
  
    [image: Scarlett Must Die]
  


  
    
      SCARLETT MUST DIE

      
        THE SAVANNAH TIME TRAVEL MYSTERIES

        BOOK 2

      

    

    
      
        SUSAN KIERNAN-LEWIS

      

    

    
      SAN MARCO PRESS

    

  


  
    
      Scarlet Must Die.  Book 2 of The Savannah Time Travel Mysteries.

      Copyright © 2023 by Susan Kiernan-Lewis

      All rights reserved.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DESCRIPTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Sometimes it's the little things that can change everything.

      Georgia Belle is engaged to marry the most amazing man she’s ever known. The only problem is she had to give up everything—her work, her family and her friends—and her own time period, to do it.

      After agreeing to marry the handsome Savannah Police Detective Sam Bohannon, Georgia makes a planned trip back to her own time to see her mother and decide if she is going to remain in the past. While home, she becomes trapped in a perilous situation that threatens her existence in both timelines. If she can’t solve the mystery in 2023 of who killed the mayor of Savannah before she goes back to 1923, the ramifications of her failure will ripple out much further than just one woman’s personal happiness.

      It will  affect the next twenty years.

      And the coming world war.
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      The man’s hands closed around my throat.

      Panic clawed up into my chest. I saw the look in his eyes as he began to squeeze. Cold. Determined. Pleased.

      I closed my eyes and swallowed hard as if my airway was being constricted. The sounds of children’s laughter seemed to drift over to me from where I stood on the corner of Bay Street and Price Street. A car honked. Business as usual on a Tuesday lunch hour in downtown Savannah.

      This was always the hardest part—deliberately willing myself into a state of terror. I’d never done it in broad daylight before. I felt the scrum of pedestrians moving around me and felt the vibration of the cars on the street. I’d chosen a spot off the sidewalk, my back to the brick wall of a CVS. I’d taken pains to ensure that my costume was emphatically forgettable, muted beige and gray to be as unremarkable as possible.

      And then I took in a full lungful of breath and started again, forcing my mind to concentrate on the most terrifying moment of my life.

      I brought him fully back to mind. The weight of him as he straddled my chest, his hands crushing my neck, his malicious intention as debilitating to me as anything else he was doing.

      My heart started to pound and I felt my breath quicken and then I gasped out loud.

      With the speed of an adder’s strike came the memory of the fetid swampy moor flooding my nostrils with the stench of decay and organic rot. I remember the other creatures, too. Rats, their eyes glittering in the darkness as they watched. Suddenly, I staggered backward into the wall as I fought not to break the spell.

      There was more, much more, but it all began to merge together in a confusing stew of terror. Things were happening that I wasn’t sure really happened. Only the gut-wrenching wave of terror was real. Cobwebs clung to my face as if I were fighting my way through a cave or a dungeon. My hands were clammy. I sensed the rats were creeping closer. Somewhere, a shadow materialized from the dark.

      The street sounds begin to dim and then fell away. A hum was building up from under the soles of my feet. I felt a gust of cold air swirl around my knees.

      My fear soared into a crescendo and with it came the moment of release—sickening and final. And then everything was still. Everything except for my still-pounding heart and the nausea that sat deep in my gut.

      In a flash, the hands of my assailant were gone, replaced by the echo of the doctor’s words: if you continue…terminal…cannot guarantee. I felt the sensation of movement around me begin to slow. I fought to keep the terror alive, to remember the man, to feel him, to smell him. But it was gone. I’d lost that throb of fear.

      I opened my eyes and stared around me, my breath hitching in my throat. The streetlamps, the cobblestones, the women in long skirts, the men in hats, the smell of horse manure.

      I was back.
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      It must have rained here yesterday.

      That was my first thought as I looked around the street before me. It hadn’t rained on this street in 2023 but it was obvious that the sunbaked streets around me had been soaked with mud recently, then dried and cracked. The deeper cracks held pools of stagnant water. I wrinkled my nose and shifted on the bench in front of the old-fashioned mercantile store.

