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“Greetings! How are you, my dear? What can I interest you in today?”

The man’s cheerful voice broke Valerie from her thoughts and she turned. A seventy-something-year-old man stood behind a long table displaying all kinds of... stuff.

She scanned his display: sugar bowls and creamers, a collection of blue Depression glass, cake plates, mixing bowls, vases, a box of comic books... Most of it was similar to the other items she had seen for sale at the flea market. After a while, they all sort of blended together.

“Sorry, I don’t really need anything,” she said as she started to move off. “I’m supposed to meet my friend here today and—”

“She cancelled on you, right?”

Valerie scowled. How did he know that? 

She had been looking forward to strolling around the flea market with Denise, then catching up over a late lunch. She wanted to get Denise’s opinion on the settlement offer Ron’s lawyer sent her last week. She was torn between giving in and getting the divorce over with, or sticking to her guns and insisting she get her fair share. But Denise had an asthma attack early this morning and canceled their plans.

“The flea market closes in an hour. You still have plenty of time to browse,” the old man said.

She took a closer look at him. He stood at least six-foot-three, had white wavy hair, a narrow face, thin lips, and a pointy chin. He wore black jeans and a red polo shirt, and appeared to be in good shape for his age. Did he know her from somewhere? He didn’t look familiar.

“Why don’t you step inside, take a look around?” He gestured at the large white tent behind him. Three tables were covered with merchandise for sale. “For you, everything is half off.”

“Well...”

“It never hurts to look. Looking is free, as I say,” he said, chuckling. He leaned across the table. “Besides, all the good stuff is in the tent.”

She noticed a sign hanging over the tent entrance: Albert’s Artifacts. What could it hurt to browse for five minutes? Besides, she had nowhere else to be. She entered the tent, thankful for the shade. The late June sun was brutal, and she was happy to get cool for a few minutes. 

She strolled along the first table, taking in the items for sale: an oil painting of a Scottish highlander standing in front of a castle, a CD in an unmarked black case, a wall mirror framed in gold, an ancient radio, a lace and satin wedding dress, and a battered-looking leather journal. This was the good stuff? She had expected to see collectible memorabilia, autographs, rare coins, or expensive jewelry. 
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