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      “How long do you think it’s going to take?”

      The man behind the counter looked up from his computer. “These things usually take about forty-five minutes. Have a seat and make yourself comfortable. There’s a fresh pot of coffee if you’d like some.” He pointed to something behind her.

      Marly turned around to see the small cabinet where a brewer sat, along with some cups, stir straws, and an assortment of packaged sweeteners and creamers. Giving the man a word of thanks, she started to make her way over to the cabinet when she happened to glance out the automotive department’s front plate glass window. Across the street was an antique shop. Painted on its own front window were the words YESTERDAY’S MEMORIES.

      An antique shop. It sounded more interesting than her other option of sitting and being bored while she waited.

      She pointed to it. “Since I have the time, I think I’ll go over there and look around. If you need me, you have my number, right?”

      The associate read out what was on her repair sheet, which she confirmed. Having informed the man of her intent, she left the automotive service center.

      Traffic was busy this time of day. She didn’t dare risk trying to jaywalk her way across the road. Besides, it was just a short, brisk walk to the end of the block where she waited for the light to change before crossing over to the other side of the street.

      A little bell above the transom alerted whoever was working that they had a customer. Sure enough, a thin, older man wearing a short-sleeve plaid shirt and a Harley Davidson leather vest emerged from the rear of the store.

      “Hello, there! Looking for anything in particular?”

      “Not really.” She indicated behind her. “My car’s being worked on across the street, and I thought I’d come here and look around to pass the time.”

      The proprietor grinned as he nodded. “We get a lot of our customers from over there. Well, if there’s anything I can help you with, just holler. My name’s Milton.”

      “Thank you, Mr. Milton. I will.”

      The little guy made himself busy with something, leaving her to stroll through the shop on her own.

      For such a small shop, it was packed to the gills with stuff, as her grandfather often said about places like this. Not only were the shelves filled with bric-a-brac and other odd and unusual paraphernalia, Mr. Milton had also made use of the ceiling. Marly spotted several tricycles, a couple of bikes, three children’s pedal cars, plus some wooden wagon wheels and one large copper pot securely tied to the overhead beams.

      Much of what she found were things she’d seen in other antique stores. There were also items she recognized that her grandparents had used in their house. However, most of what she saw was unrecognizable, and none of it piqued her interest. These things held no sentimental value, and that’s what she’d been hoping for—to find one or maybe two pieces that called to her. Or, as her granddaddy also used to say, be that something she couldn’t live without.

      Reaching the end of an aisle, she circumvented a large wooden dining table that was stacked with bone china dishes, cups, and saucers.

      In the midst of them sat a wooden box.

      She stopped, her curiosity aroused. It was old. That much was evident. How old, she couldn’t begin to guess, but off the top of her head she figured it could have been made around the early nineteen hundreds. Maybe earlier. Judging by the craftsmanship, she’d swear it had been made by hand.

      It was a clamshell box, where it was split in half. A leaf pattern had been carved into the leather side panels, as well as the wooden frame and leather binding straps. The handle was an elaborate piece of metal. The latch in front was also made of metal, and of a kind she’d never seen before. Marly flipped it with a forefinger.

      “At least it’s not locked.”

      She was about to open it when she jerked her hand back.

      “Hey, Mr. Milton?”

      A voice faintly answered her. “Yes, Miss?”

      “Are we allowed to handle things? You know, pick them up and examine them?”

      “Sure can! But if you break it, you bought it.”

      Smiling, Marly picked up the box and lightly shook it. Something rattled inside, and she immediately set it back on the table.

      “Oh, geez. Please tell me I didn’t break something.” Taking a shaky breath, she reached for it again. “Only one way to find out.”

      Taking a deep breath, she flipped the latch again then slowly, gradually, raised the upper half. A small cross lay inside. As she stared at it, a distinctive smell came from the interior, and she recognized it as cedar.

      “It’s a cedar chest! It’s a bit fancier than the one my grandmama had, but it’s definitely cedar. I’d know that smell anywhere.”

