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To the real Teddy.
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CHAPTER 1
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“Pru, what do you think about this?” Pip picked up a white ceramic jar featuring pretty pink flowers. 

“Is that a ginger jar?” Pru glanced at the round, attractive jar with a matching lid. 

“Is it?” Pip looked quizzically at the item.

“I think so.”

“Ruff!” Teddy, a fluffy white Coton de Tulear, agreed. 

“It’s only five dollars, and I really like it.” Pip admired it once more. 

“Then buy it.”

“I think I will.” Pip grinned. Her sandy-blonde hair flipped up slightly, and her blue eyes sparkled. Freckles dusted her nose. Her outfit looked college girl cute and wholesome – blue jeans and a red T-shirt with cap sleeves. 

Pru browsed the chinaware inside the small, local thrift store, but nothing appealed to her the way the ginger jar had to Pip. 

“Are we still on for the antiques fair tomorrow?” Pip asked. 

“Yes.” Pru smiled. 

“Ruff!” 

Pru and her boyfriend Jesse, the local police detective, were going with Pip and her new boyfriend David, a local lawn guy and college student. 

“Maybe I can ask someone at the fair if they know anything about this jar.” Pip headed over to the register. 

“You found something.” Jill, the capable, middle-aged woman who ran the store, smiled at Pip. “With your volunteer discount, it comes to four dollars and thirty cents.”

“Thanks.” Pip rummaged in her mini backpack and pulled out a red leather wallet. 

“Do you know who donated it?” Pru asked curiously.

“I’m afraid not. It was in a box of items that someone left on the doorstep overnight.”

“That happens a lot,” Pip commented. 

“We haven’t been receiving as many donations as usual, though,” Jill said. “I guess people are holding onto things more these days, or else they’re trying to sell them for a little extra cash.”

“Maybe this is secretly valuable.” Pip traced a pink flower on the jar. 

“Who knows?” Jill smiled. “It won’t be the first time someone’s found a real treasure in a thrift store.”

Pru and Pip thanked her, and left the shop. 

“I wonder if there’ll be any more ginger jars turning up,” Pip said. “I guess I’ll find out when I start my shift here next Wednesday.” 

“Are you going to start collecting them?” Pru asked. 

“Maybe.” Pip giggled. 

Pru and Teddy walked with Pip to her cute red convertible. 

“See you tomorrow morning!” Pip carefully tucked the ginger jar into a tote bag in the passenger seat. 

“See you then.” Pru smiled. 

“Ruff!”
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“Goody, you’re home.” Martha, her friend and roomie, grinned when Pru and Teddy entered the house. 

“Ruff!” Teddy scampered over to the cheery yellow sofa, climbed his doggy steps, and wriggled his way onto Martha’s comfortable lap. 

“What did you do today?” Pru asked curiously. She’d met Pip at the thrift store after she’d finished her shift at the library that afternoon, coming home first to take Teddy for a quick walk for Martha, and then zoom off with him to meet their friend. 

“I’m gonna help Noreen remodel her bathroom!” 

Martha’s springy gray curls bobbled. Although she was in her seventies, she had a round, youthful face and favored tracksuits, even when the weather was warmer. The only tell-tale detail that Martha might be older than she looked was the black rolling walker standing next to the sofa. 

“I thought you were going to have a rest for a while, now you’re back from Hollywood.”

“Ruff!” Teddy agreed.

“I know.” Martha stroked Teddy’s soft white fur, gently scratching behind his ear. “Now that I’ve sold my retired lady detective series to that big streaming company, and finished having all those meetings with them, I thought all I wanted to do was visit the senior center a couple of times per week and help out occasionally at the thrift store. But ...” She pouted.

“But?”

“I got bored!”

Pru laughed. “Sorry, I can’t help it.” 

“So me and Teddy visited Noreen today, and she told me all about this big project she wants to do with her bathroom. She showed me all these beautiful photos from magazines of bathrooms people have planned and supervised themselves, and said if they can do it, surely she can, too.” 

“I’m sure she can,” Pru agreed. Noreen was a stately and very capable lady who was a good friend of Martha’s. In fact, it had been Noreen who’d mentioned to Pru that Martha was looking for a roommate when Pru had first arrived in Gold Leaf Valley and been looking for somewhere to live. 

“Now she knows what sort of look she’s going for, she’s gotta interview contractors, and asked me to help her.”

“Ruff!” 

“That will keep you busy.”

“Yep.” Martha beamed. “And when she hires the one we like best, we’ve gotta make sure they do a good job. No going off for a two-hour lunch and talking on their phone for half the day.”

At Pru’s inquisitive look, Martha elaborated, “Noreen showed me a video online where this contractor was secretly filmed and did both those things.”

