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      Beth burst through the door to my dress shop with a wide grin, waving a slip of paper. “Claudia, I forgot to tell you. Erma signed you up to have a booth at the Drakes Bay Holiday Bazaar.”

      “My grandmother did what? A holiday market?” I snipped a thread from the label I’d attached to the Christmas stocking. It needed pressing, but I’d do that later.

      After closing the door, she crossed to the counter. “Rut roh. Erma didn’t tell you, did she?”

      I held out my hand to Beth, my best friend and the owner of the local knitting shop across the street. “Nope. What’s the story with the market, and do all shop owners participate?” I took a cursory look and set the paper aside.

      “It’s a craft bazaar, a holiday shopping extravaganza for folks to buy gifts. Since you’re new in town you wouldn’t know it’s been a tradition in Drakes Bay for the last fifty years or so. My knitters all have tables with different items; one focuses on baby items, another on sweaters, and so on. They agree ahead of time what items they’ll sell so they’re not competing with each other.”

      At least that wouldn’t be direct competition with my own dress shop and the knitwear the local knitters supplied to me. “What am I supposed to sell? Dresses?”

      She laughed. “No, silly, Christmas stockings. When Dana and Erma saw that your Uncle Herman tucked a tote in, they thought it would be a perfect way for more people in town to learn about Grants Gowns and you as the new owner. The event’s popular with residents from Pembroke Cove and Robins Pointe.  Lily Michaels’s parents, Reed and Mindy, set up a tiny camper and sell tea.”

      Tipping my head, I thought, “I met them at her wedding. They’re very nice.”

      “Just like Lily. Typically, she helps them out. She might even read tea leaves.”

      I picked up the next stocking and glanced at Beth. “We should plan a potluck dinner for after the bazaar. Maybe Lily’s husband would drive down, and they could join us. It would be nice to get to know Lily better.”

      She nodded. “Great idea. I’ll call Lily and ask her to ask Gage and her parents, too. Do you think you have enough stockings to sell? The sale is this Saturday.”

      My eyes bugged out. “What? I only have like twenty-five, and that was inventory for the rest of the month in the shop.” I pushed back from the work table. “If it’s busy, I could run out before lunch. What was Gram thinking? And when they left this morning, why didn’t she mention it?”

      Beth grinned as I slapped the stocking on the short stack. I asked, “What’s so funny?”

      “Erma said you’d have this reaction and to look in the red tote near the back entrance.”

      What had Gram gotten me into now? “What tote? There isn’t a red one stored there.”

      “Go look.” Beth turned me around and gave me a playful push from the stool.

      With a flash of annoyance at Gran’s latest helpful surprise, I glanced at Beth before striding the short distance to the door. An oversized red tote, big enough to hide a body, well, at least my size, sat to the left of the door. Gran never did anything small. “Where did that come from?”

      Beth bounced on her toes, looking entirely too pleased as a co-conspirator, “Open it.”

      She was awfully cheerful this morning. My brow arched, “Do you know what’s in here?”

      With a nod and a laugh, she said, “Don’t make me repeat myself.”

      I flipped back the top. Stacked inside were Christmas stockings and Hanukkah stockings. “This is unbelievable.” There had to be fifty, or more, stockings in the box.

      “The Hanukkah stockings could be for blended families. Erma said some of her friends have them and thought they would be a great addition to your booth. As a bonus, your mom created fabric wreaths and placed them at the bottom. Bonus, you won’t need to use the stockings you made for the store.”

      “They were plotting against me the entire time they were here for Thanksgiving?” I smacked my forehead. “They’re unbelievable.”

      “As their partner in crime, I can assure you it was in a good way,” Beth said.

      I couldn’t disagree with her, although I didn’t want to admit it right now. Mom and Gram were always looking out for me.

      Uncle Herman’s ghost drifted into the workroom. “I see you’ve discovered Erma’s handiwork?”

      Although I wanted to answer my resident ghost, I couldn’t while Beth was in the room. She had no idea I could talk to ghosts, and it might make her run back to her knitting store and never return.

      A moment of panic gripped me. “Do you think I’ll need more than what’s here?”

      She gave me a wide smile that reassured me as I exhaled.

      “I don’t,” she said, “We’ll share a booth space since this is your first year, and I’ll have plenty of stuff to sell. If we get lucky and run out, we can do a bit of shopping ourselves.”

