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				About the Book

				Christmas is just around the corner in the Hudson Valley. Nell and her friends at the Someday Quilts shop should be making eggnog and finishing up the stitching on their last homemade gifts, but when an arsonist strikes and a beloved teacher becomes a suspect, the ladies rally behind him to clear his good name. Will they succeed in time for him to spend Christmas among loved ones or will this be a chilly winter for the town of Archers Rest?
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				Chapter 1

				It was the kind of scream that would have woken the dead if any were within earshot. Fortunately, the only people who could hear it were the third grade class at Archers Rest Elementary, and me.

				I walked over to the table Jacob Schultz was sharing with Emily Long. They were engaged in a battle to the death over a small blue piece of fabric.

				“I need it,” Emily yelled to me as she wrestled for control.

				“I saw it first,” Jacob yelled back.

				So much for the season of peace on earth and goodwill toward men.

				“Isn’t there more of this?” I asked.

				“It’s the last of it.” Emily was on the verge of tears. “And it’s the perfect blue for what I want to do.”

				“Well, I saw it first.”

				“I know that, Jacob,” I said.

				“And Miss Nell, you said that we could pick our own fabrics for our square, and blue’s my favorite color so I picked that one. First.”

				I smiled, trying to seem patient and wise, neither of which were my strong points. But it had been my idea to bring quilting to the kids in town, by teaching a one-day class in each of the classes at the local grade school. Christmas was less than a week away, and judging by the construction paper garland, and the drawings of Christmas trees and dreidels, these were creative kids already in the holiday spirit. It should have been easy. My idea was that each student would hand-sew a simple nine-patch square that could be joined together to make a quilt, and each class’s quilt would be auctioned off in a week at the library Christmas Eve party, an annual event that raised money for various town needs.

				Someday Quilts was one of the sponsors, and my grandmother was chairwoman of the committee, so it was especially important we contribute as much as we could. Not that Eleanor would have it any other way. My grandmother loved helping people even more than she loved quilting.

				I’d brought four-and-a-half inch squares from the shop in a variety of colors and patterns, something for everyone. Until now. While the first and second graders were thrilled with their options, this class was picky and restless. It didn’t help that their teacher, Charlie Lofton, had disappeared the moment I arrived.

				Neither kid was going to be happy if I gave the other the square, and cutting it in half would ruin the look of a nine-patch. I had no other choice.

				“There are lots of other fabrics.” I took the blue square from Jacob and Emily, folded it, and put it in my purse. “Use those.”

				Two unhappy kids and another half hour until the class ended. It was time for something new.

				“Does anyone know why we’re making quilts?” I asked.

				“Because you’re making us,” Jacob quickly answered.

				I suppressed a smile. “Any other reason?”

				A little girl named Susie raised her hand. “To raise money for the Morristown Fire Department. To help them get new equipment.”

				Jacob jumped up. “Why are we raising money for them? Why don’t we have our own fire department?”

				“Archers Rest is too small,” I explained. “And luckily we rarely have any reason to need a fire department, so we share one with our next-door-neighbor Morristown. Sharing is very important.”

				At that, Jacob sat. He wasn’t interested in a conversation on sharing.

				***

				The rest of the class went smoothly. The kids focused on hand-sewing their squares and comparing their work with others. But as the clock ticked toward three, I became a little anxious. It was the last class of the day and I had no idea if Charlie usually gave them homework or walked them out to the bus or just let them leave on their own. It had been a long time since I’d been in third grade.

				Luckily, just as the bell rang, Charlie walked in, carrying a large battered-looking cardboard box. At thirty, Charlie was only three years my senior, but he had a baby face and spiky, needing-a-haircut, brown hair. He was quirky-handsome, nearly six foot six, and so thin he almost disappeared in a side view.

				As he put the box on the desk, a pack of cigarettes and a lighter fell out of his pocket. The lighter was old-fashioned looking, silver and large. It had an emblem of the U.S. Army on
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