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Murder, My Sweet
A review of Murmur by Laura Mullen
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the first two
breaths, bated breaths even, arid comprise
an
Horror
"is
of
Tales
about"
eventual
(reconstructs,
parts
trilogy.
of
the genre we know as gothic horror; Murmur,
devastates,
exposes)
story. Soon the romance novel will
similarly, "is about" the detective
go under the knife.
The detective
story. Think M. Think Dial M for Murder. Think
Laura. Think
for that matter,
Murder, My Sweet. Think,
Poe,
Hammett,
Chandler, Angela Lansbury refusing to age. But Mullen's
in this trilogy-to-be?the
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