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Chapter One
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Mabel Havelock felt a hot, moist breath in her ear. She woke with a start. “What the hell?”

A strange man’s head rested on her shoulder. His mouth hung open, and his stale breath smelled of garlic. Mabel wiggled her shoulders; he groaned but didn’t move. She wriggled again with more force. The portly man snorted, and his chubby red cheeks puffed out, blowing more foul breath into her face. Wrinkling her nose and using her fingertips, she pushed on the side of his forehead. The man snorted and turned his head. Mabel sighed as she looked around the darkened airplane. Everyone appeared to be asleep except her. She squirmed in her seat, the armrest digging into her side. She looked enviously at her best friend, Violet Ficher, sleeping in the seat by the window. How her six-foot-tall friend could sleep in the pocket-size closet the airline provided for their passengers was beyond her. Mabel, barely five feet tall, jammed in the middle seat, felt cramped.

Mabel and Violet, two retired nurses, were on an overnight flight to Frankfurt. There, they would change planes and continue their journey to Egypt. This being Mabel’s first flight out of the country, she was nervous, tired, and uncomfortable. She shifted in the seat, her back ached, and her legs were numb. In her opinion, seven hours on the plane was way too long. Unless you flew first-class, and they certainly weren’t. The big, burly man in the aisle seat snorted, his head slumped back onto her shoulder. She grimaced and jiggled her shoulders. The man’s head slid back. He snored, sounding like a demented wild hog.

A baby’s cry mingled with the man’s snoring. Mabel twisted and reached for the skinny little airplane pillow. It had slipped down, wedged between her and the large man. She yanked on the pillow. It popped out, and the man turned to face her. She screwed up her nose and threw the thin airline blanket over her head.

Mabel sat under the blanket and sighed; her seat was hard, and now the darn armrest dug into her other side. The drone of the plane did nothing to drown out the snoring and coughing of her fellow passengers. Good Lord, she fumed silently. How on earth do these people sleep with all this racket? Wide awake, she threw off her blanket, deciding she needed to use the washroom. The thought of the tiny washroom with its supersonic flush made her grimace. But at least there would be no lineup. Somehow, everyone else was sleeping.

Her next obstacle was to negotiate past the big sleeping man. Half sitting and half standing, Mabel put one short leg over the man’s crossed ankles. Grabbing the back of the seat in front of her, she pushed herself over the man. Her hand slipped, and she landed on his lap. 

“Hey, what the hell,” grunted the red-faced man.

Embarrassed, Mabel quickly regained her seat. “Oh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t want to wake you,” she apologized.

“Well, you did,” snarled the man. He grabbed Mabel’s pillow, tucking it under his head, and turned his back toward her.

“I’m on my way to the washroom,” Mabel whispered as she glanced at Violet. Violet was still sleeping.

“Whatever,” the man grumbled.

Mabel pulled the pillow from under the grumpy man’s head. “I still want to go to the washroom.

The man’s head fell back against the seat. “What the hell?”

“That’s my pillow.”

“Humph,” he mumbled. Covering his shoulder with his blanket.

Mabel tapped on his arm.

The red-faced man snorted, sat up, and glared at Mabel. “What the hell now?”

“Sir, I said I still need to use the washroom. If you don’t want me to sit on your lap again, I suggest you get up and let me by.”

The man pushed himself out of his seat. “I suppose you’re going to wake me up again when you come back,” he complained.

Mabel pursed her lips. What a rude man. “Unless I parachute out of this tin box, I suppose I will.” 

She crept down the darkened aisle, guided by the tiny lights on either side of the carpet, past the sleeping passengers. Were the first-class washrooms bigger than the broom closets in the economy section? She had seen the pod-like seats in first class when they boarded. It was dark, and everyone was sleeping. She grinned to herself and turned around in the aisle. She would use the washroom in first class. What could they do, take away her birthday?

Mabel quietly approached the first-class section and poked her head through the curtain that separated first-class from the economy. Everyone appeared to be asleep. She stepped through the curtain, but her first step was her last. She stepped on a discarded paper cup and fell with a thump, sliding halfway under the curtain.

Embarrassed, Mabel lay perfectly still, then crawled crab-like back to economy. Rubbing her bruised bottom, she regained her feet, listening. Did anyone in first class see or hear her?

She heard a voice on the other side of the divider. “Did you hear that? What was that?” Mabel bit her lip. She’d been spotted.

