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      “Herman, how does the table setting look?” My grandmother and mom would arrive soon for Thanksgiving. As this was my first official holiday as hostess, butterflies tickled my insides. Uncle Herman, my resident ghost, drifted in from the kitchen.

      “Why did you have to set up a table right in front of my window seat? Whoever sits there will block my view. I like to watch people stroll down Cade Street after the Turkey Trot is finished.”

      Groaning, I hung my head. “This is my first major holiday in Drakes Bay, and my family is coming to stay for a few days. Could I get a little support?”

      “They’re my family, too. Not that we’ll be able to catch up about the old days, but still, I’ll have the opportunity to see them at least.”

      “There’s the right attitude.” My arm swept over the table. “What do you think? The dishes were a find at Twice Loved and they’re perfect, don’t you agree?”

      “I’ve said it before. Fiona has impeccable taste. I’m glad you invited her, and Beth, Ethan, and Eddie too. What time is our family arriving?”

      “In a little over an hour. Mom called and said they were making excellent time coming up 95, and there’s very little traffic. I’ve got the turkey in the oven, and the veggies are ready to cook. Beth is bringing dessert, and Ethan said his contribution would be a surprise.”

      Herman floated around the table. “What about the wine?”

      A small smile played over my mouth. “Eddie offered to help me pick out the wine for dinner from your stash.”

      “Harrumph. If you keep sampling from the wine cellar and don’t add to it soon, it will dry like a withered grape left on the vine after harvest.” He perched on the window ledge. “Speaking of your favorite police officer, he’s crossing the street now and seems to be headed to your alley.”

      I hurried across the room and peered out. Eddie glanced up and waved. My cheeks flushed as he caught me looking out the window at him. “Maybe he wants to…”

      Moments later a sharp knock on the back door had me running a hand down the front of my apron before I tore it off and tossed it over the chair.

      My ghost chuckled. “You look spiffy.”

      “Not what I was going for.” I walked leisurely to the back entrance, hoping I appeared casual and not at all like my heart thumped wildly in my chest.

      Eddie grinned as I opened the door. “Come in.”

      “Gigi, hey. I hope you don’t mind that I dropped by early.” He held out a bouquet. “These are for you. I wasn’t sure if you’d want them on the table or someplace else, but my mom always had flowers for every holiday.”

      My heart skipped a beat when he used his special nickname for me. I brought them to my nose and inhaled. The fragrant apricot roses, lavender, and freesia would be perfect for the table. “Thank you. That’s a sweet tradition.” I shut the door. “I didn’t expect you. Please don’t say you have to work.”

      “Not this year. Rhonda Perkins has the day shift, and I’m not on evenings or nights this month.”

      “Lucky you.” I smiled, unsure why he was three hours early. I asked, “Would you like a cup of coffee?”

      He chuckled, reached out a finger, and wiped my cheek. “Breadcrumbs. No, thanks. I’ve had enough caffeine for today. We could choose the wine for dinner. Unless you’re busy?”

      I liked how he answered me with a question. He wasn’t as self-assured when it came to whatever was going on between us. When he was in his police uniform, he oozed confidence.

      “I have time. My mom and grandmother won’t be here for at least another hour. They’re driving through Portland. Mom texted, saying it would take that long per the GPS, and she follows it to the exact minute.”

      A mischievous twinkle hovered in his blue-grey eyes. “She’s not a rule breaker like her daughter?”

      I knew he was referring to my help solving two murders we had in town… Well, and an assault. “Hey, I don’t break rules. I just see if they’re at all flexible.”

      “Is that what you’re calling it when you put yourself in danger with criminals?”

      Giving him a friendly punch on the arm, I walked into the kitchen. “It’s not my fault the police department needed an objective eye on their cases.”

      Herman called from his perch. “Vases are in the pantry closet, top shelf.”

      “Would you mind grabbing me a vase? They’re on the top shelf in the cabinet.”

      I removed the flowers from the protective film and trimmed the ends while Eddie filled the vase he had chosen with water. After arranging the flowers and after my heart returned to a normal rhythm, I placed them in the center of the dining table. “They’re perfect.”

      He cleared his throat. “About the wine?”

      “Right. We’re having seven people for dinner. I mean, seven people are coming to dinner.” My cheeks burned, hoping he missed the word, we’re. It sounded like we were hosting.