      She still held the paper in her hand. I nodded at it. “Do I have to fill that out?”

      “No, your Gram took care of it, and she paid the entrance fee. The money goes to the Secret Santa fund.”

      “Which is?”

      She snapped her fingers. “Right, you wouldn’t know. We collect funds and unwrapped gifts for families in need across the county. Ginny Wicket, the event organizer, is thrilled that all the booths are filled.”

      “That’s a name I haven’t heard yet. Count me in, even if I don’t sell a single item; helping kids is worth it.” I grabbed a pen and jotted down to pick up some toys for the collection box. “What kind of toys should I bring?”

      “Anything that looks fun to you.” She pointed to the shelf of knit items. “While I’m here, I’ll check inventory on our hat and scarf sets.” She did a quick count and grinned. “You’re almost sold out again. Our joint business venture seems to be doing well.”

      “It does.” Beth and I had joined forces to enhance our businesses. She had knitters in town handcrafting items that complemented my clothing line. We’d only been working together for a couple of weeks, and so far it had been a huge success.

      “I’m going out front to check on things,” she said.

      Once she was out of earshot, Herman drifted in as I sorted through the red tote. “I’m glad you’re working the bazaar, but watch out for that Ginny Wicket. She’s a piece of work. Bossy as all get out and likes telling everyone how to run their booths. Not friendly, either.” 

      I whispered, “Did you do the bazaar?”

      He perched on the edge of the work table. “No, I provided stockings for Beth’s table, and she donated all proceeds to the fund.”

      “Uncle Herman, that was sweet of you.” I wished I could hug him, but my arms would slip through his vapor-like form.

      “It’s not a big deal, but to make it easier for you next year, you should make them over the coming months. Save scraps that will work, and Erma’s idea of Hanukkah stockings is spot on. Also, they should make more wreaths like the ones your mom made. They’ll be big sellers, especially if you do them in a variety of fabrics that span seasons.”

      Laughing, I shoved the tote back into the corner. “This is starting to sound like a side gig. How do you know so much about the wreaths and stockings?”

      He winked. “Who do you think told Erma about the bazaar?”

      I shook my head. “Are you and Gram conspiring against me?”

      “Only for your benefit, Claudia. It’s a great way to let others in the area know about Grants Gowns and your talent.”

      “I hardly think making holiday decorations will bring customers in the door, but it’s a worthwhile endeavor, so I’ll make you proud and continue the tradition.”

      Sliding from the table, he hovered next to me. “You always make me proud. The partnership with Beth was a stroke of genius.”

      “I can’t take credit for the idea; it was all Beth. Marketing was my contribution.”

      He shook his head. “Don’t discount what you did. Without the marketing, people wouldn’t know about the new products except through word of mouth. And that would have taken forever to spread the news. Only gossip spreads fast in this small town.”

      Uncle Herman was right. “I have to get back to Beth.”

      He slipped through the door leading to my apartment, knowing I got squeamish when I walked through his translucent form by accident; on purpose, it would be even worse.

      When I entered the front room, Beth was talking to a woman. Her voice had a defensive edge. “All booths are filled. What more do you want me to do?”

      “Two words. Social media.” The woman was closer to my mom’s age, with short grey-blonde hair in an attractive bob, slender, and dressed in jeans and a black leather bomber jacket. “It’s because of my online presence that Drakes Bay even gets visitors for the bazaar. Seaside areas like this are ghost towns from November until March. The town council should thank me for organizing this event.”

      “Ginny, there are a lot of people on the committee. I know there’s an I in the word, but there’s also a T, as in team.”

      It disturbed me to hear this woman attack Beth. I’d heard enough. “Beth, I’m glad you’re still here.” I walked to the woman and extended my hand. “Hello, welcome to Grants Gowns. I’m Claudia Grant, and you are?”

      She took in my appearance from my toes to my ponytail. “Ginny Wicket.” Reluctantly, she shook my hand and gestured to the sidewalk. “We’re out wrapping up the last details for the event. Beth confirmed that you’ll be joining us this year.”

      Giving her a warm smile, I said, “Yes, and I’m looking forward to it.”

      She looked down her nose. “Herman never attended but always gave a generous donation.”

      “So I’ve read. He kept extensive journals.” I crossed my fingers behind my back and felt a coolness run over my hand. Herman was in the room.

      He said, “Don’t let her get under your skin. She’s a pro at putting people on the defensive.”

