flourished in a marketplace where
information was currency and litigation routine. The Criminal
Evidence Act of 1898, allowing defendants to testify, and
improved civil procedures heightened courtroom drama.
Morrison’s cases turn on ledgers, wills, and prospectuses as
often as pistols, reflecting a culture where fraud could be
deadlier than force.

Morrison’s journalism on the East End and his novel A
Child of the Jago (1896) inform the social textures of these
mysteries. The gulf between West End respectability and
dockside poverty produces motives and misdirection:



servants who see everything, clerks who know too much,
and slum courts where stolen goods circulate. Philanthropic
settlements like Toynbee Hall (founded 1884) and municipal
reforms altered neighborhoods even as older rookeries were
cleared. Inheritance law, entail, and mortgage pressure
make wills and family papers perilous objects, driving plots
about lost heirs and contested estates. Hewitt's genial
professionalism bridges classes, suggesting competence
rather than brilliance as the era’s ideal virtue.

The stories also register Britain’s mounting security
anxieties in the years before 1914. The Official Secrets Act
(1889) codified penalties for Ileaking government
information, later strengthened in 1911 amid spy scares,
while Admiral von Tirpitz's 1898 naval laws stoked an
Anglo-German arms race. Morrison’s episodes concerning
Admiralty codes, coastal marshes, and clandestine
transmissions take cues from contemporary fears about
invasion, wireless interception, and sabotage at dockyards.
These narratives fuse bureaucratic routines with adventure,
implying that modern secrecy is a paperwork problem as
much as a battlefield one. In print culture, editors balanced
patriotic discretion with sales, a tension the tales deftly
exploit.

Morrison wrote into a crowded marketplace shaped by
Arthur Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes and The Strand’s
illustrated format. Holmes’s apparent death in 1893 left
room for new sleuths; Hewitt’'s debut in 1894 offered an
affable, methodical countertype grounded in ordinary
observation, which critics praised for realism. The
three-decker novel’'s demise around 1894 and circulating
libraries’ retreat favored short series, loosely linked cycles
like The Red Triangle (1903). Dorrington’s cynicism reflected
fin-de-siecle skepticism about professional ethics. Magazine



serialization demanded compact puzzles with vivid urban
detail—formats that later influenced the interwar “fair play”
detective story and helped cement Morrison’s durable
readership.

Across the Edwardian transition (1901-1910) into the
early twentieth century, Morrison’s collection tracks a
society negotiating new conveniences and new risks:
suburban sprawl along electrified railways, cycling and
seaside holidays, and expanding consumer credit.
Institutional reforms—Scotland Yard’'s fingerprint bureau
(1901) and the Court of Criminal Appeal (1907)—promised
procedural fairness, even as headlines sensationalized
crime. Morrison’s restrained prose, practical clues, and
attention to documents foreshadow Golden Age puzzle
craftsmanship while retaining Victorian moral unease. Read
together, the tales map London and its empire at a hinge of
modernity, where the mysteries to be solved are as much
systemic as individual.



Synopsis (Selection)
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Martin Hewitt, Investigator

This debut volume introduces practical, unflappable
detective Martin Hewitt solving urban crimes through close
observation, patient legwork, and clear reasoning.

The tone is brisk and fair-play, foregrounding professional
procedure and everyday London milieus—jewel thefts,
imposture, and insurance tangles—while establishing
Morrison’s lucid, unshowy style.

Chronicles of Martin Hewitt

The second collection broadens Hewitt’'s caseload into
wills, missing persons, and financial intrigues across parlors,
offices, and back streets.

Misdirection grows subtler and the social map wider, as
Morrison blends procedural clarity with quiet wit and a
recurring interest in how money and class shape motive.

Adventures of Martin Hewitt

These tales tilt toward more kinetic investigations—
elopements, maritime mysteries, and conspiracies—pushing
Hewitt beyond London into varied terrains.



The mood remains rational and workmanlike, but with
higher physical stakes and experiments in disguise and
pursuit that showcase Morrison’s range within the puzzle
tradition.

