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  1. Meet the Fenwicks


  One Friday afternoon, retirees Clayton and Doris Fenwick stared at their garage in Bogwood, Washington—a large suburb of Seattle. The garage was filled, floor to ceiling, with over 30 years of accumulated junk: rusted gardening tools, boxes of their son’s college textbooks, sports equipment, old games, scrap wood, unused furniture, and more. Much, much more.


  “It just needs tidying,” Clayton exclaimed in his perpetually loud voice. “Tidying!”


  Doris glared at him. “Tidying? Clayton, really! There’s 800 square feet of junk in this garage alone. Not to mention another 2400 square feet of refuse in the house. That’s 3200 square feet of stuff. You tell me how we’re going to fit all of this into an 1100 square foot condo?”


  “Errr… you may have a point, dear.”


  Doris patted her husband’s arm. “Of course I do.” She began to steer Clayton out of the garage and back toward the house. “Now, Judy said she read something in the Bogwood Reporter about a lady who specializes in this sort of thing.”


  “What? Hauling?”


  “No, silly. Garage sales. She takes care of everything. The organizing. The advertising. The selling. We just sit back and collect the money.”


  Clayton’s eyes brightened under his bushy brows. “Money?”


  “Sure. This stuff might be junk to us, but to someone out there, it’s valuable. We just have to get it into the hands of the right people.”


  “Yes.” Clayton started seeing the possibilities.


  Doris gave her husband a peck on the cheek. “I’ll take care of everything. Now get washed up for lunch.”


  




  2. Dick Nickerson


  Early the next morning, a tall, older gentleman named Dick Nickerson wedged himself into his banged up old Mini Cooper and drove from his West Seattle beach bungalow toward the suburban wilds of Bogwood. Dick had been up since 5:30 AM, which was typical for him. Sleep is over-rated, especially when you’re not very good at it. He took a gulp of home-brewed coffee from his travel mug and raced north on the highway at a decent clip.


  At this hour, the I-5/I-90 interchange was blessedly uncongested, unlike the other 23 hours in the day. In Dick’s opinion, Seattle traffic was actually worse than Los Angeles traffic. But he was making good time.


  Dick drove along I-90 across Lake Bogwood on a pontoon bridge, which (if his memory served correctly) was the longest “floating bridge” in the world. The highway itself actually floated on permanent pontoons which gently bobbed on the surface of the lake. A marvel of engineering.


  Lake Bogwood, situated directly east of Seattle, was a massive body of water, stretching over eighteen miles long and thirteen miles wide. The lake was named for Dick’s destination: the city of Bogwood, once considered a boring suburb of Seattle, but now a locale that held the distinction of the “Garage Sale Capital of the USA.” 


  When he arrived in the Seattle area three and a half years ago, some friends who knew Dick (and his interest in collectibles) suggested that he make the drive out to Bogwood one Saturday morning to experience garage-sale paradise for himself. And he was not disappointed. Not in the least. That first Saturday, he probably visited more than fifty garage sales in an area less than 30 square miles.


  Several weeks later, intrigued with this unique municipality, Dick attended a lecture at the community college. The topic was the history of Bogwood. The gentleman presenting the lecture was the Bogwood town historian, a fussy man named Malcolm Urnbaden.


  Mr. Urnbaden started the lecture with a projected computer slideshow of photographs and maps from the 1800s. Bogwood was indeed built on a bog in the late 1870s as Seattle was expanding as part of the timber and paper industry boom. He projected a large geological map of the area and then zoomed in to a zone on the east side of the lake. This whole area was once downtown Bogwood, back over a hundred years ago, but now everything here is under sixteen feet of peat and sphagnum. The bogs kind of come and go. There's a natural ebb and flow to the water table. Luckily today the entire area is regulated by a series of sluice gates which channel the bog water to various regions in the area. We have some of the most sophisticated groundwater control systems outside the Low Countries. Computer-controlled sluice gates. State-of-the-art drainage tunnels. Solar-powered hydro mechanisms. It's quite amazing what we can do nowadays.


  Urnbaden changed slides and projected a hand-drawn map of Old Bogwood. Around 1881 there was a general store/provisioner and the town square. Over here, or just about there, was Peter Caldwell's farm house. He was one of Bogwood's founding fathers. Not exactly sure where it went. Of course, now we know to build on higher ground.


  The next slide showed a contemporary photograph of a small log cabin with an even smaller outbuilding. This is the oldest standing structure in Bogwood. The Porter Cabin—built in 1879. And you can see right around here…the garage. Of course, it wasn't really exactly a garage as we know it. But they used to store extra household items in here. Old butter churners, baskets, fireplace implements…


  That naturally led to a question from the audience about Bogwood’s status as the Garage Sale Capital of the USA. Urnbaden smiled and explained that one of the reasons for this accolade was the simple fact that Bogwood has more garages per capita than any other city in America. I think the current figure is around 3.8 garages for every man, woman, and child in the area. That number has actually been trending upwards over the past few years as we've been trying to increase the density of the area. Some neighborhoods in Bogwood have actually been experimenting with eliminating the house all together and putting just garages on the plat. We could get up to five garages per person in the not-too-distant future.


  Being a history buff and amateur historian himself, Dick was fascinated. Especially when Mr. Urnbaden launched into the story of how a particular dance step was born in Bogwood.


  Yes, the “Bogwood Two-Step.” It’s not really a dance-step, per se. Back around the turn of the century, downtown Bogwood presented some special challenges to the pedestrian. We didn’t quite have the sophisticated drainage systems we have today, so as a result there were quite a lot of puddles. Puddles. Sinkholes. Standing water. And so the early residents of Bogwood were always kind of skipping, and jumping over the puddles—which gave them a funny little walk. It became known around the Pacific Northwest as the “Bogwood Two-Step.”


  




  3. Ed LaSalle


  Ed LaSalle drove an old Ford Taurus through the suburbs of Bogwood. He checked the clock on the dash. 8:57 AM. He’d already been to two g-sales—in and out like the pro he was. One of the sales just had kid stuff which really pissed Ed off. Who wants to drive all the way across town for kids clothes, cheap plastic toys, car seats, and other junk? But it did give him an idea that he was able to use at the second sale. 


  The second sale hadn’t even officially been open yet, but he convinced the people running the sale that he was on his way to the airport to pick up his pregnant wife and just had two minutes to run through and try to find her a certain stuffed bear she loved. He ended up passing on the bear, but nabbing a vintage Scrabble game.


  Ed did have a wife—Katie—but she hadn’t been pregnant for six months. Right now, she was home taking care of their infant son, Ben. As far as Ed knew, Katie didn’t like stuffed bears or Scrabble games. She certainly didn’t like garage sales, so Ed went alone—which was actually better because he could move faster. No ball and chain to weigh him down. Most days little Ben kept the “wife aggro” down by occupying Katie until ten or eleven. Sometimes longer if he was sick, bless his little heart. And by that time, Ed was on his way back to their Renton subdivision—since everyone knew that all the good stuff from garage sales was gone well before noon. Especially in Bogwood.


  




  4. Angela Cocci


  Angela Cocci was an attractive, green-eyed blonde. A pleasant woman in her 30s, Angela nonetheless was difficult to speak with—as she was constantly distracted by her pet, a fluffy dog named Cocoa. The dog was with her round-the-clock, which led to several job changes precipitated by employer pet policies—as well as several relationship changes due to boyfriends (and fiances) not happy with being number two on Angela’s list of affections. Because of her tumultuous life, Angela often self-medicated with white wine, although wisely not at the moment, since she was driving. And it was 8:55 AM.


  Angela drove a Subaru Forester, which in Bogwood had the distinction of being the unofficial car choice of lesbians. Angela did not identify herself as a lesbian (although honestly, the thought had never crossed her mind); she liked the Subaru because it was a good dog car. And naturally, Cocoa came first.


  On this particular Saturday morning, Angela was on her way to indulge the second of her passions: finding vintage treasures at garage sales that she could later sell online. Her five year plan is to make enough money from “garage sale-ing” to quit her day job as a focus group moderator. 


  Deep in the suburbs of Bogwood, Angela scanned the street as she drove. This is a good street, she thought. Streets are very important. You've got to know the neighborhoods. Her last stop left a bad taste in her mouth. The people holding the garage sale were “giffers”—professional sellers. Angela could tell just by the merchandise. These folks had a garage sale just about every weekend. They imported stuff from the Far East and re-sold it. Giffer stuff. Cheap crap. Fake Pokemon. Fake trading cards. New earthenware that they scuffed up to make it look vintage. Mass-produced stuffed animals. It was a disgrace.


  Angela recalled the time last summer when an out-of-state couple (amateurs!) actually accused her of being a giffer when she pounced on a vintage 70s owl figurine that was selling for $1. She wasn’t a giffer; she was a flipper. There’s a big difference. She re-sold items that she found at garage sales. That owl earned her $18 on Etsy. Score! 


  




  5. BJ Harwood & Helen Ziegler


  On the other side of Bogwood, another Subaru Forester (festooned with rainbow bumper stickers) made its way through a newer subdivision. BJ Harwood, a stout woman, drove aggressively around a slow-moving mini-van, while her partner, Helen Ziegler, a pretty brunette, checked Google Maps on her iPhone.


  “Should be right around here,” Helen said. 


  Last night, they got an email tip from their friend Jenniphur who works in the classified ad department of The Bogwood Journal. Apparently, there was a mix-up in the ad for a big estate sale and not many people knew there was a preview for folks in the trade two hours before the doors opened to the general public.


  As owners of the retro-modern boutique “Moddities,” BJ & Helen were definitely in the trade. And if BJ had her way (and she usually did, thought Helen), they wouldn’t leave without four or five spectacular pieces that they got at rock-bottom prices. Helen smiled at BJ and reflected on how much life had changed in the past two years. Before she met BJ, Helen ran the store by herself—and it didn’t sell retro-modern furnishings. It specialized in Mexican/Texan housewares with lots of wrought iron, terra cotta, folk art, handmade rugs, and imported Mexican furniture. Helen remembered BJ’s first reaction when she saw the store. 


  “What’s with all this Tex/Mex stuff?” BJ asked as she inspected a ceramic burro. 


  Helen corrected her. “It’s actually ‘Mex/Tex.’ The food is called ‘Tex/Mex’ but when you refer to the design style, it’s ‘Mex/Tex.’ Inverted…” Helen was a former English teacher, so she tended to be precise about language. 


  BJ, however, remained unimpressed. “Whatever. It’s a little… I don’t know… farty.” 


  A few weeks later, BJ took Helen on a weekend getaway to Palm Springs to show her a design style that was very much in demand and that BJ believed would stay in demand for a good long time: retro-modern.


  “Retro modern is also called ‘mid-century modern.’ It’s just another name for the same style,” BJ explained over breakfast at Lloyd’s, a hipster diner in downtown Palm Springs. “It’s basically furniture and other home furnishings from the 1950s through the 1970s.”


  “Early seventies,” came a voice from the next table over. It belonged to a very tan, well-dressed man in his 60s, who looked like a gay Hugh Hefner. 


  “Excuse me?” said BJ.


  “Once you get into 1973-1974, you’re out of the retro modern period.” The man poured a little milk in his tea, English style.


  Helen watched as BJ grabbed her orange juice and went over to the other side of the booth to sit across from Hugh. 


  “What about the mushroom lamp?” BJ dared him.


  Hugh sniffed. “Please…”


  “The Costello-Faber mushroom lamp in orange was manufactured in 1974.” BJ slammed her orange juice down on the table. “It's a classic retro-modern piece.”


  “Debatable,” Hugh said. 


  It turned out that Hugh (whose real name was Gerald Maissely) owned a retro-modern antique shop there in Palm Springs. He invited BJ & Helen to visit, and by the time they left six hours later to find a U-Haul, BJ had put $40,000 worth of merchandise on her credit card. “Inventory,” she explained to Helen as they drove away. “I’m your new partner. We’ll call the store ‘Moddities.’ What do you think?”


  They’d been together ever since.


  




  6. “We’re Not Dead Yet!”


  The Fenwick’s doorbell rang precisely at 2 PM on a sunny Monday in May. The woman ringing the doorbell was nothing if not precise… and punctual. Her name was Vicky Bell and she was a prim, well-put-together, 42-year-old businesswoman. 


  The door opened and revealed Mrs. Fenwick, who smiled at her visitor.


  Vicky smiled back and introduced herself with a business card. “Hello. Vicky Bell, Bell Estate Sales. Are you Mrs. Fenwick?”


  “Yes, I'm Doris Fenwick. Please come in.”


  Vicky smiled again. She knew that people liked and trusted those who smiled, so she smiled at every opportunity. As she entered the foyer of the Fenwick house, Vicky looked around, eyes slightly open and smiled again. It was an expression that she practiced in front of the mirror. “What a lovely home!” she exclaimed. Actually, it was a lovely foyer. You couldn’t really see much of the home.


  From the other room, a man bellowed something that sounded very much like “We’re not dead yet!” Vicky tilted her head, ever so slightly, like a Pomeranian who wasn’t quite sure what she had just heard.


  The foyer opened up into a wall of glass windows and it almost seemed to Vicky that she was looking out at the back porch. If this was true, this would be the smallest and narrowest house she’d ever set foot in. Then suddenly the windows made sense. She was looking into an open air atrium at the center of the house. Hallways turned to the left and the right and the house spread around the atrium. “This is nice,” Vicky said, actually meaning it for once.


  Doris Fenwick smiled at the compliment and was about to elaborate on the architecture, when her husband Clayton stomped into the hallway and glared at Vicky. “I said, ‘we're not dead.’ Why the hell would we have an estate sale?”


  “Clayton, stop it!” Doris said, mortified at his rudeness.


  Vicky brandished another business card in Clayton Fenwick’s direction. “I'm Vicky Bell. Bell Estate Sales… Nice to—”


  Clayton waved the card away. “Why don't you come back when we've passed on. I'm sure Xavier—”


  His wife cut him off and turned to their guest. “Let's go in here, Mrs. Bell.” She set off toward the living room.


  Vicky smiled at Clayton and used her best “soothing voice” on him. “Don't you worry, Mr. Fenwick, we conduct many estate sales for clients who are very much alive. It just means we're going to be selling everything in the house.”


  “Our condo is fully furnished—” Doris reminded her husband.


  “You're not selling my moss collection! That's coming with us!” Clayton shouted.


  Did he really say “moss collection?” Vicky wondered. These folks were easily the weirdest people she ever worked with. Still, the confusion about terminology was fairly common. The term “estate sale” did suggest a death. 


  As Doris began a tour of the house, Vicky remembered explaining the issue to that reporter from The Bogwood Journal a few weeks ago while she was being interviewed for the article. A lot of people get confused by the nomenclature. On the East coast—especially the Northeast, they are called "tag sales." The Midwest calls them "yard sales." Down South they're called "porch sales" or "gimme sales." Here in the west, we call them "garage sales"—or “g-sales” especially here in Bogwood.


  After the tour, Vicky sat down with Clayton and Doris in the kitchen and asked them to talk about themselves. This was something Vicky had learned from  experience (or possibly from a sales seminar—she couldn’t remember which). The basic idea is that people love to talk about themselves and so the smart businesswoman creates that opportunity early on in the sales process. It was as easy as sitting down and saying those magic words: “So tell me about yourselves.”


  Clayton immediately brightened. “I am a paper rep. Retired now. But I had the whole northwest as my territory.”


  “And I’m a homemaker,” Doris said. “We have one child, Xavier, who will be coming in from Boise and staying for a few weeks to help with the sale.”


  “He’s an Internet millionaire,” Clayton added.


  “No he isn't.”


  “He’s going to be.” Clayton was obviously proud of his son.


  “We’ve lived here since 1968.”


  “And why are you moving?” Vicky asked. It was good to ask one or two innocuous questions during this process. It made the potential customers think you were actually interested in what they were saying.


  Doris’s smile faltered. Just for a second. “Like much of Bogwood, our house was built on a bog. And we’ve occasionally had problems with water in the crawlspace. So we decided to move.”


  “She’s crazy!” Clayton interjected. “There’s nothing wrong with this house. I am not leaving my moss collection! You're going to have to kill me first. And then you can have your estate sale!”