      “We should select two different varieties and bring up four bottles, two whites and two reds.”

      I flipped the lock on the door that led into my dress shop and turned on the overhead light. “Earlier, I was thinking about the wine cellar. I’m going to need to restock at some point. Would you want to visit a few of the wineries this winter and help me select some vintages? I’m sure Beth and Luke would want to come.” I deliberately kept it casual, like four friends getting together to have fun.

      Herman didn’t drift by us as we descended the stairs. The shop was dark except for the soft lighting illuminating the display windows and a desk lamp.

      “Once they post the December schedule, I can let you know what Sundays I’m off, and we can plan it.”

      “Great, it’s a date.” Date? Really? Once again, open your mouth and insert your foot. I tugged the bolt of fabric that hid the basement door, hoping he wouldn’t notice my cheeks likely flaming to a deep holiday red.

      With the door open I hurried down the steps, pausing to flick on the lights in the main room. Every time I looked at the theatre room Herman had built, I was awestruck. “My uncle had a great sense of style.”

      “This is a fantastic space.” He waited while I entered the utility room before following me into the wine cellar. “It’s easy to see he put thought into the entire building.”

      Would Herman appear as he usually did when I came downstairs? I glanced around the space, but we were alone. Eddie was holding a bottle of white wine. “Sweet or oaky.”

      “Definitely oaky. I wonder, should we bring up a dessert wine too?”

      With a lopsided grin, he said, “It’s your wine cellar and you’re the hostess. Whatever you want.”

      A nervous laugh escaped. “Sometimes I forget this is all mine and I’m not a guest.”

      His face softened. “I’m glad you came to town. Life has been so much more interesting since you arrived.”

      “Um. Thanks?”

      His fingers grazed the air between us as if offering reassurance. “That was a compliment.”

      “Good. Then, thank you. Now, about the wine.”

      We selected six bottles: four for dinner and two for dessert. Before taking the stairs, he paused on the bottom step. “Maybe sometime we could watch a movie?”

      My heart skipped again. “I’d like that.”

      “Then it’s an almost plan.” He swept his arm in front of me. “After you.”

      

      Eddie took care of the wine before he left. I closed the oven after basting the turkey hoping it would be flavorful and juicy. Like my one hit wonder, macaroni and cheese, this was the best holiday dinner I could prepare, and I wanted my grandma to be impressed. Mom was less concerned about what we ate than about being together. It needed to be a win in everyone’s eyes.

      “Claudia, what kind of car does your mother drive?” Herman asked.

      I closed the oven door. “A black sedan.”

      “One’s pulled up in front of the store.”

      I slipped on a jacket, burst out the door, and raced down the back steps. It had been ten months since I had seen my family in person, and it wasn’t until this exact moment that I realized how much I missed them.

      Running with my arms wide, I cried, “Mom. Gram.”

      They enveloped me in a hug and held me tight.

      “Claudia, it’s so good to see you,” Mom said.

      “I’m thrilled you’re here.” I pecked Grandma’s cheek. “Both of you.”

      She brushed my hair back behind my ear. “Your hair’s gotten so long. You didn’t have time for a trim? And this pink streak? It’s very noticeable in your blond hair.”

      “Oh, Grandma. I’m growing it longer, and I like it. The pink is to support breast cancer awareness month.”

      “I like it.” Mom said, “It suits you.” She looked over the building from the sidewalk to the roofline. “This is your everything? Home, work, social life?”

      “It is, and I can’t wait to show you every square inch. Uncle Herman created a lovely store, a comfortable home, and a few surprises, too.”

      I picked up their tote bags, slung one over each shoulder, and said, “Follow me.”

      “You mentioned you have friends joining us for dinner?” Mom gasped as we reached the bottom of the stairs. “Is that the ocean?”

      Grandma rushed to the edge of my parking area. “Herman said it was a nice view, but I had no idea.”

      “Gram, why didn’t you ever come and visit him? He had a spare room.”

      Her smile slipped. “Herman insisted he come to us for family get-togethers, and when it wasn’t a holiday, he was busy working. Your grandfather and I never wanted to intrude. But seeing this stunning view, I wish we had.”

      “Wait until you see it from the deck. At the end of a busy day, I sit and watch the water, and on occasion have drinks and dinner with friends.” I gave them a few minutes to soak it all in before saying, “We should get upstairs. We can have tea before everyone arrives.”