The Red Triangle

A linked sequence of cases forms an overarching hunt for
a shadowy organization, knitting stand-alone puzzles into a
quasi-serial narrative.

With ciphers, sabotage, and national stakes, the tone
darkens and the continuity tightens, marking a shift from
discrete problems to sustained menace while preserving
clue-driven detection.

The Dorrington Deed Box

These case papers follow Horace Dorrington, an
unscrupulous 'detective' whose deductions serve profit and
self-interest as often as justice.

Cynical and sardonic, the stories dwell on frauds, racing
swindles, and insurance schemes, inverting the moral poise
of the Hewitt tales and highlighting Morrison’s urban realism
and taste for ambiguity.

The Green Eye of Goona (The Green Diamond)

A farcical caper trails a notorious green diamond as it
slips from hand to hand—often via a chain of magnum
bottles—placing the prize in ever-new predicaments.



Light, satirical, and episodic, it swaps sober detection for
comic coincidence and social lampoon, revealing Morrison’s
flair for playful structure and ensemble misadventures.
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The Lenton Croft Robberies
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THOSE who retain any memory of the great law cases of
fifteen or twenty years back will remember, at least, the title
of that extraordinary will case, “Bartley v. Bartley and
others,” which occupied the Probate Court for some weeks
on end, and caused an amount of public interest rarely
accorded to any but the cases considered in the other
division of the same court. The case itself was noted for the
large quantity of remarkable and unusual evidence
presented by the plaintiff's side—evidence that took the
other party completely by surprise, and overthrew their
case like a house of cards. The affair will, perhaps, be more
readily recalled as the occasion of the sudden rise to
eminence in their profession of Messrs. Crellan, Hunt &
Crellan, solicitors for the plaintiff—a result due entirely to
the wonderful ability shown in this case of building up,
apparently out of nothing, a smashing weight of irresistible
evidence. That the firm has since maintained—indeed
enhanced—the position it then won for itself need scarcely
be said here; its name is familiar to everybody. But there are
not many of the outside public who know that the credit of
the whole performance was primarily due to a young clerk
in the employ of Messrs. Crellan, who had been given
charge of the seemingly desperate task of collecting
evidence in the case.

This Mr. Martin Hewitt had, however, full credit and
reward for his exploit from his firm and from their client, and
more than one other firm of lawyers engaged in contentious



work made good offers to entice Hewitt to change his
employers. Instead of this, however, he determined to work
independently for the future, having conceived the idea of
making a regular business of doing, on behalf of such clients
as might retain him, similar work to that he had just done
with such conspicuous success for Messrs. Crellan, Hunt &
Crellan. This was the beginning of the private detective
business of Martin Hewitt, and his action at that time has
been completely justified by the brilliant professional
successes he has since achieved.

His business has always been conducted in the most
private manner, and he has always declined the help of
professional assistants, preferring to carry out himself such
of the many investigations offered him as he could manage.
He has always maintained that he has never lost by this
policy, since the chance of his refusing a case begets
competition for his services, and his fees rise by a natural
process. At the same time, no man could know better how
to employ casual assistance at the right time.

Some curiosity has been expressed as to Mr. Martin
Hewitt’'s system, and, as he himself always consistently
maintains that he has no system beyond a judicious use of
ordinary faculties, | intend setting forth in detail a few of the
more interesting of his cases[1q] in order that the public
may judge for itself if | am right in estimating Mr. Hewitt’s
“ordinary faculties” as faculties very extraordinary indeed.
He is not a man who has made many friendships (this,
probably, for professional reasons), notwithstanding his
genial and companionable manners. | myself first made his
acquaintance as a result of an accident resulting in a fire at
the old house in which Hewitt’'s office was situated, and in
an upper floor of which | occupied bachelor chambers. | was
able to help in saving a quantity of extremely important



papers relating to his business, and, while repairs were
being made, allowed him to lock them in an old wall-safe in
one of my rooms which the fire had scarcely damaged.

