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Henry Locke shuffled from the tattered sofa to the tiny, unkept kitchenette. The teapot whistled. Slowly, he poured the hot water into the chipped, stained cup. Gently, he dunked the soggy tea bag into the boiling liquid. Sipping it carefully, he turned to face the cluttered apartment he resided in for forty years. With no friends or relatives, he felt saddened that he could not share his secret. A secret he had kept hidden for more than a century. 

A loud knock startled him. The cup shook in his trembling hands. His heart skipped a beat. Henry sat the cup down hard onto the dingy countertop. Hastily, he made his way across the dusty and dirty wooden floor. 

“Who is it?” he called out in a timid voice. Henry looked through the small peephole. A young woman was turned sideways. All he could see was her profile and short-cropped hair.

“It’s Bailey...Bailey Reese. Apartment 5. Mr. Locke...I’m going to the grocery store. Do you need anything?” she shouted at the closed door.

Henry unlatched the rinky-dink chain and pulled open the door just enough to peek out his wrinkled head.

“You say you live in Apartment 5?” His voice shook from age. Bailey smiled and gave a slight nod.

“Yes...I’m Bailey Reese. I picked up a few things for you last week. I was wondering if you needed groceries. I don’t mind bringing them back for you.” The young woman shoved her hands inside the hoodie sweatshirt. A baggy pair of sweatpants hung off her slim hips. 

“Well, that’s quite thoughtful of you, Ms. Reese. Indeed, I do need a few items. Please come in. I will write them down for you.” Henry moved backward and allowed his neighbor inside.

A musty smell met her nose. She stifled a sneeze. Bailey glanced at the messy apartment. Stacks of books and magazines stood tall, covering almost every available surface. Decrepit pieces of mix-matched furniture scattered across the living area. The frayed, faded throw rugs were scattered throughout. 

Henry was busy writing down a shopping list. Bailey could not believe how the old man could live in such a dreary and dusty place. Once again, she stifled a sneeze. The heavy dust in the air kicked her allergies into gear.

“Mr. Locke...you need to open a window and let in fresh air. It’s stuffy. I mean, I’m not trying to tell you what to do, but I do know breathing this...all this can’t be good for you. It can play havoc on your health.” Bailey found a tissue in her pocket and wiped her leaking nose.

Henry finished his list and handed it to Bailey. “Let me get you some money. I’ll be right back.” The old man shuffled down the narrow hallway. Minutes later, he reappeared. 

“Here you go!” Henry placed what looked to be a brand new one-hundred-dollar bill into Bailey’s palm. 

Bailey did a double take. The bill was crisp, as if it had just been printed. It had a blue seal and a side view of Benjamin Franklin’s head. The date of issuance read 1914. How was it possible?

“Mr. Locke...I think you gave me one of your collectables,” said Bailey. She extended the bill to Henry.

“Oh, I’m quite sure, Ms. Reese, it is still valued as exchangeable currency,” he said, waving it off.

“I understand that...what I’m trying to say is I may not know a lot about collectible currency, but I do know this hundred-dollar bill has to be worth a lot more than just a hundred bucks!” she exclaimed.

“Maybe rightly so, but it should be more than enough to pay for the items on my list. You may keep the change for your thoughtfulness and your trouble. Thank you again, Ms. Reese.” Henry flashed a crooked smile. He gestured toward the door.

Bailey cocked her head and lifted a single eyebrow. Without saying another word, she left the old man’s apartment with the vintage bill in her pocket. Before going to the store, she planned on stopping at the nearest bank.
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Katie Darcy held the unique bill in her gloved hand. Her specialty ranged from vintage art to antiquated currency. The CEO of Cumberland Banking and Loan had noted her appraising skills.

“Ms. Bailey, this is indeed an authentic, uncirculated 1914, blue seal, one-hundred-dollar bill.” She slowly turned it over. “And the vignette of figures on the back represent labor, plenty, America, peace, and commerce.” The middle-aged banker’s eyes widened. 

“What’s it worth?” asked Bailey. Katie held the woman’s gaze.

“I can give you a rough estimate. But a definite amount...I would have to examine it more closely. Around $3,400 would be my guess. Are you looking to sell it?” asked Katie.

“Sell it? The old man in my building gave it to me to buy his groceries. I tried to tell him it had to be worth more than a hundred bucks, but he insisted on using it for payment and told me to keep the change,” explained Bailey.

