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From Frosty The Dead Man

After I’d convinced myself Frosty was at his desk, connected to earphones and oblivious to the outside world, I turned the knob and pushed the door open. He’d asked me to stop by to talk after all. But he wasn’t at his desk or anywhere else in sight. His chair was pushed aside like he’d gotten up and left in a hurry. He’d even left the lights on. I was about to turn tail and leave when I saw what looked like the base of the snow globe the mayor had purchased mere hours before. It was on the floor near the desk but the globe wasn’t next to it. What had happened?

The snow globe must have hit something hard enough to break it and the office floor was covered with a soft carpet. I glanced up at the shelves behind the desk. It could have fallen from there and struck the bottom ledge. I hoped Mayor Frost wouldn’t think I was snooping when I crept over to see where the rest of it was. When I found out the answer there was no turning back

“Frosty the Dead Man is the most exciting and intriguing in this wonderful series. Definitely the best yet. No matter the season, stopping by Camryn’s snow globe store is a treat.”~ Open Book Society

“I love so many things about this series, the setting is so unique and every time I read one I want to buy everyone on my Christmas list a snow globe. The characters continue to evolve in each story. . . They are all fun and very engaging and realistically written.” ~Lori Caswell/Dollycas

“Author Christine Husom has really taken this series and raised it up. In FROSTY THE DEAD MAN, there are more suspects than in the other books in the series, as well as more plot twists to keep readers guessing. Altogether an enjoyable tale, with an ending that took me by surprise, FROSTY THE DEAD MAN was a great addition to the Snow Globe Mystery series.” ~Lisa K’s Book Reviews
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This tale is dedicated to my grandchildren, the special

gifts who revealed there is another dimension to love I could never have imagined existed. I am truly blessed.
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“It’s craziness, pure and simple—”

The loud male voice from the back of my friend’s coffee shop caught my attention as I stepped through the archway from Curio Finds into Brew Ha-Ha.

“—I can’t believe you’d want that factory moving in west of town. That’s prime cropland.” I followed the direction of the voices to the table where Mr. Marvin Easterly shook a large pointer finger by Mayor Lewis Frost’s chest.

“Now, now, Marvin. You need to appreciate that Wonder Kids Clothes would be a real boon to our town. It’ll spread the tax base and take some burden off the residents.”

“That’s what you say. And it might help you city folks but it robs those ninety acres from the township’s tax rolls.”

Mayor Frost didn’t miss a beat. “Not to mention that it will bring in thirty new jobs to start with. That means thirty area people will be able to work close to home.”

“Hmmpf. Jobs, snobs. I’ve lived next to that farm all my life. What I can imagine are all the cars coming and going to get those thirty people to and from their jobs. Not to mention the semi-trucks making deliveries and picking up the finished products. Nothing but a lot of noise disturbing the peace as far as I’m concerned. There’re places better suited for that plant and you know it. I’m not the only one in the township opposed to it and you know that too.”

Frost and Easterly were the only customers in either of our shops, a little break during the pre-Christmas season. My coffee shop owner friend Pinky Nelson had left to run a quick errand, and I’d stepped into my own shop—one that specialized in unique items and snow globes from around the world— to grab my cell phone moments before the argument ensued.

I hung in the background near the archway, between the front counter and the back sitting area, and wondered what direction their disagreement might go. Early morning customers had talked about the Brooks Landing City Council meeting the night before.

According to them, it had gotten so heated Assistant Chief Clinton Lonsbury and Officer Mark Weston were on stand-by in case they were needed. And it was a good thing because they’d had to escort several people from the meeting before it got completely out of control. I patted the cell phone in my pocket. If the argument got any worse, I’d call on my police officer friend Mark for help with this second go-round.

Marvin Easterly got in one last jab. “There are people wondering if you’ve got some special interest in that clothing factory, what with the way you’ve been talking it up. And I’m one of them to tell you the truth. If you’ve been working some deal under the table then it’s time to come clean about it.”

The bell on Brew Ha-Ha’s door dinged. City council member Harley Creighton burst in and didn’t even notice me plastered against the wall as he marched by. He stopped at the mayor’s table. “Am I interrupting?” Steam rose from the top of his head and out Harley’s ears, nose, and mouth. It took me a second to realize it was from the cold December air he’d brought in with him.

