
 



 
 

Yesterday’s Kiss 

by 

Carly Fall 

© 2013 Westward Publishing 

All Rights Reserved 



 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and 

incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious 

manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely 

coincidental. 



 
Dedication 

I would like to dedicate this book to the wonderful people of Bisbee, Arizona. 

Thank you for letting tourists take a glimpse into the magnificent history your amazing 

little town holds, and for being so damn friendly. 

We can't wait to go back! 



 
Chapter 1 

“Your divorce is final.” 

Maggie Ramos let out a long sigh of relief as she put the pen down on the glass 

tabletop. She stared at the divorce decree in front of her, where her and her ex-husband’s 

signatures were scribbled across the bottom.  

It had been a long year getting the details of the divorce finalized, but today, her 

five-year marriage was over. She glanced across the table at Jerry, who was staring 

daggers at her. 

Whatever. He had gotten what he deserved.  

As he had told her many times, he was a highly regarded plastic surgeon in the 

Phoenix valley, and he had a reputation to uphold. Maggie figured he didn’t want anyone 

to know what a conniving, self-centered, egotistical bastard he was, or the fact that he had 

cheated on his wife. 

He’d just bought Maggie’s silence for a sum in the low six figures, but it wasn’t 

like she had tried to milk him for a chunk of change.  

Before the marriage—before he had finished school and opened his practice—

Jerry Letters had been a different person: kind, happy, and caring. They met on a 

Saturday evening six years ago. He had come into the restaurant where she worked and 

ordered caramel pie and coffee. As he paid the bill, he asked her out. He was handsome, 

with a sweet smile and a gentle demeanor. When they first began dating, he would tell 

her how much he loved her dark-brown hair, her high cheekbones, and he was always 

grabbing her ample butt. He often commented on her intelligence, and they would spend 

hours politically sparring, her a moderate-conservative and he a liberal. Eventually, they 

agreed to disagree, and even with the hot political climate on both sides, they found peace 

with each other and settled into a domestic political truce. 

They dated for a year, then married. Maggie was fresh out of college, though her 

BA in history proved futile in getting a job. So, while Jerry was in school, she continued 

to work as a waitress, and she also took up a part-time librarian job to support them. It 

had been a difficult time, but she had been content to help Jerry reach his goals, and they 

were happy together. 



Three years into their marriage, he opened his practice. At first, business was slow, 

but word had spread about the new doctor in town. Within a year, the practice was 

flourishing, and he insisted she quit her jobs and “get a real one.” That should have been 

Maggie’s first clue of Jerry’s emerging controlling nature. At first, she was insulted—

while he was busy pursuing his dreams, she was waiting on cranky patrons who wanted 

fresh refills of coffee. She gladly gave up the waitressing job, but she kept her part-time 

job at the library. She loved books, especially history books. The past fascinated her, and 

she read everything she could get her hands on.  

It didn’t matter what era—she loved reading about the ancient Greeks and 

Romans, the Wild West of the 1800s, and early Chinese culture. She had a secret girl 

crush on Cleopatra because she had been beautiful and so strong. She didn’t care if it was 

fiction or non-fiction, as long as the book was set in the past, she was happy. 

“Are you satisfied?” Jerry said through clenched teeth, bringing her thoughts back 

to the present. 

Wincing, she stared at him. At age thirty-seven, his dark hair was starting to gray 

at the temples, giving him a George-Clooney-type look. His green gaze tore into her, and 

she had to smile at his smooth forehead. It looked as if someone recently had a round of 

Botox. She shuddered. Just over two years ago she thought about starting a family with 

this jerk. She had thought that perhaps a child would bring peace into their marriage. 

How foolish she had been. Although she longed for a child, she was grateful they’d never 

been able to conceive. The divorce would be a clean break, neither having anything to do 

with the other from now on. It made her sad, as she used to believe that marriage was 

forever. On the other hand, there was only so much a woman could take from her 

husband before she let her dignity and pride slip away.  

As far as she was concerned, her dignity and pride were being held together by 

bubblegum and string, but it was stronger than it had been a year ago. She wanted to 

believe in the institution of marriage, but Jerry had really dashed those beliefs with the 

way he had treated her and how much he had changed. Her once-loving husband had 

turned into a self-centered, pompous ass who was more concerned about how people 

looked than what they held inside them. 

“Yes, I am satisfied, Jerry,” Maggie said sweetly, trying to ignore the pangs of 



longing for “what could have been.” When she had married Jerry, she was certain that 

their marriage was one that would last. The changes in him had been remarkable.  

Jerry stood up so fast his chair almost toppled over. “If we’re done here, I’m 

leaving. I can’t stand to be in her presence.” 

“We’re done,” Jerry’s lawyer said. He stood up and smoothed his gray pinstriped 

suit. 

Maggie watched them leave and decided to wait a few minutes so she wouldn’t 

meet Jerry in the parking garage. 

“You can wait here for a bit if you want,” her lawyer, Gina, said, as if she’d read 

Maggie’s mind. Maggie smiled. Gina was in her fifties, with short, dark hair and smart, 

blue eyes. She’d been Maggie’s rock throughout the divorce and had convinced Maggie 

to get some money out of the deal. As she put it, Maggie had carried the financial load in 

the marriage while Jerry was getting his medical degree, and Maggie might was well get 

a little something for her trouble. 

“Thanks. I think I will wait here for a few minutes.” 

“No worries. I do have a phone appointment, though, so I’ll be in my office.” 

Maggie nodded, and Gina left the conference room. Her thoughts returned to Jerry. 

About a year after Jerry opened the practice, she noticed a slight shift in him. He 

began working later, he seemed preoccupied, and he came home tense. When they were 

dirt poor and he was going to medical school, he had always gently teased her about her 

weight, but once the practice began to thrive, the gentle teasing morphed into rude 

comments. She definitely wasn’t obese, but at five foot three and one hundred forty 

pounds, she had some extra padding and some curves. He made it clear he didn’t approve 

of them anymore. Or maybe, he never approved of them. Maybe her willingness to 

support them financially while he finished school was all he cared about. She didn’t 

know, but she had to believe that he wouldn’t be so crass as to use her that way. She had 

to believe that at some point in their past he had loved her. 

And thus began her spiral to lose weight for her husband. She dieted, joined a 

gym, and eventually lost a few pounds—ten, to be exact. 

It wasn’t enough. 

One time, Jerry had said that she should go to his office so he could “suck the 



dimples out of her fat ass.” She just laughed it off, but she never actually considered it. 

Going under the knife wasn’t something she ever wanted to do, and besides, she didn’t 

have that many dimples—just a lot of padding—and she kind of liked her curves. 

The berating continued, and so did her dieting. After a few months, she wondered 

if she wasn’t supposed to be skinny. Maybe her body makeup was what it was. No matter 

how long she dieted and how many aerobic classes she went to, she couldn’t seem to lose 

any more weight. She’d always been on the heavy side through most of her life, even as a 

child. Growing up, she had longed to be stick-thin like some of her friends, and her 

weight caused her great insecurity during her high school years. Once she was out in the 

working world, she became a little more secure with her looks. Marrying Jerry had only 

increased that security, until he started his tirades over her weight. She wanted to be what 

he desired, to make him happy, and she failed.  

As Jerry put it, he worked hard to build perfection in his office every single day, 

and having a less-than-perfect wife at home wasn’t good for his image. He also told her 

that she needed to expand her horizons beyond reading books and try to get involved in 

new things, such as possibly taking an art class or working to become more friendly with 

some of his peers’ wives. She found them shallow, as they discussed fashion, celebrities 

and make-up, but Maggie gave it her best shot. 

As Jerry began to bring in more and more money, they attended many more 

parties and charity functions. Maggie often found herself alone while Jerry mingled with 

other guests discussing art or culture or the latest technological tool used for surgery. She 

found them all boring, and Jerry said he found her to be an embarrassment when she did 

open her mouth to try to contribute to the conversation.  

Maggie continued to diet, but with little results. Her self-esteem continued its 

downward spiral, even if the scale didn’t. 

She started to undress in the closet so he wouldn’t see her naked, and during sex 

she always made sure the lights were off and she was under the blankets. Not that there 

was a lot of sex going on. Jerry had made it pretty clear that he didn’t find her attractive 

any more, and sex was simply something they were supposed to do as married people. It 

was unsatisfying and robotic. They simply went through the motions. 

She felt numb and tried not to think about what her life had become and what she 



was doing in the name of pleasing her husband. At her core, she loved him and wanted to 

spend the rest of her life with him. As the scales movement remained stagnant and Jerry 

seemed more and more displeased with her in general, thoughts of Jerry leaving her or 

cheating on her began take hold, and she desperately tried harder to lose weight and pay 

more attention to what was going on in politics and culture on a local level. 

One night, Jerry had come home late and immediately jumped in the shower. His 

phone rang, and Maggie looked to see who was calling. Someone named Katrina. Maggie 

pushed the button to send the call to voicemail, but accidently pushed the camera button. 

An image of a vagina filled the screen.  

