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The garage sale began with six bright balloons, two folding tables, and Waffles stealing a sock.

By eight o'clock Saturday morning, the Ralston driveway had stopped being a driveway. It had become a tiny store, a treasure hunt, and, according to Pippa, “a place where everybody is going to make money.”

Dana had arranged books in neat rows. Reed had lined up tools by size. Pippa had spread three stuffed animals on a blanket and stuck price stickers to their ears. One of them wore the sticker like a badge.

Gid stood at the end of the driveway holding a cardboard sign.

“WE ACCEPT QUESTIONS,” he announced.

Dana looked up from a box of dishes. “Do we?”

“Lots of them.”

“Then you’re in charge of answering.”

Gid grinned. He liked being in charge of something, especially something that sounded important.

A shadow zipped across the driveway.

Waffles trotted past with the missing sock hanging from his mouth.

“Question,” Gid said. “Why does our dog think every sale is a snack sale?”
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“Because,” Pippa said, “Waffles has excellent business instincts.”

Waffles dropped the sock into a pile of old towels and immediately went back to watching the customers.

The first buyers arrived before Gid had finished laughing. A woman bought two mystery novels. A man picked up a camping lantern and tested the switch three times. A little boy paid for a wooden puzzle and sat right down on the sidewalk to solve it.

Gid watched him work the pieces into place.

“Now that,” he said, “is a customer who got his money’s worth.”

Axo’s voice crackled from Gid’s watch.

“Careful. You are beginning to think like a businessperson.”

Gid glanced at the screen. A tiny blue face blinked at him.

“I thought businesspeople wore suits.”

“Some do. Others wear dinosaur pajamas on Saturdays.”

Gid looked down at his own pajama shorts.

“Good point.”

Then he noticed the box.

It sat beneath the garage workbench with a crooked label written in Reed’s thick black marker:

OLD ELECTRONICS - ASK FIRST
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Gid crouched beside it.

Inside were wires, little motors, circuit boards, switches, plastic pieces, an old remote control, two tiny fans, buttons, and a strange silver sensor shaped like a pea.

The box looked like a junk drawer that had swallowed another junk drawer.

“Dad,” Gid called, “can this stuff be sold?”

Reed was carrying a folding chair toward the driveway.

“Some of it. Some of it I’m keeping.”

“Which is which?”

“The box is mixed. Don’t sell anything from it without asking me.”

Gid lifted the silver sensor.

“Even if somebody offers a lot?”

Reed stopped, smiled, and pointed at the label.

“Especially then.”

Then he hurried back outside.

Gid turned the sensor over in his palm.

Five dollars for that little thing would be pretty good, he thought. Five dollars could buy a new science magazine, a giant lemonade, and maybe still leave enough for something ridiculous.

He pulled out his watch.

“Axo?”

“Present. And I would like it officially recorded that the circuit board is innocent of lawn-mower crimes.”
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Gid snorted.

One board looked as if it really had lost a fight with a lawn mower.

“How much do you think this is worth?” Gid asked.

Axo tilted his little face.

“That depends on a dangerous question.”

“What question?”

“Worth to whom?”

Before Gid could answer, a man in a green baseball cap stopped at the electronics box.

He picked up the silver sensor and turned it toward the light.

“Oh,” he said. “That’s interesting.”

Gid straightened.

“You know what it is?”

“Not exactly. But I might use it for a project.” He looked at Gid. “How much?”

Gid looked at the sensor.

Then at the box.

Then at his dad, who was talking to a customer near the sidewalk.

The man held up a five-dollar bill.

“Five?” Gid said.

His voice came out much higher than he expected.

The man smiled. “Five.”

Gid could almost feel the five dollars landing in his pocket.

Then Axo’s blue face appeared on the watch.

“Question number two,” he whispered. “Are you selling something you own?”
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Gid looked at the box.

“Dad owns it.”

“Excellent detective work.”

Gid sighed.

He had wanted to say yes. Not because five dollars was magic. Because the offer felt like a challenge. Somebody had noticed the little silver thing. Somebody thought it mattered.

But the label mattered too.

“I need to ask my dad first,” Gid told the man.

The man nodded. “Fair enough.”

Gid ran to Reed.

“A guy wants the silver sensor for five dollars.”

Reed glanced at it and laughed.

“Nope. Not that one.”

“Why?”

“I’ve been saving it.”

“For what?”

Reed pointed toward the backyard.

Near the vegetable garden sat a small wooden box with a cloudy plastic cover.

“I’m building a garden sensor,” he said. “It’ll track soil moisture so we don’t water the plants more than they need. I just haven’t finished it.”

Gid stared at the sensor.

Five dollars had seemed huge two minutes ago.

Now it seemed very small.

The man in the green cap came back carrying the old remote control.
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“I’ll take this for a dollar.”

Reed picked it up.

“Two. It still works, and the battery compartment is clean.”

The man laughed. “You’re negotiating over two dollars?”

“You started it.”

They grinned at each other.

The customer paid two dollars and slipped the remote into his pocket.

Gid watched the money disappear into the cash box.

“So price can change too?” he asked Axo.

“Of course. Price is the number people agree on. Value is why they care in the first place.”

Gid thought about that.

The man in the green cap returned again.

“Did you decide?” he asked.

Gid shook his head.

“Sorry. Dad needs the sensor.”

The man shrugged, then held up the remote.

“This one will work for my project too.”

He left smiling.

Gid watched him go.

Five dollars for the sensor.

Two dollars for the remote.

Same box. Different pieces. Different reasons to care.

Axo’s voice crackled.

“You’re thinking loudly.”

“Can you actually hear thoughts?”

“Only when the thinking is wearing very loud boots.”
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