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This book is dedicated to everyone who ever said, “I wish I could win the lottery!”

Be careful what you wish for... 😊
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Chapter 1 – Once Upon a Time
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Once upon a time in a land where imaginations rule, lived a spunky little old lady in an igloo. Although those without imagination call it a monolithic dome.

Her name is Sally. But she’s known as Sally the Loner because she prizes her ability to live alone in the Sonoran Desert. At 87 years old. Or, as she says, 87 years young... with the wrinkles to prove it.

One day she was caregiving Charlemagne. Charlemagne, Charlie for short, is Bobby’s blonde, long haired rescue pup. Someday Charlie will grow into an easy-going lazy friend. But not today. 

Today Charlie is a typical 8-month-old pup who’s curious about everything. And gets sidetracked moment by moment.

Charlie’s missing. Sally is frantic. 

“I’ll cross-country throughout the block. If I don’t find her, I’ll call Jenny and Joan for help. It would tear me to shreds to tell young Bobby that I lost his best friend.” 

Bobby is 12-years-old. He’s known as the Sourdough Kid. And he calls Sally ‘Gram’. That’s how close they’ve become.

They met in Book 1 by happenstance. At the Alzheimer’s Care Center where his real grandma was also incarcerated. ‘Incarcerated’ is Sally’s opinion. She and young Bobby are more than friends. They’re best buds.

Worry lines creased her forehead. She grabbed her walking stick and headed out across the desert.

Sally trekked on, her eyes scoping out the expanse for bouncing blonde fur and dust clouds from a pup digging to China. She called, “Charlie! Come!” Then stopped and listened for excited or woeful ‘Yips’. To no avail.

Arriving at the roadside bar pit that turns into a raging river during monsoon rains, she followed it. Non-stop surveying for Charlie. Then she saw the dust cloud.

She found Charlie, rooting through a Walmart bag at the bottom of the ditch. 

After the tear-jerking relief at finding the pup, she grumbled, “Might as well litter-pick while I’m here.” 

She stabbed and prodded the like-new bag Charlie was enthralled with. “Wait! Charlie, this is not weathered trash. It’s somebody’s poke! Without the telltale stick and red bandana.” She peered up and down the roadway, spotting no one.  

“Alright young lady. We’ll gather it up and tote it home. I’ll post a note on the city bulletin-board. If they can describe the contents, they can get it back.” 

She looped the bag over her arm like purse handles, “Come on, Charlie girl. Let’s go home. And don’t you tell Bobby I lost you. After this, I may not let you stay with me again. I’m gettin’ too old for this worrisome kind of gadding about.”

Charlie followed the bag, sniffing and nipping at it. She dove off to chase rabbits and squirrels, but always came back for the bag.

When Sally’s igloo came into view, Charlie darted off again, but this time it was to the blue water bowl. She lapped and lapped, turning often to see that Sally was still coming... Or was it the treasure bag?

Sally dropped the bag on the office chair that lived under the ironwood tree. She went inside to water herself and put her walking stick away. Then returned to the outdoor chair to examine Charlie’s treasure.

She laid out the contents:

	Wallet, high quality, but not ritzy. Could be a man’s or a woman’s.

	Flip-phone

	How-to Be Homeless self-help book with a marker in place

	Comb

	Toothbrush and toothpaste

	Hard rubber bone chew toy that Charlie chomped into and ran off with


“How very interesting... and puzzling.”

She opened the wallet. There was no ‘if found, call____’ card. No driver’s license, ID or credit cards. And no paper money. Although the coin section held 87 cents. It didn’t wreak of cosmetics. 

There were school pictures of children... 4 of them. And a studio photo of a man and woman... presumably the parents of the owner of the wallet. 

She opened the book at the marker. The marker was a lottery ticket. A ticket that the drawing was held for two days ago.

“Well, if that don’t beat all, Charlie girl. It must be a losing ticket.” She shook her head, tsking. “What a sad waste of a valuable dollar if you’re homeless.”



