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Preface


This book is a collection of book reviews from my blog called Pulpetti (Finnish for pulpit). I set the blog up in 2005 and updated it irregularly into 2022, when I finally stopped. Pulpetti, as the title probably tells you, was mainly about pulp or pulpish fiction, stuff that was published in pulp magazines, paperback novels and other low-end literary venues. I also wrote a lot about obscure films and some classics, and there was also a lot about my family issues and other odds and ends (I even published some poems there!), but sometime around 2010 I decided to concentrate on the reviews of pulp fiction and films and stop talking about my personal life, other than some work-related stuff, i.e. translating crime fiction, writing about it and what have you. I also started other blogs where I could direct my seemingly endless energy.


Blogs around the world were mainly in English when I started Pulpetti, so it was natural to me that Pulpetti was also in English. I’m not a native speaker, as I live in Finland, but I’ve always thought my English is quite fluent. At times I also published in Finnish, and I remember writer J. D. Rhoades saying that those parts in Pulpetti sounded like Elvish to him.


Pulpetti brought many connections. From 2004 to 2011, I published a crime fiction fanzine called Isku in Finnish, and I got lots of new hardboiled and noir writing in them, stories by Patti Abbott, Bill Crider, Christa Faust, Ed Gorman, Jason Starr and Kevin Wignall, to name just a few. I couldn’t have had the same supply of good stories without blogging. Thanks go also to the Rara-Avis e-mail list which was still going strong during those years.


Largely thanks to Pulpetti, I had also connections to sample new crime novels for a paperback line I was editing for a Finnish publisher, namely Arktinen Banaani. I hand-picked books for the line in 2008–2010. The line went bust after only six books, but what classics they were: Duane Swierczynski’s The Wheelman, Kevin Wignall’s Who Is Conrad Hirst?, Allan Guthrie’s Kiss Her Goodbye, Scott Phillips’s The Ice Harvest, Christa Faust’s Money Shot and James Sallis’s Drive. How could you not love those books? But it seems the Finnish audience was able to resist their call, and the publisher really didn’t know what to do with the books, so the paperback line ceased. After the paperbacks, there came a few books in hardcover (Kevin Wignall’s The Dark Flag, which still hasn’t been published in English and probably never will, Duane Swierczynski’s The Blonde, and Ken Bruen’s London Boulevard, plus two crime novels by Finnish authors), but they vanished without a trace. A writer friend of mine, Antti Tuomainen, said to me that one day someone’s gonna pick up one of these books, decides to become a writer and writes a book that changes the course of history. Here’s hoping...


Why did I stop blogging then? I simply couldn’t find the time anymore: I was already writing or doing some other writing-related work six, seven or even eight hours every day, so I thought it would be too tiresome to try to come up with something worthwhile to be published in a blog. And then there was social media, namely Facebook, where I could also publish stuff about my writing and pulpish fiction. Sometime around 2020 Facebook stopped showing links to Google-owned Blogger in its newsfeed, so it became quite frustrating to publish something on Blogspot and then find out no one has read it. There are other problems with Facebook that I wholeheartedly recognize, and when I wrote the first draft of this introduction, I was on a Facebook break. But having written so extensively about books I loved and deeply cared about, I wanted to have these reviews at hand and in print, just in case Google decides to cease all defunct or dormant blogs. (I’m doing a book also with my film reviews in Pulpetti.)


As I said, Pulpetti was mainly about pulpish fiction, mostly hardboiled and noir writing, but also some westerns, some horror, some fantasy, some sleaze and other erotica and other genres. Many of the reviews in Pulpetti were born out of making a sequel to my original Pulpografia (2000, in Finnish only), a reference book on American crime and mystery writers published mainly in the pulp and paperback format. I also did a book on American western writers, so it was natural to post about that genre as well.


In the early 2020s I started finishing up the sequel to Pulpografia, and I had to read some men’s adventure books, a genre I’m not very much interested in, but which seems quite popular nowadays. When I was writing my first book over 20 years ago, I concentrated on genres that I really cared about, the noir and hardboiled stuff, but the wind has changed, at least according to the sites like Paperback Warrior and Facebook groups like Men’s Adventure Paperbacks of the 20th Century, where men’s adventure books, like the Mack Bolans by Don Pendleton, are very much a fad. (As I’m writing this introduction, the sequel is not finished yet, but I’m hoping it will see the light of day in 2025).


In this book, there’s also a large section on neo-noir, since I was reading (and still am!) new American, British and Irish crime fiction, mainly in the noir or neo-noir subgenre. I think there hasn’t been any kind of history of neo-noir fiction, so this could be a start, or at least someone can use this as a source or a reference work. A word of warning: neo-noir is a famously slippery genre, so someone might think that not all the books mentioned here are neo-noir or even noir.


We have also a section on sleaze or sex paperbacks of the 1960s and 1970s (and later ones as well). Many people know that lots of sleaze paperbacks are also crime fiction. Just to name a few: Lawrence Block, Donald Westlake, Robert Silverberg, Orrie Hitt, Barry Malzberg... I did a book on sleaze paperbacks in 2020, called Pulpografia Erotica. It concentrates on American books that were published also in Finnish, so the scope is limited and haphazard. I discovered lots of crime-related books that have never been called to the attention of crime fiction aficionados, though, so I think this section should prove interesting to many paperback fans.