Mr. Easterly stood up. “I was just leaving. And mark my words Mayor, you have not heard the last of this.” He huffed and puffed all the way to the door.

Creighton pulled out a chair with force. Its legs scraped the floor and produced sounds that grated on my nerves.

“What a fiasco our meeting turned into last night, Frosty. A doggone free for all and it went downhill from there. You lost command of the meeting.” Creighton took a quick breath before he went on. “It’s bad enough you’re in favor of that microbrewery setting up shop here, encouraging folks into another bad habit. 

“But suggesting that we use tax incentives to bring in this clothing manufacturing business is irresponsible in my book. You’ve been pushing your own agenda too many times these last months and I’m sick of it. I quit.” He slammed his fist on the table, got up, rushed past me, and went out the door.

The mayor’s problems grew worse by the minute. I’d heard complaints from people about local politics since I’d returned to my hometown of Brooks Landing. I had served years as Senator Ramona Zimmer’s legislative affairs director in Washington, D.C. so people considered me a bit of an expert in the world of politics. I’d done more behind-the-scenes research for sound policy decisions than I’d worked in the public domain, however.

The sentiment from some city residents was Lewis Frost had let his position go to his head more and more the last months, evidenced by things he’d said and done. Some people were surprised he’d been re-elected in the last election for another two-year term. Word had it if he ran again he’d have trouble holding onto his seat. It would be up to the voters when the time came.

I knew Frosty as a faithful customer of Brew Ha-Ha and less as the mayor of Brooks Landing. I often read the city council meeting minutes in the local newspaper and didn’t recall anything special that indicated he abused his power in any way. I was interested in the goings on but managing Curio Finds for my parents and helping Pinky in her coffee shop captured most of my time and attention.

Elected officials were under public scrutiny, not always an easy thing for them. I could attest to that. The senator I’d worked for had lost her re-election run after a much-publicized scandal that involved her husband Peter and me. I was innocent but Senator Zimmer fired me anyway. She refused to accept the truth and believed her cheating husband instead. After the incident, I’d lost a great deal of respect for them both and it was just as well when she fired me. Our relationship had come to an abrupt halt.

I pondered Harley Creighton’s emotional words. Was he serious? Would he give up his seat on the city council? It made me curious why he was so opposed to a microbrewery setting up shop in town. In addition to an off-sale municipal liquor store, Brooks Landing had other establishments that served alcohol. Microbreweries were popular and had sprouted up in other county communities as well. Folks loved to support independent ventures whether it was a winery, or a microbrewery, or a children’s clothing factory.

I understood why Mr. Easterly wanted to keep the westerly area around him rural, but on the other hand I’d heard the farmer who was offered a tidy sum for his property was psyched up about it. There were always at least two sides to every story.

Mayor Frost noticed me hovering nearby and shook his head. “Camryn! What a fine mess we’re in.” We? “Did you hear Creighton say he’s up and quitting the council, and here it is three weeks before Christmas. Who are we going to get to step into his seat at this time of year?”

“I wouldn’t know, Mayor. It’ll take time to arrange a special election,” I said.

“No, fortunately we won’t have to do that. We’ll appoint someone to fill the last year of his term. If we can’t talk Creighton into staying on, that is. The good thing about the appointment process is all the time and money it saves. Elections aren’t cheap.” Frosty frowned as he considered his options. “Harley Creighton and I have butted heads more times than I can count the last few years. And now that I think about it I’m not so sure I’d be sorry to see him step down.”

The bell on the shop door dinged. Rosalie Gorman, another city council member had arrived. The fire in her green eyes matched her flaming red hair. Had someone sent out a city-wide announcement that Brew Ha-Ha was the place to discuss city business that morning?

Rosalie came straight toward me with a scowl and pursed lips. I braced myself. “The city clerk told me the mayor was here,” she said.

I nodded, lifted my hand, and indicated the table he was. The city clerk had alerted people where Frosty was with his permission and blessing, no doubt. To the mayor’s credit, he made himself available to everyone who wanted his ear.

