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EDNA KNEW THAT THIS winter craft retreat at Fulton Convent would stink. Though it was no pleasure to be proved right. At least, not this time. That blizzard trapped them with a possessed skunk pelt.

And I thought the complaint about a ghost on the travel site was nothing but me grasping at straws. I was looking for anything that would get Agnes to cancel this trip. I should’ve won that coin toss. We’d be smelling the ocean by now; not the stench of skunk urine.

It was impossible to sleep. Fulton Convent stank with a combination of fear and spite. It aggravated Wilma’s asthma, and windows were kept open in an effort to air out the room they took refuge in. They were stuck cold and miserable since there was a blizzard outside the building. It trapped them in the stinkiest crucible humanity ever imagined.

Luckily or not, that stinky, yellow ectoplasm foam faded after a few hours. That should’ve meant they were able to get some relief. But the skunk specter came back to spray in the hallway again just when the smell dissipated; giving a mean girl cackle when they gasped for fresh air.

Edna tried to sleep, but the smell and constant coughing kept her awake.

“Here,” Agnes said, taking for granted that Edna was not sleeping despite her prone body.

Edna opened her eyes to see that her sister was holding a jar of vaporub in her hand. “It’ll help you cope with the smell if you place it under your nose,” she said.

Edna grunted but accepted the jar’s contents. Her mind kept replaying the events that led up to their current predicament. Thanks to her lack of sleep, her mind turned it into a vivid daydream. It played out like a horror movie on a movie screen.

Images of home should’ve been comforting. However, the crocheted items that covered every surface of their home suffocated Edna. Though Agnes saw them as cozy cocoons. These projects augmented their skimpy retirement pensions, so Edna was stuck with them. Edna had set up an Etsy page to downsize Agnes’s collection. It backfired on her when it was so successful Agnes made new crochet merchandise to restock their page. Every time she made a new batch it had to be sent out, so Edna was never free of the avalanche of crochet cozies.

Which was why she was looking forward to their winter vacation. Though she would have to win the coin toss to decide where they’d go.

“So what do you want? Heads or tails?” Agnes held up the quarter that would decide their winter vacation destination.

“Heads,” Edna said. Technically the odds should have been even, but she had heard that heads were more likely to turn up in a coin toss.

Agnes tossed the coin, and it flipped three times in the air before it landed on her open palm. She slapped her opposite hand over it before it could escape and raised her palm cautiously. Edna knew she had lost as soon as Agnes gave a big grin. “It’s tails. We’re going to my crafting retreat this winter.”

Edna snorted. She glanced around at the living room, which was full of doilies and crocheted knick-knacks. It was full of products they were not able to move. An Irish lace handmade bride’s veil was one thing, toilet paper covers were another. ”Just what we need, another working vacation.“

“Crochet is more than my job, it’s my passion,” Agnes said as she put her hands on her hips and put the coin back in her jeans pocket.

Edna sniffed and stated between gritted teeth, “It may be your passion, but it’s my job to run your Etsy shop. I’d like to take an actual break from it for a week or two. Even when we go out we go out to craft shows. I do not even get to see any of the tourist spots because we’re stuck manning a booth at craft fairs.”

Agnes patted Edna’s shoulder. “You won’t have to lift heavy boxes this time, just our luggage.”

Edna snorted. “Is that a promise?”

Agnes gave a laugh that was more infuriating than a slap in the face. Edna knew she had to change tactics. She took out her smartphone. “Where is this craft retreat?” She needed to look up their destination to see if there were any complaints she could use against this plan.

“Fulton Convent is hosting the crafting retreat. I can learn new crochet techniques and sample materials there,” Agnes said.

Edna punched in the words “Fulton Convent complaints” into a search bar. The top results came on a travel site as she scrolled to a one-star review and read it. “Is something wrong?” Agnes asked.

Edna showed her the bad review on her screen, but it only made Agnes laugh. “Some wacko is complaining about a ghost. They say that it wrote ‘go home’ in the steam of their bathroom mirror when they took a shower.”

She read out a quote, “‘They refused to give me a refund when the evidence evaporated when I tried to report it.’ You’re really grasping at straws, aren’t you? I won the coin toss fair and square, and we’re going.”