There are also sections on westerns and some other genres as well, with a short segment of non-fiction books and magazines. One of the most important segments in this book focuses on older British crime fiction, about which I did a book in 2014 (again, only in Finnish). There are reviews and articles on British spy books, but also stuff about British private eye books, some of which are very light pastiches of the genuine American stuff. James Hadley Chase has many of his books reviewed, though I really don’t find him that appealing.


In the end, we have some reviews on crime/noir graphic novels, and also some stuff on Finnish literature, mainly Aino Kallas and Mika Waltari, but also a survey of older Finnish private eye fiction. “Reviews in brief ” is just what it is: very short reviews on hardboiled, noir and other novels.


The book doesn’t contain the blog posts as they were, since I’ve edited them and taken out stuff that’s not relevant anymore, i.e. things about where I was reading the book or some such. I’ve also combined some of the shorter reviews into longer ones, for example in the case of James Hadley Chase.


The texts are arranged alphabetically according to the writer’s surname. I’ve also added the publishing info, and you can find the publisher and the year of the first edition in the headers. (In this time of e-books, it’s becoming more and more difficult to find the publishing year and the name of the original publisher!)


I hope you find this mixed-up collection of reviews and essays interesting and entertaining.


Turku, Finland, March 2025


Juri Nummelin









I LISTS


Essential noir


This is merely a scratch, and I did it originally in a hurry and I’m sure it’s missing many important titles. Hardboiled is not included, hence no Chandler, Hammett or Ross Macdonald. One late addition could be Reed Farrel Coleman’s The James Deans – in it, the ordinary P.I. stuff forms into a great and depressing noir read.


James M. Cain: The Postman Always Rings Twice


Gil Brewer: Little Tramp


Harry Whittington: The Murder Web


James McKimmey: The Squeeze Play


Tedd Thomey: Killer in White


Day Keene: Murder on the Side


H.A. DeRosso: .44


Peter Rabe: The Anatomy of a Killer


Albert Camus: The Outsider


Charles Willeford: The Woman Chaser


Dan J. Marlowe: One Endless Hour


Jim Thompson: possibly Killer Inside Me, but I’ve always liked The Get-away more


Jason Starr: Fake ID


Kevin Wignall: Who Is Conrad Hirst?


James Ellroy: The Big Nowhere


Scott Phillips: The Ice Harvest


James Sallis: Drive


Vicki Hendricks: Miami Purity


Dave Zeltserman: Killer


Jean-Patrick Manchette: Three to Kill


Jacques Tardi and Leo Malet: 120, Rue de la Gare (the graphic novel)


The best crime novels written by female authors


Megan Abbott: The End of Everything


Christa Faust: Money Shot; Choke Hold


Gillian Flynn: Dark Places


Celia Fremlin: The Hours Before Dawn


Vicki Hendricks: Miami Purity


Patricia Highsmith: The Cry of the Owl


Dolores Hitchens: Sleep with Slander


Elizabeth Sanxay Holding: The Blank Wall


Dorothy B. Hughes: In a Lonely Place


Margaret Millar: How Like an Angel


Marisha Pessl: Night Show


Sarah Weinman (ed.): Troubled Daughters, Twisted Wives


Hard Case Western


Besides their great Hard Case Crime line, Charles Ardai should’ve set up also a line called Hard Case Western. Many of the Western novels of the late fourties, fifties and early sixties could also be catered to the audience of the hardboiled and noir literature, and many of the books from bygone decades would very well be worth reprinting.


Some twenty years ago, Cullen Callagher wrote reviews of hardboiled westerns on his delightful blog, Pulp Serenade. Some of the books are Harry Whittington’s Desert Stake-Out, A.S. Fleischmann’s Yellowleg (basis for an early Peckinpah film), Frank Castle’s Dakota Boomtown, and Gil Brewer’s rare entry in the genre, Some Must Die. All those novels could well be published under the Hard Case Western by-line. I have some other recommendations:


Marvin Albert: Posse at High Pass, Fawcett 1964 (Albert wrote also excellent crime novels as Al Conroy and different other pseudonyms; this is a great Western thriller)


Jack April: Feud at Five Rivers, Dodd Mead 1955 (Broadway script writer’s only Western novel, great noirish atmosphere in a story of revenge)


Frank Castle: Brand of Hate, Tower 1966 (this is a very good tale about guy who sells guns to Indians, but winds up being double- and triple-crossed)


Merle Constiner: Short-Trigger Man, Ace 1964 (if there’s a blueprint of a hardboiled Western, this is it)


William R. Cox: Comanche Moon, McGraw Hill 1959 (unbearably suspenseful thriller of the people trapped by Indians, noir in its tones of despair and disappointment)


H. A. DeRosso: .44 (dark and brooding Western about an assassin tired in his life)


Steve Frazee: Desert Guns, Dell 1957 (became a bad film with Roger Moore, but the book is gripping, full of action)


Philip Ketchum: Harsh Reckoning, Ballantine 1962 (is there a more noir title than that?)