      “Can we have tea on the deck? I can’t stop looking at the ocean,” Mom said.

      “Yes. I kept the chairs out—at least until the first snow flies, which can be any day now according to Beth.”

      Their boots clomped as we climbed the stairs. Mom and Gram couldn’t tear their eyes away from the Atlantic. Who knew they’d find it so captivating? I eased the door open, and Lola was sitting in the hall. She meowed in greeting, and Herman rested on the small bench.

      “Is this Herman’s cat?” Mom asked as she knelt to run her hand along the length of the feline’s soft fur.

      “Yes. Isn’t she beautiful? And she’s been a wonderful companion.” I dropped the tote bags on the floor. “I’ll show you to your rooms.”

      “Honey,” Mom said, “We think it best to check into the inn tomorrow. It’s right next door which is super convenient, and we’ve already made our reservations.”

      “That’s not necessary. I’ve got it all worked out. Grandma has my room, and you have the spare room.”

      “Hey, that’s my room.” Herman zipped away. I didn’t get the opportunity to remind him that he didn’t sleep in a bed, and he never minded when Beth stayed over, especially when I first moved to town and was suspected of killing a local man.

      “For one night.” Gram patted my cheek. “Trust me, it will be better for us all. I snore like a freight train and your mom is a light sleeper.”

      Instead of arguing with them, I asked, “How about a tour of the apartment?” I linked arms with them and guided them into the main living space. “To the right is the kitchen, and that door leads to the shop, so I don’t have to go outside to commute to work. Life is so much easier than when I lived in New York City. This is a breeze.”

      “Honey, the table’s beautiful. Did your uncle have this dinnerware?”

      “Mom, I bought the set from this sweet shop in town, Twice Loved. You’ll meet Fiona today. She also found a rug for my bedroom and a few other odds and ends. You and Gram must check it out while you’re here, as well as Knit or Purl. Beth has the best yarns.”

      “The flowers are pretty, Claudia.”

      “Thanks, Gram.” Unsure why I didn’t say that Eddie brought them earlier, I said, “Time to wrap up the tour with the bedrooms. My room is on the left.” Lola slipped in the door first and hopped onto the bed, looking like the queen of Drakes Bay.

      “Oh, my.” Mom hurried to the expanse of windows with the ocean view. “You wake up to this every day?”

      “I do. Herman had Fiona help him decorate the space.”

      Gram did a slow three-sixty turn. “It’s perfect. You know, he called and asked what your favorite colors were, but I had no idea this would be the result.”

      Herman drifted into the room. “Erma looks the same.”

      “Dana, look. There’s a connecting door to the bathroom. Very handy.”

      Mom opened the closet doors. “I’d die for a closet like this.” She joined my grandmother in the bathroom.

      “You can see why I’m comfortable here. I couldn’t have designed this space any better.”

      “Is Herman’s room this nice?” Mom asked.

      I shook my head. “It has a view of Cade and Main Streets, and it’s the smaller of the two rooms. Ethan said it was because he liked the street noise. After moving from the city, the town was a little quiet for him.”

      They checked out his room, and Mom said, “The entire apartment is charming. Can we see the store next?”

      Excited to show them the rest of the place, I grinned. “Don’t let Lola follow us. I like to keep her out of the shop in case she decides a garment I’m working on makes for a cozy place to nap.”

      “I can see where cat hair, no matter how soft, wouldn’t be a bonus to a customer.” Grandma patted the kitty’s head and winked at Herman’s ghost. “If Herman were standing in front of me, I’d give him a huge hug and thank him for creating a wonderful home for you.”

      Herman gave her a courtly bow. “It’s nice to see you, Erma.”

      I gave Mom a side glance, but she didn’t acknowledge him.

      What the heck? My grandmother can see ghosts, too?
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      After the store tour and the movie room, my mom and grandma sat in Adirondack chairs on the deck with a cup of tea, watching the water.

      “This is heaven and the tea is delicious,” Grandma said. “Is it another local business?”

      “Yes, I bought it from the Cozy Nook Bookstore in Pembroke Cove. It’s about thirty minutes from here. The owners, Lily Michaels’s parents, have a tea business.”

      She sipped. “I’ll need to pick some up while I’m here. Now, tell me who’s coming to dinner and when do we need to start cooking?”

