MURDER MYSTERY:

Desire, Deception, and the Final Cut
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‘Was her death a suicide 7§
or a murder skillfully connived?
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Shu arched a single, scut%t‘e;{ geﬁrmv, bis [if curfing as if be bad just discovered a cockroach in his e.st.fo.
with the delicate Jis?;tin gg' 4 man 5andl'iné something unclean, be nud"ged' the book away using the tip of his
Sfountain pen. "Why," be begap, bis voice sillen wu‘ég bewilderment, "are so many feofz utte?[y fascinated fy
Iml}: trash ike this? 1¢'s iné ectual J[udée. "

£l didn'e Look, up  from ber own (eather-bound volume. She merel sﬁr%td; a slow, vhythmic movement
of ber shoulders that s%estec{ she bad fom{em{ this many times before. Perﬁafs feof[e crave fhe jolt of it," she
murmured. " Most [ives are a grey bum of repetition~affice cubicles, (ukewarm tea, and quiet desperation. C[’Eg

want to be shocked, t‘Iﬁfy want somet5ing violent or [urid to shake them out of their subuirban stupor.”

ack, exbaled .cﬁmgfy, the sound, edged with irvitation. His jaw tightened untif the muscles flickered beneath
bis skin. " That may b," Jack interjected, "But the lack of craft is insulting. These romance novels are nothi

but a conveyor el ?" &'mome tropes, o assembly-line fantasies~carbon copies .cm;?m{ out for the undiscerning,
CThe same orooding billionaire. CLbe same fragile ingenue. 1¢s anesthesia masquerading as art.”

E[[Z_ﬁm[[ closed ber book, ber expression mashed in & chillin afm‘fy. "f'IEfy are merely a mirror,
Jack," she mid:yéer voice flat. " A reflection of a Mi:i{ey that is already fractured. When you Took at the rise of
sociopathic flgum in power, ?f narcissism of the fofi ol stage, isn't 3¢ clear? CThe literature isn'¢ the froE[em;
it’s just a symptom of our collective malaise.”

Juanita, sensing an imftm[im storm, let out a sfr?fe i
Sforward, ber eyes 6‘1%51‘ anid conciliatory, trying to pu ée 4 lf back, towards barmony. "Well,” she said
gently, "jéwe’re 5eing bonest, tyste is g; fast freedom most fe bave. Let fe (e choose their own poison. Who
am ]yt‘o flay the dictitor and tel] the world what t59/ should or shouldn'¢ tead on their Lunch bredks? "

[augﬁ that acted like o [gﬁtm'nrg rod, She [eaned
rou




