Murder at the Library

Chief Inspector Morse firmly closed the door of his beloved Jaguar and wearily crunched over the gravel towards the main library at Oxford. 

“Bit of a bloodbath in there sir”, greeted Lewis cheerfully. 

“Indeed Lewis”, sighed Morse. “I was just about to pour myself a cold beer, sit in my darkened living room with my feet up and wallow in the loneliness of this existence while listening to some murderous opera.”

“Sorry about that sir…..I’ll endeavour to arrange the next murder at a more convenient time, shall I sir?”

Morse rapped sharply on the heavy wooden door. It was opened promptly by Miss Sylvia Mink, Librarian in Residence. She was petite (almost freakishly small, really) and strikingly attractive, with an aura of cool sophistication most common in librarians.  She gazed steadily at the pair with a certain air of superiority that Morse found instantly appealing.   “Good evening gentlemen. Apologies for having to inconvenience you in this manner….it’s just a small matter of a rather dead librarian in the exhibition area”. Her voice was like runny chocolate with fudge bits and Morse found it achingly attractive. She was the type he would be happy to accompany to Wagner’s Tristen and Isolde without running the risk of acute embarrassment. He ruefully recalled his most recent blind date at the opera – the continuous chewing of Bubblicious in his ear – the crass jokes about men in tights, and the final nail in the coffin………   …."any chance of gettin’ a bag of chips in this gaff luv?". He still recalled with horror the two explicit love letters he had received afterwards and the memory of it now made his face burn with intense mortification. Miss Mink was a different class of woman altogether, she was intelligent and beautiful, like a pint-sized Carl Vorderman and Wonder Woman all rolled into one. 
“Follow me”, purred Miss Mink as she sashayed away, her Jimmy Choo shoes clicking briskly over the highly polished corridor. “After you sir”, beamed Lewis cheekily. “Really Lewis!” hissed Morse with a withering look, “Grow up!”
“The book seller, a Mr. Harding found her at 8.05 p.m.” ventured Sylvia. “He was only here to do a book promotion. The poor man is quite inconsolable”, she said in a pitying voice. Lewis took it upon himself to survey the area. In the dim light, the eyes of several of the larger paintings seemed to stare out accusingly at him. He was beginning to develop a serious case of the hebegebees. “I’ve got a bad feeling about this one sir”.  “You don’t say Lewis” said Morse cynically, his face inscrutable. Morse and Lewis inched closer to the body; its pallid skin appeared almost translucent in the moonlight.  

“She really is quite dead” murmured Sylvia in silken tones.

“She’s not only merely dead…....she’s really most sincerely dead”, offered Lewis.

“It seems to me that she is morally, ethically, spiritually, physically, positively, absolutely, undeniably and reliably dead”, concluded Morse with utmost seriousness.

The body of the unfortunate Myrtle McGillycuddy, Senior Executive Librarian was slumped on a large Winnie-the-pooh beanbag, a pool of cold dark blood, the colour of Ribena beneath her.

 “I wouldn’t mind, but that beanbag really is quite new”, sighed Miss Mink with a regretful shake of her delicate beautiful head.  Myrtle’s grey, fish-like eyes stared unseeing into the gloomy air. On her lap, between her clenched, claw –like fingers she was clutching a book as if her very life depended on it. 

It was a brand new, just classified, bright yellow copy of the recent bestseller………………………. “Librarianship for Dummies”.
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