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      The flashing sign on the side of the road caught Becca Jordan's eye: "Largest Flea Market This Side of the Mississippi." Not one who could pass by a good bargain without stopping, she pulled her pearl blue 2010 Honda Civic off the road and onto the gravel parking lot in front of a huge tent. Dozens of cars were already parked there, making it a bit difficult to find a parking space. To her delight, she found one right in front of the main entrance.

      "Thank You, Jesus!" She smiled to herself as she whispered a prayer of thanks.

      The October day was brisk and beautiful as she exited her car. She slung her tote bag over her shoulder, a relic of her college graduation three years earlier, and hurried toward the entrance. Several shoppers preceded her into the large tent.

      As she entered, the appetizing smell of baked beans and grilling hot dogs floated through the air. She hadn't eaten since she'd left her grandmother's house earlier that morning, and it was now almost noon. She'd pick up a hot dog to eat before resuming her two-hour trip back home to Virginia.

      Dozens of long tables filled with all kinds of wares offered row after row of exciting possibilities for exploration. Becca ventured down a row in the middle and scanned both sides. A table of antique clocks caught her eye. Ever since her parents had purchased an old grandfather clock at a yard sale when Becca was six years old, clocks had always fascinated her. But what fascinated her even more so was the countdown of time that clocks represented.

      She stopped in front of the table, her gaze immediately drawn to a black onyx mantle clock. Its graceful hour-glass shape, trimmed in gold, would look perfect on her mantle back home. A slight crack on the façade marred the face, but other than that, it was a stunning work of art.

      Becca glanced at the price tag: $100. Perhaps she could get the seller to reduce the price a bit. She turned to the lady sitting behind the table. "Can you tell me something about this clock?"

      The elderly woman leaned forward, adjusting her glasses on her nose. "To be honest with you, dear, I bought it myself at a yard sale but never did ask about it."

      Becca's heart sank. Surely this clock must have sat in the home of some notable figure. "Do you know how old it is?"

      "There's a date engraved on the bottom that reads 1890."

      Wow! One hundred thirty years old! "Is there any chance of a discount?"

      The woman hesitated and then replied. "I want to get it off my hands, so you can have it for $85."

      Just then, the antique clock struck the hour. Its rich melodious sound sent a shiver up Becca's spine. "What a beautiful sound!"

      The woman smiled. "Its sound is its best feature."

      Becca drew in a deep breath. "I'll take it."

      The transaction made, Becca carried the clock back to her car and carefully laid it on the floor of the back seat so that it would not tip over as she drove. Once home, she brought it into her house and set it on the kitchen table to wind it up before placing it on the mantle.

      Taking the small thick key that came taped to the back, Becca inserted it into the two openings on the front and slowly wound them. She then turned the clock around to make sure that the pendulum swung properly.

      When she opened the circular door on the back that housed the pendulum, her hand brushed against a small slip of paper taped to the inside of the little door. Frayed at the edges, the paper had a yellowish tinge to it, as though it had been hidden in the clock for many years.

      Becca's curiosity piqued. Perhaps it was just a set of instructions on running the clock.

      Perhaps not. She carefully dislodged the piece of paper, unfolded it, and read the words scribbled on it.

      "Rebecca, my love, I am hiding this note in the clock as we arranged. Please deliver immediately to Captain Richard Morehead. He will know what to do. No matter what the outcome of the war, my heart is yours forever. – William".

      Under the signature was the date August 11, 1853. A shiver ran through Becca. The woman in the note bore her name. Who was she? And what had happened to her? Obviously, the piece of paper had never been found, nor had it ever been delivered to the said Captain Richard Morehead.

      She sat down on the couch. Who was Captain Morehead? Why was it important that he receive the note? What had happened to him since he did not receive it? And who was William who'd written the note and placed it in the clock?

      Now her clock.

      Becca had to know.

      But how to find out? Question after question bombarded her mind. What should she do?

      What could she do now, more than 180 years later? She would contact the lady who'd sold her the clock to find out where she'd purchased it. Becca would trace its history back to William and to his lost love.

      And she wouldn't stop until she discovered the answers to her questions.
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      The next morning, Becca made the two-hour drive back to the flea market. It was far less crowded than it had been the day before. She found the elderly lady sitting at the same spot, exactly as the day before.