Rosalie’s cold look pierced through me. “If you’ll excuse us, I need to discuss something with Mayor Frost. In private.”

Her dismissal made me want to reply with, “Then you shouldn’t be meeting in a public place.” Instead I zipped my mouth shut, had a final glance at Frosty’s doomed-looking expression, and slipped away. If Rosalie wanted a cup of coffee she would no doubt summon me back. I didn’t want to cross her if at all possible. She’d been in Curio Finds many times and I’d always given her a wide berth.

I moved behind Brew Ha-Ha’s service counter as Pinky came through the door with a bag of groceries. A blast of arctic air clung to her long, willowy body. “Holy moly, Cami, it’s downright frigid out there.”

“It’s downright frigid back there, too. And the chill is not coming from our man Frosty,” I said in a quiet tone and pointed toward the table area with my thumb.

She lifted her shoulders and eyebrows as if to say, “What?”

“Rosalie Gorman is talking to Mayor Frost.” We kept our voices low.

Pinky shivered. “Brrr, so you’re saying it’s about as cold back there as it is out there?” She moved her head left toward the seating area then right toward the outside wall.

“Pretty much. Rosalie is mighty upset about something.”

“Maybe I’ll creep in closer so I can hear what they’re saying.” Pinky lifted and lowered her eyebrows.

“Not a good idea, Pink.”

She shrugged. “Three different people stopped me at the grocery store to give me their two cents worth about the city council meeting last night. I’m not sure why they did that either. Just about everyone in town should know by now how much I hate politics.”

“Not all policy decisions are political.”

She set her groceries on the back counter, blew some air from her lungs, and threw up her hands. “Well, you could have fooled me. There is way too much bickering over every little thing if you ask me.”

I lifted my palms. “People have differences of opinion. And what constitutes a big issue or a not-so-big issue depends on where you’re at. That’s why we have a city council and a mayor as our local officials. It’s up to them to sort everything out and decide what needs to be done. But they can never please all the people all the time.”

“That’s why I make a variety of coffees and other drink concoctions and bake different kinds of muffins and scones. So there is something to please everyone.”

I gave Pinky a friendly pat on the back. “You people pleaser you.”

She smiled. “Yep. What time did you tell Emmy to come in?”

“Ten.”

“You know Emmy’s gotten pretty good making all the different drinks we serve. She’s not the fastest person on the planet but she makes up for it by being such a great worker.”

“Very true.” We had hired Emmy Andersohn to help us over the Christmas season. She was in her early seventies and dependable. We’d also hired Molly Dalton but she’d tragically died her first day on the job. We still reeled from the loss a month later. Emmy had agreed to continue working for us despite the trauma she’d gone through after she was arrested and jailed as the prime suspect in Molly’s murder. Thankfully, she was cleared a short time later.

“Pinky, won’t it be a relief to get into the January business slump? Getting here early and staying late is wearing us out,” I said.

“Your parents offered to lend a hand if we need them.” Pinky stepped away from the counter, removed her coat and hat, and laid them on a stool until the coast was clear and she could put them in her back room.

“And they do help out with most of the ordering. Dad even connected with a new supplier of snow globes in Holland after they sent us a catalog. They have some unique ones. Dad placed an order and it should be here today. At least I hope so. The snow globes have been flying off the shelves and out the door.”

“Well, yeah. Christmas. Snow globes. Gifts. They all go together.”

Movement outside caught my eye. I pointed at the flakes falling. “As does snow.”

“Great, more shoveling,” she said.

The meeting between Mayor Frost and Councilwoman Gorman got boisterous. Rosalie’s voice rose several decibels followed by a loud sound, like something had fallen. Pinky’s eyebrows shot up and her face scrunched together. I felt mine do about the same thing as we took off for the back area.

The mayor bent over and picked up the chair it appeared Rosalie had knocked over. By accident or on purpose, we didn’t know.

Her face was the color of beets. “You just better watch yourself from now on,” she said and pushed past Pinky and me without a “pardon me.”

Mayor Frost noticed our gawks. “Rosalie gets overly excited about things at times. You get used to it,” he said.