As tears filled her eyes, she took the liberty of scrolling through the rest of his 

pictures, as well as his texts, her hands shaking uncontrollably. Apparently, he was 

sending pictures of his cock to someone as well. 

After a blowout fight, Jerry finally admitted he’d been having an affair with a 

patient, the wife of a local politician. Between the two years of verbal abuse and the 

infidelity, Maggie snapped—she was done. 

At first, she had just wanted out of the marriage, but Gina convinced her that Jerry 

had to be squeezed. It made the divorce proceedings longer, but in the end, Maggie had to 

admit she enjoyed seeing Jerry hand over such a large sum of money, plus five years of 

alimony payments. 

Maggie shook her head and looked at the clock on the conference room wall. 

She’d been sitting here for about ten minutes. That should have given Jerry plenty of time 

to get to the parking garage and leave. 

She stood, said good-bye to the receptionist, and took the elevator down to the 

parking garage. Her heels clicked on the concrete as she walked to her car, and she dug 

through her purse for her keys. When she looked up, Jerry was leaning against her red 

Acura RLX.  

A tingle of fear went through her, but Maggie refused to back down. “What do 

you want?” she asked firmly. 

He looked at her for a moment, then said, “I want you to know that you are a 

dumb cow. I want you to know that I hate you with every fiber in my body, and I hope I 

never have to lay eyes on you again.” 



She gasped, her stomach coiled and tears stung her eyes, but she wasn’t going to 

give him the satisfaction of watching them fall.  

 “The feeling is mutual, Jerry,” she said, taking a deep breath. “Now get off my 

car so I can drive away and get on with my life.” 

He smirked, crossed his arms over his chest, then stepped away without another 

word. 

As she drove out of the parking garage, she tried not to let the words sting so 

badly, but the tears fell anyway. Jerry was a jerk who had cheated on her, and if she 

played her investments right and didn’t spend the money like crazy, she would be 

financially comfortable for the rest of her life. 

Maggie took a deep breath to calm herself. As she tapped the brake in the freeway 

traffic, she told herself it was time to forget the past. She was not the cow or pig or any of 

the other awful names Jerry had called her. She was not stupid, nor was she boring. She 

would not be pushed around or belittled by anyone ever again. She was Maggie Ramos, 

and she was going to put the past behind her and focus on her shiny, new future. The 

possibilities for what the rest of her life held were endless, and she smiled as her belly 

fluttered with excitement. She cranked up the radio and sang at the top of her lungs.  



 
Chapter 2 

“What do you mean you have the flu, Nichole?” Maggie cradled the phone on her 

shoulder as she tossed a shirt into her suitcase. “We’re supposed to leave today!” 

“I know,” Nichole said. “But I can’t even get out of bed.” 

Disappointment coursed through Maggie and she sat down on the green 

bedspread. “Really?” 

“Yes, Maggie. I’m really sick. I’m sorry, but I can’t go.” 

“Okay, I hope you feel better,” she said and disconnected the call. “Damn,” she 

whispered. 

A few weeks ago, she’d convinced her friend Nichole to take a few days and 

explore southern Arizona. They had plans to hit Tombstone, home of the Gunfight of the 

O.K. Corral and Wyatt Earp’s grave. They were also going to spend some time in Bisbee, 

a booming mining town in the early 1900s, and now home to many artists. She’d never 

been to either place, but had read about them extensively. It was almost as if she were 

being pulled down to southern Arizona, like she needed to take this trip.  

All the reservations were non-refundable. Not that she had spent a fortune on 

hotels, but money was money, and she hated to see it go to waste. She headed to the 

kitchen and called the online site she had booked everything through, planning to beg for 

a refund, or maybe even a credit so they could go later when Nichole was feeling better. 

While on hold, she looked around her condo. She had moved in just over a year ago, right 

after she’d decided to divorce Jerry. 

Done in creams and tans, it was a comfortable place. She liked that it overlooked 

a small garden, especially at this time of year. The fall roses were blooming, and the red, 

pink, and white flowers were amazing. 

While on hold, she made a cup of coffee with her Keurig. She sipped the vanilla-

hazelnut brew, letting the warmth settle her. Jerry’s belittling words from yesterday still 

rang in her mind. With that and Nichole being sick, she just needed to calm down a little. 

Fifteen minutes later, she hung up the phone and sat down at her small kitchen 

table. Running her hand over the light-colored wood, frustration welled within her. The 

reservations were non-refundable and non-transferrable. In essence, she was screwed. 



She had been looking forward to the trip and experiencing the history Tombstone 

and Bisbee had to offer. She had taken three days off at the library as well, and getting 

time off wasn’t always easy. 

Maggie sighed. It was the perfect time of year to travel in Arizona—it wasn’t too 

hot, nor was it chilly. The temperature hung in the upper seventies, perfect weather for 

being outside. She was going to lose her money on the reservations, and who knew when 

she would be able to get time off again? 

Tears welled in her eyes. When Gina had called a couple of weeks ago and said 

Jerry had accepted their terms of the divorce, she decided to use the trip as a celebration. 

She really, really wanted to go. Jerry had never wanted to explore the United 

States, always preferring trips to resorts in Mexico, Tahiti, or the Caribbean. He never 

understood her fascination with history, but preferred the trappings of modern-day luxury. 

He always said history belonged right where it was: in the past. 

God, he was such a jerk. 

Picking up her phone, she scrolled through her contacts. Julie was nice, but 

Maggie couldn’t imagine spending four hours in a car with her. Most of her other friends 

had full-time jobs and kids. After a few minutes, she pushed the phone across the table 

and put her head in her hands.  

What if she just went by herself? 

At first, she scoffed at the idea of traveling alone, but the more she thought about 

it, the more she warmed up to it. Her car only had ten thousand miles on it, so it was in 

good shape. She doubted it would break down, so she didn’t have to worry about being 

stranded on the side of the road out in the middle of the desert. What else did she have to 

worry about? 

Nothing she could think of. 

She had nothing to lose. After a year of living by herself, Maggie was used to 

spending time alone. Sure, it would be more fun with a friend, but why not take the 

journey by herself? 

A spark of excitement quickly grew, replacing the frustration and disappointment. 

Yes, why not? She was starting over, and the “old Maggie” would never have considered 

taking a trip on her own. However, she wasn’t the “old Maggie” any longer; she was the 



new and improved thirty-two-year-old Maggie who was going to do exactly what she 

wanted, when she wanted to do it. 

Smiling at her decision, Maggie hurried to her bedroom and threw some more 

clothes into her suitcase. It was an adventure, and she was going to have fun and enjoy it.  



 
Chapter 3 

Maggie drove the two-lane highway lined with cacti, dirt, and sagebrush, feeling 

excited. The road was much busier than she thought, and her worries of being alone on a 

desolate, deserted highway in the middle of the Arizona desert had been unfounded.  

She had read few books about the history of Bisbee and Tombstone not too long 

ago, and the pull to visit both places had been strong, so she’d convinced Nichole it was a 

good idea to book the trip. As she drove through Tombstone, she passed Arlene’s Trading 

Company and the Visitor’s Center. Many of the buildings looked like they were the 

original structures from the 1800s, and she felt like she was on the set of a cowboy movie. 

She drove by the O.K. Corral and saw the sign for Wyatt Earp’s grave, although she 

knew for a fact Wyatt was buried in a Jewish cemetery in California. She would 

definitely have to check out that discrepancy. 

 The O.K. Corral was home to one of the biggest gunfights in history. It involved 

Wild West legends Wyatt Earp and Doc Holiday. In the span of thirty seconds, three 

people were killed, many more injured, and the only one left standing unscathed was 

Wyatt Earp. Much to his chagrin, he became famous for the gunfight, despite his very 

colorful life in which he held many different occupations all over the United States such 

as buffalo hunter, saloon owner, pimp, miner, bouncer, and barber.  

She also wanted to visit Boothill Graveyard. From what she had read, it was an 

education in itself on how people lived and died in the 1880s. People had been shot, 

stabbed, stoned by Native Americans, hung . . . she couldn’t wait to walk through and 

examine the headstones. 

A shiver went up Maggie’s spine as she left Tombstone. There was more to do in 

Bisbee, so she would stop in Tombstone on her way back.  

A half an hour later, she pulled into Bisbee, excitement buzzing within her. 

Founded in 1880 as a mining camp, it looked as though a lot of the structures and the 

layout of the town were exactly as it had been all those years ago, just like in Tombstone. 

Large brick building housed modern-day bars, tattoo parlors, hotels, and restaurants. The 

narrow streets had been built before the invention of cars, and maneuvering through them 

was tricky. As she gazed up the hillsides peppered with houses and buildings, it seemed 



that Bisbee had started in a valley in the Mule Mountains and built its way up. 

She couldn’t wait to explore. 

Following the very narrow Ok Street up the hillside, she found the Eldorado 

Suites Hotel. The cream- and red-colored building loomed three stories above her nestled 

into the hillside, and she was greeted warmly when she checked in at the small office. As 

she talked with the clerk on the “must-sees” of the town, a feeling of discomfort niggled 

at her. Something was off, but as she headed to her room, she tried to shake the sensation. 

