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Chapter one

“I t was the biggest explosion in the whole world ever. It happened
right here, in Nova Scotia.” My 11-year-old son looked around the

family room to make sure we were impressed, then continued, “every-
thing pretty much blew up in Halifax. People were flying around every-
where. You could see the bottom of the harbor. How cool is that?”

His twin, Pete, raised his hand. “What about the fish?” he asked,
“what happened to the fish?”

“They were surprised,” Chris said.
Pete rolled his eyes. “You’re making that up, but okay. Keep going.”
Chris glared at his brother. “It’s true. It happened December 6, 1917.

Teacher said.”
Pete crossed his arms. “I still don’t believe it. How did this happen

anyway?”
“Simple,” Chris answered, ready for the question, his research on the

topic deep, “some dummy forgot to put up a red flag on the munitions
ship. He would have been in real trouble except he was already dead.” He
took a breath and looked at me.

“How am I doing, Mom? Pretty good, eh?”
His sister Maddie, outraged as always by her younger brothers, an-

swered before I could.
“No, it isn't. This is the worst class project I ever heard. Tell him

Mom. He needs facts, teachers like facts,” she shouted.
“What do you mean?” Pete yelled back in indignation. “He had a real

date at the beginning. Dates are facts. Besides, he’s not finished yet. Keep
going.”
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Chris smiled at his twin and give his sister the death stare. “Okay.
Here’s the facts. Two thousand dead, bunch of other people blind because
glass got shot into their eyes. Half the town just disappeared, tons of peo-
ple with no place to live. They even had the windows blown out of hous-
es in Truro, which was even farther away in those days.”

Maddie threw up her hands. “I thought this was supposed to be
a Christmas project, not a disaster project. You know nothing about
school. This is a ‘has not met expectations’ for sure.”

I had a sudden flash of my daughter’s future as an educator. In the
meantime, she had to intercept pillows thrown at her head.

“Is there a Christmas angle to this?” I asked. I hoped there was.
“Geez, this family can’t wait for anything, ever. I was getting to the

good part,” Chris said, clearing his throat, ready for the grand finale.
“When people in Boston heard that Halifax totally exploded, they felt
really bad, since they had relatives up here. So, they filled up a train of
nurses and doctors and sent it up. That was good because everyone in
Halifax was worn out. To thank them every year we ship the biggest
Christmas tree we can find back down, like a tradition, because it was
nice of them to help out.”

Chris threw his notes in the air.
“The End.”
Pete clapped and Chris collapsed onto the couch. Maddie yelled,

“Don’t you dare tell anyone you are my brother,” grabbed one of our two
cats, called Spot the dog, and stomped out of the room.

Pete went silent, a worry moving suddenly across his face. “Those
ships that crashed and blew up, were they like the navy ships Daddy’s
on?” he asked.

I should have seen this coming and I reached out for him. “No, no,
no. Daddy’s ship has computers. He’s in a sunny place called the South
China Sea, doing maneuvers. He’ll be home real soon, for Christmas.”

“What’s maneuvers?” Pete asked.

2 BARBARA EMODI



“It’s when they drive the ships around and practice not hitting into
each other,” Chris said, with authority. “The reason everything got blown
up that time was because it was the olden days and those guys didn’t prac-
tice doing maneuvers, isn’t that right Mom?”

“That’s probably it,” I said. “Besides, nothing like that is ever going
to happen to your Dad. He’s super smart. You know what else would be
smart? Get on your pajamas. Mommy’s going out to a meeting tonight.
Dawn’s going to get you ready for bed.”

“The Dawnster, awesome,” the twins cheered. Dawn Nolan, my base-
ment apartment tenant, was with the local Royal Canadian Mounted Po-
lice detachment. Since my naval officer husband was so often at sea, Gar-
ry had decided having a police officer on site would give him less to worry
about when he was away. Truth was, training in law enforcement was an
asset here. And despite the fact Dawn had grown up as an only child in
a wealthy area of Halifax, Nova Scotia’s capital, she seemed to enjoy the
chaos of our small-town, child and animal-dominated household. About
my age but shorter, fairer, and about 900 times fitter, Dawn was now
more like a member of the family than someone who paid rent.

Tonight, she stood next to me in black joggers and her RCMP tee
shirt at the sink and helped me clean up.

“Where is it you are going tonight exactly?” she asked, grabbing a
partially gnawed drumstick before I could put it in the compost bin.

“To the Crafter’s Guild meeting. Krista’s a member and she invited
me. She goes because of Creative Recycle Supplies and a lot of the
crafters are her customers. Krista wants me to join; she thinks it will give
me an artistic outlet,” I said.

“Sounds like your thing. What do they do at these meetings?” Dawn
asked, finishing someone’s half-eaten peas.

“Not sure. But Krista says tonight’s big meeting is about the Boston
tree ornament competition,” I said.
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Dawn put some salt and pepper on Maddie’s leftover mashed pota-
toes. Maddie hated mashed potatoes; Dawn loved them. “Never heard of
it. What ornament competition?”

“Are you’re kidding?” I asked in surprise, then caught myself. I kept
forgetting Dawn was new to the area. “It’s been going on forever. A col-
lection of handmade ornaments is sent to Boston with the tree. Craft
groups from across the province compete. It gets pretty cutthroat.
Gasper’s Cove and Drummond always enter but never win. It might be
interesting to learn the plan of attack. Get some creative inspiration.”

“Makes sense,” Dawn said and opened the fridge door to see if she
missed anything, “you need to do something for yourself. Now off to
marshal my forces. I’m going to teach the kids how to break a chokehold
tonight. Definitely, a skill everyone should have.”

Dawn saw the look on my face. “Listen. It’s better for them than so-
cial media. It’s a dangerous world out there. Not to worry. Just go. I’ve
got this.”
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Chapter two

“A ttention please.”
Muriel Cummings, president of the Drummond Crafters’

Guild, straight and proper in her twinset and pearls and, didn’t need to
be this official. But if I have learned anything from working for a politi-
cian––you never know the depth of a person’s ego and ambition until
you give them public office.

The members of the Guild had figured this out too. Muriel’s gavel
was missing, and when she mentioned Robert’s Rules of Order, a few
members mimed sliding off their chairs onto the floor. Undeterred,
Muriel lifted her reading glasses from her merino bosom and read:

Rules for the submission of Christmas ornaments to be sent with the
Boston Christmas tree by the craft community of Nova Scotia.

Muriel stopped reading and looked at her audience––twenty, or so
local women, glad for a night out of the house.

Rule one: The ornaments must be fully handmade by the entrants. Not
one part of the item for submission should be commercially produced.

Eileen Leblanc stood up. “Have they given us a ruling on googly
eyes?” she asked, “I have a nice little reindeer ornament that needs them.”