My dad was expressive and more outwardly emotional than my mom but he didn’t knock over chairs. “Is there anything we can help you with?” I said. Pinky stuck her foot against my ankle. I guessed she was leery what I might get us into.

The mayor picked up his overcoat, brushed some crumbs off the front of it, and slipped it on. “Oh, no, no. But thanks for the offer anyway. I’ve learned to roll with the punches. And not to get too upset when people misinterpret things or gossip about me for this or that reason.”

Gossip: one of Pinky’s favorite pastimes. That word piqued her interest. She removed the foot she had planted on my ankle and took a step forward. “Really? So Frosty, what kind of stories are they telling about you?” she asked, a little too cheery.

Mayor Frost waved his hand back and forth. “Nothing for you girls to worry your pretty little heads about. Well it’s time for me to get back to business. Oh, and I apologize if we disturbed anyone here. When Mr. Easterly asked to meet with me I thought it’d be good to talk over a cup of coffee. But . . . well let’s just say it didn’t go quite the way I thought it might.”

Pinky had missed the action but still replied, “No problem at all. It’s a slower time of the day for Brew Ha-Ha between the morning rush and coffee hour. And most people haven’t caught on that Curio Finds is open an hour earlier for the month of December. Have they Cami?”

I shrugged. “Not so much on weekdays anyway.”

“Enjoy the rest of the day, girls.” The mayor nodded then left. Pinky and I picked up mugs and plates from the mayor’s table, carried them to her service counter, and set them in the soapy water-filled sink. I glanced up at the Betty Boop clock on the wall above it: 9:46 a.m. The place would fill up with customers any time.
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“Pinky, you were here the years I was gone. I know there are complainers who don’t like the job the mayor’s been doing. But most people must like him. He’s been re-elected over and over.”

“Frosty was always popular but he’s lost a few fans lately. Some folks think he’s losing it.”

That might have been the gossip he’d referred to a minute ago. “I didn’t meet the mayor until I moved back home but he’s always seemed ‘with it’ to me. I’ve talked to him many times when he’s stopped in for his morning coffee.”

“I sure haven’t noticed that he’s forgetful or confused but we don’t exactly have in-depth conversations,” Pinky said.

“When did he move to Brooks Landing, Pink? He wasn’t around when we were growing up.”

“I’m not exactly sure, around twenty years ago. He was with some manufacturing company in Minneapolis and commuted for a while. After he retired he got more involved in the community. He was elected mayor however many years ago that was, six or so I think.” Pinky shrugged and filled a stainless-steel cream container.

“The way Frosty talked this morning maybe he should consider a second retirement, not run again in the next election.” I thought about his visitors. “You know Marvin Easterly, the one who farms west of town? He was the guy with the mayor before you went on your errands.”

“Sure.”

“Things heated up between them pretty fast after you left. Mr. Easterly had finished what he had to say and was about to leave. Then Harley Creighton tracked down the mayor here. First Creighton read Frosty the riot act then he said he was quitting, giving up his seat on the council. A minute later, Rosalie Gorman stormed in and told me to leave so she could talk to Frosty in private.”

Pinky shook her head. “Stormin’ Gorman, that’s what a lot of folks call her.”

I laughed. “Gee, I wonder why.”

“So Harley Creighton said he was quitting? I bet he’ll change his mind after he thinks about it some more.” Pinky picked up her coat and hat and headed to her back room.

“We’ll find out soon enough I guess,” I said.

Pinky came back as the bell on the shop door dinged. It was Emmy with the first coffee-break crowd close behind her. Good timing. Emmy first went to my shop storeroom to deposit her coat then returned to the coffee shop, ready to serve drinks and ring up orders. After a shaky start, she had come a long way in a month. Thankfully.

I noticed a small group of customers in my shop and went through the archway to greet them.

“Nice and cozy in here,” one said.

“I smell coffee,” another said and threw back her head. Her nostrils flared open as she took a deeper whiff.

“Gift ideas first then we can indulge ourselves with a good cup of coffee,” the third said.

The others agreed to the plan.

“Is there anything I can help you find?” I asked.

