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Prologue
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Parisians Want Love Without Locks

For years, lovers have come to The Pont des Arts or Passerelle des Arts, a pedestrian bridge in Paris, to profess their undying love by locking a padlock to the bridge, sometimes with their names engraved, sometimes with other poetic messages, and then they would throw the key into the River Seine. Unfortunately the bridge, which links the Institut de France and the central square (cour carrée) of the Palais du Louvre, has become the recipient of an estimated 700,000 locks, with more added every year, and the bridge cannot handle the weight. The mayor has asked that people no longer place the locks there and has started a #lovewithoutlocks campaign. In 2014, the grilles were removed so locks couldn’t be attached. 

Although Paris is known as the city of love, a little research into this tradition finds that Paris is not actually the origin of this loving tradition. The first notion of love locks appeared in a poem titled “Prayer for Love” by Desanka Maksimovic, a Serbian poet. The poem takes place before the First World War and is about a soldier and young woman who were madly in love and secretly met every night at the Most Ljubavi Bridge in a town called Vrnjačka Banja. When the young soldier was sent off to Greece, he eventually met the love of his life. When his first love found out, she died of heartbreak. Out of superstition, local women started hanging love locks on that same bridge, the Bridge of Love, in an attempt to safeguard their love.

The popularity of love locking really took off after the release of the Italian movie “Ho Voglia di Te” (I want you) in 2007. It was inspired by the same-named novel from Italian author Federico Moccia, which was published in 2006. 

The Mayor says that while the residents of Paris don’t like the lock tradition, they aren’t without sentiment for those who have tied their love to Paris, so sections of grille and boxes of locks will be auctioned off in the near future. That way, even if your lock no longer appears on the bridge, it may be out in the universe somewhere standing guard over another’s love, or perhaps it has been melted down and incorporated into another artist’s representation of love.
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Chapter 1
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Chicago, 2022

Jordan sauntered along the sidewalk, in no hurry to get back to the shop, even though the smell of deli sandwiches in her shopping basket made her mouth water. It was the perfect spring day in Chicago, a breeze off Lake Michigan keeping the temperatures cool. She lifted her head and inhaled deeply, fragrances of lilacs from the park to her right mingled with the city smells of car exhaust and asphalt, along with all the delicious whiffs of coffee and pizza and bread drifting from the open doors of the local shops. 

She knew the neighborhood well, having grown up here, and although buildings had aged over the years, most of the shops in the neighborhood remained as they had for the last hundred years or more. The row homes had small stoops leading up to the front doors. A wrought iron fence lined the sidewalk on the other side of the street to offer a separation between the street parking and the spread of green grass and trees, the walking trail meandering through the park and around the curve of lakeshore. As always, old men sat on benches scattered along the path, some visiting and some sitting alone with a chattering group of pigeons at their feet. They were people her Gramps knew, and she wished she could get him to spend his days like those she saw, but he continued to run the antique store that had been in his family for generations, and to which she was heading, bringing him lunch like she did most days. 

She waved at Mrs. Wilson as she shook out a small rug from her second floor window. At the beginning of the twentieth century, the row homes she walked past had been stately manors of the moderately wealthy of Chicago. Not the very rich industrialists with their grand gardens and gated grounds but she felt the area near the lake shore had much more character. 

After the Great War and the depression, most of the businessmen who owned homes here had converted the lower level into their shops to save what little money they had. Her great-grandfather had done the same, giving up his large furniture showroom for the smaller shop here on Lakeview Street. Now her gramps kept only the more unique pieces, which were all now antiques, along with smaller fixtures and valuable jewelry he had for sale. There wasn’t a great call for antiques today, but “vintage” housewares, jewelry and knick-knacks were in high demand and she had convinced him to carry more of that and less of the heavy cumbersome furniture of the past.

She opened the door to the merry sound of a bell overhead. “Lunch is here,” she called as she wove through the chairs, buffets and dressers that created a narrow path through the store. Her gramps sat towards the back at a massive roll top desk that served as his office. He laid aside the paper and smiled when she approached. 

“You should be fixing lunch for a houseful of babies instead of looking after an old man,” he grumbled as she lifted a sandwich out of the basket she carried.

