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  Geoffrey Household 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 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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  MEMORANDUM OF HENRY SEQUERRA


  I consign these informal records to my safe without corrections or omissions in case they should ever be required as evidence in a Court of Law. I have every reason, however,
  to apprehend that Justice has been done and that it will never be seen to have been done.


  The opening document is the first half of the narrative of Dr Philip Ardower, which I have chosen to place on top of the file because it presents a lucid picture of his involvement with my dear
  ward and goddaughter, Olura Manoli, as well as the distressing and ultimately dangerous predicament in which these two supposedly responsible people became entangled.


  The second document is Oluras own story. When I flew to Spain in response to her obscure and censored appeal, her answers to my questions appeared emotional, over-excited and inclined to
  attribute importance to a variety of circumstances which had none whatever. A womans accuracy differs from that of a man, and it is often hard to establish the sequence of events when she
  considers a mood more vital than a fact and a half-truth more revealing than cold exactitude.


  That was the reason why I requested her to write down with the utmost sincerity exactly what had happened. I must admit that I did not require such sincerity to extend to unnecessary details of
  her personal life, though, knowing Olura, I should perhaps have expected it. Initially her account covers the same facts as Dr Ardowers but one might be forgiven for failing, here and there,
  immediately to recognise that indeed they are the same.


  The third set of papers is the remainder of Ardowers narrative, which reveals his very natural anxiety for Olura and the consequences of his chivalrous imprudence which made my
  intervention as difficult as it was urgent.


  During his life Theodore Manoli was closer to me than a brother. Since his death the welfare of his only daughter has been the first responsibility of love. I will not say it has been easy to
  discharge. Upon reaching the age of revoltwhich seems an imperious necessity to the more intelligent of the younger generationOlura chose passionately to reject Theodores
  environment, while preserving his sense of duty, his integrity and his devotion to those he loved. The Establishment was anathema to her. She referred to it with thin lips, like an Orangeman forced
  to mention the Roman Church. As for me, her godfather, guardian, trustee andto carry on my similea cardinal not only of the Establishment but the International Establishment, I was
  endurable only because the darling had become attached to me at an early age.


  As I re-read these documents I perceive recurring in Oluras character a quality which at the time I put down to her essential femininity, never realising that she had inherited it from
  Theodore. Indeed the most perfect illustration of it is her own christening.


  Theodores handwriting was unintelligiblea fact which even I hesitated to point out to him. Far from being slipshod or undecorative, it was so imposing that a reader attempting to
  decipher it for the first time invariably blamed his own stupidity. Even when Theodore, to avoid all possible error, wrote in printed capitals he joined them together with such luxuriance that the
  essential word seemed to be engrossed in the priestly script of some high and vanished civilisation.


  Upon the birth of his daughter he registered her name as Olivia. For once he was particularly careful with his capitals, and there could be no conceivable doubt that the name was Olura. It was
  early in the war, and Theodore was sleeping on a camp bed in the office; so the first he knew of what he had done was at the christening. I remember the loudly whispered protest of her mother when
  the parson pronounced the name. Theodore did not turn a hair. He said that it was charming and congratulated his secretary on so delicious a typing error. I am compelled to accuse him of preferring
  to accept a mistake rather than the truth about his handwriting; but at the same time I applaud his extraordinary power of instant decision. He never failed to exploit any totally unexpected
  situation which was obviously desirable.


  Nor indeed did she, on the occasions when she was free to act. I see that inspired inconstancy in her change ofshall I call it?objective in the Hostal de las Olas, in her impulsive
  but often profitable reactions thereafter, in her instinctive realisation that Ardower must be dead and her admirable choice of the right witness to suborn.


  That perhaps is the least of the illegalities which I feel bound to record in my personal statement, the fourth and last of these documents. My motives were in no way public-spirited. I do not
  share the opinions of Olura, humane and liberal though they are; still less do I share those of the Alliance des Blancs which have no base but hysteria. When, however, such activities as theirs
  grossly disturb the peace and happiness of the individual, mere defeat is, I feel, insufficient punishment, and my qualms of conscience are allayed.
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