      “You don’t have to do a thing. It’s under control. And as for my bonus family, Beth and her dad, Ethan; her cousin, Eddie; and Fiona, the owner of the second-hand shop I mentioned are joining us.”

      “We haven’t had a full table in a long time.” Gram’s eyes twinkled over her teacup. “Darling girl, will you please give us the juicy tidbits on the town? There’s nothing like local color.”

      “Grandma, I’m not a gossip.” I wanted to say I didn’t know anything, but I couldn’t lie. Small towns bubbled with a humming grapevine.

      She twirled her finger in the air. “You never said there wasn’t any.”

      I stood. “The turkey needs basting.”

      She called after me, “Herman would share the salacious details.”

      “Erma.” Mom’s hushed tone seeped into that word.

      I smiled and closed the door to the apartment.

      Herman floated behind me. “Did you know Erma could see ghosts?”

      “No, I didn’t.” I glanced over my shoulder. “Don’t share stories with her about me. It’s only a matter of time before she grills me about my love life.”

      He snorted. “Are you referring to the flirtation you have with Eddie? There’s not much to tell. At least not yet. The two of you are tap dancing around each other like you’ve just met, and it’s been months.”

      Turning away from my ghost, I muttered, “There’s something to be said for taking any relationship slow.” I opened the oven door and basted the bird.

      “How does it smell?” Herman floated between me and the door. “Turkey dinner was always a favorite of mine.”

      My smile sagged. “I’m sorry, Herman. Maybe I shouldn’t have hosted Thanksgiving.”

      “Nonsense.” His translucent form straightened to what might have been his full height when he’d been alive. “This is your home more than mine, now. I want you to live your life to the fullest every day!”

      I had never heard his voice as robust, and he added extra emphasis when he said live. “There’s nothing I can do about today, but are you sure I shouldn’t avoid gatherings in the future?”

      “Claudia, I enjoy people coming over to enjoy a meal or watch a movie and share a glass of wine with you. It’s like I’m still able to mingle, too. I don’t want you to curb living for what you think will spare my feelings.”

      He hovered in the doorway at the top of the store stairs. “There’s one thing you could do for me…”

      “Anything.” I felt so guilty for things I had no control over that right now I’d do almost anything for Herman to be happy.

      “Make plans with Eddie to have a movie night in your private theater, like a date, just the two of you. He’s a good man, and even before you moved to Drakes Bay, I thought you and he would make a nice couple.”

      With a snort, I glanced his way. “Are you saying that you’re matchmaking in your ghostly form?”

      “What else do I have to look forward to? I promise I won’t drift in to see how things are going. Your privacy will be my utmost concern.”

      “If that will make you happy after the holiday, I’ll ask Eddie for a movie and pizza night.”

      “Good, now, don’t forget to show your grandmother that ensemble you and Beth worked on—the one with the burgundy cable knit pullover and pleated skirt—the set you just finished.”

      “Why that outfit?”

      “It suits her, and if she takes it home, it would be great advertising for Beth and your new line.”

      “You’re right; the burgundy colors would be perfect with her rosy complexion. I’ll wait until Beth’s here, though. I want her to get the accolades she deserves.” I smiled at him. “Thank you.”

      “For?”

      “Despite your current situation, you’ve got an excellent head for business.”

      “My dear Gigi, the brain cells work even if I’m less solid than in years past.” He faded through the door.

      “Herman. Wait.” I called after him, but he was gone. Why hadn’t I remembered it was during this time last year he had died? I should have been more sensitive. “I’m sorry.” There was no way to know if he heard me, but I had to apologize.

      Mom came around the corner. “Did you call out for help?”

      I shook my head. “No. I was talking to myself.”

      She pursed her lips, but I wasn’t sure if she believed me. “Should we come in now to help? Your friends will be arriving soon.”

      “That’s a good idea. I need to get the veggies cooked and the potatoes mashed.”

      Her sad eyes locked on mine for what seemed like a minute but was mere seconds. “I’ll let Erma know.”

      My cell rang, and it gave me an excuse to look away. “Hello?”

      “Hey, Claudia. Dad and I are heading over, but I wanted to make sure you didn’t need anything from my house.”

      With a laugh, I smiled into the phone, “I don’t need a thing except friends with big appetites.”