The three looked my way and one said, “Thanks, we’re browsing for now but we’ll let you know.” They started on their paths through the aisles and admired the unique music boxes, candleholders, trinkets, and snow globes. My parents had items for almost anyone on a person’s shopping list. Tooled copper, blown glass, kiln-dried pottery, carved wood treasures. You name it.

A young woman I hadn’t noticed stepped out from behind a shelf and cleared her throat. She looked like she was in her late teens, early twenties at the most. She gently waved her hand at nothing in particular. “Are these all the snow globes you have in stock?” Her manner of speaking was unlike most young people. It was slower and her word pronunciation was distinct and clear.

I moved to her side. “Yes, this is it. Everything we have is on display but we’re expecting a shipment sometime today, and another later in the week I believe.”

“What time do you expect your delivery will arrive?” she said.

“Usually they come right around noon although it could be later. The delivery guys have been especially busy this month with extra orders.”

She nodded then cocked her a little to one side and stared at a spot high up on the wall, like her mind had gone to a faraway place.

“Is there something special you’re looking for?” I asked.

She switched her attention back to me. “No, but I thank you. I asked you only to see if there were more to choose from. Of course, you have many choices now but I thought I would ask just the same.”

One of the things I’d learned working in retail sales was people oftentimes didn’t know what specific thing they wanted but they knew once they saw it.

The young woman attempted a smile and made it about halfway. “Goodbye,” she said and slipped out the door. I took a step closer to the large shop window and watched her walk away. She was waif-like and something about her reminded me of young homeless people I’d seen on the streets of Chicago and Washington, D.C.

Brooks Landing, Minnesota was not the place to be homeless in December when the average high temperature was around ten degrees below the freezing temperature of thirty-two degrees Fahrenheit. If the wind howled, it often felt like the town was situated on top of a glacier. I wondered if the girl was interested in a larger selection of snow globes, or if she had sought refuge from the snow outside. Perhaps her question about another delivery gave her a legitimate reason to return later.

I shook my head and switched my focus to the other customers. They picked up a variety of snow globes, shook each one, and watched to see how the snow settled on the different scenes.

“Oh look, this is a music box too. How cool is that? You can listen to White Christmas while the people are ice skating in the falling snow,” one said.

All three sighed like they couldn’t imagine anything better.

The women selected a number of items so Emmy came into Curio Finds and helped me gift wrap their purchases. Then Emmy followed the trio into Brew Ha-Ha and lent Pinky a hand to serve them beverages and treats. I boxed up two special orders I’d received from a Brooks Landing snow bird couple who spent their winters in Arizona. Loyal customers who’d asked me to send photos of our new stock via email. They had selected and purchased several items for gifts.

When I heard a loud familiar voice next door I set the boxes aside to find out what Sandy Gibbons, long-time reporter for the local newspaper, was all excited about. “Oh there you are,” Sandy said when she spotted me.

Emmy nodded as she met me then disappeared through the archway into Curio Finds. The young shoppers seemed put off by Sandy’s enthusiasm too and moved from the counter to the back seating area with their mugs. When Sandy singled me out, I was tempted to follow them.

“Hi Sandy.” I’d known her most of my life. She had always seemed about sixty years old, from the time I was a little kid. When I returned to Brooks Landing I was surprised she looked about the same, right down to the dyed brown hair she had professionally styled each week. She must have passed the seventy-year milestone by now.

“So. Word is Harley Creighton told Mayor Frost he was stepping down from his council seat after they had a big showdown right here in Brew Ha-Ha.” She pointed her finger toward the floor and moved it up and down like she marked the spot.

“Who told you that?” I asked and figured out the three possibilities. I looked at Pinky and she shook her head. That left two possibilities.

“I rarely reveal my sources,” she said with a smile. “You were here and I understand you heard the whole thing.”

“I couldn’t say,” I said with a smile of my own.

“Oh come on, Camryn. A witness statement would give my story more credibility.”

“Sandy, you named the two men who supposedly had the conversation. One of them gave you the scoop so talk to the other one.”

She crossed her arms and let out a big breath. “He won’t take my calls.”

“If what you heard is true it won’t be long before everyone in town knows about it.”