      I had been lucky this time. The street was filled with men, women, and children, all dressed like they were attending a parade—but nobody was paying attention to me. They were too distracted to notice someone who had just appeared out of thin air.

      Bizarrely, for an urban street, a feeling of a country fair filled the air with children running around, some with balloons bobbing over their heads. Rows of vendors stood before me under makeshift awnings hawking their wares—roasted peanuts, cotton candy and funnel cakes.

      I stood up from the bench and a warm breeze carried the sounds of a band playing "Stars and Stripes Forever.” I knew very well that I hadn’t left 2023 on the Fourth of July. Something else was happening. After checking that I still had my backpack and that I was steady on my feet, I slowly made my way down the crowded street looking for the source of the gathering. Within moments I spotted a portly gentleman standing on a raised platform in the middle of the street. A large placard in front of him read Mayor Thomas Gamble for Re-election!

      A campaign rally. The man on the platform waved his hands and gesticulated dramatically as he spoke to the crowd, his voice amplified by a megaphone that he held.

      The sun beat down on the crowd which alternately cheered or booed Gamble's words, all of which I quickly tuned out. There could be worse things than landing in the middle of a campaign rally. As I straightened the jacket of my period outfit, I turned to make my way through the crowd when I nearly bumped into a very tall, very angry man.

      He was totally focused on the job of shouting at Mayor Gamble, trying to make himself heard over the rest of the crowd. As I glanced around, I could see this guy wasn’t the only one stirred up by what Mayor Gamble was saying. Several people were shaking their fists, including a tall young man to my immediate right. He had a moustache—not unusual for the time period—and wore a bright red bandanna around his throat. He was clearly very agitated at the mayor. But unlike the handsome Greek-looking guy on the other side of me, whenever Gamble said anything remotely anti-immigrant, Bandana Guy would begrudgingly clap.

      Politics. It brings out the worst in everyone.

       I backed away from both men and made my way out of the crowd until I found myself standing on the sidewalk on Price Street. Now that I had some breathing room, I allowed myself to fully realize what I’d done. And where I was.

      Or more accurately, when I was.

      I had thought about this moment for weeks before I left my own time. And while I was always relatively committed to coming back, I’d still had plenty of second thoughts and cold feet. In fact, it wasn’t until right this minute when I found myself standing here on Price Street in all its smelly horse poo and soot-filled glory that I realized exactly how right it felt to be back.

      I’d left my own time of 2023 and was once more back one hundred years in the past.
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      As I hurried down Price Street, I spotted several campaign posters. Unlike in my time, there were no photographs on the posters or dramatic graphics—probably too expensive back in 1923—but there was still plenty of mudslinging.

       From what I could tell from the posters, the campaign for mayor of Savannah in 1923 was a rough-and-tumble affair featuring the incumbent Mayor Thomas Gamble against a single challenger, Holston Rivers.

      As I neared Mary’s townhouse on East Macon Street, my pace slowed but my heart rate sped up. I’d told Mary before I left that I would be gone for awhile and that she shouldn’t expect me to write or call during that time. She thought it very mysterious, but we’d been through a lot together in the time I’d spent with her, and she trusted me. She also knew I hadn’t told Sam—my betrothed—that I was leaving—mostly because I am a coward—and she disapproved of that. All this is to say that one thing I knew was that when I knocked on her door, I would get a warm welcome.

      Before I reached the stairs to her front door, I was forced to step off the sidewalk to allow a couple to go ahead of me. The woman was dressed in a stylish flapper dress made of silk crepe de chine with a dropped waist. The man wore a three-piece suit with wide lapels, a vest, and a bowler hat. Together, their clothing reflected the glamour, sophistication and free spirit of the Jazz Age.