      “We skipped breakfast, so I am ravenous—and you know Eddie is a bottomless pit.”

      “He is. When you get here, I want to show everyone our latest collaboration. I gave Mom and Grandma a tour of the shop but glossed over our joint venture. I can’t do justice to your talent. We should share our plans with them while we’re together.”

      “You can—you’re being modest. But you know I’d love to tell your family every detail. Do either of them knit? I can open the shop for them this afternoon.”

      “We’re not working today. Just spending time with the people we love and eating good food. But…” I thought of Herman’s suggestion, and I’d honor it. “There’s an outfit that would be perfect for my grandmother.”

      “Then, we can show it off and all the others, too. Maybe they’ll have some fresh ideas we can incorporate into the spring collection.”

      Smiling into the phone again, I said, “Perfect. Come on over.”

      “See you in ten minutes.” She was laughing as she hung up the phone.

      I pressed the phone to my body, grateful for my move to this small town and the people I found who became my chosen family.

      

      Mom and Grandma were sitting in the living room when I heard the familiar tap, tap, tap on the door. “They’re here.” I stood and crossed the room. “Come in,” I called out.

      Before I could reach the door, I heard Ethan. “Beth, will you take the pies in? I’ll get the rest from the car.”

      I rounded the corner. Beth grinned. “Happy Thanksgiving,” she held up a two-tiered pie carrier. “I’ve got pie—pumpkin and lemon meringue. Dad knows lemon anything is your favorite. He went back to the car to get the dinner rolls, and the apple and mince pies.”

      I took the desserts and laughed. “We’ll have more pie than people.”

      “There’s only four but that does give a half pie to each person.” She hung her coat up, revealing a lovely variegated sweater in rich fall hues. She twirled around. “What do you think? Could you pair this with some trousers or skirt for next fall?”

      Nodding, I said, “I think we should, but we have two self-proclaimed fashionistas in the living room, so we’ll get their opinion.” I bobbed my head toward the kitchen. “Come on in, and I’ll introduce you.”

      “I’ll wait to get the door for Dad and be right behind you.”

      “Fine. I’ll move a few things around in the fridge to get the lemon pie in there.”

      “Hey, Claudia. Here’s an idea I’ve used a bunch of times. Why don’t we store them on the deck? It’s cold enough and that will free up kitchen space.”

      That was an excellent solution as I thought about my tiny fridge and all the food that needed refrigeration. I reversed direction and Beth opened the door for me.

      Ethan jogged up the steps with a cardboard box.

      “Dad, we’re leaving the pies out here until after dinner.”

      “Perfect solution. I wondered where we were going to put everything.” He removed the pies and placed them on the table between two chairs. Ethan dragged out a small dining table I had stored against the building and set all the pies on it.

      “They look delicious. Are these from Nikki Twing’s kitchen?”

      Ethan staggered back, pretending I’d plunged a dagger into his chest. “You wound me. These are my homemade contributions to dinner, including the yeast rolls.”

      I giggled. “I thought we agreed you were going to place an order. The last thing I wanted was for you to go to a lot of trouble.”

      “What can I say? You know I enjoy cooking, and these recipes are Beth’s mom’s.” He briefly closed his eyes, his face sagged.

      “Dad, thank you. I didn’t know you used Mom’s recipes.”

      He kissed her cheek. “It’s like she’s with us today—and it was Eddie’s suggestion. I can’t take the credit.”

      I stood on my tiptoes and brushed my lips against his cheek. “This is a lovely way to include Beth’s mom.”

      She cleared her throat. “This isn’t a day for sadness. Now, we should get out of the cold and meet Claudia’s mother and grandmother. I’m sure they must be wondering what’s happened to us.”

      We entered the apartment. The mouth-watering smell of turkey roasting greeted us. I’d been inside for so long, this was the first time I noticed how welcoming it was. “Mom, Gram? Beth and Ethan are here.”

      They rose to their feet as we entered the living room. “Ethan Stewart, my mother, Dana Grant, and my grandmother, Erma Grant.”

      He shook their hands. “I remember you both from Herman’s funeral. It’s a pleasure to see you today. Did you have a nice trip up?”

      “We did, thank you,” Mom said. “There was little traffic, so driving this morning was the right decision. I forgot how lovely Maine is this time of year.”

      “Other than chilly,” Gram said, “the view of the water from the deck is breathtaking.”

