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  John Dickson Carr 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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  Editors Note


  Well, how much truth is in it? Anyone who reads the ensuing narrative may wonder whether Colonel Kinsmere (rest his soul) was not glorifying his grandfather by building the sort
  of vague legend found among many families into a lyric edifice of lies. This is the verdict of one of his descendants, Mr. Herbert Darlington, who has assisted me in preparing the record, so that
  in suggesting it I am in no danger of getting myself sued for libelling somebodys ancestor.


  Primarily, the story was designed to amuse young people at Blackthorn during the troubled month of June, 1815. The bogy of Napeleon Bonaparte was abroad in Flanders, and three members of the
  Kinsmere family were shortly to face him in the army of Field-Marshal the Duke of Wellington. Boneys drums could be heard even in that quiet library by the Avon. Whether the story was in
  part invented by an old gentleman of exuberant fancy (Colonel Kinsmere had celebrated his eighty-third birthday on the previous 11th of April), or whether every incident really occurred as he swore
  it did, is a question to which no answer can be supplied.


  And yet, though certain details may be stretched or elaborated, we need not necessarily doubt everything. Todays experience suggests that, in matters of diplomatic hocus-pocus behind the
  scenes, the melodramatic explanation is usually the true one. Besides, when Colonel Kinsmere told his tale in 1815, research into the records of the seventeenth century had attained only a
  rudimentary stage; even Pepyss diary was not yet decoded.


  The real-life people to whom Colonel Kinsmere introduces us behave so much in accordance with the discoveries of present-day scholars as to afford proof that he heard the details at first hand.
  The same may be said of topographical detail: the London background, the Devil tavern, the arrangement of rooms in Whitehall palace. Though it is impossible to discover whether a performance of
  Julius Caesar was given by the Kings Company on the date he assigns to it, those actors and actresses who appear with Dolly Landis in chapter IX were all authentically members of
  the Kings Company at that time, playing the parts that would have been given them.


  Again, Colonel Kinsmeres characters talk so entirely in the style of the seventeenth century that Mr. Darlington and I were somewhat tempted to woo readers by modernizing it. But this, as
  contemporary letters and diaries attest, is how people really did think and speak in the year 1670; it makes very easy reading when long sentences are punctuated into short ones and we have decided
  neither to alter nor to apologize.


  Finally, it might be interesting to quote extracts from the diary of Mrs. Anne Kinsmere Darlington (17991868), who took down the narrative verbatim. She declares, in her diary, that she finds
  it a shocking story, though there is nothing in the least shocking about it. Whatever the ladys views, it is to her interest and industry that we owe its preservation; certain marginal notes
  indicate she might surreptitiously have wished for herself the broad charms and amatory adventures of Dolly Landis. In any event, here is the tale as Richard Kinsmere told it; the reader may be
  left to determine how much probably happened, how much might have happened, and how much could never have happened in this world.
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