Muriel made a weak effort at diplomacy. “Eileen, no ruling yet. I
wouldn’t hold my breath. They are looking for high-level craft. I would
be surprised if that included googly eyes.”

Eileen crossed her arms over her winter jacket and sat down. Her
niece, Sarah Chisholm, patted Eileen's shoulder and glared at Muriel.
The dissent was about to start. As Krista had promised, these meetings
were better than TV.
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Rule two: The ornaments must be made of all-natural materials as is
reflective of the fine handcrafting tradition of the province.

“What does that mean?” I whispered to Krista.
“It means no acrylic yarn, and no poly-cotton fabric,” she said out of

the side of her mouth. “We were disqualified two years ago when the Jed-
dore guild did a burn test. They found out one of our quilted stars had
50/50, cotton and polyester in it. Muriel has been out to get them ever
since.”

Now Cynthia Henderson was on her feet. Cynthia was a local legend
in the rug hooking community. Her work, in the style of famous Nova
Scotia painters, was said to be on display in the lobby of the Canadian
Consulate-General office in Bolivia. Not many people could say that
about their coasters and table runners.

Cynthia's voice rang with certainty. “Whatever we do, we need to
preserve the integrity of our work,” she shot a googly eye look at Eileen.
“Art is eternal,” she added for emphasis and sat down.

Muriel smiled and continued reading.
Rule three: The design of the ornaments must be original in nature,

meaning not based on a purchased design, and not resembling any submis-
sions from previous years.

“Enough,” said Valerie Rankin taking the floor and turning to face
the crowd. Valerie ran the Crafter’s Co-op out of her family’s store across
the causeway in Gasper’s Cove and was always practical. “Let’s just say
it. This ornament competition is getting tougher every year. The themes
have been used up. Lobsters, Sou’wester hats, ships, boats, whales. Geez,
that group from Pubnico even did cod one year. Cod. And they won.”
Valerie threw up her hands in surrender and sat down.

“What are we going to do?” this question came from Tilly Ferguson.
In my opinion, Tilly was Gasper’s Cove’s most multi-dimensional crafter.
“If it could be quilted, it’s been quilted. If it could be knit, it’s been knit.
We’ve painted and decoupaged ourselves silly. Sylvie, maybe you have an
idea, you’re sort of an artist.”
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All eyes in the room turned to me. It was true. I was a graduate of
the Nova Scotia College of Art and Design, a world-class institution.
And yes, I had started the Gasper’s Cove, greater Drummond area, yarn
bombing squad, essentially just me and the kids, and yes, I was respon-
sible for the crocheted scarves wrapped around the trees in the down-
town business district. Closer to home I had done several art installations
in our carport, mainly hanging ribbons and mason jar lid wind chimes,
until the neighbors complained the tinkling was keeping them awake at
night. But despite my creative reputation, tonight, like the rest of the
room, I was stumped.

“I’ll have to think about this,” I said, buying time and wanting to
maintain my artistic mystique. I had been working on a portfolio and
hoped one day to ask Valerie if I could sell things at her Co-op. I had to
sound professional. “I’m working on some ideas.”

“You do that,” Muriel said, searching for her lost gavel. Giving up, she
picked up her coffee mug and pounded the table. “Order, ladies, order. I
have some ideas of my own. Popsicle sticks. Natural materials enhanced
with some jingle bells. I’m working on the concept.” When the chatter
faded, she continued, “the stakes are high this year, even higher than usu-
al.”

“What do you mean?” Eileen called out. “Is that because it’s your last
year as president and you want to win?” Sarah snickered.

“That’s a factor,” Muriel admitted, “but a minor one. The real issue
is that the chair of the judging committee has been announced and
it’s––Rita Mulroney.”

The room gasped, and Krista nudged me in the side. “Rita’s from Jed-
dore. Rumor is she was the mastermind behind our poly-cotton disqual-
ification,” she said.

I nodded. This was much, much better than TV.
“I’m not going to beat around the bush, or in this case, the Christmas

tree,” Muriel said. “You all know what that group in Jeddore is like. Yacht
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club crafters. Think they’re the only ones who can make a decent orna-
ment.”

She looked around the room, a general rallying her troops for battle.
“Ladies, this is our year. We’re going to win the competition if I have to
kill someone to do it.”
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Chapter three

When the twins started school, I decided to get a job. Not just any
job. I wanted a job with flexible hours, flexible days, high inter-

est, and little real responsibility. I had enough of that at home.
Such specific job requirements were hard to meet in Drummond,

a town of 5,000 or across the causeway in Gasper’s Cove, with its own
2,000 residents. But I got lucky. Just when I decided to re-enter the work-
force, Len McGinty was elected as a Member of the Nova Scotia House
of Assembly and needed a constituency assistant. I answered his ad and
nervously went for the interview. I hadn’t voted in the last election and
had no idea what a constituency assistant did, but I suspected it involved
answering the phone, which I could do. Len had no idea what an assis-
tant did either. However, he knew the other members of the Legislative
Assembly had them, so figured he should, too. Clearer to him was how
he saw the job of MLA––one with flexible hours, flexible days, high in-
terest, and little responsibility. With so much in common, I was not sur-
prised when Len hired me on the spot, and we shook on that strongest
of all employment contracts––if you won’t tell, I won’t either.

WHEN I ARRIVED AT OUR office on the waterfront boardwalk the
morning after the meeting, I could see we’d be having a busy day. Three
local seniors were already lined up and waiting, and a single protestor
was marching back and forth in a tight circle in front of the building.

I recognized them all. The seniors were Neil Ferguson, retired fish-
erman and trucker, his wife Tilly, who had been at the Guild meeting
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the night before, and Ralph Dewolf, woodlot owner, and now Christmas
tree grower. The protestor was Charlie Landry, the local multi-purpose
activist. Charlie had run against Len in the last election. He got 22 votes,
one probably his mother and the rest, it was rumored, collected at Seav-
iew Manor from folks who thought he was someone else. He might have
done better if his campaign bicycle had a better chain, or if he had used
signs, despite what that would have done to the forests, or if he hadn’t
boycotted the debate because it was broadcast live on Facebook, and
well, you know what Charlie thought about Facebook.

This morning he carried a placard that read Stop giving our coast
away! Underneath this, in shaky red marker, letters crammed together to
make them fit, Charlie had added McGinty do something!

I nodded to this small crowd, “Morning folks,” I said, taking my of-
fice keys out of my purse. “Len will be along shortly. Mr. and Mrs. Fer-
guson, Mr. Dewolf, why don’t you come in out of the cold and wait for
him?”

“Hey, what about me?” Charlie asked, pushing his face so close to
mine I could see the tiny icicles forming on the twigs in his greying,
untrimmed beard. “They’re giving away our coastline to come-from-
aways. People from Toronto. Only here a few months a year. We’re being
pushed out of our own homes. Someone’s going to get hurt.”