Chapter 2 – Reality is Alive and Well

Sally tossed everything back into the bag. Except the rubber bone that Charlie absconded with. She carried the bag into the house and dropped it on the table. “I’ll write the found note later... maybe when niece Joany comes. She’ll be along in a day or so.”

She tried to busy herself with a new idea for a bedroll. But two things niggled at her that prevented productivity. First was keeping a closer eye on Charlie. Second was the makeshift hobo poke that now is the centerpiece of the table.

She forced herself to tuck in at the table with her latest Quilt magazine. She opened it to the table of contents, but then realized she hadn’t seen Charlie – or heard her in the last few minutes.

“Charlie! Come,” she called. Charlie bounded through the open door; the chew toy crammed in her mouth like a big fat cigar. A question in her eyes. ‘Yes?’, they asked. ‘I’m here. Do you want to play with me?’

Sally laughed and massaged the pup’s head, “What a good girl you are. I hope your fella’s on his way. I love you, but you’re a pain to keep track of. You make me worry.”

Charlie dropped her rubber bone at Sally’s feet.

“Eeew. You want me to touch that slimy thing now? With doggy spit all over it?” 

Charlie looked at the bone, then at Sally. Then at the bone. Then at Sally. 

Sally curled her lips and reached for it, sighing. “Alright. Just this once.”

With Sally’s fingers an inch away, Charlie yipped. Grabbed the bone and leaped backwards, wagging her tail.

Sally heard a car door close.

“Ha! Relief, young lady! Saved by a visitor.” Charlie dropped the bone and dodged out the door to check out the noise. Sally followed.

Excited prattles of a young boy greeting his pup filled the air before Sally saw them. Bobby had returned. ‘Yayyy,’ she thought. ‘One down, one to go.’
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Chapter 3 – There’s the Ticket
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She sent Bobby and Charlie away with a broad smile and well-wishes. “I’ll see you in a few days, Bobby. Morse Code me when you’re coming.”

“Now, you bag, you. What do I do with you?” She text messaged Joan. ‘What’s ur ‘do’ today? I need help at ur earliest convenience.’

Joan didn’t text, she called. “What’s up, Aunty? I can stop what I’m doing if you need me.”

“Well... it’s not critical today. Charlie and I found a hobo poke in the bar pit. The only thing of pertinent interest in the poke is a lottery ticket. 

I think the bag belongs to a homeless person. I assume the ticket is a dollar wasted, but I’d like to be sure before I trash it. If it is a winner, I’d like to tuck the winnings into the wallet and get it back to them. Along with the pictures and the 87 cents that’s in it now. But I’ve never bought lottery tickets. How do I check it?”

Joan chuckled, “Leave it to you to take on the impossible. This I have to see. I’ll be right over. Put the kettle on.”

Sally grinned. “I and the mysterious poke will be waiting.”

Sally busied herself with a fresh pot of coffee, relieved that it’s now cool enough to brew it inside. The heat from a perking coffee pot is welcome.

Monsoon season is over. Fall has arrived. Days climb into the 80’s 'Mornings are in the low 50’s... snakes are going to sleep for the next several months. “Yippee!” she said to no one.

Her eyes landed on the quilt book again. “I’ll be looking for a bedroll soon.”

She heard the rumble of Joany’s prized possession getting closer. For anyone to suggest she trade-in her ’86 Chevy truck for a newer model is enough to make her snarl and hiss. Don’t do it. 

Joan marched through the door, “Okay, Aunty. Let’s have the story. We both know you’re going to make me part of it.”

Sally laughed, “Are you suggesting I manipulate you to bend to my will?”

“Nope. Not suggesting. Telling. I’m saving my time and your brain power.”

Joan grinned at her aunt. “And I wouldn’t have it any other way, old woman.” She made her voice melodious, “You are the wind beneath my wings... or something like that.

So, pour me a cuppa and tell me a story.”

Sally drug the Walmart bag closer to Joan. “I was dog sitting this morning. Charlie disappeared. When I found her, she was rootin’ around in this bag.

The bag is not trash. It’s somebody’s makeshift git-bag.” She waved Joan toward the bag, “Go ahead. See what’s in it.”

