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      Things are heating up for amateur sleuth and time traveler Georgia Belle as she attempts to get ready for her upcoming wedding. It’s not cold feet exactly but neither is it totally warm and toasty feet either. In the process of dress fittings and arguing with wedding venue planners, Georgia discovers that her great grandmother is also going to tie the knot on the same day! Intrigued, she reaches out to the young woman to befriend her. So when  Great Grandma’s groom—Georgia’s one-day great grandfather—goes missing after an arsonist sets his family’s warehouse ablaze, Georgia knows she must find him—or very possibly she will cease to exist herself!

      Tensions rise when an unidentified body is discovered in the rubble of the warehouse, making this now a murder case. With the clock ticking, Georgia must rely on her wits as well as her dear friends Mary and Jim to find the killer before the killer upends the future of her family line in roaring 1920s Savannah.

      Savannah is Burning is a riveting time travel mystery that will immerse you in the rich tapestry of 1920s Savannah and the thrill of the chase—done the old-fashioned way.
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      I read somewhere that Savannah in the nineteen twenties was a cobblestone symphony of elegance and squalor. That seemed about right to me, but that description doesn’t take the smell into consideration and trust me, that’s an element that cannot be ignored.

      Even so, I’d have to say that Savannah a hundred years ago is more charming than today—even with the smell. (Let me just say there are a whole of horses dropping their loads wherever they happen to be during this time.) In case you haven’t already deduced it, I’m not a native of this period in time having landed here quite abruptly two years ago from 2025. In many ways I’m still getting used to all the incontinent horses, the heavy clothing, the girdles and the lack of air conditioning. All in all, I think I’m doing pretty well. I hardly ever notice the smell anymore.

      “Are you paying attention, Georgia?” Mary asked as she looked up from her notebook.

      We were having lunch at The Rusty Spoon on Whitaker Street while attempting to plan for my upcoming wedding.

      “Aren’t all brides entitled to a dreamy affect?” I said to her, snapping my attention back to the task at hand.

      She rolled her eyes.

      “What did I just say?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

      “Something about a church garden,” I said.

      “Seriously?” Mary frowned at me and shook her head of tightly coiled dark curls—the height of style in 1925. “You’re getting married in less than two weeks, Georgia. Has that sunk in yet?”

      I smiled at her and felt a rush of love and gratitude in her direction. Honestly, if it wasn’t for Mary, I’d be getting married at Savannah City Hall in a simple day dress and then end up here at The Rusty Spoon afterward for my wedding lunch. Even though I have no family and few friends to invite to my big day, Mary was doing her darnedest to make it a day to remember.

      The main reason I have no family to attend my wedding is the time travel situation. I’m not from this time. I’m still not sure how I came to be here in 1925 except for the fact that I suffered a physical shock two years ago which prompted my “transporting” a hundred years in the past to 1923 Savannah where I met Mary and fell in love with a very sexy police detective named Sam Bohannon. (I should probably note here that Sam is not the man I’m marrying in two weeks.)

      In any case, while I was able to go back to my own time a few times, once I lost my mother and fell in love a second time here in 1923, it finally became clear to me that I had less reason to live in 2023 than I did here. That revelation took me awhile to get to and there are still some moments when I’m not totally sur. But, bottom line, I’m here now, and for a whole host of reasons I’m pretty sure this is where I want to be. Unfortunately, having family nearby isn’t one of them.

      The spring had been an oppressively hot and dry one for Savannah this year. In fact, unlike any the locals had ever experienced before. For months, barely a drop of rain had fallen, crisping up tobacco and cotton plants and effectively eviscerating the peach crop. The humidity that typically clung thick in the low-lying air and sent my hair into frizzing corkscrews was also absent. Instead, an arid warmth permeated the city.