I looked at Charlie calmly. I had more experience than Charlie could
ever imagine with temper tantrums.

“Charlie, I know you are feeling angry right now. Why don’t we take
a little time out?” I suggested. “Give me a chance to deal with these resi-
dents. Come back at, say, 11:00? I’ll make sure Len can talk to you then.”

Charlie eyed me with suspicion.
“Typical. I got to get over to the Food Mart this morning, anyway.

Heard they are selling farmed salmon. Destroying the traditional fish-
ery.” Charlie turned his placard over to the other side to show me, Keep
our fish in the ocean.
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“I’ll be back. Tell McGinty. This isn’t ending. It’s just beginning,” he
said, and turned to march off down the boardwalk.

“THE TRICK TO A SUCCESSFUL political career is to realize that
most people don’t actually want you to do anything,” Len explained later.
“The greatest human need is to be listened to, not to be handled a solu-
tion. Once you understand that, you’ve got it made.”

I nodded. Len should know. He had been an elected official for al-
most a year. Before that, he had worked the service desk at Canadian
Tire. He knew people.

“Here’s how it works,” he said, warming up to his subject. “Those old-
er folks with their taxes going up. Got to feel for them. Sure, their little
houses are now worth a fortune, but they don’t want to sell and move.
Where would they go? They’ve been in those houses their whole lives.”

“True enough,” I said. Neil and Tilly Ferguson’s home on a beautiful
piece of land right near the Point and was now worth ten times more
than it was a few years ago.

“The thing is property taxes are based on fair market value, so when
land sells, taxes go up too,” Len said. “These folks are on fixed incomes,
they’re getting scared.”

Len was right again. Neil and Tilly Ferguson had told us they were
worried they’d lose their home.

“There’s a solution,” Len said, studying the pen he held in his hand.
“You could freeze property taxes, at pre-inflation levels, for folks who
had lived in the same place say 20 years. But something like that would
mean legislation, take time.”

“So what did you tell them in the meantime?” I asked. I had a lot to
learn about politics.

“Tell them? Nothing really, just let them talk. Just like I did with that
nutcase, Charlie Landry. I let them know I heard them, that I under-
stood, that I cared. Best I could do.” He paused, his face clouding over,

JINGLE BELL SHOCK 11



“but that Landry . . . he’s really winding himself up this time, but at least
by letting him rant I got him down from a level four to a level two.”

“Levels what?” I asked.
“Public nuisance levels. I talked him down from a four, hunger strike,

to a two, petition. That way, he’ll bug someone other than me. A service
desk, public service, it’s all the same,” Len explained.

My boss was a pro. But before I could tell him that, my phone buzzed
in my pocket. I shrugged apologetically and read the text. It was from the
school.

The classroom teacher has requested an immediate conference to discuss
Pete and Chris’s behavior during tests. 1:30 today. Please reply to confirm
attendance.

“Quick, give me some diplomatic skills Len, I’m going to need them,”
I said. “Summons from the school. Looks like the twins are at it again.”
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Chapter four

I stood on the salted steps of the elementary school and felt bad for my
kids. Schools did not hold good memories for me. I have mild dyslex-

ia and it seemed to me growing up that I spent most of the school hours
between 9:00 and 4:00, wondering what was going on. Art class saved
me. Returning to school, even safely as an adult, and not as a vulnerable
child, was hard.

As I walked down the linoleum floors of the hallways I wondered, as
I always did, how janitors kept the floors this shiny despite all the busy
feet, something I couldn’t manage at home. Pondering this mystery I fol-
lowed the signs to the office, passing doors covered in candy canes and
snow men, toppled boots trapped in the long legs of snow pants, dark
winter jackets, grandmother-knitted scarves, and mittens hanging from
sleeves by strings. Schools never changed.

Finally, at the end of the last long hall, I reached the door I was look-
ing for and entered. Nancy Mosher, the school’s long-suffering secretary,
stopped working and looked up.

“They’re ready for you, both teachers, and Mrs. Dermont. Good
luck,” she said with sympathy, and opened the door for me.

“Mrs. Kulberg, come in, have a seat.” Betty Dermont, the school
principal, stood and motioned to the only empty chair in the room. I
saw Miss Roselle, the boys’ teacher, and Mr. Nathan, who taught the oth-
er grade five, both sitting at the square oak conference table. Papers that
looked like tests to me were laid out in front of them.
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“It’s about the Halifax Explosion assignment Chris did, isn’t it?” I
asked. The project hadn’t been a great piece of work, but I didn’t think it
was bad enough to warrant a three-teacher conference.

“No, it’s not the project,” said Ms. Roselle. “Although he could have
written more about the social significance of the event.”

I was lost, what was she talking about?
Ms. Roselle looked at me with teacher’s eyes, calculating. “The real

heroes of that disaster,” she said, speaking slowly so I wouldn’t miss any-
thing, “people like Vince Coleman, you know the dispatcher who sent
the messages that kept the passenger trains away just before the explo-
sion? He lost his own life keeping other people safe. A real lesson there.
But Chris was more interested in how big the boom was. His project
lacked emotional depth.”

My boys. They liked loud noises.
Mrs. Dermont cleared her throat. “All very interesting,” she said,

“but this meeting is about the fact the boys seem to have the same an-
swers on all the tests they write.”

“Cheating?” I asked. “The boys are cheating? I’ll handle it.” Just let
me go home, I thought.

“That’s fine if you want to talk to them,” the principal continued,
“but we need to take action here at the school. This is a serious matter.
We’ve decided to move the boys into separate classes. Chris stays with
Ms. Roselle; we’ll move Pete in with Mr. Nathan.” Mr. Nathan, a burly,
balding man in his mid-forties, made a sour face. This arrangement had
obviously not been his idea.

“Sounds good to me, try it,” I said. I don’t know how the kids coped.
Of course, the boys shouldn’t cheat, but my boys were identical twins;
they often had the same thoughts. I doubted I could explain that to
the people in this room. They would find that out themselves. But in
the meantime, they had given me an idea. The mother of juvenile delin-
quents, I left the office much more cheerful than when I arrived. I had
work to do.
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AFTER THE DRAMA OF my parent/teacher encounter, the rest of
the afternoon was surprisingly pleasant. Len and I discussed lunch and
started in on the Christmas cards. My boss had been quick to learn the
perks of public office. For instance, he discovered that the government
paid for the postage on his Christmas cards. The only downside of this
boondoggle was that my boss’s writing hand tended to give out after 500
signatures. However, we found we had remarkably similar handwriting,
both being the product of the same unimaginative Nova Scotia school
system. So, with two of us signing his name, we moved along quickly, and
rewarded ourselves with a nice fish and chip lunch halfway through, dur-
ing which we watched the choppy waves from the window and discussed
serious political matters.