      Becca flashed a smile. "Hello. I'm back."

      A questioning look crossed the lady's face. "Ah, yes! Now I remember. You're the young woman who purchased the antique clock."

      Becca nodded. "Yes. And I need your help. Do you remember where you purchased the clock?"

      "Oh, my dear, it was so many years ago, I can barely think that far back."

      Becca prayed silently that the old woman would remember.

      The elderly lady placed an index finger against her wrinkled chin. "Let's see. Yes. Now I remember. I purchased it at an old antique shop in Richmond, Virginia, owned by a gentleman named Mr. Sarachek. In fact, the name of his shop was "Sarachek's Antiques."

      Becca breathed a sigh of relief. "Thank you! Thank you so very much!"

      As Becca turned to leave, the woman called after her. ‘Happy to help, my dear."

      Becca slipped into the driver's seat of her car and made the two-hour trip back to her hometown of Bon Air, a suburb on the southern edge of Richmond. On her way back, she would stop at the antique store the woman mentioned. There she hoped to find the answers to her questions.

      Two hours later, Becca pulled into the parking lot of Sarachek's Antiques. The old storefront stood in the middle of the block, between two modern boutiques that accentuated its antiquated façade. An old sign above the door sported the words "Founded in 1921."

      Becca opened the front door and walked in, accompanied by a tiny bell that tingled overhead, announcing her arrival. The place smelled of must mingled with mildew. As her eyes adjusted to the darker atmosphere, she looked around for someone to help her.

      A tall young man, in his late twenties, greeted her. "Hello! Welcome to Sarachek's."

      Her breath caught. She'd expected a much older man. An ancient man, in fact. To find herself face-to-face with a man slightly older than she—and extremely attractive at that—took her by surprise.

      "Hello. My name is Becca. I'm looking for Mr. Sarachek."

      The young man smiled. "I'm sorry. Mr. Sarachek passed on more than ten years ago. I'm his great-grandson. Will I do?"

      She chided herself at the sudden thought that he would do handsomely. His disarming smile melted Becca's heart. She smiled in return. "You'll do just fine."

      He gave her a slight bow. "Much obliged, Miss Becca." Then he extended a hand.

      "Pleased to meet you. My name is William."

      Becca's breath caught. "Did you say your name is William?"

      "Yes. But you can call me Will if you prefer."

      For a long moment she remained silent.

      "Are you all right?"

      "Uh, yes. Yes, I'm fine. It's just that—"

      "Would you like to sit down?" William motioned toward a small round table with two chairs beside it.

      "Yes. I think I would.”

      He led her to the table, pulled out one of the chairs, and waited for Becca to sit down.

      Then he took the chair next to hers. "Now then. What is your reason for coming?"

      Becca took in a deep breath to compose herself. "Well, I'm actually on a mission."

      Will smiled. "I like people on a mission."

      His affirmation gave her courage to continue. "You see, yesterday I purchased an old antique clock dating back to 1890. When I brought the clock home and attempted to wind it, I found a note stuffed in the back of it. It had a cryptic message written on it, and I had to find out what it was all about. So I went back to the flea market where I bought the clock and asked the seller where she had purchased the clock. She told me Sarachek's in Richmond. But that was over forty years ago." Becca had to catch her breath, she'd run on so.

      William looked confused. "You mean you found the note forty years ago? You look great for your age."

      Becca laughed. "No. I'm sorry. I said so much in one mouthful that I've confused you. I meant that the seller bought the clock over forty years ago."

      William smiled and nodded. "I see. The person from whom you bought the clock purchased it from my great-grandfather over forty years ago."

      "Yes!" Becca breathed a sigh of relief.

      Will leaned back and folded his arms across his chest. "So, you've come here in the hope of discovering the identity of the people named in the note."

      "Exactly!" She handed William the note.

      He scanned it carefully and then raised his gaze toward her. "This is amazing!"

      Becca's heart pounded. "What do you mean?"

      The Captain Morehead mentioned in the note served on the northern side during the Civil War. He was a good friend of my great-great-grandfather, the "William" named in this note. Rebecca was the woman he loved and planned to marry."

      Becca's heart stirred. "So, they never married?"

      William shook his head. "Rebecca never
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