      During the day, temperatures rose into the nineties—unusually early in the season even for Savannah—with nary a refreshing breeze to stir the stagnant atmosphere. At night, only minimal relief was found, as evening temperatures hovered in the low eighties. The dry spell had persisted far longer than normal, turning grasses into ashen gray heaps and transforming the palms lining the city’s streets into brittle matchsticks swaying in the bone-dry winds.

      Most troubling of all was how this unusual weather had turned once muggy Savannah into a veritable tinderbox. Even the slightest spark now threatened a disastrous fire spread, as evidenced by the series of accidental fires that had afflicted numerous structures across the city. With no end in sight to the record-breaking drought, residents wondered how much longer the city’s luck could possibly hold out against the constant fires.

       “I’m sorry,” I said, turning to Mary. “You have to cut me some slack though.”

      Mary immediately turned a page in her notebook and jotted down my words. She tended to do this when she heard something from me that sounded like it came from the future. I told her the truth about who I was at the end of my first year in 1923. She didn’t immediately love the idea but had started to get into it right around the time when I began bringing her the latest fiction from my time. On my last trip “home,” I brought back a Roomba that succeeded in bringing her fully on board.

      I shook my head as I watched her scribble in her notebook. I’m not sure why she bothered to write these phrases down. I’ve told her ad nauseam that she can’t actually use any of them.

      “Does Jim have very many people for his side of the family?” she asked looking up from her notebook.

      I frowned.

      “I don’t think so,” I said. “But now that you mention it, I don’t really know.”

      “Not a mother or a sister? A cousin? Nobody?”

      “We haven’t talked about it,” I said. “This wedding is going to be a bleak affair, isn’t it?”

      Mary reached over and took my hand.

      “Not at all, dearest,” she said. “It’s going to be lovely. I’m in charge, aren’t I? You’re going to be the most beautiful bride, and Jim will be so handsome that nobody will even care who’s there. Now. I don’t suppose Jim belongs to an in-town church?”

      That nearly made me burst out laughing. Jim O’Connell—better known in these proceedings as my intended—was a rough and ready private investigator who’d survived the war and since then lived life lean and close to the bone. I don’t know if he was a believer but the thought of him attending church was mildly absurd.

      “Can’t we just use your church?” I asked.

      “Yes, of course, dear.” She looked up then as if she’d just thought of something. “Are you still thinking of having Bert walk you down the aisle?”

      Bert was my one-armed black handyman. He was married to my cook and my second-best friend Ruby. That right there should tell you how many close friends I have in this time period. I nodded to let her know I still wanted Bert. She sighed.

      “Fine. Then, we’ll need to go with a garden wedding after all.”

      I wasn’t going to argue with her. Even I knew that having a black man walk me down the aisle of a segregated church in Savannah, Georgia in 1925 was not going to happen. I’d already assumed we’d have the wedding in the back garden of my townhouse. In fact, I actually preferred it. Frankly, it made the bride’s side of the church look a whole lot less sparse.

      “You never talk about your father,” Mary noted, looking at me now over our plates of fried chicken and okra with sliced tomatoes. The fried chicken was a specialty at The Rusty Spoon, although that was true at just about every restaurant in Savannah.

      “I guess I don’t,” I said.

      “Is he still living?”

      “Last time I heard.”

      I guess she could tell that I wasn’t eager to talk about my dad because she nodded and went back to her notebook. Honestly, I hardly ever thought of my father. I last saw him five years ago. He’d been in town for some kind of conference, and he called to see if we could meet for a drink. Then he asked me for a loan.

      “I’m so sorry your mom won’t be here,” Mary said softly.

      Instantly my eyes filled with tears. It had been six months since I’d learned of my mother’s passing, but the pain and the guilt were always right at the surface. I’d been off romping around the nineteen twenties having a good old time while Mom was back in 2024 struggling with an undisclosed health issue. When I came back to my own time after having been away for nearly three months, I found that she had died unexpectedly during the course of a few routine medical tests.

      All I could think of when I heard the news, was that three months earlier, she’d called me to see if we could do lunch. I’d given her some excuse for why I was too busy.