“Me first,” I said, “who’s it harder to buy a Christmas present for, man
or woman?”

“Hands down women,” said Len, “who knows what they want? Plus,
they lie.”

“What do you mean, women lie?” I asked, offended.
“Well, first they say don’t bother getting me anything for Christmas,”

Len said, “but if you don’t get them anything, they stop talking and start
banging around the turkey roasting pan.”

“Of course, we do that,” I said, “you broke the rule.”
“What rule is that?” Len asked. His wife Helen had her work cut out

for her; I could see that. This man needed to learn the basics.
“Look, everybody understands when a person says they don’t need a

present, they don’t mean it. It’s code for surprise me.” How could he not
know that?

Len looked out the window and watched the seagulls bicker over an
old chip bag, planning his defense and counterargument. “And what did
Garry give you for Christmas last year?” he asked me.

“A tire pressure gauge,” I admitted. This had not been one of my hus-
band’s better moments.
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“Ahh,” Len said, “my old store, Canadian Tire, every man’s go-to De-
cember 24th.”

I tried to think of a witty response, but before I could, the lid on the
box outside the door clanged. Our mail had arrived. Maybe we would be
beaten to the card-sending punch.

Len had the same thought. “Stay, I’ll go get it,” he said.
When he returned, he had a few flyers, some bills with the familiar

last notice stamp on them, and a large official-looking envelope with the
Province of Nova Scotia seal on it. Len opened that one first.

“Oh my,” he said, sitting down heavily in his chair. “The Electoral
Boundaries Commission. They are looking at redistribution for some
ridings before the next election. We’re on the block for amalgamation
with Jeddore, one representative instead of two. Not good.”

For either of us, I thought. My job, the best non-artistic, but paying
job in town, depended on my boss’s survival as a politician.

“Len, the next election’s at least two years off. That gives you lots of
time to get to know them in Jeddore. We can figure this out,” I said, al-
ready strategizing.

“You obviously haven’t heard the rumors,” Len said, looking at me as
depressed as any man with zero dispositional aptitude for despondency
could look. “Ruddy Macdonald has already said he not running again,
retiring down to Florida. But they say there’s a woman building an elec-
toral machine up in Jeddore. A realtor, lots of contacts. I don’t know her
but hear she’s making a killing. They say she’s a real contender.”

Len reached across and fingered the nameplate from his former job,
something he kept on his desk to remind himself of how far he had come.
There was an awkward silence then I remembered who I was—support
staff. It was time I did some supporting.

“Listen,” I said to him, “anyone involved in real estate might have
money and connections, but that doesn’t mean everyone will vote for
them. Who are we talking about?”
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Len sighed. “Rita Mulroney, that’s who. If the Commission has its
way, I’ll be up against her in the next election. I wouldn’t stand a chance.”
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Chapter five

On the way home from work, I dropped off a load of signed Christ-
mas cards at the post office and went over my to-do list in my

head. When you are a mother of three, a semi-professional, semi-em-
ployed political operator, and the wife of a man in the navy, currently
halfway through a long Asia-Pacific deployment, you live by lists. The
current one running through my head was:

1. Find out if the vet does a two-for-one discount on cat neutering.
2. Get out all the snow pants and boots and figure out who can fit

into what this year and who I need to buy new for.
3. Think of an original idea for the Christmas ornament competi-

tion, so people in this community will take me seriously as an artist.
4. Go to the store and buy a chicken, since I forgot to leave the one

in the freezer out to thaw.
5. Tell the twins about the class change but wait until the last minute.
6. Get Krista to come over and show me how to get Netflix to work

on the TV since the twins unscrewed the cable and used it to fish in the
toilet.

8. Call the teacher about Maddie saying their mother always forgets
to read the notes to say it’s not true. Have a talk with Maddie.

9. Research past winners in the ornament competition to identify
themes in judging preferences.

10. Go through the poll results in the last election in Jeddore to see
what the turnout was.
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11. Find out who this Rita Mulroney is and how she can sell up a
coastline, be a Christmas ornament judge, and enter politics when I can’t
even remember to put a frozen chicken on the counter

WHEN I ARRIVED HOME, I saw Dawn had already fixed the cable,
had the kids watching something educational, and was defrosting the
chicken in the microwave. She had also straightened up the mountain of
shoes and boots in the front hall and fed both cats and the dog.

It is always amazing to me how efficiently my home runs when I’m
not in it. As I watched my solid curly-haired tenant barrel around our
kitchen, it occurred to me she had the resources to help me with at least
one item on my list. Dawn caught me watching her.

“What’s up? You look tired,” she said, “how was your day?”
“The usual,” I replied, “cheating kids, protestor outside work, boss

going to be a one-term wonder, creative angst, husband in the tropics.
You know my life. How about you?”

Dawn didn't answer but bent to put the chicken in the hot oven. I
kept going. “The name Rita Mulroney mean anything to you?” I asked,
“ever heard of her?”

Dawn stopped, oven door open, and turned to look at me.
“What did you say?” she asked suddenly official. The woman in my

kitchen had transformed abruptly from helpful Dawn-who-lived-down-
stairs into Officer Nolan of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police.

“Rita Mulroney, ever heard of her?” I repeated, “her name come up
twice this week and I don’t think I know her.”

“Well,” Officer Nolan said, “you won’t get to know her. She’s dead,
they found her last night.”
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Chapter six

“D ead? What do you mean, dead?” I asked. “I never heard of this
person before, and now she’s dead. What happened?”

Dawn clamped her official lips shut as if to keep the words from es-
caping. “Look I can’t say, it’s an open investigation. What I can tell you is
that she was found at her desk late last night. The circumstances are such
that it’s not possible to rule out foul play.”

Avoiding my eyes, Dawn bent to put more food in the cats’ commu-
nal bowl, nudging the dog away with her foot.

“You were there, weren’t you?” I asked. Sometimes it was hard for me
to believe the same person who helped me match socks on the kitchen
table was also a person who dealt with dead bodies at work.

“Maybe,” Officer Nolan was back, “listen, Sylvie, I have to go down-
stairs and get ready for my shift. You’re going to have to get your news in
the paper like everyone else.” Leaving me to go into the family room, she
said good night to the kids and went to the basement.

After she left, I went to work getting dinner on the table, then did
my nightly routine of baths, bed, stories, and breaking up fights, but my
mind was elsewhere. When everyone was in bed, I settled in the family
room with my tea, picked up my phone, and called Krista.