She lugged her suitcase up the stairs as they creaked under her weight. She 

entered the two-bedroom suite and placed her suitcase by the door. The walls were stark 

white, and the hardwood floors gleamed under the bright lights. The small kitchen had 

recently been renovated, with white cabinets, appliances, and countertops, as did the 

bathroom. There was a small, comfortable living room with a red couch, two brown end 

chairs, and a television. To get the full experience of living in the past, Maggie decided 

she would leave the TV off. Then she laughed out loud at the thought. If she wanted to 

experience what life was like in the town’s boom-time, she shouldn’t use electricity or 

running water either. She didn’t see that happening. However, she did plan to keep 

herself busy for the next three days so she wouldn’t have time for television. 

As she leisurely walked through the suite, she marveled at the history of the old 

building. Built in 1914, it used to be an apartment house. It wasn’t until 1982 that the new 

owners made it into a hotel, but thankfully they kept much of the same architecture. 

Maggie strolled through the spacious suite and smiled when she saw the antique claw 

foot tub in the bathroom. She wondered exactly how many people had bathed in it. 

“I wish these walls could talk,” she whispered, imagining the stories they would 

tell of the old miners who used to reside in the apartments. As she looked out the window, 

she pictured them lumbering up the hill after a long day, their limbs sore from the 

backbreaking work, their faces and clothing covered in dirt. She envisioned a miner 

sitting at a small table in the candle-lit kitchen area dipping his hands in a bowl of water 

and splashing it on his face while his wife sat across from him mending one of his shirts. 

Maggie shook her head. It had been a much different time in the early 1900s. No 

cars, electricity, iPhones, or computers. Hell, they didn’t even have running water. 

Moving into the bedroom, she pulled back the bedspread and checked the sheets. 



She was very peculiar about how her bed was made. As she moved around the mattress, 

she pulled the top sheet and shoved it under the mattress, ensuring that the sheet would be 

a tight fit around her feet when slid into bed that night. This silly sheet fixation had been 

with her as long as she could remember, and she always made her own bed this way. It 

gave her a peace of mind. Even as a little girl growing up in Flagstaff, Arizona, she 

remembered liking her bed made a certain way. Her mother had never understood it, 

shaking her head as she watched Maggie remake the bed that had just been made. 

It used to drive Jerry crazy, as he liked to sleep with all the blankets and sheets 

loose. Maggie hoped his new girlfriend liked the bed the same way he did. It had always 

been a bone of contention in their marriage, even before they started having problems. 

 She had to stop thinking about him. Jerry was her past. She was here to celebrate 

that fact by exploring history, something she loved to do. 

Maggie had always been a history buff. At age ten, she watched a show on 

ancient Egypt and was hooked. After that, she read every history book she could get her 

hands on, but her main passion was for Wild West history. There was just something 

about that time—families traveling out west for a new start, men mining for gold, hoping 

to strike it rich—that intrigued her. She had considered going back to school to further 

her degree so she could do something with her love of history, but never had. Maybe now 

she would think about it again. She smiled. Her future was wide open. 

Finally satisfied with the sheets, Maggie climbed onto the bed and pulled out her 

laptop. After responding to a few e-mails and sending one to Nichole letting her know 

she had arrived safe and sound, Maggie pulled up her list of everything she wanted to see 

in the next forty-eight hours. She planned to fully immerse herself in the town and to 

experience as much as she could. 

She quickly decided that her first stop would be the Copper Queen Mine tour. 

Checking her watch, she saw that a tour would start in a half-hour. 

In the height of its mining history, Bisbee proved to be one of the most lucrative 

mining sites in the United States. The ground was rich with copper, silver, lead, and zinc, 

and the small town boasted a population of over twenty thousand. As Maggie drove the 

short distance to the mine, she wondered how and where all those people lived. The town 

must have been so crowded. She thought of big cities, such as New York City, where 



everyone literally lived on top of each other. In Bisbee, the buildings were up the hillside, 

the mining town version of apartment buildings. To this day, people lived in those houses 

up the mountainside that could not be accessed by car. They needed to take steep 

stairwells up to their homes, and Maggie cringed thinking about what a pain bringing 

home groceries must be. 

She signed up for the mining tour and walked around the old, wooden building, 

looking at the pictures of miners from the past. None of them smiled. It was as if life had 

beaten the happiness out of them, or hardened them, and she wondered if they ever 

enjoyed any of their time on Earth. Maybe when they went home to their families they 

found joy and comfort and something to grin about. 

When the staff called for everyone to line up for the tour, she chatted with some 

fellow tourists while they waited for the employees to fit them all with a thick, yellow 

plastic coat, a hand-held mining light, and a green hardhat before leading them outside. A 

train, similar to one a child would ride at a fair or in a park, was lined up before them, 

except it didn’t have normal seats. A bench ran down the middle, and her excitement 

grew as they boarded the train that would take the twenty-three tourists fifteen hundred 

feet into the mountain. 

As the train entered the mouth of the mountain, Maggie felt a blast of cool air and 

darkness engulfed them. She had read that the temperature in the mine was always a 

steady forty-seven degrees, and she was happy she had heeded the warning and wore a 

sweatshirt. She shined her hand-held mining light around; the long, dark tunnel ahead 

looked ominous and foreboding. A shiver traveled up her spine, and that feeling of 

uneasiness returned. 

The train stopped. The tour guide, Bill, asked if everyone was feeling okay in the 

confined space, and if anyone felt uncomfortable, they needed to leave now. No one 

budged. Claustrophobia was not a problem with this group. 

A half hour later, she stood deep within the mine, immersed in Bill’s stories. He 

had worked in this very mine in the sixties. Suddenly, movement caught her attention out 

of the corner of her eye, and she glanced over at a darkened area. A miner emerged from 

the darkness, walking toward them. He was average height, yet muscular. He wore dark 

pants, a dark jacket, and a hardhat with a lamp. His boots clomped on the dirt floor as he 



approached. Maggie smiled at him, thinking that the tour company went above and 

beyond bringing in “extras” to play the part of old miners. She turned back toward Bill, 

listening as he explained how they used dynamite in the mine and the safety precautions 

that were eventually put in place. 

As the group headed back to the train, Maggie hung back for a moment to study 

the rock walls. She ran her finger over the white part of the rock called silica, and 

imagined a miner breathing in the dust when it was jackhammered from its resting place. 

Bill had called it the Widow Maker. The dust would cake up in the miners’ lungs and kill 

them. 

“Margaret?”  

She jumped and stepped back, putting a hand over her heart. The miner she had 

seen earlier stood before her, and now that he was closer, a strong feeling of recognition 

overcame her. She tried to remember where she knew him from, but the information 

eluded her. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “Do I know you?” 

The man smiled, his teeth bright against his dirt-stained skin. She guessed his age 

at twenty-five or so as he took off his hat and ran his fingers through a mop of chin-

length black hair. His light blue eyes twinkled as he smiled. “It’s me, Joseph. I’m 

shocked that you’re here. I knew you’d come back, Margaret.” 

Why was he calling her Margaret? The last time someone called her by her given 

name she had been in line waiting to be summoned by the worker at the DMV. 

A cauldron of emotions swept through Maggie, and she took another step away 

from him. Her heart raced as she tried to put a name on the feelings: uncertainty, 

excitement, relief, fear, and . . . something else she couldn’t pinpoint. For the life of her, 

she couldn’t place where she knew this man. However, it was obvious he was very 

pleased and seemed excited to see her. 

“I’m sorry, but it’s just not coming to me. Where have we met?” she asked. 

“Margaret, I’m your husband, Joseph. Please try to remember,” he said.  

Her husband? What he said resonated as truth deep within Maggie, and she felt 

the urge to run, but something held her there, standing in front the miner. She shook her 

head. Obviously, this man . . . Joseph . . . had her confused with someone else. 



“I wasn’t sure it was you until you smiled at me,” he said, “but then I knew. Only 

you could smile at me like that and light a fire within my heart.” 

Maggie swallowed, trying to wet her throat so she could set this guy straight. 

“I’ve been waiting for you for so long, Margaret. I’m so happy to see you.” 

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, “but I think you have me mistaken for someone else.” 

He shook his head, smiling again. “No, I’m certain.” 

“Miss?” Bill said. “We need to get moving.” 

Maggie turned to Bill then back to Joseph. “I need to go,” she said quietly. “I 

hope you find this Margaret you’re looking for.” 

She spun around, tripped over a rock, and stumbled, almost running into Bill, who 

gave her an odd look. Her heart still beat at a frantic pace, her breath came in short spurts, 

and sweat had broken out on her brow despite the chilly temperature. The feeling that she 

did indeed know the man was overwhelming, but where in the world would she have met 

a guy from Bisbee? She’d never been in the town before. Maybe he came into the library 

in Phoenix? And what was that craziness of him calling her his wife? 

“Don’t speak out loud to me with others around,” Joseph said, falling in step with 

her. “And please, watch your step. It’s dangerous in here.” 

“Excuse me?” she said. 

“What did you say?” Bill asked, turning to her. 

“He can’t hear me,” Joseph said. 

“Did you say something, miss?” Bill inquired. 

