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Two
Many Sleuths Glossary

(There may be a few unfamiliar expressions for
readers. Hopefully, the glossary will clear things up.)

Aces – really great to residents of the
United Kingdom as opposed to a high value card. Ex: That’s
aces!

Across the Pond – across the Atlantic
Ocean.

Anglophile – A person who greatly admires
Britain/England.

Bloody – this is used instead of very by
Brits. Example: Bloody terrific means very good.

Brilliant – this is usually a nod to
brilliance. Similar to saying, “Great job,” or “Genius.” This is
often used sarcastically by Brits to mean just the opposite.

Brit – nickname for a person from
Britain.

CC Television – close circuit camera.

Constable – policeman. It’s usually used
in a friendly manner.

Chuff/Chuffed – is used to mean excited
or pleased by Brits and Canadians, alike. It is also slang for
butt, but not in this book.

Crikey – is a British exclamation of
surprise, astonishment or wonder.

Cuppa – refers to a cup of tea. (British
slang)

Lend a hand – help

Loo – bathroom/restroom.

Lovely – while this is normally
compliment meaning beautiful or pleasing, it is often used
sarcastically by Brits to mean just the opposite. The meaning can
be determined by the speaker, tone, and situation.

Lush – while can mean heavy drinker, it
is actually a compliment in the UK meaning pretty, beautiful or
sexy. Lush is also used to mean large or luxurious.

Porter – someone who carries your
luggage. Porters are more commonly associated with trains in the
US. We usually use the term sky cap in the US.

RFID lifters – This is a person who can
take advantage of radio frequency identification credit cards by
using a device that records the frequency of the credit card by
nearly being near the card holder. This is a big problem in
international airports.

Snowbird Yankee – Someone North of the
Mason Dixon Line who heads to the Southern states when the weather
gets cold. They usually have a second home in the warmer
states.

Spot of Trouble – Trouble, mischief, or
bothersome issues. It usually implies something not disastrous.

Tickety boo – in good order. Fine.

War of Northern Aggression – This refers
to the American Civil War and is commonly used by Southerners.

Yank – When used by folks from the United
Kingdom, means American.
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Chapter One
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A week without a murder or
the mention of any crime made Donna Tollhouse Taber grin. She
adjusted the car window clamps on the British flags and stepped
back, resting her hands on her lower back. “I think it’s a nice
touch.”

Her detective husband, Mark, ran a hand
through his salt and pepper hair. “I don’t know.” His face
scrunched up. “It might be over the top. Howard doesn’t strike me
as the showy type. He keeps things low-key, a proper Brit.”

Typical. Her husband thought he knew all
about the neighbors over the pond due to having previously
researched diamonds and jewel heists. He’d struck up an online
relationship with a Scotland Yard Detective Inspector, Inspector
Howard Dudley. Never mind that her husband hadn’t put in the hours
she had watching BBC mysteries and The Great British Baking
Show. If Howard didn’t appreciate her efforts to welcome them,
his wife, Elizabeth, certainly would.

“A proper Brit might mention they don’t go
in for pomp and ceremony, but just look at the royal weddings. They
go crazy about those,” she informed him.

“Well, you’d know more about that than me.
All I can hope for is a nice, quiet time with no murders. I told
the station not to call me unless it’s an emergency. A vacation is
still a vacation even if I don’t leave the state.”

“The best thing to do is not answer your
phone.”

The Legacy Police Force numbered
thirty-eight—six more than last year—but Donna still had doubts
about her husband not getting pulled into a case. Surely, they
could handle anything that came up on their own. Still—she gave her
husband a loving perusal—Mark had solved eleven murders, with her
help, of course. It’s no wonder they’d need their help.

“Can’t do that. It’s not like I’m a stock
boy, and when I’m missing, the green beans don’t get shelved on
time.”

“I know.” Before he could start his usual
rant about a law enforcement officer being a public trust, she held
up one hand. “I know it’s an honor protecting the citizens of
Legacy, but you need to let someone else do it.”

