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The sports car was ten feet from the end of the driveway when the brake lights flashed red to slow the vehicle. A brown Plymouth accelerated up the Coast Road at the same time.

Abruptly, the driver of the brown car turned onto the approach and headed down the drive. The vehicle came to a stop mere inches in front of Lara’s bumper and effectively blocked the exit.

Gladys frowned as she watched the bald male. He was the same guy she’d seen only yesterday, Vinny Norquay. He confronted her second-floor neighbour with a shout. “You need to talk to me.” 

Lara flipped him the bird and honked her horn at him in anger. “Move your stupid car.”

Vinny opened his driver-side door.

Gladys exchanged a look with Linda, she too, would be delayed.

Lara looked startled when Vinny got out of his vehicle. The situation also looked like it might get ugly fast. 
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Chapter One 
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Arlie Birch squinted a glare at the Monday morning ferry. It wasn’t what he saw through the café window which made him frown. It was the persistence of a bad feeling. Trouble was coming, he could feel it. 

He sucked air between his teeth, a bit disturbed by the odd sensation. Only once before in his life had he experienced anything like this. Not since his Sara had sat him down to give him the bad news about her health. Arlie refolded the white cleaning cloth and pushed that terrible memory away. Tables needed wiping. Still, he hesitated caught up in the moment.

Distantly, he registered car and truck engines starting up. The noise came from vehicles set to depart Musgrave Landing. All with other cars and trucks on board the ferry with the small village as their destination.

He blinked coming back to himself. Resolutely, he lifted his chin to watch the vessel slide neatly into its berth at the edge of the pier. This was the signal for the crew to begin the process of lowering the ramp. The men and women moved about efficiently as they completed their tasks.

Lined up on the road, numerous local vehicles waited for transport across the Samsum Narrows to the bigger Island. Some were villagers on their way to work and had just been the café’s customers. Hopefully, those arriving would be customers too. 

At seven in the morning, the June sun was well up. They were closing in on the longest day of the year. The warmth of the sun on the side of his face helped lift his mood. 

Still, Arlie couldn’t shake the odd feeling, but it had receded a bit. He scanned the early arrivals from the north window of Jane's Eats and Treats. He looked for some sign to explain his premonition but saw nothing out of the ordinary. He watched the village-bound vehicles disembark from the Musgrave Landing ferry. One-by-one the traffic, mostly delivery trucks, drove either uphill to High Street, or turned left to take Coast Road. “You’re a crazy fool.” He berated himself. “You’re getting paranoid.”

With the café deserted, there was no one to hear him mutter out loud. Well, save for him and Jane. There was only the low mumble of the local radio station in the background, and it easily blotted out his remarks. Even if Jane heard him, she’d ignore it. She was good that way.

Arlie got busy spraying and wiping down the tables recently vacated. It was easier to shrug off the strange feeling if he stayed busy. Coffee cups, breakfast plates, and cutlery quickly went into the grey dirty dishes bin. 

After the tables were clean, he turned to the coffee station to clear up the morning mess. He wiped down the counter and then he crossed the room and entered the kitchen. 

At his age, Arlie never thought he’d be working as a barista in a café, but it beat the hell out of boredom at home. Everyone needed a reason to get up in the morning, especially if you were a widower with a grown, married son. 

After Sara had passed away, Arlie had briefly tried to get a job on the bigger island in his old profession as a mechanical engineer and was met with dismal failure. Things changed quickly in the job sector. He knew age was a deterrent, so too his level of professional certifications which could command a top wage. Not that he wanted that stress again, or the commute. He was over qualified for everything else. None of it mattered now.

He opened the empty commercial dishwasher and began to load the machine from long practice. It still surprised him to admit he liked this job. He enjoyed talking to the customers, hearing their news. Who needed stress anyway? His boss was a lovely person, and he’d thought that even before she’d married his son, Jack. Right from the beginning Jane had treated him with respect and valued his opinion. He would make sure he emulated that when they found a young person to help out over the summer.

Arlie glanced over at his daughter-in-law. She was busy working by the stove top finishing up the lunchtime soup special. He sniffed appreciably, chicken noodle with fresh parsley, always popular, even in early summer. “Smells good,” he allowed.

Jane flashed him a smile. “Thanks.”