Katie shook her head from side to side. “I hope you are not going to use it at the store. This bill is very valuable. Are you sure your neighbor understood the value of such a fine, exquisite bill?” 

“I told him it had to be worth a pretty penny...but he insisted I take it. What should I do?” asked Bailey.

Katie Darcy examined the vintage bill more closely. She let out a sigh. After several seconds of silence, she handed it back to Bailey.

“I would keep it. Pay for elderly man’s groceries. In a few days, return it to him.” Katie shrugged her shoulders. “That’s what I would do.” 
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Henry Locke’s list had but eight items totalling a whopping ten bucks and some change. Bailey sorted his share and placed them in a separate bag.  Once she returned to the building, she knocked heavily on his door. 

“Mr. Locke? It’s Bailey Reese...I have your groceries.” She knocked a bit harder. Maybe he was hard of hearing. “Mr. Locke? Are you there?” she called out loudly.  She set down the heavy paper bag. She slowly twisted the knob. It opened easily.

“Hello?” called Bailey. “Mr. Locke? It’s Bailey Reese...I have your items from the store.” Before entering Henry’s apartment, she quickly picked up the bag to bring it inside. His cramped quarters were messier than when she was given his list. Mustiness surrounded Bailey. Her nose itched from the dust. She placed his bag on the cluttered countertop. Dirty dishes sat in the stained sink.

“Mr. Locke? Are you home? I’ll leave your bag on the counter.” Bailey hesitated. What if Henry Locke had fallen in one of the other rooms and hurt himself? What if she needed to call 911? 

Bailey rubbed her itchy nose and decided to check the other rooms. She could hear a faint ticking sound as she crept down the narrow hallway. The bathroom was a half bath with just a shower area. It was old and yellowed and empty. The walls needed a long overdue coating of paint. The sink faucet dripped. 

Seconds later, she stood outside a closed door. Bailey assumed it must be Henry Locke’s bedroom. Across from the closed door was a ten-by-eight room filled with stacks of papers and miscellaneous items. She didn’t bother to go inside. There was very little room to move about. 

Bailey called out once again. Still no answer from her aged neighbor. This time, she tapped lightly on the bedroom door. The ticking noise was coming from behind the closed door. Bailey turned the tarnished knob. 

“Mr. Locke...it’s Bailey Reese...I’m coming in. I hope you're decent,” she said with a half-smile. Surprising the old man was one thing, but catching him naked.... that’s quite another.

It creaked then moaned in protest. Bailey stood stoic. The room was at least twelve by twelve. The full-size bed was neatly covered and made with a floral quilt. A small wooden nightstand with one book and a reading lamp. Against the wall near the curtain-covered window stood a shiny wooden antiquated grandfather clock. The polished pendulum swung back and forth. 

“Wow! It’s beautiful!” she said to herself. Her eyes were drawn to the perfectly etched detail along the long case. It was then she noticed the clock’s hands. She waited a minute or two to make sure her eyes were not deceiving her. As the minutes ticked by, she watched in awe. The hands of the grandfather clock were moving backward. 

“What in heaven’s name?” whispered Bailey. A strange melody began to play as it ticked backward and reached the hour mark. Startled by the oddness of such a lovely antique, she backed away. She glanced about the rest of the room for any sign of Henry Locke. An old, worn dresser and two faded photographs in chipped frames sat on top. An embroidered dolly was placed underneath. The furniture was spotless. Bailey glanced down at the floor. It, too, had been polished and decorated with round, faded throw rugs. Even though they may have been worn, they were meticulously clean.

Bailey’s thoughts rushed into her head. Why would the rest of Henry’s place look like a hoarder’s mess while his bedroom remained immaculate?

A loud knock startled Bailey. It was coming from the main door of Henry’s apartment. She hurriedly rushed out, closing the bedroom door harder than she intended. Seconds later, she hurried across the cluttered living room area. Without using the peephole, she swung the door open wide. 

“Ms. Reese...what are you doing inside Mr. Locke’s apartment?” asked the landlord, Maddock White. His frumpy appearance left her cringing at the nasty little man. His balding head was covered in sweat. Lips pulled in a sneer. Big black-framed glasses hung down on his wide nose. Body odor permeated the air between them. A stained green t-shirt and wrinkled khaki shorts fit snugly across his protruding belly. It was hard to believe this man was in his forties, married, and had two children.