“That’s the trouble. I want to know now so I can include it in my article for tomorrow’s edition. It’d be a great ending twist, sort of the final straw of what happened the day after the controversy at last night’s meeting. And that reminds me, I’ve been trying to track down Assistant Chief Lonsbury and Officer Weston but neither one is answering their cell phones.”

Pinky leaned in toward Sandy. “I’m sure they’ll call you back when they can. And really, I don’t know why all those people can’t just find a way to get along and not get so riled up. I heard it was all over a microbrewery and a clothing factory. I mean, isn’t it a good thing to get more businesses in town? It’d sure help me out here. More people in town would mean there’d be more coffee drinkers, right?”

“Especially if they stayed at the microbrewery too late the night before,” Sandy said.

Pinky laughed. “Good one, Sandy.”

Sandy zeroed in on me. “Well Camryn, if you’re not going to give me confirmation I’ll just have to go see if I can find someone who will. And don’t give a thought about me running around in the snow while I’m looking.” She turned and picked up the large bag with her writing supplies from a counter stool.

“Be careful out there, Sandy,” I said with sincerity as she headed out the door. “Doesn’t she remind you of the Eveready bunny from that battery commercial? She just keeps on going.”

“You are right on there. I don’t think she’ll ever throw in the towel and retire,” Pinky said.

“I don’t think the paper will let her. She gets her stories, by gosh and by golly,” I said.

“I think she’s even snoopier than I am.”

I’d have to think about that one. “I hear Emmy talking to a customer so I better get back to my shop.”

Emmy was waiting on an elderly couple still spunky enough to get out and shop in snowy conditions. Emmy pointed out different snow globes with winter and Christmas themes. Since she had everything under control, I greeted them and went to my counter to finish packaging the gifts I needed to mail.

A brown UPS delivery truck stopped outside our shop. The spry young driver jumped out, opened the side door, and pulled out a box. It was just after eleven a.m., earlier than usual. “Hey,” he said as he hurried in, set the box on the checkout counter, punched in something on his device, and handed it over to me to sign.

“You’re ahead of schedule. Nice.” I scratched out what served as my signature and gave it back to him.

“I got an extra early start today. And it’s a full load so I better keep moving. Thanks,” he said and took off.

I called out “Thank you” to his back.

Emmy showed the couple a snow globe they both loved and they joined me at the counter where she rang up their purchase. I found a gift box and asked if they wanted it wrapped. “No thank you. It’s a gift we’re giving each other. A little tradition we started almost sixty years ago,” the gentleman said as he rested his arm on the back of the woman’s waist.

I found a card and stuck it in the bag along with the globe. “Here’s a certificate for twenty percent off your next purchase.”

“That’s lovely, thank you. Merry Christmas,” the woman said.

“And the same to you.” I handed the bag to the man and watched as the two made their way out the door and safely to their car.

“What a sweet couple. I try not to get sad when I see two people who are able to grow old together,” Emmy said as her lower lids grew moist.

I touched her hand. “I’m sure this time of year is sad for a lot of people who have lost loved ones. And you went through a lot when your husband died.” In fact, she’d been falsely accused of poisoning him and had spent months in jail before she’d been acquitted.

“That was bad all right. But I’ve had a few years to deal with it and have come to accept it somewhat. But Irene Ryland, losing her daughter Molly like that. That’s who my heart goes out to most of all this year,” Emmy said.

“Me too. I’m glad you and Irene have become friends. And the offer still stands if you want to spend Christmas with the Vanellis. Again, the friendly warning that my family gets pretty loud at our gatherings.”

Emmy swiped her tears away and smiled. “I appreciate that. Lester has asked us—both of us—if we want to get together with him. So we’ll see. We haven’t really talked about it. I mean Irene and I. She may have other plans.”

“No pressure, just know that you are welcome.”

She nodded and pointed at the box the UPS man had delivered. “Would you like me to help you unpack that?”

I looked at the label. “It’s from a new supplier in the Netherlands my parents are trying out. They have mostly new snow globes but they run across old ones too. And that’s our specialty, as you know. The older and more unique, the better.”

I opened the drawer under the counter, found a box cutter, sliced through the packing tape, and spread the flaps open. Under the packing peanuts were four plain brown square boxes. Emmy watched over my shoulder.