“You’re right,” Mark agreed as he swung open
the car door. “Let’s go get our guests.”

His phone rang on cue, and Donna recognized
the station number. Her eyes rolled up, knowing the inevitable
outcome.

Her husband answered the phone and muttered,
“Sorry to hear that but I’m still on vacation. I have faith you can
handle it.”

Donna slid into her side of the car and
popped her CD of favorite British ballads into the player before
closing the door. She waited until her husband wiggled behind the
steering wheel before asking, “What did they want?”

“Assistance on a case,” he answered while
backing out.

That much she could have guessed. “What kind
of case?”

“Probable murder.”

“Probable?” The word probable had
little to do with murder. Premeditated, self-defense, and
even accidental could pair up with murder. “What makes it
probable?”

“Shot in the back of the head while
gardening.”

Good heavens! A person murdered while
pulling weeds or deadheading roses. “How awful. Anyone I know?”

While all crimes should be regarded with
horror and repulsion, knowing the victim made it somehow worse.

“Margery Baumgarten.”

“Margery!” She pressed her hands over her
heart. “I just saw her the other day at the Friends of the Library
luncheon. She brought the tomato mozzarella salad. It could have
done with a touch of dill, but I’m grateful I didn’t mention it.
I’d hate for that to be on her mind before being killed.”

Mark put the car into drive. “It is just as
well I’m not handling the case. It’s always hard dealing with
friends. Too many emotions can cloud your judgment.”

“Well, we weren’t super good friends. In a
town the size of Legacy, I went to school with everyone my age.
Sure, I do see Margery at many events.”

A few blocks passed without talking while
the strains of Barbara Allen swirled around them. The melancholic
music got Donna thinking about Margery. They hadn’t been good
friends, but she knew of her and some of her trials. Her husband
Jeff’s wandering eye was known—at least to Donna. “Tell them to
check out the husband.”

“They always do,” Mark answered without
looking at her. “Standard procedure.”

Donna harrumphed. Sure, all the police
dramas looked at family members first. Enough cold cases
illustrated forensic procedure that failed to nail down the case
even when everyone knew the spouse should be charged. The facts
only came out a few decades later: an eyewitness who saw something
but was too scared to speak finally came forward, a piece of
evidence was unearthed in the victim’s former home by new owners,
or a crackerjack detective decided to wade through the cold case
files. She had a crackerjack detective sitting right beside her.
However, Donna didn’t discount her own personal strings that she
could pull for information.

“I think you should do it. No one handles
murder like you do.”

“Donna,” Mark protested. “Who didn’t want me
to take any cases? I think you told me not to answer the
phone.”

“That’s before I knew it was Margery.”

“Who isn’t your close friend.”

“That part is true, but I’ve known her for
fifty years. We were in first grade together. I feel like I should
do something.”

“We’re on our way to pick up Howard and
Elizabeth.”

“I know. I fixed the flags on the car and
picked the music.”

It didn’t feel right to let a former
classmate go unavenged. Not that Donna would dress in black and
strap a sword to her back in her hunt for the murderer. Justice
would be the best form of vengeance.

“You don’t have to go full throttle. Just
find out the facts and point out what they’re not doing right.”

“Ha! That would make me popular. You
need to decide. I can work on the case or not.”

If he did, it would leave her with sole
hostess duties of the Scotland Yard Detective Inspector and his
wife. She did have the supplies for a proper British tea ready.

“Well, knowing you and your great
observation skills, you should have the case wrapped up in no time.
Remember that the husband, Jeff, is a real dog. Makes passes at all
the women in town.”

Mark looked away from the road to his wife
and growled, “Did he make a pass at you?”

Truthfully, she couldn’t remember him doing
so, which stung her vanity, but he always preferred much younger
females.

“All the women,” she emphasized.

“Okay then, not you,” he concluded with a
nod.

No one could get anything past Detective
Mark Taber. They pulled up in front of the police station, where
Mark exited with a quick kiss. “This shouldn’t take long. See you
soon.”

