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Chapter 1: Treasure found?
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“What is that in your hot little hand, Jenny? Treasure? I hope so,” I grumbled, “So far, this little old trailer has been boring with a capital 'B' until the wall fell on you. That qualified as scary that we don't need to relive...” my prattle ran down like a wobbling top when I saw how captivated Jenny was in her find, but first I’ll catch you up to how we got to where we are.

* * *
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TWO DAYS AGO, WE DECIDED to spend our winter—or part of it at least—revamping Jenny's vintage trailer, a 1968 Scotsman. 

She’d bought the pint-sized jewel along with a 1971 Chevy pickup as a mismatched set before she had to make a greased lightning exit from Ely, Nevada. A panic-stricken escape when her previous life browbeating in-laws materialized at her landscaping job site. 

Her go-to in times of extreme stress is me, Joan Freed, the rebel life coach that nudged her to escape the first time.  

Jenny—previously known as Marion—called me.  I met her in Welton, Arizona, where she brought me up to date with her great escape before trailing me out to ‘Elaine, the Hoarder's’ place. 

Over the years we’ve become inseparable friends that depend on each other way more than either of us admit to, but we never deny it, either.  Our by-words are that we can go our separate ways anytime, but choose not to...today.

Now huddled in our camp chairs over the treasure, Jenny worked at the lock until the latch popped open and the story of the vintage trailer could unfold and be told. 

* * *
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“WELL,” I SAID, “I DON'T know how you did it. But a few minutes ago, it was a locked diary. Now it’s not. Here it is—open without destroying a morsel.” I sat bolt upright in my chair, itching to grab the seasoned old journal from her hands.

“So, what's the story?” I prodded.

Jenny shushed me and opened the cover gingerly, lightly thumbing through the pages. “Woah! It's full and is, in fact, from 1968. The first entry is dated August 21, 1968.” She read aloud,


“We picked up the truck and trailer today. Both new, never used—a first in our life together. A new beginning in our 60's. 

Last week we didn't have a clue how we would live or where our next meal would come from. I'm so glad I saved this little diary to record how this next stage of our life unfolds. I can only hope it's better than it has been for the last while...”


“Oh, my goodness, Jenny! How are we supposed to walk away from this when it starts out that way instead of 'It rained today'?” I found myself trying to x-ray through to the next page, bypassing Jenny.  I’m the reader/writer...she’s the mechanical one that can break into locked diaries without damaging anything.

Jenny turned the page, “I don't know, Joan. It's my house that's torn apart...but, you’re right. I can't close it up here...let's read no more than 5 pages at a time. Here's the next entry.”


“August 22, 1968. The hidey hole is built and quite invisible. We have our instructions and what we'll need to complete our first haul. We're headed out in the next hour. Wish us luck, diary. We're going to need it...”


Jenny turned the page. I sipped coffee and rubbed Patches' (Jenny's refugee Chihuahua that joined us in 'Rescue Me') head to keep her off Jenny's lap. The little black and white dog loves me (I'm the treat vendor) ...but she is 'in love' with Jenny. And Jenny is in love with her. The two could be joined at the ankle.


“August 25, 1968. We are at our destination. The tent is up, the tie-dyed bandanna is hung at the corner like a wind sock, as instructed. Now we hobnob like a regular retired tourist and wait for the package delivery. We have our story straight, I hope.”

“August 26, 1968. 4 AM. The package is here. We have only to load it, break camp, and deliver it fast without being noticed, stopped, or searched. This is very scary, diary. I don't know that we can do this, but if not this, then what?  Angus won’t impose ourselves on Dorothy...she’s at the breaking point already after the accident and must never know of our plight.”
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Chapter 2: What’s in the box?
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“I need to stop here, Joan.  My grandpa’s name is Angus and my mother’s name is Dorothy.  My imagination is conjuring terrible pictures and I don't even know these people’s situation other than desperate, covert, and scary. 

Maybe I can calm myself if we focus on getting that strange built-in box gone from under the table and I can put my tiny house back together. 

We'll throw everything from the table into the closet until I decide how to organize it.” Jenny closed the diary without trying to lock it and carried it back inside the Scotty, not waiting for a response from me.

Patches hopped down from my lap and followed her mommy. I sat where I was, absorbing the words Jenny had read. 

Were we dismantling a smuggler's lair? What were they smuggling? What happened that propelled the writer to turn to smuggling? Who were they? Are they still alive? I hoisted myself out of the chair and joined the entourage to finish my part of the project.

* * *
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THE 'BOX' JENNY WAS talking about made a tunnel from one side of the trailer to the other with outdoor access from either side. Removing the boxed framework required adding on to the bench fronts to make enclosed storage areas on either side of the table. The reward was much more leg room under the table and more storage under the table benches. 

Linoleum still covered the floor. The upright 2”x 2” had been left in place against the front wall of the trailer so a patch of paneling is all we would need to finish the bench fronts off. Jenny was pleased at the simplicity of the repair and chastised herself for not doing it sooner. 