      I was thinking how odd it was for them to be dressed up like that so far from the theatre or restaurant district when a car pulled up to the curb and another smartly dressed couple stepped out. As I blinked in curiosity, the two couples joined up and went to Mary’s front door, which was answered by Mary’s butler Seamus.

      I looked down at my outfit. I’d come dressed in a basic wool dress with low-heeled pumps and a cardigan, essentially attired for rough travel since the last three times I’d “awakened” from my hundred-year journey had been on the stones of four separate and very dirty alleyways. Mary was obviously throwing some kind of shindig and if the attire of these couples was any indication, I would probably do her a big favor by going around to the back of the townhouse and coming in through the kitchen entrance.

      As I walked around the side of the townhouse to the garden, golden yellow and burnt orange leaves littered the brick path. Flower beds that had been bursting with color when I left three months ago were now almost bare except for a few stalwart chrysanthemums and other flowers.

      A small fountain which normally gurgled merrily for breakfasts al fresco was silent, its water turned off for the winter. Wrought-iron garden furniture, now bare of cushions, was dusted with a layer of fallen leaves. An ancient crepe myrtle tree clung to a few red blossoms, while a magnolia was still showing off its last few stubborn blooms.

      Crates of apples and pecans were stacked by the townhouse kitchen entrance where a huge block of ice waited to be chipped away at. I know for a fact that Mary has refrigeration—something that was not a given in many of the homes on this block. I didn’t expect to see Mary’s servant Cook outside since she was no doubt madly spinning plates and juggling aperitif glasses in the kitchen. Instead there were three young men, clearly having been put to work by Cook. One was gathering marigolds, chrysanthemums and asters from Mary’s garden— and the other two were stacking chairs. None of them looked in my direction.

      The kitchen was bustling with activity when I entered. I saw Cook standing at the cast iron stove, stirring something on the stove top. She pushed a sweaty tendril from her forehead as she put the finishing touch on an expansive silver platter of deviled eggs. A triple row of champagne glasses on serving platters was on the perimeter of a serving bench.

      On the counter were platters of double-smoked salmon with horseradish cream, more deviled eggs, cheese gougères and miniature beef Wellingtons. A young man in shirtsleeves washed dishes in the galvanized steel sink and another young man in livery rushed into the kitchen from the salon carrying armfuls of glasses that needed washing.

      Cook barked out: “Billy, go fetch more ice for the punch bowl!”

      Somewhere in the salon a gramophone played lively jazz music.

      “Miss Belle!”

      I had just slipped my backpack under a kitchen chair when I turned to see Cook staring at me in astonishment. I didn’t know what Mary had told her about my disappearance, but she looked as if she was seeing an apparition.

      “You are very busy,” I said, nodding at all the activity in the kitchen.

      She stared at me and then seemed to snap out of it and turned to one of her kitchen helpers.

      “Bring that platter in,” she said. “Don’t just set it down. Walk it around to everyone. Go!”

      Then she untied her apron and came to me.

      “Has the Missus seen you yet?” she asked, her eyes narrowing.

      I hadn’t always gotten along with Cook, but she didn’t out and out hate me either. I didn’t think.

      “Not yet,” I said. “I thought I’d slip upstairs and see her later.”

      Cook eyed my outfit critically and then nodded.

      “What’s happening?” I asked.

      “Mr. Holston Rivers’ campaign fundraiser,” she said.

      Just then I heard a hearty baritone laugh coming from the salon followed by a chorus of laughter.

      “Speak of the Devil?” I asked as I made my way to the swinging kitchen door in an effort to peek out.

      When I did, I saw that Mary’s cozy salon had been transformed into an elegant artistic salon.

      The room was filled with beautifully dressed people, laughing and talking at once over cocktails and nibbles. Colorful garlands and festoons adorned the walls and ceiling. Two large campaign posters were set up on easels at opposite ends of the room showing a grinning Holston Rivers.

