Murder at the Library

September arrived in the city like a mysterious woman, an inscrutable mixture of the bittersweet memories of summer and the cool promise of autumn.   She drifted into the stale air of the detective squad room in the 78th Precinct, bringing a hint of burning leaves, a whisper of excitement that made Detective 2ndGrade Stewie Capella smile as he remembered being a teenager in September – the visits to the high-school book-seller,  his Italian momma getting his things ready for the new term, the furtive survey of the pretty new girls in his class.   The phone rang, jolting him out of his introspection.   His bald colleague, Detective 2nd Grade Mire Mire (so called because his father, a Hound of the Baskervilles fan, wished to commemorate the Great Grimpen Mire), answered it.

“Listen,  Stewie” he said, “That was the Public Library downtown on the phone.   They’ve had a break-in at that big exhibition they’re holding, and the world famous collection of Shakespeare’s love letters to Anne Hathaway has been stolen.  The guard was shot – he was dead before they reached him. Security have found only one witness and he’s deaf and heard nothing.   We’d better get down there.”
Both men, scenting the possibility of promotion should they succeed, rushed past the startled Detective Woollen Hose, who was catching, and down to the street below……….. 
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