  “Oh Clayton…” Doris sighed. “Mrs. Bell, would you care for some coffee?”


  “It’s actually Miz Bell and that would be lovely.”


  While Clayton puttered around in his den, Doris served coffee and pie. 


  “Well, Mrs. Fenwick, I’ll want to take a closer look, but upon first glance I see that you’ve got some nice mid-century modern pieces here. The collectors go wild over that style of furniture.”


  “Really?”


  “Oh yes. Top dollar.” Vicky smiled and took another bite of pie. It was delicious, but she wasn’t sure of the berry. Maybe hinkleberry? “Every few years a different style of furniture and design becomes popular. Now it’s mid-century modern. Furniture from the 1950s and 60s.”


  “Well then I must show you our prized piece of furniture. Let’s take our coffee into the living room.”


  They headed back into the living room, a long room in the front of the house. Clayton trailed along, nabbing his own piece of pie along the way. 


  Doris walked in front of a sleek, Danish-modern hutch, showing it off like she was Vanna White. “Ta da!”


  “Wow. This is a nice piece,” Vicky said, as she ran her hand along the edge of the cupboard. “Wonderful condition. Great lines.”


  Doris beamed. “Yes, we got it at Danegrim’s Furniture when we first moved in. Unfortunately, it’s much too big for the condo.”


  “Well, this should fetch a pretty penny. May I?” She started to slide open a door to get a look at the inside.


  “Of course.”


  There inside—on one of the shelves—was what looked to be a low potted plant. Before Vicky could get a good look, Clayton lunged at her. “No! Goddamn it, that’s got to stay in the dark. No light!” He slammed the door of the hutch, nearly crunching Vicky’s fingers in the process. She stumbled back. What the hell?!


  “Clayton!” Doris was mortified. Again.


  “That’s part of my moss collection and it can’t be exposed to light!” 


  That was the third time he mentioned a moss collection, Vicky mused. She didn’t want to, but she knew she was obligated to ask Clayton about the moss. And that’s how she found herself in the back yard.


  




  7. Clayton’s World of Mosses


  Clayton led Vicky out the side door and across a shady lawn. She could tell he was now on his best behavior, trying to be personable. 


  “I’ve been working on this lawn for years, but look at it.” Clayton reached down and plucked something from the lawn. “Damn grass! It's crowding out the moss.”


  Vicky just smiled, and wondered if she was ruining her shoes in the muck that Clayton called a lawn.


  A voice from behind the tall hedge called “Yoo hoo, Clayton!” It was a female voice. Older, but still girlish. Clayton either didn’t hear it or chose to ignore it. He motioned for Vicky to follow him around the back of the house.


  The area used to be a concrete sport court with a basketball hoop, but the large Douglas Fir trees which surrounded the house cast perpetual shadows. This gave rise to a bumper crop of moss which clung to the concrete surface like a thick outdoor rug. So this is the famous moss collection…? But it wasn’t.


  Clayton ambled over to a thick wood potting table in the shadiest corner of the court. On the table were a dozen—maybe two dozen—potted mosses. 


  “I’ve been collecting and growing mosses and lichens for over 22 years,” Clayton said. He lifted a pot containing a flowering moss. “This one here I got at last year’s NMA conference in Vancouver. That’s ‘National Moss Association.’ It’s a sphagellium mitrosis. Very rare.”


  “Uh huh…”


  Clayton pointed at another moss. “This is an ancellibum. Only grows on turnips, potatoes, or other tubers. Almost lost it to the early frost last year.”


  “Really…”


  “Most people don’t know this, but many kinds of mosses are edible. This harburnia, for instance, tastes a lot like slightly runny Muenster cheese. It does turn your teeth green, however. Not permanently. Try a sprig.” He pulled a tuft of moss from the pot and offered it to Vicky. She took it and moved it toward her mouth. The second Clayton turned away, she chucked the moss sprig into the bushes.


  “Mmmm…” she said, miming eating.


  “One of my favorites is the opeistus koovular or ‘shadow moss.’ This is called the ‘groundhog of mosses’ because in the spring, right around Groundhog Day, the opeistus will either curl clockwise or counterclockwise, depending on the light and the temperature. If it’s clockwise, we’re going to have six more weeks of winter. If it’s counter-clockwise, it’s going to be an early spring. You can set your watch by this moss.”


  “Fascinating…” She tried to sound at least a little interested.


  “A lot of folks talk about mosses growing on just the north side of things like stumps or trees. It’s kind of an old wives tale, to be sure.”


  “I didn’t know that… you know we should probably—”


  But Clayton was on a roll. “Fact is, it kind of depends on the type of moss and the climate and where you happen to be. Here in the Northwest, most mosses actually grow on the south side of objects—they like the southern exposure. On other continents, like Australia, they tend to grow on the north or northwest side of things. In South America, everything’s kind of tilted to the east. About ten to fifteen degrees north or south of true east—depending on the elevation, and in the Baltics—”


  “Clayton!” a voice called. It was the same older, but girlish voice Vicky had heard earlier. This time she got to see the owner of the voice: a sixty-something woman wearing a big hat and gardening gloves, pushing through the hedge that separated the Fenwick property from their neighbors. Ignoring Vicky, the woman strode right over to Clayton and began scolding him. “Clayton! There you are. Didn’t you hear me?”


  “Ummm…” Clayton looked flustered.


  The woman finally noticed Vicky. Her eyes squinted a little in disapproval and she turned back to Clayton. “What's going on, Clayton?”


  “This lady is helping us with our garage sale, Marie.”


  Vicky smiled at the woman and presented her with a business card. “Vicky Bell. Bell Estate Sales. Very nice to meet you.”


  Marie ignored Vicky and the business card. She kept her eyes locked on Clayton. “Oh? This is the first I heard of this.”


  Clayton shook his head. “Are you out of your gourd?! We just talked about this yesterday. Remember?”


  Clearly something was going on here, Vicky thought.


  “I guess I must have blocked it out,” Marie said. There was an awkward pause and then Marie rushed over and embraced Clayton. “Clayton. I just can’t stand the thought of you leaving here. Leaving me.”


  “I don’t know what to say, Marie. We’ve got the condo—” He tried to disentangle himself. 


  Marie’s expression darkened. “It’s all her doing, isn’t it, Clayton. You’re just under her spell, aren’t you?”


  Clayton became obviously flustered and steered Vicky back toward the moss table. “This ballaricus is a very unique kind of moss that has a growing pattern similar to—”


  At that moment, an older gentleman with kind eyes shuffled on to the property. “Marie?” he blurted. “What are—”


  “I’m not coming back to you, David.” The woman held her head up high.


  The kind-eyed man looked like he was about to cry. “What are you talking about, Marie?” 


  “Clayton and I are moving to South America.”


  “What the hell?!!” Clayton exclaimed.


  Vicky smiled at all the participants in this weird tableau. “I think I’ll just head back in. Mrs. Fenwick and I need to discuss a few details…”


  




  8. A New Arrival


  “Here’s another piece we got when we moved in.” Doris escorted Vicky toward a large silver arc lamp. Vicky recognized the style at once. The iconic lamp had an eight foot curving arm which terminated in a big silver shade that was almost globular in shape. 


  “Rosewood base… good condition,” Vicky commented. “These go for several thousand dollars new.”


  “Thousand?!” Doris clearly had no idea of the lamp’s worth.


  Clayton entered the room. Apparently he escaped from the family drama in the back yard and decided to butt back into the business at hand.


  “Ahem, this lamp is probably worth at least five thousand dollars new. This is the Excelsior model. Top of the line. See that bulb? They don't make a bulb like that any more.” He inadvertently turns the shade toward Vicky, shining the light into her face and temporarily blinding her.


  “What are you talking about, Clayton?” Doris scolds her husband. “Of course they still make bulbs like this. I bought one at Shop-Mart right before Christmas.”


  “You did not buy a bulb for an Excelsior at Shop-Mart! You cannot get a bulb that emits 2500 lumens at a discount store! That’s a special order bulb!”


  At that moment, there was the sound of the front door slamming and moments later a hard-looking, prematurely gray-haired man stalked into the room toting an overnight bag. “Ma, Dad. I'm hungry. Do you have any fish sticks? What’s that Caddy in our driveway? You didn’t get a new car—”


  Doris ran over to hug her son. “Xavier!” Clayton clapped Xavier on the shoulder. “Hey kiddo.”


  Xavier greeted his parents, then noticed Vicky. “You’re not my regular parole officer…”


  




  9. e-Inmates.com


  It wasn’t until later that evening, when Vicky had some time to herself, that she learned about Xavier Fenwick’s background. By Googling him. Naturally.


  Mr. Fenwick had mentioned that his son was some kind of Internet millionaire, and at the time Vicky thought that the old man was exaggerating, but it looked like he wasn’t far off the mark. Interesting. Very interesting.


  Most of the websites that mentioned Xavier Fenwick discussed his position as founder and CEO of an Internet company called “e-Inmates.com” which Vicky had never heard of. Luckily there was a YouTube video of Xavier at some sort of business conference pitching his company.


  In the video Xavier was at a podium, smiling in a way that reminded Vicky of a disgraced politician. 


  “Everyone makes mistakes in their lives—at some point, and I think it is one’s capacity to learn from those mistakes that truly distinguishes us as humans,” Xavier said. He blinked and got serious. “Let me tell you how it all began. Several years ago, I served some time at Safford Federal Penitentiary. We don’t really need to go into why I was there—the point is, during my 32 months at Safford, I made some very close personal friendships. Very close.” Xavier adjusted his tie and continued. “Whenever men—or women—spend time in a confined area, whether it be a high school, a foxhole, an office, or a medium-security facility—you tend to form some incredibly intense bonds. These are the kinds of relationships that affect you throughout your life.”


  He took a sip from a water bottle. “So when I was released from Safford, I tried to get in touch with some of my old buddies. You know, for a variety of different reasons—personal, career networking—some owed me money. Again the specific reasons aren’t really important. What I found out was, that it is very difficult for a private individual to access state and federal prison records—not to mention international prisons. The bottom line is: it was virtually impossible for me to find my buddies. Some of whom it was critical for me to locate.” Xavier got a very intense look in his eyes which actually made Vicky shiver a little—even over the Internet.


  “Like most of the entrepreneurs here in the audience, I remember the exact day I came up with the idea for e-Inmates.com. I was at the gym working out, and just kind of daydreaming about a guy I used to throw up steel with… a guy by the name of Martin Duvalier. At that point I was taking some state-sponsored computer education classes and I just put one and two together and thought: what if there was an online directory of inmates and ex-cons where you could go and find old prison buddies? Kind of like Facebook for Prison. Bingo!”


  Xavier took another drink of water. Vicky couldn’t help herself from thinking: There was something incredibly…magnetic…about this man.


  “So I went back home, jumped on the ‘net and started my preliminary research,” Xavier continued. “I never did find Martin Duvalier. As a side note, I’m pretty sure he’s dead. But fortunately, I did manage to track down a guy by the name of Elliott Braun, who I met in Lompoc in the early 80s. He was very technical. Knew a lot about databases and networks. Actually ended up getting him in trouble with a major financial institution. He laughed, but not in a pleasant way. “But anyway, I recruited Elliott to be my CTO and we put together version 1.0 of e-Inmates.com with a bunch of old servers in my basement. The site really grew, mostly by word of mouth, and today we have over 25 million users.”


  The audience applauded at this point, which seemed to energize Xavier. “E-inmates.com is not just for people who served time in prisons. Not at all. We serve the needs of the families, friends, and associates of inmates and ex-cons. We have lots of great features on the site—including chat, email, video sharing, daily deals, message boards and more. It turns out that we serve a potentially valuable demographic segment. Did you know that just about 3% of the U.S. population is currently serving time, has served time, or knows someone who has been an inmate? Advertisers are getting savvy about reaching this audience.”


  Xavier finishes up his presentation. “Today e-Inmates.com employs about 120 people and we’re cash-flow positive. I can’t go into detail, but we are in negotiations with some major media companies about some strategic partnerships, and we may, in the near future be evaluating the IPO path. Thank you very much for your time—and be sure to visit us at Booth 312.” More applause and then the video ended.


  Wow, Vicky thought. What a guy—


  




  10. Pot o’ Gold


  Dick Nickerson crossed the street in downtown Seattle’s trendy Pioneer Square area. Despite his advanced age, his stride was quick and energetic. Dick had a knapsack slung across one shoulder—almost like a high school student on his way to class. Except there weren’t any books in the knapsack. Instead an antique metal desk lamp poked out from the back flap.


  Dick made his way to a side street and then ambled over to a sleek modern door-front which looked out of place amid the century-old brick buildings. The door led to a basement recording studio called Hellaballu which catered to ad agencies and commercial production companies. Dick visited the recording studio frequently—at least three or four times a week—something he was supremely grateful for. Especially these days.


  He nodded to the pretty, heavily-tattooed receptionist. He could never remember her name. Gretchen? Kerri?
Carrie? No matter. She told him he was going to be in Studio C today with Jed and asked if he wanted a latte. The answer was ‘yes.’ Always yes.


  “Hello, hello, hello, Mr. Jed,” Dick boomed as he entered Studio C, a good-sized live room which was separated from the engineer’s area by a thick pane of glass tilted at a slight angle to deflect sound waves properly. Jed, the audio engineer was a 20-something sporting the hipster uniform of thick-rimmed black glasses and a bushy beard.


  “How’s it going, bro?” Jed said over an intercom. 


  “Peachy. Just peachy,” Dick replied as he moved over to a microphone on a stand in the middle of the room. Nearby was a music stand with some papers, a pair of headphones, and an extension cord.


  “Awesome,” Jed said. “Copy’s on the stand there. Take your time and we’ll get a level when you are ready, sir.”


  “Sounds like a plan, my man.” Dick removed the lamp from his knapsack, unfolded its tripod legs, and then extended the top of the lamp so it was level with the music stand. He plugged it into the extension cord and flicked it on. The lamp emitted a clean white light which illuminated the sheets of paper.


  Dick slipped out of his loafers, pulled on the headphones, put on his reading glasses, stepped over to the microphone, and began vocalizing to warm up.


  “Giggly piggly donkey nuts… bebop bittersweet melba monsters…”


  On the other side of the glass Jed adjusted sliders on the mixing board. 


  “Seesaw six-pack in a little orphan ostrich sack.”


  “We are good, sir. Thank you,” Jed said.


  Dick continued with his string of nonsense words for another minute or so, raising and lowering the volume of his voice and ending with fifteen seconds of lip-smacking noises. Finally he looked at the papers, and asked Jed if there was a target time? 


  “It’s all about you, Dick. The client said to just go ahead and let you do your thing and they’ll make it work.”


  “That’s what I like to hear, Jed. That’s what I like to hear. Let’s do this thing.”


  “Sweet. We are rolling, sir…”


  Dick cleared his voice and then launched into a rapid-fire performance. “Muclidopine is not right for everyone, and there is a low incidence of side effects which may include dry mouth, persistent headaches and loss of balance, inconsistent or watery bowel movements, blood clotting, sensitivity to light and sound, amnesia, and rectal itching. Muclidopine. For you, for life, for health. Ask your doctor about it today, and get back into the swing of things.”


  “Perfect!” said Jed. “You are the man!”


  They did several more takes (for “safety”) and then Dick grabbed his latte, filled out some paperwork, and said his goodbyes. Walking toward the bus, he reflected about his current gig as a pharmaceutical commercial voiceover announcer—a gig which brought him from sunny Los Angeles to rainy Seattle three and a half years ago. 


  He remembered talking to the producer at the ad agency, Driscoll & Partners, who told him that his voice had a very unique quality to it. At first Dick thought it was his resonance, his warmth, and the reassuring quality of his voice, but the woman at the ad agency said that they ran some tests on his voice and it turned out that his voice is in a weird frequency range that many people have trouble hearing. Thus, it was perfect for the disclaimer part of a commercial, which both the client and the agency would prefer that no one pay attention to. So Dick moved to Seattle, which was an emerging biotech center that spawned a small ecosystem of pharmaceutical industry-fueled ad agencies, recording studios, marketing firms, and even actors like Dick.