He returned to the café proper to get the next load of dishes when a flash of red caught his attention. He grunted when he saw the sports car. It turned right, off Coast Road and then took a hard left. He already knew Lara Finkle was behind the steering wheel of the flash car.

Without signaling, she cut across the ferry lane, and narrowly avoided colliding with a navy-blue plumbing van exiting the ferry. The driver of the van stood on the brakes and Lara slipped by unscathed. 

Arlie sucked air through his teeth. “Stupid stunt,” Arlie muttered under his breath.

Heith’s Plumbing was stenciled in white letters on the side of the box-shaped vehicle. He waited to see if the driver would get out and give Lara a piece of his mind. After a moment’s pause, the van’s brake light flashed off and the van continued along the road to signal and turn left on the Coast Road. 

He grunted again. “He probably didn’t think that silly woman was worth it his time.” 

Ironically, Lara was now hung up between the departing lane of traffic and the parking lot. She required a ticket if she wanted to board the ferry and had to park to get one. 

This made Arlie grin. 

The residents were not letting Lara cut through their line. They all knew who she was and all about her disreputable past.

Arlie snorted a laugh as he took up the dirty dishes tub. He went back to the kitchen to finish loading the dishwasher. It was about time karma caught up with that woman.

When he returned, the ferry traffic had cleared. Arlie shifted his attention to the east window; movement outside had caught his eye. This window overlooked the small parking lot which belonged to the café. The deceased mayor’s mistress abruptly swung her scarlet-red convertible into the small lot breaking the twenty kilometer an hour posted speed restriction by a considerable margin. Taillights glared brightly as she hit the brakes and came to a halt. 

“Great. Just great.” Arlie had no time for people like Lara Finkle. The woman was a nuisance. He had hoped she was getting straight onto the ferry.

The fabric top on the car was down, and Lara’s blonde mane looked a tangled mess. By the tight expression on her face, she was in a nasty mood. Lara wasn’t a pleasant person at the best of times, but she usually avoided the café. Probably she had bad memories from this place. She had been questioned by the cops in the back room as a suspect in her boyfriend’s murder. 

Why Lara Finkle decided to curse them with her presence today was anybody’s guess. 

Arlie compressed his lips into a flat line. Customers were customers. He resigned himself to the fact he would have to deal with whatever was to come. He would be civil, even to those vain female senior citizens who dressed forty years younger than their true age. He would not hurt Jane’s business reputation, not for the world. No running his mouth even if some people had more nerve than a toothache. He hoped the self-talk would stick but wouldn’t bet on it.

Behind the counter, he retrieved the refilled coffee dispensers and walked them across to the front of the café.

Just then, another vehicle appeared at the top of the hill, the current mayor’s grey minivan. This vehicle rolled into the lot as well. The second vehicle parked next to the red car, possibly a bit too close. 

Arlie hardly gave the mayor a glance as he placed the medium-blend coffee air-pot between the other two coffee dispensers on the back counter by the door. Usually, he liked to watch the comings and goings. He was fascinated with people, curious about each of them, and their business. Snoopy actually, if he were truthful. Anyway, he wasn’t a gossip. Not at all.

He noticed Lara Finkle fussing as she looked into her vanity mirror. She was trying to fix her hair. Irritably, she slapped the cover closed and flung open her driver’s side door. As she tried to emerge from her car, her wide door would not open all the way. The van impeded its path. Lara’s jaw flexed as she gritted her teeth and slowly edged her way out of the car.

Lara turned a look of distaste on the late model van. Then she dismissed it as she turned away to grab a tan leather handbag which sat on the passenger seat. The strap got caught on the emergency brake handle and refused to obey Lara.

Arlie paused, eyebrows raised, watching Lara haul on the bag. If she’d only walk around to the other side, she wouldn’t have this problem. He could see she was more than merely out of sorts. Not only was her hair messed up, her beige suit was creased and rumpled. The black stuff, what was it called? Women put around their eyes, mascara, yeah, it was smeared. His late wife, Sara, had never used the stuff, nor did Jane or his friend Gladys Wyatt and he approved. 

Arlie realized this was not Lara’s usual sleekly groomed, polished exterior. “Had a hard night, did we?” Arlie muttered to himself and not without humour. 

Then he shook his head, none of his business. Lately, he had been making an effort to keep his nose out of other people’s petty affairs, especially now he had a bigger goal in mind. Change was possible, wasn’t it, even when a man was sixty-eight?

