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  Peter Cheyney 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
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  Memory Unlimited


  I JUMPED into the first railway compartment which seemed empty, without noticing the little companion that was pre-destined to keep me awake all night.
  The train moved slowly out of the station. I gazed at the lights of Stockholm gently receding into the darkness, wrapped my rug around me and prepared to go to sleep. My eyes fell on a book left on
  the seat opposite by a previous passenger.


  I took it up absent-mindedly and ran through the first few lines. Five minutes later, I was reading it as eagerly as a clue to a hidden treasure.


  I learned that everyones memory is capable of fantastic feats, that the least gifted of people can memorise once and for all, information as complicated as a list of the hundred largest
  towns in the world and their populations, all this after reading it through once only.


  It seemed unlikely then that I should succeed in filing away the interminable lists of figures, dates, towns, their populations and reigning families, which had driven me to despair during my
  school days, when my memory was fresh. I thought I would test the truth of the statement.


  I took a time-table out of my suitcase and began reading quietly in the manner prescribed, the names of the hundred railway stations between Stockholm and Trehorningsjo.


  I observed that after reading it over only once, I really could recite that list in the order I had read it, and in its reverse order. I could even point out immediately the relative position of
  any town, for instance, which was the 27th, the 84th and the 36th, so deeply were these names imprinted in my mind.


  I was astonished at the memory I had acquired and spent the rest of the night making new and more difficult experiments without reaching the limits of what I was so quickly capable.


  I did not, of course, confine myself to experiments and on the next day I put to practical use my knowledge of the laws of the mind. I was then able to memorise with surprising ease whatever I
  read, the music I heard, the names and faces of people who called on me, their addresses, my business appointments, and even to learn Spanish in four months.


  If I have obtained from life a measure of wealth and happiness, it is to that book I owe it, for it revealed to me the workings of my brain.


  Three years ago, I had the good fortune to meet its author and I promised him to propagate his method, and today I am glad of this opportunity of expressing my gratitude to him.


  I can only suppose that others wish to acquire, what is, after all, the most valuable asset towards success in life. Borgs address is L. A. Borg, c/o Aubanel Publishers, 14 Lower Baggott
  Street, Dublin.


  Apply to him for his little book, The Eternal Laws of Success. It is free to all who wish to develop their memory.


  F. ROBERTS.


  
OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
PETER
GCHEYNEY

SINISTER ERRAND

‘Peter Cheyney is the Damon Runyon of crime’
The Times






OEBPS/html/docimages/logo.jpg





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





