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True Treasure

Two weeks from today marked Aunt Sophie’s scheduled return from her Alaskan cruise and tour. While she viewed glaciers, a tornado damaged her beloved cottage, Birch Lane Haven. 

As her only niece and nephew-in-law, Mark and I decided to help fix this...somehow. Insurance only did so much. To overcome the shortfall, we and a handful of volunteers planned to achieve a miracle for her.

Mark and I volunteered to hunt down replacements for her treasured antique pieces that didn't survive. Off we drove in his Dodge Ram pickup with complete trust in the others to supervise and assist with the repairs. I clutched photos of the cottage interior from past Christmases and birthdays, so we knew what items we sought.

"The shop is a mile away." I stared at the map app on my phone for directions. "Turn left at the next intersection."

"Do you know if they have any of the things we're searching for?" Mark asked as the truck hurdled down the road kicking up dust.

"No, but the owner may be familiar with other shops."

"Are you sure?"

"Not at all. Antique shopping is new to me."

Mark sucked in a breath but said nothing.

"Think of this as a quest or a treasure hunt like your favorite movies you watch over and over again." A smile accompanied my suggestion.

He snorted, and I'm certain he rolled his eyes.

"What if she wouldn't want the same old stuff? Maybe she'd prefer newer furniture."

"Crap! I didn't consider that possibility. We'll search for similar pieces. If we strike out, we'll buy new. Here's the turn."

When he hit the brakes, the truck skidded around the corner.

"Remind me why we agreed to do this."

"She's my only aunt, as you well know, she has no one else, and I love her almost as much as I love you."

"I appreciate you rating me above her. Love you, too." He squeezed my knee.

His words and actions prompted a flutter in my stomach, and my heart skipped a beat. We'd been married a year, and he still affected me in the most romantic of ways. "The shop is on the right."

We rushed in and spoke with the owner. No pieces were available here, but we got a lead on another shop in the valley about an hour away. I took a moment to peruse through the doilies and bric-a-brac. We bought a few items and placed the bag of finds in the backseat of the truck.

Back on the road, my phone chirped out directions to our next destination.

After visiting three more shops, our discoveries included two overstuffed chairs, a side table, and a lamp. Plus a small box filled with little bits and pieces that struck me as familiar.

"We should head back to the cottage and set up all our purchases. Then we can update our list of what we still need." Mark rubbed his eyes and blinked away residual weariness.

Exhaustion threatened us both since being in a state of perpetual motion for the last two days after receiving a call from Aunt Sophie's neighbor, Ron, about the damage. He's a sweet old geezer, who watches over her house when she's gone and her when she's home. If I didn't have Mark, I’d want a Ron in my life.
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Overall, Aunt Sophie’s cottage survived the tornado with limited interior damage. The bedroom, bathroom, and kitchen escaped intact. We salvaged the dining room set with polish and hidden screws, but the china only partially survived. Today we succeeded better than I thought. With our found chairs, table, and lamp, the missing living room pieces were limited to a sofa and a new TV. 

Most of the damage centered on the exterior and lawn, so Mark stepped outside to survey the progress of the repairs. While he did that, I flipped through the pictures to identify the missing sofa. I photographed the china and sought to identify the broken pieces, so our focus centered on the proper replacements during our continued antique hunt.

"Sally, you're doing a wonderful thing for Sophie." Dan joined me in piecing together the jigsaw puzzle of china fragments.

"I'm thankful not many of her things were damaged in the storm. How did you fare?"

"A tree went down and damaged the front porch, but my insurance is working with me. Should be good as new in a couple of weeks. That old tree needed to come down. Now I don't have to pay to remove it, and I'll have plenty of firewood for the winter." He chuckled.

"So, it turned out to be a fortuitous storm for you. I'm glad."

We finalized a list of missing pieces of china by the time Mark joined us.

"The roof will be done tomorrow and the fence by the weekend. The workmanship is solid. Is this all trash?" Mark asked as he eyed the pile of broken china.

"Yes, we're finished with that, and I have a list of what we need to find."

"I'll clean up." Mark headed for the kitchen where we stored all the cleaning supplies. He returned with a broom, dustpan, and a box of debris from earlier cleanup activities.

"You have a good man there." Dan shared with me as we watched my husband wield the broom with uncanny skill.

"I agree. He's a keeper."

After Mark tossed the box in the dumpster positioned in the driveway, we departed on phase two of our hunt in search of a sofa, TV, and china.

"How 'bout we save the TV for tomorrow? We can enjoy a dinner out and then buy one at a store nearby." A raised eyebrow accompanied Mark's suggestion. A definite signal of pleasant things to come.

My stomach completed the customary flip from his flirting, and I blushed. 

"Sounds perfect. The next shop is only a half-hour east. Turn right up here."

My phone chirped more directions, so I relaxed and wished
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