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  Feisty librarian-turned-time-cop Beryl Blue embarks on a journey to 1922 France, chasing a time tourist who’s deviated from his visit to Jazz Age Paris.  
 
A routine mission. Or so Beryl thinks. 
 
Luckily, she’s got her new partner to help her figure out what connects a train, a sobbing woman, and a missing piece of luggage to a rogue time tourist bent on changing history.
 
Join Beryl Blue and her tough guy sidekick, Sully, in this short story mix of mystery, history, and time travel, ideal for reading in one sitting.






  
  
To readers who consider time travel a delightful excuse to explore a time not your own

 – this is for you
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  The Suitcase
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“Something’s wrong.” Sully’s gaze shifted from me to the lovely redhead sitting at the front of the train car. “ Really wrong.”
Well, obviously. She’d been crying buckets since Sully and I had boarded the train at Gare de Lyon station in Paris and took our seats. About thirty years old, wearing a midnight-blue, belted wool coat and a sporty felt hat with an upturned brim, the woman sat with her shoulders slumped and tears flooding down her face in a steady stream.
“She could just be having a bad day,” I said.
That earned me one of Sully’s signature scowls. “No one has that bad a day, Beryl. Something awful happened to her.”
I sighed. Tom Sullivan had been a World War II soldier and post-war flatfoot before he’d been unceremoniously plucked from the 1940s to join me as a time cop in the twenty-second century. His old-school chivalry and his policeman’s spidey sense had been activated by the woman’s tears, and who more worthy of Sully’s need to stick his nose into other people’s business than a damsel in distress?
“Not our problem.” I settled more comfortably on our cushioned bench seat and smoothed the skirt of my drop-waist dress. “Our mission here is to stop a potential threat to the timeline, not to comfort the local sobbing mademoiselles.” I side-eyed him with a teasing grin. “No matter how pretty they are.”
That got his attention. He turned to me, his baby blues twinkling. “Hey… Don’t be going green on me, Beryl Blue.” He slipped an arm around my shoulders, drawing me into his embrace. “You know you’re my O and O.”
“Jealous? Me?” I snuggled closer. “Not for a second.” Or even a nanosecond. I knew I was his O and O—a sweet, World War II era slang term that meant his One and Only. My belly fluttered each time he used that endearment. Or put his arm around me like this. Or whenever he was near.
Ahem. Now who was straying from our mission?
We’d been sent to extract a time tourist from the year 2133, who’d taken an unexpected detour from his itinerary.
Eddy Campbell was supposed to hit the usual sights on his temporal vacation in 1922 Paris—catch a show at the Moulin Rouge, visit the Louvre and the Eiffel Tower, and stroll along the left bank, hoping for a glimpse of Buñuel, Fitzgerald, and the dozens of other artists and writers who drank, smoked, and quipped in Jazz Age Montparnasse’s multitude of cafes.
Instead, Eddy had come out of the temporal skip and stepped directly into the Gare de Lyon train station. Destination unknown. Motive, also unknown.
Was he an ordinary runner, one of those boneheaded time tourists who decide Hey, I like it here and fail to come home when their vacation is through? Or did he have something more sinister on his mind? Whatever the reason, Eddy’s change of plans meant the time cop division of Time Scope Temporal Excursions had to get involved. Specifically, Sully and me.
A simple assignment, really. We’d nab Eddy well before the train chugged into the next station. Then, we’d slip into a dark corner or a water closet, where one of us would activate our TDC—a Temporal Displacement Catalyzer—a portable time machine disguised as an era-appropriate wristwatch, and we’d temporal skip back to the future.
A breeze. Easy-peasy. Or duck soup, as Sully and his Greatest Generation buddies might say.
The train jerked into motion with a blast from the whistle and a huff of steam. It chugged from the station and soon got up to speed. The cars swayed as they were propelled along the tracks with a steady and lulling chick-a-chick that vibrated beneath our feet.
And still, the woman cried.
I gazed out the window at the passing scenery, determined to ignore her and enjoy the few minutes of free time we had before getting to work. Perhaps I could talk Sully into heading to the dining car for a cup of authentic French roast coffee. Maybe several cups. Coffee was in short supply in 2133, one of the many things decimated by climate change and other factors, so I indulged myself in a cup whenever I went on a mission.
Unfortunately, my coffee break ended before it could begin. The door between the cars opened, and a conductor wearing a cap with a short visor and a flat, circular top entered. He called for passengers to produce their tickets and made his way down the aisle to check them.