      I straightened up and stood taller. “Beth and I will post on social media that we’ll be at the bazaar. Hopefully, that helps draw in the knitting crowd. I’ve heard that previously, Uncle Herman also gave Beth stockings to sell in her booth. Shoppers might remember and come back.”

      Her lips pressed together, and her eyes narrowed. “My online presence will pull people in by the busload. I’m an influencer.”

      I cocked a brow. “Really? I’m sorry, but I don’t recognize your name.”

      Ginny’s mouth opened and closed like a goldfish’s. To witness this woman at a loss for words was priceless. If I read her right, she thought highly of herself and less of us mere shopkeepers. “Will you have a booth?”

      Her eyes widened, and she sniffed. “Of course. I have vintage-inspired brooches. Several blogs featured them for the Twelve Days of Christmas. I don’t sell originals; they’re worth thousands of dollars. I have costume copies for sale.”

      I gave her a professional smile. “I look forward to seeing them. Is there anything else Beth and I should be aware of before Saturday?”

      “Who will keep your shop open for you?” Her gaze roamed the space.

      I was surprised she asked the question. Surely it wasn’t about my business. “I’ll close for the day and reopen on Sunday. I don’t want to shortchange the bazaar.” I didn’t want to miss this woman in action. It might be the most fun Beth and I’d have during the event, watching her strut around, puffing herself up.

      She looked away and slipped her hands into her pockets. “When you’re posting on the day of the event, make sure you include pictures not only of your booth but also of others. We want to draw in as many customers as possible.” 

      Beth said, “Ginny, you can count on us.”

      Three women entered. Ginny frowned, “I told you to wait outside.”

      They exchanged nervous glances.

      Beth smiled, “Ladies, have you met Claudia?”

      I stepped forward and held out my hand. “Hello. Claudia Grant.”

      A woman stepped forward and clasped my hand.  “I’m Bitsy Simonson, this is Fenna Stenson, Melissa Thorpe.”

      We shook hands. I smiled, “It’s nice to meet everyone. You’re all on the bazaar committee?”

      Ginny frowned. “Supposedly.”

      Bitsy, tall and athletic, with long spiral auburn curls, laughed, “We try not to pay any attention to Ginny. She thinks she runs the world.”

      Fenna Stenson, a petite girl with ample curves and pin-straight dark hair, smiled. “I’m one of Beth’s knitters. It’s great to meet you. I’m thrilled that my sweaters are popular with your customers.”

      “Thanks, I am, too.” I turned to Melissa, wondering whether she, too, would rebuke Ginny’s nastiness.

      “I’m Melissa. I’ve seen you at the bank several times. I’m in the personal loan department.”

      “Are you ladies sisters?”

      She beamed, “We’re cousins, but as close as sisters. Bitsy’s the youngest and tallest in the family; Fenna has the curves. I’m the blonde in the group, but we share facial features.”

      Instantly, I liked them. “It’s wonderful to meet everyone. I just discovered I’ll be selling stockings and wreaths at the event. I hope you’ll stop by the booth Beth and I are sharing.”

      Fenna said, “You can count on us.”

      “Claudia,” Ginny said, bringing the attention back to herself. “Remember to stop at my booth for a peek at the fabulous brooches. Who knows, it might inspire your next design.”

      Curiosity tugged at me. “Ginny, I can’t wait to see your collection—it sounds intriguing.”

      Her eyes narrowed at Beth and me. “Set up begins at eight sharp, and the event opens at nine. Don’t be late. We’re professionals.” She glanced at the cousins. “Well, most of us.” Pivoting on her impossibly high-heeled boots, Ginny said, “Let’s go, ladies. We have several stops before this meeting is concluded.”

      They followed her out the door, with each woman giving a small wave. Bitsy winked and flashed a cheeky grin before she closed the door.

      I waited another minute and said, “Beth, did I get the wrong impression of Ginny, or does she think she’s all that and a box of rocks? Meeting concluded. Who talks like that?”

      Laughing, she asked, “What? You’re asking if she can be insufferable? Heck yeah. But underneath, she’s borderline intolerable. The only good thing I’ll give her credit for is that she raises a lot of money for the holiday fund, so we put up with her for a couple of months out of the year.”

      I leaned against a display and looked at Ginny entering Brewed Bliss, the coffee shop across the street. “It’s interesting she has an authentic vintage brooch collection.”