      The butler Seamus was standing in the foyer, clearly poised to greet more guests as they arrived. He looked handsome and formal in his livery. A large man, Seamus had a ruddy Irish complexion and small watchful eyes. In the salon itself, hired waiters wove through the crowd serving cocktails from gleaming silver trays.  Cigarette smoke mingled with the floral perfumes of the ladies. I knew that fundraisers were often held at private residences in 1923, but I was surprised to see one at Mary’s. We’d never talked about politics, but I know her to be an intensely introverted woman. I can imagine her throwing a Christmas party—maybe, although I’d be surprised if she had that many friends. But this was a glad-handing extravaganza, very public and impersonal. Not at all like Mary.

      In the center of the room stood the man himself. Right away I could see Holston Rivers was made for politics. He was ruggedly handsome with an easy smile and eyes that laughed. He was surrounded by a coterie of people, all with drinks in their hands, all leaning in attentively for any word from his lips. By his side was Mary. She wore a dress I’d not seen before—in blue which was a good color for her. She’d added a long pearl necklace and a feathered headband. I also saw that she’d had her long hair cropped since I’d last seen her.

      There was something about the way she stood next to Rivers that made me think she wasn’t just his hostess tonight. That surprised me. Mary was almost proudly single. She’d had many marriage proposals and I knew that no man had yet tempted her to give up her independence. She owned this townhouse and while I don’t know where the rest of her money comes from, she always seemed to have plenty of it. But in any case, there was something about the way she stood next to the big politician that made me think her endorsement of him wasn’t just political.

      The party didn’t appear to show any signs of slowing down as yet more guests arrived. For one mad moment I thought about cleaning up, changing clothes and joining the party, but I was weary. Time travel takes it out of you at every level and I wanted nothing more than a bath and my bed.

      Plus, I didn’t want to take Mary’s focus away from her party. I would hear all about it in the morning. I went back to the kitchen to retrieve my backpack and to ask Cook to have Seamus tell Mary I was here, Then I took the back kitchen stairs up to my room, gladder than I ever remembered being that I was once more back where I was beginning to feel as if I belonged.
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      I could tell by the music and the laughter that the party downstairs went on into the wee hours although, except for once when I got up to use the facilities, I slept deeply and undisturbed. The next morning I woke early and dressed in the clothing I’d brought last time I was in this room. The weather was chilly even for Savannah since it was October, so I wore a knit suit with a peplum skirt in deep blue. I’d brought my own shoes that I bought at DSW at Oglethorpe Mall in 2023 since they were more comfortable than anything I could find in this time. Half the time, shoes in 1923 had no arch support and the sizes were only roughly equivalent to the sizes I was familiar with.

      I wear my hair short and thank goodness that was the style these days in 1923 so I didn’t have to mess with curling irons and so forth. I ran a comb through it and came downstairs.

      It was too cold for breakfast in the garden where Mary usually liked to start her day, so I found her in the dining room, a silver coffee service in front of her. I was surprised to see her. If her guests had still been here at three in the morning, I assumed she had been too. Yet she looked bright-eyed and alert. She jumped up when I entered the room and we hurried to embrace each other.

      “I can’t believe you’re back!” she said with delight, giving my arm a squeeze and pulling me back to the table. “Tell me everything!”

      I laughed and sat down while she poured my coffee.

      “From what I saw last night,” I said, “you have some explaining to do, yourself.”

      She blushed and reseated herself as I pulled my coffee cup over to me. I don’t know when we modern twenty-first century folk stopped drinking coffee out of wonderful little ceramic coffee cups—probably when we realized we could drink four times as much coffee if we switched to big-ass mugs, but I love the dainty ritual of the smaller cups.

      “That was just a little get-together for Holston Rivers,” she said. “He’s running against the mayor next month.”

      “I had no idea you were political.”

      She blushed again but was spared further probing when Cook came in loaded with bowls of scrambled eggs and grits—most of which I knew her mistress wouldn’t even touch. Mary kept slim on coffee and nerves alone, in my opinion, since I knew she didn’t work out. On the other hand, lunches and dinners generally involved biscuits and fried food so I suppose that made up for her skimpy breakfasts.