Arlie took his familiar position behind the counter and waited. 

From his angle he could see Mayor Ann Westcott exit her vehicle and come striding around the corner of the van. Her scowl was directed toward the window and Arlie felt it was aimed at him. She obviously didn’t see Lara, and ran right into her, knocking the older woman back a couple of steps. 

The impact made Ann drop the wad of paper she was carrying and also knocked the angry look off her face. “I’m sorry,” Ann sputtered. 

Arlie could hear the muffled apology, but it didn’t look like it did any good. 

“Jane, your sister’s here,” Arlie called back to his boss. Things were about to get interesting. 

“Okay, thanks.” Jane’s words drifted in from the kitchen, but Arlie’s attention was back on the exchange outside. He leaned forward, hand resting on the spotless counter to hear their words better. He wasn’t snooping, just interested. The parking lot was public access, wasn’t it? 

“You stupid, git,” Lara said sharply. She employed her elbows and round bulk to push past Ann. “Just get out of my way.” She beat the younger woman to the door, leaving Ann to pick up her stream of paper. The banner was now on the ground, with one corner wet from a two-foot mud puddle by her rear right tire and turning brown.

“Uh oh,” Arlie muttered, he was sure he recognized the stream of paper.

He refocused as Lara pulled the coffee shop door open. The bell over the door gave a flat clank, not its usual musical tinkle. She briskly stalked up to the counter. “I want a large drip coffee, strong.”

Arlie blinked at the abrupt woman’s manner. “Sure. That’ll be two-fifty, please,” he said. “Coffee, cups, and lids are behind you along the north wall, under the windows along with the cream and sugar.” His tone was clipped but not unfriendly. 

Lara Finkle was a customer he reminded himself again, so he gave her a small, pleasant smile. He would be civil, even if she wasn’t. Her involvement in an illicit affair with Musgrave Landing’s former embezzling mayor, Tim Stanhope’s, ended with Tim’s murder. That was over two years ago.

Arlie knew it would be best if he could forget those events and set them aside. The murderer had been caught, and the whole episode resolved. Well, mostly. 

He could hear Lara grind her teeth as she dug a hand into the bottom of her purse. Her reaction made his smile evolve into a grin. His good humour appeared to annoy her. She pulled out some change and threw the coins on the counter. Then, without any further words, she turned her back on him and made for the coffee station. 

Quietly he gathered up the money. Sure, he could set his opinion of the woman aside. He counted the money. Like any small town, Lara’s connection with Stanhope was certainly not going to be forgotten. He just shouldn’t allow any of it to spill out

The change was sorted and dropped it into the cash register by the time Ann flung the red French door open in her usual way. The bell over the door tinkled as the restraining hinge did its job, stopping the door from being slammed against the wall. Arlie merely sighed at the determined expression on the slender, forty-something woman’s face.

Lara, who now clutched a to-go cup of hot coffee, grabbed Ann by the arm as she entered the café. The older woman yanked the mayor to a halt. “Have you been talking to the police?”

“What?” Ann was totally nonplused by Lara grabbing her arm. She twisted her wrist and pulled free to remove the contact.

Lara dropped her hand, but moved forward to stand in front of Ann, blocking her path to the counter. 

While Ann was younger and taller, Lara was much more aggressive. “Has there been any progress on finding the thief who’s terrorizing the village? I was robbed last night.” Anger and impatience salted her tone.

“No. Not that I know of, but the RCMP don’t report to me.” Ann took a step sideways from the belligerent other woman. She composed herself and put on her politician face. “I’m sorry to hear you’ve been robbed. When did this happen? What was taken?”

Lara snorted like she didn’t believe Ann was sorry at all. “Either last night or early this morning. They got my–” she broke off as she clamped her mouth shut.

Arlie lifted his bushy salt and pepper eyebrows as he unabashedly listened in. Lara stopped mid-sentence either from emotion, or because she didn’t want to share what had been stolen from her. Interesting. 

Lara waved away her previous words and leaned in to scowl at Ann. “Never mind what they took. I want those criminals locked up, and I demand you do something to make it happen.” 

“I’m sorry, but you aren’t the only person in the village who’s had their property stolen. Maybe call the RCMP Detachment for an update or check their media profile.” Ann suggested in a polished professional tone.