“Hey, did you get Netflix working?” she asked.
“Dawn figured it out, but guess what? Have you heard what hap-

pened?” I asked, stopping to push the nose of one unneutered cat out of
my cup. I really had to call that vet. If I didn’t get moving, I would have
kitten mouths to feed too.
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“Oh, you mean the scandal at the Guild?” Krista asked, amused. “I
heard Muriel is convinced we have a spy. She had an idea with popsicle
sticks, but when she came into Creative Recycle, we had to tell her they
had all been bought up. She thinks she was sabotaged.” I could hear the
eye roll through the phone. “She’s called a crisis meeting for tomorrow.
For sure we have to go.”

Muriel was still planning on using popsicle sticks? What was she
thinking? I really needed to come up with a good idea and soon. My
artistic career needed a boost. I had to get out of the carport. But first
things first, I had a murder to report.

“Wow, that’s pretty out there. A spy? But listen, I have big news,
maybe as big,” I said. “You know that Rita Mulroney in Jeddore?”

“Sure. Saw her yesterday at the Big Stop. I went in to pay for gas and
saw your boss and Valerie with her, having a coffee. What about her?”

“Well, guess what? She’s dead.”
“Dead? Like might as well be dead, everyone’s so mad at her, or dead

dead?” Krista asked.
“No, dead as in dead and gone. Permanently,” I explained. “I got that

much out of Dawn.”
“Whoa, get out of town. I did not know that. She wasn’t that old.

Wait, I’ll call my cousin in Jeddore, get the dirt,” Krista sounded sudden-
ly distracted. “Oh, oh, I hear the baby. The fifth time she’s been up this
evening. I’m returning that sleep training book to the library. Useless.
I’ve got to run. We’ll go to the meeting together tomorrow. I’ll talk to my
cousin. We can catch up then.”

I WAS SLOW GETTING across the street to Krista’s the next evening.
I’d caught Pete trying to sneak a hand saw into the boys’ room while I was
giving the teenager I sometimes had babysit, the going-to-bed instruc-
tions. It seemed Pete and Chis planned to turn their bunk into two single
beds when I was out. After I reminded them of the rule about not using
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tools in the house, saws in particular, and asked them what Daddy would
say, I put on my coat, and crossed the street.

Krista was already in her car, engine running, eager to share some
news.

“Okay, buckle up,” she said watching the rear-view mirror as she
backed out of her driveway. “My cousin got back to me.”

I turned sideways in my bulky parka to face her. “Did you ask her
about Rita? What did she say?”

“Not only dead but probably murdered,” Krista said. No matter what
happened Krista always had a relative who knew something. “One of the
cleaning staff found her late at night. The poor woman who found her,
can you imagine? She told someone at the Food Mart that it looked to
her like Rita had been bashed in the back of the head by, now get this, a
‘Jeddore Basin Realtor of the Year’ trophy.”

Shocked, I looked out the frosty window and tried to absorb the
news. As we drove past Len’s office I noticed Charlie had left his sign near
the front door, pushed down into a snowbank. A seagull sat on it now,
squawking at the wind.

“That’s crazy,” I said. No wonder Dawn didn’t want to talk. “Who
would do something like that?” It didn’t make sense, not around here.

“Well, that’s what my cousin said,” Krista continued, turning into the
lot of the community center. “She said the RCMP are all over the dis-
trict. Questioning anyone who has a license to sell as much as a doghouse
in the area. They figure if the trophy was the murder weapon it must be a
competitor, which would make sense.”

“Yeah, I guess,” I said. “It’s a lot to take in. But you know what else
this means, don’t you? Someone new will head the judging committee.
Wonder who that will be now? We better get in there and find out.”
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Chapter seven

K rista and I were late to the meeting. As we approached the hall we
could hear raised voices inside but when we pushed big double

doors to the hall open, the talking stopped. All faces turned towards us.
“What did we do?” Krista asked in a whisper.
“Hello ladies,” Muriel Cummings called out to us from where she

was standing at the front of the room, papers in hand. “We have quite the
agenda this evening. Let me continue.”

The crafters swiveled back in their chairs to face the president.
“I am afraid tonight’s agenda is not pleasant,” Muriel said, in a voice

that reminded of my visit to the principal’s office.
“First, I have to report that Rita Mulroney sadly died last night in

unfortunate circumstances.”
There were gasps from around the room as everyone pretended they

were just hearing the news for the first time, and not as if they had spent
most of the day trying to find out more about Rita’s death.

“Yes,” Muriel repeated, “the head of the judging committee has died
unexpectedly. So tragic. Administratively, this leaves the entire crafting
community of the province with a dilemma.”

We all knew what was coming next.
“You are all aware that I am a team player if I am anything,” Muriel

continued, looking around the room for confirmation. The room was
silent, this was news to us. “So I took the step of phoning the other mem-
bers of the committee to offer my services. I am as qualified as anyone for
the job.”
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There was a twitter of conversation from the back of the room.
Muriel waited until that died down before she spoke again.

“However, I was assured that my services weren’t needed because,
well, this is incredible, because the members of the committee have de-
cided Rita was irreplaceable.” Muriel’s scarlet lips curled at this last word.
“So they have decided to have the winner of this year’s ornament compe-
tition to be chosen by . . . well chosen by something they are calling ‘The
people’s choice’ like this is an episode of reality TV. Our heritage, up for
popular vote.”

Muriel waited for an indignant response to this new development.
“What do you think of that?” she asked the room.

Eileen and Sarah both stood and began talking at the same time.
“I like it,” Eileen said, the revenge of a poor taste crafter sweet to her,

“it’s about time the rest of us have our say.”
“Great idea,” said Sarah, supporting her aunt. “The ornaments are

too stuffy. I mean, what’s wrong with a glue gun, a little plastic canvas?
Got to keep up with the times.”

Tilly Ferguson and Cynthia looked at each other. This was how civi-
lizations ended, they seemed to agree––with googly eyes.

This was my chance. Time to stake my claim as an artist. I raised my
hand.

“Sylvie,” said Muriel, acknowledging me. “I was just about to get to
you. Have something to say?”

“Yes I do,” I said, this was my opportunity. “I have an idea for an or-
nament that just might make us stand out. Something that expresses the
spirit of the tree. I don’t have the prototype made yet, but I can discuss
the concept now.” I surveyed the surrounding crowd, looking for interest
and support. Only Valerie Rankin smiled at me in encouragement.

Muriel looked grim. “That would be premature. We have another is-
sue to discuss. It involves you.”

I felt unease around me as most of the other women avoided my eyes.
Krista shrugged, as confused as I was.
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“There was an incident this week,” Muriel began, “I was working on
the idea discussed last time, the wooden trees. However, when I went to
buy supplies, someone who had obviously been at that meeting had gone
ahead of me and bought up everything I needed.” She paused for effect
and then continued.