      I’m pretty sure I was never going to get over that. No matter how many timelines I bounce between.
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      Margaret pulled the little dog into her lap. She tried not to squeeze it too tightly, but she was barely able to contain her excitement. Was it excitement? Her mother called it nerves and her maid Delores just shook her head ever since the engagement announcement and didn’t refer to Margaret’s new nervous demeanor as anything at all.

      “I am too excited, aren’t I, Teddy darling?” Margaret said to the scruffy little dog in her arms. “What girl wouldn’t be excited? I’d have to be mad not to be.”

      She felt her heart pound in her chest as she sat on the edge of her bed clutching the dog.

      Isn’t this what love is supposed to feel like?

      Every book she’d ever read said so. Even Jane Eyre said she sometimes felt like throwing up when she thought of Mr. Rochester.

      Margaret released the dog who immediately scampered off the bed, and Margaret laid back and stared up at the cover of her four-poster bed which was draped with a lace canopy. Her whole room had been decorated in shades of lavender and cream—her mother’s idea, of course—but Margaret liked it too. Who would decorate her bedroom when she and Chester married? A sudden stab of anxiety pierced her, and she sat up, her heart pounding in her chest.

      Will Mother come and decorate it for me?

      No, that was silly. Chester was rich. Maybe even richer than Daddy. Margaret would just have to shop for everything herself. She looked around her room, wondering where the delicate lace curtains that hung at the tall windows had come from.

      I’m being foolish, she thought as she stood up and went to the window. There were people one hired to decorate one’s bedroom—one’s whole house for that matter.

      Mother will tell me how to do it. And besides, none of that matters because I’ll be with Chester. The thought prompted another sharp twinge deep in her chest.

      She hadn’t spent much time with Chester. Not really. Certainly not alone. Well, rarely alone. He had such a nice smile and kind eyes. Just thinking how happy her parents were when they’d made the formal announcement of their engagement made Margaret smile. She couldn’t remember a time when her father had looked at her with such pride.

      Sighing, she turned away from the window and went to her dressing table. She should be getting ready. She and Mother had so much to do today. She sat at the vanity and glanced briefly at the paintings of the Italian countryside over her fireplace mantle. Mother loved Italian landscapes and of course Margaret had grown to like them too.

      She turned her attention back to her vanity and the mirror. Instantly she saw the dark circles under her eyes and frowned. She reached for the dusting powder and puff and began earnestly powdering her face. She and Chester were booked on the ocean liner Olympic to sail to Southampton, England a week after their wedding. She felt a tremble of nerves at the thought. Olympic was the sister ship to the Titanic. Not that that meant anything of course. Not unless one was prone to thinking it did. She’d foolishly mentioned the connection between the two ships to her father and had received an extremely disappointed look from him in return as if she’d just confirmed some terrible fear of his. Chester had booked the sailing passages since it was the groom’s job to plan the honeymoon.

      Margaret’s stomach lurched uncomfortably, and she quickly pushed thoughts of sinking ocean liners out of her head. She was sorry her mother wasn’t going to see all the great masters at the Uffizi Gallery in Italy where they would travel from England. Margaret would just have to take lots of pictures and keep a detailed journal of everything she saw. She wondered if Chester liked art. Funny that they’d never talked about that.

      She picked up a brush and ran it listlessly through her shoulder length chestnut hair and looked again at her reflection. This time, she didn’t see the dark circles under her eyes, but the image of a young debutante glowing with the prospect of a full life before her—a young woman ready to embark upon the life her parents had planned for her. She smiled into the mirror and saw the doubt and uncertainty looking back at her.

      It was true that Chester was from a fine family, but what did Margaret truly know about his mind or heart? Their interactions had always been polite but superficial.  

      Her mother dismissed Margaret's concerns as pre-wedding jitters, but were they really normal? Margaret’s school friend Vickie Lee Henderson was getting married at the end of summer and she couldn’t stop gushing about her beau and how much she couldn’t wait to be his wife.