  Although his current claim to fame was as a voiceover announcer, back in the mid 1960s, Dick got his start in movies—mostly Westerns—where he was the go-to guy for the comic sidekick character. One of his more notable roles was the scene-stealing Cappy McDougal in Wild Canyons. Dick did a million Westerns until the demand for them dried up. Luckily for Dick, that’s when he got his “big break.” 


  Every actor dreams of being discovered, but for most it never happens and they end up quitting the biz and going into real estate. But Dick was lucky. He happened to be in Philemina’s Deli one afternoon when legendary producer Shel Sidstein came in. It turns out Sidstein’s lunch got cancelled at the last minute, but the producer was hungry—and not one for eating alone, plopped himself down across from Dick, a guy he recognized from having met at a few parties over the years.


  “Shel,”  Dick exclaimed. “Long time, no see. What the hell’s going on?” 


  Shel took a bite of his sour pickle and said, “I’m getting out of pictures. TV is where it’s at, ducky.”


  It turned out that Shel Sidstein was developing a pilot for a show called Pot o’ Gold that he invited Dick to audition for. After some back and forth with the network, Dick got the job. He was “Uncle Angus,” although he had no idea of what he was getting himself in to.


  Pot o’ Gold was kind of a crazy idea for a TV show. The pitch was a young widower and his eight year old kid are visiting Grandma in Ireland when they discover a pot of gold under a tree stump in the back yard. They dig up the gold, inadvertently releasing the leprechaun who was guarding it. Dick ended up playing the leprechaun who, instead of turning them all into tadpoles, decided to go back to Minneapolis to live with the family and pose as “Uncle Angus,” their eccentric Irish uncle. Uncle Angus could transform from a normal-sized man to an eight-inch leprechaun. Of course, he had all kinds of magical powers which resulted in five seasons of hijinks, syndicated in 32 different countries.


  He even had a catch phrase: Begorrah! Any time something wacky went on, he’d let loose a Begorrah! and they’d cue the audience to laugh.


  The show was a great opportunity for him that he wouldn’t have traded for the world. He made the cover of TV Guide, got laid more times than you could imagine (who knew leprechauns had sex appeal?), but there was one thing that irked him to this day. And it irked him bad. Real bad.


  He didn’t see a dime from all the success Pot o’ Gold had. Not one red cent. Back then the actors really got cheated. No such thing as million-dollar contracts. No residuals. Dick got his weekly paychecks while he was making the show, but not a drop more. Which was especially bad since five seasons of playing a leprechaun pretty much typecast him. Very few roles came his way after they wrapped that final season. Sure, there were the odd commercials: that green and white soap commercial, that frosty kids’ cereal commercial. He couldn’t keep them straight. But soon he was reduced to appearing at supermarket grand openings. Then nothing for years. His agent dropped him. 


  There was a brief glimmer of hope in the early ’80s when an English rock band almost hired Dick as part of their stage show, to dance around some monument they had on stage, but the gig fell through when they found out that he was not a true “little person.” Which was especially disappointing to Dick because his first love as an actor was musical theatre.


  




  11. Moddities


  Right before closing, a potential new customer walked into BJ & Helen’s shop, Moddities. Stefan McMillan was a well-dressed bio-tech exec looking to furnish his new Belltown condo. He spent fifteen minutes silently examining a heavy blue fabric and chrome pedestal chair, waving Helen off three times as she tried to help him. Finally, at 6:20 PM, BJ strode over to Stefan and announced, “Did you know that Kolln only made 500 hundred of these beauties from 1955 to 1956? It’s a rare piece.”


  “Yes, I looked it up.” Stefan held up his iPhone, which displayed the Retropedia website.


  “Good,” said BJ. “An educated customer is a good customer, I always say. Can I ring it up for you?”


  “I’m just not sure about the condition. All of my pieces in the condo are pristine. This looks like it has a bit of rust on the base.”


  Demonstrating amazing strength, BJ hoisted the chair upside down with one hand to give Stefan a closer look at the base. She pointed out a dark patch on the chrome. “That? No, no, darling. That’s just a little soot.” Still keeping the chair aloft with one hand, BJ called to her partner. “Helen, can you bring over a rag?” She then turned to Stefan. “You did the research. This piece is going for way higher on the Internet.”


  Stefan put his hand on his hip. “Hmmm… I’m still not sure. The upholstery looks a little… I don't know… ratty.”


  “Oh, sweetie, that's nothing. Some fraying is inevitable. This chair’s much older than you, my friend. Let me grab the chair book and show you something. Here, hang onto this for a sec.”


  BJ handed Stefan the chair, but he wasn’t nearly as strong as she was, so he fumbled with its weight and almost dropped it.


  Ten minutes of convincing later, BJ loaded the chair into Stefan’s Audi while Helen closed up the shop. Or tried to. They had one last customer. Her name was Heidi Krauer and she was a stylish blonde in her 30s. She was also the competition. In more ways than one.


  Heidi owned a retro-modern boutique called “Sputnik” in Fremont, a trendy neighborhood across the lake in Seattle. She was also BJ’s ex. So, yeah, thought Helen. Definitely the competition. Still Helen was polite.


  “Hello, Heidi. How's business…?”


  “Not bad, not bad.” Heidi replied, with a fake smile. “I see you’ve got a new Keener piece back here—” She was looking at a rosewood bar on chrome casters.


  “Yes. Just came in yesterday,” said Helen.


  “Very nice.” Heidi opened the doors and took a closer look. “How firm is this price?”


  “You’ll have to ask BJ. She’s out back loading up a customer’s car.”


  Heidi often bought items from BJ & Helen’s shop, marked them up, and then resold them at her shop. And sometimes BJ would be over at Heidi’s shop and she’d come back with something that originally came from Moddities. Last month, they went back and forth on a chartreuse plexi salt and pepper shaker set. Helen finally took them out of the store and brought them home. The price had been inflated to $600 by that point. Now Helen used them as spice bottles for cinnamon and curry. Or was it chervil?


  “Well, I have to run to the symphony,” said Heidi. “Tell BJ I’ll stop by tomorrow. Ta…”


  “See you.” There was something about that woman that really creeped Helen out, but at the same time really intrigued her.


  “Penny for your thoughts,” BJ said, coming in from the back room.


  




  12. Caves & Beasts


  Ed LaSalle’s cubicle at the Macrondo Software campus in North Bogwood was three buildings away from the Marketing Department, but that didn’t prevent him from getting unwanted surprise visits from the Marketing folks. With his headphones blasting Cheap Trick, Ed was immersed in a new artificial intelligence quest function he was coding, so he failed to notice the scowling 20-something Marketing Exec until she tapped his shoulder.


  “Did your team create the model for the Grey Princess? Number 86?”


  “What?” With the music cranked up loud, he couldn’t hear a word she was saying. He slid the headphones off and turned to her. “Who are you?”


  “Lauren from Marketing,” she barked. “Model number 86. Call it up. Now.”


  Ed shrugged and hit a few keys on his computer and a 3-D graphics model came up on the screen. The model was of a naked, busty fantasy princess for the new online game he was working on.


  “Yes. That's it. What the hell do you guys think you’re doing here?”


  “Huh?”


  “You are the team lead on this. You are responsible. Look at her breasts. Go ahead.”


  Ed zoomed in on the breasts. “Yeah?”


  “They are too small!” 


  “Too small?”


  “This is the Grey Princess,” Lauren said in a condescending tone of voice. “She’s supposed to be selling this game to ten million 13 year old boys and your team’s got her wearing a 32A.”


  “I—”


  “Did you even read the design specs?!”


  It just got worse from there.


  Five hours later, stuck in traffic on I-405, Ed was still in a deep funk. How the hell did I end up at Macrondo—doing shitty mass-market games? The question was rhetorical, of course. He new exactly why he was working for the largest software company in the world. Because he had a wife, a baby, and a mortgage, and they needed security. And because he failed at running his own company.


  Sure it was a long time ago, when he was barely out of his teens. But still, deep down, Ed didn’t think he had what it took to run his own business. He had his chance back in the early 1980s in his hometown of Rockford, Illinois. Ed created and published a fantasy role playing game called Caves & Beasts with a high school buddy named Clive Weber. After three years of writing the game books and modules, testing the multi-sided dice combinations, perfecting the game dynamics, and selling Caves & Beasts at gaming conventions and to mom and pop game stores, they got their big break. A fantasy novel publisher from Germany wanted to get into games and they already had a big distribution network so they bankrolled Ed & Clive’s new company “Games Involving Magical Properties, Ltd.” or “GIMP” for short.


  One thing that Ed never expected was how big Caves & Beasts would get. Within 18 months, the game became a national phenomena. They made the cover of all the national magazines: Time, Newsweek, Rolling Stone, Horse & Hound. Johnny Carson even made Caves & Beasts jokes on his show. There were cartoons, pinball machines, lunch boxes—even a C&B movie in the works starring the guy from Starsky & Hutch. Or was it Baretta…?


  But then they had a string of bad luck. Because Ed & Clive had done such a good job of making the game such a vivid, engrossing experience, some players actually went too far with it. And if Ed was completely honest about the situation, he’d admit that C&B actually made some people go crazy. There was the tax assessor who became delusional and showed up at work dressed as one of the characters in the game lore: “Melinda the Fairy Princess.” There were the odd disappearances—the senior bowling league that vanished in a drainage tunnel while playing the game. But the one that really haunted Ed was the secretary in Akron, Ohio who beheaded her boss. Chopped his head right off with a double-bladed axe she made for the game.


  He didn’t care what the PR folks said, there was such a thing as bad press, and that incident was not good for sales. Between the lawsuits and criminal negligence allegations, GIMP was forced to sell off the game and close its doors. And that was the end of Caves & Beasts. 


  Almost.


  Last Christmas, Ed was on Facebook looking up some old friends and he managed to track down Clive who was still living in Rockford and working as a real estate agent. They began reminiscing about C&B and thinking how cool it would be to bring the game back in some form. Kind of like a retro thing. Who knows? Maybe he’d escape from that cubicle yet.


  




  13. Olympic Research


  The sun began to set on Olympic Research—a nondescript, two-story office building located in a small industrial park on the west side of Lake Bogwood. The first floor housed three focus group rooms—specially-constructed conference rooms built with a one-way mirror on one end—that were used to conduct consumer research. On one side of the one-way mirror was a small observation room—usually manned by ad agency folks. On the other side was the conference room where demographically-appropriate consumers gathered to voice their opinions about commercials, new product ideas, or even sometimes aspiring political candidates.  


  The master of ceremonies for this event was the Focus Group Moderator, a professional researcher trained to draw shy consumers out of their shells, keep the conversations on track, and prevent any one participant from dominating the discussion.


  Tonight, Angela Cocci was the Moderator of a focus group with eight participants who were discussing a new nasal medicine. The research assignment had just come in today and it was an emergency. The product in question was supposed to hit Walgreens, Rite Aid, and CVS before the end of the month—supported by a $40 million dollar ad campaign, but at the last minute, the drug company was getting cold feet because of the drug’s potential side effects. It was Angela’s job to see how real-life consumers reacted to these ‘alleged’ side effects.


  She held up the next concept board—a 24” x 36” piece of cardboard with an illustration of the proposed retail packaging of the drug. “Okay, concept #6…”


  Angela read this particular description of the drug. “Muclidopine is a new OTC drug that will alleviate symptoms of nasal drip and has a low occurrence of certain adverse side effects like skin irritation.” She looked around the room to see if the subjects were paying attention.


  “Everyone got that? Good. Now tell me, would you be more likely or less likely to ask your doctor about this one?”


  “What kind of skin irritation?” asked a heavy-set man.


  Angela checked a printed “cheat sheet” on the other side of the concept board. This was for her use only and not supposed to be read to the participants. But she found the information needed to answer the question.


  “Itching,” she said.


  Another participant seemed intrigued. “Itching?” 


  Questions were good, Angela thought. “Itching, yes.”


  A third participant chimed in. A dowdy woman. “Does it say where?”


  “Where?” Angela wanted to make sure she got the question right. “You mean where’s the itching?”


  “Yes.”


  Angela scanned the “cheat sheet” and then smiled at the woman asking the question. “Uh, yes. The rectal area primarily. Some inner thigh itching. Mostly rectal, though.”


  The woman shook her head. “That doesn’t work for me.”


  “Me neither,” the heavy-set man added.


  A fourth participant shrugged. “I might go for it.” 


  “Good,” Angela said as she reached for the next concept board.


  Fifty minutes later, all the participants had been released and Angela was alone in her office, decompressing with her third glass of white wine. Sometimes she wondered why she did this. The hours were kind of crappy—mostly working nights. The pay wasn’t that great either. Plus, she often had to sneak her dog, Cocoa, into the facility (although today he was kind of gassy, so she left him back at the apartment). Maybe the thing that attracted her to this job was the opportunity to get into peoples’ heads. Kind of like being a psychiatrist, but without all the hassle of getting a medical degree. 


  Angela took another sip of wine. She just wished she could work on more interesting topics. Like attitudes about HGTV or antiques. Or something to do with dogs… Most of Olympic Research’s clients were pharmaceutical companies—which made sense because so many had their headquarters in the Bogwood area due to the natural abundance of mosses, lichens, and other herbal medicinal ingredients.


  Still, even with boring pharmaceutical research, she got to meet some interesting people. Angela remembered a group last October. She kicked off the session by going around the room doing some warm-up exercises and asked everyone what they did for a living. And, of course, she got the usual list of professions: banker, computer programmer, hairstylist, real estate agent, dental technician, ventriloquist. But this one gal—a real friendly woman—said that she owned a shop that sold midcentury modern ”artifacts.” After the session the woman (whose name was Helen) gave Angela her card and said to visit the shop any time. 


  That next weekend Angela was in the area and she decided to stop by Helen’s store. Kind of on a whim. She liked the name. Moddities. That’s a name that would test well with a focus group. Just clever enough, but not too tough to figure out.


  The bell rang as Angela pushed the door open and walked into the small shop that was packed with merchandise. It took Angela a few moments to take everything in. It was like going back through a time machine. All the breath left her body as she was transported back to the 1970s—to the house in Encino where she grew up. She had vivid memories (and sometimes nightmares) of the house on Petunia Circle. It was a split-level ranch with green shag rug, dark wood paneling, slate entry way, indoor planters, and open staircase. 


  As Angela walked through Moddities, she was overwhelmed by the fact that the stuff in this shop was exactly the stuff she had in her house. The same tape dispensers. The same silverware, the same lamps, the same desk organizers, the same toys. Everything came rushing back to her. Memories. Smells. The time she got trapped under the stairs. It was unbelievable! Like some kind of massive panic attack. But in a good way.


  As she stared in disbelief at a Danish modern teak coffee cart exactly like her Aunt Mary Lou had, Angela started seeing spots in the corner of her vision. She hyperventilated and then everything went black…


  The next thing Angela knew, someone was giving her mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. Someone with very soft lips. She opened her eyes and saw Helen—the woman from the focus group who owned the store. “I’m okay…” Angela gasped.


  But Helen continued to give her mouth-to-mouth for another thirty seconds or so. “Just to make sure,” Helen explained later.


  Angela apologized and they laughed about it later as Angela went through the store on a buying spree—snatching up anything that reminded her of her childhood. Helen was very nice and even gave her a few of the items for free since BJ wasn’t around. As Angela was writing the check for her purchases, she asked Helen where in the world they got all this stuff.


  “I probably shouldn’t be telling you this. It’s kind of a trade secret…” Helen said. “But most of this stuff is from garage sales here locally.”


  “Garage sales? Really?” Angela had always thought of garage sales as people just selling off their junk. Old socks. Clothes kids had grown out of. Half-used toiletries. Stuff like that.


  “No, Bogwood is known for the quality of its garage sales. Especially for the stuff you like. Mid-century modern. BJ says that after Palm Springs and Miami, Bogwood’s the ‘it’ place for mid-century modern.”


  At that moment a little light went off in Angela’s head. Garage sales. She could start going to garage sales…


  




  14. Dusting the Treasures


  Dick found the activity of cleaning—particularly dusting—very therapeutic. He had read somewhere that the up-and-down motion of using a feather duster was remarkably similar to many t’ai chi movements, including Number 10: “Step Back to Repulse Monkey.” I’m actually staying fit as I clean, he thought as he adjusted his portable lamp to shine its light on the built-in shelves where he kept most of his “treasures.”