James B. Chaffin (Giles Lutz): The Wolfer, Belmont 1962 (weird story about wolf-hunters, living in caves, full of action)


Richard Meade (also known as Ben Haas): Big Bend, Doubleday 1962 (man has to go to Mexico to avenge wrongs)


D. B. Newton: The Wolf Pack, Bantam 1953 (great thriller about a gang terrorizing a whole city, compares to The Violent Saturday and preceded it by two years)


Dudley Dean (also wrote as Dean Owen): Six-Gun Vengeance, Fawcett 1953 (great claustrophobic and hysterical noir)


Gordon Shirreffs: Too Tough to Die, Avon 1964 (just gotta love that title! Boetticher-like minimalism and hardboiledness)


Luke Short: Blood on the Moon, 1948 (I haven’t actually read this one, but the film that was based on this, with Mitchum, would be just too great to pass)


Any early Western by Brian Garfield would also fit the bill, and so would anything by Donald Hamilton, whom Hard Case Crime has already reprinted. A later addition could be Jack Ehrlich’s The Fastest Gun in the Pulpit from 1973: funny and violent. I’m also sure many new writers would like to try their hands at a Western, and I’m sure writers like James Reasoner and Joe Lansdale have noir Westerns in them.


Having said all of the above, I do know that the market for Western paperbacks is limited and that the market for paperbacks is diminishing, but who says one can’t have a dream?


Postscript: Stark House Press has reprinted some hardboiled and noir westerns lately, namely Arnold Hano’s Slade, Manhunter, The Last Notch and Flint, and Lee E. Wells’s Day of the Outlaw with some of Clifton Adams’s westerns.









II CLASSIC NOIR


Lawrence Block: Grifter’s Game


(Fawcett Gold Medal 1961)


This was the first book Hard Case Crime put out. Lawrence Block’s Grifter’s Game was originally published as Mona, by Fawcett Gold Medal. It really shows Block was a good writer even when he was very young (he was 23 when this was published, and I think this is his first, at least under his own name), the text is fluent and very readable. Block’s dialogue is paced well and crispy. It’s too bad there’s so little of it in the middle parts – the narrative turns pretty much into the protagonist’s monology. The protagonist is a con man in his late twenties. He’s quite sympathetic, though he’s a heel of the worst kind, seducing women to to live on their money for days or for months and then dropping them. There are no good people in the world of Grifter’s Game, which, combined with the pretty nasty ending, makes this a worthwhile noir novel.


Gil Brewer: The Red Scarf


(Mystery House 1958)


Gil Brewer was one of the best crime and noir paperbackers of the fifties and early sixties. I’ve read several of his novels in Finnish translation and liked them all. They are fast and plausible, and the protagonists have to overcome some heavy obstacles in their way.


Same goes for The Red Scarf. It was published in hardcover by Mystery House, a cheap lending-library publisher that paid $300 for the book, after it was rejected by Brewer’s usual publisher, Fawcett Gold Medal, and other paperback publishers. Still it’s an outstanding book, one of Brewer’s best, which is saying a lot. This is one of those books where your typical lower middle-class working person gets into trouble, can’t find his (or her) way out of it and just digs his hole deeper and deeper. In The Red Scarf the protagonist is a nice young man who runs a motel with his wife. They have no money, and it seems there won’t be the new highway that was promised when they bought the motel. Then a femme fatale comes in, with loads of money. It’s just that the money belongs to the mob.


The Red Scarf is a very well-paced and tightly written little monster of a book. Before I read it, I was struggling with another book from the same era and thinking they must be all like this, but I was delighted to find Brewer’s book just blew me away. I couldn’t stop reading. The most important thing about this kind of a book is that it remains believable through the end – and the ending is not the happiest one.


Gil Brewer: The Brat


(Fawcett Gold Medal 1957)


The Brat is a prime example of Gil Brewer’s mix of white-collar noir and backwoods exoticism: “the brat” of the title is a sultry babe living somewhere in the Florida swamps whom the lead man takes away to the civilization to live with her – only to notice that “the brat” has something in her mind.


I’m sure The Brat was the publisher’s title, since this babe sure is no brat, she’s an evil liar and a scumbag. You might call Brewer – or at least his books – misogynistic, and you’d well be right. But there’s no denying the simple, yet forceful narrative drive in the best of his works. An important issue is also his handling of the bourgeoisie despair: there’s not much living beyond the boundaries of the family and work. And when these boundaries break, the nightmare awaits.


Robert Colby: The Captain Must Die


(Fawcett Gold Medal 1959)


Thanks to Kindle and Prologue Books, I was finally able to read this magnificent crime paperback by Robert Colby that has been getting praise from the likes of Ed Gorman for many years. I’ve earlier read some very good short stories by Colby and his paperback novel Beautiful but Bad (Monarch 1962), but this one has eluded me.