      “The really interesting point? She shows off the originals when someone is on the fence. I guess it’s to highlight the quality of the costume piece. My favorite is the butterfly brooch, and Art Deco is my favorite period. I offered to buy it once, but she wouldn’t sell it to me. I swear it was out of spite because she knew I wanted it. In a nutshell, if you see one you like, be super casual; otherwise, you’ll be out of luck.”

      Glancing her way, I said, “I’ll keep that in mind, but expensive jewelry isn’t something I usually buy for myself. Now, let’s talk about a few other details. Do we need a cash box, tissue, wrapping paper, or bags?”

      Beth placed her hand on my shoulder. “Have you ever been to a holiday bazaar?”

      I thought for a minute. “Maybe years ago. Why?”

      “We’ll have paper bags if needed, but most people bring tote bags or even rolling baskets and fill them up as they work their way around the booths. However, you could bring tissue paper to wrap around the stockings and wreaths.”

      “Good to know. What are you selling?” I looked at the tables and shelves with the knitted items.

      She smiled, “Begin to Knit kits for kids and adults. I don’t compete with other vendors who sell sweaters and such. This way, it’s a win, and I’ll have a new customer after a kit purchase.”

      I grinned. “You’re going to sell out in no time—let’s just hope nothing gets twisted at the bazaar.”
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      The door chimed again. A tall, elegant woman stepped inside, wrapped in a camel-colored wool coat. Her blonde hair was swept into a smooth chignon, and she wore dark sunglasses perched on high cheekbones, even though clouds hid the sun.

      She scanned the room. “This place hasn’t changed one bit,” she said sharply, “Did I see Ginny Wicket in here?”

      Beth and I exchanged a glance. I said, “I’m sorry; you just missed her. I believe she went to Brewed Bliss.”

      The woman stiffened. “That’s too bad. Did she happen to mention if she was meeting me, Lena Rutherford?”

      “I’m sorry; she didn’t say anything when she left. I’m sure you can catch up with her. The coffee shop is across the street.” I pointed to the café.

      “Thank you.” Unexpected tension laced her words.

      Before either Beth or I could say anything more, she jerked open the door, and the bell chirped softly as she pulled the door shut with a thud.

      Beth blinked. “Well, that was rude.”

      I looked out the window, but the woman had disappeared. “I don’t think they’re meeting for coffee. Ms. Rutherford didn’t look happy, did she?”

      Herman’s ghost drifted into the room. “I remember that woman,” he said. His translucent face held a puzzled look. “I just can’t remember why right now, but it’ll come to me.” 

      Beth picked up her gloves. “I’m sure Dad’s wondering what we’re doing over here, so I’ll head back to the store. Fingers crossed today’s a busy one for both of us.”

      “Would you like to have dinner tonight or tomorrow so we can strategize for the bazaar? I’ve never worked a booth.”

      She paused in the open door. “Don’t you have a date with my handsome cousin tonight?”

      I sighed. “Sadly, no. Eddie had to cancel. He’s covering a shift at the police station, Rhonda’s got the flu.”

      “Sure. Six?” she asked.

      “Perfect. It’s pantry parade tonight.”

      With a grin, she said, “Let me know if I need to pick up something.”

      “Will do.” I watched Beth jog across the street and disappear into her store.

      Herman drifted between me and the window. “What are you thinking about?”

      “Nothing really, just how much things have changed for me in less than a year. Have I ever thanked you for creating this business and for wanting me to take it over?” I didn’t want to remind him of his tragic accident last November.

      His voice wavered. “I had to do something all those years. Leaving it to you was the only choice in my mind. Your grandmother agreed, so here we are.” After that, he zipped out of the room. I was sure he was going to find a place to hide for a few hours; that’s what he usually did when I got mushy. 

      
      I had loaded the totes into my Jeep Saturday morning before the sun peeked over the horizon. Beth and I had agreed to meet inside Lilith Park at our booth space. Even though the park was across from the shop, there was designated vendor parking for unloading. Toting my wares across the street would entail more trips than I wanted to make. 

      “Uncle Herman, I’m leaving.”

      Lola, my inherited Himalayan kitty, thumped into the kitchen and meowed in the most mournful tone possible. At seven pounds, she knew how to make an entrance. “Hello, sweet girl, are you going to keep Herman company today?”