Donna took her place behind the wheel. While
small talk wasn’t her forte, she could locate two foreign tourists,
drive them back to the inn, serve them tea, and tuck them up in
their room. By that time, Mark should be back.


Chapter Two
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The highway traffic picked
up closer to the airport. Occasionally, a car would careen across
the lanes, the driver realizing at the last minute they almost
missed the exit to Charleston International Airport. There was a
fairly good chance they were late, too.

Donna sniffed and muttered to herself.
“Planning for various outcomes besides the desired one appears to
be a skill not much in use.”

The most recent wild-eyed driver with a car
packed full of people might have wrongly assumed the traffic to be
minimal. Not sure why, since Charleston served as an elegant
tourist destination and possibly one of the most visited cities in
the American South. While Donna enjoyed the historic city with its
beautiful beaches, adorable boutiques, and exquisite restaurants,
the airport sat in North Charleston, a more industrial area
bordered by both the Air Force and Navy bases.

The airport itself, despite the
international label, wasn’t huge, and a good number of the
planes taking off belonged to the Air Force adjoining airfield.
There was no direct flight from London to Charleston, which meant
poor Howard and Elizabeth stopped first in Dublin, then in Boston,
hustled through customs, grabbed their luggage after inspection,
and then boarded the plane to Charleston. Well, they should have if
everything went as planned. There might have been a language
barrier. Sure, they spoke the Queen’s English, chock full of quaint
expressions for everyday things, but customs agents might not
understand them.

Her mouth twisted to one side as she flicked
on her turn signal for the exit.

If they did run into a spot of
bother—she grinned, realizing she’d just thought in British or
possibly Winnie the Pooh—they’d call Mark. He would have called her
if their positions were switched. She sighed. Did she suggest Mark
dash off and solve the case? Oh, she knew she did but now realized
she had failed to take into consideration her inability to
recognize their guests. All she ever saw of the international
travelers was a photo, and not a great one at that. Taken at an
outdoor event, everyone sported hats. It didn’t help they were
surrounded by other proper British folks wearing hats, too.

Mark did point them out, but they hadn’t
much differed from the people around them. If she knew it would be
an observational challenge, Donna would have searched for memorable
marks, such as scars, a missing tooth, or even a birthmark shaped
like a state. For all she knew, she may have stared at the wrong
couple.

Nothing for it, she glared at the
recreational vehicle big enough to house a Girl Scout troop in the
lane she needed to be in. The driver neither let her ahead nor sped
up enough for her to make a smooth transition behind. All she could
see of the top of the driver’s head remained fixed, never turning
to peer at other cars.

Donna tapped the gas, shooting forward, but
the RV driver must have seen it as a challenge and goosed his own
pedal, also accelerating.

“Jerk!”

She allowed the lumbering behemoth to shoot
ahead as she slowed and tucked herself behind it. There was no
reason to take chances, especially not knowing the nature of the
driver. It could be he’d had vehicles passing him right and left
and decided he wasn’t taking it anymore.

The light lilting sound of a flute from the
CD player accompanied the sound of the tires on the road. So far,
most of the songs depressed Donna. They centered on watching your
true love sail away to be lost at sea, and loving someone who
doesn’t love you, but in your stupidity, you keep waiting. Maybe
this next one might be a wee bit more cheerful. A clear tenor voice
swelled out of the speakers.

“I’ll do as much for my true love as any
young man may. I’ll sit and mourn all at her grave for a
twelvemonth and a day.”

Her mouth dropped open, and then she snapped
it shut and turned off the music. “I can only hope our guests are
more cheerful. The Beatles would be a lot more upbeat.”

Rumor was they’d originally modeled
themselves on girl bands like The Shirelles. Maybe she should ditch
the music altogether.

Airport parking posed no problem. Donna
hurried into the terminal, concerned with how she’d recognize the
two. Travel magazines usually ran an article once a year on how not
to look like an American when traveling. No-no’s included wearing
baseball hats, sportswear with college logos, athletic shoes,
talking loudly, and smiling too much. The last one puzzled her.
Should she glare at everyone if she traveled abroad?

