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“Can you give me a ride home from the thrift store this afternoon?” Martha Mayfield enjoyed her last bite of raisin toast and looked expectantly at her roommate. 

“Of course.” Pru had already finished her boring but fiber rich cereal and pushed the bowl away. She’d been tempted by Martha’s cinnamon scented toast, but decided to be “good” that morning. 

“Ruff?” Teddy, Martha’s white, fluffy Coton de Tulear, enquired. He sat next to Martha’s kitchen chair, having already enjoyed beefy chunks in gravy.

“Viv said you could come with me.” Martha grinned down at him. “Although she didn’t sound too happy about it. But she’s desperate for volunteers and I was the only one who applied!”

“Really?”

“Yeah.” Martha nodded, her gray curls bouncing around her surprisingly youthful face. “And this will be the perfect way to find enough outfits for my retired lady detective TV show.”

“Is that why you volunteered?” Pru hid a smile.

“Mostly,” Martha replied. “Plus, I’m doing some good as well. Viv said she donates all the profits to Father Mike’s church and the local animal shelter and they’re both great causes.”

Father Mike ran the local Episcopalian church and was loved by the residents of Gold Leaf Valley, a small town in northern California, dating from the Gold Rush in the eighteen-hundreds. 

The local animal shelter was staffed by volunteers and never turned away an animal in need, working hard with the small amount of resources available to them.

“I finish at the library at four today,” Pru said. 

“That’s perfect! Viv said I can do two hours today and see if I like it. She said it’s a trial. And I was thinking maybe we should get pizza for dinner tonight because I might be tired after.”

“Pizza sounds delicious.” 

They hadn’t enjoyed the dinner treat for a while.

“Goody!” Martha grinned. 

Pru took care of the breakfast dishes and set off for work. She was an assistant librarian, but hoped to eventually become a library director, like her boss, Barbara. If Martha had her way, one day Pru would be the head honcho of all the libraries in California. 

They were about fifty years apart in age, but Pru and Martha had quickly become good friends, ever since Pru arrived at Martha’s duplex one evening, inquiring about a room to rent. She’d just landed in Gold Leaf Valley from Colorado to start her first real library job after college, and had been staying at the local motel until she could find her own place. Due to a major rental shortage in the small town, she’d been grateful when Martha had opened her home – and her heart – to her. 

Now, she couldn’t imagine living anywhere else. Martha and Teddy had become part of her family, along with her parents and brothers in Colorado. 

Pru parked her silver SUV in a designated library space outside the small brick building. She glanced at her watch. Only three minutes to spare.

Barbara was a real stickler for punctuality and Pru hated being late. 

She slid in behind the returns desk, smiling at her boss who was already ensconced at the reference desk, her gaze glued to a large computer monitor.

“Good morning, Pru.” Barbara lifted her gaze and smiled at her. 

“Good morning.” Pru returned the smile and started scanning the tall stack of books on her desk. 

Only the quiet beep of the scanner interrupted the silence of the library for a few minutes. 

She put down the scanning gun when she spied her friend Doris entering, dressed in a faded sweatshirt and jeans. She was in her forties and worked at Gary’s Burger Diner.

“Hi, Pru.” Doris placed a mystery novel on the desk. 

“Hi. Did you like it?” She picked up the book, ran the scanner over it, and read the blurb on the back – a fast-paced mystery sure to delight cat lovers.

“I loved it. But it’s the first of a series and there aren’t any more listed inside.”

“Let me check.” She typed the author’s name into the catalogue system. “We only have this book by her. Let me do some research when I have time—” she gestured to the stack of novels on the desk “—and I’ll ask Barbara if we can buy the next book – if there’s one published.”

“That would be great. Thanks.” Doris pushed a limp strand of hair off her brow. “What did you and Martha get up to on the weekend? And Teddy?”

“Jesse and I had dinner at the bistro on Saturday night, and then Martha and I went to church yesterday and I took Teddy for a long walk. Oh – Martha is volunteering at the thrift store this afternoon.”

“Really?” Doris looked interested. “That’s where I buy some of my clothes. Is she going to be on the lookout for some outfits for her retired lady detective TV show?”

Pru was tempted to use one of Martha’s favorite phrases – you betcha – but refrained. 

“Yes.”

“I can’t wait until we finally make the first episode. I just hope I remember all the acting advice Tandy gave us two months ago.” Doris frowned.

Martha had written six episodes about a retired lady detective solving cases that the two not so hot shots in her old office couldn’t. She had even snagged an agent, who loved the idea, but couldn’t find a TV studio to produce it. Frustrated, Martha had decided to make it herself, despite knowing nothing about the industry, or even how to act.

Martha had solved that problem by hiring a real Hollywood actress two months ago to give her, Pru, Teddy, Doris, and the rest of their friends acting lessons. 

And last month, Martha had started a crowdfunding campaign to raise money to make her show. It had been a big success, partly due to the help of a social media influencer who had taken an interest in her idea. She’d also been paid twenty-three dollars for playing an online merge game – and put that money into the TV show fund.

Now, Martha was keen to find outfits for everyone, but at the lowest price possible. Otherwise, the cast (their friends) would have to wear their own clothes.

“I’m sure it will all come flooding back once we start rehearsing again,” Pru told her. “Martha wants us to do a dress rehearsal next. That’s one of the reasons why she’s keen on volunteering at the thrift shop.”