The Captain Must Die is one of those late fifties to early sixties noir paperbacks that tell about paranoia, broken dreams and people’s hatred towards each other. This is firmly set in the world of well-being suburbs and talks about what’s going behind the happy facade. This is also about the effects of war and the frustration that it breeds. Colby weaves his plot smoothly, albeit he has also fragmented it in a way that seems way ahead of its time – at least for a 50-year-old crime paperback! Some scenes are very exciting and suspenseful. The ending may be a bit too happy, though.


James Cross: Root of Evil


(Messner 1957)


I found James Cross’s Root of Evil when I was going through some Finnish magazines at the university library and noticed there was a serial in a magazine called Mies (Male or Man) in 1959. It was by a writer not known to me, James Cross. The story looked interesting, so I took a look at Allen Hubin’s bibliography and noticed Cross was actually named Hugh Parry and that he had four crime novels to his name. Then I spotted a book by James Cross in a second hand bookstore. It was called Root of Evil, and it was a British paperback reprint. Quick glance told me it was the same book that was serialized in the mag.


So, I read the book instead of the serialization. And man, I was sure glad I read it, since Root of Evil is a fast-moving tale of intrigue, murder and extortion. Two brothers buy a house and find a huge treasure of old coins in the backyard. They dig them up and after thinking about it for a while, they decide to keep them. First the taxman comes in, but then come the local criminals and then comes the greedy ex-wife and even if that’s not enough, the military also tries to get their hands on the money. From what I remember of the book, it was told in a snappy, hardboiled style in the first narration. It’s a very entertaining and well-written book.


Cross seems to have written some short stories, one for Playboy in 1967, and he also had a story in Harlan Ellison’s Dangerous Visions. That aside, I’ve never heard or read anyone commenting on his work. Root of Evil should merit at least a mention.


Root of Evil was reprinted by Cutting Edge Books in the early 2020s, with an endorsement by me.


John Gregory Dunne: True Confessions (Dutton


1977)


John Gregory Dunne’s True Confessions is a very good crime novel that approaches a literary novel without being pompous or “deep”, like some books by someone like Dennis Lehane. There’s a bit too much of inner monologue in here, too, but it’s always connected to a greater scheme of politics and corruption in the Catholic church. And the book is very funny – Dunne writes great dialogue and especially the scene with the detectives in a radio show people can call their clues to is hilarious. Compared to Ellroy’s The Black Dahlia, well, I’m a fan of Ellroy’s L.A. Quartet, but the books are so different from one another that they don’t compare very well, even though both are about the Black Dahlia case.


I haven’t seen the film with Robert Duvall and Robert De Niro, but I remember that my dad used to like it – and he’s not someone to recommend films too easily.


Martin M. Goldsmith: Detour


(Macaulay 1939)


The film made from Martin M. Goldsmith’s novel Detour is far from forgotten. Detour by Edgar G. Ulmer from 1945 is actually one of the better-known film noirs of its era, though it’s been erroneously labeled as an extra-cheap quickie. It’s now known that Ulmer exaggerated his tight budget and claimed the film was shot in a week, although it took longer than that. This is all well explained even in the Wikipedia article for the film. It also states that the film was shown regularly on television throughout the sixties and seventies, which explains why it was picked up by the first American critics of film noir, such as Paul Schrader, when other equally interesting films were neglected.


But the original novel by Martin M. Goldsmith is a different story altogether. The book was published in 1939 by Macaulay (a lending library publisher, if I’m not mistaken) and getting no reprints until the small press did it in 2005. This is astonishing, given the quality of the book. It’s a moving tale of two people living during the Depression, trying to make ends meet. The other one, Alexander Roth, is a violinist trying to get to Hollywood to meet his girlfriend living in Los Angeles. The girl, Sue Harvey, is a wanna-be actress, who hates her agent and is working in a diner. Alexander hitches his way across the continent, looking like a bum. He’s picked up by a strange man, who has lots of cash and smokes joints. The man dies in his sleep and Alexander is left on nothing. He suspects that if he notifies the police, no one will believe he’s innocent. He takes the money and the car, but meets a strange girl, named Vera. Vera reveals he also travelled with the dead man and hence know Alexander is not who he says he is. Vera is one of the meanest bitches in written word, and I’m not saying this lightly. The way Goldsmith paints her with words just makes your blood go chilly. The hate and lack of interest in anything (but money) oozes from her.


Alex Roth is an amiable young man, if not something of a bore, and Goldsmith gives him a plausible voice. Sue, on the other hand, is not so amiable. She’s a bit of a gold-digger, but also very earnest at that. The novel is written in a terse and hardboiled vernacular, and the story races along smoothly largely through point-of-view narration. The depression era with all its worn-out ramblers comes alive in the pages of the book. When the film was made in 1945, the story of Sue Harvey was dropped alongside with references to sex and drugs. The book ends in an open note, in the end of the film the police pick up Al (changed from Alexander). Otherwise, the film is pretty faithful.


Patricia Highsmith: A Game for the Living


(Harper 1959)


I haven’t read enough of Patricia Highsmith’s work to call myself a fan, but I’ve liked what I’ve read. For some reason or another, it’s almost twenty years since I’ve read any of the Tom Ripleys.