Lara pointed a scarlet-painted talon at the mayor. “Look, this situation has gone way beyond porch pirates. You should demand the cops report their progress to you. It’s what they get paid for.” She looked Ann up and down with a disgusted look on her face. “You could do your job better, you know. The village is being plagued by a gang of thieves. You need to demand the cops do more to catch them.” Hot coffee slopped over the rim of her cup with her agitated movements, but Lara didn’t seem to notice. 

Arlie widened his eyes at Lara’s words. Was Ann going to let that pass without comment? Well, he couldn’t. 

Arms folded across his chest he rocked back on his heels. “Because it’s just that easy,” he said, keeping the tone of his commentary even.

Lara cut her eyes to him but ignored his words.

Ann’s glance darted over to him as well. She narrowed her eyes compressed her lips, and her fingers curled into the crumpled paper she held in her right hand. He could see her temper rising again from her flushed complexion. Arlie couldn’t blame the mayor. At least not for the current crime wave anyway.

It appeared Lara wasn’t done. “You are accountable, or should be, for this mess. We didn’t have thieves running around the village when Tim was mayor.”

“That’s because, at that time, Tim Stanhope was the village's biggest thief,” Ann said crisply.

Arlie laughed; he couldn’t help himself. “Ha! She got you there.”

The Lara turned her glare back on him, lifting her upper lip off her front teeth to snarl at him.

He kept going. “Everyone knows about the embezzlement and the fraud he committed against the provincial and municipal government. He stole money that belonged to the village. Tim ripped off us taxpayers so don’t act so indignant.” 

“Exactly,” Ann gave Arlie a nod before she continued. “Now, everyone needs to keep a close watch on their properties. I suggest you do the same. Someone will see something soon, they’ll report it, and the police will catch the people responsible for the thefts.” Ann made to go around Lara. “Have you reported your theft to the RCMP, Lara?”

“You are completely useless; you do know that?” Lara said into the younger woman’s face and then brushed by Ann. She swung the door open and stalked out of the cafe. In the parking lot, Lara gunned her engine did a 180 degree turn to put her car in the queue for the ferry.

Ann threw an irritated glance in Lara’s direction as she turned away. She expelled a frustrated breath and then Ann turned to lock her hard gaze on Arlie. 

Oh, not good.
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Chapter Two
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Jane’s sister narrowed her eyes at Arlie. Jaw thrust out, she marched up to the counter. Her pixie-cut brown hair stood out from her head like a bristling cat’s fur as her glare pinned Arlie in place. 

“What do you know about this 'Coming Soon, Chalet Coffee' sign?” She flung the crumpled paper at him. The torn paper bounced off the bib of his black apron and landed on the clean counter dusting it with sand. 

Arlie wrinkled his nose in distaste.

“This banner was hanging above the door on the new pump house building.” Menace permeated each one of Ann’s words. “I know it was you!” She stabbed her index finger at him.

Arlie shifted his feet but managed to keep his expression natural. He ignored the signage and picked up the spare forty cents Lara had left behind. Playing for time, he dumped the coins into the Ethel Crawly Beautification Project jar. 

Slowly, he turned back to Ann. “There’s a new coffee shop coming to the village? Jane won’t be happy about that,” he said innocently and picked up a new white cleaning cloth from the stack under the counter and edged back along its length to make his way over to the espresso machine. The half wall was between them now and offered the old man the illusion of safety.

“Don’t be obtuse,” Ann said through clenched teeth as she followed him and stood opposite. She had to rise upon tip-toe to glare at the older man. “I know you're behind this misinformation campaign.” She stabbed her index finger at him again. “I know it’s you. You put these signs up on the new facility.” She accused. “You’re behind the attack on my record as mayor, aren’t you?”

Arlie ignored her last question as he polished residue from the machine’s chrome. While it was true Ann had used her authority as mayor to support her pet cause, the ECBP. She hadn’t actually used her position for her own gain. Not like Tim Stanhope had. All the funds raised for Ann’s deceased aunt’s charity were accounted for. The members of the charity board published a financial statement in the local paper once a year. The board followed the example of the village council regarding the budget– transparency and accountability. Ann, as mayor, was completely honest, and there was no disputing that fact.

