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Amateur Sleuth Jane Smith might have only been a baby when the Queen was coronated, but she seriously loved the Queen. She was such an elegant, wonderful, caring woman that Jane just couldn’t help herself but get excited for today.

Even her tiny village made of little stone cottages, large open fields and a little river nearby, Jane had never ever been much of a churchgoer and whilst it was considered “bad form” of her not to go. She didn’t care anyway.

But with all the other old folk in the village attending church this morning, it gave Jane a much needed chance to help prepare for the Jubilee Lunch. And that was what Jane was really, really looking forward to.

It was flat out amazing that up and down the country, the commonwealth and the world people were preparing the meals for a massive lunch in honour of the Queen. Jane had made her famous strawberry scones, lemon roulade and tuna sandwiches. 

Jane had absolutely loved the crumbly sweet creamy flavour of the scones as she “forced” herself to taste test one of them. She was always going to try out her food just in case something was wrong with it.

She didn’t want to be the talk of the village because of her bad cooking. Jane didn’t wish that on anyone.

As Jane stood firmly on the large village green with its large oak trees that bent slightly in the warm morning breeze that gently flowed through the village carrying with it hints of cakes, scones and roast chicken from all the other bakers in the village.

Jane just knew this was going to be a wonderful feast where the entire village and their families could get together, celebrate and enjoy each other’s company. Jane had wanted to travel up to see her own children but half of them were ill and the other half had jobs that didn’t allow them to take time off for such important weekends.

As much as Jane loved some of her children for getting into the police. She had never liked how anti-social their working hours were.

The sound of people talking, hammering and building stuff made Jane focus on the very centre of the village green where a group of rather attractive young men and a few women were putting up immense red, white and blue marquees. 

Jane had already helped to pick out the design of the tables, napkins and bunting that her best friend Marg was meant to be bringing very soon (she was technically late but that was elderly Marg for you). So everything should be absolutely perfect, and Jane had already called “dips” (as the cool kids were calling it these days) on the leftover sandwiches and wine.

“Jane!” Marg shouted.

Jane slowly turned around and smiled as she watched her best friend in the entire world shuffle towards her. Marg was naturally a slow mover in her old age, but she seemed to be even worse today on the village green.

Jane went over to her. It was going to be a lot quicker.

Marg was wearing a beautiful hat, black dress and pearl necklace that somehow managed to take off ten years from her eighty-year-old face. But Jane definitely preferred her bright flowery dress, red high-heels and little purse that thankfully made her look under the retirement age.

Something that was becoming harder and harder for Jane’s 70+ year old body to do.

“Hi Marg,” Jane said smiling.

Marg kept shuffling and started tapping Jane’s arm.

Then Jane noticed she wasn’t carrying boxes and boxes of bunting and other decorations that she was meant to bring.

“Where’s the bunting?” Jane asked.

Marg looked to the ground. “Oh Pet. It was stolen. That why I was late. I was looking for it Pet,”

Normally if an eighty-something-year-old woman came up to Jane, she could probably be kind and try to help them remember where she dropped it, forgot it or just drive her back to pick it up for her.

But this was Marg.

As older, annoying and slow moving as Marg could be, Jane had known her for more than enough decades (probably over half a century) that she never displaced important things. And that bunting definitely was important.

“Did you pick it up?” Jane asked.

Marg mockingly hit her on the arm. 

“Pet. I’m old. Not senile,”

Jane wasn’t so sure on that but she never liked to put people down.

“When did you last see it?” Jane asked.

Marg looked up and Jane really hoped she wasn’t going to say in the sky.

“Um. Last night Pet. I put it all in me living room so I could load it up...” Marg opened her mouth and gasped.

Jane was seriously going to hit her if all that bunting was still in her living room.

“Correction,” Marg said. “I was gonna leave it in the living room Pet. But I didn’t want to put it all in me car the morning. So I place it in there last night,”

Jane folded her arms. “And the bunting isn’t in your car now?”

Marg looked as if she couldn’t actually remember. 

Jane smiled and wrapped an ageing arm around Marg’s shoulder and started to slowly guide her shuffling back to her car.

“Where did you park?” Jane asked.

Marg just stopped and pointed right to the very edge of the village green.

There was no car there.

Someone had stolen Marg’s car.

And probably the bunting with it.
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There was a lot of different things that Jane had gotten used to over the decades in the village and more recently as the village’s amateur sleuth. But Marg’s accidents or crimes happening to her best friend was definitely something she would never get used to.