      What am I missing?

      Chester’s father was a powerful man in Savannah with a temper that drove fear into the hearts of employees and peers alike. While Margaret had never seen any evidence of a temper in Chester, was it there all the same? Just waiting to come out?

      Her eye caught the motion of a sparrow flitting outside her windowsill. The late afternoon sun beat heavily upon the magnificent oak trees that shaded the front of her family's townhouse. Margaret tugged at the collar of her dress, noticing the faint perspiration on her brow.

      In just a few short weeks, she would be wed to Chester. Every friend she had was pea green with envy over the fact. As the daughter of one of Savannah's most prominent families, Margaret’s marriage to Chester Davison had always been regarded as an assumed arrangement and a veritable highlight on Savannah’s spring society calendar.

      Margaret loved imagining her wedding day—and all the galas and parties leading up to it. But the thought of everything after that brought only a hollow unease.  What would life be like in just three short weeks? How was her life going to change? She looked anxiously at little Teddy who gazed back at her from the floor.

      Just three weeks from today.
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      The aroma of freshly baked cookies lingered in the air as my housekeeper Ruby bustled about the kitchen in a veritable cloud of vanilla and cinnamon as she took a series of cookie trays out of the oven. Mary and I had swapped sitting in a public diner going over my wedding plans to sitting in the kitchen of my townhouse doing the same thing. I have to say that my kitchen in 1925 looks like something out of a black and white movie. Regardless of all the amazing food that Ruby can create in it, there’s a serious sense of primitive workings to it.

      There is a hand pump over the porcelain sink that brings in the water we use for washing and cooking from a well somewhere in the back garden (I suppose I should be more curious about where). There is a cast iron wood-burning stove, its black surface worn smooth and dark from years of use. The four whitewashed are walls topped with a tin plate ceiling. The floor creaks when you walk across it, dipping in spots I’m pretty sure shouldn’t. The whole house smells like wood polish and pipe smoke and baking biscuits—as if the scents of all those things over the years got into the very molecules of the cabinets and window frames. 

      It’s not fancy; it wouldn’t star in a home magazine feature, but it’s homey. And it gets the job done.

      Mary and I were sitting at the kitchen table sampling the cookies as they came out of the oven and drinking Ruby’s famous lemonade. Outside, the season had technically changed from the cooler, wet winters that Savannah was known for to the warm and not at all very wet spring. If we were going to have my wedding in the garden, there was a chance it would rain, in which case Jim and I would end up getting married in my kitchen. Honestly, that didn’t bother me. Maybe because I didn’t really have that many people showing up for my big day. I was determined not to get bothered by the little things that went wrong.

      “My friend Etta-Mae is a good seamstress,” Ruby said. “She can take one of them off-the-rack gowns at Lafayette Women’s Wear and add beading and trim to it. You’d never know it wasn’t bought in Paris.”

      “Surely you can afford something better than Lafayette’s?” Mary said, looking at me in semi-horror.

      “I can,” I said to her, “but it’s a dress I’ll only wear for one day.”

      “Only the single biggest day of your life!” Mary said, clearly scandalized.

      “Is it, Mary?” I asked, frowning. “I mean it’s a big deal, I grant you. But a thousand dollars for a dress I’ll wear once?”

      Ruby dropped a measuring cup that hit the tile floor with a loud clang.

      “Lord, I know you didn’t just say a thousand dollars!” she said, horrified.

      “Look, it doesn’t really matter how much these things cost,” I said. “Jim won’t care.”

      “Well, he’s a man,” Ruby said. “Of course he won’t care.”

      Ruby is a middle-aged black woman who—with her one-armed husband—had come to work for me last year. As it happened, I was responsible for her losing one of the two jobs she worked to keep the lights on in the little shack where she and Bert lived outside of town, so when I was in a position to, I offered them both live-in positions in my household. Even with only one arm, Bert was a good handyman, , and Ruby was a great cook and an even better friend.

