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“The Black Sheep knitting series has it all: Friendship, knitting, murder, and the occasional recipe create the perfect pattern. Great fun.”
—New York Times bestselling author Jayne Anne Krentz

Praise for Knit, Purl, Die

“The fast-paced plot will keep even non-knitters turning the pages.”
—Publishers Weekly

“An engaging story full of tight knit friendships and a needling mystery.”
—Fresh Fiction

Praise for While My Pretty One Knits

“The crafty first of a cozy new series. . . . The friendships among the likable knitters . . . help make Canadeo’s crime yarn a charmer.”
—Publishers Weekly

“Fans of Monica Ferris . . . will enjoy this engaging amateur sleuth as much for its salute to friendship as to Lucy’s inquiry made one stitch at a time.”
—The Mystery Gazette

“Delightful. Enchanting. Humorous. Impressive. Witty. Those are just a few adjectives to describe Anne Canadeo’s effervescent cozy debut, While My Pretty One Knits.”
—Book Cave

“[A] unique murder mystery. . . . Fast-paced and electrifying. . . . First in a new series you are sure to enjoy.”
—Fresh Fiction

“The diverse group of friends and their heartwarming camaraderie is what makes While My Pretty One Knits an enjoyable read.”
—Kwips and Kritiques


Meet the Black Sheep Knitters

Maggie Messina, owner of the Black Sheep Knitting Shop, is a retired high school art teacher who runs her little slice of knitters’ paradise with the kind of vibrant energy that leaves her friends dazzled! From novice to pro, knitters come to Maggie as much for her up-to-the-minute offerings like organic wool as for her encouragement and friendship. And Maggie’s got a deft touch when it comes to unraveling mysteries, too.

Lucy Binger left Boston when her marriage ended, and found herself shifting gears to run her graphic design business from the coastal cottage she and her sister inherited. After big-city living, she now finds contentment on a front porch in tiny Plum Harbor, knitting with her closest friends.

Dana Haeger is a psychologist with a busy local practice. A stylishly polished professional with a quick wit, she slips out to Maggie’s shop whenever her schedule allows—after all, knitting is the best form of therapy!

Suzanne Cavanaugh is a typical working supermom—a Realtor with a million demands on her time, from coaching soccer to showing houses to attending the PTA. But she carves out a little “me” time with the Black Sheep Knitters.

Phoebe Meyers, a college student complete with magenta highlights and piercings, lives in the apartment above Maggie’s shop. She’s Maggie’s indispensable helper (when she’s not in class)—and part of the new generation of young knitters.


With love and gratitude, to my dear parents, Joanna and Louis Canadeo
(I think this one should have enough suspects for you).


The wise man does not fear death.

—BUDDHA

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.

—WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, HAMLET,
ACT I, SCENE V
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Chapter One

Lucy was late, the very last to arrive. Everyone was waiting.

She knew that for a fact when she spotted their cars, parked one after the next, in front of the Black Sheep Knitting Shop.

She quickly pulled over to the sidewalk and parked behind the rest, as if adding the final stitch to a neatly knit row.

At least she’d brought something good to eat, an apple crumble. They’d forgive her once they saw their dessert. It was that kind of crowd. The smell alone could earn her clemency.

The shop was closed for business at this hour, though all the lights inside were on, glowing warmly in the big bay window. Maggie had just changed the display from summer to fall—hand-knit items and skeins of yarn, dangling from birch branches, above a bed of cut-out paper leaves. Maggie, who was once a high school art teacher, had a sharp eye for color and design.

A dedicated knitter and excellent instructor, Maggie had opened the shop about three years ago. She’d been lucky to find the perfect spot, the first floor of a free-standing Victorian building in the middle of Plum Harbor’s busy Main Street.

Set back from the street a fair space, the building had a peaked roof, a wraparound porch, and plenty of classic Victorian trim. Maggie had added flower boxes and a thick border of perennials along the brick path that led from the sidewalk and more flower beds in the front of the house. The shop looked very inviting, luring both knitters and nonknitters. And it didn’t disappoint in the least once they went inside.

Lucy spotted her friends through the window, sitting in the rear room at the long farm table. They met once a week, rotating among their houses and Maggie’s store, sharing knitting tips, good food, and gossip. The shop was their unofficial home base, the place they’d met several summers ago in one of Maggie’s classes.

She hurried up the walk to the porch, her purse and knitting tote hooked over one shoulder, the baking dish balanced in both hands. Branches above swayed in a cool breeze and golden leaves drifted down, as if graceful ladies were shedding their finery at the end of a long evening.

The flowers Maggie had planted alongside the path—blue stasis, white flox, and dusty pink echinacea—flopped to one side, in one last burst of glory before the frosty nights set in.