“When has it been against the law to visit a neighbor?” asked Bailey. She crossed her arms and leaned against the chipped doorway. 

“It’s not—but breaking and entering is. I know you’re not here visiting Mr. Locke. Because Henry Locke is dead,” exclaimed White. Bailey gasped. How could this be?

“Mr. Locke...is dead?” whispered Bailey. The landlord adjusted his oversized frames.

“Are you deaf? That’s what I said! The old man is dead. So, I am asking you again, politely, what are you doing in Mr. Locke’s apartment?” Now, it was his turn to cross his pudgy arms.

Bailey cleared her voice. “I picked up a few things from the store...I knocked, and he didn’t answer. The door was unlocked, so I came in and put his items on the counter. Then I thought I’d better check on him and ensure he was fine.” She looked down at her shoes. Her eyes filled with tears.

“You expect me to believe that...that story? You’re in here to steal his stuff. Not that any of it is worth anything. Locke was a hoarder. This place is a mess. Management isn’t going to like it when I tell them about all of this!” Maddox White gestured toward the living room. 

“I don’t care if you believe me, Mr. White. There’s the bag over there filled with groceries. And I wouldn’t steal anything from anyone,” stated Bailey. White waved Bailey off. He pulled his phone from his sagging pants pocket and moved from the opened door. She could hear him talking with someone. Several times, he turned and glanced her way. She didn’t move. It was hard to believe she had been talking to Mr. Locke just a few hours ago, and now he was gone.

“Ms. Reese. How would you like to make a few bucks?” he asked as he wiped the sweat off his forehead. Bailey’s face soured.

“Doing what?” she asked. 

“Management said to clean this place out. Then, it must be painted before renting it out.” He shifted on his thick legs.

“What about family...or friends? Mr. Locke’s stuff should go to them.” White was already shaking his head back and forth.

“The old man had nobody—no wife, kids, grandkids, or relatives. He had no friends either. He was a recluse. He stayed to himself and always paid his rent on time. It’s one of the reasons I never got on his back about the mess in here. So, what do you think? Do you want the cash or not? You bag up the garbage and let me know when you’re finished. I’ll call a dump truck to move it. What do you say?” Bailey looked around once again. 

“Sure. I could use the money. What do I do with the other stuff, like lamps, books, things like that?” Bailey was thinking ahead.

“We’ll box them up and donate them to Goodwill. But make sure we get a receipt for the stuff. I don’t think you’ll find anything valuable in this place.” He turned to leave, then stopped. He fiddled with a key chain.

“Here. Lock this place up. I know cleaning this place will take a few days.” White shoved the key at Bailey. She took it quickly from his square fingers.

“I can start on it today. I can spare a couple of hours.” Bailey shoved the key into her pocket. White chuckled as he made his way down the stairway. She was glad the creepy landlord left. She never cared for his unwanted stares.

Bailey tossed the magazines in huge black garbage bags she found under the kitchen sink. She was glad she didn’t have to go and buy them. Most of the magazines had to do with traveling places across the world. Keeping them together would at least show an effort for recycling. After glancing through about thirty or so, she noticed many pages had been removed. Why did Mr. Locke rip them out? 

After sneezing many times and with several bags full, Bailey noticed it began to get dark inside the apartment. The sun was setting. She pulled out her phone to check the time. It was almost eight o’clock. She stifled a huge yawn—time to quit for the day. Bailey hauled the bags out into the hallway and left them. Instead of calling Mr. White, she decided to text the landlord instead. She told him of her progress and that she would return to continue cleaning tomorrow afternoon. Her four-hour shift at the library was early morning. 

Bailey tossed the gloves and bags onto the worn couch. She sighed as she glanced around her surroundings. She grabbed the bag of groceries. Mr. Locke wouldn’t be needing them. It was then she remembered the vintage hundred-dollar bill back in her apartment. He wouldn’t be needing it back after all. With drooping shoulders, Bailey locked the old man’s apartment door.

Bailey scrambled for the bus. She overslept—again. Her muscles felt tight from lifting the heavy bags of magazines. With any luck, Mr. White had someone move the recyclables left in the hallway from the previous evening.