The arrival and departures board showed the
flight had arrived. Donna hurried to the open area where
non-ticketed people could stand while waiting for travelers. Two
TSA officials flanked the concourse exit and one had a German
Shepherd on a short lead. Her lips drew down. Nothing says
Welcome! like a fierce dog at the end of a leash.

Several flights must have arrived at once. A
few families held up signs with the names of their loved ones. The
first to come through the concourse were service members dressed in
army fatigues and sporting wide grins. A few yips along with a
polite smattering of applause sounded as children darted forward to
embrace their parent. After that dramatic interlude, a parade of
tired, rumpled people filed by, with many wearing baseball caps, a
few sporting Gamecock shirts, even more with Crimson Tide shirts,
and most wearing athletic shoes. For the most part, most weren’t
smiling with the exception of a young woman who glanced around
expectantly to be met by her sweetheart carrying a sheath of
roses.

Had she missed them? Donna turned slightly
to watch the crowd hurry toward baggage. None of them fit the
British profile of pale, uptight, quiet, and polite. Maybe they
missed the plane. Dipping her hand into her purse to retrieve her
phone, she caught sight of an older couple standing outside the
restroom wearing straw fedoras. Not the expected head garb, but a
hat, all the same. She hurried toward them, waving. “Howard and
Elizabeth! Welcome.”

A wide smile stretched across Donna’s face
as the female half of the couple shrank back and declared. “I think
you have mistaken us for someone else.”

Snowbird Yankee. She’d recognize the accent
anywhere—East Coast with a touch of contempt. Money, but not so
much that they had their own plane or hired their own jet. Donna’s
hand dropped along with her smile. Good manners dictated an
appropriate response. “So sorry. Y’all have a nice day.”

A tap on her left shoulder had her turning
to face a middle-aged couple. The man had already lost a battle
with a receding hairline. Catching Donna’s gaze, he smiled,
revealing an overlapping tooth. “I think you might be looking for
us.”

Both grinned at her as Donna schooled her
face into something looking a bit less like shock. She found
herself nodding her head as she surveyed their attire. Jeans.
Sneakers. Who were they? Did they think she served as a driver?
Maybe their driver failed to show on time and thought anyone
standing about could be the missing chauffeur. Before Donna could
formulate a response to clear up matters, she recognized the man’s
clipped manner of speaking. It was nothing elegant and cultured
like the BBC shows, though.

“Howard? Elizabeth?”

“That’s us,” Elizabeth agreed with a
nod.

“I’d thought you’d be wearing hats,” Donna
uttered the words, and then she realized how stupid they
sounded.

“Wait,” Elizabeth said and dug into her
backpack. She pulled out a red cap with Boston stitched on
the front. “I bought this at the last airport. Should I be wearing
it?”

“No.” The last thing the newly arrived Brits
needed was to get the cold shoulder from the southerners who held a
grudge almost two hundred years later over the War of Northern
Aggression. “Let me show you to the baggage area. How did you
recognize me?”

Howard puffed out his chest. “I am a
Scotland Yard trained detective. Most of the people had already
scattered, so not that many people to choose from. I then
subtracted all the airport workers. Finally, I looked for a lush
lady.”

“Lush lady,” she repeated the words, not
liking the sound of them. Either they thought her a heavy drinker
or overweight. Sure, she had to buy her clothing in the plus-size
department, but only because the garment industry decided to end
misses’ sizes at twelve.

“Lush lady. That’s how Mark described
you.”

Well, someone would be getting a chat
tonight. Did he really think of her that way? He’d always assured
her he loved her curves and not to change a thing. Was it just
nonsense men say to keep their wives from chattering on?

A bewildered smile served as her response
until she realized a verbal response might be expected.
“Lovely.”

Elizabeth sighed. “I can only hope my Howie
talks about me in the same way.”