Lucy smelled autumn in the air. The change of seasons made her sad. Maybe not sad, exactly, but keenly aware of time passing.

The shop door was unlocked and she walked inside.

“Lucy . . . there you are.”

Maggie walked toward her with a smile, then reached for the pan. “Here, let me take that. It smells delicious.”

“An apple crisp. With some extra stuff in the crumbs.”

“And homemade, looks like. Okay, you’re forgiven for being late. There’s something I want to tell everyone. I’ve been waiting for you.”

Lucy wondered what their fearless leader had hidden under her handcrafted sleeve. Knowing Maggie, the surprise could be anything from some rare, exotic fiber to a demonstration of dyeing yarn with Jell-O.

Suzanne, Dana, and Phoebe sat at their usual places at the big table, their projects and tools spread out around them as they stitched away.

“There you are . . . everything all right?” Suzanne asked with concern. Suzanne had three children—twin boys who were eight years old and a twelve-year-old daughter—so she tended to mother anyone who even vaguely looked like they needed it.

“I was working and lost track of time.” Not entirely accurate, but close enough for now.

Lucy had been stuck at her computer for many long hours today, working on a project with a tight deadline. She’d cut it close on her timing to jump in the shower and take care of her dog, before running out. Then a call from her boyfriend, Matt, had thrown her off completely.

There hadn’t been an argument between them exactly. It was more like a nonargument, an emotional vacuum. The symptom of some bigger problem going on, she thought. Which was even more disconcerting in a way.

Her friends were always happy to offer relationship advice, even when she didn’t want it. But she wasn’t ready to talk about this yet. She didn’t want to stroll in here and unload, like some emotional dump truck.

The center of the table held a platter of cheeses, olives, and thin slices of French bread. There was also a bottle of sauvignon blanc and one of sparkling water on the sideboard, along with a pile of soup bowls, napkins, and silverware.

Lucy helped herself to a glass of wine and sat down between Suzanne and Dana. She took out her knitting project but didn’t feel quite ready to jump in. She was working on long striped scarves for her nieces, in the colors of their soccer league, navy blue and yellow. Sophie and Regina, her sister’s girls, had put in their order to her with an e-mail photo and were excited to see the real thing soon.

Lucy was almost done with the second scarf and planned to pack them up and send them by the weekend.

Dana’s needles clicked away in her usual efficient style. The black mohair sweater dress she’d started last week was progressing nicely. The style was elegantly simple, without any complicated stitches, cables, or lace work. But there was definitely a lot of ground to cover.

With Dana’s slim figure and blond hair, Lucy thought her friend would look great in the dress and all the hard work would definitely be worthwhile.

“How’s it coming?” Lucy asked as she took a sip of wine.

“Slow but steady. I wanted to have it done for a conference I’m speaking at in October, but I’m not sure I’ll make it.”

A psychologist with a busy practice, Dana had an office only a few blocks down Main Street, which made the knitting shop convenient for breaks between patients, when she needed a little yarn-and-needle therapy of her own.

“Come on, Dana. You’ll make that deadline easily. You knit like a plow horse.” Suzanne’s observation fell somewhere between a compliment and a complaint. Either way, Lucy knew it was true. “You just put the blinders on and plod along. Row after row. I’m the one with the attention span of a fruit fly.”

Suzanne paused and held up the project she was working on, a chulo-style ski hat, a white background with a blue and purple snowflake design. “Okay, quiz time. Does this look familiar to anyone?”

“Alexis’s ski hat?” Phoebe, the youngest member of their group, immediately nailed it. “You never finished that?”

Lucy had the same thought, but would have asked the question in a kinder tone.

Suzanne seemed unfazed by Phoebe’s bluntness. “Nope . . . I actually lost it and never told Alexis. It just disappeared into thin air. I was moving some furniture around in the family room the other day and there it was, clinging to the back of the couch like a big spider. I must have been knitting one night in front of the TV and Kevin got a little . . . cuddly.”

Phoebe winced. “Too much information. Maybe the hat crawled off in embarrassment.”

The joke was a little mean, but Lucy couldn’t help laughing. “I think the hat was just hibernating. Looks like it survived.”

“I lost a few stitches here and there, but Maggie helped me clean it up.” Suzanne held the hat up again for all to view. Several balls of colored wool dangled down like bouncy legs. Her friends claimed intarsia wasn’t hard, but Lucy had yet to take on the challenge. “See, as good as new . . . almost.”

Maggie emerged from the storeroom with a large pot of soup.

“Oh, that poor hat.” Maggie shook her head. “If it could only talk. What it’s been through . . . and it hasn’t even been on anyone’s head yet.”