  The lamp, like virtually every other item Dick valued these days, was obtained at a garage sale. Or, to be more accurate, an estate sale. The sale was at the home of the late Dr. Alwin Jardine, a noted ophthalmologist at the University in Seattle. The lamp (which Dick was able to snatch away from a pair of tough-looking senior citizens) was an early prototype of the Jardine Vision Light and it required a special type of bulb called the Excelsior. Dick wasn’t a science nut by any means, but he did some basic research and learned that there was something about the Jardine Vision Light—the amplitude of the light waves or some such—that promoted improved vision. Skeptical at first, Dick noticed that indeed his vision actually improved slightly during the three years that he had been using his Jardine. Now he took the damn thing everywhere—to work—to restaurants—even when reading in the bathroom.


  The Jardine in place, Dick turned his attention to dusting the first shelf—which contained his tiki collection. Back in the mid 1950s, Dick used to spend a fair share of his time holed up in places like the Ebbtider in Hollywood, or the Shrimp Shack in Beverly Hills, and of course, Captain Tayback’s. These Polynesian-themed bars were all the rage at the time. Dick supposed that’s when he became intrigued by tiki statues. He found a crap load of tikis over the years at garage sales and Goodwills throughout southern California, but his favorite item was a 10-inch tall tiki statue that he called “Muhumbu.” He lifted Muhumbu from its place of honor in the center of the shelf and delicately knocked the dust off it with the duster. This particular statue was actually “Muhumbu 2” and it was a replacement for the original Muhumbu which got damaged when Dick’s waterbed broke and flooded his Silverlake apartment. 


  The new Muhumbu was carved from kauri wood, native of the South Seas. Very resistant to water. In fact, sometimes Dick would take Muhumbu 2 in the bath with him, and just putter around with it. Kind of for good luck. To prevent bathroom accidents. He loved the way the statue’s puka shell eyes appeared to be following him no matter which angle he turned the statue.


  Having cleaned the tikis, Dick next turned to a 100 year old silver flask engraved with the initials “DM.” Every month or so, he polished the hip flask, but today he was just wiping it clean of dust. Being a history buff, Dick was very excited when he won the flask at an auction during a trip to North Carolina. Although it could not be conclusively authenticated, most experts who examined the flask believed there was a good chance it was once the property of Dolley Madison, wife of President James Madison. The story went that although Mrs. Madison was raised as a strict Quaker, she was a strong believer in gin for medicinal purposes. So she allegedly kept this flask under her dress at all times. It was a true historical treasure.


  Dick continued with the other items on his shelves—his snooker ball collection, some crystal skull vases, hand-made tarot cards, guitar capos from Mississippi, and a new collection of “Pot o’ Gold” toys from Japan.  


  It was the damnedest thing. According to his former agent Phil McRosen, reruns of Dick’s old TV show  “Pot o’ Gold” was in syndication in Japan and the kids were going nuts over it. It was some kind of retro phenomena. Almost overnight, there were “Pot o’ Gold” cartoons, lunch boxes, stickers, websites, t-shirts, cell phone cases, and a bunch of plastic miniature statuettes of the cast—including a cute little Uncle Angus figurine that stood only two inches tall. Perhaps the strangest evidence of this “Pot o’ Gold” resurgence was a YouTube video mash-up of clips from the show set to (what was later described to Dick as) an “auto-tuned” snippet of him saying his catchphrase “Begorrah!”


  A few weeks ago, his neighbor June, a United Airlines flight attendant, brought him a whole carry-on bag full of “Pot o’ Gold” toys that she picked up in Tokyo.


  To cap things off, yesterday he got a phone call from an antiques dealer in New York who offered him $100,000 for an original old “Pot o’ Gold” board game from the 60s—in any condition. Dick didn’t even know they made a board game back then. That's another thing they screwed me out of—


  




  15. Pencil Sharpeners


  Angela sat at her computer with her fourth after-dinner glass of white wine. Her dog, Cocoa, dozed noisily at her feet, snuffling in his sleep. He probably was dreaming of ducks in the park.


  Stacked around her computer were several antique reference books and price guides which she did not really use all that much. She’d only been into garage sales and flipping for a little more than six months, but she was doing well. According to her PayPal balance, Angela had made over eight thousand dollars last month. That was way more than she earned at Olympic Research. At this rate, she might be able to quit her job by the end of the year. Which would allow her to spend more time with Cocoa.


  Angela got off to a very rocky start with garage sale-ing. At first she was buying more-or-less indiscriminately. She had no idea what was valuable or not. She basically just bought stuff that she personally liked. With such a huge inventory, Angela quickly got into some financial hot water (and ended up having to sell her car and take the bus for three months). Finally she began to figure out eBay and Etsy and a bunch of other websites, and she convinced Keith, the IT guy at work, to hook her up with some software (which he called “a black-hat scraper bot,” whatever that was). The software analyzed what was selling on these auction sites and then would send the data to her computer or even her iPhone. That way when Angela was at a sale, she could immediately tell what was worth buying and for how much. Ah, technology.


  She took another sip of wine and looked at her computer screen. According to the data pulled off eBay, Swiss-made staplers were big right now. So were art deco glass picture frames. Whoa. Topping the list right at that moment were pencil sharpeners. She scanned through the subcategories. Navy ship pencil sharpeners, globe pencil sharpeners, cannon-shaped pencil sharpeners, die-cast metal chipmunk pencil sharpeners, sharpeners in the shape of cash registers, the Statue of Liberty, a "little kitten in a shoe" pencil sharpener going for $85, a French doll pencil sharpener, a Challenger mini-shuttle commemorative pencil sharpener, and a train caboose pencil sharpener. These were all in huge demand.


  Of course things could change between now and the weekend, but if she ran into any pencil sharpeners, Angela could expect to resell them for double or triple the price she paid. Easy.


  “What do you think of that, Cocoa?” she asked the sleeping dog at her feet. “Mummy’s going to be rich!” But Cocoa didn’t answer. Angela had the distinct feeling that he feigned sleep so he wouldn’t have to respond to her. That was okay; she loved him anyway. 


  This particular Cocoa was Cocoa Number Three and he was named after the original pet Angela had when she was growing up in Encino. The Original Cocoa was a girl and she was actually a cat. But since Angela found out she was allergic to cats, she ended up adopting dogs, one after another, since college. So far there had been one female Cocoa dog and two males. The present Cocoa, who she adopted from a rescue group called the Bogwood Purebred Dog Rescue (BPDR), was a Chinese Chow Chow dog mixed with a little bit of something else. Cocoa Three was the first Chow she’d ever known (the other Cocoas had been either cats, Poodles, or Pit Bulls) and she became captivated with the breed’s detached and introspective personality. Often Cocoa would ignore her for an entire day, and she adored him for it. He was the perfect dog for her, but he also had an infrequent mischievous streak. 


  Last week, for instance when she pet him for longer than he liked, Cocoa snuck into her den and chewed up a vintage Lincoln Logs play set that was worth $200. Angela knew she couldn’t let Cocoa get away with that, so she dressed him up in a little black and white convict outfit that she sewed for the occasion. It was part of a new dog training technique that she read about on the Internet called “envisualization.” The idea is that when a dog was bad or has acted inappropriately, you dressed him or her in a costume which signified the dog’s inappropriate behavior and then positioned the animal in front of a mirror so he could see himself in a negative light. In this case, the costume was a convict outfit. And although he looked adorable as a little inmate, Angela was sure Cocoa got the message. The week before when, Cocoa pooped on her beanbag chair and then ate his own feces, she dressed him like a doctor with a little plastic stethoscope to signify his very sick behavior. It was definitely working.


  




  16. The Dinner Party


  On Thursday evening in their West Seattle bungalow, BJ & Helen entertained their good friend Jenniphur and her new fiance Nelson—who they were meeting for the first time. Nelson was a handsome African-American man with neat dreads pulled back in a ponytail. He wore black-rimmed glasses and a tweed jacket, and he seemed to Helen a bit fussy. She later found out that this was because Nelson was one of the top interior designers at Kikki + Kikki Architects, one of the big firms in town that did all the mansions for the area’s newly-minted biotech millionaires. Nelson also had his own online craft shop on Etsy.com, where he sold handmade soaps made from some of the local moss and lichen. He was a nice enough guy, Helen thought, but the whole thing with Jenniphur was a bit strange. Until about six months ago, Jen had been playing for “their team”—both literally (BJ’s All-Girls Badminton Team) and metaphorically (Jenniphur had only dated women). So when she announced her engagement to a man after a badminton game a few months ago, all the gals were shocked. Jenniphur didn’t offer much of an explanation—other than she really connected with Nelson and gender wasn’t really that important in the big scheme of things.


  Although BJ and Helen took great care in decorating their home (mostly with vintage items they brought home from the shop—or bought from Heidi), Helen was a little apprehensive about how a professional like Nelson might judge their efforts. But the moment he and Jenniphur breezed in the front door, Nelson’s eyes lit up with obvious admiration. He made a beeline to a set of antique drapes framing a large picture window on one side of their living room.


  “Chenille!” Nelson exclaimed, fingering the tufted fabric drapes. “This is chenille, isn’t it? Love, love, love it! So soft! You don’t often see window coverings in it, though.”


  He continued flitting around the room, examining everything and announcing his approval. BJ smiled at Jenniphur knowingly as Helen served drinks—Elderflower Chipotle Mojitos—the specialty of the house.


  “And who are these little guys?” asked Nelson as he moved close to a glass display shelf filled with elephant figurines.


  “This is our elephant collection,” Helen said. “Well, mostly BJ’s elephant collection.”


  “Yeah. She kind of adopted my collection,” explained BJ.


  “May I?” Nelson asked as he picked a carved white elephant up for a closer look.


  “That’s a real interesting one I got for BJ when I was back East,” Helen said. “At first I thought it was made of ivory—you know, an elephant made out of ivory—which would be kind of ironic, but also kind of bad.”


  “No ivory. No fur. No meat. Word,” said BJ.


  “Right there with you, girlfriend,” replied Nelson. 


  BJ raised her glass to Nelson. “Are you vegan?”


  “Uh… totally,” he said.


  Jenniphur smiled. “Nelson does all the cooking. He’s amazing.”


  “Oh, pshaw! 


  “But luckily we had it tested,” Helen continued with her story. “And it’s actually made of compressed coconut.”


  “Really?”


  “We did some research online and found out that it was made in Hawaii,” said BJ. “Although why they would sculpt an elephant in Hawaii, I have no idea. I don't think they have elephants in Hawaii.”


  Nelson sniffed the carved elephant. “Oh my god, you’re right! It smells like suntan lotion. Sniff it!” He passed the figurine to Jenniphur who also sniffed it.


  “That’s wild,” she said. “Coconut all right.”


  Helen explained some of the other elephants in the collection; they came in all sizes and materials, ranging from antique brass, ceramic, chrome, kauri wood, papier-mache, even a trio of elephant candles. 


  BJ lifted up a pink quartz stone statuette of an elephant rearing up on its back legs. “This is one of my favorites. See the standing position she’s in? That’s a sign of dominance. A lot of people say, ‘oh an elephant never forgets,’ but actually that’s not true. They forget all the time, but they are better than most animals at pretending they know what they’re doing.”


  “Like me!” Nelson clapped his hands together and grinned. “I’m always forgetting my swatch book and I, like, cover it up, by saying ‘oh, it’s the gray one’ or something…”


  BJ took a sip of her Mojito. “Last year we did a photo safari in Gwabi, and we saw this big bull elephant, who clearly had forgotten which way she was leading the troop. But did she stop? Did she hesitate? No, she raised herself up on her back legs, and said ‘c’mon you assholes, follow me!’ and she never looked back. Magnificent creatures!”


  “You know so much about elephants,” Nelson took BJ’s arm playfully. “All I know is that they have those big, long… trunks…”


  “Uh huh.”


  




  17. Ed’s Boardgames


  Ed could usually count on a few hours of free time immediately after dinner while Ben vomited. The kid puked like clockwork. Every night. Not his whole dinner certainly; that would be bad. But usually a tablespoon of greenish spittle. His pediatrician had checked him out thoroughly and had found nothing medically wrong with the child. Ed secretly thought his son was doing him a favor and barfing just enough to keep mommy occupied so daddy could have some alone time. What a kid. It almost made Ed tear up a bit.


  Ed shut the door to his basement ‘man cave’ as they liked to say on HGTV. Not that Katie ever came down here. She was terrified of spiders—even though, in actuality, spiders were pretty rare down here. In fact, Ed paid a neighbor kid a dollar a spider to gather the critters from other people’s basements and deliver them to Ed’s basement. It kind of kept the family peace. And definitely worth $30-$40 a month.


  On one wall of the room, spanning nearly thirty feet, was a large industrial shelving unit—not unlike what you might find at a Costco, although Ed’s shelves only went up ten feet to the ceiling. All totaled, it was roughly 1,200 cubic feet of storage—and it was nearly all occupied by Ed’s board game collection. The basement storage held over 2000 games, and there were another 4,200 in an off-site storage unit on high ground. The entire collection was chronicled on Ed’s website “LaSalle’s Game Salon”—where he also bought and sold vintage board games. 


  One of his specialties was board games based on old TV shows. He had an entire section of the website organized almost like a TV Guide style grid, but instead of show descriptions, the website showed pictures of games. Back in the 1960s and 70s, there were only a few cross-promotional opportunities available to TV producers. So mostly they created lunch boxes and board games based on their TV shows in order to bring in some additional revenue.


  Back about six years ago when he started to get into collecting, Ed chose to go with board games because on the whole they smelled a little better than forty and fifty year old lunch boxes.


  He stared at his computer screen—specifically at a blank spot in his collection. 1968, Thursday night, 8 PM, channel 2. The show was Pot o’ Gold and although Ed had never seen more than a few episodes of it on Nick at Nite, he was extremely familiar with the board game. Pot o’ Gold was one of the rarest—if not the rarest—board games out there. Apparently there was a problem during the manufacturing process and the wrong type of paper was used and, as a result, kids were getting hurt. So there was a big recall at the time and now experts estimated that there are only a dozen or two of the games in existence. When Ed first heard the story, he doubted its veracity, but after a few weeks of research he actually was able to track down one of the paper company executives who was around during the Pot o’ Gold fiasco. The old guy was living in Venezuela or someplace like that, but Ed got him on the phone and asked about the incident.


  “You’ve got to understand that a situation where the wrong weight and type of paper was used in a children’s product,” the guy said. “Something like that would be very rare.”


  “Is that what happened with Pot o’ Gold?” Ed asked. “Wrong paper weight?”


  “Kid, that was a long time ago. Maybe it happened, maybe it didn’t. All I know is that the industry has put a lot of safeguards in place since the 60s to prevent something like that from ever happening again…”


  Ed couldn’t get much more out of the old guy. And the Pot o’ Gold game became his white whale. He’d never stop until he found it.


  




  18. Sour Apple Green


  At 1:15 AM, Cocoa finally had enough of Angela’s cuddling on the shag carpet in the den. The dog gave her a low warning growl, squirmed out of her reach, and trotted off to the living room where he could be alone. Angela took a big gulp of wine and wondered what type of outfit would be appropriate for a dog who abandons someone who loves him. Maybe a little Brad Pitt outfit.


  She sprawled on her back, exhausted and kind of dizzy from the thirteen glasses of wine. She looked around the room, but didn’t really focus on anything except the walls. Three of the walls were painted white, the other was painted a particular shade of bright green known as “sour apple green.” It was the exact shade of green that Angela’s old rumpus room had been painted—back in her childhood home. 


  How it got that color was an interesting story. When Angela remodeled her condo last month, her plan was to paint the den sour apple green—like her old rumpus room. But she quickly found out that all the paint manufacturers discontinued sour apple green in 1985. It drove Angela mad. She tried dozens of different shades—everything from lime green, watermelon rind green, chartreuse, neon green, bright olive, pistachio, but nothing was right. Even Lowe’s and Home Depot’s paint matching service came up with nothing. She was completely out of luck. Until she came across a half-dried-out can of sour apple green paint at a garage sale. She was overjoyed. There was only enough usable paint for one wall, but that was good enough for Angela. 