The acquaintance thus begun has lasted many years,
and has become a rather close friendship. | have even
accompanied Hewitt on some of his expeditions, and, in a
humble way, helped him. Such of the cases, however, as |
personally saw nothing of | have put into narrative form
from the particulars given me.

“I consider you, Brett,” he said, addressing me, “the
most remarkable journalist alive. Not because you're
particularly clever, you know, because, between ourselves, |
hope you’ll admit you’'re not; but because you have known
something of me and my doings for some years, and have
never yet been gquilty of giving away any of my little
business secrets you may have become acquainted with.
I'm afraid you’'re not so enterprising a journalist as some,
Brett. But now, since you ask, you shall write something—if
you think it worth while.”

This he said, as he said most things, with a cheery,
chaffing good-nature that would have been, perhaps,
surprising to a stranger who thought of him only as a grim
and mysterious discoverer of secrets and crimes. Indeed,
the man had always as little of the aspect of the
conventional detective as may be imagined. Nobody could
appear more cordial or less observant in manner, although
there was to be seen a certain sharpness of the eye—which
might, after all, only be the twinkle of good humor.

| did think it worth while to write something of Martin
Hewitt's investigations, and a description of one of his
adventures follows.

At the head of the first flight of a dingy staircase leading
up from an ever-open portal in a street by the Strand stood



a door, the dusty ground-glass upper panel of which carried
in its center the single word “Hewitt,” while at its right-hand
lower corner, in smaller letters, “Clerk’s Office” appeared.
On a morning when the clerks in the ground-floor offices had
barely hung up their hats, a short, well-dressed young man,
wearing spectacles, hastening to open the dusty door, ran
into the arms of another man who suddenly issued from it.

“I beg pardon,” the first said. “Is this Hewitt’'s Detective
Agency Office?”

“Yes, | believe you will find it so,” the other replied. He
was a stoutish, clean-shaven man, of middle height, and of
a cheerful, round countenance. “You'd better speak to the
clerk.”

In the little outer office the visitor was met by a sharp lad
with inky fingers, who presented him with a pen and a
printed slip. The printed slip having been filled with the
visitor's name and present business, and conveyed through
an inner door, the lad reappeared with an invitation to the
private office. There, behind a writing-table, sat the stoutish
man himself, who had only just advised an appeal to the
clerk.

“Good-morning, Mr. Lloyd—Mr. Vernon Lloyd,” he said,
affably, looking again at the slip. “You’'ll excuse my care to
start even with my visitors—I must, you know. You come
from Sir James Norris, | see.”

“Yes; | am his secretary. | have only to ask you to go
straight to Lenton Croft at once, if you can, on very
important business. Sir James would have wired, but had not
your precise address. Can you go by the next train? Eleven-
thirty is the first available from Paddington.”

“Quite possibly. Do you know any thing of the business?”

“It is a case of a robbery in the house, or, rather, | fancy,
of several robberies. Jewelry has been stolen from rooms



occupied by visitors to the Croft. The first case occurred
some months ago—nearly a year ago, in fact. Last night
there was another. But | think you had better get the details
on the spot. Sir James has told me to telegraph if you are
coming, so that he may meet you himself at the station; and
| must hurry, as his drive to the station will be rather a long
one. Then | take it you will go, Mr. Hewitt? Twyford is the
station.”

“Yes, | shall come, and by the 11.30. Are you going by
that train yourself?”

“No, | have several things to attend to now | am in town.
Good-morning; | shall wire at once.”

Mr. Martin Hewitt locked the drawer of his table and sent
his clerk for a cab.

At Twyford Station Sir James Norris was waiting with a
dog-cart. Sir James was a tall, florid man of fifty or
thereabout, known away from home as something of a
county historian, and nearer his own parts as a great
supporter of the hunt, and a gentleman much troubled with
poachers. As soon as he and Hewitt had found one another
the baronet hurried the detective into his dog-cart. “We’ve
something over seven miles to drive,” he said, “and | can
tell you all about this wretched business as we go. That is
why | came for you myself, and alone.”



Hewitt nodded.