Really? It had only taken five minutes for
her to realize actual Brits were nothing like their television
counterparts. “Okay. Let’s go get your baggage.”

She spoke as she herded her charges. “Did
Mark let you know why he couldn’t come to pick you up?”

“Yes.” Howard waggled his brows. “Right
chuffed about the idea of a murder. I’d love to see how Mark
handles it.” He placed a hand on his chest. “I’ll be willing to
lend a hand if he gets into a spot of trouble.”

Trouble—that’s what she had wrong before. It
was trouble, not bother. As for helping, the commissioner would not
be a fan. He never welcomed her insights, and she turned out
to be right—most of the time.


Chapter Three
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Suitcases, usually of the
plain black variety, chugged by on the groaning baggage belt. Every
now and then a lime green or pink floral one made an appearance.
Donna purchased purple luggage to avoid this issue, but the fact
that more and more violet-hued suitcases had entered the travel
world about the same time as her purchase didn’t help. Focusing on
the various colors of the baggage kept her from replaying the word
lush the same way she worried an empty tooth socket with her
tongue as a child.

It would be up to Mark to discourage Howard
from offering a hand. By the time they arrived, the husband, Jeff,
could already be in custody. The metal clicks of the conveyor belt
registered as Donna considered her deceased schoolmate, Margery.
There was nothing unusual about her. She’d given Donna a run as far
as setting the biology grade curve. Not too surprisingly, as a
bookish female who seldom raised her voice, she served as the town
librarian for almost a quarter of a century. Her conservative
clothing and thick glasses solidified the librarian image. There
was nothing surprising about Margery except for Jeff, her handsome,
player husband. He came along later when the librarian hit forty
and inherited her family’s estate on the edge of Legacy.

The flash of the Union Jack in the form of a
hard-sided suitcase had Donna moving forward since Howard and
Elizabeth stood as still as rabbits hoping not to be detected by a
nearby dog. Obviously, they didn’t know you had to wade in and grab
your luggage. It made her wonder how they managed to get through
customs in Boston.

She muttered, “Excuse me,” as she made her
way to the rapidly vanishing suitcase. Her hand shot out and snared
the colorful bag before it made another trip around.

Donna hefted the heavy case to the ground
and glanced back at Howard and Elizabeth, who shook their heads. As
far as she knew, a head shake also meant no in Britain. Their twin
surprised expressions didn’t register gratitude, that much she
could see. Then an elderly Asian lady tapped Donna on the arm.

“Thanks for getting my bag. Can you put it
on my cart now?”

Donna pulled the cumbersome bag in question
behind her, then hefted it onto a stainless-steel cart travelers
rented if they had a multitude of bags. When she glanced back to
her guests, they both had medium-sized, non-descript bags by their
side. Her cheeks flushed, she hurried back to her guests before
someone else asked for help with their luggage.

“Sorry. I thought the bag was yours.”

Elizabeth chuckled and nudged her husband.
“See, I told you.” She wrinkled her nose and added, “Howard would
never allow me to buy such a garish bag. Too obvious.”

“It would make it easy to pick out on a
belt,” Donna pointed out. While a suitcase worked to contain
clothes and other necessities, it failed if someone picked up yours
for theirs, which happened more than people might suspect.

“Easy for thieves, too,” Howard added.

He inhaled, folded his hands behind his
back, and then shot Donna a look—the same type she might use on
Jasper when he piddled on the floor. Most of the doctors at her old
hospital job occasionally managed a similar expression while
schooling the nurses on an issue they already knew.

“Thieves could take any bag,” she
felt compelled to mention. “They’re not shopping for fashion, but
contents. More likely, they’d be familiar with the top designer
brands and go for a Louis Vuitton or a Gucci bag.”

One eyebrow lifted as Howard announced,
“Aces.”