“What do you mean?” Maggie asked. 

“He can’t hear what I’m saying to you, Margaret.” 

“I asked you if you said something,” Bill asked and stopped. “Are you feeling 

okay?” 

Maggie looked from Bill to Joseph, the three of them standing together in a small 

triangle. Joseph looked as real as Bill—both flesh and bone, and both breathing. They 

stood about the same height, yet Joseph was somewhere in his twenties while the Bill was 

in his sixties or seventies. Bill didn’t acknowledge Joseph’s presence. 

“Why?” Maggie asked, fear clawing at her gut. 

“Well, you’re acting a little strange,” Bill said. 



“He can’t hear me. He can’t see me. I’m dead, Margaret,” Joseph said. 

With that, Joseph walked through Bill, and Maggie’s knees went weak. As her 

head spun, she reached out for the rock wall and realized she was going to faint. “No,” 

she croaked, “I’m not okay.” 



 
Chapter 4 

Maggie came to a few minutes later, lying in a puddle of mud, surrounded by the 

people from her tour. Twenty-three sets of eyes were on her, and her cheeks warmed with 

embarrassment. 

Shivering, she tried to sit up, but Bill wouldn’t let her. He said they were waiting 

for the ambulance to arrive, and then the whole group would get on the train and take her 

out of the mine. 

“You don’t have to stop the whole tour just for me. I’m fine,” she said, meeting 

the gaze of everyone hovering over her. “Please, let me at least get out of the mud.” 

Bill hesitated, then held out his hand. “It’s protocol, miss. I can’t leave these folks 

in here while I escort you out, and we’re in too deep for another guide to come and get 

you. As far as having you sit up, I suppose that would be okay as long as you’re sure 

you’re up to it.” 

“Yes,” Maggie said. She took his hand and he helped her to her feet. The hum of 

voices echoed all around her, all talking about her. She thought about the events that had 

landed her in the mud. Had she really just seen a ghost? She searched for Joseph, but 

didn’t see him. 

Good God, was she losing her mind? Was she seeing things? She felt fine until 

they got into the mine. Maybe there was some sort of oxygen-level problem in here that 

caused her to hallucinate? She looked around, but everyone seemed to be lucid and acting 

normal, so that couldn’t be it. 

Finally, she saw him. He stood in the back of tour group, leaning against the rock 

wall. He gave her a wave and a half-smile that caused her heart to flutter. Then he put his 

finger to her lips as if to remind her to keep quiet. Glancing at the crowd around her, she 

suddenly felt claustrophobic. “I just need some space,” she said to everyone. 

“Of course, honey,” an elderly woman said. “Give the girl some room.” 

People backed up, and Maggie took a deep breath and walked toward Joseph. 

Hesitantly, she stood next to him and leaned against the wall. She glanced over at 

the tour group. They watched her, but kept their distance. She figured she had put about 

fifteen feet of space between herself and the tour group. “What’s going on?” she 



whispered. “Who are you? Is this some sort of joke they play on the tourists?” 

Joseph threw his head back and laughed, a deep sound she recognized from long 

ago that made her bones warm, and she glanced over at the group. There was no reaction 

to the sound. She, however, couldn’t help but smile, certain she was losing her mind. 

What was going on with her sanity? When had it checked-out? 

“No, Margaret, but that would be a good one. You should recommend that to the 

people who are now running the mine. However, in your case, no one else can see or hear 

me. Only you.” 

She looked up at him, and he smiled at her with such . . . love. It was disarming. 

His dark hair hung to his collar, and small crinkles sat at the corners of his blue eyes 

glittering under the low lights of the mine. The dirt that had been on his face before was 

gone, and she noticed a small dimple in his right cheek. She inhaled deeply and smelled 

fresh soap. 

There were so many things disconcerting about this situation. First and foremost, 

her imagination had somehow conjured up this man that no one else could see, a man she 

found terribly sexy. His hair, his eyes, his scent—everything about him appealed to her. 

Second, she was trying to have a conversation with him without letting on to the 

others that she was talking to anyone. Third, she had passed out in front of twenty-three 

people in a puddle of mud, and her main concern was this figment of her imagination 

named Joseph. Under normal circumstances, she would be suffering from an extreme 

case of embarrassment, but she wasn’t. She didn’t care mud matted her hair, or that her 

jeans were soaked through to her butt. The fact she was shivering didn’t concern her, and 

neither did any of the stares or whispers she was receiving from her fellow tourists. All 

that mattered was Joseph, and trying to understand what she was feeling, and the fact that 

she was seeing him. 

“Okay, so let’s just say you are dead,” she whispered. A thrill went through her as 

she said the words. What if she was really talking to a ghost? It was like a history book 

coming to life. She had always believed in ghosts, but never had any sort of paranormal 

experience. 

“I am dead,” he said, still grinning. 

“Uh-huh,” she mumbled. “Let’s go with that. So why am I the only one who can 



see you?” 

There was a beat of silence as she looked over at the crowd and tried to appear 

casual. She heard sirens and assumed they were coming for her. 

“I’ve been waiting for you to come back to me, Margaret. You are my lifetime 

love.” 

She cleared her throat as the words sunk in. Yes, she was definitely losing her 

grip on sanity. Lifetime love? Oh, please. As far as she was concerned, there was no such 

thing. Her own marriage had proved that people changed and fell out of love. Besides 

that, her father had loved her mother so much he’d left his family for another woman 

when Maggie was nine. She still felt the sting of remembering him walking out the door. 

She could count five people off the top of her head who were divorced. Lifetime love? It 

didn’t exist. 

“And finally, after over a century, you stand here before me, as beautiful as the 

day I first laid eyes on you. Your hair is a little shorter, but everything else is the same, 

Margaret. You take my breath away.” 

The deep baritone voice caressed her in the dimly lit tunnel, causing goose bumps 

on her skin. She slowly turned her head to look at him, certain she wouldn’t see anything. 

But there he stood, his gaze full of heat and longing. He looked as normal and as real as 

anyone else standing just a few feet away. 

She studied him closely. A pulse beat at his throat. When he swallowed, his 

Adam’s apple moved up and down, and his chest rose and fell with each breath. How 

could no one else see him? She glanced over at Bill, waiting for him to burst out laughing 

and tell her it was part of the tour, that she was having a joke played on her. 

“They’re coming for you, you know,” Joseph said.  

Maggie wondered if he meant the guys in the white coats who were going to haul 

her off to the mental institution. 

“The rescue trucks will be here soon.” 

She couldn’t muster any words. 

“I’m so happy to see you, Margaret, my beautiful wife,” he whispered. 

He wasn’t real, and she certainly wasn’t his wife. This whole situation was just 

nuts. “But you don’t exist,” she whispered. 



“Yes. Yes, I do, Margaret. I am very real.” Desperation laced his words, as if it 

was crucial that she believed what he was saying. 

“I don’t understand. I don’t . . . understand any of this,” she said under her breath. 

He knitted his brow, obviously frustrated. 

“Miss? We have the ambulance waiting for you outside,” Bill said, approaching 

her. “Can I help you get on the train?” 

“No, I’m fine,” Maggie said. “I don’t need to go to the hospital.” 

Bill smiled, his old, blue eyes glittering under her miner’s headlight. “Sorry, but 

you have to go. It’s company policy.” 

Maggie sighed and shivered. Maybe she did need a hospital. After all, she was 

having conversations with a man who didn’t exist. A man who made her heart beat 

quickly, who said he loved her. 

As she walked toward the train, Joseph said, “Go to where we first met, Margaret. 

Go up Brewery Gulch. Your residence was one of the small rooms on the left. Perhaps it 

will jog your memories.” 

Maggie sat down on the train with the other tourists, and the conductor rang the 

bell. She looked over her shoulder as they slowly passed through the tunnel. Joseph was 

still leaning against the wall where she had left him, his arms crossed over his chest. He 

gave her a small nod and a wave. She stared until she could only see the light of his 

headlamp as it faded into darkness. Turning toward the opening of the mine, she covered 

her eyes and squinted from the sunlight until they adjusted.  

The train came to a stop, and the paramedics approached. 

She answered their questions absent-mindedly, and the owner of the tour 

company insisted on loading her onto the ambulance. She assumed they were trying to 

cover their butts and decided not to fight it. No, she’d go along with this charade to move 

it along at a quicker pace. Sometimes it was easier to go with the flow than put up a fight. 

As the ambulance drove her the short distance to the hospital, her mind churned. 

Was she nuts? Was she losing her mind? Or could it be possible that what Joseph said 

was true? What if she was talking to a ghost from the past? What if she had been married 

to him in another life? 

“How are you feeling, ma’am?” the paramedic asked. 



Disoriented. Confused. Scared. Excited. Completely freaked-out. “I’m fine,” she 

said. 

“Good. They’ll just check you out make sure you didn’t hit your head too hard, 

and then if all looks okay, they’ll let you go.” 

She nodded, hoping everything did indeed look fine. After all, she had to take a 

trip up Brewery Gulch. 



 
Chapter 5 

After being released from the hospital, Maggie rushed back to her hotel room, 

showered, and scoured the Internet for information on Brewery Gulch. 