“l have sent for you, as Lloyd probably told you, because
of a robbery at my place last evening. It appears, as far as |
can guess, to be one of three by the same hand, or by the
same gang. Late yesterday afternoon—"

“Pardon me, Sir James,” Hewitt interrupted, “but I think |
must ask you to begin at the first robbery and tell me the
whole tale in proper order. It makes things clearer, and sets
them in their proper shape.”

“Very well! Eleven months ago, or thereabout, | had
rather a large party of visitors, and among them Colonel
Heath and Mrs. Heath—the lady being a relative of my own
late wife. Colonel Heath has not been long retired, you know
—used to be political resident in an Indian native state. Mrs.
Heath had rather a good stock of jewelry of one sort and
another, about the most valuable piece being a bracelet set
with a particularly fine pearl—quite an exceptional pearl, in



fact—that had been one of a heap of presents from the
maharajah of his state when Heath left India.

“It was a very noticeable bracelet, the gold setting being
a mere feather-weight piece of native filigree work—almost
too fragile to trust on the wrist—and the pearl being, as |
have said, of a size and quality not often seen. Well, Heath
and his wife arrived late one evening, and after lunch the
following day, most of the men being off by themselves—
shooting, | think—my daughter, my sister (who is very often
down here), and Mrs. Heath took it into their heads to go
walking—fern-hunting, and so on. My sister was rather long
dressing, and, while they waited, my daughter went into
Mrs. Heath’s room, where Mrs. Heath turned over all her
treasures to show her, as women do, you know. When my
sister was at last ready, they came straight away, leaving
the things littering about the room rather than stay longer
to pack them up. The bracelet, with other things, was on the
dressing-table then.”

“One moment. As to the door?”

“They locked it. As they came away my daughter
suggested turning the key, as we had one or two new
servants about.”

“And the window?”

“That they left open, as | was going to tell you. Well, they
went on their walk and came back, with Lloyd (whom they
had met somewhere) carrying their ferns for them. It was
dusk and almost dinner-time. Mrs. Heath went straight to
her room, and—the bracelet was gone.”

“Was the room disturbed?”

“Not a bit. Everything was precisely where it had been
left, except the bracelet. The door hadn’'t been tampered
with, but of course the window was open, as | have told
you.”



“You called the police, of course?”

“Yes, and had a man from Scotland Yard down in the
morning. He seemed a pretty smart fellow, and the first
thing he noticed on the dressing-table, within an inch or two
of where the bracelet had been, was a match, which had
been lit and thrown down. Now nobody about the house had
had occasion to use a match in that room that day, and, if
they had, certainly wouldn’t have thrown it on the cover of
the dressing-table. So that, presuming the thief to have
used that match, the robbery must have been committed
when the room was getting dark—immediately before Mrs.
Heath returned, in fact. The thief had evidently struck the
match, passed it hurriedly over the various trinkets lying
about, and taken the most valuable.”

“Nothing else was even moved?”

“Nothing at all. Then the thief must have escaped by the
window, although it was not quite clear how. The walking
party approached the house with a full view of the window,
but saw nothing, although the robbery must have been
actually taking place a moment or two before they turned
up.

“There was no water-pipe within any practicable distance
of the window, but a ladder usually kept in the stable-yard
was found lying along the edge of the lawn. The gardener
explained, however, that he had put the ladder there after
using it himself early in the afternoon.”

“Of course it might easily have been used again after
that and put back.”

“Just what the Scotland Yard man said. He was pretty
sharp, too, on the gardener, but very soon decided that he
knew nothing of it. No stranger had been seen in the
neighborhood, nor had passed the lodge gates. Besides, as
the detective said, it scarcely seemed the work of a



Hewitt’'s cases frequently hinge on emergent systems
and tools. The Case of the Dixon Torpedo and The Case of
the Admiralty Code turn on proprietary knowledge,
cryptography, and military secrecy. The Case of the Lever
Key leverages mechanical ingenuity; The Case of the Dead
Skipper and Channel Marsh locate clues within maritime
logistics, navigation, and coastal geography. Telegraphs,
press notices, and rail timetables mediate movement and
information flow. Morrison treats modern infrastructures as
both concealment and revelation engines, furnishing
constraints that vyield motive, method, and alibi—and
pathways through which careful reasoning can operate.

