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What do you think about having a garage sale?” Martha asked one February afternoon.

Pru Armstrong had just arrived home from the library, and was looking forward to sitting down for a second. Her job as assistant librarian had been particularly busy that day, shepherding the local schoolchildren around the library and reading a story to them about a frog eating cupcakes. 

Sinking down onto the yellow sofa in the small faux Victorian duplex, she smiled at her roommate – and friend. When she’d arrived in the small town of Gold Leaf Valley in November, becoming Martha’s roommate had been the only housing option – unless she wanted to stay permanently at the local motel – but it was surprising how well they got on, even factoring in her liking for orderliness, and Martha’s penchant for untidiness. 

“It could be a good idea,” she replied. “But I don’t think I have anything to sell.” She’d arrived with two suitcases and not much else. 

“Goody.” Martha grinned, her gray curls springing around her face. “Because I’ve already signed up to take part in Father Mike’s church sale, and I hoped you would help me.”

“Of course.”

“Ruff!” Goody!

Teddy, the small, white, fluffy dog Martha had adopted from the animal shelter, trotted over to her, placing his paw on her knee in approval. 

“I’ve nearly paid off my credit card,” Martha continued, “but I have some old stuff I could try and sell at this garage sale and make some extra money.”

She’d told Pru when they’d first met that she’d gotten into a little credit card debt going overboard buying lots of toys, bedding, and collars and leads matching her outfits when she’d first adopted Teddy. That was why she’d looked for a roommate. 

“Like what?”

“Cook books for one,” Martha replied. “And some odds and ends like these magnets that have fake flowers attached to them. My sleeve catches them when I’m at the fridge and they fall off, and then I have to bend down and pick them up. That sort of thing.”

Pru remembered seeing the pink flowers on the fridge last week. But had they been there this morning when she’d gotten milk out of the fridge for her cereal? She didn’t think so.

“I’ve already started sorting out some stuff.” Martha gestured toward the hall, where the bedrooms were. “Father Mike’s only charging five dollars per table. My friend Noreen told me about it this morning after you left for work. It’s on Saturday.”

“This Saturday?” Pru blinked. That was only four days away.

“Yeah, it is short notice,” Martha agreed, “but Noreen told me Father Mike is worried he doesn’t have enough money for the food baskets for people who need them. With all this inflation, the church funds don’t go as far as they used to, and there are more parishioners than ever who need some help.”

“I understand.” In the last few months, additional people had joined the library which had delighted her, and her boss, Barbara, who’d muttered that it was good for their statistics. 

“It starts at nine a.m.,” Martha continued, “and goes ’til one. I hope Annie, Lauren, and Zoe can attend. Because that’s the same time the café is open on Saturdays.”

“I hope so, too,” she replied. Annie was a Norwegian Forest Cat who seated the customers at the charming café. Lauren baked the wonderful cupcakes, and she and her cousin Zoe made the great lattes and cappuccinos.

“I thought we could both man the table,” Martha said.

“Of course.” Pru smiled. 

“And it will be a great day out for Teddy.”

“Ruff!” Yes! He stared up at Pru, a hopeful look in his eyes.

“Do you want to play in the yard?” she asked him.

“Ruff!” Yes!

“I took him out there this morning.” Martha patted the handle of her rolling walker, which stood next to the sofa. “But then I had to sit down on this thing when I tossed the ball to him. He brought it right back to me.” She grinned. “He’s such a good boy.”

“He is,” Pru agreed. 

Teddy wagged his little tail. 

“I can’t believe he’s already ten months old,” Martha said. “I really need to see if I can get him approved as an emotional support dog. Then I can take him everywhere with me!”

“Ruff!”

***
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THAT EVENING, PRU HELPED Martha sort out more items. Some older sweat pants and matching tops that she didn’t want anymore, some old socks with holes in them, (Pru didn’t think anyone would want to buy them but tactfully didn’t mention that) and a whole load of cookbooks which Martha said were too complicated and used too many ingredients.

Pru peeked inside one and found herself agreeing. Ten spices were listed for just one recipe, plus some other exotic ingredients she wasn’t sure would be available at the local supermarket.

“Hopefully I can sell some of this stuff,” Martha said at the end of the sorting out session. “Even if I can’t, the table fee is going to a good cause, and maybe Father Mike will want all this.” She waved her hand at the pile of books and clothes. 