She ignored his comment because it was a conversation he started and ended the same way every day. 

“Mrs. Wilson asked about you,” she said instead.

He snorted. “Old busybody, always wanting to know what everyone’s doing.”

“I think she likes you,” Jordan teased, although she felt it was probably true. Mrs. Wilson, a widow about her gramps’ age, came into the shop almost every day. She rarely bought any of the candles Jordan made but always asked after her grandfather, and often peeked through the adjoining door when she thought Jordan wasn’t looking.

“What did you do to your hair?” Gramps squinted at her as she laid out lunch.

“What do you think?” She fluffed the short bob as she spun in a circle. “Jaci managed to get me in.” Her friend had not only cut several inches off her hair, but had added blonde streaks to her plain brown and she couldn’t be happier with the look.

He looked her up and down. “With that dress, you look like a flapper from the twenties.”

She grinned, shaking her hips so the filmy dress swirled around her. She loved the sleeveless, drop-waist style and the strings of long beads. “I know! Carolyn has ordered in a truckload of vintage clothing. With Chicago having its Roaring Twenties Festival next month, everyone is getting into the action. Since we couldn’t celebrate in 2020 because of the pandemic, they’ve planned a lot of extra activities and this year. You know,” she tweaked his collar, “Carolyn probably has a nice vintage suit that would spiff you right up.”

He laughed. “Honey, my entire closet is already vintage. Are we doing anything involving the festival?” Gramps had run his antique store all his life, and had tried to help the community by participating in just about every festival, campaign and youth organization fund raiser that was held. But he left the details up to Jordan.

“I’m working on it,” Jordan said, although she really had no idea how to create a 1920’s effect in an antique store that was already full of stuff from well before 1920.

“Glad we don’t run a bar or tavern,” he said. “You know 1920 was the start of prohibition. How is the city going to handle that?”

“Certainly not by shutting down every drinking establishment,” Jordan said with a laugh. “I’ve been hearing rumors about several local pubs posting doormen and you have to know the password to get in, like they did back in the day. People learn the password by following the pubs on Twitter.” She frowned for a moment in thought. “You know, we should come up with some gimmick like that to get people into the stores.”

“Do we have a Twitter account?” Gramps asked around a bite of sandwich. He still used a ledger to balance his books, though both Jordan and his accountant had tried unsuccessfully to get him to switch to computer. She had begun handling the social media for both his store and her candle shop when she moved back home. Before she could answer, her gramps changed the subject and handed her the newspaper, which he had folded back to the Editorial page

“Your favorite columnist is at it again.”

Jordan didn’t need to see the picture to know who had written the column, but her gaze flickered to the small photo anyway. Harry Gallagher flashed a smug grin and although the photo was black and white, his gaze boldly challenged anyone to argue with him. She knew because she had met the man on occasion and although he was intelligent and well spoken, he was also a bit on the arrogant side. But damn, he was handsome, she thought, not for the first time as she picked up the paper to see what his commentary was about this week.

She blinked, changing her focus to the article where today he blasted the mayor and city council for not doing more for the homeless. It wasn’t that he had a “cause”, but rather he liked to haranguer the local government about their lack of attention and support for certain sectors of the city. She had to give him credit, his facts were succinct and he knew how to use words that would not only raise awareness but cause people to actually do something. In this case she agreed with him. 

Regardless of his topic, he was a favorite of every woman’s auxiliary that had a cause in the city and was in constant demand as a speaker at monthly meetings. She glanced again at his picture, wondering if his knowledge was the sole reason he was so popular. Many of her friends had met him at various events and thought he was hot. She supposed... 

Gathering the trash from their lunch, she cleared her gramps’ workspace before bending down to give him a kiss on the top of his head; a daily ritual she knew he loved even as he fussed because a customer had come in.

“I’ll be next door,” she said, picking up his copy of Antiquarian News to read later that day. She stepped through the open doorway that divided her candle shop from his antique store. While the stores might appear disparate, they actually did a lot of combined sales. She took a deep breath, inhaling scents of lavender and strawberry, although lemon filtered through the air stronger than the rest. Her assistant, Alex, was in the back room working on the spring selections and she knew lemon was his favorite scent. 