So too, the mayor and village council ensured full reporting to the residences of Musgrave Landing. Statements were issued annually pertaining to any moneys the village collected or spent including grants and taxes collected. But still, there needed to be some discretion and limits put in place on where the collected money was spent. It was that type of wasteful spending that spawned the banner to appear on the brand-new pump house. As well as the logical assumption that increased taxes would follow.

Finally, Arlie shifted his eyes to look at her. “I've heard the council thinks they can add the expense of those old growth cedar beams, flashy black granite facade, and paved parking lot for the new pump house to our property taxes. The result being everyone’s rates will go through the roof.” He folded his arms across his chest, but kept the rest of his expression neutral, waiting for her response. From the widening of her eyes, he gauged he’d hit the mark.

“The municipality chose those building materials to ensure the building is in keeping with its surroundings. Musgrave Landing village council had little control over how the auxiliary pump house was constructed or how it was finished. That said, I like how the facility turned out and so do many other people.” 

“Right,” Arlie said with heavy distain. “Wait until they get their tax bills.” He moved on to wiping down the countertops. “Still has to be paid for and most who like it, haven’t considered that the Muni doesn’t pay for anything. All funds spent are taxpayer supplied. Even grant money.”

Ann waved Arlie's words away. “Of course, we have to pay our share, but the village needed the auxiliary pumping station. We had enough problems last year when the water had to be shut off to fix the access from the river. We need a secondary drinking water source.”

Jane entered from the kitchen. She stepped around Arlie and slid a rack of chocolate chip cookies into the display case. The sisters shared the same dark-brown hair, but Jane's was long and braided, in contrast to Ann’s. She had green eyes to her elder sister’s dark brown ones and Jane was also shorter and curvier. But, in Arlie’s opinion, who would trust a skinny baker? She was also married to his son Jack, and he couldn’t be happier in Jack’s choice of bride. Jane was fairly close to perfect in Arlie’s mind. 

“Yes, the new facility is a good thing,” Jane said entering into the conversation. “You were elected on the promise of spending accountability, among others. If property taxes go up for residents, taxes will go up for businesses too.” She closed the sliding door on the display case and walked up to the counter. “That said, what happened to all the money Tim Stanhope embezzled? I thought the RCMP got the funds back.” She picked up the soiled paper from the counter, opened it to read the banner, and then tossed the lot into the garbage by the sink. 

Arlie wiped up the sand from the counter and dropped the soiled cloth in the laundry basket inside the kitchen door.

“Not, all of it,” Ann said. She heaved a sigh and tugged down the jacket of her powder-blue suit. “Some grant funds are still not accounted for.”

Jane shook her head as she washed her hands.

Arlie grunted at this too. At least Jane’s presence appeared to take some of the wind out of her sister’s sails. 

Ann ran an agitated hand through her short-cropped hair. “The bulk of the money they returned to us has been spent to fix infrastructure and the roads, just as I promised. But, yes, the village will have to contribute a big chunk of money for the cost of the new pump house. And once we know the total cost, taxes may have to be raised.” She gave a one shoulder shrug.

“An extravagant amount I’m betting.” Arlie piped up.

Ann merely compressed her lips, not looking at him or answering him. 

Like every politician ever elected. With a dismissive sniff, Arlie began the process for creating a caramel-vanilla latte. 

Jane leaned a hip against the counter in her usual spot and folded her arms. “How much is still missing?” the café owner asked, tipping her head in inquiry.

“I don’t actually know, not exactly.” Her sister said over the hiss and spit of the coffee machine. “Possibly half a million dollars, maybe more, Celina would know.” Celina Nickels, a professional accountant, was re-elected councillor at the same time Ann was chosen as mayor. Celina held the position of treasurer for the village. 

Jane locked eyes with her sister. “Is yelling at my father-in-law about some silly sign a symptom of your frustration with the village finances?” 

Arlie blinked at how Jane stressed her relationship with him, and he felt a spark of warmth which triggered a small smile. He shifted his eyes between the sisters as his machine worked. With her calm and reasonable tone, one would think Jane was the elder, certainly wiser of the two.

Ann looked over at Arlie and met his gaze. “Yes, I guess so.” She released another sigh as her eyes skittered away.

Arlie chanced a glance at Jane, no reaction. 

“I think that sign was a harmless prank,” Jane said while she gave her sister a steady look. “It appears to me to be a protest by some villagers against the project’s management and procurement decisions, not as a slight against you. Besides, why would Arlie do such a thing? And when would he have the time, he's much too busy working here and lately, helping Gladys move into her new condo.”