      “Do we have photographers?” I asked Mary.

      “Of course. I suppose you think you’ve landed back in the Jurassic period or something!”

      I glanced nervously at Ruby, but she didn’t seem to register Mary’s comment.

      “No, you know I don’t think that,” I said pointedly to her. “Now, let’s talk about the flowers.”

      I think Mary knew I was placating her, but she picked up her notebook and flipped the pages.

      “I was thinking peonies,” she said. “You don’t grow them in your garden, and they’ll look nice with all the roses.”

      I glanced in the direction of my garden. It’s not massive but it is very charming. It has a narrow gravel path that weaves in around all the azaleas and hydrangeas and the flower beds and the two fruit trees. There’s also a bench where I sit and have my coffee in the mornings. If I didn’t think people would think me totally strange, I might have Jim install a fire pit.

      “Do you think the roses will be blooming by then?” I asked.

      She snorted. “Of course.” Then she looked at me as if she’d just thought of something.

      “What?” I asked.

      But she was backtracking now.

      “Nothing,” she said.

      “Oh, come on. What is it? You just thought of something.”

      “It’s no big deal.”

      “Then you should have no trouble telling me.”

      “Honestly, Georgia,” she said in mock frustration. “I was just going to mention that I saw Sam the other day with his new baby.”

      I saw Ruby put down the cookie sheet she was angling toward the oven and come to stand in front of Mary. She wanted to hear this too.

      “Did you talk to him?” I asked.

      “Of course.”

      “Was the wife with him?” Ruby asked.

      “No. It was just him and the baby. He’s awfully cute. Have you seen him yet?”

      I shook my head. Sam, the lead homicide detective with the Savannah Police Department—and the man to whom I’d been engaged for all of thirty days—had married someone on the rebound last year and quickly gotten her pregnant. There was a time when I had struggled to get over Sam. I’m not sure why he got his hook into me so deep. He is a classic example of the men of his time—misogynistic, sexist, chauvinistic and with more swagger than sense. All that aside, he is a great guy. But no, I hadn’t gotten around to congratulating him on his happy new addition yet.

      “I heard she’s stepping out,” Ruby said with a huff before going back to pick up her cookie sheet.

      Both Mary and I gaped at her.

      “What?” I asked. “Are you kidding? His wife is cheating on him?”

      “How do you know?” Mary asked, her face showing the shock we were all feeling.

      “My friend Alice works for a family next door to his,” Ruby said. “She say Miz Lydia leaves the baby with the nanny as soon as he leaves the house.”

      “That could mean anything,” I said. “I’m sure it doesn’t mean what you think it means.”

      “Whatever you say,” she said. “Don’t you got a saying where you come from about fire making smoke?”

      “Yes,” I said with exasperation. “But they’ve only been married a year.”

      “Maybe she sees in him what you saw in him,” Ruby said with an arched eyebrow.

      “This isn’t upsetting you, is it, Georgia?” Mary asked.

      Mary knew only too well how long it had taken me to get over Sam. I could see that she was sorry she’d said anything. The last thing she wanted was for Sam’s present marital problems to shoehorn their way into my life.

      “Of course not,” I said. “I mean, if it’s true then I’m sorry. Nobody likes to see a friend go through something like this.”

      Ruby snorted. “A friend,” she said.

      I let it go, especially since the fact was, she wasn’t wrong.  Sam wasn’t a friend. But he was someone I’d once cared about—even loved, and loved enough to have said yes to when he proposed to me. To think that his wife was running around on him was nauseating. I took in a deep breath. On the other hand, this wasn’t my problem or my fault. Sam chose to deal with our breakup by proposing to the first woman he met after me.

      Not my fault.

      Now if I could only believe it.

      Bert came in then to drop off the evening paper from the front porch and swipe a couple of cookies. My little dog Liberty was at his heels immediately as if she knew she was going to get cookies too. I saw the headline on the paper that referenced the awful fires that were constantly breaking out all over the city due to the drought.

