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Jane woke up unusually early for a Saturday morning, the first rays of sunlight barely peeking through her bedroom curtains. She stretched, yawned, and quickly threw on her clothes, too eager to waste time. As she hurried downstairs, the familiar clinking sound of coins greeted her before she even reached the kitchen. Her mom was already at the table, sorting small bills and loose change into a row of clear plastic envelopes—part of their well-worn Saturday morning routine.

Her parents owned a refurbished furniture store, and weekends were often spent exploring antique shops, flea markets, and neighborhood yard sales in search of hidden treasures. Jane and her younger brother, Henry, were always invited along for the ride. In exchange for helping load old furniture and quirky collectibles into the back of their truck, they were each given a few dollars to spend however they liked.

Lately, Jane had developed a growing fascination with antiques—especially vintage books and dolls. What intrigued her most wasn’t just the objects themselves, but the stories they carried, the silent history etched into their worn edges and faded labels. She was still learning, but her parents were great teachers, always ready to explain how to recognize valuable pieces, spot a reproduction, or tell if something was truly rare. Jane soaked it all in, eager to become an expert herself.

This morning, she felt especially excited. There was always the thrill of the unknown—what might she uncover today? Her friends at school didn’t always understand her passion for rummaging through dusty corners in search of the past. Some thought it was a little strange. But they’d stopped teasing her as much lately—especially when she started bringing back treasures just for them.

Last weekend, for instance, she’d found a slightly worn but recognizable doll that had once been her best friend Maddie's favorite childhood toy. When Jane presented it to her, Maddie let out a delighted, high-pitched squeal that made Jane laugh out loud. The doll wasn’t worth much money-wise, but to Maddie, it was priceless.

Another time, Jane scored a bundle of vintage schoolbooks from the 1920s—just the kind Alice adored. Whenever she found a good stack of those, usually tossed out during estate clean-outs, she’d haul them back for her friend, who treasured every single one.

Grace, on the other hand, was a bit trickier. She had a taste for vintage fashion—bold, designer pieces that were harder to come by. Still, Jane had managed to impress her too. At a crowded estate auction one Saturday, she spotted a Chanel scarf from the 1960s tucked beneath a pile of men’s clothing. With most of the crowd disinterested in the old women’s fashion, Jane snagged it for just fifty dollars—a total steal. Grace was stunned.

Jane had a knack for finding things that mattered—not just things of monetary value, but items that brought back memories or sparked joy. That’s what she loved most about these weekend adventures.

As she grabbed a granola bar from the counter and tucked her small envelope of money into her jacket pocket, Jane felt the familiar tingle of anticipation. A new day, a new set of treasures waiting to be discovered. Who knew what stories she might uncover today?

"Good morning sweetie." Her mom looked up for a brief second to see Jane standing by the table watching her sort out cash and coins. 

"Hey, mom. You almost ready to go?" Jane slid into the seat across from her mom, eyeing the large pile of one's going into her signature purple envelope. 

"Yup. Sales open at six this morning. We have a few we can get to before today's auction at noon."

"I thought the auction was supposed to start at nine?" Jane's dad replied, pouring a bowl of cereal.

"Nope. I got a text from Kim at the auction house. She said they had a few last-minute things come in, so they wanted to add them to today's auction."

"Excellent, more stuff for us!" her dad replied. 

Jane laughed. Her dad was such a goof ball. 

They ate their breakfast of scrambled eggs, fruit, and toast, before packing up a cooler of water and snacks for the rest of the day and headed out. Her older brother was already waiting for them at the first yard sale. 

"Hey, sis!" Henry said, embracing her.

He had moved out just last year and was finally enjoying life at college while Jane was still in her last year of high school.

"Hey, long time no see!" she joked. She had just seen him last weekend. "How did you do on that last exam?" 

"Aced it! Though to be fair, it was on history, and I think we all know where we get our history knowledge from." Henry eyed his parents, as his mom handed him an envelope of money. 

"Don't look at me," their dad said. "I think your mom knows it best."

They both laughed. 

"You guys ready?" Jane's mom asked them. 

"Yup, systems are go," her dad replied, and they all walked into their first sale.
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Jane wandered from table to table, pausing thoughtfully at each display. She wasn’t captivated by every item, but she examined them closely anyway—part of her self-imposed training. She studied stamps on the bottom of China teacups, scanned copyright dates in faded children's books, and took mental notes on condition, quality, and age. Every detail mattered. She was still learning what separated junk from treasure.

As she leaned down to examine a pair of tarnished brass candlesticks, her foot bumped into something beneath the folding table—a cardboard box, taped on one side and slightly crushed at the corners.

"Excuse me," Jane called to the woman running the sale. "Is this box part of the stuff for sale?"

The woman turned quickly. Her smile faltered for a moment. "Yes. It's free. But be careful with it. The things inside—they need to be handled with care." Without another word, she turned and busied herself at the other end of the driveway, casting the box a final wary glance.

Jane raised an eyebrow, curiosity flaring. She knelt down and pulled back the top flap. Inside was a jumbled collection of dolls—some porcelain, others ragged and handmade. Their faces were smudged, their clothes worn and stained. A few had missing limbs, and more than one had eyes that stared a little too intently for Jane’s liking. Still, she felt a spark of excitement. With a little love and cleaning, some of these could make decent additions to their shop—or at the very least, solid practice for her restoration skills.

Cradling the box in her arms, she brought it over to her parents, who were scanning a row of antique mirrors nearby.

“Hey, Dad, look what I found,” she said, grinning. “It was free. Figured I could fix them up. Do you think there’s anything valuable in here?”

Her dad set down a mirror and peered into the box. He began pulling dolls out one by one, inspecting each briefly before setting them gently on the grass. A few made him chuckle or wrinkle his nose. Jane held her breath. Even if it hadn’t cost anything, she wanted to prove she could spot a good find.

Then he paused, his hand wrapped around something near the bottom of the box. He slowly lifted a doll out and held it in front of him, staring. His face shifted—first to surprise, then disbelief, and finally something that looked eerily like fear.

"I can’t believe it..." he muttered. “I didn’t think any of these were still around.”

Jane stepped closer. “What is it?”

Her dad looked at her, voice low and serious. “It’s a Molly Dolly.”

"A what?"

He didn’t smile. “A Molly Dolly. Made in the late 1800s by a man named Thaddeus Moore. He crafted the first one as a birthday gift for his daughter, Molly. She adored it—and as word spread, the doll became incredibly popular. But the story gets darker from there.” He glanced at the doll in his hand. “Much darker.”

Jane leaned in, captivated. “What happened?”

“Molly grew up and got engaged to a man named Jess Fargo. He was cruel, an angry drunk who gambled their money away constantly. One night, in a fit of rage, he took a kitchen knife, and he killed her. Her father was devastated and obsessed with grief. People say he tried to contact her spirit through séances—and that eventually, he succeeded. But Molly’s spirit wouldn’t move on. She attached herself to the doll and her father, who was driven mad with grief at not being able to see her again. He took her everywhere with him and people thought he was mad. He ended up taking his own life to be with her, but after he died... the doll changed. People claimed Molly’s spirit became angry—vengeful towards other people now her father was gone. The legend goes that she killed Jess... and then others in his family and then moved on to anyone who owned a Molly Dolly. Now, they say if you summon her, she can possess people, and she doesn’t let go easily. She’s been blamed for strange deaths, accidents—some say even a few unsolved murders.”
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