      “Grandma, it’s cold at home, too.”

      She frowned. “Give an old woman her opinion.”

      I turned in a circle. “Where’s there an old woman?”

      She swatted the air and grinned, “Fresh girl.”

      “Just like the other women in the Grant family.”

      “Ethan, I’d like to thank you for watching over Claudia since she’s arrived in town. That business with Herman’s death was distressing. After she told us that you and Beth were being supportive, it was easier for me not to jump in the car and race up here.”

      “Dana, she’s become like a second daughter to me. Trust me when I say she’s made good friends, and we all look out for each other.”

      My cheeks grew warm under his kind smile and words.

      Herman drifted behind the group, nodding. “I told you that you could trust Ethan.” It was a running commentary from my ghost.

      My grandmother glanced his way, and her eyebrow quirked as she turned to me. “Claudia, earlier, you said there was an outfit you wanted to show your mom and me after Beth arrived?”

      Thank goodness she hadn’t referred to Herman’s comment. “Yes.” I crossed the kitchen, opened the door to the shop, and switched on the overhead light. “Ladies? Shall we?”

      Ethan asked, “Mind if I tag along?”

      Beth laughed. “Dad just loves fashion. And he’s one of our knitters. He likes to be in the know about what Claudia and I are working on.”

      “Ethan, you knit?” Mom’s voice held a hint of surprise.

      “When my late wife was ill, I took it up since it was something I could do while sitting next to her bed as she slept. It seemed a natural fit as Beth had opened Knit or Purl. After I retired, she took pity on me. I started stocking shelves, handling the counter, and knitting. At that time, she had a small inventory of items to purchase, but since then, that has expanded with the new venture our daughters developed a couple of months ago.”

      I ushered them to the main salon, and my mom and grandma stood in the archway.

      Mom said, “Claudia, this space is lovely. I know we saw it a bit earlier, but both times I’ve walked in, I’m struck by how it suits you.”

      “Thanks, Mom.” I looked at the space through her eyes. The soft white billowy curtains graced the front window displays of ready-to-wear items on one side and a wedding gown and flower girl dress in the other window. “Have a seat and relax, and we’ll show you the new line and the ensemble I think is perfect for Gram.”

      Ethan waved them to the sofa, and he sat on the chair.

      From the rack, I took the plaid wool pleated skirt, and Beth selected the sweater from the table. We added them to the dress form, and I carried it to the middle of the room. “Ta-da. From the creation of Beth’s needles, a burgundy Merino wool fine cable-knit pullover, and a wool skirt with a matching yarn-dyed, wrap-style front with pleats in the back and finished with an asymmetrical hem.”

      Gram clapped her hands together and gushed. “Darling girls, this is a beautiful outfit, and I must buy it.”

      “Don’t you want to try it on first, Gram?”

      “Oh, I want to try it on, but I’m buying it.”

      Mom laughed. “The easiest sale you’ve probably had this month.”

      “Grandma, it’s my Christmas gift to you.”

      Beth nodded. “And the sweater is my gift, too.”

      Gram was on her feet. “I’m paying for it, or it won’t leave the store in my possession.”

      I gave Mom a pleading look.

      She shrugged. “How about I buy it as your gift? Maybe Claudia can give me the family discount?” She gave me a conspiratorial wink. Money wouldn’t change hands today.

      Gram looked between me and Mom. “You’ll take your mother’s money but not mine?”

      I hugged her tight. “Gram, you’ve done a lot for me. Talking with Herman about me becoming his apprentice, signing this business and building over to me. I couldn’t accept any money from you, but if you won’t take the outfit without payment and Mom is happy to pull out her credit card, then we both benefit. You get this stunning outfit to show off to everyone you know.”

      Beth smiled. “Mrs. Grant?”

      “Erma, my dear girl. We don’t stand on formality in this family.”

      She tipped her head. “Erma, would you like to try on your outfit now or after dinner?”

      “Best to do it now since afterward, I’ll be so full that the buckles on the skirt won’t close.” With a laugh, she took the skirt and sweater from Beth and went into the dressing room. “Claudia, I trust you can alter it if necessary.”

      “Gram, I can alter it. But I know your measurements, and it should be a perfect fit.”

      I heard her snort from inside the dressing room. “Besides, pleats are very forgiving.”
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