“Don’t worry, it was nothing. Something fell in economy,” whispered a gravelly voice. “Anyway, I’ve thought about it, and you’re right. Egypt is the perfect place to kill her. The Egyptian police are not as smart as we are. Our plan is perfect.”

“Shut up, you idiot; someone could be listening,” another voice whispered harshly.

“Everyone is asleep, don’t worry.”

“What about that noise? I’m sure I heard someone.”

“No, it wasn’t anybody. I told you something fell behind us in economy.”

“You better hope that’s all it was.”

Mabel stood stock still. She had just overheard a murder plot. A hand grabbed her shoulder, and Mabel jumped.

The tall, thin flight attendant took Mabel by the arm and hustled her away from first class, pushing her along the aisle. In a harsh undertone, she scolded Mabel, “Madam, you cannot go into that section.”

“I was on my way to the washroom,” Mabel whispered. “And you won’t believe me, but I—”

“You are not allowed to use the washrooms in first class,” the stewardess interrupted, marching her down the aisle. “If you need the washroom, it’s this way.”

“I just heard the weirdest conversation,” Mabel whispered to the flight attendant, who was ushering her toward the rear of the plane.

The attendant stopped. Her face inches from Mabel’s. “Is there a threat to this flight?”

“No, nothing like that—”

The flight attendant’s lips tightened. “I’m not interested in your gossip. You should not be eavesdropping. Give your fellow passengers their privacy. The washrooms you are to use are this way. And please do not wander up and down the aisle. You will wake people.”

“I don’t gossip,” Mabel snapped. “And I do not make a habit of eavesdropping.” Although, the last time she did, she and Violet discovered a killer. Perhaps this time, she could prevent a murder from happening.

The tall, willowy stewardess’s eyes narrowed as she looked down at Mabel. “Be that as it may, you cannot go into first-class and use their washrooms. Come this way, please.”

Mabel became rooted in place. “What? You think I’ll contaminate their washrooms with my economy—”

“Madam, either sit down or use the washroom. I will have no more of your insolence.”

Mabel fumed silently and stomped down the aisle to the back of the plane. She was being talked to as if she were a child or senile.

When she emerged from the tiny toilet, the flight attendant was waiting for her.

“I did hear—” she began. 

“Please return to your seat. People are trying to sleep.”

Mabel bet the attendant would take the time to listen to her if she was a young man and not a white-haired lady. Resigned, Mabel made her way down the aisle to her seat. She glanced back at the flight attendant, standing with arms crossed, watching her. Irritated, Mabel roughly prodded the sleeping man stretched over her middle seat. “I’m Back. Please, would you let me get past?”

The groggy man groaned, unwound himself, and climbed out into the aisle. He grunted and shuffled off down the aisle toward the washrooms.

Mabel sat in her seat, gathering up her little blanket and pillow. She looked over at her sleeping friend and poked her in the side. “Violet, wake up,” she whispered.

Violet groaned and turned her back, pulling her blanket over her shoulder. Mabel gave her friend another poke.

Violet dropped her blanket. “Are we there?” she muttered, lifting her sleeping mask and peering blearily at her friend.

“No, I have something to tell you,” Mabel whispered urgently.

Violet moaned and took out her earplugs. “What is the matter? Are you ill?”

“No, I said I have something to tell you.”

“Just because you can’t sleep, there is no reason to wake me up,” she whispered grumpily.

“I don’t know how you can sleep in this hobbit closet?”

“And I don’t see how you can’t. You’re the size of a hobbit.”

“Are you saying I look like a hobbit?”

Violet laid her head on the back of the seat and sighed. “No, I’m saying your hobbit-size.”

“I am not. I’m over five feet tall, or I was until I got crammed into these seats.”

“Whatever, why did you wake me? The lights are still down. We are probably still over the Atlantic.”

“I don’t know where we are, but there is going to be a murder.”

“Really? You’ve been dreaming. Go back to sleep.” Violet pulled her nightshades back over her eyes.

“I haven’t been dreaming. Listen to me.” Mabel reached over and flipped up Violet’s sleeping mask.

Violet sighed wearily. “You will not let me sleep until you tell me whatever it is that you think you know. Or whatever it is that you dreamed. Are you?”

“No, and I told you I didn’t dream it.”

Groaning, Violet dropped her nightshades in her lap.

Mabel waited while Violet straightened her dress and tucked a long strand of her bright red hair behind her ear.