A Game for the Living proved to be one of her weaker books – or at least that’s what I think. It’s set in Mexico which makes it resemble some of Margaret Millar’s work, but Millar seems quite liberal compared to Highs-mith when it comes to her depiction of the Mexicans. Highsmith’s view of them is racist: the Mexicans are stupid, arrogant, child-like, corrupt, violent, acting on a whim. One of the whims is a deadly one: a beautiful woman who’s affiliated with many artists is killed brutally and the two men with whom she was in love with begin to act out their own guilts.


This seemed interesting at first, but then it bogged down to a mediocre thriller, with too many scenes in which the lead men were just suffering. The climax wasn’t very grabbing, I’m sorry to say.


Patricia Highsmith: The Cry of the Owl


(Harper 1962)


It seems to me that people mostly remember Patricia Highsmith from her Tom Ripley books and Strangers on a Train (would they if Hitchcock hadn’t made the film?). Her other stand-alones can also be effective, and The Cry of the Owl is indeed very effective.


The book’s a story about a young man who seems to dislike other people and stalks a young woman who’s living alone in a house some miles away from the city. The girl does have a boyfriend, but when she spots the young stalker and responses to him kindly, a very strange relationship starts to develop. It seems for quite a while that this is a rare murderless crime novel, but in the end there’s one. I won’t say anything more. This is a good example of domestic suspense, the subgenre Highsmith shared with the likes of Margaret Millar, Doris Miles Disney, Elizabeth Sanxay Holding, Ursula Curtiss and others. Highsmith might be the cruelest of them all.


Patricia Highsmith: Ripley Under Water


(Bloomsbury 1991)


The Tom Ripley novels by Patricia Highsmith are strangely appealing, even though there’s a nihilistic streak to them. It seems to make the books more enticing, though.


In Ripley Under Water Ripley is suddenly threatened by a strange American couple, who seem to know something about Ripley’s shady past and some killings he’s done. Ripley of course wants to get rid of them, but there’s also another reason: he thinks they are irritating, behave badly, disturbing the peace of the French countryside. It’s entertaining that Ripley can consider murdering people only for behaving badly in public, not playing by the rules. Ripley only wants to spend time with his beautiful wife, play some music, do some amateur paintings of his own, eat the good food his maid prepares. In Highsmith’s world, this can be sometimes achieved only through murder.


Ripley Under Water suffers somewhat from being too slow, especially in the middle when nothing much happens, but the ending is strong.


Orrie Hitt: The Cheaters (Midwood 1960); Dial


“M” for Man (Beacon 1962)


The momentum of old sleaze and sex paperbacks arrived in the 2010s. There were numerous reprints, and I think there will be even more of them, which is just great, if the books are as good as the ones in the Robert Silverberg double and in the Orrie Hitt double Stark House Press published in 2011.


Orrie Hitt was pretty much deemed to obscurity in the 1980s and 1990s, but there were some mentions of his name here and there, for example in Lee Server’s book on old paperbacks. It seems his star is on the rise – has actually been awhile –, mainly due to the blogs dedicated to the pulp school of writing and vintage sleaze. Stark House did a great double volume of his work, with two long-lost titles The Cheaters and Dial “M” for Man. It’s a great read and I recommend it highly. Several other Hitt titles have since been reprinted, some as e-books only, with AI covers.


The Cheaters tells about a young man, pretty much down on his luck, taking a job as a bartender in a seedy bar. The guy falls in love with the gorgeous wife of the bar’s fat and obnoxious owner, who wants the guy to take over the bar. Dial “M” for Man is about a TV repair man running his own business in a small town. He also falls in love with the gorgeous wife of the town’s big man who in his turn tries to run the TV man down in every way he can. Both books, published originally as cheap and cheap-looking paperbacks, are about ordinary men in bad situations. They just end up in them, even though they try to shy away from bad stuff. It just happens. They fall in love and start to scheme killing a man, albeit rather reluctantly. This is classic noir stuff, exemplified by this quote from Dial “M” for Man: “Here I was, just a little guy with everything to lose – everything that I had not already lost, that is.” You care for these guys, that’s why these two little books (Dial “M” for Man is just over 100 pages) have stayed alive.


The other reason for their vitality is Hitt’s narrative drive. Even though nothing much happens, and the prose isn’t very refined or stylish, Hitt really knows how to keep the story moving. You keep flipping the pages, though, as I said, nothing much happens. In this Hitt reminds me of Jason Starr, one of my favourite new noir writers, who also writes about ordinary people and in whose books nothing much happens. Especially in Dial “M” for Man Hitt really keeps the shit piling up on his protagonist.


The endings in both books are lousy, though, like Hitt didn’t really know how to keep up the dark pessimism of the earlier pages.


Arthur Maling: From Thunder Bay


(Harper Collins 1981)


Arthur Maling seems pretty obscure these days, but he published quite many books. From Thunder Bay is a Dortmunderish story, without Westlake’s humour, about a two-bit loser who accidentally kills a cop after a raid on a plane he’s been flying, without knowing the cop is smuggling guns into the US. I had mixed feelings about this – it’s touching and warm in its depiction of its anti-hero, but also pretty long, and as I said, there’s not much humour in it. But I did finish the book and should say that read it, if you can find it cheap. There are elements you don’t easily find in an American crime novel – one of the heroes (or anti-heroes, actually) is an Ojibwa Indian who belongs to the Canadian Marxist-Stalinist Party.