      She glanced pointedly at the cabinet where her treats were stored. I laughed softly. “Whoever said people own cats is wrong. I’m here for your pleasure.” I placed several soft chews on the floor and rubbed the top of her head. “Be a good girl today.”

      I took a thermos and a soft-sided lunch bag from the counter. Standing around in chilly weather, I’d need food and something hot to drink. “Herman?” 

      “Stop shouting.” He appeared at the attic door. “I was checking to see if Thomas was out for his morning stroll yet. It’s good to have another ghost to talk to.”

      Recently, we learned that the inn next door had a resident ghost, the former innkeeper, Thomas Pennington. “Since you’re in here with me, I’m guessing he hasn’t come out yet?” I suppressed a grin. It felt like two kids waiting for the other to come out to play. Not that I’d ever say that.

      “No.” He zipped around the room. “Are you ready for the big day? Extra warm socks and lots of layers?”

      I pulled on my mittens. “The weather report is forecasting high thirties, so I’m hoping it won’t be that bad. However, I have plenty of layers, and I’ve tucked foot warmers in my boots and a set for my mittens, too; supposedly they last for hours.”

      He slid to the door and, I swear, if he could open it, he would have. “Well then, have a good day. I wish you the best of luck— sell out everything.”

      I bent to drop a kiss on his almost present cheek. “Thank you, Uncle Herman. I’ll see you tonight.”

      When I arrived at the booth, Beth and her dad were busy arranging knitting kits. There was a table space that I assumed was for the stockings. “Good morning, Beth and Ethan.”

      They looked up and grinned. Ethan said, “Is that everything?”

      I glanced at the dolly piled high with totes. “Thankfully, it is.”

      The air crackled with excitement as vendors set up their wares. Scanning the park, I noticed Ginny Wicket was setting up her booth only two tables away from us. Oh joy.

      Beth followed my gaze. “Don’t worry about her. Once the event starts, she’ll be too busy to bother us.”

      It was close to eight-forty-five when Beth and I finished setting up. Suddenly, Ginny’s voice cut through the air. “Keep that tea away from my display, you imbecile. It could damage my boxes.”

      Fenna backed away from Ginny’s booth with a small to-go cup. “I’m sorry, I just thought you’d like something to warm up.”

      “Beth, what’s going on?”

      Looking up, Beth said, “Hey, Lily. Ginny’s having a meltdown over a hot beverage.”

      I glanced at Lily. “Hey. Is that your parents’ logo?”

      “Yeah.” She bobbed her head toward Ginny. “Let me go see if I can smooth this over.”

      Lily Michaels, the bookstore owner from Pembroke Cove, crossed the space between our booths. “Ginny, is everything all right?”

      She glared at Lily and Fenna. “We had a disagreement, and then Fenna decided to butter me up with tea. I can’t have liquids near my booth. If the ribbons, boxes, or brooches get wet, it could cause irreparable damage. I can’t afford that.” She narrowed her eyes and stared at the young woman. 

      Fenna mumbled, “I’m sorry, Ginny. I didn’t mean any harm.”

      Under my breath, I muttered, “Jeez, she’s a bully.”

      Melissa and Bitsy hurried over and escorted Fenna back to their booth, but not before Melissa shot an angry look in Ginny’s direction.

      Lily said, “Fenna apologized. I’d suggest you focus on your display.”

      Grudgingly, Ginny nodded. “Fine,” she said as she placed a wooden sign on the front of her table. No Beverages. “That should take care of it.”

      The cousins huddled together, and Bitsy glanced several times in Ginny’s direction. Even from this distance, I could see the anger in her eyes.

      I nudged Beth. “What do you suppose really happened? From the way the ladies are giving Ginny the stink eye, there’s more than a cup of tea involved.”

      She folded her arms across her chest. “Interesting observation. Fenna’s a kind person–an excellent knitter. In fact, she has an online shop, too. Melissa mentioned that Fenna’s business has expanded, and she’s trying to get Bitsy to knit for her.”

      “What does Bitsy do now?” I continued to observe from the corner of my eye.

      “She’s a personal fitness trainer in customers’ homes.” Beth tied on an apron with deep pockets, handed me one, and grinned. “For the money we’re about to rake in.”

      “Thanks.” I tied it around my waist. “Before things get started, I’m going to walk around and take some pictures for social media.”

      Beth glanced at Ginny. “Yeah, we don’t want to tick off anyone. Ginny’s already in rare form.”