In The Dorrington Deed Box, modernity appears as
corporate form, legal architecture, and speculative markets.
The Affair of the "Avalanche Bicycle & Tyre Co., Ltd." exploits
the bicycle boom’s publicity and investor appetite; The Case
of "The Mirror of Portugal" engages gemological trade and
valuation practices; Mr. Loftus Deacon intersects with
professional reputations and legal exposure. Documentary
artifacts—prospectuses, invoices, letters, affidavits—
become plot devices, shaping both scams and their
unraveling. Institutions do not merely host events; they
script them, providing procedural channels that Dorrington
bends or subverts to engineer outcomes.

Global circulation intensifies stakes across the collection.
The Nicobar Bullion Case turns on colonial shipping and
bullion handling; The Case of the Lost Foreigner involves
cross-border identity and mobility; The Quinton Jewel Affair
navigates luxury trade; Channel Marsh entangles local
marshlands with national security concerns. These stories
situate crime within imperial routes and bureaucracies,
where commodities, people, and signals traverse layered
jurisdictions. Technology distributes opportunity and risk,



and institutions translate them into rules, paperwork, and
access—conditions that detectives must read as carefully as
footprints or fingerprints to locate pressure points and
plausible reconstructions.

Question 4

What structural experiments does Morrison
attempt with linked cases and recurring motifs
across the collection?

The Red Triangle organizes six Hewitt episodes around a
recurrent adversarial network and emblematic clues,
converting discrete puzzles into a loose arc. Individual cases
—such as The Case of the Burnt Barn and The Case of the
Admiralty Code—retain self-contained satisfactions while
contributing to a cumulative portrait of method, motive, and
reach. Recurrence permits deferred payoffs, echoing
evidence, and shared side-characters, broadening scale
without abandoning the short-story cadence. The structure
balances serialization with modularity, testing how
continuity can heighten tension yet preserve the genre’s
appetite for compact problem-solving.

The Green Eye of Goona links episodes by a single
perilous diamond, using titles like The First Magnum and Mr.,
Pooley’s Magnums to signal variations on a theme. The
object’s passage supplies unifying consequence while
allowing fresh settings, voices, and tonal shifts. Because
ownership changes incessantly, the narrative privileges
chain-of-custody over a central sleuth, inviting reflections on
rumor, luck, and social contagion. This episodic relay
transforms motif into architecture: recurrence is not
decorative but structural, assembling a mosaic of near-



misses, gambits, and improvisations around a mobile,
tempting center.

Across the Hewitt volumes, recurring motifs—jewels in
The Quinton Jewel Affair and The Stanway Cameo Mystery,
clandestine societies and codes in The Red Triangle, and
maritime perils in The Case of the Dead Skipper—operate as
thematic anchors inside otherwise stand-alone designs.
Formulaic entry points (client approach, site examination,
reconstruction) become a scaffold for variation, enabling
Morrison to rework inheritance disputes (The Holford Will
Case), financial absconding (The Case of Laker, Absconded),
and foreign entanglements (The Case of the Lost Foreigner).
Consistent structure thus accommodates experimentation in
domain, setting, and stakes.
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1q "l intend setting forth in detail a few of the
more interesting of his cases"

2q "My 'well-known powers' are nothing but
common sense assiduously applied and made quick
by habit."

3q "for of such is the tittle-tattle of shipboard."
4q "l can’t find your poor father’s will."

5 "Fantastic crimes, savage revenges,
mediaeval superstitions, horrible cruelty,"

6q "A man may bet without being a thief."

7q "an impenetrable wall of darkness through
which no clue led"

8q "I'm not going to be crushed like a fly, as I'll
soon let him know."

9q "the whole room was in a great state of
confusion”

10q "When one man is likely to profit much by
the death of another"