Don Tracy: Criss-Cross


(Vanguard 1935)


Don Tracy is a little-known writer these days, but he had a long and, at times, distinguished career. In his later career he wrote largely movie and TV tie-ins. His second novel, Criss-Cross, is probably his best-known book and it has served as a basis for two films: Robert Siodmak’s film of the same name and Steven Soderbergh’s The Underneath (1994). Later Tracy wrote many shocking novels, like How Sleeps the Beast? (1938), which was published first only in the UK, and in the US Lion could publish it in the fifties as “a paperback original” which it wasn’t, and The Big Blackout (1959). Both deal with racism of the South.


Criss-Cross was first published by Vanguard Press in 1934 as a hardback, and it was later reprinted several times in softcover. The copy I read is a Triangle Book reprint from 1948, in hardcover. Criss-Cross is quite a good novel. It’s told in a very terse, very hardboiled style (that reminded me of Jason Starr’s first novels, for some reason or another). Tracy uses ellipsis to a very good effect, and he writes good dialogue. Some dated slang words, like “potatoes” for money, don’t get much in the way. The story is about a guy who’s done some boxing and who now guards money trucks. He’s in love with Anna Krebak, a flimsy good-looking babe who goes out also with a guy called Slim, handsome creep. Tracy lets the action develop slowly, but you know how the story goes: this has been rewritten at least a hundred times since. Tracy paved way for the Gold Medal and Lion writers, alongside with James M. Cain (The Postman Always Rings Twice was published the same year as Criss-Cross, so it’s not sure if Tracy was influenced by Cain).


There are some problems with the novel, though. There are some twists you don’t see coming in the end of the novel, but the drive also slows down a bit. You feel there’s no need to read the rest of the novel after, say, page 200, even though Tracy gives hints of the protagonist’s descent into madness. The irony in the last, very short chapter is very gripping, though. Truly noir, this one.


Lee Server offers some quotes on Tracy in his The Encyclopedia of Pulp Fiction Writers. The critic Cyril Connolly reviewed the book for the New Statesman: “A fascinating crime story – aesthetically worse than The Postman Always Rings Twice, if that were possible [sic!] – but begin it at any page, nevertheless, and you can’t stop till you’ve read all the other others. It is a mass of fake simplicity, fake intensity, fake slang. Only the sentimentality and bad grammar are genuine. But one has to read it.” I should say this is not sentimental in the least! Bad grammar is genuine, because Tracy writes about characters who don’t know grammar!


James Michael Ullman: The Neon Haystack


(Simon and Schuster 1963)


The Neon Haystack came out in 1963, and it’s worth saving from oblivion (there was a Wildside Press reprint in the 2010s). It’s about a man who comes to a middle-sized Midwest town to search for his kid brother who was last seen in a notorious district of the town. Steve Kolchak stirs up dirt in the town during his search. The novel comes near the subgenre of cleaning-up-the-town novels, but actually Kolchak accomplishes nothing in that respect. The mystery unravels elsewhere. Medium-boiled, a tad sexist, but certainly worth a read.


Not much has been written about Ullman. He was born in 1925 and died in 1997, and he was a journalist for the Chicago Tribune. Much of his fiction takes place in Chicago. He came second in the Edgar contest for the best debut novel with The Neon Haystack (the first one was Cornelius Hirschberg, about whose sort-of-a-P.I. novel Florentine Finish I haven’t read) and won the Inner Sanctum prize with same. The Neon Haystack was published in French in the Gallimard Série Noire line, which is usually a recommendation.


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
WRITINGE N R. HARDBIOILED,
jLEI-\Z ND OTHER GENRES

