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      Jonathan Becquerel slipped his pry bar beneath the window frame in the guest room on the second floor of his house. Sophia’s room.

      He moved slowly. Methodically. Careful not to break the several hundred-year-old glass panes.

      One of his favorite 80s songs blared through the air pods his granddaughter Sophia had ordered for him. She’d also created a play list of his favorite songs on his phone.

      Considering that Jonathan lived in the country and mostly stayed to himself, he attributed his level of being modern and hip to his granddaughter’s efforts.

      Though it had only been hours since he saw her, he already missed her terribly.

      He’d raised the window before going to work to let some fresh air in. The soft breeze brought the scent of daffodils with it. They were his favorite flower. Not necessarily because of how they looked, though he did prefer the white ones, but because of their strong scent.

      Sometimes he’d cut some out of his garden and bring them inside. Their fresh scent would perfume the house for days.

      Having the window open, however, was a much better option. It allowed the scent to fill the room without having to cut the flowers. He much preferred letting them live to cutting them.

      With the window frame loosened, he nudged it out with the prybar. He winced when the wood cracked. Nothing less than was expected since the window frames in this room, like the glass, were hundreds of years old.

      It didn’t worry him, though. He could fix it easy enough.

      Since it was already cracked, he just ripped it off, letting the wood crumble.

      Along with the wood, a little roll of paper—alkaline paper—dropped out. She’d thought of everything. He remembered the day the alkaline paper had been delivered. It was the same day he’d received his first packet of white daffodil bulbs.

      He and Sophia had spent the afternoon outside planting them. She had been quieter that day. It had only been later that he’d learned the true reason why she’d bought the alkaline paper. They said alkaline paper could last centuries without decomposing. How they’d known that was beyond Jonathan’s comprehension.

      Careful with the little slip of paper, much more careful than he had been with the window frame, he unrolled it and leaned back on the stool he sat on.

      Then he began to read the familiar handwriting.

      

      Dear Jonathan,

      If you are reading this letter, then you know that I have gone back in time. It worked.

      I so hope you found this letter. It makes me happy that you know I’ve made it to the past safely.

      I didn’t get to say goodbye and I’m sorry for that. But we talked about this and I know you understand. Still I miss you terribly and wish that you were here with me.

      Please tell the rest of the family that I love them.

      Take care of yourself and know that I love you.

      Sophia

      

      Jonathan dropped his hands in his lap.

      It was done then. Just as he’d known it would be.

      Sophia resembled her grandmother—Jonathan’s wife—in that way. And she had no man holding her here. She’d found her man in the past. Somewhere in the 1800s. His name was Nathan Laurent.

      As much as he didn’t want to, Jonathan knew what he had to do.

      He pulled his cell phone out of his shirt pocket and scrolled through until he found his grandson’s number.

      It was a heavy heart that he called Cameron Becquerel.

      Making this phone call drove home Jonathan’s acceptance that this was real.

      Sophia had really gone back in time.
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            CAMERON BECQUEREL

          

        

      

    

    
      I drove my Maserati with the top down along the River Road.

      I’d been on location in Memphis filming one of my screenplays when Grandpa Jonathan—my father’s father—had called me.

      Although he hadn’t said what he needed to talk to me about, I already knew.

      It had been a long time coming.

      I turned down the one-lane dirt road leading to the Becquerel Estate and drove beneath the ancient oak trees with limbs so thick and heavy, they dipped all the way to the ground.

      Silver gray moss clung to the trees, especially the older oaks for which they had an affinity.

      A text message appeared on the dashboard in front of me.

      MEGAN: Call me sweetie. I miss you.

      Although she’d been unhappy about it, I’d left my girlfriend Megan back in Memphis.

      She was upset that I wasn’t bringing her to meet my Grandpa.

      I’d tried to explain that he was old and in bad shape and didn’t tolerate visitors.

      It wasn’t true of course.

      Grandpa was eighty if he was a day and he was in better shape than some men half his age. His mind was good, too. He was very fortunate.