“Wouldn’t you rather go to Hawaii this winter than this crafting retreat in a snow belt?” Edna asked.

Agnes chuckled, “You know how much I love white Christmases.”

Her laughter grated as much as nails on a chalkboard, and Edna ground her teeth in frustration.

“I’ll get that stinker this time,” Ricardo muttered. The maintenance man’s eyes were bloodshot since he was on the front line for cleaning up after each spray. His boss, Melody, had shadows under her eyes. She was serving as backup in case he needed it. So far, she could not do more than give him moral support and pay him once that skunk was caught.

Edna’s eyes opened, alerted by the sound they made as Ricardo moved and the drifting stench of the skunk. The rotting pine smell drifted into the air before the skunk appeared. Its eyes glowed red with malice, and it bared its teeth in a smile.

Wilma reached for her inhaler. Edna checked her open travel bag. She noted that Wilma’s meds were running low. Which was only natural since she needed a boost every time that skunk sprayed. Wilma’s breath was already rattling from her rising stress.

Ricardo battered the skunk on the head, and it busted as if it were a pimple. It leaked that awful ectoplasm like pus in the main hallway while its pelt flattened out. “I got it.”

The pelt slid off the pus. Then it filled out again and gave Ricardo a wink as he screamed out his rage.

Melody went back to Edna. “I need one of your cigarettes to smudge the hallway.”

Edna saw it was the second to the last cigarette she had in the package and groaned but gave it to Melody. Melody took the cigarette to Ricardo and lit it. Melody frowned when he took a long drag. “We do not have a feather to smudge the tobacco with,” he said.

Jesse took a puff from her inhaler and then texted rapidly on her smartphone.

Edna rubbed her eyes. However, she could not wipe away the memory of buying the skunk pelt and cigarettes on the way up here. Why could she not have been satisfied at only buying the Krampus ornament kit to annoy Agnes? She would not have weaponized that angry ghost.

Edna made sure that they traveled too fast for Agnes to see anything along the highway. It was a tactic she used to stop Agnes from noticing any local yarn stores along the way. However, Agnes found a workaround. She used her smartphone to search for local yarn stores along their destination path. That way she could plan out their stops in advance. Which gave Edna enough notice, so she could not say that they had already gone past it.

“Oh look at this place. It’s got a charming gingerbread cottage motif going for it,” Agnes tried to shove her smartphone under Edna’s eyes.

“I’ve got to keep my eyes on the road, I cannot look at your smartphone. Besides that, I do not want to get in trouble for distracted driving. That’s as bad as speeding as far as the highway patrol is concerned,” which was true enough, but they were convenient excuses to avoid those yarn shops.

“We can stop where you want next time,” Agnes assured her sister.

Edna smirked, she just wanted to go to the convent ASAP. She could use this promise to make sure they made no more stops after this. In the meantime, she would go to the store with her sister to make sure that Agnes did not lose track of time. She pulled into the store’s parking lot.

Agnes got out and stopped to stare at the window display before she went in. She pointed to some crocheted ornaments. “Aren’t Santa and his elves adorable? Their cheeks are so rosy. But what’s that black elf doing there?”

“Maybe the black elf is supposed to be a diverse hire?” Edna spoke up.

Agnes pressed her nose and forehead against the glass window to take a closer look at the display. “I prefer to make the elf pattern and use dark brown yarn colors rather than use this pattern. It’s got ram’s horns on its head.”

Edna shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe they had a Halloween display and accidentally left a figure up?”

“Well that would explain things.” She opened the shop’s front door and Edna sighed.

Of course, the shop had the sickening sweet smell of potpourri. It was supposed to act as aromatherapy but raised Edna’s blood pressure. She was always worried they would affect her allergies. You never knew what chemicals were in those things. Agnes sniffed the air appreciatively, like a dog that smelled a meaty bone. At least she had the grace not to drool.

“Oh look at that. They’ve got mulled cider and cookies for refreshments,” Agnes squealed as if she were a kid getting free sweets at the candy store.

“Just what pre-diabetics need, a sugar rush
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