  Angela slumped up against her one green wall and took a deep breath. The room was crowded with a bunch of her garage sale treasures, including an old barbecue set, a pile of stuffed animals, a big box full of handmade pillows, some “outsider art” (which was vaguely pornographic), and a stack of vintage board games. When she was a little girl, Angela would spend hours in her rumpus room playing games with her best friend,  Barbara. Some of her favorites (which she recently tracked down at garage sales) included Cinnamon Avenue, Time the Task, Open Sesame, Whatever Will I Become (the career game), Brain Surgery (where you have to remove a brain clot, but if you hit the skull you get zapped), Bitin’ Gators, Triple the Danger, and Sugar Town.
Angela loved the smell of these old games. Not all of them, of course. Many of the games reeked of mold and mildew and probably shouldn’t even be stored indoors for safety reasons, but the scent of the others instantly brought her back to her childhood, to Barbara, Cocoa the Cat, and even a kid named Dale Whittaker who she had a crush on.


  The one hole in her collection was a game called Pot o’ Gold—based on the old TV show. Angela used to love that show, and she and Barbara would watch reruns of it every day after school. Admittedly, both girls were a little scared of Uncle Angus (“the creepy leprechaun“).. Whenever he appeared on the screen, they used to hide behind the couch, cover their eyes with their hands, and peek at the TV—ready to block it out if the leprechaun got too scary. 


  Good times.


  




  19. The Fenwick’s Garage


  Vicky Bell gave the Fenwicks until Monday to organize their stuff and move anything they didn’t want to sell into storage. The main part of the house was relatively easy to take care of since Doris was an exceptional housekeeper who kept the Fenwick homestead clean and orderly. Clayton made arrangements with a nursery in town to safeguard his moss collection, and Xavier helped his parents load some of the things they wanted to keep into a nearby humidity-controlled storage unit.


  But now, just a few days before Vicky Bell’s deadline, they had to tackle the biggest job. The garage.


  The structure in question was a large two car garage with a small makeshift attic. It was packed with stuff. Literally packed. Since they moved into the house 30 years ago, the Fenwicks got into the bad habit of dumping stuff into the garage that they weren’t sure they wanted to keep or toss. It was easier than making a decision.


  Clayton and Doris weren’t hoarders, per se. And the garage had enough space to hold Clayton’s old Cadillac Eldorado, but not much else. It was just a simple equation of 30 years times a couple of dozen items stowed in the garage every year. It worked out to hundreds of different things scattered throughout the garage.


  After puttering around for about a half hour, Clayton knew he needed to kick Xavier’s butt. That kid always had a lazy streak. “Okay, get over here. We’re going to tackle the work bench first.”


  “I was thinking about getting us some fish tacos at the place near the drug store.”


  “It’s only eleven o’clock. You can have lunch when we’ve made some progress.”


  “But, Pa, I’m hungry.”


  “Xavier, those people are going to be here on Thursday to put price tags on everything. Everything. If we don’t take out what we want, it’s going to be gone, so move it!”


  Xavier sighed. “You got too much crap here, pops. No one’s going to want any of this.”


  “You'd be surprised. I think we're going to make a mint. Now help me with this box.” They moved a large cardboard box full of Christmas stuff off the work bench, revealing a set of well-maintained, but barely used hand tools which hung on the back rack of the bench. Clayton picked up an old hammer and brought it to a hanging light to get a better look at it. After a moment, he turned to his son and presented the hammer to him with reverence. “I want you to have this—”


  “I have enough tools…”


  “Take it! When I'm dead, I want you to have something to remember me by.”


  “A hammer?”


  Clayton nodded. “Yes, a man can always use a good hammer.”


  Xavier considered the wisdom of his father’s words and then accepted the tool.


  As Clayton moved another set of boxes from the workbench, Xavier absent-mindedly began swinging the hammer like a weapon. Clayton picked up an old board game from the bench. The faded graphics on the box read “Pot o’ Gold.”


  Clayton smiled and opened the box. “Remember this leprechaun game? You used to love it.”


  “Huh?” Xavier was off in another part of the garage, opening a large metal cabinet which held musty clothes. 


  Clayton flipped through the contents of the game box and pulled out a yellowed scoring pad which had a bunch of kids’ names scrawled on it. He recognized some of the names as Xavier’s little friends from middle school. One name in particular, stood out. “Paulie. What the hell was his last name? Little Paulie. With the lazy eye.”


  Xavier walked over to see what Clayton was up to. “Sorry, Pops. I don't remember any Paulie.”


  “Of course you do. He used to live where the Norberts live now. Little kid. Scrawny. Lazy eye. You and he used to be best friends when you were kids. I can't believe you don't remember Paulie—”


  “Are you thinking of Benny MacInnes? His family moved to Belgium or something when I was in 6th grade.”


  “I remember Benny MacInnes. I hated that kid. No, this was Paulie. What the devil was his last name? Always had that fairy haircut. Scrawny. Lazy eye. The two of you used to go out to Northbog Lake and catch frogs—” All of a sudden another memory came to Clayton. He went quiet…


  Xavier picked up on his dad’s silence. “What?”


  “Wasn't Paulie the kid that drowned?” 


  Xavier’s eyes flashed. “I told you, Pops. I don't remember no Paulie. Okay? I really think you need to drop it. Can you do that for me?”


  Clayton threw the scoring pad back in the box and put the game over in the “sell” pile. It was best not to antagonize Xavier when he was in one of his ‘moods.’ A guy could get hurt that way. 


  




  20. The Importance of Order


  Doris and Vicky sat at the kitchen table and discussed next week’s sale.


  “The key is Order,” said Vicky. “Order is my guiding principle.”


  “Order? What does that mean? If you don’t mind my asking?”


  “Not at all.” Vicky took a bite of her apricot crumble. “I don’t want to get too woo-woo here, but basically the universe is divided up into forces of Order and Chaos.”


  Doris smiled and nodded, even though she had no idea what Vicky was talking about.


  “Chaos is the absence of order. It’s like—” Vicky paused for a second, lost in thought. But just for a second. “It’s like when you’re in the parking lot of Shop-Mart and a shopping cart rolls into your car. Bang!” She clapped her hands for emphasis—which startled Doris. “That’s Chaos. It’s random. Uncontrolled. And usually not good. The opposite is Order. Organization. Like when the shopping carts are all in line in those little corrals in the parking lot. They’re not rolling willy-nilly and smacking into people…”


  “A place for everything and everything in its place,” Doris quoted.


  “Exactly!”


  “But what does that mean for our sale?” asked Doris.


  “I’m glad you asked, Mrs. Fenwick. This is really where my expertise comes in. If someone tries to conduct an estate sale—”


  “Garage sale!” Clayton bellowed from the other room, where he was supposed to be napping.


  Vicky continued her thought—but she spoke in a lower tone of voice. “If someone tries to conduct a garage sale without knowing what they are doing, well—I shudder to think.”


  “Oh my!”


  “That’s right. People running around, crowding your house. Fighting…”


  “Fighting?”


  Vicky nodded. “Like you wouldn’t believe. Last week, a woman lost an eye fighting over a tea cozy. Literally poked right out. Not at one of my sales, of course.”


  “That’s horrible!”


  “You’re telling me. But that’s exactly what could happen if Chaos is allowed to come in the front door—along with all those buyers,” said Vicky.


  “But how can we—?”


  “I have it all under control. What I do is make everyone line up outside. Nice and orderly. Then we only let a few people in at a time.” Vicky looks around the house. “What is this? 2,200 square feet?”


  “2,400.” Doris replied.


  “Well, I’d say no more than twenty, twenty five people in at any one time.” Vicky took a sip of her tea. “As I mentioned, we’ll have a few rooms sealed off from the public. We’ll cover those nice hardwood floors with protective paper. We’ll have tags on everything. No tag, no sale—that’s my motto.”


  “Sounds wise.”


  “My girl Stacey will be in the main part of the house. Josh will be in the garage. And I will be at the register on the front porch—checking everyone out.”


  “That does sound organized,” said Doris.


  Vicky leaned over and patted the other woman’s hand. “Mrs. Fenwick, although I might look young, I have been doing this for a long time. A long, long time.”


  “Well, I’m certainly glad you’re here, Ms. Bell.”


  “Thank you, dear. Now Stacey and her team will be here on Monday to price everything—so please make sure all your personal items are put away. Especially Mr. Fenwick’s ferns…”


  “They’re mosses, actually.”


  “Mosses. Good. And remember: ordo ab chao.”


  “Hmmm?”


  “It’s Latin, dear. Order from Chaos. Words to live by.”


  




  21. Uncle Angus!


  After a morning recording session at Hellaballu (for a new medication called “Rikastasinol”), Dick decided to treat himself to some fresh salmon from the Pike Place Market—which was just a healthy stroll north on 1st Avenue. He walked at a leisurely pace, noticing the banners for that new Otto Pfeiffer exhibit at the Seattle Art Museum. As he walked, Dick felt the reassuring weight of his Jardine lamp in the knapsack. He squinted and allowed his eyes to focus on a street sign across the street. Still sharp as ever.


  As he was crossing the street to the west side of 1st Avenue, a trio of shrieks accosted his ear drums.


  “Pottogold! Pottogold!” They seemed to be saying.


  Before he knew it, Dick was surrounded by a group of young Japanese tourists—mostly teen girls—who screamed and carried on like he was Paul McCartney on the Ed Sullivan
Show.


  “You Uncle Angus!” one of the girls cried in heavily-accented English. “Leprechaun!”


  Dick regained his composure and smiled at his fans. “That’s me all right, but that was a long time ago.”


  The girls began speaking to one another in Japanese, at the same time jumping up and down and hugging Dick. He noticed that one of the girls wore a t-shirt with a cartoon “Uncle Angus” design on it rendered in the same colorful style as a Hello Kitty cartoon.


  After a long session of photos, videos, and autographs (and even an impromptu iPhone voice message of “Begorrah!”) the girls politely took their leave and Dick proceeded onwards to Pike Place Market, shaking his head in wonder all the while.


  




  22. Something in Store


  Since she didn’t have to work that evening, Angela decided to spend the day downtown. She did a little window shopping downtown and soon found herself at Moddities—where her obsession with antiques first began.


  Inside, Helen (the owner she knew) was talking to a 30-something customer dressed in torn jeans and a suede jacket. The guy was looking at some vintage plastic storage units. Angela waved at Helen and moved a little closer to eavesdrop on what the guy was saying.


  The guy flipped over a price tag. “Your price for these Kartoffel cubes is a bit high.”


  “Well, those are originals. Did you notice how yellowed they are?” Helen replied. “It takes 30 years to get that patina.”


  “Uh huh.” The customer seemed disinterested. “Do you have any board games? Like, old board games.” 


  Angela noticed that the guy never looked at Helen when he spoke. She vaguely remembered reading that lack of eye contact meant something, but she couldn’t remember what. Helen didn’t seem to mind, though.


  “Yes, we have a number of games from the 60s and 70s. Sugar Town. Brain Surgery—”


  “I'm looking for the Pot o’ Gold game,” the guy said (and that really caught Angela’s attention). “My friend Yukio really wants one.”


  Helen considered for a minute. “I think we had a couple of those last year. Is that the one with the popper dome?”


  “No, no. Pot o’ Gold. Like the TV show,” the guy snapped. “Never mind!” He sighed and stormed out, pushing past Angela.


  “Well someone was a grumpy gus, huh?” Helen said with a smile.


  “Yeah, definitely some issues going on there,” Angela replied. She was about to ask Helen more about the games, but a harvest gold flour tin caught her eye. My god—it looks exactly like the one mom used when she baked sugar cookies… 


  




  23. Boggie


  Every once in a while Ed got a chance to play hooky from work. And today was one of those days. Right at noon, he left a Post-It Note on his dark computer screen saying that he would be out researching new creatures for the game’s expansion pack and then made his escape from the Macrondo Software campus. 


  The fantasy video game he and his team had been designing for the past 22 months wasn’t even released yet, but they were already planning the sequel (or “expansion pack,” as it was called in the industry). And it was plausible that Ed might head out to the library or somewhere to research mythological creatures to include in the game.


  Truth be told, Ed was doing some research on monsters, but it wasn’t for the game. It was to satisfy his own personal curiosity.


  He pulled up in front of a compact Greek Revival style building in downtown Bogwood. This was the Bogwood Historical Society and Ed had an appointment with none other than the town historian Mr. Malcolm Urnbaden.


  A small man with glasses—a Mr. Leung, the assistant town historian, greeted him with some bad news. Mr. Urnbaden had been detained in the state capitol on government business, and would have to reschedule. “Unless there’s something I can help you with?” Mr. Leung asked.


  “How much do you know about Native American folklore?” asked Ed.


  “Some, but I’m no expert,” said Mr. Leung. “Though indigenous peoples are a big part of our culture here. Maybe we should sit down…”


  Ed followed Mr. Leung to a small office adorned with 19th century photos of the region and floor-to-ceiling bookshelves. After a few more pleasantries, Ed got right down to business. “I’m researching Okonopo. Does that mean anything to you?”


  Mr. Leung smiled and walked over to the bookshelves. “That I do know something about. Okonopo or ‘great-spirit-in-the-lake’ in the language of the Snosnupawamish tribe is a very intriguing legend around these parts.” He searched the shelves for a particular volume as he spoke. “As you know, the Snosnupawamish people were the original inhabitants of the Bogwood area and dwelt in longhouses on the shores of Lake Bogwood.”


  “Uh huh.” Just about anyone who lived in Bogwood for any length of time was familiar with the massive Snosnupawamish Resort & Casino on the north end of Lake Bogwood. The Snosnupawamish Tribe was also regularly in the news because of clashes with recreational fisherman on the lake whom the tribe accused of poaching on their territory. Occasionally these clashes got serious and a few times some unlucky fisherman had to be airlifted to the emergency room with a nasty harpoon wound. Ed could certainly sympathize with the Snosnupawamish people. After all they did have their entire culture decimated, their land stolen by the white man, and were now reduced to selling fireworks and running multi-billion dollar gambling enterprises. That’s enough to make anyone cranky. Still Ed was eager to hear more about Okonopo. Luckily, Mr. Leung found the book he was looking for.


  “Here’s an old engraving you might be interested in,” the assistant town historian said as he flipped to a marked page in an old historical tome. “It’s from an 1884 edition of The Bogwood Journal.” He slid the book toward Ed, who leaned in to study the engraving.


  The image showed two men in a canoe on Lake Bogwood with a fearsome serpentine creature rising up from the water behind them. The sea serpent’s coiled body was many times the length of the canoe.


  “This was the first documented sighting, although the legend of Okonopo has a long oral tradition with the Snosnupawamish.”


  “Interesting,” Ed said. “But I am looking for more info about modern sightings… say, in the past five years or so…”


  Mr. Leung replaced the book on the shelf. “Yes, well, now we’re getting into an area surrounded by a fair bit of controversy. There have been alleged eyewitness accounts and even some supposed photographic evidence popping up every couple of years since the mid 1970s, when a guy named Rich McKee, the self-proclaimed “Discount Furniture King of Bogwood,” coined the phrase “Boggie” after he supposedly shot a photo of what others had been calling the Lake Bogwood monster. He hired some museum exhibit people to create a full size fiberglass replica of the creature which he had on display at his furniture store in North Bogwood for years.”


  Ed was scribbling notes as Mr. Leung spoke. “Are there any photos of that?”


  The assistant town historian shook his head. “Not here. We don’t really consider those kind of publicity stunts to be of historical significance… but you might check out the McKee’s Furniture Emporium. They relocated to an industrial park near the airport, but they might have taken the Boggie model with them.” Mr. Leung smiled at Ed. “Who knows? Maybe they’ll sell it to you. I’ve heard that since IKEA opened up here, those old time furniture stores are really hurting. It’s a shame if you ask me.”


  Ed thanked Mr. Leung for the lead and took his leave. Driving down I-405 he wondered about the old fiberglass Boggie. That would be a heck of a find. Especially since Ed was pretty sure he’d seen the real thing from the shores of Lake Bogwood just a few weeks ago.