In 1880, Bisbee officially became a town with the establishment of the post office. 

Those beer-guzzling German-Swiss immigrants founded the first breweries on Brewery 

Avenue, which became known as Brewery Gulch. 

With a combination of miners, ranch hands, and beer, there was also a need for 

brothels. It sounded like things got pretty crazy around Bisbee back in the day. 

Armed with the information, Maggie went down to the office and asked for 

directions to Brewery Gulch. She was surprised when the receptionist told her to take a 

flight of stairs down to the main street and turn right up the hill. 

As she walked up the hill to the Gulch, the feeling of unease intensified, and she 

again wanted to run away. But something kept her trekking up the street. 

She knew when she reached the area Joseph had told her about. Her head spun, 

and she fully expected to see her heart burst out of her chest and land on the street. She 

stared up at a small, purple building with five doors, each leading into an incredibly tiny 

space. 

Her world began shake, and she was afraid she was going to faint again, but this 

time in the middle of the street. She staggered to the side of the road and grabbed the 

three-foot cement wall below the purple building, noting the metal rings embedded in it. 

Closing her eyes, she prayed for the dizziness to stop. 

It did, and when she opened her eyes, she gasped. 

It was as if she had been transported back in time. 

Dusk had set, with just a little sunlight still peeking over the mountain. A large, 

brown horse stood tied to the metal ring, the faint smell of smoke, garbage, and cooking 

meat wafting through the breeze. Men walked up the now-dirt street, most of them grimy 

and carrying miner helmets. They talked and laughed among themselves as they filed into 

their preferred bars. Some headed straight for the purple building that was now just 

untreated wood. A few of the doors opened upon their arrival, and the men disappeared 

inside. 



Maggie stepped out to the middle of the street and noted a group of men coming 

at her. She tried to step out of the way but got tangled up trying to dodge them. To her 

surprise, they walked right through her. It was as if she had become . . . a ghost. 

She scrambled back to the wall and watched in awe at everything going on around 

her. It was as if she had been transported back into a living, breathing history book, the 

very books she had immersed herself in for many, many years. 

As the sun quickly set, candlelight flickered in the windows of the buildings, and 

men lit fires in fireplaces and in large containers in the middle of the street. People milled 

about, and the bar patrons got louder and louder. Maggie stood transfixed, unable to take 

her eyes off it all, a cauldron of fear, curiosity, and excitement her companions. 

A man stumbled out of one of the bars and came over to the horse she was 

standing next to. She could smell the beer on his breath and strong body odor. He 

mumbled to himself as he struggled to untie the mare and took a few attempts to get on 

her back, but he eventually succeeded and disappeared toward town. 

It seemed as though time warped, and suddenly, the Gulch came alive, its pulse 

beating wildly. Men staggered out of the bars, some heading up the hillside stairs to their 

homes, while others made their way further up Brewery Gulch toward the red-light 

district. She remembered reading about the many houses of prostitution. 

Despite everything going on around her, she kept gazing up at the small building, 

her heart pounding and her palms sweaty. For some reason, watching the comings and 

goings of the men out the little doors was terribly important to her. 

Her breath caught as the second door from the left opened, and she saw a younger 

version of herself step out wearing a long blue-cotton dress that showcased her curves. 

She looked to be about sixteen or seventeen. Her large brown eyes flitted around, taking 

in everything, but she never met anyone’s gaze. It was as if no one would notice her if 

she didn’t make eye contact.  

She had high cheekbones and a small mole on the side of her face in the exact 

same place she had one now. Her ample breasts were barely contained in the snuggly fit 

dress, and her waist was cinched tight, accentuating the flair of her hips. Her dark brown 

hair hung in soft waves down to the middle of her back, and she continued to avoid all 

eye contact with the passing men. Other doors in the small building opened, and women 



stepped out in curve-hugging dresses or lacey undergarments. Some drank out of liquor 

bottles, while others, like herself, seemed uncertain of what would come next. 

One by one, the scantily clad women found men interested in what they had to 

offer, and they disappeared in their small spaces. All that was left was young Maggie and 

two other women. 

Oh no. 

Was she a prostitute? 

She closed her eyes. What exactly was going on here? Everything around her 

seemed so real, so authentic. It was jarring and fascinating, yet it was almost as if she 

belonged here. 

What an odd thought. 

As if a magnet pulled her gaze, she looked over to one of the bars. Joseph 

emerged and stood on the steps. Unlike the other miners, he had cleaned up a bit and 

looked like a jewel in a garbage pit. His hair was slicked back, and his hands were only 

slightly tinged with dirt. His face was scrubbed clean, and although he held a glass filled 

with amber liquid in his hand, he seemed dead-on sober as he surveyed the street below 

him. 

As he looked around, his eye trained on something, and Maggie followed his gaze. 

It had landed square on the younger version of Maggie, who stood in front of the small 

door in her blue dress. 

Maggie felt bile rise in her throat as he moved across the busy street, his eyes 

never leaving her. As he approached, Maggie moved up the street so she could hear what 

words—if any—were exchanged between the two. 

“Good evening, miss,” he said, giving her a slight bow. 

“Good evening.” Her voice sounded so shy and she seemed so unsure of herself. 

“I’d like to purchase your company for the evening,” he said. 

Oh, God . . . she was a prostitute. She listened as the Maggie from the past quoted 

her service fees. 

“Very well,” he said, reaching into his pocket and counting the money into her 

hand. “If I may say so, you are a very pretty lady. What’s your name?” 

The Maggie from the past smiled shyly. “Margaret,” she said and turned for the 



door.  

Maggie slid down the cement wall to her haunches. 

What was this? She looked around and everything seemed so real. Was this really 

her in a past life? Was she witnessing something real, or was this connected to the 

hallucinations from the cave? It all seemed so familiar to her, like she belonged in this 

time. She wanted to cry and scream. She closed her eyes and put her head in her hands, 

wishing she’d never left home. Would she even be able to go back to the present, or was 

she stuck here in the past? 

“That was the first time you and I met, Margaret,” a deep voice said from beside 

her. The warmth of the voice soothed her, and she slowly stood and met Joseph’s gaze. 

“I feel like I’m losing my mind,” she said. 

He nodded. “I’ve been giving that some thought, and I can certainly understand 

why you would feel that way. However, that’s not the truth of the matter. I should have 

been a bit more tactful when approaching you in the mine. I should have realized that 

meeting me would be upsetting for you. I was just so . . . excited that you’d finally come 

back.” 

Maggie looked around again and shook her head, uncertain of what to say. 

“You were the prettiest thing I ever laid eyes on,” Joseph said, gazing up at the 

small door. 

“I was a whore,” Maggie said, her cheeks burning with shame and embarrassment. 

“Nothing but a vessel for you to get your rocks off.” 

There was a beat of silence, and she looked up at him again. 

“I’m not certain what ‘get your rocks off’ means, Margaret,” he said quietly. 

“However, I’d like to finish telling you about our first night together.” 

Maggie shook her head. “I don’t want to hear about it. You needed sex, you paid 

for it, and I gave it to you. That about sums it up, right?” 

“On the contrary,” Joseph said, looking offended. “We did not make love.” 

Maggie stared at the ground, trying to figure it all out. If her assessment was 

correct and she was a prostitute, he had just entered her place of business. If they didn’t 

have sex, what had happened? Maybe a little oral sex? Or . . . forget it. She couldn’t even 

think about it. 



Suddenly, a fight in a bar spilled out to the street in front of them, and two men 

rolled around with fists flying, but very few connecting. Her pulse quickened, but Joseph 

ignored it as if it was something he’d seen a thousand times. 

“Like I said, you were the prettiest woman I’d ever seen, and you looked a little 

out of place dressed in your gown with your shy smile. You weren’t like the other 

scantily clad whores, guzzling on their bottles. You were a lady. I felt there was 

something special about you, and I reckoned I needed to find out if I was right.” 

Maggie gazed up at him again, and his half-grin melted her heart. She had to be 

going crazy, right? Here she was, feeling as though she was witnessing history, this 

amazing man as her guide. “Okay, so what did we do?” 

He smiled, his white teeth gleaming in the light from the fire. “We had tea, 

Margaret. I bought out all your time for the night, and we sat in your little room and 

drank tea. Peppermint, as I recall.” 

She couldn’t help but smile, and she wondered how she had fallen into 

prostitution. 

As if he read her mind, Joseph said, “You hailed from an area outside of New 

York City. Your father was a poor farmer, and he . . . uh . . . he sold you to traffickers. 

You were forced into the profession. That night I saw you for the first time, you had just 

been brought in from another house in Texas. Thankfully, you hadn’t spent much time 

there.” 

Joseph’s face grew angry and troubled as he watched the chaos around him. 

Anger flowed through her as well. How could a father do that to his daughter? Had she 

been a troublemaker? Had she slighted the family in some way? What was it with her and 

her . . . fathers? She wasn’t certain of her sanity at this point, but she wondered why the 

Maggie from the past also had a less that stellar father. She had read that selling a child to 

traffickers happened in the 1800s, but it wasn’t practiced very often. Then she had to 

remind herself that this whole setting before her was probably some type of dream. As 

she gazed around at the drunken debauchery, she thought about mental illnesses such as 

schizophrenia, bi-polar disorder, and dual personalities. Maybe she had suddenly come 

down with one of those—or perhaps all three. 