She carried the pot to the sideboard and set it down beside the pile of bowls. The storeroom had once been a kitchen and had all the necessary equipment intact, which came in handy, Lucy knew, since their passion for cooking and eating well was second only to their love of plying needles.

“Help yourself, ladies.” Maggie began ladling soup into the deep, white bowls and then uncovered another basket of crusty French bread. “There’s some salad, bread, and my homemade lentil soup with sausage . . . turkey sausage,” she added, glancing at Dana, who was the most health conscious and didn’t eat red meat.

“We all lose track of projects from time to time. It’s like putting a book down and getting involved in another.” Lucy stepped over and grabbed a bowl of soup and some bread and salad. “It doesn’t mean you won’t go back and finish at some point.”

“But isn’t it wonderful when you can totally focus and drift off to that happy, knitting place?” Maggie cleared the table to make room for the food, picking up a basket of wool and some pattern books. “Whatever you’re working on just seems to knit itself. Know what I mean?”

They murmured in agreement, finding seats around the table again.

“Some psychologists call that ‘R mode,’ or right-brain thinking.” Dana placed her bowl on the table and sat down. “When you’re so engrossed in an activity you lose all sense of time and place.”

“Exactly,” Maggie nodded. “I call it knitting nirvana.”

“With all due respect, Maggie, a person can get there without needles and yarn.” Dana paused to grind some fresh pepper over her soup. “You can be writing, painting. Or doing something as mundane as washing dishes or mopping the floor.”

“Follow your bliss, as they say,” Maggie answered agreeably. “Mine always seems to involve yarn and needles. Never housework.”

Suzanne stood at the sideboard, fixing a dish with salad and bread. “Forget that happy place. I just want to find a private place. Sometimes I just grab my knitting bag and lock myself in the bathroom.”

“Wow . . . that’s weird . . . and sort of sad?” Phoebe glanced around to see if the others agreed.

“What’s my excuse?” Lucy asked her friends. “I don’t have children, a husband, and five house pets. I haven’t even finished the socks I started for Matt back in July.”

And if our relationship continues its downhill slide, I might never. I’ll just unravel the yarn and hide it away somewhere, Lucy thought with a silent sigh. An apt metaphor for a failed romance.

“We’re all overscheduled. That’s the problem. Double tasking. Trying to check off our never-ending to-do lists,” Dana said.

“And rarely taking time for yourself.” Maggie wasn’t quite scolding them, but Lucy knew she wasn’t speaking for herself, since she was a widow now and had no one left at home to fret over.

“. . . and talking on the cell phone every second, on top of it,” Dana added. “Even when I’m driving.”

“That’s the only time I have to catch up on calls,” Suzanne said.

“Don’t forget texting,” Phoebe offered.

“Phoebe . . . you don’t text while you drive . . . do you?” The note of alarm in Maggie’s voice caught everyone’s attention.

“No way. That’s stupid. I might read a few. Once in a while. When I’m totally stopped in traffic . . .”

“Please don’t tell me that.” Maggie sighed. “How about knitting? Are you mixing that with driving, too?”

Now Lucy wore a “caught in the act” expression and slowly raised her hand. “All right, you’ve got me. But only in really bad traffic. If I need to get the project done for a birthday present or something like that. I never give myself enough time.”

“Who has enough time? Show me this person. I’d like to meet them.” Suzanne picked up a piece of bread, stared at it and put it down again. “I’ll tell you my philosophy—to me, time is like a pair of control-top panty hose. You take it out of the package and it looks so squashed and tiny. And you say to yourself, ‘No way am I going to get all this into that.’ But somehow, you wiggle and squeeze and squirm. You yank it up and voila! You made it. Or mostly. It can get a little tight, but it works out most of the time.” She sighed and picked the bread up again, this time swiping on a taste of butter and taking a bite. “That’s how my days go. Just squeezing in what I can.”

“As if I didn’t know it already, you’re all stretched to the limit. Which makes my surprise an actual necessity,” Maggie decided. “Not just an unexpected gift from the gods.”

“The surprise. Finally . . . come on, Maggie,” Phoebe coaxed, sounding more like a preschooler than a college student. “Give it up already.”

Maggie sat back and took a breath. “I had a call this afternoon from an old friend, Nadine Gould. She’s working at a beautiful inn up in the Berkshires. She asked if I was available next weekend to teach some knitting workshops there. It seems the hotel’s new owner has gone a little . . . new age. They’re holding something called a ‘Creative Spirit Weekend.’ The teacher she had lined up for the workshops canceled and she’s stuck. The inn also has a big spa,” she added quickly. “There are fitness classes and all the treatments in the book,” she added in an even more tantalizing tone. “Massages, facials, cellulite scrubs, mud baths, seaweed wraps . . . the works.”