  




  24. The Calling


  Malcolm Urnbaden, Bogwood’s town historian, was indeed in the state capitol that day—and he did have official business with the state. Malcolm was a citizen advisor for a joint legislative committee on the interpretation of the U.S. Native American Graves Protection and Repatriation Act as it might pertain to petrified human remains found in Washington state bogs or swamps which predated any known Native American settlements. Normally, Malcolm found the subject fascinating and was often called upon to work side-by-side with archeologists assigned to monitor commercial construction sites in case significant artifacts were uncovered in the course of, say, laying the foundation for an upscale condo building. But during today’s session, he was distracted by thoughts of his next appointment.


  After leaving Olympia in the early afternoon, Malcolm drove to the Saint Giblet Seminary which was located in a remote area twenty miles north of Olympia known as “Upper Mushroom Corner” due to its proximity to a large mushroom farm. 


  The unpaved road which led to the seminary was winding and muddy and typically did not see a lot of traffic as most of the occupants of the seminary lived pretty much in isolation. Saint Giblet’s itself was a former boarding school from the 1920s that had been converted into a seminary in the 1950s for tax reasons.


  Monsignor Dradelle, a tall, thin, very pale man met Malcolm at the front door of the main building and suggested they retreat to the garden.


  “This is not a decision that should be undertaken lightly,” the Monsignor said as they entered a walled area filled with overgrown ferns and Japanese maple trees.  


  “I am well aware of that, Your Excellency,” said Malcolm. “And indeed I have meditated upon it for many months.”


  “Have you, my son?”


  “Yes, Monsignor. Yes indeed.”


  The Monsignor made a harrumph sound and sat down on a stone bench beneath an ancient red maple. Malcolm wasn’t sure of the protocol. Should he sit next to the Monsignor? Was that too presumptuous?


  The question was answered. “Sit, my child.” The Monsignor patted the bench next to him and looked up at the dark, swirling clouds overhead. “Tell me why a distinguished man like yourself… a man of letters… would forsake everything and join the seminary?”


  Malcolm sat next to the thin man. They had been through this many times over the past three months since Malcolm began petitioning the Monsignor to allow him to join Saint Giblets. But Malcolm was a patient man. He ran through the reasons in his mind. The fact is that at age 43, Malcolm had come to the realization that his life did not have a lot of meaning. In fact, if tomorrow he was struck dead by a bus or fell into a bog or even was abducted by aliens, he might be missed by friends, family, and perhaps some co-workers—but there was no one whose life he had directly improved. No one who would be worse off for having not known him. Sure, he could go back to school and become a real teacher. (Malcolm didn’t count his lecture series at the community college as qualifying him as a “real” teacher). But he ultimately decided that even a teacher might be forgotten. He wanted to touch hearts as well as minds as well as spirits. And to do this he had to transform his life and his career. Malcolm either had to become a rap artist or a man of the cloth. And, well, since he couldn’t really bust a rhyme or whatever the kids were doing these days, that left the clergy.


  Of course he didn’t tell the Monsignor all that. Malcolm simply told the thin man that God had told him to become a vicar. And then he picked a banana slug off the Monsignor’s frock and carefully placed it on the ground. “All creatures, great and small…”


  




  25. Ali


  “How’s Boston?” Vicky Bell asked the video image of her daughter Ali on the computer. They Skyped every Thursday since Ali moved to the East Coast in January. 


  “My law professor is such a pompous idiot,” Ali said.


  “They all are, dear. I think it’s a requirement.” Vicky smiled at her daughter. Ali was getting an advanced real estate degree at East Central Plymouth University right outside of Boston. Her daughter loved the pace of the East Coast, but Vicky secretly hoped Ali would return to Bogwood after college and join the family business.


  “How’s it going with you, mom?”


  “Not bad. Rona Hendricks went out of business, so that’s good.” Rona was one of Vicky’s few competitors on the estate sale side of things.


  “What happened?”


  “She didn’t have enough people at the front door at a sale in Bogwood Heights, the line got out of control, someone lost an eye…”


  “That’s horrible.”


  “Well, the worst part is that Rona let her insurance lapse. So this one thing just about wiped her out.”


  “Wow.”


  “Wow is right, hun. That’s a lesson for you. Never skimp on insurance. How’s it going with Renaldo?” Renaldo was an aspiring mortgage broker that Ali had been dating for the past five and a half weeks.


  “Good…” 


  Vicky could swear she could see her daughter blush on the video conference. “Uh huh… and when am I going to meet Mr. Twenty Percent Down?”


  “I don’t know, mom. We’re just kind of hanging out…”


  “You could do a lot worse than a mortgage broker… although rates have been a little soft lately.”


  “Mom!”


  “Well, have you thought about helping me out this summer?”


  “Renaldo and I were sort of talking about going to Hawaii…” 


  “Hawaii? Really? Well, that’s a little more serious than hanging out, don’t you think?”


  Ali sighed. “Just kind of as friends, you know. Do you want to join us?”


  “That wouldn’t be very romantic. Bringing your mom along to Hawaii. Besides the summer is my busiest time. You know that.”


  “C’mon, think about it. Maybe you’d meet someone…”


  Now it was Vicky’s turn to sigh. “I’m too old to meet anyone.”


  “Duh, no you’re not! Plenty of guys would want to hook up with a vivacious, successful woman like you!”


  “Hook up?!”


  “You know what I mean, mom.”


  Vicky and her daughter video-chatted for another twenty minutes and then said goodbye. As she was shutting down Skype, Vicky looked around her empty house and couldn’t help but wonder if she would ever have a man in her life again.


  She went into the bathroom, a sprawling room with granite counter tops, a soaker tub, and one too many vessel sinks. Vicky splashed some water on her face and forced herself to think about the Fenwick’s estate sale—which was just two days away.


  




  26. Friday Morning


  The two days went very quickly for the Fenwicks. With Xavier’s help, Clayton finally got the garage under control on Friday—the day before the sale. They ended up making two trips to the dump in a rented U-Haul, but by 11 AM, they were done. To celebrate (and also to get out of Vicky and her team’s way), Clayton fired up the Eldorado and he and Xavier drove into town to catch a Mariners game.


  Doris watched, a little overwhelmed, as Vicky’s crew raced around the house, doing last minute pricing, laying down protective paper runners on the floor, sealing off spare rooms with “Do Not Enter” tape, bringing in first-aid kits, setting up stanchions in the driveway, and attending to a million other little details. “My word,” Doris told Vicky. “I’m getting exhausted just watching you!”


  Vicky smiled and took a sip of the Red Bull she’d been toting around all morning. “Just another day at the office for us, dear. But you look like you could use some air…”


  “That’s not a bad idea…” Doris admitted. She grabbed her purse, her sun hat, a glass of iced tea, and her yarn bag and retreated to the back deck to do some crocheting. 


  The sun came out, went away, and came out again—struggling against the oppressive May clouds. Doris was almost finished with her Thanksgiving themed crocheted toilet tank cover when a shadow loomed over her. Doris looked up to see her neighbor Marie with a grim look on her face.


  “Hello, Marie,” Doris said.


  “Hello, Doris.” Marie glanced around the deck. “Is Clayton at home?”


  “No, he took Xavier to the ball game. They won’t be back until supper.”


  The other woman smiled. “Good.” She sat down beside Doris. “I believe you have something for me.”


  Doris nodded and reached for her purse. She removed a thick envelope, which she passed to Marie.


  Marie thumbed through the contents of the envelope. It was $200 in cash. And she counted every bill.


  “Don’t worry, Marie. It’s all there,” Doris said. “Believe me, it was worth every penny.”


  Marie smiled again. “My performance worked?”


  “It most certainly did.” Doris smiled back. “Clayton’s like a tiger in the bedroom.”


  “Nothing like a little intrigue to spice up a marriage.”


  “It’s plenty spicy now.” Both women laughed.


  




  27. Skyvold!


  That evening Helen prepared a veggie lasagna while BJ tuned the satellite TV to a Swedish women’s basketball game. Much to the chagrin of their neighbors, BJ had installed a trio of gargantuan satellite dishes on their roof for the sole purpose of getting European sports broadcasts. On game nights, she preferred to eat in front of her massive flat screen TV. Helen would keep her company even though she got bored watching sports—especially basketball. Instead, Helen would take her laptop to the couch and browse around on Facebook or check email.


  “Wooohoooo!” BJ cheered as one of her favorite players charged forward and hit a layup. She got so excited, bits of veggie lasagna flew from her lips.


  Helen just shook her head and went back to her email. “Jenniphur emailed us a cool estate sale. From Bell,” she announced.


  “Uh huh…”


  “East Bogwood. Fern Hill area. Near where Leigh Anne and Shelly live.”


  But BJ was immersed in the game. They were profiling her team’s six foot one center Layla Skyvold, an attractive, lanky blonde from Norway who had been recruited to play on a Swedish team. “This woman is incredible. Pure distilled athleticism.”


  Helen ignored her. “Jenniphur says they have teak.”


  “Skyvold!” BJ cheered, as the game resumed.


  “And some Kartoffel office stuff.”


  “No one can say that Norwegian women can’t play b-ball. She’s got this young Cloris Leachman thing going. Look at that!” Skyvold made a spectacular free throw and the crowd cheered, along with BJ.


  Helen just rolled her eyes. After a few minutes, during a lull in the game, Helen tried a different tack. “Should I bake us some cupcakes?”


  “Huh?” That caught BJ’s attention. She was obsessed with cupcakes.


  “I’m thinking lavender vanilla with that citrus creme filling…”


  BJ muted the game for a second. “Are you serious? Lavender…?”


  Helen shut her laptop and snuzzled over to BJ. “What’s it worth to you?” she teased.


  




  28. Dinner at the Fenwick’s


  The sun was setting on the Fenwick’s subdivision as the family sat down for a late dinner. Xavier flipped through the The Bogwood Journal while his mom served her latest concoction: some sort of poached egg dish in a soupy red liquid.


  Clayton surveyed his plate. “What the hell is this?”


  Doris sat down and placed her napkin on her lap. “It’s Ouefs en Meurette.” She sampled the dish.


  “Urfs?” asked Clayton.


  “Ouefs. Eggs. It’s French. Mmmm. Try some.”


  “French?” Xavier looked up from his newspaper.


  “I’m taking a French cooking class with Judy.”


  “Who eats eggs for dinner? It’s not civilized!” Clayton said.


  “The French do.” Doris took another bite. “I think we should go to Provence. With the money we get from the sale.” 


  Xavier turned to his father and tapped the newspaper. “There you go, Pop. You’re famous.” He handed Clayton the classified section.


  Clayton fiddled with his reading glasses. “What’s this?”


  Doris was still imagining a vacation to France. “A little farmhouse. The markets…”


  Xavier took a bite of eggs. Not bad. “That’s the ad for your sale,” he told his father.


  Clayton fingered the newspaper with his fingers. “Would you look at the crap paper they’re using now. It barely holds the ink.” He scanned the paper for the ad.


  Doris turned to her son.  “Do you want to come to France with us, Xavier?”


  “Can’t leave the country, Ma. You know that—”


  “Goddamn it!” Clayton slammed down the paper.


  “What?!” asked Doris.


  “It says estate sale. I told that woman, no estate sale. Everyone’s going to think we’re dead now.”


  “Clayton, no one’s going to think we’re dead!”


  “That’s not necessarily a bad thing, Pops.”


  They paused and took in what Xavier said. After a somewhat awkward silence, Doris changed the subject. “So Xavier have you decided about moving the company?”


  “Yeah, Ma. Still thinking about it. Boise’s getting a little hot, so it wouldn’t be bad to relocate.”


  Clayton perked up. “I still have a lot of business connections here, son. You let me know whatever you need.”


  “We don’t use a lot of paper, Pops. I told you, it’s all on the computer.”


  “Bah, computers,” Clayton frowned. “Nothing will ever replace a good typed memo.”


  At that moment, the doorbell rang. Xavier got up and walked to the back of the house. It’s something he always did when the doorbell rang—since he was a teenager.


  Doris went to the door and opened it. Who could be calling at this hour? It was far too late for those young men in the white shirts, ties, and backpacks.


  The man at the front door was in his 40s and he didn’t have a bible.


  “Excuse me, ma’am, my name is Ed LaSalle and I was wondering if you are the folks who are having an estate sale tomorrow?”


  “We’re not dead, you vultures!” shouted Clayton from the other room.


  “Do you think it might be possible if I could take a look at some of the…uh…merchandise…?” asked Ed.


  Doris wrinkled her brow. “Oh, I’m not sure. Is that permissible…?”


  The door opened a bit more to reveal Xavier, munching on a brownie. He gave Ed a hard stare. “What the hell do you want?”


  “I…uh…”


  But it was too late. The door slammed in Ed’s face. Which was probably for the best.


  




  29. Doddridge County


  Despite the popular advice to the contrary, Dick believed that a good 30 minute workout right before bed was a healthy thing to do. He had one of his spare bedrooms set up as a gym, with a bevy of machines and free weights, and at least three nights a week, he pulled on his tank top, shorts, and headband and got in some intense exercise. He found it especially helpful the night before a day of garage sale-ing.


  He had done ten minutes on the elliptical and three sets of lat pull downs. Now he was working on his biceps with a pair of 20 lb. dumbbells. As he did a rep, he called out a name. 


  “Wetzel…Marion…Taylor…Preston…Calhoun…Roane…Lincoln…Nicolas…
 Greenbrier…Monroe…Mercer…Garrett…Mingo…”


  He took a deep breath, momentarily exhausted. But then he pressed on. “Logan…Mason….Jackson…Marshall…Cabell…Braxton…Doddridge.”


  He was counting off the reps by reciting the names of counties in West Virginia, where he grew up. Dick found that not only did it help his concentration, it also kept his memory sharp. And that was another good thing if you wanted to be competitive at garage sales.


  Dick exercised for fifteen more minutes, then took an ice-cold shower. He read somewhere that lowering the body temperature not only helped with weight loss, but it also made you fall asleep quicker. Of course, at his age Dick didn’t need a lot of sleep. Which was good. He also had a built-in mental alarm clock. He could just think of a certain time in the morning and it was like setting an alarm. He’d wake up at exactly that time—to the minute. It even worked on days when the time changed because of Daylight Savings Time.


  Laying in bed, nude and cold, Dick pictured 5:45 AM. There. The alarm was set. He squinted and changed his mind, resetting the alarm for 6:00 AM. He needed his beauty sleep.


  




  30. In the Moment


  Three hours after Dick had fallen to sleep, Angela Cocci was doing some exercise of her own, a combination of yoga and Pilates that she called “yo-lates.” And, unlike more traditional practices of the ancient art, in Angela’s version it was perfectly acceptable to have a glass of wine or three while you were working out. After all, this was a relaxation ritual to get her ready for the garage sale tomorrow. There was a ton of buzz online about this particular sale in East Bogwood. It was going to be a good one. But definitely very competitive.


  Angela took another sip of wine and remembered how stressed she used to get at garage sales—before she got into yo-lates. But now, with the right preparation, she’d be more focused and “in the moment” at the sale. Part of that preparation was consciously visualizing an object of desire. In Angela’s case, the object of desire was a 6’ x 12’ white shag rug from 1973 that would look perfect in her den.


  She stretched and flopped over on her belly. Then Angela raised herself up on her knees and crawled her hands out as far forward as she could—arching her back. This was the Hello Kitty Pose. It was like the more common Stretching Cat Pose, but a little cuter. A lot of stretching involved letting go, and so did success at garage sales. “You don’t find what you want,” Angela told herself. “What you want…finds you.”


  After several more poses and a cool down period (which involved another glass of wine), Angela moved to the bathroom, where she lit several dozen marjoram-scented candles and went to work on her hair and face purification ritual—a ritual which centered around a blue algae mud mask and a bottle of vintage Ivory Snow detergent for her hair. She knew deep down that clean, bouncy hair often made the difference between true harmony and utter failure.


  Cocoa sneezed at the scent of the candles and left his mistress to her preparations. Within a few minutes, the dog was pretending to be asleep in the living room (the farthest he could get from the bathroom and Angela). Luckily for him, Angela didn’t notice the slight. She was either in a deep meditative state on her bed—or sound asleep.