Her friend liked everything clean and tidy, not only on her person but also in her personal space. As soon as they had taken their seats on the plane, Violet wiped the tray and armrests with the disinfected wipes she carried in her hand luggage. “There are germs. Airplanes are notorious breeding grounds for germs. You don’t want to get sick before our tour even begins.” Violet had warned her.

“Are you wide awake?” Mabel asked in a low tone.

“What do you think? Of course, I am. You just woke me. And keep your voice down. People are sleeping.”

“I was going into first-class and—”

“You can’t go into first-class. Why were you going there?”

“I wanted to see their washrooms. Ours are so dinky.”

“What do you think they have in their washroom? A jacuzzi?”

“No. But they must be bigger than the broom closet we have.”

“Forget it, they’re not. Mabel, you’re the limit. You woke me up because of some silly dream and your misadventure into first class. I’m going back to sleep, and you should do likewise and stop snooping.” Violet pulled her nightshade back over her eyes.

“I wasn’t dreaming. Would you listen for a moment? I never got into first class. I was almost there when I heard someone planning a murder,” Mabel said.

“Seriously.” Violet took off her mask and looked curiously at her friend.

“Geez Louise, of course, seriously.”

“Okay, what did you hear?” Violet yawned.

Mabel related the conversation she’d overheard.

“It was probably a movie someone was watching, like Casablanca.”

“Casablanca is in Morocco, this voice said Egypt. I suppose it could be a movie, but I don’t think so. The voices were whispering. Maybe a man or a woman, but there were two voices. One even told the other to shut up. Whoever they were, they were afraid someone would overhear them talking. And they talked about killing some woman.”

“Even if some villains were really plotting a murder, no one would hear them. The passengers are all probably wearing those headsets that reduce noise. They give you those headsets if you’re in the first-class section. I bet what you heard was a movie. Now go to sleep.”

“We need to put on our spidey-senses, just in case I’m right,” Mabel said. She was sure the murder plot was real, not a movie, despite what Violet said.

“The only thing I’m putting on is my nightshades. Wake me when breakfast is served.”
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MABEL HAD NO TIME TO put on her spidey-sense. They disembarked at Frankfurt airport. She found the airport intimidating and complicated. It was a far cry from their airport in Regina, the capital of her home province. She wished she was home, back in her bed. Every bone in her body ached.

Mabel and Violet followed the long line of passengers, snaking down through the long rows of barriers. At the end of the line, passport control awaited. Everyone was either pulling or pushing their hand luggage and talking or texting on their smartphones. Mabel nudged a distracted passenger who was texting on his phone. He looked up, moved, and kicked his carry-on luggage forward, continuing to text on his phone.

Will this ever end? Mabel fretted silently. They had a long way to go before reaching the end of the line. Her eyes were dry, her skin felt itchy, and her mouth tasted like old boots. She hadn’t brushed her teeth since leaving her little house in Glenhaven some sixteen hours ago. Mabel shuffled a few more feet, dragging her carry-on and nudging the texting man in front of her.

“Do you have your passport ready?” asked Violet.

“It’s right here,” Mabel replied, digging in her purse. A sudden surge of panic hit her as she fumbled in her purse. Where was it?

“Move Mabel,” Violet urged, giving her a gentle nudge.

Rummaging in her purse, Mabel kicked her bag forward. She pulled out her wallet and a handful of tissues.

“Why do you have so many tissues?” Violet asked as Mabel pulled more and more tissues out of her purse.

“You can never be sure if toilets over here have bathroom tissues,” Mabel said, searching in her purse. A roll of candies fell out of her hand and rolled across the floor. A man in another line picked them up and stuck them in his pocket. Mabel flashed him a disgusted look before digging back into her purse.

“Move, dear,” Violet urged. “Germany isn’t a third-world country; they will have toilet tissue.”

“Well, Egypt might not.” Mabel squatted on the floor, pulling everything out of her purse, the contents spilling onto the floor. Panic mounted.

Violet stepped to one side and knelt beside Mabel. “Don’t tell me you’ve lost your passport. Good Lord, Mabel. Why did you do that?”

The line of passengers weaved by the two women crouched on the floor.

“Why did I do that? What a thing to ask, you’re not helping Violet. Do you think I did this deliberately?” Mabel lashed out.

“Seriously, we’re in a foreign country, and you have lost your passport. Where is it?” Violet seized Mabel’s purse.