      I went in the opposite direction of Ginny’s booth, greeting vendors and introducing myself along the way.

      As I approached Fenna’s booth, I overheard her say, “But I told her no. That’s all I’ve said since I figured out what she was doing. And she threatened me.”

      I pretended to be interested in a bag of chocolate chip cookies and that I wasn’t eavesdropping, even though I definitely was.

      Melissa and Bitsy wrapped their arms around her. I wasn’t sure who said it, but they promised everything would be all right.

      I paid for the cookies and moved to the display of hats, mittens, baby blankets, and sweaters. I laid my hand on a pastel blanket. “Fenna, these are lovely.”

      “Thank you. I love knitting baby items. They’re so tiny.” Her eyes widened. “But don’t get me wrong, I love knitting adult clothes, too. I’m going to sell a few scarves today, but they’re plain, not like the pattern I use for Grants Gowns.”

      I smiled. “Breathe, Fenna. I’m just admiring your work. If I knew of anyone having a baby, I’d buy something.” My gaze darted to Ginny. “Are you okay from before?”

      “I’m fine,” she said quickly, “Thanks for asking. Ginny’s just short-tempered, that’s all.” She forced a smile to her lips. “Really. Now I just want the gates to open so I can focus on selling.”

      My smile encompassed the three ladies. “Good luck today, and to us all. I’m hoping to go home with a lot fewer stockings and wreaths.”

      When I returned to the booth, Beth pointed to an insulated cup. “Lily dropped off tea for us.”

      “Perfect timing.” I held up the bag of cookies.

      She pointed her chin over my shoulder. “Guess who’s wandering around providing a police presence today?”

      I spun around, smiling. “Eddie’s here?”

      “He is, but don’t get too excited, Rhonda’s with him.” Beth snorted, “At least she’s not sick anymore.”

      A short air horn blast pierced the air. Beth rubbed her hands together and, with a twinkle in her eye, announced, “It’s show time.”

      I went around the table and wrapped my chilly hands around the warm mug. “Is it three o’clock yet?”

      “You’re funny.” Beth shoulder bumped me. “This is gonna be the shortest and longest six hours of the month.”

      “If we don’t freeze to death first,” I mumbled.

      The first two hours flew by. Much to my surprise, I sold out of the wreaths, and the stockings were moving fast. Nibbling on another cookie, I noticed Melissa and Bitsy were at Ginny’s booth, straightening a few boxes. Bitsy had a bottle of spray cleaner and a cloth in her hand.

      Beth said, “Don’t look now, but here comes Lena Rutherford, that rude lady from the store on Monday.”

      “Who?” I glanced around.

      “Lena Rutherford. She’s by Fenna’s table, looking at the scarves.”

      Lena slipped a tissue-wrapped item into her tote bag, and her eyes narrowed as they landed on the brooch display. She nodded to Fenna and ambled the short distance to Ginny’s table.

      “What do you think is going on over there? The look on Ginny’s face mirrors Lena’s, and Bitsy and Melissa look shell-shocked.”

      Beth said, “I’m not sure, but I can’t help myself from watching.”

      I nodded as I stayed focused on the argument unfolding before us.

      “What are you doing here, Lena?” Ginny snapped.

      “You know why.” She picked up a box, looked inside, paused for several seconds, and set it down. “The ribbon’s a nice touch.” With a tip of her head at Bitsy and Melissa, she said, “Ladies, if you’ll excuse us, I need to speak with Ginny.”

      They hurried back to Fenna without a backward glance.

      “Not now, you don’t.” Ginny’s gaze darted around the market, and she glared at Lena before reaching into her apron, handing Lena a slip of paper. “We’ll talk later.” She caught my eye and looked away. “Not here.”

      Lena gave the paper a cursory glance and Ginny a hard look. “Fine. Two hours.” Without another word, she stormed through the park gates.

      “What the heck,” I murmured.

      Customers crowded around our table, and I sold two more stockings. Beth was busy explaining that all ages would enjoy the knitting kits. I was beginning to see the benefit of this bazaar, not just because it raised money for a good cause. 

      About ten minutes later, Ginny screamed, “I’ve been robbed!” She waved an open box in the air, grabbed another, and peered inside. Her mouth twisted, and she rubbed her eyes. “I can’t believe it. Call the police!”

      I texted Eddie; Ginny Wicket
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