Murder at the Library

Parody of Agatha Christie’s Hercule Poirot Murder Mystery Series.

By Jamie O’Connell, Cork City Library.
Margarine Butterfake, a book-seller from Kabul, was brutally murdered in her local library. She had been organising a Mills and Boon promotion. Just as she placed The Love Letters of a Sexpot Librarian on the exhibition shelf, she was thumped on the back of the head with a pick-axe. Scotland Yard investigated the crime. However, the bumbling Inspector Japp couldn’t have solved a Sudoku, not to mention a murder mystery. Yet, he knew of a Belgian detective who might be able to help, a Mr. Hercule Poirot.
Two days later, the man with a long curling moustache and egg shaped head stood before a room full of possible murder suspects. He gazed down at their inscrutable faces.

“For so long I have used my little grey cells to solve crime. However, I have noticed a pattern in the murders I solve meaning no such effort is required. In every mystery I have ever solved, it is always the person least suspected who has committed the crime,” he said with certainty.

“Well if that’s the case, I couldn’t have murdered Margarine!” exclaimed Lottie Stabbs, “I am definitely a suspect. As you all know, I’ve been poisoning my sister for at least six months now. I’ve wanted to murder her for ages.”


“It couldn’t be me either,” said Roger, Margarine’s husband. “I’ve been having a sordid affair with my secretary, Miss Heavytop. I’ve been trying to smother Margarine with a pillow while she sleeps.”
 “I’ve been oiling the stairs, hoping she’ll break her neck,” said Henry, Margarine’s son. “After all, I’ve always wanted her money.”


“Exactly,” said Hercule Poirot. “And that is why none of you could have actually killed her. It would be too obvious. The person who killed Margarine has to be the most unlikely. And there are people in this room that I do not suspect. There is no evidence against them. They must have killed Margarine.” Poirot turned to Inspector Japp. “You have no motive or opportunity to have killed Margarine. You didn’t even know her.”


“Listen here Poirot,” exclaimed Inspector Japp. “You’ve gone barkers!”


“My dear friend, do not alarm yourself! I know you are not the killer. You have a motive. You thrive on murder mysteries. Otherwise you would not have a job! However there is still another option.”


“Who? The cat?” asked Roger, looking at the fluffy Persian on the rug.


“No, even he is more suspicious than one person, so therefore could not have committed the crime. Notice, the cat was in England when the murder occurred. However, I was not. So as the least suspected person in this mystery, I am the killer. So I confess. I killed Margarine. Arrest me Inspector Japp, for the murder of Mrs Butterfake.”

With that Poirot was arrested and taken away. Everyone was dazzled by the logic of Poirot’s deductions. They decided that Poirot should solve every other murder they might commit in the future.