“We have a spy, a saboteur, in this room. I am afraid, since this is a
confidential process, in a competitive environment, that I am going to
have to ask anyone who is not a member of the Guild in full standing,
meaning anyone who was at the last meeting for the first time, to excuse
themselves. After all, this has never happened before.”

The room went silent. Valerie raised her hand to object, but Muriel
ignored her. Krista shifted uncomfortably on her thin plywood stacking
chair. I realized all eyes were on me. It was me. Muriel was asking me to
leave. I was the only newcomer to the group. Eileen and Sarah in the row
in front of me turned to mouth “Sorry.”

Krista and I stood up. We picked up our coats from the backs of our
chairs. My face felt hot, but I had my dignity. “Well, ladies, I get the mes-
sage and I will leave you to it,” I announced. This was just a dumb meet-
ing in a community center but still, I felt mortified. “Of course, I haven’t
done anything to mess up your plans. I didn’t buy up a bunch of popsicle
sticks.” I looked at Muriel Cummings. “And I can’t believe anyone would
think I’d do something like that.”

I had to go.
I could feel tears filling my eyes. “But I understand,” I said, even

though I didn’t, “good luck with your competition. I hope you win.” It
was the best exit line I could think of. I pulled my hat and mitts out of
the arm of my parka and pulled them on, realizing too late that my hat
was inside out, but too dignified to take it off and turn it around.

So, with that Krista and I headed for the bright exit sign and home.
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Chapter eight

W e drove home in silence. I was too afraid I was going to cry to
speak, and Krista too afraid to speak in case she said something

that would make me cry.
When we pulled into Krista’s driveway, we could see her husband

Mike waiting at the front window, a crying infant in his arms. Krista
rushed into the house with apologies. I got out of the car and trudged
across the street.

I paid the sitter, confirmed that all children were in the right beds
and asleep, then stood at the kitchen counter with my coat still on and
made tea.

This is not fair, I thought, none of it. Garry would call tomorrow to
check in, but that wouldn’t help. I needed him now. I was doing my best,
and it wasn’t ever good enough. The bad mother with the cheating twins.
The mother who couldn’t even get the cats to the vet or the chicken on
the counter. I had been kicked out of a group, that basically anyone could
belong to, and accused of being a spy. Over popsicle sticks. Did the boys
and I seem untrustworthy? If you overlooked forging Christmas cards, I
was an honest person. I was the victim of an injustice.

One cat jumped up on the counter. I looked at her and she looked
back at me. The room was dim, and her pupils were large and unblinking.
So, who said it was ever going to be fair? she seemed to ask, what are you
going to do about it?

I stared into the cat’s eyes and neither one of us blinked. She was
right. What now?
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I looked around the kitchen and reached to straighten a pile of pa-
pers on the table. Pete often sat and drew before bed. I shuffled the pages
into a pile, smiling at the drawings, pirates always pirates, and noticed
one page had my own sketches on it. I pulled it out. My rough drawing
for my ornament idea. No one else had seen it. I looked at the paper in
my hand. It was a good idea; I knew it was. But I couldn’t submit my de-
sign myself; I had to be part of a group. How was I going to do that?

I walked over to the front window, pulled aside the curtain, and
looked across the street. Krista was still up, probably walking the baby. I
could text her. She could answer me now or tomorrow. I tapped on my
phone.

Been thinking. Any way you can find out who bought the popsicle sticks?
A minute later, she texted back.
How did you know I would still be up? LOL. Don’t remember anyone.

But with our hours, we do a lot of parcel pick-ups. I’ll check that.
Excellent. I tapped back. Got a hunch.
I felt better. I put the cat on the floor and went off for my bath. An

hour later I woke up in the cooling water, with a nagging feeling sub-
merged below my consciousness, struggling to come to the top. I was tak-
ing action, but still something wasn’t right. What was it?
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Chapter nine

N ext morning, I explained to Pete and Chris that they would no
longer be in the same class and why.

“What?” said Pete. “That’s mean. We didn’t do anything. We’re
twins.”

His brother joined in. “Mom, why didn’t you explain about us? Tell
them about the split egg thing. We are not CHEATERS.”

“Besides, I don’t want to be in Mr. Nathan’s class, he has weird feet,”
said Pete, “Dad wouldn’t make me go into a class with a guy with toes like
that.”

“EEW,” said Maddie, “that’s disgusting, how do you even know about
his feet?”

“Last summer, he wore sandals to field day,” Chris explained, “longest
toes I ever saw. Like a row of sardines.”

“And meatloaf,” added Pete, “tell her about the meatloaf.”
“Yeah, that’s another thing,” Chris nodded to his brother, “Mr.

Nathan’s mother calls him when he’s in class. She asks what he wants for
dinner. He always says meatloaf.”

“True, Mom, it’s true,” said Pete, seeing the skeptical look on my face,
“Mr. Nathan says the only place he can afford to live is with his mother.
He is as old as you.”

I looked at the big clock on the wall above the stove. It wasn’t even
8:30 a.m. and already I wanted to run away from home.

Chris watched my face. “Don’t worry Mom, I’m going to live with
you when I grow up. In the backyard.”

“And I am going to move to New York,” Maddie said.
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“Can I visit?” I asked her.
“Weekends,” my daughter relented, “some weekends.”
I sighed, poured myself another coffee, and turned to the boys. “Lis-

ten, guys. I am sure your dad would want you to do whatever the teacher
said.” I was somewhat sure this was true. “Just go along with it. If you still
have the same answers to questions, I’ll explain the split egg.”

Unimpressed, the boys stared into their bowls of cereal. I wasn’t do-
ing a good job with this.

My daughter stepped in. “Look guys sometimes people say you did
things, you didn’t. There’s only one way to handle it. Evidence. Show
them. That’s how you win.” I looked at my daughter. Where did she get
so much sense?

Chris and Pete raised their competitive little faces and smiled at each
other. Winning, they understood.

“Okay, Mom we’ll try it,” said Pete, “but that Mr. Nathan better keep
his shoes on or it’s no deal.”

“Fair enough guys. Get your backpacks and out the door, the bell’s
going to go off soon.”

After the kids left, I sat for a long time at the kitchen table. I was
overwhelmed by the familiar feeling of too many things going around me
I didn’t understand. I needed to slow down and make my own connec-
tions.

First things first. I needed to get my design idea out of my head, and
into the world. I wouldn’t be let back into the Guild until I could come
up with an explanation for the popsicle stick shortage, or at least some-
thing better than Muriel’s industrial sabotage idea. Who bought all the
popsicle sticks and why? I must be crazy, that I was even thinking like
this. I reached for my phone.

Sorry to bug you. Did you get a chance to check up on those popsicle
sticks?

I waited a beat, and my phone beeped. Krista.
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You’re in luck, it was a parcel pick-up. Found the list. Says the order was
picked up by Lou Maude. Who’s that? Weird name, e-transfer, not a credit
card. This help?