“If I knew where my passport was, it wouldn’t be lost. That’s what the word lost means.” Mabel grabbed her purse back and checked one last pocket. With a sigh of relief, she held up her passport. “I’ve found it,” she said, waving it in the air.

Violet sat back on her heels. “Thank goodness. I’m sorry that I was short with you.”

“No problem, I’m just glad I didn’t lose my passport.”

Violet handed Mabel a handful of tissues. “Put these in the garbage. They’ve been on the floor.”

“If I need them, it won’t matter where they have been.” Mabel stuffed everything back in her purse.

* * *
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THE BUZZ OF MANY LANGUAGES filled the air of the Frankfurt airport. Crowded cafes and shops selling expensive looking items, lined the corridors. Passengers, pulling and carrying hand-luggage hurried by Mabel and Violet. Some were going in one direction, others going in the opposite. Everyone was in a hurry and everyone seemed to know where they were going.

“Which gate are we supposed to go to? What is our flight number?” Mabel asked, bewildered. They had travelled down a long corridor and up an escalator, then down another corridor, and now smaller corridors were jutting off in both directions.

Violet paused at the arrival and departure screens. “Follow me, and don’t worry, the gates are all clearly marked.”

“What about our luggage? Don’t we have to collect it?”

“They will transfer the luggage to our plane. We will collect it in Cairo.”

“I hope so,” Mabel muttered, trudging beside her long-legged friend.

They exited to another hallway through sliding glass doors and down another long corridor. Mabel’s shoulders sagged, longing for the automated walkways in Toronto. “Shouldn’t we check at a desk and make sure?”

“No, stop worrying.” Violet strode down the corridor, pulling her hand luggage, her long skirt billowing out. “You’ve got your boarding pass, don’t you?”

“Of course I do,” Mabel said confidently. But she opened her purse to check.

“Like you had your passport?”

“But I had my passport.”

Violet grinned. “Yes, in that Mount Vesuvius of Kleenex.”

Mabel triumphantly held up her passport and boarding pass. “Ha, I’ve got them both, no worries,” she said, bumping into a passenger. Her carry-on slipped out of her hand and spun across the corridor, slamming against a wall. A small wheel broke loose and rolled away. “Wait, I’ve blown a wheel,” she called, scrambling over to the little black bag lying on its side. The passenger Mabel bumped into gave her an impatient look and hurried past.

Violet dodged a group of laughing teenagers with backpacks and two well-dressed businessmen, who glanced at Mabel as she set the bag upright. “Here, do you want me to carry it for you?” Violet asked as more people surged past.

“No, I’m quite capable of carrying this dumb thing.” Mabel struggled to pull the offending bag as it bumped and flopped about on the hard-tiled floor.

“We can take turns carrying it,” Violet said, shaking her head at her stubborn friend.

“I’m fine.” Mabel winced as the bag banged against her leg.

“What a way to run an airport. With all the tourists they get here, you would think they would make things easier,” a lady complained in a high, whiny voice, brushing past Mabel and Violet. The tall, well-dressed woman hitched her big red purse over her shoulder. “Marvin, are you sure we’re going the right way?”

“Don’t worry, dear, we’re going the right way,” answered a short, slight-built man, who had a knapsack on his back, pulling two carry-on luggage bags.

A pretty young blonde woman, pulling her hand luggage, walked beside him. She gave the man a sympathetic smile.

A tall, thin man dressed in a smart black suit striding past the attractive blonde did an about-face. He stepped back, gave the blonde woman an appreciative look, and bumped into Mabel.

Her hand slipped off the handle of her bag, and the bag slid across the corridor, striking a big red-faced man on his shin.

“Y’all watch where the hell you’re going, you moron,” the big red-faced man yelled.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Mabel apologized.

“I don’t mean you, ma’am,” the big man drawled. “I was yelling at the idiot who slammed into you.”

The man in the black suit spun on his heel and sped down the corridor.

The friendly man with the Southern accent helped Mabel stand her bag up. “Y’all know that wheel is gone.”

“Yes, I do know that, thanks.” Mabel tried to take the bag from the man’s hand. His hands were as big as dinner plates.

“I’ll carry it for you, little lady. That’s the least I can do until I get to my departure lounge,” he offered.

Two young men with backpacks dodged around them.

Mabel dithered, shuffling from foot to foot. “What do you think? They told us not to leave our luggage unattended.”

“Ma’am, you will be right by my side,” the big man drawled and grinned down at her.