She glanced around the shop trying to decide how to package it. Although they often used jars with various tops or stoppers, she liked the bowls, cups and glasses she procured from her gramps’ store. Taking an old jelly jar or flowered teacup and filling it with wax and a wick made a whimsical candle that sold faster than the pillars and plain glass containers and it made her store inventory unique. It also gave new purpose to some of the old but not valuable glassware that often came with a collective buy at an estate auction.

She gathered a set of lemonade glasses from the sixties off a shelf and took them into the back where they would be cleaned and ready for pouring. “I think these will be fun, don’t you?” she asked Alex as she held up the glass which though clear, was decorated with sliced lemons and tiny yellow flowers.

“I was hoping you’d go with those,” he replied with a nod. Alex and she had met in college, become friends, then gone their separate way for years. He had shown back up in Chicago almost the same time she had returned to take care of her grandfather. When she decided to open the candle shop in the vacant space next to the antique store, he had asked to come work for her. He hadn’t told her much about his life, but she felt his secrets were his and she didn’t question him. His creative flare blended well with her own, and that was all that mattered.

“Do some half pint mason jars also,” Jordan said. “I’ll work on the window display later.” She left him to his work and re-entered the store, making minor adjustments to candle placement from where customers had picked up the merchandise and not returned it to its proper place. The antique tables and sideboards from next door were perfect to display the candles, just as her candles often set off a piece of furniture, such as a coffee table, in Gramps’ shop.

it was Wednesday, the one day of the week they were closed to have time for inventory and for creating. It was essential to be open on the weekends as that was when the tourist traffic was highest, and she and Alex loved the mix of people who visited. They each had a story to tell and part of what she enjoyed the most was helping them choose a candle that matched their personalities.  

She didn’t feel like balancing the books today, so she opened a little gate to an alcove where she sometimes worked and where her pet project now stood. Several years ago, after she had read an article about the love locks on the Pont des Arts in Paris, she and Gramps had traveled to Paris for the lock auction. The grille sections, locks attached, or boxes of the locks had been auctioned off, the money to be used to rebuild the pedestrian bridge. Although Jordan understood the reasons behind the Paris Mayor’s declaration and the auction, it seemed a shame as for every lock there was a couple who had pledged their love on that bridge. Would the selling of those locks somehow create crisis and lost love? Jordan’s romantic nature felt sure the lovers would continue to exist, and she was determined to create a lasting memory for at least those whose locks were on the section of grille she had purchased. 

She ran her fingers over one such lock, a pretty red and gold Yale with the initials BJN+TLVF etched onto one side. When she brought this section of grille back to Chicago, she had consulted a local locksmith. He gave her a basic set of tools she could use to open the locks. After all, she purchased the grille section because she wanted the locks intact, not cut open as she had found most of the locks in the boxes. 

Her gaze slid over the four foot section of metal grille covered with locks of all different makes, colors, sizes and models that she had bought on a whim and really had no idea, at the time, what she would do with it other than she knew she needed to preserve it. What appeared to be the earliest locks, given they were linked directly to the grille and beneath other layers of locks, looked more ornate than the more recent locks in the forefront and it was those locks she really wanted to get her hands on. 

She certainly didn’t want to cut the fencing. After all, she wouldn’t have bought them attached if she hadn’t wanted the fencing also. It was as elaborate as some of the locks and quite old. At the top of the grille was a panel about eight inches high of ornate scrollwork that reminded her of the wrought iron railings in New Orleans. So while she had removed several locks using the tools her friend had given her, she realized she didn’t want to remove them all. The entire piece was quite decorative by itself.

In the meantime she used the grille section as a window decoration, especially around Valentine’s Day. Otherwise, it stood visible in the alcove where she would work on removing locks as she had time. She sat on a stool in front of the small section where she had managed to remove a dozen of the top layer of locks. 