      Truth was, I had some personal family business to discuss with Grandpa and I didn’t want Megan to know about it.

      That was the thing about working in Hollywood. I had to keep my real personal life to myself. I had, in effect, to be someone I wasn’t.

      Even Megan couldn’t know who I really was.

      The less my colleagues knew about my real personal life, the less ammunition they had to use against me.

      I had a deep visceral reaction to seeing the house up ahead. It was a lovely southern Greek plantation house… hundreds of years old.

      I’d thought several times about using it as a movie set. But again, as long as my Grandpa lived, which I hoped was forever, I would keep it away from my life as a screenwriter.

      And Megan, one of the stars of the current film I was working on was part of the me I wanted to project to the world. A tall leggy blonde with a sultry, knowing smile. The star of my current project. Not that I was complaining. She was good in bed.

      I pulled around behind the house and parked next to the back veranda. Grandpa had his garden back in shape again. Granted it was ten times smaller than it had been the last time I was here, but he’d obviously been working on it. That was a good sign.

      I parked the car and hit the button to put the top up.

      I halfway expected Grandpa to be sitting out on the veranda, but there was nothing but three empty white wooden rockers.

      I knocked on the door and turned around, looking toward the river.

      Only a glimpse of the river was barely visible from here, through the trees. The water glimmered beneath the setting sun, the first sign of the sunset to come.

      I turned around as the door opened.

      Grandpa stood there, a blank expression on his face and pushed the door open.

      I stepped through and closed the door behind me.

      We walked silently into the kitchen and stood looking at each other.

      “Did they find her body?” I asked.
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            ISABELLA LAURENT

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Near Natchez, Mississippi

        May 1853

      

      

      

      It was a beautiful clear night. The sun had dipped below the horizon leaving the moon to watch over us.

      The Becquerel home was lit up like day light with candles and lanterns everywhere.

      Fresh flowers filled the house with color and a sweet scent that tempered the scent of cigar smoke and the ham that had been smoking for most of the day, making my mouth water.

      The grandfather clock began to chime the hour. I would have to go down soon. Actually I was already teetering on arriving too late.

      Two of my brothers were already downstairs, no doubt finding some kind of trouble to get into.

      My other brother, Nathan, was probably at his own home with his wife Sophia. Sometimes they came to the parties, sometimes they didn’t. My brother Nathan was like me when it came to parties. He could live just fine without them.

      I stood at the top of the stairs, out of the way, watching the guests as they arrived.

      This was the third party my cousins had held in the last month, always eager to introduce me to eligible men.

      Mon Dieu.

      Didn’t they understand that I was not in the market for a husband?

      I had given some serious thought to hiding out in my cousin’s garçonnière for the evening or maybe pleading off with a bad headache, but getting a new dress was worth enduring an evening of music.

      Besides, Momma knew me well enough to keep me in check. I could get nothing past her.

      This one had the widest hoop skirt I’d ever worn. And it had a million yards of silk cascading over it. But the best part was the perfect décolletage that revealed a scandalously large swatch of my creamy white skin. Wearing this dress, I felt all grown up and maybe, just maybe, I’d try out some of those feminine wiles my governess had been insisting that I learn.

      Like she said, I didn’t have to marry them or even let them court me just because I flirted a bit with them.

      I sighed. If nothing else, it would help pass the time.

      These soirees could be so tiresomely long. If I hadn’t been certain that Momma would swat me on the head, I would have brought a book downstairs with me.

      Momma allowed me a lot of leniencies, but that wasn’t one she would tolerate. A lady always showed good manners, no matter what situation she found herself in.

      “Miss?” Villars, the butler asked, coming up behind me. “Is there anything I can get for you?”

      “No thank you Villars,” I said.

      Villars put his hands behind his back and stood still for a moment.

      “It’s a lovely night for a storm,” he said.

      Perplexed by his words, I turned to look at him, but he was walking away.

      Whatever did he mean by that?

      I shrugged and started downstairs.

