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Teddy Bear Man




Six feet from the antique store, The Object (as how Nanette Perry had referred to it) began keening. 

She would have bolted right into the store, save for her husband Eric, who gripped her shoulder firmly. His eyes warmed in the spring morning’s sunlight, hair dappled by shadows of a sycamore tree’s leaves.

“Nan,” he said, “you can’t go in there like that. The owner will double the price on the spot.”

But the friendliness he had before the move, before the house, before the magic was gone, was replaced by a hard edge. Her heart fluttered against it, but she swallowed it down, reminding herself he was also right. She pressed her face against his chest, wishing she had her teddy bear man back.

She didn’t know if anything would ever be the same again.

The Object wailed again, shattering through her thoughts.

I’m coming for you, she told The Object with as much annoyance as she could put into her thoughts.

It felt silly talking to The Object. But it was magical, and they always had their personalities, mixed in with the person who had selected it. From her research, this was Opal’s, her great aunt, known for going to bed when the going got tough.

The weight of The Object’s stink eye landed on her as if it could have eyes.

It’s not my fault, she said.

Opal’s idiot great-grandson was at fault, greedy guts that he was, always looking for the silver bullet and never finding it. Now he could add thief to his list of accomplishments.

Then the wailing receded, mulishly, and very reluctantly.

Nanette gazed up at Eric, who stood a head taller than her, and nodded. “I’m ready.”

“Let’s get this done,” he said.

She drew in a deep breath, then plunged through the glass door, a string of bells announcing her entrance. Fragrant wood made her stop to inhale with pleasure. For the first time on her forced treasure hunt, the warmth of a store welcomed her. The last store had been run by a surly gentleman who had gotten into antiques to make money. Didn’t care a thing about the antiques. Or customers.

This store…everything was loved.

It was cluttered in the way an antique store should be, everything out so it could be handled and oohed over. Two of the other stores had been like high-end furniture places. Look from a distance, buy because it’s expensive.

“Holler if you need help,” called the owner, a woman behind a glass counter with a nameplate identifying her as Ruby. Fifties, hair a chestnut brown merging with silver, eyes alit with the color of new leaves.

“Thanks,” Nanette said, succumbing to the temptation to check out the jewelry through the glass. Simple kitchen towels, one bearing the smiling face of a cow, covered the shelves along with a variety of necklaces, earrings, hatpins, and hairpins. The jewelry made Nanette sigh wistfully. She wanted to linger.