“That sounds great.” Suzanne sighed with longing.

“It does, doesn’t it? We were talking a few months ago about taking a trip together,” Maggie reminded them. “You know I wouldn’t enjoy myself for a minute without all of you along.”

“Uh . . . yeah, you would. After a few guilty pangs,” Phoebe countered.

“I’d soldier on, I suppose. Fortunately, I don’t have to. They’re paying me a pittance for the workshops, but throwing in free accommodations. I talked Nadine into giving me a guest cottage—two bedrooms, two baths, and a foldout couch in the sitting room. We can go up next Friday and come back Sunday night. Relaxation, enlightenment . . . knitting nirvana. What more could you ask for?”

“Sounds like that happy place,” Lucy agreed. “But what about the shop?”

Lucy glanced at Phoebe and her other friends did, too. Phoebe’s long hair was parted in the middle today, framing her face like dark curtains with magenta streaks. Phoebe stared at her soup bowl, suddenly looking glum and uncertain.

“Don’t pout, Phoebe.” Maggie leaned over and patted her hand. “I’ll close up for the weekend. I wouldn’t leave you here, like . . . Cinderella.”

“Thanks, Maggie,” she said sincerely. “I wouldn’t do Cinderella real well. I really hate those singing mice.”

“I love the singing mice,” Lucy countered. “They’re so cute.”

“Well, singing mice or not, Suzanne got her wish.” Dana put her reading glasses back on and took up her knitting again. “If you lock yourself in the bathroom at this place, I bet it has a sunken tub, Jacuzzi, and lots of scented candles. And no pesky kids knocking on the door.”

“Sounds heavenly.” Suzanne sighed, but didn’t look excited by the invitation. “But it’s such short notice. I have so much going on. The boys have soccer and lacrosse, Alexis is in the kick line at the homecoming game, and I have two open houses . . .”

Suzanne was a real estate agent for a broker in town, a full-time job she miraculously managed to squeeze in around the demands of family life. No wonder she didn’t finish her knitting projects, Lucy thought. It was a wonder she made it out of the house once a week to their meetings. At least she fit the knitting group into her virtual panty hose.

Suzanne picked up her BlackBerry to check on more obligations, but Dana gently plucked it from her hand, then dangled it out of reach.

“Not so fast . . . we have to wean you off this thing. People can get addicted to high-tech toys, you know. Kevin can handle the kids,” Dana said decisively. “It will be good for him to take over. Good for the kids to be alone with him, too. You know, Suzanne, sometimes we take on such a big load because we think our families won’t survive if we’re not solving their every little problem. But they will, I promise.”

“Dana’s right. They can all live without you for a weekend. And they’ll appreciate you more when you get home. Do you really believe that you’re indispensable?” Maggie challenged her.

“No . . . it’s not that,” Suzanne insisted.

“Well, good. Because you’re not. Your husband can handle the children and maybe your friends at the real estate office can take over the open houses.”

“You’ll be so mellow when you get home, you won’t even mind that your own house is totally wasted,” Phoebe added.

“Good point,” Suzanne said wryly. “I guess I could find another agent to cover for me. Everyone’s eager for leads right now.”

Suzanne considered the suggestions, coming at her from all sides. She finally picked up her half-finished ski hat and waved it, a flag of surrender. “I give up. I’ll try to work it out and get back you.”

“I’m taking that as a yes,” Maggie insisted.

Dana handed back the BlackBerry. “Here you go. But no laptops on the trip. I think we should have a rule.”

“Okay.” Suzanne nodded agreeably, but Lucy saw the twinkle in her eye.

“How about the rest of you. Are we all signed on?” Maggie looked at the others.

“I have patients on Saturday morning, but I’ll move the appointments. Jack and Dylan are going to be in a father-son golf tournament on the Cape, so all I have to worry about is a cat sitter for Arabelle,” Dana reported.

Try the Yellow Pages, under Animal Control, Lucy thought, but didn’t dare advise.

Dana was very proud of her full-breed Maine Coon cat, but Arabelle was clearly crazy. In fact, Arabelle’s feline social dysfunction was pretty obvious. To everyone but Dana.

Aside from Arabelle and Dylan, her high school–age son with Jack, Dana also had a stepson named Tyler, but he was in his first year of college and fairly independent now.

“Josh has a few gigs,” Phoebe reported, “but I’m sticking with you guys. Don’t tell him, but I could use a break from the Babies scene.”

Phoebe’s boyfriend, Josh, was on bass guitar and vocals for a group called Big Fat Crying Babies, who played something they called alternative smash rock, their own compositions mostly. They’d just cut their own indie CD, Can’t Stop Crying. Really, and were making a name for themselves in the area. Phoebe was loyal to the cause, lugging equipment in and out of dance clubs and cheering loudly at all opportunities.