Sure. I’ll Canada 411 it and find them.
Ha-ha tried that. Nobody with that name in the province.
Shoot. Thanks.
NP, Bye.
Such a good idea, but not going anywhere. Evidence, like Maddie

said, I needed evidence. I was late for work. I would come up with Plan
B on the way.

WHEN I GOT INTO THE office, Len was brewing coffee and cutting
the tape on a box of glazed donuts. Len and I work best when well-fu-
eled.

“Your RCMP friend was already here,” he said as he put two donuts
on each paper plate. “She questioned me about Rita Mulroney. It’s a ter-
rible thing about her getting murdered like that.”

I wiped some sugar off my chin. “What do you mean? I thought it
was some real estate rival who did this. What does it have to do with
you?”

Len walked over to our big window facing the cove and watched the
gulls surf the air currents before he said anything.

“They haven’t arrested anyone, so they are questioning everyone,
that’s the impression I got,” he said, his back to me, “but let’s face it. Pol-
itics is a dirty business. It’s common knowledge she and I would be run-
ning against each other in the next election if this bonehead electoral
boundary commission has its way. Now she’s gone, it looks like Morley
Bennett might go for it instead. They say he passed bad cheques at the
Food Mart, just rumors, but still, that’d hurt him. So, with Rita out of
the way, my political future is a lot more secure.”
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He turned around to look at me. “Your smart RCMP officer seems
to have figured that one out.”

“But that’s just circumstantial evidence,” I argued, pleased with my-
self for remembering the phrase, all those nights by myself with the ani-
mals watching movies paying off. “Just because you might benefit from a
homicide,” another good word, I was on a roll, “doesn’t mean you did it.”

“True enough. But doubt this is the last of I’ll be hearing from the
RCMP. Say how was your own meeting last night?”

“Not great,” I told him. “I got kicked out, I’d explain it to you, but
you wouldn’t believe it.”

Len laughed, but not with his eyes. Something was bothering him,
and me. I remembered why now. I had to know.

“Len, did you know Rita Mulroney?” He had told me he hadn’t, but
Krista saw him them at the coffee shop. What was going on?

“Oh, I don’t know,” Len changed the subject. “I’m surprised Charlie’s
not back this morning, he usually hangs in there longer with his
protests.”

There it was. The technique. The service desk special, what Garry
called the “look over here.” What was Len trying to hide? My chest tight-
ened and thoughts came rushing into my head. The best job we ever had,
he used to joke. Politics had allowed Len to leapfrog to a level of respect
and financial security he hadn’t had in his old life. How far would he go
to protect where he was now?

“You okay, Sylvie?” Len asked looking closely at me, “you’re kind of
pale.”

I needed to leave. I had to talk to Dawn, tell her what Krista had seen,
and let her handle this.

I stood up, aware I looked awkward and shaky.
“You know, Len, the kids have been kind of sick lately. I might have

picked something up. Would it be all right with you if I went home and
tried to shake it off ?” I asked. “It looks like a slow day.”
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My boss gave me an odd look, then waved me in the direction of the
door. “Sure, just go home. I’ll be fine. Just take care of yourself.”

I put on my coat. We were both lying, and we both knew it. What
was going on?
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Chapter ten

I t was a short walk up to my street from the office. I took the long way
home, past the old residences that wound up the hill to the turnoff to

my road. I loved these homes the sea captains had built, as watertight and
sturdy as anything on the seas, with carved bumps, like the bows of ships,
over each glassed-in front porch. How had we come from this level of
craftsmanship to squabbling over balsa wood sticks? I shook my head,
took in a deep breath of the salty cold air, and tried to sift through the
debris of my thoughts.

First, I knew Len had lied to me. I pulled out my phone and texted
Dawn. Need to talk to you. Weirdness about Rita’s death, you should know.
Walking home now.

Second, thanks to Krista, I knew the name of who had bought up
Muriel’s craft supplies. I needed to talk to them and find out why. But
how would I find this person? The name slid below the edges of my
memory; I should have written it down. A strange name. What was it?
Something familiar . . . Maud? Maud who? Did I have it backwards? I
often did that. Lou Maud, Maud Lou, Maud Lewis. I stopped. Maud
Lewis––the famous Nova Scotia primitive artist.

Cynthia. Of course. I remembered the hooked rug I had seen in the
entry to her house when we were there for Len’s election night party. A
black cat smiling in a field of bright flowers. A classic Maud Lewis paint-
ing, honored in a hooked rug. Cynthia was a purist. If anyone wanted to
keep tacky out of the Guild’s submissions, it would be her.

I stood on the heaving sidewalk, lifted by the roots of hundred-year-
old trees, and looked back down the street. If Cynthia had gone to the
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trouble to subvert Muriel’s popsicle stick idea, she might be just the per-
son to support bringing a trained artist back into the Guild. I needed to
talk to her. But which one was her house? It had been dark the night I’d
been there, but I recalled it had been painted blue, with a sailing ship in
the front window.

I scanned the street. Then I saw it, recognizing the ship in the win-
dow first. Maybe she was home. I started to hurry now, back the way I
had come. I reached the walkway to the imposing house. The door had a
heavy brass anchor. I lifted it, let it fall with a clang, and waited. Cynthia
would help me out; she’d listen.

After a minute, I saw a shadow behind lace curtains. The door
opened. There she was, Cynthia, in an olive cashmere turtleneck and a
brown tweed skirt with half-frame grey reading glasses at the end of her
nose. I wondered if I had interrupted her handwork.

She didn’t seem surprised to see me.
“Hello Sylvie, come in.”
I stepped into the small glass porch, empty, except for an old-fash-

ioned coat rack and an umbrella stand. To my surprise, Cynthia stood in
front of the door, blocking entry into the interior of the house. Appar-
ently, we were going to stay out here and talk.

I started. “Look, no judgment here, but I know what you did, buying
up those supplies. We can keep it just between us, but I need your help to
get back into the Guild.”

Cynthia stared at me, ignoring the reference to the Guild. “You
know everything?”

“Yes," I said. "I figured it out. Maud Lewis. I understand. It’s about
quality, the artistic reputation of the whole province.”

Cynthia was still. What else could I say? “I might have done the same
thing,” I added.

“You would?” Cynthia relaxed. “I tried, you know. I explained that
even with those wooden stick things gone, there was still talk of plastic
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canvas. Plastic canvas. I tried to make her see that someone of my reputa-
tion needed to join another group, one with higher standards.”

She? What had I missed?
Suddenly animated, Cynthia swung her arms wide, knocking the

coat rack against the window with a crack. “She had no business being
a judge,” she said, staring at the ceiling, seeing a memory. “She said she
couldn’t help me. She said geography was geography, and I had to submit
with my local group. She liked the power. She laughed at me.”