The Scarborough Public Library was considered the main branch. Its housed collections which serviced the town of Scarborough and surrounding local suburbs. Bailey liked her job. And that’s why Bailey was crushed when the head librarian, Elle Watkins, cut her hours to part-time. Not only did she need the money that the status of full-time provided, but because her working hours were tolerable—in fact, mostly enjoyable. And the reason she had to remain living at the crumbling apartment complex. With no money saved, her options were limited.

Bailey’s four-hour shift flew by. Standing alone waiting for the bus, she noticed an old man sitting on a bench across the street in front of the barbershop. For a moment, she could have sworn it was Mr. Locke. Straining her eyes, she tried to focus on the mysterious man. For a brief moment, he turned, looked right at Bailey, and waved. The bus pulled up to her stop, blocking her view of the old man. Hurriedly, she got on the bus and sat down near a window. The bench was empty. Had she imagined the man? Did he happen to slip inside the barber shop? 

The bus jerked as it pulled away, heading down the street toward her apartment building. Bailey felt drained. Her sleep was fitful. Tossed and turned the entire night. Strange dreams of the hundred-dollar bill and Mr. Locke. Even Mr. White’s face popped in and out, forcing her awake. And now, she was paying the price. But she knew her workday was not over. A couple of hours cleaning out Mr. Locke’s apartment was a given. White had been texting her all day, asking when she would be finished. Bailey didn’t bother to respond to the annoying texts. It would take however long it would take. Then it dawned on Bailey they hadn’t agreed on a price for her cleaning services. Great! White would probably try to rip her off. And if he succeeded, it would be her fault. A thing like that should be agreed upon before starting the job. 

Bailey headed to Locke's apartment after changing into a t-shirt and thin sweatpants. With all that had transpired within the last two days, she never asked White how Mr. Locke had passed away. Better yet, how did someone find out so quickly he had died? 

Bailey unlocked the door and pushed it open. She felt for the wall switch near the door. The dim lights came on and flickered off. She flipped the switch on, then off, then on. The lights stayed on this time. Mr. White better not have the power cut off just yet. She couldn’t clean if she couldn’t see. 

Filling another several bags full of useless things, she looked about the living room. It was almost ready to be vacuumed and floor washed. The musty smell dissipated with the removal of the newspapers and magazines. 

Bailey pulled out her cell phone. It was almost nine o’clock. Her back hurt from lifting the heavy bags into the hallway. Once again, she texted the landlord about the trash. But instead of leaving for the evening, she decided to go into Mr. Locke’s bedroom. It had been the only spotless room in the entire apartment. 

The light in the ceiling fan illuminated the bedroom. The grandfather clock was still ticking backward. Odd. Bailey walked over to the dresser. She picked up the first photo. It was old, and the edges faded inside the antique frame. She looked closer at the aged photo and realized it was Mr. Locke. The sepia uniform he wore seemed familiar. His face was much younger—early twenties. He had a dark, thin moustache on his upper lip with a full smile showing all his teeth for the camera. His hand outstretched, grasping another man’s large hand. The tall, lanky man’s face was turned slightly away from the photographer. Once again, something about the strange man seemed familiar. Wanting to get a better look at the faded photo, she carefully pulled open the dresser's top drawer. Inside were cloth handkerchiefs with the embroidered initials of HL—also several pairs of black socks. But the most interesting thing was the magnifying glass. Bingo!

Bailey snagged the magnifier and placed it over the vintage glass. Now she could see the mysterious man next to Mr. Locke. He was tall—a good foot taller than Mr. Locke: bushy eyebrows, sunken cheeks, and thick bearded chin. A tall top hat sat on his long face. He wore a dark overcoat with dark trousers, and a white buttoned dress shirt peeked out from his overcoat. 

Bailey blinked her eyes and tried to focus. If she didn’t know any better, she’d swear the man shaking hands with Mr. Locke in the photograph was the 16th President of the United States of America—Abraham Lincoln. She knew her history quite well. And for this to be a possible scenario, Mr. Locke would have to be at least one hundred eighty years old—give or take a few years.

The magnifier felt heavy in Bailey’s hand. She squeezed her eyes shut and counted to ten. When she opened them, she steadied the trembling photo. Slowly, she inched the magnifier over the photo. It was indeed Mr. Locke and President Lincoln. Without hesitation, Bailey turned the frame over to remove the old photo. It crumbled along the edges. On the back of the picture, the photographer’s date had been stamped on the back—January 18, 1864. 