Suzanne turned to Lucy. “What about Matt? You guys have any plans?”

Lucy knew she meant no harm by the question, but it still hit the wrong button. She picked up her bowl and carried it to the sideboard.

“No big plans.” She tried to keep her voice from sounding shaky, but didn’t quite manage it. “He might have Dara with him next weekend,” she added, mentioning Matt’s seven-year-old daughter. “I’m not sure what’s going on.”

Well, that much was true. Should she tell them about her relationship troubles now? she wondered. Or save that tale of woe for the trip? Everyone seemed so excited about the spa. She didn’t want to be the soggy afghan.

Next weekend at the spa would be the perfect opportunity to ask her friends for a dose of tea and sympathy. Green tea, most likely.

“I’ll just have to figure out what to do with Tink,” Lucy added. She hated leaving her dog, even for a weekend. If the spa permitted dogs, it was most likely only breeds that could fit into a designer handbag. Tink’s tail couldn’t even make that cut.

“Won’t Matt watch her?” Suzanne said, voicing the logical choice.

“Sure . . . if he’s around. I guess he would,” Lucy murmured.

It was hard to ask your boyfriend to dogsit if you suspected he might be dating other people while you were out of town. Lucy considered the scenario with a secret sigh. Too bad there was no way for Tink to chaperone, or report back on what those big brown eyes had seen.

“So we’re all set,” replied Maggie. “Stay right here, I’ll get my laptop. The inn has a great website.”

While Maggie went off in search of her computer, the others cleared the table and took out their knitting again. Maggie soon returned and brought up the site. They gathered around Maggie to see the screen. The homepage showed a slide show of the building, inside and out. Lucy walked around the other end of the table and looked on over Dana’s shoulder.

The rambling structure sat perched on the edge of a lake, a large Victorian with gingerbread trim, dark green shutters, turret rooms, and screened porches. The inn was pictured in all seasons, surrounded by lush gardens or covered with snow.

“What a beautiful building. It’s a classic,” Dana said.

“The inn was built in the late 1800s. A summer mansion for some wealthy family. I think it was turned into a hotel in the 1920s. Crystal Lake is very close to Lenox and Lee, near Tanglewood and all that,” Maggie added, mentioning the world-famous performance center and school for classical music.

“I love that part of the Berkshires. Jack and I take the boys and their friends skiing and hiking around there,” Dana said, meaning her son and stepson. “I’ve never heard of Crystal Lake, though.”

“It’s very small, only about two or three miles around. Perfect for a jog or fitness walk,” Maggie noted. “The lake is closed to motorboats and jet skis.”

“I like that idea,” Dana said. “Sounds very quiet and private.”

“Oh, they’ve thought of every last detail,” Maggie promised. “‘Enjoy complimentary afternoon tea beside the hearth or explore the lake on a canoe, paddle boat, or kayak.’”

“Anyone up for rowing?” Lucy asked. “Now that’s good exercise.”

“I like those boats with the pedals,” Phoebe said.

“I’ll try either, if I can sit on the other end and sightsee,” Dana replied.

“Wait, there’s more,” Maggie cut in. “‘The inn is dedicated to rejuvenating the body and renewing the spirit in a breathtaking, natural setting. Our full-service spa offers the finest treatments, with techniques and ingredients gathered from around the globe. Seminars and activities—from hot yoga to tai chi—are guided by our staff of wellness professionals, professional artists, and mind-body experts to enhance your stay and enlighten your journey.’”

“I’d love to have my journey enlightened. I am so there,” Phoebe said dramatically.

Suzanne leaned toward the computer screen to get a better look at the hotel. “Oh, look. It’s Dr. Max. Is he giving a workshop, too?”

Lucy had never heard of Dr. Max, but Suzanne sounded as if she’d just spotted Brad and Angelina at the Stop & Shop.

“Yes, he’ll be there.” Maggie nodded. “Dr. Maxwell Flemming owns the inn now. That’s why the place has taken this new-age slant.”

“Why didn’t you say that in the first place? My schedule is clear for Dr. Max,” Suzanne promised.

“Who’s Dr. Max?” Lucy stared around at the others. She wasn’t keen on keeping up with celebrity gossip, though she did scan the headlines on the magazine rack while waiting in the grocery checkout line.

“Where have you been, Lucy? Dr. Max has been on the talk show circuit for months. I just saw him last week on Oprah. He’s a little holistic, but he makes a lot of sense.”

Though Lucy worked at home, she only turned the TV on during the day in times of national emergency. She was pretty disciplined about getting into her office in the morning, but could easily waste hours answering e-mails and trolling the Internet, visiting her favorite knitting sites and blogs.