Jane loved Marg. She wouldn’t have her round her house in the evenings for laughter, talking and setting the world to rights if she didn’t. So every single time something bad happened to her, it broke Jane’s heart.

Thankfully, Marg remembered that she actually hadn’t parked at the very edge of the village green and she had actually parked in her normal parking spot a few blocks away.

But Jane couldn’t help but feel like this wasn’t Marg being forgetful, it was something more.

Sure Marg might forget from time to time where she put her keys. But an entire car?

Jane and Marg walked/ shuffled down a long country road with plenty of little stone cottages lining the way and clear signs that a couple of parked cars used to be outside each. The tourists had probably driven down to the village green or somewhere.

This was definitely more of a touristy little part of the village, and it seemed that a bunch of city people wanted to spend the Jubilee weekend in the countryside.

A bunch of locals weren’t happy about that, but Jane didn’t care. As long as everyone was respectful to each other, she wasn’t going to care at all.

Yet there was no sign of Marg’s car anyway. She had recently gotten a new one a little black hatchback that, as Jane’s children and grandchildren had put it, was definitely an old lady car.

Jane completely agreed but as long as Marg was happy and safe that was all that mattered.

Marg’s shuffling slowed down even more. “I’m ain’t going mad Pet,”

Jane slowly nodded. It was well known that Marg only parked in a few spots in the entire village and there was no logical sense for her to park in the other spots.

There wasn’t a shadow of a doubt that Marg had parked at the edge of the village green or here. Someone was clearly trying to mess with her by stealing her car.

But just in case, Jane needed to ask someone.

Thankfully there were two young men, clearly a couple, coming out of one of the stone cottages hand in hand.

“Excuse me!” Jane shouted over the road to them. “You didn’t see a small black car here earlier?”

The couple looked at each other. Then the slightly taller one with brown hair stepped forward.

“No Madame. Yet we heard a car screaming through her earlier. I rushed to the... window but all I saw was a black dot speeding away,” the man said.

“Merci,” Jane said. 

Marg sort of nodded to the couple as they started to walk down the street. They were probably going towards the village green.

“The French shouldn’t be coming here. They should see London and true England Pet, ya know?”

Jane just waved her question away. But if they were right then it made no sense why Marg’s car would be racing through here. Unless Marg did park here, someone stole it and wanted to make a speedy getaway.

“Marg,” Jane said, “are you absolutely sure you parked at the village green?”

Marg smiled. “Ya Pet. I didn’t wanna spoil the surprise for ya. Had to check something first,”

Jane was rather intrigued about her friend’s little surprise but she had a case to solve first. At least she knew for certain that Marg had parked here. 

Jane walked out into the road and started to look for tyre marks. And thankfully it didn’t take her too long to find some.

As much as her ageing knees protested, Jane knelt on the ground and the two massive marks were about the same size as Marg’s wheels.

These marks certainly came from her car.

Jane stood back up again and carefully looked at each of the stone cottages to see if anyone had a security camera, a nosy neighbour or anything that would help them.

“Jane!” Marg shouted.

Jane turned to where Marg had been standing. She was gone. Jane felt her stomach twist at the idea of Marg being kidnapped.

But after a few moments she noticed that Marg was standing right next to a little red car, the only one on the street now the two men had driven off, and she was pointing to a red flashing light on a dashcam.

It was turned on and recording and it probably recorded what happened to Marg’s car.

Jane needed that footage.
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Something that Jane had always loved about the countryside was that the entire community was often so friendly, kind and compassionate. All Jane had needed to do was knock on the door of the little stone cottage closest to the car, ask the owner for the footage and he did this thing called “airdropping” her the footage.

Jane and Marg nodded next to the two massive black marks on the road with the boiling hot sun beaming down on them as they watched the footage on Jane’s new smartphone.

The footage showed two young women dressed in very short shorts, crop tops and no shoes race towards the car, unlock it and race off with it.

Jane gave Marg a sideways glance. 

It was possible that Marg had lost her keys and not remembered but it was so strange to imagine Marg being so careless. Then again it meant no sense for young women to be driving Marg’s car in the first place.

Jane checked the number plate in the footage. It was definitely Marg’s car.

“You know what I’m thinking Pet?”

Jane almost didn’t want to ask.

“I think Pet, I’ve been targeted by evil international foreign criminals,” 

Wow! That was a new one even for Marg.

“Actually show me your car key,” Jane said, trying her best to sound supportive about her crazy nonsense.

Marg’s wrinkly hands stumbled through her pockets and just as Jane had suspected she couldn’t find her key.
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