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We weren't sure at first.
We soon were surer.
After all, the ground had only just stopped shaking.
I was splashed as a copy of Moby Dick flew past, open at a random passage on the deck of the Pequod.
Maureen passed me towel. We both heard the roaring.
Definitely roaring.
Not a tiger, a lion I was fairly certain.
I sniffed the air a few dozen times and flashed a grin of relief at Maureen who looked confused.
"Mothballs" I said to her, causing a look of even greater confusion from poor Maureen.
"Mothballs Maureen! How many books have mothballs AND lions in them?" I asked, she still looked puzzled.
I rolled my eyes, safe in the knowledge this particular literary lion was not any danger, Aslan was one of the good guys.
Maureen looked worried. "The horror section? What about the horror section?"
She was right to be concerned there, anything from Frankenstein upwards might be pouring out of there right this minute.
The ground shook again, this time not quite as vigorously as the first.
We heard the male voice saying "You're a wizard, Harry!" then the thud.
"Harry Potter" we both said at the same time. No danger from that chapter of The Philosophers Stone, just Hagrid and Harry doing some decidedly boring stuff. Not even the Dursleys to upset our moment.
I started running towards the horror section, sellotape dispenser in hand.
The shelves weren't that far, three rows down and there was only one casualty. I fought my way through The Fog and found the James Herbert book open on the floor. It was easy enough to close and I quickly taped it shut.
I ran the tape dispenser across the racks of shelves, quickly taping the books onto the shelves to keep them secure. Or more secure.
I was grateful for small mercies, no Stephen King or Shaun Hutson had fallen loose.
A dozen or so rows away i could hear Maureen shouting my name.
I started running towards her.
I couldn't make out exactly what she was shouting until I rounded the corner.
'Monkeys!' I immediately thought. That turned out to be exactly what she'd been shouting too.
Maureen had secreted herself around another corner, I could see the troop of monkeys surrounding the black rectangular stone stood upright by the shelf.
One particularly brave monkey was walking towards the stone with a bone in his hand.
I had a memory flash - Moonwatcher! That was his name. This was the opening of 2001, A Space Odyssey.
I bolted back down a few rows of shelves and grabbed a book from the childrens section.
I was pretty sure this ought to work.
As I walked back I positioned the sellotape at the page I wanted to fall open and threw the book around the corner.
The little cartoon monkey ran right out into the middle of the group carrying a banana. Moonwatcher was sufficiently distracted enough from the monolith for me to grab their book and slam it closed. Then tape it shut and return it to the shelf.
The cartoon monkey seemed confused as to where the other real monkeys has vanished to.
I grabbed his book and shut it again. Bye bye Curious George, thanks for the assist.
Another smaller, less violent shake of the ground.
I made my way back to the childrens section and as I replaced the book in my hand on the shelf, I realised that just like Horton, I could also hear a Who.
That little tome was easy enough to find and close.
I made my way back to where I'd seen Maureen secreting herself before the monkey incident. She wasn't there.
And now I could hear screaming.
By the time I reached the biography section, we'd had the final tremor.
I rounded the corner to see the body of Maureen. Laying next to her was the thankfully closed biography of Charles Manson.
Poor cow, what a way to go.
I'd have to put in another request for shelf stoppers. It had to be cheaper than constantly rehiring new staff.
It's so hard to get good people in an earthquake zone.
They never believe it's a real library of pop-up books.
I wasn't looking forward to explaining this latest death to the Police.
I'd barely gotten them to believe where that Zulu assegai had come from last time.
The End.
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