“What would he do with it?”

“He could give it to the people he delivers the food baskets to,” Martha declared. “Maybe they’re good at crafts and could do something with these socks and sweat pants.” Her eyes lit up. “They could make dog toys and dog vests with them.”

“You could, too,” Pru encouraged. 

“But you saw how long it took me to make Teddy a decent bandana a few months ago.” Martha pouted. “And I haven’t made another – yet. Ooh, maybe I’ll see some cute fabric at the garage sale someone doesn’t want, and I can buy it for Teddy. Then I could try making him another bandana.”

“That’s a good idea.”

“Ruff!” Teddy looked up from under the pile of sweatpants.

“I wondered where you’d gotten to.” Martha chuckled.  “I bet you had lots of fun in there.”

“Ruff!” Yes!
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The day of the garage sale was sunny and quite mild for February. Teddy looked cute wearing his scarlet bandana, and stood patiently while Pru buckled his turquoise lead. 

“All set.” She smiled at him, and his button brown eyes sparkled back. 

“Let’s go!” Martha pushed her rolling walker toward them in the hall. Wearing turquoise sweatpants and matching sweater, she looked ready for a day of haggling and catching up with her friends. 

They’d packed Pru’s car last night – or at least, Pru had. Martha had placed everything into boxes, and put sticky price labels on everything when Pru had been at work yesterday. 

“Ruff!” Teddy led the way to the car. 

“I don’t want to get there too early,” Martha said as Pru accelerated down the quiet street lined with Victorian era houses and a few replicas, “but I don’t want to get there too late, either.”

“I understand.” She nodded.

“We might miss out on customers if we’re tardy!”

A few minutes later, Pru pulled up in the church parking lot. She was lucky to snag a space, as there were plenty of vehicles parked already.

“It’s just after eight-thirty.” Martha peered through the windshield. “I didn’t think there would be that many people here already.”

“Neither did I,” Pru replied ruefully. She hoped they’d have enough time to set up the table before their first customer arrived – if they got any. 

Since the weather had been unseasonably warm lately, Father Mike had decided the tables should be set out on the lawn in front of the church. Pru had to admit the scene looked picturesque, although busy, with white plastic tables gracing the green grass in front of the cream painted Victorian church. A steeple perched on one side and stained-glass windows gave it a picturesque effect.

“Martha!” Father Mike, the priest of the Episcopalian church, hurried over to them as Pru got Teddy out of the car. “You’re table number five.”

“How many tables are there?” Pru asked the balding, middle-aged man.

“Fifteen,” he replied. “If I shop carefully, that should provide another eight food parcels.”

“Here.” Pru dug out her wallet and handed him a five-dollar bill. “I hope this helps.”

“You didn’t have to do that.” He smiled, accepting the cash. “But thank you.”

“Ruff!” Teddy wagged his tail. 

“How’s your cat, Mrs. Snuggle?” Martha inquired. 

Pru had learned that Father Mike had adopted a white Persian and former show cat a while ago, and although Mrs. Snuggle had a grumpy disposition, his kindness and goodness had won her over, and she was now devoted to him.

“She’s good,” he replied. “She had a playdate with Annie last week, which went well. But today she’s relaxing on the couch while I’m out here. Although, she might decide to peek through the window of the parsonage and see if anything interesting is happening out here.” He gestured to the white clapboard house next to the church.

“I can just imagine her doing that,” Martha replied. “If I notice her looking out, I’ll wave to her.”

“She might like that,” he replied in all seriousness.

Another car pulled up. Father Mike said goodbye, and headed to the newcomers, checking his notepad.

“I’ll find our table, and you can start bringing the boxes,” Martha said. “Wait – I can probably fit a smaller box on my walker.”

“Ruff!” Teddy agreed, looking in wonder at all the people bustling here and there. 

“Teddy is going to have a great day.” Martha grinned. “There will be lots for him to see.”

“There certainly will be,” Pru agreed, glancing around. 

“Hey – any sign of Detective Hottie?” Martha chuckled. 

Pru hesitated. “Jesse?”

“Who else?”

