Murder at the Library


They would never have entered the local bookshop in Kingsmarkham if a sudden thunderstorm had not sent them rushing for shelter. Inside, Chief Inspector Wexford, shaking raindrops from his bulky frame, found his eye attracted by an exhibition of books entitled “Love through the ages”. He picked up a nearby volume “Love Letters: an Anthology”. A voice in his ear distracted him:

“I don’t know why people bother with this stuff- silly nonsense”Wexford’s long-time associate, Mike Burden, paced impatiently beside him, waiting for the shower to ease.

 “Oh, I don’t know, Mike “Wexford replied, “I read lately somewhere that a recent survey showed that readers are as interested as ever in romantic prose and poetry. Dora mentioned that she saw a similar promotion in the local library”.
 Burden’s previously inscrutable face became suddenly alert. 
“It’s a pity, then, that people can’t confine their activities in libraries to just reading” he muttered.

 The book-seller approached from the shop’s nether regions.

 “Can I help you Gentlemen”? he enquired.

 “No thank you “replied Wexford, “just browsing”.

 “No time” added Burden, “we have a double murder in the library to investigate” as he headed for the door.
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