Some people had used the standard Master combination locks, which she felt defeated the purpose of locking your love and tossing the key in the Seine River, thus making the statement that your love could not be undone and would last for all time. Combination locks seemed so...temporary; easily opened and removed to be used in some other manner. Like a person could go from loving another to loving their ten-speed or garden shed. Thus those locks were tossed into a basket and sold for a few coins at her Gramps as the combinations could easily be reworked to a new set of numbers. 

The key locks were the ones she spent the most time on. Though most had a bit of rust, they were easily cleaned once they were off the grille. She sold quite a few even though they had no keys because people loved the story behind them. Some said they were going to lock them to a bridge back home. Others locked them straight away onto their purse or backpack handles. Regardless of where the locks ended up, Jordan felt the romance of it all continued and that was perhaps what she believed in the most.

Now, she maneuvered the grille around to work at it from the back side. One particular lock had intrigued her for the past week and she was determined to get to it, even though it was on the very first layer next to the grille. The metal of the grille was four by four inch squares so she could just manage to get her hand through the space, but in this case it didn’t help.

The lock was an intricate scroll work of metal on both sides and it appeared that the locking mechanism was in the middle which made it extra hard to use the locksmith tools. Short of cutting the grille, which she had sworn not to do, she would have to remove at least three other locks in close proximity. And those locks were layered beneath even more. She sighed, swiping her arm across her forehead and blowing upward to get her bangs out of her eyes. 

Hours later Alex yelled from the back that he was heading out and the candles were poured and would set overnight. She yelled back to lock the back door on his way and she’d see him tomorrow. Her gramps had already called it a day and headed upstairs to his apartment, assuring her he could find his own dinner so she could keep working. That was the trouble with owning your own store and creating your own product. It was easy to ignore time and work much longer hours than planned.

In this case, she had told herself “just a little longer” more than once, but she had managed to remove four locks and the fancy one at the center of her attention was now more accessible. Not easily, but more so than when she had started. She had removed the lock directly beneath it and it now hung more directly down from the grille. It was then she noticed the etching on the back side, something that had been obscured by the other locks on the grille.

She tried to tilt it for a better look and realized how dim her work area had become. Holding the lock with one hand, she leaned over and flipped the switch on a small goose-neck lamp that sat on the table holding her tools, bending it toward the lock. Squinting, she could just make out some numbers but not the letters. She rubbed her eyes, realizing how tired and achy they were and decided she had done enough for the day. The lock winked in the light.

Just a little longer, she told herself, unable to give up on the prize that was so very close. She straightened in her chair, arched her back and tilted her head side to side until her neck popped. If she couldn’t get it unlocked tonight, at least she could find out what was etched on the back. As she tightened her grip to turn it over, the lock jiggled about and the sharp edge of the scrolling cut into her palm. 

With a yelp, she jerked her hand back to spy a small drop of blood just as she heard a light clink. She tried to find something to wipe her palm, and it was then she saw that the lock she had been so intent on opening, was hanging loose on the fencing. “Well, dang, all I had to do was cut myself and it opened right up,” she muttered as she reached in with her good hand to slip the lock off the metal fencing. 

The front door rattled and she glanced up to see Carolyn knocking vigorously on the glass. Jordan frowned as she wove her way past tables and shelves. Her friend knew the shop was closed on Wednesdays. In fact, she had seen Jordan earlier that day.

“Are you ready to head to the meeting?”

Jordan shook her head, confused. “Meeting?” She looked down at her palm, wondering if she needed a Band-Aid, but it appeared the lock made no more than a small scratch.

“The Chamber meeting,” she said, inhaling and exhaling with gusto. “Lemon. My favorite. Is that Alex’s work I smell?”

“Yeah. He’s probably still in the back somewhere,” she waved vaguely, knowing her friend had a thing for her business associate. Today, however, Caro waved her off.

“No time for that.” She gave Jordan an overall look. “I’m glad you wore that dress today. It’s great advertising for the shop.”

Jordan shook her head. “I can’t keep up with you.” Her friend, normally energetic, today appeared overly enthusiastic.

Carolyn pursed her lips, took a deep breath and blew it out. “Sorry. I’m just super excited about this festival because Chicago is finally getting into the idea of promoting itself and its businesses. It’s about time people recognize the arts and the many small independent businesses as versus the chain retail stores and the sports arenas.