“No.” She shook her head. She’d met Jesse late last year, when she and Martha were on a mission to solve the book club murder, but hadn’t bumped into him since. Not if you counted spotting him down the street and making sure she didn’t bump into him. 

“Too bad.” Martha peered at Pru’s face. “You’re not wearing that lipstick I made you buy. You need to make an effort – or at least a little one since you’re cute already with your auburn hair – if you want to catch him.”

“Who said I wanted to catch him – or anyone?” Pru frowned. 

“Smart girl.” Martha nodded in approval. “Let him catch you. Yeah. You do that.” She wagged a knowing finger while Pru dumped a small box on the black padded seat of the walker, hoping she wasn’t blushing.

Martha trundled off in the direction of the tables, while Pru wrangled a larger box, holding Teddy’s leash the whole time.

“You might have to lead me to Martha,” she told him.

“Ruff!” I will!

“Pru! Over here!” Martha waved madly from behind a table surrounded by its neighbors.

Teddy towed her over, and sniffed at the table leg. 

“Look, Father Mike’s provided chairs as well, so we don’t have to stand all day. I’d planned on sitting on my walker.” Martha sat on one of the plastic chairs.

“Oh, good.” Pru was secretly relieved as sometimes she had to stand for a while in the library, shelving books, pushing furniture around for conversation groups, and finding novels for patrons. She loved her job but it was also good to sit occasionally.

Dumping the box on the table, she noticed Martha had already set out pairs of holey socks and some of the cookbooks. 

“You get another box, and I’ll arrange these,” Martha ordered. “Teddy can stay with me.”

“Ruff,” he agreed, looking up from a blade of grass.

“Okay.” Pru hurried back to the car, smiling when she spotted Doris, who worked at Gary’s Burger Diner.

“Hi!” Doris smiled, her arms full of clothing. She wore jeans and a slightly faded green sweater, and looked around forty. “Do you have a table as well?”

“Yes, with Martha,” she replied. 

“I’m table seven.”

“We’re five.”

Doris waited while she grabbed a box from the trunk, and they walked back together.

“How’s the reading going?” Pru asked. Doris had been a member of their ill-fated book club a few months ago, and had discovered a new love of books. 

“It’s good. I’m up to the seventh book in the Aunt Dimity series, but I’ve been doing extra shifts lately at the diner as someone quit at Christmas, so I haven’t been able to visit the library as often to get books.”

“I understand,” she replied. “I hope you can stop by soon.”

“Me too.” Doris nodded. “Gary’s supposed to be hiring someone this week, so I hope they work out.”

They reached the tables, the air buzzing with conversation. Their fellow garage salers set out their items, walking around the table and studying the effect, moving a few things here and there, and then scrutinizing them again.

“Good luck for today,” Doris said. “I hope I can sell a lot of my stuff, but the money from the extra shifts is a big help right now.”

“Good luck to you, too.” Pru smiled at her, before depositing the contents of the box onto the table – not that there was much room left.

“Are you sure you can fit all this stuff on here?” she asked Martha. 

“No problem.” Martha grinned. “Some of the books might have to be piled on top of each other and people can rummage through them. That’s what will probably attract customers anyway. It will be like a treasure hunt!”

“Did someone say treasure?” A slim girl in her late twenties, with a brunette pixie cut, stopped by their table. 

“Ruff!” Teddy greeted her, his tail wagging. 

“I hoped you’d be here, Zoe,” Martha said, “but what about the café?”

“The café is opening at nine-thirty as usual, but Lauren said if we don’t get many customers, we can close early and come over. But—” she turned her head this way and that, eyeing all the people, “—maybe we should have paid for a table and sold cupcakes.”

“That’s a great idea!” Martha’s eyes lit up. “What’s Lauren baking today?”

“Red velvet, super vanilla, and mocha.”

“Yum!”

“We could put some away for you and bring them over when we close the café at lunchtime,” Zoe offered. “I have to dash back so Lauren can come over and have a quick look here before we open up.”

“Goody!” Martha beamed. “I’ll have a ... red velvet. Or a mocha. Hmm. Maybe I should get both.”

“And I’ll have a super vanilla,” Pru put in. It was one of her favorites – the surprise buttercream filling inside, and a swirly dollop of frosting on top with a dusting of vanilla bean powder. 

“Goody. Then we can have half each of them all.” Martha
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