“Is Dr. Max holistic . . . or just holier than thou?” Dana asked before Lucy could answer. “He’s the latest self-help guru to hit the bestseller lists, Lucy,” Dana explained, flipping her knitting over to examine her stitches. “The pop psychology flavor of the month.”

“I haven’t read his book so I’m reserving judgment,” Maggie said evenly. “But I understand from Nadine that Dr. Max has a compelling story. He had a very successful psychiatric practice for many years, somewhere around Boston. Cambridge or Newton. He was treating clients with the usual talk therapy and drugs for depression, that sort of thing. But one of his patients committed suicide and it changed everything. He lost his practice, his marriage, and professional reputation. He says he hit bottom, questioning his medical training and every long-held belief. Eventually he rose out of the ashes and decided he wanted to live his life a whole new way. Now he’s on a mission to share his insights with the world.”

“That’s what I heard on the show. More or less,” Suzanne chimed in. “Maybe I’ll actually have time next weekend to read some of the book.”

“I’d be interested to read it, too,” Dana said, though her tone held a distinctly skeptical note.

“I’ll bring a copy along,” Maggie promised. “My friend Nadine gives both the book and the author a positive review. She works with him closely and has nothing but good things to say about him.”

“I don’t want to trash the guy sight unseen, but I’m pretty skeptical of pop psychologists with one-size-fits-all answers.” Dana peered at the others over the edge of her reading glasses. “I can just imagine the workshops you were asked to do. Will I be knitting mittens for my inner child?”

“Your inner child needs mittens, too, Dana,” Maggie gently returned. “It’s not quite that bad. But the classes were planned by the workshop leader who canceled and it’s definitely new territory for me.” Maggie pushed the computer aside and stood up. “Here, let me show you what my friend asked me to do.”

She walked over to the big cupboard near the table and carried back a basket that held a few balls of yarn and a set of needles with a few rows of knitting clinging to them. From the shape of what was done so far, Lucy had no idea what Maggie was working on. So far, it looked a lot like a misshapen, lumpy pot holder.

There were some printed sheets in the basket, as well, and Maggie handed them around.

“Here’s one technique I’m supposed to teach. ‘Random knitting.’ Ever heard of it?”

They all shook their heads. Lucy quickly scanned the sheet. She didn’t read the instructions, but the photos of the randomly knit projects caught her eye. They were all amazingly artistic and unique—hats, sweaters, swirling coats, and a pair of mismatched but clearly related mittens.

“This technique is really just about the act of knitting and expressing yourself creatively,” Maggie explained. “It’s about throwing out all the rules and patterns. You just knit along, change colors when you feel like it, mixing purls and knits in any combination. Stitching rows that are different lengths, if you like. Have a vague idea about a hat or a sock? Well, just go for it. Why use someone else’s idea of a sock? Let your intuition guide you and allow it to emerge from the stitchery.” Maggie gazed at her friends. “Am I explaining it clearly?”

Lucy could tell by the expressions on her friends’ faces that they shared her confusion. “But what’s the point?”

“Self-expression. A pure product of your creative spirit, and individuality, of course,” Maggie said with a sly smile.

“But what if nothing emerges? Do you just knit a glob of yarn and throw it away?” Dana asked. Lucy felt relieved to see she wasn’t the only one who didn’t get it.

“You can always use something like that for a pot holder . . . or a coaster,” Lucy suggested, getting a laugh out of her friends. “In fact, it looks a lot like one of my first projects, a washcloth. Which did come out in sort of an abstract shape.”

“You do want to eventually use these pieces for something useful. But this is a lot different from sloppy, beginner knitting,” Maggie explained. She held the piece out and stared at it. “The intention and inner process is. I guess the end product doesn’t really differ much, does it?” she had to admit.

“Anyway, when you’re done, you often have an interesting woven bit, like this.” Maggie showed them a piece she had finished, using the technique. Irregularly shaped, it was a few inches in circumference, a colorful mix of textures and stitches. Maggie had used a wide range of yarns, with no plan or pattern, but it all seemed to blend together, forming its own design. “Or it could be much larger.”

“That’s very pretty.” Dana picked it up and looked it over. “You could sew this on a sweater or a handbag as an arty embellishment.”

“Yes, you can do that, or put them all together and make a scarf or even a sweater or coat. Or if they’re small enough, a piece of jewelry. When you felt these, they come out really interesting.” Maggie showed them pictures of the randomly knit pieces that had been put together to form some attractive, one-of-a-kind creations. “Or a piece of fiber art,” she added, showing them another photo.

“Is that all you’re going to teach there, Random Knitting?” Suzanne asked.