Sully released me from his one-armed embrace and withdrew our tickets from the breast pocket of his wool tweed suitcoat with wide, notched lapels. I opened my pouch handbag and took out a black-and-white snapshot of our time tourist gone astray. I stuck the photograph under the conductor’s nose when he reached our seat.
“Excusez-moi. Vous avez… uh… entrevu cet homme?”
The conductor winced at my fractured French and even more egregious accent. What could I say? I’m a librarian from 2015 turned twenty-second-century time cop. Books, millennial trivia, and temporal miscreants I could do. Languages, not so much. If Time Scope’s temporal tech department had a suggestion box, I’d drop them a note begging them to hurry up and finish that universal translator implant they’d allegedly been working on for ten years.
“Who, to you, is this man you seek?” the conductor asked in equally broken English.
I teed up our carefully rehearsed cover story. “He’s my sister’s husband. He hasn’t been acting himself since the war. He left home today in an unsettled state. Uh, très agiteé. My sister’s so terribly worried.”
Sully’s left eyebrow rose almost to his hairline at this impressive load of bull, but the conductor bought it. “You’ll find your missing relative in the dining compartment, three carriages to the rear.” He checked our seat numbers, attacked our tickets with a decisive click of his metal ticket punch, and moved on.
Duck soup.
Except not.
Instead of heading toward the dining car, Sully straightened his snap-brim fedora and strode directly toward the crying woman.
“Uh-uh, no. Don’t do it,” I warned. “Not our problem, remember?”
“What’s that?” He tapped his ear. “You know I don’t hear so well, thanks to the Battle of the Bulge and Adolf’s boys’ fondness for exploding trees over my head.”
Oh Sully, you impossible man.
His middle initial was M for Michael, but might as well stand for Mule, which described that stubborn and tenacious former infantry man to a broad-shouldered T. Once he set his sights on a problem to fix, there was no stopping him.
With a sigh of resignation, I followed him down the aisle to the woman seated at the front. She gazed up at us with a tear-streaked face and red-rimmed eyes.
“What’s wrong, Miss?” Sully asked, not even attempting to speak French. A good thing. I suspected the only snatches of the language he knew were the few key phrases he’d picked up when he’d traveled across Europe with the Fighting First. Decidedly not safe for work. Or anywhere else.
The woman dabbed at her wet cheeks with a silky handkerchief. “It’s… it’s so, so distressing. I can’t bear to speak of it,” she said in English. Not surprising, with all the English-speaking ex-pats living in Paris in the 1920s. The surprise was her accent—decidedly American and distinctly Midwest.
Sully muscled up, his inner knight in shining armor dialing up to eleven. “Out with it. I’m sure we can do something to help.” His words were rough, but his tone gentle, coaxing.
She focused her gaze on him. A perfect tear glistened on her long eyelashes. “My suitcase. Someone has stolen my suitcase.”
Sully’s inquisitive left eyebrow went up again. He sure hadn’t expected this. “Your suitcase?”
“Yes. An overnight bag. A small leather valise with silver clasps. I put it by my compartment with my other luggage when I boarded, then went to find something to drink. When I returned, it was gone. The conductor and I searched to-and-fro, but with no success.”
“What was in the bag?” I piped up, partly as an effort to stem the tide of new tears I feared was coming, but mostly because I wanted to know. It had to be jewels or something equally valuable for her to cry like that. I mean, yeah I was upset when my suitcase went missing from the overhead bin on a direct flight from Columbus to Boston, a disappearing act that still mystified me, but she sobbed as if it were the end of the world.
“I… I can’t say.” Tearful Tessie gazed down at her lap, her cheeks flushing a becoming shade of pink. “It’s far too mortifying.”
Okay, maybe not gems. Perhaps something more intimate. Lingerie? Love letters?
“Did you notice anyone about when you set the case down?” Sully asked.
She shook her head.
Sully scanned the length of the train car, piercing each passenger with a suspicious glare, as if one of them had just robbed the Bank of Paris. “Any of you see anything?”
The passengers shifted and looked away. Two young women with bobbed hair giggled nervously. A man in a fine suit and a gold pocket watch buried his nose in his newspaper. An attractive sixty-something woman in a fur-trim coat shrugged in a fatalistically French way. She cuddled a large gray cat with supersized front paws. Polydactyl paws they were called, big feet with extra toes that looked as if the cat wore baseball mitts. All the better to catch mice, I supposed.
I tapped Sully on the shoulder and tipped my head toward the back of the train, in the direction of the dining car, urging him to get back to our mission. We had a mouse of our own to catch.
He wasn’t ready to go. He swung back to the sobbing woman. “Was there anything of real value in the bag?”
She sniffled, followed by a hiccup. “Yes. My husband’s papers. His important papers. You see, he’s at the peace conference in Lucerne, and he asked me to join him. I packed up his papers to bring along, but
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