“So yes,” she continued, “I want this festival to be the biggest and best we have ever seen. And that means the young business owners, like you and me and Jaci and Ruben and the rest, need to make our presence known and our voices heard.” She looked at her watch. “Are you ready? It’s a great day and we can walk down to the Chamber office.”

“Let me tell Gramps and Alex.” 

“You talk to Gramps; I’ll tell Alex to check on him when he closes up.” Caro wiggled her eyebrows suggestively and Jordan laughed.

It wasn’t that Alex wouldn’t check on Gramps because all her friends liked her grandfather and considered him their own. And it was ridiculous that Caro thought she needed an excuse to see Alex, but Jordan had never been one to get involved in other people’s relationships. Especially considering the lack of any relationships of her own, although she didn’t for a second regret moving to Chicago for her Gramps. After her parents had died, she couldn’t have stayed in Colorado.

“Gramps, Caro and I are heading for the festival meeting,” she said as she wandered to the back where he still sat at his desk. “Alex is still working, so check on him before you close up for the night, okay?” She knew her gramps often felt he didn’t pull his weight around the shops, and Jordan always tried to reassure him that he was needed.

“And you told him to check on me, too, didn’t you?” he smiled up at her, seeing through her ruse.

She kissed the top of his head. “Check on each other, then. I’ll try not to wake you when I get home. I’m not sure how long this will take.”

“Better grab the umbrella. There’s a chance of rain.”

Jordan glanced toward the front window where the sun shone brightly, but rather than get in a discussion on how right her gramps was and how wrong the weather forecaster always was, she smiled and promised to take care.

“Here, I brought you this to go with the rest of your vintage vibe,” Caro said, as Jordan came back into the candle shop. She handed her a small clutch, incrusted with jet beads and hanging from a small silver chain. 

“What fun it must have been back in the first Twenties. Always dressing up and going out on the town.” Jordan dug through her shoulder bag for Kleenex, lip gloss, credit card wallet, a pen and small pad of paper, never knowing what she might need. “Grab an umbrella while I get my phone.” She hurried over to the alcove where she had been working and grabbed her phone. The lock she had freed lay on her small worktable and for a moment, she wished the meeting could be delayed so she could investigate the intricacy better.

“Come on,” Caro urged.

She sighed but grabbed the lock and tucked it into her clutch anyway. Maybe she’d have time for a closer look if the meeting droned on.

The evening sky was bruised in purples, blues and pale pinks although darker clouds hovered on the horizon. The Chamber, along with other city offices, was located in the refurbished Kirkland mansion on High Street. One of the things Jordan loved about Chicago was its history and the way so many of the old buildings had been restored or renovated so that you would never know that behind the brick and columns of an 1800’s structure laid technology, stock exchanges and some of the major law firms in the city.

Just as they turned the corner onto High Street, fat drops of water began splattering the sidewalk. With a squeal, Caro tried to open the umbrella, fumbling with the clasp until Jordan took over, released the Velcro fastener and the umbrella popped open.

“Gramps said it was going to rain.” She laughed as Caro hugged her arm tighter so they could both fit under the cover of the large umbrella. “Hurry.” She quickened her steps but as they grew closer to the mansion, the crowd grew considerably.

“Is there a play performing?” Caro asked as they stopped just under the edge of the awning that covered the steps leading up to the doors.

“I have no idea but hurry out of the rain while I shake the umbrella and get it closed.” Jordan stepped over to the edge of the sidewalk as a loud clap of thunder shook the air around them. Quickly, she slid the chain of the clutch over her arm and reached up to collapse the umbrella. Just as her fingers circled the metal slide, lightning cracked, the white light blinding her as a jolt of shock raced up her arm and down her spine. Her legs went out from under her and she felt herself falling...falling...into complete and utter darkness.
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Chicago, 1926

––––––––
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HENRY PACED AGGRAVATINGLY in front of the Kirkland Mansion, muttering to himself about having to report on a ridiculous social event when he really wanted to be investigating the mobsters who were rapidly taking over Chicago. Stopping at the edge of the walkway, about to turn and pace the opposite direction, someone slammed into his back with such force he stumbled forward, barely catching himself on the brick railing running up the steps.