“Pru, does Doris need any extra help?” Barbara approached them, silent in her black leather pumps. Today she wore a tailored black suit and jacket, and an ivory blouse with smart pearl buttons.

“I was just telling Pru how I’d love to read the next book in this author’s series—” Doris picked up the novel she’d just returned “—and Pru checked the computer and said you don’t have any more by her.” 

“Then we’ll do what we can to help you.” Barbara smiled at Doris. “Pru, if this author has another book published, I’ll give you authority to order it for the library.”

“Thanks.” Pru smiled. 

“Thank you.” Doris picked up the book again. “I just loved this book so much!” She showed it to Barbara.

“Then maybe we should put it on display so it’s easily found. I’ll do that right now.” Barbara crossed over to the small table near the entrance and placed the book in a prime position. 

After Barbara had returned to the reference desk, Doris leaned across the counter and whispered, “I’d better go. I don’t want you to get in trouble.”

Pru nodded in understanding. “I’ll let you know about that author.”

“Thanks.” Doris hurried out of the library. 

The rest of the day passed smoothly and before Pru realized, it was four o’clock. After saying goodbye to Barbara and heading out to her SUV, she was about to drive home when she remembered she had to pick up Martha from the thrift store!

When she arrived at the small shop on the main street in Gold Leaf Valley, she snagged a parking spot right outside.

The windows had three mannequins who looked a little old and tired. Their heads were bald and they wore a variety of beige, black, and brown outfits. 

A few mugs and plates were also on display, as well as a pair of old shoes that looked like they should have been tossed away instead of put out for sale. 

Pru knew Martha frequently visited the thrift store, but with her job, she rarely had the time to make the trip for herself.

And then there was Jesse. 

She’d been dating the local detective for a while now, and their romance had progressed slowly, which she’d appreciated in the beginning. But sometimes she wished things could move just a little faster. 

Their date on Saturday at the romantic bistro located on the edge of town had been wonderful. Jesse hadn’t been on call and they could both relax. It was after midnight when he’d finally taken her home. Martha had left the porch light on for her and had attempted to stay up, but Pru had found her and Teddy fast asleep on the sofa in the living room. 

“Yoo hoo!” Now, Martha opened the shop door and waved to her, clutching the handles of her black rolling walker.

“How was it?” Pru tore her gaze from the window display and smiled at Martha. 

“It was good!” Martha’s curls bounced around her head. “Viv says I passed the trial and I can come back tomorrow afternoon. She wanted me to come in the morning but I told her afternoons work better for me. Because you can give me a ride home when you get off from the library.” She paused. “You can, can’t you?”

“Of course.” 

“Goody. Thanks.” Martha grinned at her. “Plus, everyone knows the best gossip is in the mornings at the senior center. I can’t miss out on that.”

“Ruff!” Teddy poked his head through the open doorway.

“Did Teddy like it here?”

“You betcha! He had lots of fun sniffing everything. There were even some dog toys someone had donated, so I played with him when Viv wasn’t looking.”

“Martha, don’t leave the door open like that, please.” A tall, sturdily built woman came into view. Dressed in black slacks and a navy sweater, a very sensible outfit for working in a thrift store, she had a frown on her brow.

“Sorry, Viv,” Martha replied cheerfully. “I was just talking to Pru. My roomie and my ride home. You said I was finished for the day.”

“Yes, I did.” Viv nodded, then shifted her gaze to Pru. “It’s nice to meet you. I don’t think you’ve been here before.”

“No,” she agreed. “But I’ve always been curious about what you sell.”

“You can see for yourself tomorrow,” Martha told her cheerfully. 

“I won’t be in, but Daisy and Jill will be here,” Viv said. “If you have any questions or concerns, they’ll be able to help you.”

“Looking forward to it.” Martha grinned at her. 

“Ruff!” 
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WHEN THEY ARRIVED HOME, Pru made them both hot chocolate, and gave Teddy a liver and cheese cookie. 

“Thanks.” Martha relaxed on the sofa, and took the mug from her. “Mmm,” she pronounced after taking a sip. “Like I always say, it’s from a mix but it’s not bad.” 

“Did you enjoy working at the thrift store today?”

“You betcha!”

Teddy trotted in to join them, clambering up the special doggy stairs to reach the sofa, and settled next to Martha. 

“Wuff,” he said sleepily, his eyes closing. 

“Yeah, Teddy was a great help. He kept a little boy entertained while his Mom looked for a gardening outfit.” 

“I bet he had lots of fun.” Pru smiled. 

“We both did.” Martha covered her yawn with her hand. “Excuse me. I didn’t think two hours there would tire me out so much. There was a lot to learn, like how to take cash payments at the register, and card ones, too. And how to count correct change into the customer’s hand. I knew how to do that a long time ago, but it was good to get a refresher, even though Viv can be a bit bossy at times.”

“Did you have time to look for any outfits?”

“Nope.” Martha took a sip of her hot cocoa. “Not yet. Viv had me sorting out the stuff that had come in that morning. She showed me how to only keep the good stuff and junk the rest.”

Pru thought back to the practically falling apart pair of shoes in the window. If that was considered “good” then what was the junked stuff like?

“I also get a fifteen percent discount on anything I purchase,” Martha added. “That’s going to come in real handy when I find everyone’s outfits.”

“It definitely will.”

“Ooh, Pru – if I find an outfit for your role in my show, you could try it on when you come to pick me up.”

“That sounds fun.”

“It will be.” Martha nodded vigorously. “Especially when bossy Viv won’t be
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