      “Ugh,” I said. “I can’t believe this town is still burning. Who needs Sherman, am I right?”

      Mary gave me a cross frown which told me that yet again I’d made an inappropriate reference that wasn’t translating to this time. She picked up the paper and opened it up to the society page.

      “Oh, Georgia, look!” she said. “Your announcement is in!”

      I leaned over her shoulder to read the piece.

      The honorable John Elliott Belle and Mrs. Amanda Belle are pleased to announce the forthcoming marriage of their daughter Miss Georgia Sue Belle to Lieutenant James Michael O’Connell. Miss Belle, age 27,a native of Savannah, has devoted herself to assisting the less fortunate through various local charitable organizations.

      Her future husband, Lieutenant James O’Connell, age 34, has served our country in the Great War and more recently as a private investigator for our fair city. Distinguished for his bravery, Lieutenant O’Connell moved to Savannah from Pooler, Georgia, where his family has lived and farmed for three generations.

      The wedding will take place on May 18, 1925, at St. John’s Cathedral. Following the service the bride and groom will receive well-wishers at a lavish garden reception at the home of the bride’s maid of honor, Mary Jane Thompson at 320 East Macon Street.

      

      Mary had put the notice in the paper, and I saw that she’d embellished quite a bit. For one thing, I didn’t have parents in this time period. For another I was thirty-two, not twenty-seven. And finally, I’m embarrassed to say I do not devote myself to assisting the less fortunate although maybe now would be a good time to start. I figured I was ahead of the game when I talked Mary out of describing me as a spinster which, I guess, is the reason she decided to fudge my age. I scanned the rest of the notices and then gasped and plucked the paper out of her hands.

      “What’s the matter, dear?” Mary asked. “Did they misspell something? You are as white as a ghost!"

      I felt my muscles go weak and a strange tingling sensation throbbed in my chest. All I could do was stare at the announcement positioned immediately next to my own.

      It was the one where the Honorable Judge William Butler and Mrs. Eloise Butler were pleased to announce the forthcoming marriage of their daughter Miss Margaret Ann Butler to Mr. Chester Lloyd Davison.

      But that wasn’t what had me staring with my mouth open and my fingers trembling as I held the paper. It was the photograph of the bride to be, seated on an embroidered loveseat, wearing a silken day dress and holding a large spray of peonies.

      It was the fact that she had the unmistakable face of my grandmother Pearl Davison Tillman.
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      It took every ounce of self-control I had not to blurt out to the entire room what I was seeing. As it was, both Ruby and Mary were staring at me as if I was on the verge of a fit.

      “Nothing, nothing,” I said closing the paper. “Just someone I thought I knew. Mistaken identity.”

      Mary’s eyes grew wide, and she snatched the paper from me.

      “Where? Who?” she asked, scanning the paper.

      “I told you, it’s nothing,” I said.

      Ruby gave me a look and then shrugged and went back to her baking. I didn’t know if there ever was going to come a time when I told her who I really was and where I came from, but that time was not today. Mary looked at the paper and her eyes widened even more. Then she looked at me and mouthed the words: Do you know her?

      I nodded and mouthed back, Later.

      I could see that wasn’t going to cut it and sure enough, Mary stood up and pretended to stretch.

      “I need some fresh air,” she said. “Georgia?’

      “If you girls need your secrets,” Ruby said with her back to us, “you don’t need to worry ‘bout me.”

      “There’s no secrets, Ruby,” I said as I got up to join Mary outside.

      We weren’t halfway down the back deck stairs before Mary grabbed my arm.

      “Who is she?”

      “You’re not going to believe this,” I said. “I think she’s my grandmother.”

      She stopped in her tracks and stared at me and then shook her head.

      “Not possible.”

      “Well, Mary, I can see why you are having trouble⁠—”

      “No, I’m saying, she can’t be your grandmother. She would have to be your great grandmother.”