“I’m sure it’s fine.” Violet turned to address the friendly man. “Thank you so much for helping my friend. My name is Violet Ficher, and this is my friend Mabel Havelock.”

“Pleasure to meet y’all,” the giant man drawled, tipping his Stetson. “I am Ronnie Bladek from the great state of Texas.”

The women and the big Texan continued down the corridor past numerous departure lounges. Each time, Mabel looked hopeful at Violet.

A courtesy cart with a man and a woman and their hand luggage quietly zoomed past. The whiney woman with the red purse stepped in front of the cart. The driver zigzagged around her just in time.

“Idiot, if you had hit me, I would sue you and your crappy foreign airport,” she raged at the driver.

“Elizabeth dear, please keep your voice down. We’re the foreigners here, not them,” the small man beside her said.

“I hope she isn’t on our flight,” Mabel muttered to Violet.

“Never mind her, here’s our gate.” Violet tugged on her arm.

“Isn’t this just the dangdest thing? This is my gate. Y’all are going to Egypt too?” the big Texan asked.

“We are; this is a nice coincidence,” Mabel smiled at the big man. “And thank you so much for carrying my luggage.”

“No problem; I wonder if y’all would return the favour and watch mine while I hike over to that coffee place and get me a cup of java. Would y’all like a coffee too?”

Violet declined, taking her phone out of her pocket.

“Yes, thank you. Black, please,” Mabel accepted. A cup of strong black coffee would be just the thing to get her through the next leg of their journey. She so wanted to get to their destination, and have a shower and find a nice soft bed. And a change of clothes. Her T-shirt had stains on it from their meal aboard the airline. And her wrinkled yellow Capri pants looked like she had slept in them, which of course she had.

She glanced over at Violet. How did Violet do it? She looked as fresh as when they arrived at their first airport in Regina, Saskatchewan. 

“Black coffee coming right up, little lady.” Ronnie grinned and set his hand luggage in front of the long row of chairs, then strolled down the corridor. Mabel plopped on a seat, jamming her bag with the broken wheel beside her.

“I’m going to text my family. I can text your family too. They will want to know we made it this far.” Violet’s long skirt flared out as she sat down.

“No, thank you.” Mabel turned to look out the large windows facing the tarmac. Planes were taking off and landing on the runways.

“Why not? It’s no problem. I know you didn’t bring your phone.”

“I told everyone before I left, I would not get in touch with them until I got back.”

“You really should’ve brought your phone.” Violet’s fingers flew over the screen of her cell phone.

“I didn’t want to.” Mabel shifted on the plastic chair, her eyes not meeting Violet’s. She had let herself be persuaded to buy a mobile phone. She knew what to do with her landline, but her smartphone was something else again. Mabel’s neighbour, Wanda, who was looking after her cat Gertrude, had warned her about roaming charges. Mabel had no idea what roaming charges were, so she decided to play it safe and leave the phone at home.

Violet finished texting her family and turned to Mabel. “Are you sure you don’t want me to text your family? It’s no problem. I’m sure your family will be anxious to hear how your trip to Egypt is going. How about I just text them and tell them we’re in Frankfurt?” She scrolled down her contact list.

“No, don’t, please stop. They don’t need to know.”

“You told your kids where you were going, didn’t you? That we were going to Egypt, right?”

“Well, no, actually, I didn’t tell them it was Egypt.” Mabel plucked at the stain on her T-shirt. “I said we were flying to Europe and going on a bus tour.”

“Seriously.” Violet frowned. “Why would you do that? That’s plain silly.” She opened her bag and rummaged inside.

“If I told the kids, then I would have to tell my mother. Can you imagine how that would go over?”

“I can’t believe it.” Violet snickered. “You’re still scared of your mother. For heavens’ sake, she’s eighty years old.” She took out an alcohol wipe and gave it to Mabel.

“Don’t be silly. Of course, I’m not scared of my mother.” Mabel took the wipe and rubbed the stain on her shirt. Although, if she were honest with herself, she would have to admit to being a little apprehensive. Her mother was a force to be reckoned with. “I don’t want her to fret. I mentioned Egypt once in passing, and I got an earful of how dangerous it is to travel there. And Mom has decided to move into the new senior’s condo complex in Glenhaven. That’s a big step at her age. She doesn’t need to worry about me too. Besides, she’s still upset about that little incident at the golf course last summer.”

“You mean the incident when we almost got ourselves killed by a psychopath? You mean that little incident?”