“Not quite. I have to do some basic walk-in workshops and there’s also something called ‘Mindful Knitting’ on the agenda. It sounds like a blending of meditation and knitting, which should be interesting. I’m not entirely clear about my role,” Maggie admitted. “Nadine assigned a yoga instructor to help me so I guess it will turn out all right. They can’t expect perfection, bringing me in at the last minute.”

“You’re a great teacher, Maggie. They’re lucky to have you,” Lucy assured her.

“We’ll all sign up and make you look like the most popular instructor,” Suzanne promised.

“Oh, you don’t have to do that. You can always have a class with me here. There are going to be plenty of interesting speakers to choose from,” Maggie replied quickly.

She had picked up her random knitting piece and Lucy watched her ply away, crazily mixing up stitches and pausing to snip and tie on a new type of yarn and even switch to a different size needle.

“That looks like fun. I’m going to start one right now.” Lucy took out some number six needles and picked a small ball of nubbly orange yarn from the selection Maggie had prepared. “Guess I’ll try this orange stuff.”

“Just go with your gut,” Maggie advised. “Anyone else want to jump in?”

“I’ll stick with my dress. But I am definitely sitting in on the Mindful Knitting class,” Dana promised. “That connection seems very clear to me. Knitting can be a lot like yoga. A calming activity that clears your mind and renews your energy.”

“Spoken like a true yogi.” Suzanne put aside the ski hat and rummaged around the basket of random yarn.

Dana, their resident yoga enthusiast, had been practicing for years. Several hours a week, at the Nirvana Yoga Center across town, she stretched and twisted her lean limbs into unbelievable and even painful-looking positions. Lucy found Dana’s discipline impressive and thought the skill could come in handy sometime, say, if you were stuffed in the trunk of a car. Well, something more likely.

While yoga did not entice Lucy, the mindful knitting sounded interesting. She stitched away randomly, knitting a little, purling when she had the urge, ending a row when she felt like it, then starting another. She worked for a few minutes with the orange yarn, then picked out a fuzzy brown mohair and worked it in.

The women worked without talking for a few minutes, each concentrating on their project.

“Hey, Lucy, didn’t I see you walk in here with a dessert-looking object?” Phoebe’s brow was pinched, concentrating on her stitches. “I still have to finish a paper tonight. I wouldn’t mind a little sugar rush.”

Phoebe lived in the small apartment above the shop. When she wasn’t working—or acting as unofficial stage manager for Josh’s band—she took classes at a nearby college. It was hard to say what she was majoring in or when she’d be finished with her degree. You could call it a random college education, Lucy realized with a secret smile. But Phoebe didn’t seem to be in any hurry and that was just fine for some people.

“That’s right. Coffee and dessert. With all this spa talk, I nearly forgot.” Maggie jumped up from her chair and headed back to the storeroom. “Why don’t you serve the apple thing you made, Lucy? There are plates on the sideboard.”

Maggie had put the coffee on earlier and quickly brought out the pot. Lucy dished out the apple crumble and everyone took a plate, spooning up the fruity confection before they even got back to the table.

“This is good,” Dana said in a quiet, serious tone. “Tastes like maybe oatmeal and real butter in the crumbs?”

“You don’t want to know,” Lucy told her.

“I taste the oatmeal . . . but I don’t want to know about the butter,” Suzanne agreed. “The apples are delicious. Where did you get them?”

“At the orchard, near the beach. Matt and I took Dara apple picking last weekend.” Lucy stopped herself from saying more.

“Did you have fun?” Dana asked.

“Yeah . . . we did.” Lucy nodded. They’d been more relaxed and had more fun on that outing than many lately. Probably because Dara was so cute, a great distraction, diffusing the subtle tension between them. But something was going on with Matt. She just wasn’t sure what it was.

But she still didn’t want to talk about it with her friends, Lucy decided. She’d save it for the trip. There would be plenty of time then.

“Enjoy your sugar and butter, ladies,” Maggie advised between bites. “I have a feeling the cuisine at the inn won’t involve any of the above.”

“The price we have to pay for being pampered all weekend,” Dana pointed out.

“It’s going to be a challenge. But I’m up for it,” Suzanne declared. She gazed around at the others, who all nodded solemnly.

Lucy was up for it, too. It was just the getaway she needed right now.
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Chapter Two

Deciding on which car to take to the Crystal Lake Inn required little debate. Only Suzanne’s family-size SUV—aptly called a Sequoia—could comfortably seat all five of them, hold all the luggage—ample for a mere weekend, Lucy noticed—and Maggie’s workshop supplies.

Negotiating the seating arrangement was another matter. Suzanne took the driver’s seat, of course, which left the other four to sort out their preferences. Maggie claimed the front seat like a fifth grader on a field trip, scoping out the best spot on the bus. Though she didn’t scream out, “I called it!” there was no question. She absolutely had to sit up front next to Suzanne.