“Watch it,” he hollered as he spun around but before he could say more, a body collapsed against his chest. He automatically grabbed, ready for a fight before realizing the form was female, and as his arms tightened around her, she went completely limp. Her head fell against his shoulder and he found himself supporting her entire body weight, which wasn’t all that much.

“Hey, lady.” He shook her slightly but there was no response. He swiveled, looking for somewhere to put her other than on the ground, which would be damp with the evening breezes coming in off the lake. Seeing a bench facing a small fountain and flowerbed, he adjusted his hold, reaching behind her knees to lift her and cradle her against his chest. He quickly shuffled the short distance to the bench, which sat in the evening shadows. Awkwardly he sat down and slid her to the side, being careful to keep an arm around her shoulders. The jostling seemed to arouse her as she murmured something that sounded like Caro. Just as he bent his head to try to see her more clearly, she woke completely with a start and began struggling against him. Not sure of her awareness, and not wanting her to fall off the bench, he tightened his grip, which only made her struggle more.

“Let me go!” She tried to take a swing at him but it was a puny effort and he easily caught her slim wrist.

“I’m not trying to hurt you,” he said, his voice more agitated than he would have liked. “You fell into me; passed out. I was only trying to help.” When she quit struggling, he added, “Although it’s been awhile since I’ve had a dame throw herself at me.”

Her eyes flared and she began struggling again. This time he loosened his hold, his hands hovering in case she teetered over, but not touching her. She looked wildly around then swung her gaze back to him. “What happened? Where’s Caro?” Suddenly her eyes narrowed. “I wouldn’t have expected you to be at a Chamber meeting.”

Now it was his turn to be confused. “You know me?”

His question brought a snort. “Who doesn’t? I don’t know what happened but I have to go. Caro will wonder where I am.” She stood too quickly, swayed and he grabbed her just before she fell again. He pulled her back down on the bench.

“I think you need to skip the festivities tonight and go home. I’ll see if I can flag a cab.” He started to rise but she grabbed his arm. 

“I have to find my friend.” She gazed up at him with damp eyes. 

Whatever had happened to her, she was in distress, and he could not walk away. He turned back to the walk in front of the mansion. Spying a newsboy, he whistled sharply and waved him over. Digging in his pocket, he flipped the boy a penny. “Get yourself into that house and find a lady named...” He frowned and turned to the gal on the bench.

“Carolyn Johnson, but I really should...”

He ignored her and turned back to the newsboy. “You heard the name. Tell Miss Johnson that her friend isn’t feeling well and I’m taking her home.”

The boy tugged the front of his hat and nodded. “Yes, sir, Mr. Douglas, sir.” He scampered off and Henry turned back to the bench where once again the woman was trying to stand. And once again collapsing.

“Stay here. Don’t move,” he commanded as he trotted the short distance to the street, whistling again sharply and waving his arm. Luckily, because of the number of people attending the Kirkland party, there were plenty of cabbies having just emptied their fares. The first one to stop was a horse-drawn carriage instead of the automobiles taking over the city, but he didn’t care. He hurried back and carefully helped the woman to her feet. They shuffled to the curb. When she tried and failed to take a step up onto the cab, he managed to stifle his sigh, picked her up and stepped into the cab, depositing her onto a seat and sitting down beside her. She instinctively moved over.

“We’ll wait a moment for your friend,” he said, but after several minutes when no one appeared, he told the driver to go.

“Where do you live?” he asked. She turned and wrinkled her forehead in thought. “The driver needs an address.”

She seemed totally confused by her surroundings, her gaze flitting hither and yon looking at everything and settling on nothing. Her hand reached out and hovered near the gas light on the wall, then gently touched the pulled back drape that allowed the night air into the closed box of the cab.

“Miss?” He hadn’t even gotten her name, but at the driver’s thump on the roof, that wasn’t his priority. “Your address.”

“124 Lakeview Street, I think.” She turned back to the window, staring into the night. When the cab set into motion, she finally looked at him.