Bailey gently turned it back. Locke was wearing what looked to be a Union soldier’s uniform. A kepi cap, an overcoat, a belt with a bayonet, and an officer insignia, which she couldn’t make out even using the strong magnifier. 

“This can’t be possible,” she said out loud to no one. Bailey returned the photo to its frame and placed it back on top of the dresser. With a shaky hand, she gently lifted the second photo. Her heart beat inside her chest. 

Once again, using the magnifier, she was able to see Henry Locke. Locke’s attire consisted of a three-piece suit and waistcoat. A white-winged collar shirt with an ascot tie. A black top hat hung by his side. His smile was wide. He hadn’t aged much from the other photo. An older man stood rigid next to Locke. A sea captain with a thick white moustache and beard. His Navy-decorated uniform and white service hat pulled down to cover his eyes. The background behind the two men was quite blurred. But it was what Bailey saw below the low metal railing that sent shivers down her spine—a white life preserver ring with the letters “RMS Titanic.” 

Bailey’s legs were wobbly. How could any of this be possible? Was Mr. Locke some kind of time traveler? She was no expert on photographs, but they both looked authentic. Mr. Locke didn’t own a computer, so Photoshop was out of the question. The old man didn’t even own a cell phone. And he had an eighties dial phone for his landline. 

She had to know how Mr. Locke died and who found him. And how was it that the creeper landlord knew so quickly? Bailey brought up Maddox White’s number. By the third ring, he picked up.

“I hope you’re calling to tell me you’re done cleaning out the old man’s apartment,” said White.

Bailey cursed under her breath. She could not stand this awful excuse for a human being.

“No...I’m not finished, Mr. White,” said Bailey through gritted teeth. 

“Then why on earth are you bothering me at this hour of the evening?” questioned White.

“How did Mr. Locke die?” she asked.  Silence filled the connection. “Mr. White...how did Mr. Locke pass away, and how did you find out so quickly?”

White cleared his throat. “Funny you ask...well, I assume he passed on somewhere—just not inside his apartment.”

Bailey remained silent. 

“Are you there, Ms. Reese? Did you hear what I said? Look...management called me and told me the old coot died and to get my ass over to the apartment right away. They already had a tenant wanting to move in as soon as possible.” White released a heavy sigh.

“You don’t find that one bit strange? Was Mr. Locke found in a store or, on the side of the road, or in someone’s backyard? The man never left his apartment. And if he did, no one ever saw him walking on the street or visiting neighbors,” said Bailey. 

“I’ll be frank. I don’t really care what happened to him. I just do as I’m told. All I know is that the old man is not coming back. Maybe...maybe he was found wandering the streets, and the city stuck him in a nursing facility? Adult services? Just clean the damn apartment, will you?” Silence filled the air between them.

Bailey shoved her cell phone inside her front pocket. Her thoughts wandered back to the mysterious photos. I bet Mr. Locke didn’t die. I bet he left to go back in time or even into the future.

It was slow the next day at the library. Bailey finished shelving the returned books. She decided to conduct a bit of research on her break. After searching briefly on the library’s computer, she found a book listing the RMS Titanic’s passenger list of the fateful voyage.

The worn, large book was heavy. She placed it on one of the “Quiet Room” tables. Bailey carefully read each name. As she finished the last page, she was certain Henry Locke was not a passenger when the Titanic sunk.

“Can I help?” asked Elle Watkins. Bailey jumped in her seat. She had been deep in thought.

“Oh...thanks.” Bailey stood up with the heavy book. Elle twisted her head to read the title.

“The Titanic?” Elle inched closer to Bailey. “Curious or...” 

Bailey shrugged her shoulders. If she told Elle the truth, her boss would probably have her committed to the nearest hospital for a mental evaluation.

“You could say that...had a special on the History Channel the other night.” She slowly slipped past the librarian. 

“I had a relative who sailed on the Titanic’s maiden voyage.” Bailey stopped abruptly. She gave a half turn.

“You did? Seriously?” whispered Bailey. Elle nods her head.

“A great uncle. His body was never found. Sad. His name wasn’t recorded on the ship’s manifest. We were told he was a stowaway,” explained Elle.