      I frowned.

      “But the portrait—” I started.

      “What portrait?”

      “The one in your locket,” I said with impatience.

      She sucked in a breath. As well she might. The story of her locket is a big deal in her family, made bigger by the fact that it’s considered mortally unlucky added now to the fact that I can trace it to my own family. As the story goes, Mary’s father gave her mother a locket for a wedding anniversary. He’d put a small portrait of Mary’s mother in the locket, but as I discovered when I found the locket last year—he’d put her picture on top of a portrait that had already been there—a picture of a young woman that neither Mary nor her sister Beatrice recognized. Well, now we know who that young woman is. Because the picture of Margaret Butler in the newspaper announcement was the spitting image of that portrait.

      “Oh, my goodness, you’re right,” Mary said as she squinted at the photograph in the newspaper. “It’s her.”

      We walked to the bench by the back wall. My garden is fairly typical for this period and for the kind of townhouse I own. It’s walled in high brick to frame the typical southern shrubs and flowers for this time of year. Climbing roses sprouting new leaves tangled overhead, promising a fragrant floral canopy come summer. A pair of magnolia trees held court in the center, their creamy blooms open wide to catch the warmth of the sun. Soon the garden would fill out with lush vegetation like azaleas and hostas. Fallen pink camellia petals spotted the flagstone path like confetti.

      “But how?” Mary asked as we sat down. “How does a portrait of your great grandmother show up in a locket my father gave to my mother twenty years ago?”

      That was the question for sure.

      “Do you recognize the name?” she asked.

      I nodded as I squinted at the photo in the paper.

      “At first I thought she was my grandmother whose maiden name was Davison,” I said. “But you’re right, the times don’t match. It must be my great grandmother, which means Davison will be her married name.”

      “So what are you going to do?” Mary asked.

      “I guess I have to meet her,” I said. “Aren’t you curious how her picture ended up in the locket your father gave your mother twenty years ago?”

      “Well, to be fair, there is a resemblance,” Mary said. “But it can’t be Margaret Butler. She’s only eighteen years old and the locket is much older than that.”

      I frowned.

      “So it has to be her mother,” I said. “My great grandmother. I’ll let you know when I meet her.”

      Mary drew her eyebrows together and wrinkled her forehead.

      “You’re not going to tell her who you are, are you?” she said.

      “No. I’m not crazy. But I have to meet her, Mary. She’s my mom’s grandmother.”

      I felt my eyes welling up.

      “I have to at least…I don’t know. I have to⁠—”

      Mary patted my arm.

      “I know, dear. I know. Of course, you do.”
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      That night I wanted to have dinner in the garden. It had been six long months since the weather had been nice enough to eat outside. Unfortunately, the smell of the fires all over town meant that the scent of burning rubber and wood easily overwhelmed the smell of my roses and honeysuckle. In any case, I went ahead and lit the lanterns in the garden and dried off the chairs around the table. Ruby told me it was supposed to rain tonight but for now the skies looked clear, so I decided to risk it.

      I was still pretty shocked over my discovery that my great grandmother’s wedding was the same day as my own. How does that happen in the real world? Ever since I’d seen Margaret Butler’s photo in the paper, I was a nervous wreck scheming about how to set up a meeting with her. Mary warned me that I couldn’t just call her up and neither could I try to bump into her on the street. I’m not sure what that left me, but I needed to think of something.

      Ruby made fried chicken with butter beans for dinner and set out place settings for herself and Bert at the kitchen table. I don’t know why I was particularly eager to see Jim tonight. I’d seen him two days ago and the two of us aren’t really terribly effusive people—in action or language. My sudden need to see him might be connected to the news about Sam and his disintegrating marriage. Hearing about it had gotten me thinking about Sam in spite of myself. I wasn’t yearning to be with him or anything. But he was on my mind.