That sounded slightly better than
lush, that much she knew. Even though her guests would only
be here a week, she didn’t want them to think she was either the
stupid or the greedy American stereotype that showed up in police
dramas. She’d thought she made her point as she gestured for them
to follow her to the car, but Howard cleared his throat, which was
always Mark’s thing for getting attention. What did the man have to
say now?

“The eye-catching luggage you hefted off the
belt shouts foreign tourist.”

Foreign tourist? You’d think they’d have a
bunch of those cases arriving in the London airport. Maybe he meant
seeing it in the US. If so, she could have told him it’s easy
enough to get one online, and there were plenty of Anglophiles,
even in South Carolina. Not wanting to cause any trouble for the
long ride home, she kept her mouth shut, mostly. “Why would this be
a bad thing?”

“Good question,” Howard commented before
launching into his next mini-lecture as they strolled through the
car garage. “Foreign travel isn’t cheap.”

Even as a non-world traveler, Donna knew
this.

Elizabeth moved closer and whispered, “So
good of you to humor him. He needs a new audience now and then to
expound his various theories.”

“They’re facts,” Howard assured with
certainty in his voice. “It’s been proven. London is one of the
busiest airports in the world. Because of that, it can be a hotbed
of crime for the unwary tourist.”

“How so?” Donna found herself intrigued,
even if Howard managed a bit of a know-it-all air. When it came to
crime in big airports, maybe he did know it all.

“Well, back to the foreign traveler. A thief
realizes the traveler must have money to go abroad. It makes sense
they’d have some nice clothes and even jewelry or electronics
tucked away in their bag.”

Electronics? “Have you seen how they handle
the bags? I lost a front pocket on my weekender suitcase on a
simple trip to South Florida.”

“Not all people are as savvy as you about
airlines. Still, it is simple for the well-dressed thief to snag a
bag and be on his way, only to return later with a slight costume
change for another bag.”

“What about…” Donna intended to ask about
the baggage claim stubs the airlines issue to prove a bag belongs
to you but realized she never had to prove a bag was her own. Not
much security there, but she had switched to TSA-approved locks on
her suitcases to prevent random pawing of her underthings in search
of the family pearls. Realizing she’d left her question hanging and
had Howard and Elizabeth waiting for her to finish, she changed the
content. “Airport employees. A few have been caught stealing
thousands of dollars of travelers’ goods.”

“Sadly, yes.” Howard agreed, and his voice
dropped a bit, before swinging up again. “In London, we have
everything on CC television. If there’s a problem, we can go back
and look at the film and find the culprit. Of course, at an
international airport, we need to be notified immediately before
the culprit boards a plane and vanishes.”

Closed-circuit television had come up in
more than one of her favorite British mysteries. The criminals
definitely knew about it, often staying out of range or having
their faces shadowed by hats, hoodies, or sunglasses so as not to
be identified. All in all, they still must be a huge help in
solving crimes.

Donna pointed her fob at her sedan and
pressed it to unlock. “Anything else I should worry about if I’m in
the London airport?”

“Aye.” Howard gave a muffled chuckle, lifted
his suitcase into the open trunk, and then did the same with his
wife’s. “There’s the fake porters who help you with your luggage as
you blithely dash off to your plane. Pickpockets infest the
airport. You never know your documents or wallet have been lifted
until you need them. Don’t forget about the RFID lifters.”

RFID? The acronym sounded familiar, but she
couldn’t quite place it. Taking her silence for ignorance, Howard
hurried to explain. “Radio Frequency Identification. Most credit
cards and bank cards have one now. It allows you to wave your card
at the local tea shop without even inserting it into the machine.
This convenience makes it equally easy for those with a listening
device to get close enough to you to pull your number and
information for their own use.”

“Oh, that.” Donna remembered the issue and
had even bought a special wallet to deal with it. “I’ve taken care
of that. I have a special wallet to block the signals.”

Howard slammed the trunk closed and gave
Donna an approving smile. “Smart. Did you know wallets and sleeves
advertised to safeguard your number don’t always work? I can give
you a number of examples.”

Donna sighed. It would be a long trip back
to Legacy.
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