“Here you go. Let’s see what treasures are inside these.” I lifted the first box out. Emmy took it, set it on the counter, and pulled out a snow globe with an ornate bottom and scene of a gingerbread house in the woods. Two characters that appeared to be Hansel and Gretel stood side by side, holding hands, near the front door.

I picked it up, gave it a shake, and we watched the snow settle around the pair. “I love it,” I said.

“Oh my, this will sell in no time,” Emmy said.

We removed the other three from their boxes and the next two were as delightful as the first. The fourth one felt heavier and I noticed the base was more solid. When I looked at the globe, I was struck by its unusual scene. It had a cabin with pine trees behind it. A man stood by the front door with a long-barreled gun pointed upward, not in the shooting position. Three bears appeared to be walking toward him, closing in on him. I studied the man’s face and he looked calm, like he wasn’t afraid of the bears at all. I tried to figure out what the scene depicted. It was more sinister than the others. Would any of our shoppers be interested in it?

I picked up the order sheet with the wholesale and retail prices listed and handed it to Emmy. “This says it’s the first of three shipments. They must be low on stock because now that I think about it, I remember Dad telling me he’d ordered twelve from them. I guess we’ll get ʼem when they come. Emmy, if you’ll mark these I’ll run to the post office and get the packages mailed to our customers in Arizona.”

Emmy picked up the pricing gun. “I’m happy to do that.”

I grabbed my coat, gathered up the packages, and walked the two blocks to the post office. It had quit snowing and made the journey easier, less slippery. I’d hoped to avoid the lunch-hour crowd, but when I saw the long line I glanced up at the wall clock. It was 11:47, later than I’d thought. I made small talk with others in line and twelve minutes later, it was finally my turn. The two workers behind the counter had a growing stack of boxes behind them and looked harried. As wonderful as the season was it created extra work for a lot of people. I greeted my helper as pleasantly as possible and almost got a smile out of him. Maybe on another day. Like on a lazy day in the middle of summer.
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When I got back to Curio Finds, I noticed Emmy looked about as stressed out as the postal workers had. “Oh Camryn, I’m glad you’re here.” She was alone in the shop so I knew her tension wasn’t because she was swamped with customers.

“What’s up?” I said.

“First Mayor Frost came by to talk to you, not a minute after you left. It seemed kind of urgent. He went to get some lunch and said he’ll stop back after that. Oh and by the way, he looked at the new snow globes on the counter here and asked me to put one on the back shelf for him. He’ll get it when he comes back.”

“Okay.” I wondered if Sandy had tracked down the mayor and had led him to believe I’d given her more information than I had. “Did he seem upset?”

“Not exactly upset, but he wasn’t his usual easy-going self either.”

“Mmm.”

“And there was a young woman who came in a minute later to see if we’d gotten our snow globe delivery yet.”

“I bet it’s the same one who was in her earlier. Was she small, on the petite side, with eyes almost too big for her face?”

Emmy nodded. “That sounds like the one, a little slip of a thing.”

I got out of my coat and draped it on my arm. “Did you show them to her?”

“I did, and she looked at each one very carefully and asked if that was all we’d gotten. I told her there was one more but the mayor had spoken for it, and I’d put it away for him. She asked if she could see it in case he decided not to buy it so I showed it to her. I hope that’s okay.”

“I don’t see the harm in that.”

“When she saw it she said it was her favorite one of all. I told her I could give her a call if the mayor decided not to take it. But she said she’d stop back later instead.”

“We can always order another one for her. We should be able to get it in time for Christmas.

Which one was it?”

“The one with the man by the cabin and the bears.”

“They both wanted that one? It shows you how much I know—I thought we’d be lucky if we sold it.”

Emmy gave a little shrug. “Each to his own. Camryn, do you mind if I take my lunch break now?”

“Not at all, and enjoy.” She usually brought a packed lunch from home and Pinky said it was fine and dandy for her to eat it at coffee shop table.

As I searched for a temporary home for the last snow globe, my attention was drawn to a man looking in the shop window. He was giant, and seemed more so with the big fur
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