“I hope your father has spent his days since his death burning in hell, Margaret,” 



Joseph said through clenched teeth, not meeting her gaze. 

If this were all real, it touched her that he cared so deeply, and she laid her hand 

on his forearm, only to see it move right through his flesh. It was strange; he looked 

real—flesh and blood—as if she would be able to feel the warmth of his skin and the 

bones and brawny muscle underneath. 

Neither said anything—only stared at where the contact should have been. 

At that point, she decided she definitely needed psychiatric help. 

Two men staggered out of the bar across the street, yelling at each other. One 

pulled a gun from his waistband and pulled the trigger. His aim was off, and he missed 

the other man. He raised his gun again toward his intended target and was tackled from 

behind by another man. A whisper of fear went through Maggie as she watched the melee 

with abject fascination. A real life gunfight was happening right before her eyes! She 

supposed she should be more fearful, but the men walking up the street earlier had moved 

right through her. It was as if she were a ghost in this time period. 

“Why don’t I see you back to where you’re staying, Margaret,” Joseph said in a 

low, calm voice as another gunshot rang through the air. “Let’s go back to the present. 

You don’t need to witness any of this.” 



 
Chapter 6 

The world started to spin again, and Maggie found herself in the exact same spot 

on the street that she had been standing with Joseph. Thankfully, the street was empty, 

and no one had witnessed her clutching the cement wall.  

There wasn’t a fight or gunshots. She glanced up at the small building with the 

doors, and there weren’t any prostitutes—namely her—standing in the doorways. Just a 

cute, little purple building. The smell of smoke, cooking meat, and beer was gone. How 

was this happening? 

Everything was as it had been, with the exception of Joseph. He still stood next to 

her. 

“Are you okay, Margaret?” he asked. 

She nodded hesitantly. Did drifting from one century to another and back again 

constitute someone being okay? She didn’t think so, but if this apparition seemed all right 

with it, then she would try to be as well. “Yes, thank you.” 

“Let’s go back to your hotel. Where are you staying?” 

As she took him in, a feeling of trust came over her. In this whole adventure 

between reality and illusion, Joseph was the common denominator—the cohesiveness 

that seemed to keep everything together. If she was going to be bouncing around between 

centuries, she wanted him as her tour guide. 

Then again, maybe he was the cause of all this craziness. Could he be slipping her 

drugs somehow? She tried to remember any contact between them and couldn’t. But 

really, who knew? 

“Margaret?” 

Her name rolled off his tongue, sending a shiver down her spine. 

“Yes?” 

“May I escort you to where you’re staying?” 

She looked up and down the now-quiet Brewery Gulch, then up at her hotel 

sitting on the side of the mountain. If he did walk her home, she could invite him in and 

question him further about her past life, as well as his. A deep feeling of trust resonated 

within her, as well as a strong feeling of longing to be close to him. 



She tried to put her hand on his forearm again, but it went right through. One of 

two things was happening here: she was truly going crazy, or Joseph was telling the truth. 

If she invited him back to her room, he couldn’t hurt her, could he? She swiped 

her hand through his forearm again. He couldn’t physically hurt her if they couldn’t meet 

skin-to-skin, right? But maybe the psychological damage he could do was more 

pronounced. If he was a figment of her imagination, wasn’t she the one doing the 

psychological damage to herself? 

Maggie sighed. All she knew was that she was very interested in Joseph and his life, 

whether he was a fabrication or not. And if he was, he wouldn’t be able to hurt her, right? 

Joseph also seemed to be leading her through this magnificent land of the past, 

and then back again to the present. Even if she didn’t like who she had been and what she 

witnessed in the past, she found the experience fascinating. She wanted to know him, his 

history, and learn about their lives together.  

“Margaret?” 

And there was the fact that he called her by her given name. No one called her 

Margaret. It had been a family name, but was only given to her as a formality. She had 

always been called Maggie.  

What the hell? If he were ghost, or a figment of her imagination, he couldn’t 

physically hurt her. But she also knew from past experience with Jerry that words 

sometimes hurt a lot more than she imagined a fist would.  

She sighed. “Yes, Joseph, please take me back to the hotel.” 



 
Chapter 7 

He followed her up the steps to her room. Like before, she noticed the stairs 

creaking under her weight, but not with Joseph. It was as if he was made of air. 

A door at the landing opened, and Maggie’s breath caught in her throat. A couple 

staying at the hotel emerged from their room and smiled at her. Maggie stepped aside so 

they could go down the stairs, but Joseph was still halfway down the stairwell. 

They descended and walked right through him. She couldn’t help but stare as he 

made his way up the last few steps. 

“Like I said, I’m dead,” Joseph said, grinning. 

Even though she had witnessed the same feat a few times, it still surprised her. 

“Which way to your room, Margaret?” 

Unable to speak, she pointed to the left and led the way. 

Unlocking the door, she took another deep breath and walked into her suite. 

Joseph slowly walked in, looking around as if he was trying to absorb every detail. She 

tried to see it through his eyes. Back when he was alive, there hadn’t been any televisions, 

Internet, dishwashers, or electricity. How different life had been back then. Things had 

been so much harsher.  

That was one thing about the past Maggie found so interesting. She often 

wondered how she would have fared in those times if she could go back and experience 

them first-hand. She supposed that people in one hundred years would read the history of 

this century and think the same thing. 

After a moment, he turned to her and looked her up and down. “My Margaret,” he 

whispered and smiled. “You look very tired, my love. Please, go dress in your 

nightclothes and get into bed. You are among the living and need your rest or you’ll fall 

ill.” 

“And what will you do?” she asked, thinking of his ability to ghost through walls, 

feeling a bit insecure about the whole situation. 

“I shall remain right here until you are in bed, and then I shall come in and we can 

talk further, if you wish.” 

She nodded and headed for the bedroom, but then turned around. “And you? Do 



you sleep?” 

He smiled sadly. “No, my love. I have no need for sleep, although I do miss a 

good night’s rest. I have simply walked the earth for a century waiting for you to return.” 

Maggie weighed his words and tried to put herself in his position. It must have 

been a lonely existence; one hundred years was a long time.  

She went into the bathroom to change, taking care to lock the door. She quickly 

put on her mint-green nightshirt, washed her face, and piled her hair on top of her head. 

She wondered if Joseph visited the past and the present as he had done with her, or was 

he stuck in the present and there was another force at work allowing them to travel back 

and forth? Or was this all some sort of crazy dream and she was going to wake up in her 

condo in Phoenix at any given time? 

 She went back out to the living room. It was strange to see a man in her living 

area. She’d lived alone for a year, and there hadn’t been anyone since Jerry. 

Joseph eyed her, then slowly turned around.  

Maggie looked down at herself. The knee-length cotton gown wasn’t obscene by 

any means, with its slight dip in the collar. “What’s wrong?” she asked, crossing her arms 

over her chest and feeling vulnerable. She half-expected Joseph to say something terrible 

about her body as Jerry would have done. 

“Ah, Margaret,” Joseph said. “To see you in your nightclothes ready to retire 

again is like gazing upon a blooming flower for the first time. You are beauty beyond 

measure.” 

Really? Her neck and cheeks warmed. She had zero makeup on, and her ratty hair 

was piled on top of her head. However, as much as she tried to fight it, his words made 

her heart and confidence soar. Standing there in her too-big nightshirt and scrubbed-

cleaned face, she realized she had never felt more sexy or beautiful as she did at that 

moment. It was liberating and disconcerting, as the person—or ghost, in this case—may 

or may not actually exist. 

“Please, Margaret. Although we were once married and shared our marriage bed, 

I feel as though I barely know you. Go to your bedroom and cover yourself. When you 

have done so, let me know, and I will come watch over you while you sleep.” 

The thought of someone watching her sleep creeped her out more than a little bit, 



but this wasn’t just anyone. This was Joseph. This was her husband in a former life. 

Maybe. Unless she was losing her mind, which was entirely possible. He was too 

handsome, too kind, too polite. In essence, he seemed perfect for her, everything she had 

always imagined in a man, everything she had never found. 

As she walked into the bedroom and crawled into bed, she wondered if her mind 

was conjuring up everything that was unflawed in a man to contradict what she had left 

behind in Phoenix—a selfish, arrogant, narcissistic jerk. 

Pulling the sheet up over her chest, she sighed. “I’m decent, Joseph,” she called, 

almost expecting no one to enter.  

Joseph filled the doorway, pulled a chair over, and sat down next to the bed. He 

pushed his hair off his forehead and put his foot over his knee, crossing his arms over his 

chest, giving her a warm smile. 

“I see you still like your bed neat and tidy, just like I do,” he said. “All corners 

tucked in tight.” 

Maggie gasped, shocked, and unable to speak. Yes, that was just the way she 

liked her bed. 