Bailey moved toward her boss. “I am so sorry, Elle. It must have been hard for your family.” Elle shrugged her thin shoulders.

“I guess. I wasn’t even born yet. Uncle Henry. All they knew about him was he was trying to get to America. His life was a mystery.” Elle turned to leave.

A sudden chill ran down Bailey’s spine. “Elle...may I ask the last name of your uncle?” Elle pulled back.

“Locke. Henry Locke. He was the only child on my grandmother’s side. The Locke name died with him,” replied Elle.

Bailey hesitated. “Elle...there was an old man who lived in the apartment below me, and his name was...Henry Locke.” Elle’s eyes opened wide.

“Bailey, I’m sure there’s quite a few ‘Henry Locke’s’ in the world. My great-uncle wasn’t the only one. Coincidence.” Elle strolled away from Bailey.

“I don’t think it’s a coincidence at all,” mumbled Bailey.
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Bailey was more confused than before. Was it a remote possibility that the Henry Locke, who lived in her apartment building, could be Elle’s great-uncle? Even by some wild chance, it still wouldn’t explain how Henry Locke was pictured with Abraham Lincoln. 

After work, Bailey changed her clothes again and headed to Locke’s apartment. She had the entire living area cleaned. Now, to start work on the spare room. Stored in quantities were rolls of paper towels and toilet paper. Along with a hefty supply of hand wipes, Swifter wipes, tissues, and Dove soap bars. Nothing of real interest. 

As Bailey packed the remaining items into the cardboard boxes, she noticed deep in the corner what looked like an antique steamer trunk made out of wood. Stickers of places around the world decorated the outside. It was indeed vintage but quite beat up. She bent down to try and open it. But it would not budge. An old-fashioned keyhole kept it in place.

Bailey hurried to the kitchen and retrieved a small hammer and flathead screwdriver. She had to see inside the trunk. Maybe it held clues to Henry Locke’s location or maybe destination.

After several tries, Bailey finally got the trunk to give up. Her heart beat against the inside of her chest as she lifted it open. Instantly, a musty smell swirled to meet her nose. Faded clothes from the previous century lay in a neat pile. She pushed it to the side. On the bottom of the trunk was a worn leather-bound book. It looked like a journal. Could it be Henry Locke’s journal? Could it be his secrets?

Bailey gently retrieved it then closed the lid. As she got up to leave, her cell phone vibrated. It was Maddox White—the creepy landlord.

“Mr. White,” answered Bailey.

“Ms. Reese. I’m calling to hear how you’ve progressed in your work assignment. As you can see, the bags of trash had been disposed of. Is there an end in sight? Or are you going to milk this job for more than it's worth?” She could see the sneer on his face.

“How can I milk a job, Mr. White, since we never agreed on what it was worth?” replied Bailey. 

“Well...that’s quite true. But it will be worth your while, Ms. Reese. Especially if you are able to get it done within the next twenty-four hours!” Before Bailey could reply to the wormy man, he disconnected the call.

“Creep!” shouted Bailey. 

Bailey held the journal close as she locked the door to Locke’s apartment. Back in her own cozy living room, she curled up on her weathered couch. She closed her eyes a second before turning to the first page. 

She was quite surprised. It wasn’t a normal journal with writing on each page. But faded photos of Henry Locke and various people in various places. Some photos had undecipherable scribbles which had been lost to time.  

Bailey let out a huge sigh. She did not recognize any of the people with Locke except Locke himself. She also noticed that as she made her way through the journal, he appeared to be getting older. But the one photograph that instantly drew her attention was the one of Locke with his hands shoved inside his long white lab coat. Standing next to him was a tall, thin German soldier.  Under the photo, she could barely make out the name “Walther Gerlach.” 

Early the next morning, Bailey stood by the bus stop. Once again, she was running late. By the time she finished looking through Locke’s journal, it was almost midnight. Now, she would pay the price for getting involved in something she wasn’t quite sure about.

As Bailey got on the bus and headed to the back, she glanced out the side window. Again, sat an old man on the bench across the street. She stopped in her tracks. The man smiled and waved. Bailey slowly lifted her hand.

“Hey lady, are you going to sit down or what?” shouted a middle-aged guy dressed in overalls. “The bus driver wants you to take a seat
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