  




  31. Sale Day


  Early Saturday morning, the Fenwick house was mostly still and dark—except for the kitchen, where Doris cracked eggs into a sizzling frying pan. Vicky Bell and her crew were due to be there in 45 minutes, and Doris wanted to make sure Xavier and Clayton had a good breakfast before all the activity began. Xavier, especially, could be very cranky if his blood sugar got too low.


  Drawn by the smell of his mom’s cooking, Xavier made his way into the kitchen—still yawning.


  “Morning dear. Sunny side up?” Doris asked.


  “Yeah.” Xavier yawned again. “Where’s the paper?”


  “I think your father has it.”


  “Okay. I’m getting dressed.”


  “Hurry. Breakfast is almost ready.”


  Unbeknownst to the Fenwicks, cars were already pulling into their street and blocking neighbors’ driveways. One of the first cars to arrive was Angela’s Subaru. Because it was going to be a warm day, Angela reluctantly left Cocoa home, but she plucked a stray bit of his fur from the back seat and sniffed it for good luck. She then walked up the Fenwick’s driveway to stake out her place in line. Luckily, she was one of the first people there.


  As Angela made her way up the long driveway, a rented Chrysler 300 pulled in behind her Subaru. A well-dressed, handsome man in his early 50s emerged. His name was Rob Vanderhof and he was an architect from Minneapolis—in town researching mid-century modern suburban architecture.


  Several other cars arrived and the line up the driveway began to get longer. BJ and Helen’s Forester pulled in eight cars behind Angela’s. BJ was pissed off. “I wanted to listen to the traffic report on the radio—but you and that damn music of yours!”


  Helen was equally upset. “I need to listen to music to get in the right mood for a sale. You know that—”


  “All I know is that we’re not first in line!” BJ cut her off, but then softened. Just a little. “Forget it—time to focus.” They hurried toward the house.


  About 20 miles away, Ed LaSalle was trying to avoid the highway and take the back roads from his house in Renton up to Bogwood. He made a quick right at a red light, but then had to brake suddenly as a school bus pulled out in front of him. Jesus Christ! What the hell is a school bus doing on the road on a Saturday?!


  He got a late start this morning. Katie wanted him to feed baby Ben—which normally he didn’t mind helping with, but not on Saturdays. Not on his big g-sale days. Ed quickly changed lanes and accelerated past the bus. He reached for his coffee and discovered that instead of his travel mug, there was a baby bottle in the cup-holder. Ben’s baby bottle. Shit.


  Back at the Fenwick house, Clayton relaxed on the john with the newspaper. He still hated the cheap crap ink the Journal was using these days, but he was enjoying an article on fern cultivation in the gardening section of today’s paper. As he flipped the page, Clayton caught a glimpse of a strange bearded man peering through the bathroom window, trying to get an early peek at their items for sale.


  “Son of a bitch!” Clayton flung the paper at the window. “Get the hell out of here, you bastards!” Where the hell was that garage sale lady? She had promised them an orderly sale, but now look what was happening.


  




  32. The Line


  At 8:30 AM on the dot Vicky Bell pushed her way through the loose line of shoppers crowding the Fenwick’s driveway. Her team was already here, but Vicky had to stop for a four-pack of Red Bull on her way over. Still, she was exactly on time—neither early nor late—just the way she liked it.


  “Excuse me! Pardon!” Vicky pushed through the knot of shoppers.


  “Are you giving out numbers?” someone called.


  “Where’s the list?” someone else asked.


  Vicky climbed up on the porch and clapped her hands loudly to catch everyone’s attention. “No list today. No numbers. Doors open at nine, and we’ll be letting folks in at that time. No exceptions!” She vanished into the house.


  BJ nudged Helen and spoke in a low voice. “Bell’s here herself. That means there’s some good stuff in there.” 


  But Helen wasn’t paying attention; she was gazing distractedly in Angela's direction. Angela, who was several places in front of Helen, turned and met Helen’s gaze with a smile. The two women waved at each other, as BJ glared. Then Angela returned to her conversation with Rob, the architect who was standing beside her.


  “No this definitely is a Linden ranch.” He nodded at the Fenwick’s house. “You can always tell a Linden by the way he juxtaposes an Asian style roof with the strong verticals of those picture windows.”


  Angela smiled at him, seemingly fascinated with Rob’s dissertation. In truth she was thinking to herself how he kind of looked like Dr. Smith on Lost in Space. But younger and a bit more chiseled.


  “The ironic thing is,” Rob continued. “This kind of exploration of the vernacular forms to rehumanize the man-made built-up environment is totally lost on most of the people who live around here.”


  Angela laughed and contemplated asking him if he owned a robot.


  




  33. Running Late


  Back in West Seattle, Dick Nickerson raced out the door of his bungalow, toting his backpack and reading lamp. He squeezed into his Mini Cooper and accelerated off toward the highway. 


  The whole morning was a catastrophe. 


  For the first time in years, his internal alarm clock failed to wake him up. He couldn’t understand it. How could that happen? Maybe it was the leg cramp he had in the middle of the night—but whatever it was, he was screwed.


  The sale was going to start in twenty minutes and he still had a forty five minute drive ahead of him—longer if the traffic was bad.


  As an experienced garage saler, Dick knew that all the good stuff got snapped up within the first fifteen or twenty minutes of a sale. That’s just the way it was. Professionals knew what was valuable and they moved quickly. Often the pros would come in teams, which would make them even more formidable. Everyday Joes and Jills didn’t stand a chance.


  Neither did someone like him. If he was late, that is.


  Dick downshifted and zoomed toward the freeway on-ramp.


  




  34. 15 Minutes…and Counting


  8:45 AM. Clayton looked out his living room picture window at the throng of people lined up in his driveway. He turned to Vicky. “Why don’t you just let them in? There must be a hundred people out there!”


  Doris touched his arm. “It’s not nine yet, dear.”


  “Mr. Fenwick, it’s all about order,” said Vicky. “We must, above all, have an orderly sale.”


  Toward the end of the Fenwick’s street, Ed’s Taurus screeched to a halt behind a parked mini-van. He had made good time to Bogwood, but judging by the number of cars parked so far away from the sale, he was in trouble. This called for some drastic measures. On top of everything, his phone wouldn’t stop ringing. It was Katie calling. He debated whether or not to just let it go to voicemail, but decided to pick it up to cut off future calls interrupting him at the sale.


  “Sorry for leaving suddenly. I’m on my way in to work now,” he told her. Katie wanted details, but Ed didn’t have time for an elaborate story. “I don’t know… I just got a text from Doug that there’s some emergency. I think a server went down. I’ve got to run… No, I didn’t see the bottle… Bye.”


  He hung up and clicked off the phone’s ringer. Then Ed dug in the glove compartment for something he developed exactly for situations like this.


  Toward the front of the line, Angela and Rob (“Dr. Smith”) were actually hitting it off.


  “Yeah, one of my clients is obsessed with wicker,” Rob said.


  “For the longest time, I didn’t know the difference between wicker and rattan,” Angela pushed his arm playfully. “I still get them confused!”


  They both laughed.


  Farther back in the line BJ consulted a small spiral notebook which served as a ‘wish list’ for their store. Anything on the list had top priority. “What are the chances that we’ll find a harvest gold fondue set in there?” she asked Helen.


  Helen didn’t reply right away. She was gazing distractedly at the other shoppers.


  “Hello?” BJ frowned at her.


  “Sorry… what?”


  “Harvest gold fondue set. It’s on the list. Okay?”


  “Got it.”


  “Steiner says he’ll pay anything for a teak lattice bench, but I don’t trust him,” said BJ.


  “Well, he screwed us on that blue chair…” 


  BJ checked her watch. It was 8:52 AM Pacific Time, and 5:52 PM in Sweden. Game time. She pulled a portable short wave radio out of her bag and fired it up. “Sorry, hun—game’s on,” she said to Helen.


  “They’re going to open up in a few minutes,” Helen said. Now it was her turn to be pissed off.


  “I know,” BJ put an old transistor radio earphone into one ear. “I’ll shut it off the second the doors open.”


  Helen sighed loudly and turned away from BJ. Her and her damn games. She looked over at Angela talking to that man and wondered what they were talking about.


  The answer was remodeling. Rob was telling Angela about a project he just finished in Los Angeles. “So they came in and asked us if we would take out the rear wall. Remember, this is a Wentworth Case Study House. I think it was Case Study 84. Or 85.”


  Angela nodded. “Uh huh.”


  “So guess why they wanted to take out the glass wall.”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Guess.”


  “No idea.” Angela smiled. The truth was she hated guessing games. That’s why she was a professional researcher.


  Rob continued with his story. “They wanted to put in a doggie door. Can you believe it? A doggie door. Turns out that they were these wacko dog people—wanting to put a doggie door into a Wentworth.”


  Angela blanched. Obviously Dr. Smith wasn’t an animal person.


  He kept rambling on. “They had three or four dogs that they referred to as their ‘children.’ Even dressed them up like kids—”


  She had enough. “Excuse me. Could you hold my place?”


  Before he could answer, Angela stormed away to say hello to Helen, the nice lady from Moddities. 


  “Well, this must be a good sale if you’re here,” she told Helen.


  “I don't know about that…” Helen smiled at Angela. “We’ll have to see once we get in. Are you looking for something special?”


  “Me? No, not really… how about you?”


  “Oh, there are a few things we need for the shop.” Helen nodded toward BJ who was engrossed in her game broadcast.


  At that moment, Vicky Bell emerged from the front door, clapped her hands, and called for attention. “Good morning, everybody and welcome to another Bell Estate Sale. In about five minutes we’ll be opening the doors and letting folks in. We’ll start with the first twenty people in line…”


  The crowd murmured with excitement. Angela waved at Helen as she headed back to her place in line. “This is exciting. See you in there!” 


  “Good luck!” Helen called after her.


  BJ took off her earphone and frowned at Helen. “What’d she want?”


  “Just saying hello. She’s a good customer.”


  “Uh huh.” BJ put away her radio and started rolling her shoulders to limber up. “Okay, I have a good feeling about this one. Remember. I go left, you go right—”


  “I know.”


  “Grab everything you can. We’ll sort it out later.”


  “I know, I know.” God, BJ was treating her like this was her first sale.


  But BJ wouldn’t let up. “You know, you know,” she mimicked. “I don’t want a repeat of what happened in Kitslow.”


  Helen just shook her head in silent fury. Bee-yotch!


  As he approached the Fenwick’s driveway, Ed clutched his secret weapon in one hand. It was an asthma inhaler. He wasn’t proud of what he was about to do, but desperate times called for desperate measures.


  Ed pushed his way through the line, announcing “Excuse me. Coming through. My son needs his asthma medicine!”


  The crowd parted to let what they thought was a worried father through. Ed continued to play it up. “Coming, sport. Hang on! Daddy’s almost there—” But before Ed could get to the front of the line, a strong hand grabbed his shirt and yanked him off his feet.


  “Not so fast, bucko,” BJ growled at Ed. “You tried that a few weeks ago.” She looked like she was about to tear him apart.


  “What are you talking about?” he asked feebly.


  Too late. She lifted him up and tossed him into the bushes—at the exact moment when Vicky Bell opened the doors to the sale. The crowd surged forward, but Vicky and several of her beefier helpers controlled the door—only allowing twenty people in. Including Ed LaSalle, who recovered enough to scramble out of the bushes and back into the line—well behind BJ.


  




  35. Let the Games Begin!


  “One through twenty only, please!” Vicky shouted as the shoppers pushed through the door. “No running!”


  As they cleared the entrance, some of the shoppers (including Angela, Rob, and Helen) rushed in the direction of the living room, while the others (including BJ and Ed) instinctively headed toward the garage.


  One side of the living room was filled with folding tables upon which smaller items were displayed. The other side of the room held mostly furniture and larger items.


  Helen decided to look through the furniture first, because furniture generally provided better profits. She spied a distinctive glass-topped coffee table. I wonder if that’s a real Yorilla. Morita Yorilla was a noted furniture designer of the 1960s and 1970s whose curved wood and glass furniture commanded high prices.


  A few steps away, Rob the architect fixed his eyes on the same table. And right behind him was Angela, who thought the little coffee table looked adorable.


  So at exactly the same time, three hands grabbed for the tag on the coffee table. Rob must have been a fraction of a second quicker, because he was the one who snatched the tag first. And, according to garage sale law, he who is in possession of the tag has first dibs on buying an item. Rob smiled smugly at Angela and Helen as he tucked the tag into his shirt pocket as if to say, “Sorry, suckers.”


  On the other side of the living room, two young hipsters paw through a box of Clayton’s old neckties from the 1960s.


  “Oh my god, this is so Mad Men,” the taller hipster says, holding up a prized tie.


  “You hate ties!” his friend chides.


  “Not this one.”


  “They cut off your circulation. Give it to me!”


  Across from them, two hands converged on a carved wooden elephant knick-knack. Angela and Helen nearly smacked into each other, struggling to get the elephant. Helen got there first, but once she saw it was Angela going after the elephant, she surrendered the knick-knack. “You go ahead,” she smiled.


  “Really?” 


  “Sure. I have a bunch like that already.”


  Angela beamed at her. “Thank you. He’s so cute!” She held the elephant up to the light.


  “She,” Helen said.


  “Huh?”


  “The elephant. It’s a she.”


  “Oh…”


  




  36. Somewhere in Bogwood


  Somewhere in Bogwood, Dick Nickerson was driving around—completely lost.


  “Crapola!” He didn’t have a GPS. He didn’t have an iPhone. How the hell was he supposed to find this place?


  




  37. The Find


  Even with the additional lights Vicky’s team brought in, the Fenwick’s garage was dark and gloomy. Not the best environment for presenting merchandise, Ed thought. But that’s better for me.


  When the doors first opened, a bunch of people headed into the garage along with Ed—including the musclebound woman. But most  of the shoppers had taken a quick look around and decided that the main house probably had better stuff. Amateurs. Ed walked over to the workbench. Old tools were always in demand. There was a rack of wood files and some other carving tools. He noticed a dusty shaving mirror
hanging on a nail over the workbench. Ed reached over to wipe dust from the mirror’s surface and he discovered that if he angled to mirror correctly, he could keep tabs on most of the other shoppers in the garage. There was the musclebound woman, of course—looking at some old skis. There were a pair of twenty-somethings peeking in boxes of vintage Christmas ornaments. There was a heavyset man looking at a tall oak file cabinet. And there was an old guy and the tough-looking guy he had seen last night when he tried to get a sneak peek. The old guy must be one of the owners. They were just hanging back, keeping an eye on things.


  Ed turned his attention back to the workbench. There was a stack of cardboard boxes haphazardly stacked on one end of the long bench. Might as well start here. Exactly four seconds later, Ed’s heart almost stopped.


  There, wedged between a Brain Surgery board game and an Open Sesame board game was Ed’s Holy Grail: a genuine Pot o’ Gold board game from 1968. Trembling, he pulled the Pot o’ Gold game out of the stack and examined the box. It was in excellent condition. No water damage. The cartoon illustration of the leprechaun on the cover was a little faded, but the game was over 40 years old and that was to be expected. This was big. This was very big. I’ve got to get out of here now. He began to sweat a little. Screw the rest of the sale. This game is worth more than everything else in this house combined. He dug in his pocket for a handkerchief to mop his brow.


  On the other side of the garage, BJ paused. She replaced the Billie Jean King Signature Edition Wilson tennis racquet that she had been inspecting and sniffed the air. She smelled fear.


  Clayton had witnessed Ed putting something in his pocket (although he didn’t see that it was Ed’s own handkerchief). “I think that guy is stealing from us,” he whispered to Xavier.


  “You sure, Pops?” Xavier asked.


  Clayton shrugged. “I can’t be certain, but—”


  That was good enough for Xavier. He strode over to Ed, grabbed his shoulder, and spun him around. “No one rips us off!” Xavier intoned.


  “What?”


  Xavier slammed the other man into workbench. “Empty your pockets!”


  “I swear, I didn’t—”


  “Empty them! Now!”