      “Did you sleep well, Miss?” Cook asked me waspishly.

      On the face of it, the question was an innocent one, but her real message was how dare you show up in the middle of my Mistress’s party?

      I ignored her and began loading up my plate with bacon and scrambled eggs and toast.

      “So tell me everything,” Mary said. “Where did you go? Did you do anything?”

      She might well ask that after our last adventure together, but I was not ready to tell her the truth just yet, so I pivoted.

      “All in good time,” I said as I spooned up some of Cook’s homemade raspberry jam. “You need to come clean on Mr. Rivers.”

      “I do not know what you mean,” she said in her perfect Southern Belle accent, reaching for her coffee cup.

      “Okay, well, we’ll table that for now. How did you happen to throw a fundraiser?”

      “Well, I do have opinions, Georgia,” she said, still primly attempting to avoid the obvious.

      “So you’re against the current administration?” I prodded.

      “Not against it, per se,” she said. “I’m surprised you didn’t read about Mayor Gamble the last time you were in town. I’ll grant you he’s initiated some progressive policies and he is definitely a friend to law and order, so I’m sure your Sam is behind him one hundred percent.”

      I grimaced at the mention of Sam, but she didn’t seem to notice.

      “But he has also cracked down harshly on immigrant and minority communities,” she said. “Which is vile, especially since Savannah’s history is as a melting pot.”

      It was true that Savannah—like much of the state—had more than its share of minority communities which in theory should have strengthened the city. But it was also true that Savannah was as bad or worse in serving them.

      “Holston…Mr. Rivers…believes that the American Dream belongs to all Americans,” she said.

      “Except them Ruskies in Mill Town ain’t Americans,” Cook muttered as she set down the toast caddy by Mary’s hand.

      “That will be all, Cook,” Mary said shortly.

      Cook gave a half attempt at a curtsey which I knew well enough to know was her way of expressing subtle sarcasm and left the room.

      It was hard to imagine but politics in Savannah during this time was still in many ways influenced by the post-Civil War socioeconomic divide. While I hadn’t read much on city politics the last time I was here—I was too busy trying not to get myself killed—I did know that Thomas Gamble appealed largely to Savannah’s growing middle class of merchants and bankers.

      “So I’m assuming your Mr. Rivers has the support of the poorer communities in Savannah?” I asked.

      During my one trip down the hall to the toilet last night I’d overheard him going on about Gamble as the “establishment candidate beholden to the city's ruling elite.” Strong words, I thought. Especially when you were sipping cocktails and preaching to the city’s ruling elite.

      “He does,” Mary said. “And proudly.”

      “Eligible bachelor? Or was the wife at home with a good book?”

      “Unfortunately, he recently lost his wife.”

      “Ah,” I said. “It all becomes clear.”

      “Don’t be coarse, Georgia,” Mary said, blushing again. “I’m not doing any more than acting the hostess. A man without a wife running for office is at a decided disadvantage.”

      She turned and pulled a newspaper out of the stack by her elbow and slid it across the table to me.

      “Mayor Gamble’s wife is with him at every campaign rally,” she said. “And she runs virtually every committee worth its salt in the city.”

      I looked at the newspaper article and photograph. The mayor’s wife stood next to him, her mouth frozen into a wooden smile. She was well dressed but her hair was coifed in the old style, long and twisted up. The first thing I thought of when I saw her complicated hair was that she must have a maid to help her with that. Beside her stood a severe looking man with a receding hairline and mean eyes.

      “Yikes,” I said, turning the paper around and pointing to the photo. “Who’s this fellow?”

      “That’s George Devereaux,” she said, picking up a piece of toast I knew she’d butter and then not eat. “Rumor has it he has links with the mafia.”

      “Is that how Gamble got elected?”

      She frowned.

      “No, of course not. He was fairly elected by the citizens of Savannah. I’m just telling you what I know.”