F' LALES 2
L|TTLE TRAMPC






OEBPS/nav.xhtml




		Table of Contents



		Preface



		I LISTS

		Essential noir



		The best crime novels written by female authors



		Hard Case Western









		II CLASSIC NOIR

		Lawrence Block: Grifter’s Game



		Gil Brewer: The Red Scarf



		Gil Brewer: The Brat



		Robert Colby: The Captain Must Die



		James Cross: Root of Evil



		John Gregory Dunne: True Confessions



		Martin M. Goldsmith: Detour



		Patricia Highsmith: A Game for the Living



		Patricia Highsmith: The Cry of the Owl



		Patricia Highsmith: Ripley Under Water



		Orrie Hitt: several books



		Arthur Maling: From Thunder Bay



		Don Tracy: Criss-Cross



		James Michael Ullman: The Neon Haystack



		European noir and neo-noir



		Sébastien Japrisot: The Lady in the Car with Glasses and a Gun



		Jean-Patrick Manchette: 3 to Kill



		Massimo Carlotto: The Goodbye Kiss









		III HARDBOILED AND PRIVATE EYE NOVELS

		Mickey Spillane



		Robert Bloch: Shooting Star



		Carter Brown: The Flagellator



		Frank Castle: Lovely and Lethal



		Michael Connelly: Echo Park



		Michael Connelly: The Drop



		Robert Crais: The First Rule



		W. Glenn Duncan: Rafferty’s Rules



		Stanley Ellin: The Eighth Circle



		Joe Gores: Interface



		Joe Gores: Spade & Archer



		Stephen Greenleaf: The Grave Error; State’s Evidence



		Paul Johnston: The Golden Silence



		J. A. Konrath: Whiskey Sour



		Michael Koryta: A Welcome Grave



		Paul Kruger: A Bullet for a Blonde



		Brad Latham: the Hook series



		Elliott Lewis: Two Heads Are Better



		Arthur Lyons: The Dead Are Discreet



		Russel McLean: The Good Son



		William F. Nolan: The Black Mask Murders



		James Reasoner: Texas Wind



		Andy Straka: A Witness Above



		Jonathan Valin: Day of Wrath



		Dave White: When One Man Dies; The Evil That Men Do



		Books published only in Finnish



		Frank Castle: The Sowers of the Doom



		I. G. Edmonds: The Big Eye books



		Other American paperbacks published only in Finnish









		IV NEO-NOIR AND OTHER NEW GENRES

		American neo-noir



		Megan Abbott: Queenpin



		Megan Abbott: Bury Me Deep



		Megan Abbott: The End of Everything



		Jonathan Ames: You Were Never Really Here



		Charles Ardai: Fifty-to-One



		Steve Brewer: The Bank Job



		Thomas H. Cook: The Interrogation



		David Corbett: Do They Know I’m Running?



		James Ellroy: Blood on the Moon



		Christa Faust: Choke Hold



		Gillian Flynn: Girl Gone



		Gillian Flynn: Sharp Objects



		Jordan Harper: She Rides Shotgun



		Sam Hawken: Juárez Dance



		Sam Hawken: Missing



		Terrill Lankford: Shooters



		Laura Lippman: Sunburn



		Cormac McCarthy: No Country for Old Men



		Max Phillips: Fade to Blonde



		Scott Phillips: The Adjustment



		Tom Piccirilli: The Cold Spot



		Nic Pizzolatto: Galveston



		John Rector: The Cold Kiss



		J.D. Rhoades: Breaking Cover



		David J. Schow: Gun Work



		Anthony Neil Smith: Yellow Medicine & Jonathan Maberry: Patient Zero



		Anthony Neil Smith: All the Young Warriors



		Domenic Stansberry: The Confession



		Jason Starr & Ken Bruen: Bust; Slide; The Max



		Jason Starr: Tough Luck



		Jason Starr: Twisted City



		Jason Starr: The Follower



		Jason Starr: Panic Attack



		Jason Starr: The Pack



		Jason Starr: Savage Lane



		Jason Starr: Fugitive Red



		Duane Swierczynski: The Wheelman



		Duane Swierczynski: The Blonde



		Duane Swierczynski: Expiration Date



		Duane Swierczynski: Fun & Games



		Duane Swierczynski: Revolver



		Steven Torres: The Concrete Maze



		Urban Waite: Sometimes the Wolf



		Donald Westlake: The Hook



		Don Winslow: Power of the Dog



		Dave Zeltserman: Pariah



		Dave Zeltserman: Killer



		Dave Zeltserman: Bad Thoughts & Lawrence Block: Getting Off



		British, Scottish and Irish neo-noir



		Ray Banks: The Big Blind



		Paul D. Brazill: Guns of Brixton



		Allan Guthrie: Two-Way Split



		Allan Guthrie: Savage Night



		Allan Guthrie: Hard Man



		Declan Hughes: The Colour of Blood



		Malcolm McKay: The Necessary Death of Lewis Winter



		Tana French: The Witch Elm



		Kevin Wignall: Who Is Conrad Hirst?









		V SPY AND MEN’S ADVENTURE PAPERBACKS

		Jerry Ahern (as by Axel Kilgore): The Terror Contract



		James Fritzhand: Sign of the Cobra



		David Hagberg: The Istanbul Decision



		Don Pendleton (Mike Newton): The Fiery Cross



		Don Pendleton (Joshua Reynolds): Arctic Kill



		John Quinn: The Kill Squad



		Martin Cruz Smith: Nick Carter: The Inca Death Squad



		George Snyder: Nick Carter: The Jewel of Doom



		Robert Tine: Eraser



		Gar Wilson: Chip Off the Bloc









		VI THRILLERS AND SUSPENSE NOVELS

		Lawrence Block: Killing Castro



		Dan Brown: The Da Vinci Code



		Celia Fremlin: Hours Before Dawn



		Brian Garfield: Hopscotch



		Marisha Pessl: Night Film



		Jason Pinter: The Mark



		Jason Pinter: Fury



		Livia Reasoner: The Vampire Affair



		Todd Strasser: The Good Son









		VII SLEAZE AND SEX PAPERBACKS

		Lawrence Block: Kept; A Diet of Treacle



		Mark Clement: The Boss’s Daughter; Ken Kane: Racket-Babe



		Arnold English: School for Sex



		H. P. Jaye: Come, Come, My Lover



		Kimberly Kemp: Operation: Sex; Gerald Kramer: Swap Motel



		Peter Keyes: By Sex Possessed, The Love Odds, Hardrock Romeo



		Lester Morris: Savage Lust



		Max Nortic: The Real Thing, Code Name: The Gypsy Virgin, Total Awareness, Dirty Secrets