“Why did that newsboy call you Mr. Douglas? That’s not your name.”

“How do you know my name? Better yet, what is your name? After all, I’ve held you in my arms and carried you into a cab. I should at least have a name to go with the dreams that will find me tonight.”

That brought a slight smile. “It’s no wonder all the ladies want you to speak at their meetings. Your tongue is as smooth as the words you write to convince people to your way of thinking.”

Henry would have asked her more but the cabbie had stopped. He reached across to open the door, hopped down and turned back to assist the woman. The instant she stepped to the street, she stopped and gasped.

“This isn’t right,” she whispered. 

He glanced her way, her eyes once again glazed and confused. “This is the address you gave me.”

“Yes, but it’s not...it’s the same but it’s not.” She had grabbed his arm and he was surprised at the strength of her grip as she pulled him back toward the cab.

“We need to get you inside,” he tugged her forward slowly. “Something happened to you and you need to be looked after; perhaps seen by a physician.”

She stumbled as he walked her up the steps to the door, clutching him tighter. “No, I can’t go in there.” She pulled back and tried to turn, but at that moment the front door opened and a woman of moderate age stepped onto the stoop.

“Jodelle, where have you been? Your trunk was delivered from the train station hours ago. I had instructed your mother to have you come directly here upon your arrival.”

Instead of answering, the woman he now knew as Jodelle, pulled back even further, almost hiding behind him. “I can’t stay here, Harry,” she whispered urgently, her words muffled against his suit coat. “Don’t leave me here.”

She knew him, and even the nickname only his family used, but he had no idea who she was or why she seemed so reluctant to stay at an address that she had said was her own.

“What is wrong with you, girl?” the woman asked, followed quickly by, “And who are you to be escorting my niece about without so much as an introduction?”

“Henry Douglas, ma’am,” he said politely, “and it’s purely by accident that I bumped into your niece at the Kirkland mansion. She seems to have taken a fall or something and is slightly confused.”

“Confused?” the woman repeated before gasping. “The Kirkland’s?” Her gaze swung to Jodelle. “I take it upon myself to help my sister out by allowing you to come stay here and the first thing you do – before even letting me know you have arrived – is get involved with that group of new age riffraff and their black magic friends?” Her voice had steadily risen until she was practically shouting. 

Henry felt Jodelle’s clutch on the back of his jacket tighten. Trying to do a simple good deed, he had no desire to get in the middle of a family squabble and sought a fast way out. He reached behind him and gently tugged Jodelle to his side before pushing her forward.

“Look, she gave me this address and so I brought her here. She seems confused, but that is not my problem. I was trying to be helpful.”

The supposed Aunt narrowed her gaze at him. “I know who you are and you have no business being around nice people. All the trash and misinformation that comes out in that newspaper of yours; how they support the criminals that are taking over our city. How—”

“Good evening, ma’am,” he interrupted, “I hope your niece recovers.” As gently as he could, he tugged himself free from Jodelle’s clutches and hurried down the steps to the cab. Whatever awaited Jodelle inside that house, perhaps he shouldn’t have left her there. At the same time, he wanted no part in someone else’s family drama. He slammed the door of the cab, signaling for the driver to take off. His last glance of the stoop at 124 Lakeview would become branded on his brain.

Brown eyes, liquid with tears, and one hand reaching out to him, beseeching him not to leave her.

* * *

JORDAN WATCHED HARRY Gallagher walk away, leaving her in this world that was not hers. All the way here, she had viewed the scenery with detachment, thinking she was either in a dream or watching a movie. The horse drawn cab they rode in was similar to the ones roaming the streets of Chicago, taking tourists on a historic tour of the city. She had watched the city go by, the buildings and pedestrians obscured by nightfall to the point where she couldn’t distinguish details to determine exactly where she was. 

And now, the row house she had lived in with her gramps for years, the one at 124 Lakeview, felt at once familiar and foreign. The woman tugging her into the front foyer and shutting the door behind her was no one she knew. Her ears rang and whatever the woman said only sounded like the “wa-wa-wa” of adult voices in a Charlie Brown movie. The door slamming behind her jerked her to awareness.