“We’re here, aren’t we?” Mabel crumpled up the wipe. There was a dark, wet mark on her T-shirt where the stain used to be.

Violet rolled her eyes. “Anyway, you’re telling me that you don’t trust your own kids. You think they’ll blab to your mom?”

“You know my mother. She can be darn right, devious.”

“The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.” Violet chuckled. “Have it your way. Sooner or later, you will have to fess up. How are you going to explain the pictures of the pyramids and the Sphinx?”

Mabel squirmed in her chair. Maybe she should’ve told her kids about her trip to Egypt. But she hadn’t lied. She had just evaded the truth. “I’ll tell them when I get back home. I’m on an adventure. I’ll worry what to say later,” she said with more bravado than she felt.

“Oh, I so want to be around for that explanation.” Violet logged back on her phone.

Mabel wrinkled her nose; almost everyone in the departure lounge was on their phones, like Violet. Mabel referred to herself as a Luddite, being dragged into the technology age by her friend. Across the aisle, she saw the couple she had seen earlier in the corridor. Mabel overheard the patient man call the whiny woman Elizabeth, and she referred to him as Marvin. Mabel decided they had to be married. No man would take that abuse unless they were husband and wife.

Marvin was a small-built man who appeared to be middle-aged, although his tousled brown hair gave him a boyish look. He lined up the hand luggage and set his backpack on top. His wife, Elizabeth, was a pleasant-looking woman with short reddish-brown hair beautifully styled and feathered to frame her face. Or, Mabel thought, the woman would be attractive if she took the sour expression off her face. At the moment, the woman was complaining in a thin, shrill voice about the food onboard their flight to Frankfurt.

Mabel sighed. It looked like the couple would be on the same plane to Cairo. She so hoped they wouldn’t be on the same tour.

Across from Elizabeth and Marvin sat the pretty young woman with long blonde hair and sparkling blue eyes. The blonde dumped her carry-on and started an animated conversation with the senior couple, who had been riding in the courtesy cart. The man had a French accent and did most of the talking, his hands waving in the air. The fashionably dressed couple appeared to be in their late fifties, around the same age as her and Violet.

Mabel looked like everyone’s idea of a kindly grandmother, petite and chubby, with short, white hair and rosy cheeks. A pair of steel-rimmed glasses on her nose completed the picture. Her friend, Violet, on the other hand, was a tall, athletic-looking woman with long red hair twisted into a French knot. Silver filigree earrings hung from her small earlobes. Thin blue-rimmed eyeglasses set on her long, slender nose. Although Violet and Mabel were of the same age, Violet did not look like anyone’s granny.

Mabel tugged on her Capri pants, which had ridden up. She admired Violet’s multicoloured dress; her friend looked so comfortable. Violet packed her suitcase with long skirts and dresses. She’d read a travel advisory that long skirts and dresses were the proper way to dress for a Muslim country. Violet’s decision didn’t surprise Mabel. Her friend, a by-the-book person, always followed the rules. Mabel’s only concession was to bring one reversible skirt. The rest of her wardrobe comprised of many pairs of Capri pants and T-shirts. Her biggest compromise to the conservative country was the T-shirts with no logos. She bought new ones as most of her shirts had witticisms about golf, her favourite sport, or logos of her favourite football team.

Violet shut off her phone and put it in her carry-on. “Ready?”

“For what?” Mabel asked wide-eyed. Her mind had taken a detour to the conversation she had overheard on the plane. She didn’t think the voices were from a movie; she was sure she heard a murder plot.

“Are you ready for our Egyptian adventure?”
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​Chapter Three
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THE SMALL PLANE DRONED the last leg of their journey. Mabel had gotten her second wind, no longer tired but excited. She peeked over Violet’s shoulder and looked out the small window of their plane. There it was, the coast of Africa. The sky was darkening. Tiny lights flickered below with vast areas of darkness in between. Mabel’s enthusiasm grew. She was going to tour Egypt and see the ancient wonders of the pharaohs. Violet, sound asleep in the seat next to her, snored. Mabel grinned. Her friend could sleep at the drop of a hat.

She scanned her fellow passengers. The majority appeared to be of Arab descent. She assumed the men were businessmen as they wore smart, expensive-looking suits, although some wore robes and headscarves. Violet had told her the scarves were called kaffiyeh. Across the aisle, Elizabeth, the cranky woman, was complaining in her high-pitched voice to her husband, Marvin. Mabel tightened her lips. Good lord, how did her husband stand her?