		Robert Silverberg: Gang Girl/Sex Bum



		Floyd Smith: Action Girls



		Sleaze in brief



		Sleaze books published possibly only in Finland



		Jason Brown: Little Girl Gone



		Bob Grand: Between All of Us



		Ralph Hayes: Smiling Lips; Unvirtuous Wife



		Jo Ann Sheer: Alayne’s Secret Pleasures









		VIII WESTERNS

		Thomas Berger: Little Big Man



		Bill Crider: Outrage at Blanco



		Joe Lansdale: The Thicket



		H. A. DeRosso: .44



		Patrick DeWitt: The Sisters Brothers



		Dorothy M. Johnson: Indian Country



		Elmore Leonard: Valdez Is Coming



		Charles O. Locke: The Hell-Bent Kid



		Clint McCall: Half Breed



		Cormac McCarthy: Blood Meridian



		Johnston McCulley: The Mark of Zorro









		IX OTHER GENRES

		Robert Ackworth: Young Doctor in Town



		Penelope Ashe: Naked Came the Stranger



		James R. Barton: Shadow Over Europe



		Robert Crane: Born of Battle



		John Fowles: A Maggot



		Gardner F. Fox: Barbary Slave



		Victor Gischler: Go-Go Girls of the Apocalypse



		Victor Gischler: Vampire-A-Go-Go



		Clark Howard: Dirt Rich



		Gabriel Hunt (Charles Ardai): Hunt Through the Cradle of Fear



		Len Levinson: The Sergeant Mahoney books



		David Markson: Reader’s Block



		Leo Perutz: Der Mangowunderbaum



		Robert Silverberg: Gilgamesh the King









		X HORROR

		Peter Brandvold: Paradox Falls



		Bill Crider (as Jack MacLane): Goodnight, Moom



		Bill Crider: Blood Marks



		Michael Crichton: Eaters of the Dead



		Brian Evenson: The Open Curtain



		Ed Gorman: Cage of Night



		Dean Koontz: Shattered



		Michael Koryta: The Ridge



		Michael Marshall: The Straw Men



		Dan Simmons: Summer of Night



		Jason Starr: The Pack



		Kevin Wignall: The Mercian trilogy



		Jack Williamson: Darker Than You Think









		XI NON-FICTION

		John Dinan: Sports in the Pulp Magazines



		Steve Holland: The Mushroom Jungle



		Paperback Parade: several issues from the 1990s









		XII REVIEWS IN BRIEF

		Joe Lansdale in brief



		American noir and other crime fiction in brief



		British neo-noir in brief



		Other genres in brief









		XIII BRITISH CRIME AND SPY NOVELS

		Ray Alan: My Bonny Lies Under the Sea



		Peter Chambers: The Bad Die Young



		James Hadley Chase: several novels



		Peter Cheyney: Dangerous Curves



		Basil Copper: Flip Side; Snow Job



		John Creasey: Gideon’s Risk



		Paul Denver: The Deadly Chance



		Adam Diment: The Dolly Dolly Spy



		Stephen Frances: The Sad and Tender Flesh



		Stephen Frances (as by Hank Janson): Way Out Wanton



		Sean Gregory: Murder Bangs a Big Drum



		Leonard Gribble: Striptease Murder



		Jack Higgins: Comes the Dark Stranger



		Hartley Howard: A Hearse for Cinderella; Epitaph for Joanna; Put Out That Star



		David Hume: The Cardby series



		Hank Janson: Lust for Vengeance



		Hank Janson (Harry Hobson): The Deadly Horse-race



		George Joseph: The Curtain Has Lace Fringes



		Bill Knox: Deadline for a Dream



		H. L. Lawrence: The Sparta Medallion



		Stanley Morgan: The Courier



		Bryan Peters: Hong Kong Kill



		Manning K. Robertson: Pattern for Survival



		Kenneth Royce: The XYY Man; The Miniatures Frame; The Stalin Account



		Angus Ross: The Huddersfield Job



		Jimmy Sangster: Foreign Exchange



		Frank Struan: Murder’s So Unpleasant; Tunnel of Nightmare, Ruthless Enemy, Fall Guy, The Girl from the Sea



		John Wainwright: The Big Tickle; The Talent for Murder; The Distaff Factor; Cul-de-sac



		Vernon Warren: No Bouquets for Brandon



		Ronald Wills: He Never Came Home









		XIV GRAPHIC NOVELS AND COMIC BOOKS

		Walter Hill, Matz & Jef: The Assignment; Triggerman; Christa Faust, Gary Phillips & Andrea Camerini: Peepland



		Craig McDonald & Kevin Singles: Head Games



		Leslie Waller, Arnold Drake & Matt Baker: It Rhymes with Lust









		XV FINNISH LITERATURE

		Aino Kallas: The Wolf ’s Bride



		Mika Waltari: The Egyptian; The Etruscan



		Finnish private eyes









		Copyright









Page List





		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		4