      When the knock at the door came announcing Jim’s arrival, Libby began yapping furiously and ran to the front door. I was right behind her. I opened the door and there he stood in all his glory. Jim O’Connell is tall and rugged with dark close-cropped hair and blue eyes. In my time, I like to imagine that he’d be a scruffy storm-chaser or maybe a big animal veterinarian. These are the sorts of things I think about.

      Tonight, there was something about the evening air that had tousled his hair and added some pink to his cheeks that for a moment made me a little breathless. Plus, Jim is the master of giving me a certain look that makes me weak in the knees. I don’t think he does it on purpose and I pray he doesn’t give it to any other girls without knowing he’s doing it.

      “Hello, beautiful,” he said, tossing his hat onto the hall hat rack and stepping into the foyer.

      He reached for my waist and pulled me to him and kissed me. I swear a moan escaped me.

      “That’s the kind of greeting I like,” he murmured into my neck, making me tingle all the way down to my toes.

      “Pas devant les domestiques,” I whispered back.

      He kissed me again and then crouched to give Libby the attention she’d been pulling at his pant leg for. I love how sweet he is with her. I couldn’t help but imagine him as father to our children. Or at the very least more dogs.

      “I want to eat outside tonight,” I said, pulling him toward the dining room which opened up onto the garden.

      “Isn’t it going to rain?” he asked, but followed nonetheless.

      I saw him glance around the dining room and it reminded me of a small issue I’d recently become aware of with him which was that he was actually not thrilled about the idea of moving in with me. I was astonished to learn of his resistance to living here since we certainly couldn’t live in his tiny one-room boarding room. But these are different times in the twenties. From what I could piece together from his comments, he saw the idea of moving into my gorgeous townhouse on East Perry Street as second only to freeloading. We’d actually had some heated words about it. And Jim never gets heated—well, at least not in any angry sense. The fact that he did get steamed about not moving in was proof that, as uncomfortable as he felt about the situation, he also didn’t have an answer for how to fix it. He could hardly expect me to sell up so we could move into a place that he could afford on his army pension.

      But honestly? A part of me thought that a part of him believed that might truly be in the cards.

      I wanted to tell him the truth of how I got this place—and how I was managing to support myself at all—but frankly it’s a little shameful. The fact is, I have this house and every item of groceries that I put on the table—through a blatant act of fraud.

      In my defense, I resorted to fraud because I don’t exist in any kind of formal records in this time—the government hasn’t even come up with the idea of Society Security or Medicaid yet—and also because the idea of women working for a living is frowned upon unless they have credentials of some kind which I would have to falsify to get. So, I’m left with less scrupulous means of financing a living.

      Jim is honest as the day is long; a real straight shooter. I love that about him. And I love the way he looks at me with wonder and respect and admiration in his eyes. All of the things that will be instantly gone when I tell him how I came to own this townhouse.

      “Hello, Mister Jim,” Ruby said as she came out of the kitchen with a tray of food in her hands. “Y’all are going to get wet, you know.”

      “I know, Ruby,” Jim said as he took the tray from her. “Half the fun, right?”

      I walked ahead of him to open the French doors and then followed him into the garden where the table was set up. As soon as he set the tray down, I arranged the plates and handed him a bottle of wine. It was still Prohibition, but somehow, we always had wine.

      “I’ve got news,” I said.

      He sat down and began to open the wine.

      “I’ve found an ancestor of mine,” I said.

      He looked at me questioningly.

      “She’s actually getting married the same day we are,” I said. “Can you believe it? She’s my great grandmother.”

      He popped the cork and poured the wine before speaking. I have to say a part of him loves to hear all the stories I have to tell about moon landings and the like from my own time.  However, not so deep down he isn’t all that comfortable with the fact that I come from a hundred years in the future. I do my best not to reference it too much. I don’t like to point out any major differences between us. Or at least I try. But this was such big news! Of course I wanted to share it with him!

      “That’s wild,” he said. “Are you going to meet her?”

      He knows me so well.

      “I am,” I said
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