But first, the cleaning/prepping had to be completed. While Jenny was cleaning, she stopped suddenly. “Joan, look at this. It's a white powder...and here's black powder.” She handed me her tiny dust pan. “It came from inside of the box.”

“Yes. It is exactly what you said. White powdery substance and black powdery substance—what I call dirt.” I shook it around a little in the dustpan. “What else do you think it is?” I handed it back to her.

“I don't know. After reading from the diary, I'm paranoid. Should one of us taste it? That's what they do on TV...but I don't want to taste it.” She shoved the pan back at me... “You taste it.”

I pushed back, “No, ma'am, no one's ever mistaken me for 'Mikey'. If it's drugs, I wouldn't know, anyway. It's your dirt...you do whatever your little heart desires with it.”

She lifted the dustpan to her nose and sniffed then sneezed. “I'm guessing my body is saying 'NO!'. Do you think I should save it?”

“Why should you save it? To go with the spooky diary?”

Jenny shrugged, “I don't know...evidence?”

“Evidence of what?”

She smiled, “Yes, Joan. Silly me. Will you pass me the trash basket, please?”

I grinned back at her and shoved the trash can at her, “Yes, ma'am, a wise decision if I ever heard one.”
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Chapter 3: Package delivered
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With the mysterious box and the evil powder scrapped, Jenny’s tiny house went back together quickly. The diary beckoned. Jenny and I succumbed.


“August 29, 1968.  We made it! Package was delivered fast and secure. They are pleased. I am jelly inside, with relief, I think. Not only because we dodged the living on the street bullet, but we may already know too much. Covert threats of prison, or worse, came with the job—and the tiny house.

We have instructions of where to pick up our second item on our 'itinerary' and payment for the one we just completed. We must continue if we want to keep this truck and trailer...the one that prevents our being homeless—living literally on the streets in our 60's... but, diary, is there ever a good age to be homeless?”

“August 30, 1968 This time we are headed for the deep south. We have cash in our pockets and food in the cupboards. I'm not relaxing yet, but the Scotty is beginning to feel a little like home, albeit a tiny home.

Angus is calming down some with cash flow happening and oatmeal on his every other morning breakfast menu again. He does like his butter and whole milk in a bowl of steaming oatmeal on a regular basis.”


Jenny stopped reading and chuckled, “That's funny. Angus is my grandpa's name—and he loved his oatmeal, too.” She shrugged, “Maybe it goes with the name.” She turned the page.


“September 3, 1968 We're here. The tent is set, tie-dyed bandanna blowing in the breeze, it's time to mingle. I hope I can, at least, take a walk and snap some pictures of this part of the country. It's thick humid—sticky, stinky humid. Are there alligators and boa constrictors here? I'm hoping to see real pink flamingos wading in the swamps—if this is where the swamps, alligators, and pink flamingos live. Maybe I'll pick up a few plastic pink flamingos to help us fit in better and distract people's attention from the tent and waving bandanna.”

“September 4, 1968 Package arrived—two this time. A tight squeeze but we're loaded and head out before daylight arrives. Ohio is our destination. I've never been there, either, but there's no time to actually 'be' a tourist. Our very life depends on our ability to be invisible in a crowd, fast as a scared bunny, and as secure as Fort Knox in a tin can on wheels.”


Jenny closed the diary. “I wish she'd say what's in these packages! Is it drugs? Is it people? Or exotic critters? Or what? This lady's driving me nuts!”

“I want to know how they got to be homeless,” I said. “She doesn't sound like they're demented or a 1960's Bonnie and Clyde.

I feel like it's time to do something else for a while. What's next on your list? Maybe we can find more clues...”

“Yes, Joan. Enough of this for now...I feel like I'm watching one of those 'waiting for something to happen' movies that never does.” Jenny stashed the diary and stood looking around her tiny house, playing juggle the priorities in her head for the next project.
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Chapter 4: Start in the middle
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But I’ve gotten ahead of myself. We didn’t start the revamp in the front and work back. We started in the middle, with the closet. The scenario went like this:

“Let's see what we can do with this closet, Joan. It always seems like it should be bigger inside. Of course, first I'll have to hand you everything out of it...I guess the table is where it will all have to go. I'm not even sure what I want to do with the closet once it's emptied...” 

Stuff came out, I took it and stacked it on the table—so much stuff! How did she get all that in there...and why did she think it should be bigger inside? “How many pairs of slippers do you need, Jenny?”

“Not as many as I have,” she chuckled, “That's another reason for doing this. Are you going to tell me you don't have the same 'I might need that someday' problem?”

“Ha ha,” I chuckled while she shoved clothes hangers and a rod at me.

Jenny backed off from the two-foot-wide floor to ceiling space and spread her arms, “And there ya are, Joan. Does that look right to you?”

“No. It does not. The wheel wells look too big and the side walls are too close to each other. I think you're onto something. Let's measure inside and outside—see what the difference is.”

Jenny grabbed her tape measure off the counter and measured the inside. “20 inches,” she said. The tape measure whirred across the outside of the closet. “24 inches, Joan. 