  “Okay, okay…” Shaken, Ed complied. Wallet… keys… coins… 


  As Ed fished items out of his pockets, BJ glided from the shadows behind him, smiling in satisfaction. The little prick is going to get his ass kicked.


  “Everything!” Xavier commanded. 


  Ed continued to place his possessions on the workbench. Cell phone… handkerchief… inhaler…


  Xavier snatched up the inhaler. “Is this mace? You bringing a weapon into my house?”


  “What? No—”


  But at that moment, Xavier sprayed the asthma medicine into Ed’s eyes—thinking it was indeed mace. Ed screamed and doubled over.


  In a flash, BJ swooped in and snatched the Pot o’ Gold game. She dashed from the garage back into the house, where she handed Helen the game. “Hang on to this. I don’t know if it’s worth anything, but that little weasel wanted it.”


  “Sure,” Helen said. “What’s going on in there?” Crashes and other sounds of commotion sounded from the garage.


  “With any luck, a murder—” BJ grinned. She headed back to the garage to witness Ed getting his ass kicked.


  




  38. Turnabout


  A few minutes later, in the Fenwick’s dining room, a hand reached for a metal tea canister. At almost the same time another hand reached for it. The hands belonged to Angela and Helen respectively, and for once Angela got to the prize first.


  “We’ve got to stop meeting like this.” Helen said.


  Angela smiled at her. “You want this?”


  “Well, not for me. But a customer has been looking for the match for a set of these.”


  “Oh?” 


  “People go nuts over these things.”


  “Go ahead then. I just liked the color.” She gave Helen the canister, at the same time spotting the Pot o’ Gold game under Helen’s arm. “Pot o’ Gold! I had that when I was a little girl! Oh my god! Where did you find it?”


  “Oh, I think BJ found it in the garage.”


   “Wow. Could I buy it from you? I was so obsessed with that TV show. Remember Uncle Angus?”


  “Uncle Angus?”


  “He was the leprechaun. Remember? He was a leprechaun who could take human form. So when people came over he was just their Uncle Angus. Begorrah!”


  “Begorrah?” Helen looked like she was trying to understand a foreign language.


  “That was his catchphrase.” Angela explained.


  “Oh, I don’t remember it as well as you do.”


  “Are you kidding? That show was my life when I was little.”


  Helen hesitated for a moment, then handed the game to Angela. “Well in that case, you take it.”


  “Are you serious?”


  “Sure.” 


  Angela was floored. “Thank you so much! You are so nice! Can I pay you for it?”


  “Don’t be silly. I didn’t even buy it yet.”


  “I don’t know what to say. This is so sweet!” She hugged Helen.


  Helen gave Angela a come-hither look. “Maybe we could play it some time…”  


  




  39. An Unexpected Encounter


  Out on the Fenwick’s front walk where Vicky Bell had set up a cashier table, Angela watched as a tough-looking man dragged a nerdy-looking man out of the garage and shoved him down the driveway. 


  “Sorry about that,” Vicky said, then she began to ring up Angela’s purchases. Her eyes lit up when she saw the Pot o’ Gold game. “I remember that show. How fun!”


  “It was my favorite,” Angela said, as she paid and gathered her items.


  “Well, enjoy! Thanks for shopping with us.” 


  Angela walked down the driveway just as Dick Nickerson was jogging up toward the sale, with his knapsack and lamp. Angela was distracted—looking down at her new prize—so she nearly ran smack into Dick. Then she did a double-take. It couldn't be! Uncle Angus? She studied Dick’s face. Compared it to the Uncle Angus face on the game. “Oh my god! You look just like—”


  “My game!” Dick exclaimed. While Angela was looking at him, he was looking at the board game in her hands.


  “You look just like Uncle Angus.”


  “That’s because I am Uncle Angus, my dear…” 


  “Uncle Angus?! But what are you doing in Bogwood?”


  “I live here. Well, not exactly here, but—”


  “Uncle Angus!” Angela could not believe her eyes.


  “Yes. And it appears that you’ve found my game. I’ve been looking for a copy of that game for years.” Dick reached for the game. “May I just… touch it…?”


  Angela hugged the game close. “Your game?”


  “Fiddle-faddle! If I were only ten minutes earlier. Yes, you see that game is very important to me. For sentimental reasons.”


  “It is you! That voice. I’m talking to Uncle Angus.” Angela beamed at him.


  “Young lady, you don't know how long I’ve searched for that game… I shall pay you twenty dollars for it, and of course be forever in your debt.” He pulled out his wallet. “Let’s make it thirty…”


  “This is amazing. Say it. Would you, please…?”


  “What?”


  “You know. Say it. Your trademark—”


  “Oh…” Dick cleared his throat, and then spoke in an exaggerated Irish brogue. “Begorrah! We're in a pickle now, me wee lassie. Old Uncle Angus lost his game and now he needs to get it back. Will ye help?”
He threw in another “Begorrah!” for good measure.


  Angela giggled like a seven-year-old. Dick joined her. As they laughed together, he gently tried to take the game from her. “Would you like an autograph? I can send you a signed picture or—”


  Angela resisted and tugged the game away from Dick. She stopped laughing and looked at him with sad eyes. Disappointed.


  That look melted his heart. He was being a jackass. A royal jackass. “I'm sorry.” He bowed toward Angela. “I’m very sorry. There’s no excuse for my behavior.” He bowed again and began to walk away back toward his car.


  After a moment, Angela called after him. “Wait!” 


  Dick stopped, turned. Angela looked into his eyes. “Take it.” She held out the game.


  “Are you serious?”


  “Sure. I want you to have it. You’re Uncle Angus, after all.”


  “Holy moley!” Dick did a little jig.


  “I still can't believe that I'm talking to Uncle Angus. Although you look a lot taller than you did on TV…”


  Dick whooped and embraced Angela, then raised the game into the air triumphantly. But there was a stab of pain on his finger where he was holding the box. “Ouch!” He shook his hand out in pain. His finger was bleeding.
Damn box gave him a paper cut.


  “C’mon, young lady.” Dick took Angela’s arm. “The least I can do is buy you a pastrami sandwich.” 


  “Actually, I could use a drink,” she replied as the two of them departed the sale.


  A few minutes later, back at the cashier table, BJ accosted Vicky, blaming her for the loss of the game. Helen looked on sheepishly as Xavier and Clayton tried to make sense of what just happened.


  “I don’t know what kind of sale you're running here, Bell—” BJ glowered.


  Xavier stepped over toward BJ. “Back off, lady.” 


  BJ turned toward Xavier, eyes flashing. “What’s it to you, big boy?” Before he could react, she pushed him forward.


  “Order! We must have order!” Vicky shouted, as BJ and Xavier got into a shoving match. “Ordo ab chao!”


  




  40. Six Months Later


  On a chilly Saturday morning in November Ed LaSalle worked at the computer in his basement office. He had not so much given up on garage sales as become much too busy to go to them anymore. Two big events had caused this shift in priorities. One was the impending divorce with Katie (which actually bothered him less than he would have guessed); the second was the beta launch of his new game “Caves and Beasts Online”— or “CaB” as it was known to the gaming community. Last May, while he spent ten days in the hospital after the fracas at that garage sale, Ed mentally worked out a whole new kind of 3D gaming algorithm which would allow him to rapidly prototype a new game. When he was released from the hospital, he called his old partner Clive, quit his job (which might have had something to do with Katie wanting the divorce), and immersed himself in game development. The beta had just launched last week and now he and Clive were working around the clock to take care of bugs and refine the game play for a Christmas release of the game.


  Still, Ed kind of missed garage sales. He guessed that he’d probably get back into them once CaB was fully launched and he had a little bit more time. There was some buzz online about troll dolls coming back into style, so it might be good to get in on that.


  Clayton and Doris Fenwick made a little over six thousand dollars from their garage sale. More importantly they got rid of so much junk, they were able to easily fit their remaining possessions into their new modern condo overlooking the Downtown Bogwood Park. They loved their new place—especially the location—which was within strolling distance of the Bogwood Galleria Mall (the world’s largest “floating mall”). That afternoon, they were on their way home from the mall when they bumped into a familiar face: their old neighbor Marie. 


  “So how’s the old neighborhood?” Doris asked.


  Marie made a face. “The Gallows lost their house in that big rain storm last month. The whole thing just sunk eight feet into the sphagnum.”


  “That’s too bad,” Clayton said. “I don’t miss our place at all. The condo is so much easier. No water problems. No leaks. I’ve even got my mosses set up on the lanai.”


  “The what?” Marie asked.


  “Lanai,” said Doris. “It means ‘porch’ in Hawaiian, I think.”


  “I feel like we’re living at the Polynesian Plaza or something,” Clayton smiled.


  “Did you make it to Europe like you were planning?”


  “No,” Doris said. “Most of the money we made ended up going to the lawyers for Xavier’s assault charge, but Clayton just got a consulting job with a local paper company and we might be traveling to South America—”


  “South America? Really?”


  “Quibdo. Columbia. Over 350 inches of rain a year. You should see the mosses!” Clayton said.


  Doris pulled her husband closer. “It could be our big adventure. South America. Oooh!”


  “In a few years, all paper will be made from moss. Mark my words, Marie! Moss is the future. Moss is the future!”


  Marie nodded politely. “I’ll have to remember that.” As they were saying their goodbyes, Marie threw her arms around Clayton and give him a long hug. “Don’t be a stranger, Clayton,” she whispered in his ear—at the same time winking at Doris.


  In her shop, Helen Ziegler dusted an oxidized, wrought-iron decorative lizard. After she and BJ broke up, Helen made up her mind to chuck the whole retro-modern thing and convert the store back to what she knew best: Mex/Tex. She renamed the store “Prima D’Bogwood” and decided to sell all her existing retro-modern inventory to Heidi. The two women went out for drinks to seal the deal and, truth be told, things got a little out of hand with the Mojito consumption. One thing led to another, and well, now she and Heidi were kind of living together. 


  Heidi turned out to be a lot less demanding than BJ. She didn’t try to get Helen to like women’s basketball, or to eat melba toast, or to give foot massages, or whatever. Life was good.


  Helen lifted the little metal lizard and gazed into its eyes. The reptile was considered a harbinger of good fortune in the Mexican culture, and so they forged these metal lizards all over the region. Every house in Mexico had one for good luck. Of course, up here in Bogwood with all the humidity, the metal lizards oxidized very quickly, but if you asked Helen, they were still lucky. 


  Across town at the Lockhart Theatre, Dick Nickerson was being interviewed by Jenniphur McNally, Junior Arts and Entertainment Editor for the Bogwood Journal. Jenniphur had recently been promoted out of the Classified Ad department of the paper and was eager to make a name for herself before she had to take maternity leave. She worked extra hard to snag this exclusive interview with Dick after he had purchased and restored the Lockhart, a 1920s-era music hall in downtown Bogwood.


  As they sat in the plush seats facing the grand stage, Dick admitted that it was sheer luck that changed his financial fortunes. “I had the opportunity to place a rare Pot o’ Gold board game to a high-end Japanese auction house and earned myself a pretty penny. But it’s what I did with my proceeds that was really lucky. I ended up putting the money into an Internet start-up called e-Inmates.com and the friggin’ thing took off like a rocket. Who could have predicted that?”


  Dick went on to explain how he spent some of his money on a passion project: restoring the old Lockhart Theatre and putting on the first live show there since 1958. “It gave me the chance to get back to my roots… to my one true love—the dance! I’m putting together a show based on some of the historical events here in Bogwood—especially what they used to call the Bogwood Two- Step.” He picked up his choreographer’s notebook and motioned for Jenniphur to follow him to the stage where twenty dancers were warming up.


  “I’ve combined traditional folk music and step dancing with the historical Bogwood puddle-jumping steps. If you know your history, you know that due to the puddles and sinkholes that were common in downtown Bogwood at the turn of the century, residents would kind of take these little steps…” Dick demonstrated by hopping and jumping across the stage. “You speed it up, add some jogs here, slap, trundle… And you get my new original musical Bogdance!”


  He clapped his hands and motioned for his dancers to begin practice. Music boomed through state-of-the-art surround-sound speakers and the dancers began a complicated series of moves with quick, choppy leg movements that reminded Jenniphur of Irish step-dancing. This was going to be a killer article.


  In a new industrial park on the southern outskirts of Bogwood, workers were installing an illuminated sign on a modern glass and steel office building. The sign read “e-Inmates.com” and it was huge.


  Inside the building, on the top floor, in an opulent meeting room, e-Inmates’ Board of Directors were getting briefed by a polished, dapper looking Xavier.


  “As everyone knows, the IPO was very successful at fueling our growth internationally. We’re in six countries right now—most-recently Columbia—and subscription rates are up 38% over last quarter. We’re projecting year-over-year revenue growth of 211%, with approximately 65% coming from advertising sales, 25% from subscriptions, and 10% from merchandise commissions and other partner revenue.” Xavier looked around the room. The Board was all smiles.


  “Next on the agenda,” he continued. “I’d like to introduce our newest division head and my right-hand man… err, woman. Ms. BJ Harwood.” Xavier nodded to the woman seated next to him. BJ was dressed in a conservative suit. She smiled at Xavier and stood to address the Board.


  “Nice to meet everyone. As Xavier mentioned, I was brought on to launch a new division here at e-Inmates: the women’s prison division, which we see as a huge growth opportunity for the company. We’ve been doing some consumer research and we’re uncovering some great insights about the needs of female inmates as they try to reconnect and re-establish important relationships. We feel we can monetize these needs to the degree that by this time next year, the new division could account for 30% of the company’s revenue. And it’s all incremental revenue.”


  “I don’t understand it,” Xavier joked. “It must be a prison chick thing.” 


  “Hey!” BJ shoved him. Playfully. And several members of the Board felt energized by the chemistry between these two.


  A few miles out of town, the suburbs gave way to large tracts of agricultural land. It was here that Angela Cocci started a passion project of her own: Bogwood Bay Winery—a small boutique winery made possible by Dick Nickerson’s largesse. As she walked through the vineyard toward the tasting room (with Cocoa reluctantly following), she reflected how much healthier she felt once she made some changes in her life—including kicking her garage sales habit. Her therapist had urged Angela not to live so much in the past. It was good advice, Angela thought. Kind of like something her grandmother might have said. So, a few months ago, Angela gave most of her old garage sale clutter to charity. It felt good to be free of all those possessions dragging her down. At about the same time she also quit her job at Olympic Research. The whole research biz was getting really tiring. All the questions. It never let up. Angela was much happier among the grapes and the casks, pruning vines, monitoring the fermentation process, testing the pH, doing quality control, even designing the labels and working on marketing her wines.


  Bogwood Bay’s first wine was nearly ready and Angela was very proud of how unique it was. She called it a “Breakfast Chardonnay.” The wine was light, crisp, and had a bit of a citrusy tang to it that made it pair especially well with eggs. And believe it or not, its unusual flavor was the result of a secret ingredient. In every cask Angela added a tiny sprig of fermented moss. Delicious.


  




  THE END 


  




  Stay Tuned for More Bogwood Chronicles


  A few years after the Fenwick’s big g-sale, Angela, Dick, Xavier, Ed, Malcolm, BJ, and Vicky Bell are back in an all-new comic adventure: Murder Most Fatal.


  Through a series of smart investments, Dick Nickerson has parlayed the profit from the sale of his Pot o’ Gold memorabilia into a small fortune—enough for him to purchase a remote private island in the center of Lake Bogwood. But he soon gets bored and lonely living on the island. Like a modern-day King Lear, Dick decides to downsize and give away all his possessions, including his island estate. He throws a weekend party for his closest friends (including Angela, Malcolm, BJ, Xavier, and some others). But soon after the festivities begin, one of the guests, a beautiful blonde, is found strangled, naked, and covered in whipped cream. It becomes clear that Dick was the intended victim and the killer is still loose. A severe storm traps everyone on the island, so Dick has no escape. He has to figure out which of his guests are trying to kill him and which are trying to save him.


   


  The Bogwood Chronicles: Murder Most Fatal
 Coming Soon


  




  You’ve Read the Book - Now Watch the Movie


  Get the award-winning independent comedy that started it all. Visit gsalemovie.com to view the trailer and get a great deal on the limited-edition G-SALE DVD.
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