“Ah.” She nodded. 

“And Teddy can come with me. Of course, we won’t be inside the bathroom when all the work is being done. We can sit out in Noreen’s garden and chat, and make sure we hear the work happening.”

“He’ll be glad to be with you.” She smiled at Teddy, nestled happily in Martha’s turquoise tracksuit clad lap. 

Martha had adopted him as a puppy from the local animal shelter a while ago, and the two were very close. When Martha had gone to Hollywood to sell her home-made TV series, Teddy had stayed here with Pru, but had missed Martha. Now he was reluctant to leave Martha’s side, unless he'd already spent a lot of time with her that day, and the lure of a walk and an outing with Pru was too good to resist. 

“Yeah.” Martha smiled. “I missed you lots and lots while I was in Hollywood, little guy, but now I’m back home and everything is back to normal.” She glanced up at Pru. “So, what did you and Pip get up to today?” 

Pru told her about the ginger jar Pip had found in the thrift store.

“I used to collect those.” Martha’s eyes sparkled. “Then I gave them away when I moved in here.” She gestured with her hand around the living room. “Didn’t have enough space.”

Pru nodded, although the duplex was quite roomy for a two-bedroom dwelling.

“Hey! Maybe she bought one of mine! What did it look like?”

“It was white with pink flowers.”

“Ruff!” 

Martha screwed up her eyes. “Nope,” she said after a moment. “I didn’t have one like that.”

“That would have been a coincidence.”

“You betcha.” Martha grinned. 

They ordered one of their favorite meals for dinner –pepperoni and pineapple pizza. While they ate, Pru updated Martha on her plans for the next day – the antiques fair with Jesse, Pip, and David. 

“Jesse hasn’t been around so much lately,” Martha said after finishing her fourth slice. 

Teddy had gazed hopefully at the aromatic pizza when Pru had set it out on the kitchen table, but had settled for a liver and cheese cookie instead.

“He’s got a new case – missing garbage cans.”

Martha chuckled, then sobered when she realized Pru wasn’t laughing with her. “Really?”

“Yes.” 

Jesse had called her last night, confirming their double date with Pip and David on the weekend, and telling her with a note of frustrated resignation in his voice that he’d been assigned to find missing garbage cans. 

Apparently, teens were suspected of stealing them from the curb and dumping them somewhere. It was the “somewhere” that Jesse had to find. She knew he was far better suited to tracking down killers and burglars, but sometimes crime was a little slow in the Northern Californian town.

And sometimes there seemed to be a murder every month or so – sometimes sooner. 

“He’ll track them down quick,” Martha commented. 

“Ruff!” Teddy agreed.

They decided to watch a spy drama on TV, Pru yawning by the time it finished. 

They’d agreed that Teddy would accompany her to the antiques fair the following day while Martha gabbed on the phone to Noreen about which contractors they should interview first. 

Pru said goodnight, looking forward to seeing Jesse the next morning. It should be a fun day out.
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CHAPTER 2
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“Hi.” Pru opened the front door the next morning and smiled at Jesse, appreciating his wavy dark hair and rugged good looks. He wore denim jeans and a white T-shirt which suited his lean, masculine frame. 

“Hi.” He dropped a quick kiss on her lips before Martha trundled up to them with her rolling walker, Teddy by her side. The little dog greeted Jesse with a quick sniff of his shoes, then sat on his haunches. 

“I haven’t seen you much since I got back from Hollywood, Jesse.” Martha’s tone was a tad reproachful. “When are you gonna come over for dinner again?”

“Any time,” he replied with a smile. “As long as I’m not working.”

“What about these garbage cans you’ve gotta find?” Martha wanted to know. “Are you gonna look for them at night?”

“We’re going to keep a look out on Monday night for the teens who are stealing them,” Jesse explained.

“How do they know it’s teens?” Pru asked curiously.

“A woman saw a couple of kids stealing her can last week,” he explained. “She said they were either short men or teenage boys, all wearing hoodies.”

“Even in summer?” Martha frowned. 

“You’re wearing a tracksuit.” Jesse indicated the fuchsia ensemble. 

“Well, yeah, but that’s because I’m a senior,” Martha said. “And sometimes I get a bit cold, even in warm weather. But when I was young, I wore T-shirts and shorts in the summer.” She paused. “I guess it would be harder for anyone to recognize them if they wore hoodies.”

“We’ll catch them,” Jesse said. 

“Which part of town are they targeting?” Pru asked. 

“The western side,” he replied. “They haven’t tried around here yet.”

“That’s a shame,” Martha spoke. “You could have dinner with us Monday night and stake out the front yard.”

Jesse smiled. “If they start targeting this area, I might take you up on it.”

“Goody.” Martha beamed. 