      The scent took her back to her childhood. Back to when she would dress up in one of her grandmother’s old dresses, then choose which pieces of jewelry to wear with it from the cedar chest on the vanity. She could choose from necklaces, earrings with screws on the backs, lots and lots of spangly bracelets, and rings that were much too large for her fingers. She spent hours prancing around in her finery and feeling like a queen.

      “Boy, those were good times,” Marly murmured with a smile.

      She lifted the lid all the way, and that’s when she noticed the writing on the inside. Or rather, the words that seemed to be burned into the wood on the underside. She ran her fingertip over the dark brown letters. They were rough to the touch.

      “Yep. Those are burned in.”

      She peered at the writing. It was in an unusual script, but easy to read.

      

      Ask, and it shall be given to you.

      Seek, and you shall find.

      Knock, and the door shall be opened to you.

      Matthew 7:7

      

      Shutting the lid, she examined the object more closely, including the bottom, hoping to find a price tag. She finally found it, noting the box cost less than ten dollars. Other than the small white adhesive tag, there was no other mark on the box. Nothing to indicate where it had been made or by whom. Opening the box again, she re-read the inscription.

      “Ask, and it shall be given to you. Hmmm.”

      Marly stared at the box in her hands as she considered the cost. “That’s all they want for it? That has to be a mistake. The artistry alone is worth more than that.”

      She ran her fingertips over the elaborate carvings, then opened it once more. The scent of cedar wafted up to her, bringing with it more of those wonderful memories she’d thought she’d forgotten.

      That did it for her. This box had touched that part of her that evoked happier times. This box had sentimental value, and that was enough.

      She took the box up to the front of the store, setting it on the counter. Mr. Milton glanced over at it, and a big smile lit up his face.

      “Looks like you’ve made a find!”

      She tapped the lid. “There’s a cross inside. I didn’t know if it belongs in there, or if someone put it inside, maybe to hide it, or thinking they could get it with the box and no one would be the wiser.”

      Milton eyed her. “You are a rare spirit, Miss.”

      His reply surprised her. “I am?”

      “You’re honest. That’s rare these days, especially when you work in retail like I do.” Opening the box, he glanced inside. “Yes, that’s it. Yes, the cross belongs in there. It came with the box.” He took a deep breath, and his smile widened. “I love that smell.”

      “So do I,” Marly admitted. “It reminds me of a cedar chest my grandmother used to have.” She giggled. “Of course, hers looked nothing like this one, but I couldn’t resist getting it.”

      Nodding, Milton rang her up, and she paid for the item. He placed it inside a bag before handing it to her.

      “I hope it brings many more wonderful memories to you, Miss.”

      “Thank you. I’m sure it will.”

      She left the store with the bag clutched in her arms and made her way back to the automotive center where she hoped her car was ready and waiting for her.
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      “So it’s a box that grants you a wish?” Karla reiterated before stuffing another potato chip in her mouth.

      Marly frowned. “No. It doesn’t mention making a wish. It says to ask.”

      “That’s the same thing as making wish,” her friend quibbled.

      Marly continued to balk. “Not really. It’s a verse from the Bible. The inscription’s even inscribed on the cross when I examined it closer.”

      Karla sipped her soda. “How big is the cross?”

      “No bigger than my hand.” Marly stared at her open palm, then pointed out the dimensions with her other hand. “It’s exactly the length from the top of my middle finger, down to my wrist, and the crossbar is the same distance between my pointer and ring finger when I spread them.”

      “What’s it made of?”

      “The cross? Silver, I think.”

      “Silver, huh? Bet it’s made of aluminum. Or tin. Tin was a very popular metal back in the day.”

      “No.” Marly shook her head. “It’s heavy. I’m thinking it’s made of real silver. And it fits in the box perfectly, like it was made for it.”

      “Wow.” Karla sat back in her seat. “If it’s really made of silver, you could sell that cross for a hell of a lot more money than what you paid for the box.”

      Marly gave a nod. “I could, but I won’t.”

      “Why not? Hell, I’d do it in a heartbeat.”

      Marly stared at
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