In front of Elizabeth and her husband, the French couple from the departure lounge were seated. The short, portly man in khaki shorts and a long-sleeved green and white striped shirt had his arm around his wife. The tiny birdlike woman wore a long pastel blue dress with a white shawl draped around her neck. Her head leaned on her husband’s shoulder, and she smiled up at him. The man smiled back and laid his cheek on the top of her head.

Behind the couple sat her new friend, Ronnie, the Texan. He’d insisted on carrying her hand luggage onboard. The big, friendly man had a round, red face and big ears. His Stetson lay on his lap. Mabel thought he was probably afraid his hat would get crushed in the overhead bins. She pegged Ronnie as a man in his mid-fifties and wondered why he travelled alone. He appeared to be chatting up the blue-eyed blonde woman who sat next to him. She looked to be in her late twenties, dressed in white slacks and a bright pink blouse. The blonde with a perfect complexion and a trim figure opened a paperback novel. Ronnie gave up talking to her, closed his eyes, and leaned back in his seat.

A young, tall, dark-haired, handsome man dressed all in black sat across the aisle from Mabel. She gave the young man a friendly smile. The man looked blankly back at her; he did not acknowledge her. Or her smile. His blue eyes had a glacial quality about them.

Two men, Mabel mused, appeared to be travelling on their own in Egypt. Of the two, she thought the young man suspicious. But she supposed she felt kindly toward Ronnie, who had toted her hand luggage. Although looks could be deceiving, she and her friend found that out to their cost. But she had no reason to suspect a murderer onboard this plane. As Violet said, the dire warnings she heard on the flight to Frankfurt could well have been a movie. And even if the plot was real, the likelihood that the plotters were on this plane was doubtful, to say the least. She would forget about the conversation she’d overheard. Egypt was on the horizon.






* * *
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THE PLANE LANDED AT Cairo airport, and they disembarked up the ramp into the big, modern airport. Mabel thought every jet plane in Africa must have landed. There were hordes of people milling around, the majority Arabs. Everyone was hurrying in every direction. Mabel, who lived in a small town, had never seen so many people, people of every nationality. A multitude of languages filled the air.

She followed Violet and the rest of her fellow passengers down long corridors to a flight of stairs. “Where is our luggage?” Mabel clutched Violet’s arm, afraid of being separated from her friend.

“How do we know our luggage is even here?” Elizabeth echoed Mabel’s worries.

“It’s fine, don’t fret. We follow the rest of the passengers; everyone will go to the luggage carousels. Our flight number will be on a sign,” assured Violet. “I’m more worried about finding our tour director.”

Elizabeth sniffed. “If our luggage made the connections. I’ll believe it when I see it.”

At the bottom of the stairs, a tall, handsome Egyptian man held up a sign with the name of their tour written on it.

“That’s our tour,” Violet sang out.

Mabel kept a firm hand on her friend’s arm as they hurried down the stairs, her bag bumping on every step. Ronnie lumbered down the stairs past them and hurried over to the man with the tour sign. The French-speaking couple rushed up and dashed in front of Ronnie. Mabel and Violet scurried to join them, followed by Elizabeth and Marvin. The pretty blonde woman dropped her bag and stood with Elizabeth and Marvin. Mabel glanced over her shoulder. The tall man dressed in black stood on the stairs, watching them. Then, he sauntered over to join the group. Mabel frowned. There was something sinister about the man.

The youngish Egyptian man with a small mustache, dressed in black slacks and a white shirt, was also sporting a blue woolly sweater. He smiled broadly and made a slight bow. “Welcome to Cairo. My name is Tarek Ahmadi. I am your tour director.”

Mabel noted the sweater; it was Egypt. And this man wore a sweater?

Tarek laid the tour sign beside a small brown leather bag and took out a clipboard and pen. Mabel and her fellow passengers crowded around him.

“If you would, please tell me your names. I want to make sure all my lovely guests have arrived.” He flashed them another broad smile.

“My name is Elizabeth Tuttle, and this is my husband, Marvin. We are from Omaha, Nebraska.”

Ronnie tipped his hat and announced. “I’m Ronnie Bladek, and I hail from Marble Falls in the great state of Texas



















































[image: image]


























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Death and Denial

A Mabel and Violet Mystery

Murder on ‘The Nile with a
boatload of suspects





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