I'm not crazy. What will we find in this closet?” She tapped both sides of the closet. One sounded hollow while the other sounded thuddy. “That's the one,” she pointed to the thuddy sounding wall, “but first we have to open up this wheel well... No, we don't. Look!” 

She pointed at a tab sticking out from the side near a break in the board where it met the wheel well platform. She grabbed it and pulled, “The wallboard is loose. How about a putty knife, Joan? Can you slip and pry it from the top part and I'll keep wobbling this bottom corner?”

“You got it...I know we can both fit...think small, Jenny.” I grabbed my tiny stool, the putty knife and thought 'tall, skinny with chimpanzee arms' while I worked the top and sides of the panel. 

It was like prying open a Johnson's Paste Wax can, but it eventually quivered out of place...and an entire treasure trove of books, fat envelopes, clothing, and threadbare tie-dyed bandannas fell at my feet, burying Jenny. 

Patches yelped, barked and tried to dig her mommy out from under the avalanche that entombed her. Who knew one could get so much stuff in a 4-inch x 20-inch x 72-inch space...and close it up? 

“Oh, my goodness, Jenny!” I leaped off the stool and tossed from the top while Patches dug from the side, “Are you all right? Talk to us!” 

Brown, wavy hair, then a head appeared along with a groan. The head shook, “Egads, Joan, I've never had a desire to be buried alive—and I still don't! How did that happen?” Her arms shot up and out, tossing envelopes, a child's coat, and even a small jewelry box hither and yon. 

She shook herself free and stood up, surveying what she'd been shrouded in. “I'm okay, Patches. Really, I am,” she said, cradling the little black and white polka dot dog, “Thank you for rescuing me. Joan, she's shaking. Poor baby,” she crooned. “Let's sit a minute and let Patches calm down while we survey this mess. And you thought I had too many slippers...

What in the world did we let loose in my itty-bitty house?”

Jenny made her way to the table bench, Patches in one arm, and sunk down onto it. I followed and plunked on the other bench, a mountain of household supplies between us on the table.

“What can I get you, Jenny? Coffee, tea, water...? Cold wash rag for your head?”

“A cup of tea would be perfect, Joan. Patches is calming a little...I'm flabbergasted. How could so much fit into such a small space? And what, pray tell me, is it all?”

I put the kettle on for tea and palmed three bison treats for Patches while mommy and puppy took a breath.

* * *
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AFTER TEA AND SNEAKING peeks at the mountain of letters, ledgers, and trinkets that tumbled out of the wall space and onto Jenny, we decided crates that hang around here and there on a property was the very best way to corral it all for today. Tossing the cache unexplored was not even on the table. 

On our knees, surrounded by crates, we chucked handfuls into the crates. Jenny eased back on her haunches, her hands grasping a navy blue, 1” thick, 4” x 6” book. 

“I ask again, Jenny. Did you find treasure?”

She held what resembled the 5-Year Diary that all us young girls had in the 60's. “Maybe,” she said, fussing with the frayed flap that latched and locked it from prying eyes...or, at least, slowed them down. “It's yet to be determined since it's securely locked. Have you ever broken into one of these?”

I stopped grasping at the handfuls I was intent on clearing from the floor and joined Jenny on the other side of the mound, putting my brain in 'resourceful' mode and breathing to quell the anticipation of what the diary might reveal. “Nope. But I'm willing to learn. I don't even have one of the old keys from my days of recording who smiled at me today. 

How about a bobby pin? Seems like I've seen bobby pins used in movies...”

Jenny clambered up from the floor and retrieved a nail file and a bobby pin from a closet drawer, “Let's get comfy and snoop.”
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Chapter 5: Unanswered questions
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Two days into the puzzling diary and three milk crates of unexplored treasure made it impossible to focus on her next project. Jenny's combination bed and couch. Neither of us could see how to make it easier to open with all the unanswered questions stealing our attention.

After 10 minutes of staring at the bed with no input from either of us, we surrendered to curiosity and moved our party back outside. “We have to wait on those drawer-shelves I ordered anyway,” Jenny said, “to see how they're going to work.”

“Absolutely!'” I agreed.

“Let's see what some of this other stuff is,” I said. “I hope it will fill in some of the 2,000 blanks.

Here's an empty crate to use for the trash...and another to drop 'needs further review' into.”

“Perfect!” Jenny pulled a crate closer, closed her eyes, and plunged her hand into the mishmash, “And the winner is...an envelope! With no return address, no name, a post office box number address, and a postmark dated December 21, 1971 from Lake Stevens, Washington. It's a pre-stamped envelope.”

“Great! That already answers so many questions!” I said with my best sarcasm, “What's inside?”

Jenny examined how the envelope had been opened, “It's slit across the end, like with a letter opener.” She squeezed it to get her fingers inside and grasp the contents to pull out, “It's a Christmas card...a standard boxed card...nothing fancy or custom about it.” She opened the card and read it to me, 
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