      “He has a decidedly sinister air about him,” I commented, still looking at the photo of Devereaux.

      “They say Mayor Gamble has a mistress,” Cook said, once more reappearing from behind Mary’s chair, this time with a pitcher of freshly squeezed orange juice.

      Mary sighed. “That’s idle gossip, Ellen. And you shouldn’t be eavesdropping. I’ve told you before. I won’t have it.”

      “Sorry, Miss,” Cook said sullenly before giving the bowl of grits on the sideboard a stir.

      Mary leaned across her plate in a conspiratorial invitation.

      “The girl killed herself just last week,” she whispered before leaning back and shaking her head sadly.

      “His mistress?” I asked.

      “The very one,” Cook said brightly. “And word is she was in the family way.”

      “Ellen,” Mary admonished. “Gossip!”

      Cook shrugged and left the room again. Mary turned to me.

      “It’s all just so tragic,” she said.
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      Later that morning, I rooted around in my closet for something appropriate for a day at the races. I’d given a lot of thought while I was away for how I was going to fund my time in 1923 and this was step one in my plan. My last trip here had been life-altering in more than one way. Not only did I solve a murder that had removed the noose from an innocent man’s neck but I also met the man I thought I wanted to marry.

      As for the story of the innocent man, when Henry Pickett, a black gardener from the city hospital was freed and the real murderer made to face justice, Pickett’s descendants—a Savannah bookstore owner and a professor at SCAD, the Savannah College of Art and Design—both had their lives change in subtle ways. I’d met the two of them in the middle of my investigation when I went briefly back to my own time.

      At the time the two women had successful careers, but their family carried the shame of their great grandfather’s lynching and indictment for murder. And both women were suspicious and bitter. Worse, for generations the men in their family had suffered from depression, suicide and long periods of incarceration.

      When I went back to my own time after proving that Pickett didn’t kill the young women he’d been accused of, both his female descendants that I’d met before I’d proved him innocent were pretty much the same—testimony to their determination and strength of character—but considerably lighter in affect. It was in their menfolk that I witnessed the greatest difference.

      There were no suicides in their family history and no history of prison terms. Instead, the bookstore’s brother—who before I’d found Pickett innocent, had been a drug addict and then a suicide—now taught chemistry at Georgia State University in Atlanta. And the father of one of them—Henry Pickett’s great grandson who before had died in prison, today owned and ran a hardware store outside of Savannah that had created a solid foundation of financial comfort and security for the entire family.

      What I learned through all that was that the tentacles of our actions stretch far and wide. It’s true what they say how even the smallest ripples will affect the greatest seas. The Pickett family was a prime example.

      The fearsome aspect of all this of course was my inescapable realization that history could be altered by one person’s actions. My coming here to 1923 had positive ramifications for the Pickett family. But I was under no illusion that it wouldn’t work the other way too.

      So why was I back again? That was the question of the hour—or maybe I should say the centennial. The fact is, I struggled with the decision to come back. It’s not that life in 2023 was so amazing for me. I have no significant other, no pets, no close friends, no job and an apartment I can’t afford to keep. I do have a mother whom I love dearly but she has a life of her own.

      And in 1923 I have Sam.

      Or at least I did until I took off for the second time in our relationship without a word to him—after accepting his marriage proposal—to go check in back in my own time.

      I sighed heavily and chose a very conservative frock from the selection in the closet. The last time I came here I’d brought my Taser and antibiotics with me. Penicillin wouldn’t be discovered for another five years. Both had proved lifesaving.

       This time around I brought more antibiotics and I again brought my Taser, this time with extra charges. Plus, I’d researched the necessary electrical adaptors to keep my cellphone—useful only as a recording device in this time, and a convenient repository for photos and downloaded documents—and my electronic tablet. I’d downloaded the entire set of 2023 Encyclopedia Britannica before I left, as well as assorted documents that I’d researched and scanned from the Savannah library, such as diagrams of inventions not created yet in 1923. I’d also brought a good supply of hand sanitizer to help reduce the spread of germs, as well as a thousand ibuprofen which was more effective than whatever they had in 1923 for pain management.