“You think so?” Ann gave Arlie a hard look, like she didn’t quite believe it. 

Arlie had the feeling she wasn’t buying it, so he tried to look as innocent as possible, adding a gentle smile for the mayor.

“Yes,” Jane said firmly, but there was a warning in the simple word. He was touched again by Jane's defense. He also experienced a small flash of guilt but got over it quickly. 

Ann breathed in through her nose and turned to look at the older man again. “I’m sorry, Arlie.” 

He lifted one shoulder in response as he poured flavoured steamed milk and strong coffee into a cardboard to-go cup. He was glad Jane knew how to handle her sister's volatile moods. Artists, who could figure them out? 

Arlie finished the drink off with a stylized heart in milk foam. “No hard feelings,” he said and moved to place the hot beverage on the counter in front of his daughter-in-law’s sister.

Ann lifted her sculpted eyebrows at the coffee.

“On the house,” Jane said and placed a lid on top before she slid the cardboard cup across to her sibling.

“Thanks.” Ann wrapped long fingers around the latte and gave him and her sister a nod.

“No problem.” Arlie said as Ann made her way out of the café and back to her vehicle.

The two watched Jane's sister get into her minivan. She started the old vehicle, backed out of the lot, turned, and drove up High Street toward the village office.

“You have to stop.” Jane flattened her lips as she shifted her gaze to look at him. 

Arlie kept his eyes on the van's taillights disappear. “I only held the ladder.”
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Chapter Three
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There was a knock on the kitchen door behind Jane and Arlie. They both turned as the delivery entrance door opened.

“Hello. Hello!” Gladys Wyatt called out to them.

“Hey there, Gladys.” Arlie greeted her; his mood immediately lifted.

“I’ve got your bread order, Jane.” The stocky older woman carried in a bright blue bread rack containing a dozen unsliced loaves. Her small, compact body carried some muscle even for a senior citizen. The muscle was no doubt from lugging around the industrial bread racks for the past decade. 

“Thanks so much, Gladys,” Jane said and moved forward.

Arlie briskly strode pasted his daughter-in-law and into the kitchen to relieve his friend of her burdens. “I’ll give you a hand,” he said to Gladys. 

She bestowed a sunny smile on him. 

He felt his ears redden from the attention but ignored the reaction. He wasn’t ready to tell Gladys the sparkle in her blue eyes made his day. 

“I’ve got this, Jane.” Arlie took the rack from Gladys.

The bell over the café door tinkled as three people entered the coffee shop. A man, a woman, and a boy around twelve. The boy made a beeline for the treats display case.

“Thanks, Arlie. Gladys’ envelope is in the slot.” Jane turned away to serve the new customers. 

“Thanks, I could use the help.” Grey-shot light-brown curls bounced as she moved. 

“Humph,” Arlie grunted and tried to blank his expression. Although he couldn’t suppress the spring in his step as he followed her out through the adjacent door where the vertical freezer was housed. The two worked companionably together to load this first batch of bread onto the shelves of the unit.

“Did you want to leave any out?” Gladys held up the last two loafs of multigrain.

“Yeah, good call. We’ll leave those on the counter for the lunch rush.”

Gladys lined up the fresh loaves neatly on the counter and Arlie followed. He carried the now empty rack as Gladys opened the kitchen door to get the next load.

Arlie paused to extract Gladys’ envelop from the vintage 1950’s wall-hung letter holder and tucked it into the top pocket of his apron.

He caught up with her in the delivery parking spot at the rear of the cafe. They walked around the back of Gladys’ forest-green, faux-wood panelled station wagon. The rear gate was open.

The car was parked in the new unloading zone Arlie had designed, and with the help of his son Jack, had made happen. New asphalt paving kept the mud out of the kitchen and the three parking slots allow room for the delivery catering van Jane had purchased as well as a temporary space for deliveries. 

Since the back lot had been created, the tiny front parking lot was always accessible for customers. Sometime this fall, they had plans to have the front parking lot paved as well and that would be the end of his battle with
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A MUSGRAVE LANDING MYSTERY

Retirement was never supposed to be like this.
Gladys merely wanted to run her cottage bakery to
make a few extra dollars.
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