She waved them away, telling Teddy to be a good boy for Pru, and trundled back into the house, saying she was going to call Noreen so they could discuss contractors.

“Would you like to come for dinner Monday night anyway?” Pru asked him after he started the engine of his black sedan. “Before you have to go to the western part of town?”

“I’d like that.” He gave her a lingering look. “It will be fun to browse the antiques fair with Pip and David today, but it would be nice if it was just us.” 

“Ruff!” And me!

“Yes.” Pru smiled. “And you, Teddy.”

She laid her hand on Jesse’s arm for a moment, hoping it would convey all the feelings she had for him. She thought it did. 

Jesse leaned over and kissed her softly, then straightened and pulled out onto the quiet tree-lined street. 

The antiques fair was held on the edge of town in a vacant field. They’d agreed to meet Pip and David there at ten o’clock.

“There’s Pip’s car.” She pointed to the snazzy red convertible parked near the entrance gates.

Pip spied them and waved enthusiastically. David stood next to her, his short brown hair flopping slightly over his brow, a smile on his friendly face. 

Jesse parked nearby and they walked toward them, Teddy hopping on his hind legs leading the way, impatient to see Pip. 

“Hi, Teddy.” Pip bent down to stroke his fluffy white fur. Today she wore jeans and a pink T-shirt.

“Ruff!” Teddy smiled up at her, showing his white teeth. 

“Hi, David.” Pru greeted Pip’s companion, who wore jeans and a blue T-shirt. They’d only met recently, when she and Pip had worked to clear out Rose Leaf House. David had taken care of the garden. 

“Hi,” David smiled at her and Jesse. “I don’t know much about antiques but Pip made it sound like fun.” 

Pru noticed he was carrying a tote bag with a blue bird embroidered on it. 

“Me either,” Jesse said easily. “But it’s good to get away from work and just enjoy the day.”

The blue sky was cloudless and the warm summer sun shone down on them pleasantly. Pru hoped it wouldn’t get too hot later on, as she was wearing jeans too.

“I can’t wait to find out if my ginger jar is worth something.” Pip straightened and pointed to the tote bag David carried. “It’s in there.”

Pru quickly filled in Jesse on Pip’s thrift store find. 

“Let’s find out if your ginger jar is valuable.” He took Pru’s hand.

Entry was free, so they strolled through the gates. The fair has just opened thirty minutes earlier and it wasn’t too crowded yet. 

We need to find a ceramics stand,” Pip said, gazing around. 

Pru counted at least twenty stalls spread out in the field. 

“Why don’t we go down this aisle?” Jesse gestured to the tables along the row near them. 

“And then we can come back down the other side,” David added. 

“Perfect.” Pip nodded. “Is that okay, Pru?”

“It sounds like a good plan.” She smiled. 

They wandered along, stopping at each stall to see what was on offer. Silverware, featuring antique cutlery with bone handles, covered one table, while clocks, including an old wooden cuckoo clock with a yellow cuckoo popping out as it chimed, covered another.

“Cuckoo!” 

“Ruff!” Teddy jumped up at the bird, trying to reach it, but it was attached to a makeshift wall. The elderly owner chuckled at Teddy’s antics, offering Pru a discount if she was interested. She thanked him, but she didn’t want the cuckoo clock startling Teddy every time it reached the hour.

“There!” Pip dashed ahead to a big table filled with chinaware and ginger jars. The others caught up with her.

“Looking for something in particular?” the woman behind the counter asked. She was in her forties with shoulder-length dark hair, and wore beige slacks with a short-sleeved lilac blouse.

“I bought a ginger jar yesterday from the thrift store, and I’m wondering if it’s valuable.” Pip took the tote bag from David, and pulled out a cardboard box. David held it steady for her as she carefully lifted out the jar.

“That is pretty.” The woman admired it. “But I don’t think it’s valuable. They’ve made a lot of these types of jars over the years, especially in the nineteen-eighties and nineties when there was a real craze for them. A lot of them used to have a bag of preserved ginger inside.”

“Do you think this is from the eighties?” Pip asked. 

“It could be.” The woman took it from her and turned it upside down. “There’s no hallmark but that’s not uncommon. I would say it’s mass produced.”

“Is it worth anything at all?” David asked. 

“Maybe twenty to forty dollars,” the woman replied after a moment.

“And I only paid four dollars thirty!” Pip beamed. 

“You’ve got a good eye.” The woman handed the jar back to Pip. “I’m Brenda, by the way. Why don’t you take my card?” She plucked a card from the little holder behind the counter. “I do a lot of these fairs and I post my locations on my social media page.” She pointed to the URL on the card. 

“Thanks.” Pip handed David the
















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JINTY JAMES





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