      Oh, and birth control pills. I didn’t know what this period of time held for me and Sam, but I was pretty sure that getting pregnant was going to be a complication for my life in any century.

      Mary said at breakfast that she would be visiting friends this morning—by which I knew she meant old ladies and shut ins as well as recovering patients at the nearby hospital since she has no real friends herself—so I would take the opportunity to push forward my little plan to keep me if not wealthy then at least no longer penniless during this time.

      My research in 2023 had revealed several important things. The first was that although the Great Depression was coming, there were still ways to avoid having it adversely affect one’s fortune.

      I’d made a list of those stocks that had actually done well during the Great Depression. My plan was to buy as much of them as I could. I wasn’t sure whether I was going to try to reap the benefits of these stocks back in my own time—one hundred years later—or whether I would just use the money I made while I was here and leave the rest to help safeguard certain institutions—or individuals—from the Depression. Mary for one.

      I adjusted my hat in the mirror in my bedroom, satisfied that I looked like a confident, modern woman, and then went downstairs.

      The second thing I’d researched while I was gone was various betting arenas in the area. I knew for a fact that there were several horse races scheduled in the weeks to come.

      I knew what I was thinking of doing was cheating since I know who will win these races, although honestly, I’m not sure exactly who I’m cheating except maybe the bookies. But I know I have to have money this time around.

      So, if that’s cheating, then so be it.
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      I stood at the concession stand at the Silver Run Racetrack in Limehouse, South Carolina—about ten miles from Savannah. I’d found a taxi to take me and handed over nearly three dollars for the trip. If things worked out, I wouldn’t need to be counting my pennies on the ride home.

      The hot Southern sun beat down on the racetrack even in autumn, making the exposed cobblestones shimmer in its reflection. I watched the horses being led to the starting gates as jockeys mounted them and the crowd's excitement heightened. Then I made my way through the crowd towards the betting windows.

      The lines at the windows were long and moved slowly. As I stood in line, I listened to the conversations around me: different opinions on which horse would win, strategies for placing bets, speculations about payouts. The feeling of people speculating added to the anticipation in the air as everybody waited for their turn at the window. Finally, it was my turn.

      As I approached the window, a tired-looking teller looked up at me expectantly.

      "What can I do for you, Miss?" he asked.

      "I'd like to place five hundred dollars on Lucky Strike in the third race. To win."

      The teller raised his eyebrows.

      "Lucky Strike? You sure about that?” He looked down at his teller pad in front of him and then lowered his voice. "We've had some big losses on that horse already. Do you understand about odds?"

      “I do. Thank you for your concern. Five hundred dollars.”

      I slid five one-hundred-dollar bills through the small opening. He looked behind me.

      “Does your husband know you’re doing this?”

      I clenched my jaw.

      “He is the one who sent me to make the bet.”

      That must have made it okay because he shrugged and took the money. He filled out a betting slip and handed it to me.

      " Lucky Strike it is. Good luck, Miss."

      As I walked away, I considered going to get a lemonade instead of watching the race. After all, I knew who would win. But then I thought if someone saw me do that, they might wonder how I was that nonchalant about betting so much money on a poor horse to win. As it was, when Lucky Strike came in first there was bound to be some curiosity about how I could have so much confidence—five hundred dollars in 1923 was roughly the equivalent of nine thousand dollars in 2023. I decided it didn’t hurt to go to the rail and pretend to cheer the horse on with all the exaggerated eagerness of a woman who knows nothing about horses but has placed a sizable wager.

      One thing I’ve learned in both time periods is that people are always ready to think the worst of you. Especially when it’s men thinking about women. Sorry, I know that’s sexist, but it’s the truth as far as my experience goes.

      I took my place in
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