“Or it won’t be pretty, ladies. I get car sick very easily, I can’t help it. I’ve been this way since I was a child.”

“Assertive and fussy, you mean?” Dana asked sweetly.

Maggie glanced over her shoulder, but didn’t dignify Dana’s comment with a reply.

“Could be stomach acid,” Suzanne diagnosed. “Have you tried chewing gum?”

“Gum doesn’t help me.” Maggie took the seat next to Suzanne and snapped on her seat belt.

Dana climbed in the back with a sigh. “Guess I’ll have to settle for a window . . . and some sugar-free Mint Breeze. Anyone want a stick?” she asked, holding out a pack of gum.

“I’ll have some of that.” Phoebe reached into the car and grabbed a few pieces. “Don’t worry, I’m going back to the cheap seats, where I can stretch out. Don’t wake me up until we get there.”

Clutching her big, funky, felted tote—which doubled as a knitting and overnight bag—Phoebe hopped into the car like a little goat and flung herself onto the bench seat at the very back of the vehicle. A cute little goat wearing purple lace stockings and an iPod, Lucy thought.

Lucy was the last to climb inside and sat across from Dana in the second row.

“Good, a window. I was hoping . . . but didn’t want to seem so . . . persnickety.” She leaned over the driver’s seat and purposely dropped the last word into Maggie’s ear.

“I am not fussy. It’s just my inner ear. It’s very sensitive to motion.” Maggie sat up straight in her seat and pulled out her knitting.

“Doesn’t knitting in a car disturb your inner ear?” Dana asked curiously.

“Knitting never bothers anything. In fact, it always helps. Remember that.” Maggie seemed unfazed by Dana’s goading.

Lucy had also brought her knitting and her iPod. Reading in a car made her dizzy, but she could knit without a problem. The ride from Plum Harbor to Crystal Lake would take a little over two hours. She’d grown up in Northampton, a large town just east of the Berkshires, so she knew the area fairly well. The trip was pretty much a straight shot west from the Cape Ann coastline, and they’d timed their travel to avoid any rush-hour traffic.

“Everyone belted up? Off we go.” Suzanne put the vehicle in gear and pulled out of the driveway.

They cruised through Suzanne’s neighborhood, then down Main Street, en route to the highway. Maggie cast a longing glance at her knitting shop as they drove by. “I guess the shop will still be standing when we get back. I left a note on the door for any customers. I hope no one gets annoyed.”

“They’ll be back,” Dana promised. “Annoyed or not.”

Lucy felt the same. Maggie’s clientele was unusually loyal. She was secretly casting a longing glance at the Schooner. She really needed another cup of coffee, but didn’t want to ask Suzanne to stop. Everyone would pile out and go inside to visit with Edie Steiber, the diner owner and unofficial mayor of Plum Harbor. By the time Edie filled them in on the local gossip and got the lowdown on their plans, it would be lunchtime.

No, best not to stop in town at all. Not to visit with Edie. Or leave some last-minute dog instructions with Matt, she thought, as the SUV cruised past his veterinary office next.

Best to leave Plum Harbor—its connections and cares—far behind for a few days.

Despite Phoebe’s promise to nap the entire way, she was still wide awake when they reached the highway.

“Road trip. Road trip,” Phoebe suddenly sang out in a bright, excited tone. “Remember that old movie, Thelma and Louise? It’s just like that . . . except with more characters.”

Lucy glanced back at her. Was that an old movie? Well, perhaps it seemed so to Phoebe. “I hope we all meet with a happier ending than poor Thelma and Louise. They drove off the rim of the Grand Canyon. Remember?”

“If only they had run off to a spa instead of running amok with a crime spree,” Dana said, slipping on a pair of large sunglasses. “They could have had a happy landing . . . and a sequel.”

“How true.” Lucy had to agree. She also recalled that both women were running away from troubled relationships with men. As far as she knew, she was the only one in the car with that problem.

The week had gone by quickly and she’d never found a chance to ask Matt point blank what was up. He’d been away at a conference for most of the time, so they hadn’t even gotten together midweek, as they usually did. She’d only seen him briefly when she’d dropped off Tink and all her supplies at his house this morning.

He’d been perfectly agreeable about dogsitting and given her a warm, affectionate hug good-bye and said all the right things when they parted. But still seemed distant and preoccupied somehow. Funny how men could do that.

This time apart would be sort of a test, she decided. Let him spend a weekend without me and we’ll see if absence really makes the heart grow fonder.

Abstinence makes the heart grow fonder would actually make more sense, she decided, staring out the window until the passing view became a blur.
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