Joseph didn’t seem to notice her reaction. “I will watch over you tonight, my 

lovely Margaret,” he said softly. “Close your eyes and go to sleep.” 

“You don’t need to watch over me,” she said, yawning, and finally finding her 

voice. 

“Hmmm . . . I used to watch you sleep, Margaret. Perhaps I never told you.” 

Even if he had, she wouldn’t remember. “Maybe,” she murmured, curling on her 

side, facing Joseph. 

Yes, she was tired, but the enigma in front of her held so many questions. If he 

was a figment of her imagination, she thought the answers to her questions would already 

be lodged in her brain, but they weren’t. Maggie wanted to know more about the man . . . 

or ghost . . . in front of her. 

She went over what she knew as the facts. She was able to see him when others 

couldn’t. Somehow, it felt as though she was able to travel between the past and the 

present, and he seemed to be the catalyst. 

On a more personal level, she felt such a deep, intense connection with him, as if 



she had been in love with him in another time. She felt so comfortable in his presence, 

and found his claim of marriage in another lifetime difficult to ignore. However, as deep 

as she dug within herself, she couldn’t remember the details of what made up this man. 

She figured if she was crazy and he was a figment of her imagination—a reaction to what 

she had left behind in Phoenix—maybe the details wouldn’t be very vivid. 

“Tell me about yourself, Joseph Ransom,” she said, his name rolling off her 

tongue easily. She sat up quickly, shocked that she said his last name and he didn’t 

correct her. 

“Is that your last name?” she asked. 

“Yes, it is, Margaret. It used to be yours as well.” 

She swallowed heavily. She shouldn’t have known his last name. 

“You don’t remember anything about me?” he asked, a flash of disappointment 

crossing his face.  

“I’m sorry, I don’t,” she said, her voice soft with guilt. “I just have these . . . these 

vague feelings about you.” 

“And what are they, if I may ask?” 

Maggie tried to put what she felt into words. “I just feel . . . I feel comfortable 

around you. I feel as if I should know you, like I should know everything about you. It’s 

like when I’m trying to remember someone’s name. It’s right on the tip of my tongue, but 

for the life of me, I can’t remember it. That’s how it feels. It’s like it’s right here,” she 

said, tapping her forehead, “but I just can’t dislodge it.” 

He sighed. “No worries, my love. It’s to be expected. Who knows how many 

lifetimes you’ve had since we parted.” 

The thought jolted her. Were there more lifetimes? If so, what were they? How 

did she live? How did she die? 

“You look pale, Margaret.” 

She stared into his light blue eyes. “If this is real, and you are who you say you 

are, how did I die?” 

“You died in childbirth,” he said, his eyes clouding over. 

Sadness ripped through her gut, and she pulled her knees up closer to her chest. 

“What happened to the baby?” she whispered. 



“He died as well. According to the doctor, he was early, but he was still 

breeched.”  

Sadness overwhelmed her as tears fell from her eyes. It was as if she had just lost 

her child a few minutes ago, not a century ago. 

She studied Joseph. He didn’t meet her gaze and stared at the floor. After a 

moment, he swiped at his cheeks and let out a deep breath. 

Obviously, the lost baby and her subsequent death had affected him deeply. If he 

was a ghost and the loss had happened over one hundred years ago, the wound was still 

raw, or at least just lightly scabbed over. 

“What else do you wish to know?” he asked, meeting her gaze. 

An overwhelming need to know his past overcame her. “Please, Joseph, tell me 

who you are. Tell me all about you.” 



 
Chapter 8 

Joseph William Ransom was born in 1885 to a farmer on the East Coast. After a 

harsh winter, where his mother had died from an illness, his father decided his eldest son 

would have a better life. At the age of seventeen, Joseph was put on a train out west. 

It took him just over a month to arrive in Bisbee in 1902. His father had spared 

what he could in terms of money, but Joseph arrived with very little in his pockets. 

He quickly found work as a grunt in the mine and sheltered in a miners’ house, 

which consisted of nothing more than a bed and a shared outhouse. 

The town of Bisbee was the largest city between San Francisco and St. Louis, and 

boasted a population of over twenty thousand. 

“We didn’t have opulent surroundings such as this,” Joseph said, waving his hand 

around the room. “As a miner, I had a bed, a path to an outhouse, and a place to build a 

fire, if I was lucky. Thankfully, the climate in this area is fairly mild.” 

Joseph spent his days hundreds of feet within the mine in the dark, pulling cars 

full of dirt and debris and shoveling mud. He knew he wanted to work his way up and 

paid attention to everything around him. When he saw safety measures that could 

possibly be improved on, he mentioned it to his supervisors. At first, they laughed and 

cast his ideas aside, but after a while, they listened to him. 

“They took my ideas and presented them to their managers, not giving me credit. I 

quickly realized that I would need to make waves if I were to get ahead.” 

At the end of his shift, he emerged from the earth only to have his eyes burn from 

the intense sunlight. He fell into a habit of going back to his small room and cleaning up 

the best he could, and then heading out for an ale in Brewery Gulch. Afterward, he liked 

to spend his time reading by the candlelight in his small quarters. 

“That’s what you and I talked about that first night,” Joseph said. “Imagine my 

surprise when a prostitute spoke to me of books over tea.” 

Despite her past employment, Maggie couldn’t help but smile. If there was such a 

thing as a previous life, there were obviously some traits a person possessed that 

transcended time. For her, it was love of books. 

As time went on, Joseph brought his thoughts and ideas about safety to the upper 



levels of management. His superiors threatened him when they were made aware of his 

transgressions, but it was too late. Joseph was quickly plucked from the masses and 

brought in among the folds of upper-tier management. He still toiled in the depths of the 

mines, but now his job was to make sure the miners worked in as safe environment as 

possible. 

“It was a huge responsibility,” Joseph said. “One I took very seriously.” 

He had been working on improving safety measures in the mine for just over a 

year when he saw Maggie for the first time. 

“There had been rumors that some new ladies were arriving in town. When I 

stepped out of the bar and saw you, I knew you were different, that you didn’t belong in 

that profession.” 

“How did you know?” she asked, her eyelids heavy. 

“It was just a feeling. Just a feeling that resonated here,” he said, touching his 

stomach. 

Maggie watched him as he spoke, his gaze on her earnest and sincere. She felt lost 

in his story, fascinated by the rough world he lived in despite her place in it. 

“And what happened then?” she asked. 

He shrugged. “I was determined to court you, but I couldn’t allow another man’s 

hands on you. I spent almost every cent I had buying out your time every night.” 

Every night he would show up when her shift started, and every night he would 

hand the Madame as much cash as he could give. Because he had moved up the ranks in 

the mining company, he was able to buy her time for the whole night. “There were other 

times where I believe the Madame understood I was simply smitten with you and she let 

me stay out of the kindness of her heart, which was a rare thing. I’d never met a kind 

Madame.” 

Their story became legendary in Bisbee. The women in town—especially the 

whores—wanted their knight in shining armor to come and sweep them away. The 

women had begged and pleaded with him with promises of anything he wanted if they 

would simply take them instead of Margaret. The men hated him for what he was doing. 

If the women couldn’t have Joseph, then they wanted a replacement, and none of the men 

in town wanted to follow in his footsteps. According to the men, a whore was a whore—



not wife-worthy or acceptable for bearing children. 

“The men gave me a hard time, but I wouldn’t be deterred. The women couldn’t 

faze me. You were the one for me.” 

“What did we do all those nights?” she asked. 

He smiled. “We had tea and talked. After a few weeks, I stole my first kiss from 

you. Your lips were like satin pillows, but they also packed the punch of a freight train. 

Our first kiss was magic . . . pure magic.” 

Maggie’s heart beat faster as she thought about kissing Joseph, and an ache spread 

in her lower belly. It would have been amazing, of that she was certain, as she gazed at 

his full lips. Her heart filled with longing of what was in the past. 

“You need to sleep, Margaret,” he said. “We can discuss more of this tomorrow.” 

Sleep pulled at her. The moonlight streamed through the windows, catching the 

handsome grooves of his face. She didn’t want to sleep. Her eyelids began to close, and 

she remembered she would be heading home the day after tomorrow. She debated 

mentioning this to Joseph, but decided against it. 

Tomorrow she planned on seeing more of Bisbee, and she wondered if Joseph 

would accompany her. She figured if he was a hallucination, then probably yes. If he was 

real . . . well, who knew? 



 
Chapter 9 

Maggie woke in the middle of the night with a raging headache. She moaned and 

rolled over, recognizing it as what she called a “weather headache.” 

It was more accurate than the World Clock. The day before the weather began to 

change, she usually woke up with one of these headaches. The pain started at the base of 

her skull and traveled up over her head and settled onto the front of her face. It was 

excruciating. 

“Can I get you something, Margaret?” 

She moaned but didn’t bother to open her eyes. Although she’d never experienced 

voices in the middle of one of the headaches, it didn’t surprise her. While it its throes, 

time seemed to either speed up or slow down. She could never get to full consciousness, 

and frankly, she never wanted to. During this time, Maggie’s dreams were far more vivid, 

and she often woke wondering if a dream had been reality and visa-versa. The fact that 

she was hearing voices during this time of agony just made her wonder if she were 

having a vivid dream. 