“I can not believe you have been in the city for less than a day and have already caused so much trouble!” The woman tsked as she secured the lock and removed the key, hanging it on a hook to the side. “To try to get into the Kirklands for that spectacle they are holding with that horrible Houdini, and then to be accompanied home by Henry Douglas, who everyone knows is a philanderer of the worse sort. Well, it’s all beyond my understanding.”

The names ricocheted inside Jordan’s head like billiard balls on a hard break, and she felt her legs go weak. Somewhere in the recesses of her brain grew an idea of what exactly had happened to her, but she was nowhere ready to confront it. She collapsed onto the stairs, grabbing the banister to keep from tipping over and squeezed her eyes shut. Upon seeing her distress, the woman softened her tone.

“Well, apparently you have had some distress,” she began.

You think? 

“I suppose we can leave the questions until morning, but you will tell me what is going on, young lady.”

Young lady? She appeared to be the same age as Jordan, but she couldn’t really ask, now could she?

“Your room is at the top of the stairs on the left. Your trunk is there, also. I don’t expect Maddie to do your unpacking; she is not to be at your beck and call. I will, however, have her bring you up a cup of tea, even though the house should have been abed long ago.”

“Where is Gramps?” He would straighten out the confusion Jordan suffered. 

The woman shook her head, again with a tsk. “My sister was right sending you to me. You are in dire need of not only discipline but proper etiquette. You will address my father as Grandfather or Sir. Likewise, you will address me as Aunt Beatrice, not Auntie or Bea.” 

Jordan’s shoulders relaxed slightly knowing, regardless of who this woman said she was, that her gramps was here. If she could get through the night, she would wake up and all would be right with her world.

She wearily rose and turned to tackle the stairs. Her feet felt heavy and her steps thudded loudly as she slowly took one step at a time. She ran her hand along the wallpaper which was new; or at least different than the smooth painted walls her gramps preferred. The front foyer, the stairs and banister, all were the same as she had always known, although they had been the upstairs at her gramps because the first floor contained the shops. She closed her eyes, pulling forth a picture that hung on Gramp’s office wall. It looked exactly like the front of this row home when the cab had pulled up. The outside steps led to the front foyer, actually the second floor, as the first had been the kitchen and living quarters of the help back in...the 1920s. She stumbled, griping the banister tighter.

She opened the door to her room; the same room she had slept in for years and felt a shock similar to what she had earlier at the Kirkland mansion...in the rain, she recalled, but it wasn’t raining now. She felt electricity vibrate the air, a faint undercurrent of buzzing from the overly bright lights attached to the walls. Once again, things were the same but not. The basic furniture—a bed, nightstand. chair and highboy dresser were the same but again there was floral wallpaper with matching draperies on the window, both a rather loud pattern with huge red roses on a mossy green background and something she would never have approved. The closet stood open and empty, and there was a trunk on the floor at the end of the bed. But there were no bookshelves or small desk with a computer. Her jewelry box was not on top the dresser, or anything else for that matter. It was a sterile, unlived-in room, devoid of even a picture or photograph on the wall.

“Excuse me, Miss Jodelle.” A timid voice from behind her had Jordan turning quickly. She started to say that Jodelle wasn’t he name but thought perhaps to get some information from this young girl instead. 

She moved to the bed and sat, motioning to place the tea tray on the nightstand near where she sat. “What is your name?”

“Maddie, Miss.” She kept her eyes downcast.

“And my...my aunt; is she nice to work for?” From the interaction already with her so-called Aunt, it might be rather difficult to get along with her.

“I’m not to speak with guests, Miss.”

“Well, I’m not a guest if I will be living here, right? Perhaps we can become friends.”

The tray rattled as she dropped it the last inch to the table. “Oh, no, Miss. Never. It’s not my place to have friends, especially those who employ me.” She backed up, hands behind her back. “Will there be anything else?”

“No, and thank you for bringing me the tea.” So much for getting any information, at least not for now. She might need Maddie’s help at some point and there was no sense alienating her from the start.

As the maid closed the door behind her, Jordan let out a sigh and turned to the
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