      I’d always found my cousins in the northern part of Mississippi to be somewhat strange and in the few months I’d lived here with my family, that had not changed.

      However, being from New Orleans, I had a high tolerance for strangeness.
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      Grandpa heated water the old-fashioned way with a tea kettle on the stovetop.

      Hot tea wasn’t something I typically bothered with. I usually ended my day with a glass of red wine. But if there was one thing I’d learned working in Hollywood, it was to be flexible and low maintenance.

      There was very little I despised more than a prima donna, especially in a man.

      Being raised by a general had taught me at a very young age that a man’s job was to be part of the team and to defer to authority or in this case authority would be synonymous with my elders.

      The tea kettle whistled and Grandpa went over to turn off the flame. He moved a bit slower than I would have like to see.

      Maybe he’d called me here about something other than my sister. Maybe he wanted to discuss his own health.

      Grandpa was at that age when he needed to consider his options. I hated the thought of him having to leave here to go into assisted living. If he needed someone to come here to help him out, I could hire a live-in caregiver. We could either move his bedroom downstairs or put in an elevator.

      I glanced around. My sister had been the architect. She was the one who would have known how to incorporate an elevator into a house like this.

      Fortunately there were other architects and I could easily make it happen. If that was what he wanted.

      “Do you get lonely out here?” I asked.

      “What?” He turned around with two mugs of steaming hot tea. “Hardly. I have—”

      He stopped in mid-sentence and slid into the chair across from me.

      I had a sense, a tingling along my spine, that there was something else. Something he had to tell me.

      Maybe it was because I wrote fictional scripts for a living. I had a tendency to look ahead for possibilities.

      “There’s something I need to tell you,” he said. “Something that is probably long overdue.” He slid one of the mugs over toward me.

      I held the mug close and breathed in the minty scented steam with a new appreciation for hot tea.

      “Does this have something to do with Sophia?”

      My sister Sophia had gone missing ten years ago. It had shattered my family to the core.

      But with time we’d gone forward. Moved on with our lives.

      In some ways it had made us closer, but in other ways it had put a wall between us.

      Even though it had happened here, under Grandpa’s watch so to speak, he’d been overall quiet. He’d called me.

      Our mother lived in France with her new husband and my father, still wrapped up in military retirement, was starting a new life as well, with his new wife.

      As the oldest of four siblings, responsibility tended to fall on my shoulders anyway, so I was used to it.

      But dealing with the disappearance of my sister was another thing entirely.

      I’d never been the same.

      “Yes,” he said, obviously stalling.

      “Grandpa,” I said. “Just tell me. Whatever it is, I can handle it. I’ve come to terms with the reality that she will not be coming back.

      Grandpa sipped his tea and looked into my eyes. He didn’t believe me. Whatever it was, it was so bad he didn’t believe I could handle it.

      I braced myself. Prepared for the worst. The worst I could think of was they’d found her body in the woods or the river. Though how that had happened after ten years was more than I could imagine.

      “She went back in time,” he said.
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      Music from the little three-man orchestra kept the dancers on the floor. The weather was perfectly mild and the French doors along one side of the room were wide open to allow fresh air to flow in and people to spill out onto the veranda.

      My dance card filled up within minutes. Unfortunately, I received a lot of scathing glances from other ladies as a result. I truly wished they knew I would much rather be in their shoes. In fact, it seemed like the more I tried to push the suitors away, the more they flocked in my direction.

      My first waltz of the night was with a tall, lanky fairly handsome man who talked nonstop about his experiences with gambling on the riverboats. After about two of his stories, I was ready to talk about something else. I had no interest in gambling.

      And if I had been looking for a husband, I certainly wasn’t looking for one who would doubtless leave his wife at home in order to seek out the thrill of an escapade on the riverboats.

      Besides, I’d only danced with him in order to test out my skills at flirtation.

      This man barely noticed me at all, he was so enchanted with himself.

      When he offered me punch and stroll on the veranda, I quickly declined and disengaged from him.

      The second man was hardly any better. In many ways, he was the opposite of the first man.

      This second man was
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