It was clear we were no longer talking about craft supplies.
“It was on her desk, that trophy, she showed it to me to read,” Cyn-

thia shook her head, “she thought she was really something.”
Abruptly, Cynthia’s eyes focused on me, as if just noticing I was there.

“She handed it to me. It wasn’t my fault. You’d understand,” she hissed.
Oh, I understood all right. I needed to get away from this woman,

and fast. I slowly backed away from her and closer to the door. I tried to
feel for the knob behind me.

“I didn’t think it would really hurt her. Cheap thing, wood veneer.
Not like this,” Cynthia said, as she reached over and closed her hand
around the polished, gnarled walking stick in the umbrella stand.

I screamed then, swung around, pushed the front door open and fell
down the stairs, and onto the waves of the sidewalk, hitting my head,
hard.
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Chapter eleven

I opened my eyes and stared up at the cloudy grey sky. I was on my back
on the walkway. My head hurt and my wool hat was down over one of

my eyes. I reached up and straightened it. A face came into view. Charlie.
“First rule of altercation,” he said. “Don’t attack someone in a glass

porch. I saw the whole thing; I knew you were in trouble.”
I sat up. I had a hole in my tights. “What happened?”
“When I saw you flying down those steps, with Cynthia after you, I

intervened,” Charlie said, pleased with himself, “I forced her back into
the porch, cornered her with my placard.” I saw the sign in the snow but
only made out the word “Stop” the rest of the words had been ripped off.

Charlie continued, “I just held her at bay and waited for the cavalry
to arrive,” he nodded to my left and I could see Dawn, another officer,
and a police car. “This whole street is retired, about fourteen calls went
into the RCMP within minutes. They’ve got the paramedics coming to
check you too, on their way.”

My head hurt, but not as much, “I had no idea she was dangerous.
Man, Charlie thank you,”

“Just a citizen doing his duty,” Charlie said, looking down, embar-
rassed by the unexpected praise. “But you know what? I’m going to the
council. This sidewalk is a mess, all over the place. What are they doing
with our tax dollars?”

Beyond him, I saw Cynthia being loaded into the back of the cruiser.
Dawn started walking toward me. I got to my feet and went to meet her,
but not before I turned and hugged my surprised rescuer. “You get on it,
Charlie. Start a petition. I’ll sign it. So will Len.”
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A SMALL TOWN CAN SAVE you, but a small town also wants to talk
about it. I became popular as the woman nearly bludgeoned to death by
a soon-to-be convicted killer. The story spread and got better and bet-
ter. The twins reported that they were now the famous children of a fa-
mous mother who had caught a criminal all by herself. Traffic to the con-
stituency office increased too. Folks dropped by to ask “did she have a
crazy look in her eyes?” or when exactly did I figure it all out? I smiled
politely and never mentioned the popsicle sticks.

One benefit of my notoriety was that Muriel reinstated me into the
Guild, the executive then reviewed my design for the ornament, and ac-
cepted it. In the end, the people’s choice didn’t select our entry, and
something from the Isle Madame, involving seagulls, ended up going to
Boston with the tree instead. However, Valerie and the members of the
Co-op over in Gasper’s Cove invited us to decorate the tree in the front
window of Rankin’s General Store, a better option anyway. The tree at
Rankin’s allowed local folks, who would appreciate them best, to admire
the hundreds of tiny woolen vests we made in memory of Vince Cole-
man––an ordinary man and father of four, who had sacrificed his own
life to save hundreds on that December morning so long ago. Eileen and
Sarah, liberated from the stuffy constraints of the judging committee,
even made a garland in plastic canvas, with a simple cross-stitch design of
Morse code replicating Coleman’s last brave message of warning, “Hold
up the train,” which we felt was a fitting statement on the subject of
goodwill to all men.

The novelty of our decorations brought traffic to the window and
eventually attracted a crew from the TV station in Halifax. I am proud
to say that Eileen, Sarah, Tilly and I were interviewed as local artisans,
which is close to artist, and good enough for me.

Len was interviewed too, but this time by the Eastern Shore newspa-
per, about the private member’s bill he had tabled in the House, An Act to
Restrict Property Taxation in Coastal Areas for Long-Standing Residents,
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which had passed third reading and become law, guaranteeing his seat in
the Legislature for as long as he wanted it.

We were both happy, Len to have his reputation secured, and me to
have mine restored. However, there was one thing that still bothered me.
So, one Monday, the last before Christmas break, as we passed cards back
and forth for signing, I decided to speak up.

“You know, Len, there’s something bothering me. It’s about Rita. You
told me you didn’t know her, but I heard you and Valerie had coffee with
her at the Big Stop the day before Rita died.” I put down my pen and
looked at my boss. “What’s that about?”

Len was uncomfortable. “I didn’t want to lie to you, but I promised
Garry,” he said, "he didn't want you to know.”

“Garry? What does he have to do with this?” I asked.
“Your art. Garry was trying to find somewhere to show it. You know,

to encourage you.” Len looked embarrassed. “It was supposed to be a
Christmas surprise. He sent me pictures of your stuff to show to Valerie,
to see if it was something she could sell at the Co-op. Anyway, Rita just
sat down with us, already looking for votes I guess. She was smug about
her chances, kept talking about openings at Canadian Tire, so I didn’t
want to talk about it. No point.”

AS GIFTS GO, HAVING my artwork finally on display and for sale at
the Gasper’s Cove Crafter’s Co-op was better than a tire pressure gauge
any day. To celebrate the launch of my new career, Charlie Landry, de-
lighted to help out anything with co-operative in its name, veven olun-
teered to hand flyers about my work to tourists once he had resolved the
fish situation at the Food Mart.

And the twins? Their test answers continued to be identical, even on
tests written in different rooms, so they were put together again in Mr.
Nathan’s class, Miss Roselle having taken over principal after Mrs. Der-
mont left to sell real estate.
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I saw a lot of Mr. Nathan that summer. As it turned out he was a tal-
ented knitter like his mother and the intricate Fair Isle socks he knit to
keep his long toes cozy were spectacular. In fact at the end of the tourist
season Valerie told us his socks, and my ornaments, were the Co-op’s
best-sellers, attracting more attention than we could ever have anticipat-
ed, or were prepared for in the winter that followed. But that, well, that’s
another story.

The End.
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Don't miss out!
Visit the website below and you can sign up to receive emails whenever
Barbara Emodi publishes a new book. There's no charge and no obliga-

tion.

https://books2read.com/r/B-A-WMUP-ZPOBC

Connecting independent readers to independent writers.
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Barbara has worked as a journalist, a public relations prof., a political
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clothes and has published two books on sewing.

These days Barbara writes cozy mysteries for people who make
things. She writes about she knows and a few things she has suspected.
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