Joan pulled each item out of the bag, much the same way that Sally’d done it earlier. “She looked at Sally, “This is it? All of it?”

Sally splayed her hands, “All except for the hard rubber dog bone chew toy that Charlie snagged.” She pointed toward the door, “There it is. I guess it could go back in the bag.” Sally retrieved the now dry chew toy and dropped it in front of Joan. 

Joan nodded, “I see how you determined it was somebody’s belongings. But where’s this lottery ticket you spoke of?”

Sally pointed at the book, “It’s the marker in the book.”

Joan opened the book and pinched the ticket. “The drawing was two days ago. Okay. Let’s see if it’s a winner. A couple of bucks is a couple of bucks... especially if you’re homeless.” 

She palmed her cell phone, tapped, waited, made circles in the air with her hand to hurry it up.

“Here they are. I’ll read you the numbers. You compare them to the ticket.”

Joan read each number.  Sally checked off each digit she said with a pencil. At the end, Sally said nothing. She shrugged, “They’re all checked off... now what? How do we know if it’s a winner? And how much are the winnings? I’ll go cash it in and put the cash in the wallet when I post the found notice on the bulletin board.”

“Wait!” Joan snagged the ticket, “You checked off all the numbers. How many were what I read off to you?’

Sally shrugged, “All of them. The check-marked numbers are what you read to me. Why? Is that a good gasp? Or a bad gasp? Speak to me, Joan!” 

She reached over and laid her hand on Joan’s forearm, “What’s wrong? Have you had a stroke? You aren’t no spring chicken, either.”

Joan shivered, “I’m okay. But, Aunty, according to this, we are holding the winning ticket. The ticket that’s worth...” she forced her eyes to the screen of the phone. “It says one winning ticket; sold in Arizona; and the amount won is... 777 million dollars... and change.”

Sally gasped, “What? You’re joking.”

Joan shook her head, “No joke, Aunty. I’ve checked it twice and thrice, just like Santa Claus and his list. It’s true. You, milady, are a millionaire,” she snapped her fingers, “just like that!”

Sally hand slapped over her mouth. She shook her head, “But it’s not mine. Somebody – I think a down and out mama with 4 children – spent their last dollar on this ticket. It’s hers. She needs it! And her name is ‘Lucy’.”

“Lucy! How do you know her name is Lucy?”

Sally raised her eyebrows, “I can’t keep calling her ‘the unknown hobo’. That’s too big a mouthful.”

Joan shrugged, “Okay, then. 

I’ll do what I can to help you find ‘Lucy’. You have; let me look... 180 days to cash it in. And it will be more like a mere 300 million if you take the cash.” She tapped her finger in one second intervals... and the clock is ticking. You now have 178 days to collect the winnings.”

Sally sat with her elbows on the table, her hands cradling her chin, “I can’t even fathom that amount of money. It’s unrelatable to anything in my life to date.”

Joan tapped wildly on her phone, “The interest alone would be... in the ballpark of 8k a day if you took the cash and banked it. 

Of course, I could be wrong. My calculator won’t take all those zeros. I could be one off. That would be less than a thousand dollars a day. Then there’s taxes on all that interest... now you’re down to 4k or 400 dollars each and every day.”

Sally shook her head, “Noooo. This can’t be real. I’m going to have to sleep on it. But, in case it is real, how do we cash it in?”

Joan chuckled, “That’s the ticket. I’ll find out while you let it cook. In the meantime, where will you put that tiny piece of gold-filled paper?”

“Well, not in the wallet.

Someplace that’s fire and flood proof that can’t blow away. In my safe. Incidentally, you’re the only one, besides me, that knows where it is; plus has the key and combination. If I die before it gets done, it’s all on you to take care of properly.”

Joan’s lip curled. “Thanks, Aunty. I vote you stick around and take care of it yourself.” She got up from the table. “And on that note, I have things to do and places to be. Mum’s the word, old girl.”

Sally sat frozen, staring into the expanse, “Yes. For sure. Thanks for coming. See you later.”
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