“No,” she whispered, burying her head under the pillows. God, the pain . . .”  

“Are you having a ‘weather headache’?” 

Finally, someone in her dreams who understood what she was going through. 

Jerry rarely had sympathy for the headaches, but who did this voice belong to? 

“Relax, Margaret,” the voice whispered. “Relax and rest.” 

A gentle tune wafted through the air. Whoever was in her dream was humming a 

slow, soothing melody. 

At the deepest recesses of her mind, she recognized the voice and the song, but 

couldn’t place whom the voice belonged to, or the title of the song. All she knew was that 

it comforted her. 

 

 
The pitter-patter of the rain slowly brought Maggie to consciousness. The pain 

had dissipated, and as all her senses came online, she suddenly remembered what had 

happened the day before. She bolted upright and her eyes flew open. 

The chair next to the bed was empty. She threw back the covers and ran into the 



living room and kitchen area, the wood floor chilly on her bare feet. 

Nothing. 

No one. 

She sat down on the couch and put her head in her hands. 

What the hell was wrong with her? Why did she feel such utter disappointment 

and loss for someone who was obviously a hallucination?  

She went over the happenings of the day before. All the craziness started on that 

mine tour, and it only got worse as the day progressed. Obviously, some type of chemical 

fumes or lack of oxygen in the mine must have overcome her, made her faint, and then 

affected her brain the rest of the day. 

No, she couldn’t explain why no one else was affected, but that had to be it. In the 

morning light, the truth was too overwhelming, too crazy to contemplate. She simply 

wasn’t seeing dead people. She wasn’t feeling emotions of love and lust and comfort for 

someone who didn’t exist. 

Yes, it had to be some malfunction in the mining air duct system, or something 

she ate or . . . something. 

Her headache had been very real, but so had the voice who asked if she was 

having a “weather headache.” In her lucidness, she recognized the voice as belonging to 

Joseph. He had murmured soothing words through the worst of her pain, humming songs 

to her, and bringing her relief in knowing that someone actually cared about the pounding 

in her head. 

It had been a long time since someone cared for her well being, and her eyes 

stung with the concern she remembered from the night before. She swiped at them 

angrily.  

It was time to get out of this town and back to her old life, no matter how 

depressing it all seemed right now. She needed to live in the present, needed to focus on 

her future, not this fabricated past she had somehow carefully constructed. 

She marched into the bathroom and turned on the shower. As the water heated up, 

Maggie stared at herself in the full-length mirror. She looked so normal. Her brown eyes 

stared back at her, and she touched her high cheekbones. She tried to push a year of 

Jerry’s cruel words aside and study herself without the critical eye. Yes, she was curvy 



and probably had a little more padding than she should, but overall, if she forgot Jerry’s 

comments, she was somewhat happy with herself. 

The past year had been hard on her, but also therapeutic. Living alone had brought 

her the silence she needed to get to know herself and learn to like herself again. She had 

moved in to her condo a broken woman who felt completely unworthy. As she stared at 

her reflection now, she realized how far she had come. She would describe herself as 

pretty, and she was somewhat confident in her own skin. 

Yes, she had grown a lot in the past year, and she had put herself back together 

without help from anyone. She still had a way to go, but she was in a much better place 

than she had been a year ago. 

But now it seemed her mind was fracturing with her illusions of ghosts. 

 Closing her eyes, she wished she were in the comfort of her condominium. If she 

had just stayed home, she wouldn’t be questioning her sanity and wondering whether 

Joseph was really a ghost or some fabrication of her needy mind. 

She opened her eyes; the mirror was so foggy she couldn’t see her reflection any 

longer. She wiped the steam away and gasped as she met Joseph’s stare in the mirror. 

Terror, love, regret, and surprise mingled in her throat, letting off a sound 

reminding her of something between a scream and a coyote howl, except it couldn’t quite 

escape her throat at its full sound. 

“Relax, Margaret,” Joseph said, smiling. “It’s just me.” 

“Oh shit,” she whispered. Something inside her snapped, and she’d had enough of 

trying to decide what was reality and what wasn’t. “Leave!” she shouted. “Just leave me 

alone!” 

A wave of hurt and surprise passed over Joseph’s face, but then he showed no 

emotion. “Of course,” he whispered. 

Maggie turned around to face him, but he was gone. 

Sinking to the floor, she cried. An extreme feeling of loss overcame her, and she 

wasn’t sure if it was for the apparition she had kicked out of the bathroom, or for the 

normalcy she had left behind in Phoenix. 

A few minutes later, she got to her feet. The bathroom resembled a sauna, and she 

stripped off her clothes. She glanced into the mirror and there written in the steam was 



“Graveyard.” 

“Oh, God,” she whispered. “Please help me.” 



 
Chapter 10 

Maggie wanted to go home. That had been her intention when she packed most of 

her things in her suitcase, but then decided against it. Instead, she put her keys into the 

ignition and headed for the cemetery. From her research, she knew there was only one 

cemetery in the area, and she remembered its location from the map. 

As she pulled up, her heart pounded. She had an idea of what she was going to 

find in the graveyard, but it still didn’t make being here any easier.  

She stepped from the car, the dirt crunching under her shoes. Despite the 

temperature hovering in the seventies, she wrapped the sweater tightly around herself. 

She stopped in the middle of the cemetery and looked around. The still air was 

frightening and comforting all at once. Birds chirped in the distance, but there was no 

movement within the walls of the graveyard itself. Headstones and grave markers littered 

the lawn for acres. 

She turned in an unhurried circle and was drawn to the northwest corner. Slowly, 

she walked toward the far wall, the crunch of dirt under her shoes like small cannons 

going off with each step in the utter silence. 

A chill ran down her spine and she stopped. She couldn’t see him, but she felt his 

presence. She knew he was there. 

“Joseph?” she said. 

A light breeze blew through the trees. 

“Joseph!” she called louder. “I know you’re here!” 

Nothing. 

The pull to the far wall of the graveyard was stronger now, almost as if someone 

was there beckoning her. She reluctantly hurried over. Sweat broke out on her brow as 

she zeroed-in on one particular grave marker. 

“I can’t do this,” she whispered. But she kept going, as if there was a magnetic 

force drawing her in, and she couldn’t halt her steps even if she wanted to. 

She couldn’t take her eyes off the stone. 

Finally, a few feet away from it, she stopped. She wanted to see it, but at the same 

time, she didn’t. She wanted to run far away from Bisbee and never look back. 



But she couldn’t. 

She had to see the headstone. 

Taking a deep breath, she took the few remaining steps and slowly took it all in. 

Maggie sank to her knees, the damp earth wetting her jeans. The old, gray cracked 

headstone read: 

Margaret Ransom 

1885–1910 

Beloved soul mate to Joseph Ransom 

To one day be together again 

 

Tears flowed down her cheeks, an ache and longing in her chest threatening to cut 

off her ability to breathe. 

As she leaned forward and rested her head on the soft, damp grass, images spun 

before her, blurring her vision further: a brief flash of her in a wedding dress, her kissing 

Joseph deeply, walking hand-in-hand with Joseph through town. 

 She swallowed heavily. It was just another indication that she had either lost her 

mind, or what Joseph had said was true. 

Although she had been raised Catholic, she had never been particularly religious 

in her adult life. However, she did believe in God, heaven, and she had thought that once 

a person died, their soul either resided in heaven or hell, depending on the life they led. 

This experience had shattered that belief. 

It seemed ridiculous, but she knew deep within her that she was looking at her 

own tombstone. Everything about the past twenty-four hours was as real as her own flesh. 

Joseph was real, what he said was real. She couldn’t question or deny it any longer. She 

wasn’t losing her sanity; she was caught up in some strange paranormal world. 

According to the headstone, she had died at the ripe age of twenty-five, seven 

years younger than what she was now. She reached out and traced her name, questions 

swirling through her head. How long had they been married? Did they have any children 

besides the boy who died? What were their names? Had she been happy with her life? 

She glanced over at the headstone next to hers. It read: 

 



 

Joseph Ransom 

1885–1915 

Beloved soul mate to Margaret Ransom 

To one day be together again 

 

“My God,” she whispered. “Is this all true?” 

She sat in the silence, rocking back and forth, trying to come up with a logical 

explanation for all of it. 

Why had she been drawn to this particular area of the cemetery? As Maggie 

looked over the acres of headstones, she realized it would take someone hours upon hours 

to look for a certain marker, but she had headed straight for her own. Why had Joseph 

guided her here? To prove that he did exist? That what he said was true? 

She felt him before she saw him. “I know you’re here,” she said quietly, rubbing 

her face with shaky hands. “I can feel you.” 

Slowly, she looked over her shoulder to see Joseph standing behind her. “I’m not 

going crazy,” she said. It wasn’t a question but a statement of fact. 

“No, Margaret. I understand how you might think so, but no.” 

She turned back to the grave markers. “How did you die, Joseph?” 

“I was killed in a mining accident. I held on for a few days, but it was a long and 

painful death.” 

Maggie winced as she stared at the headstones, and a thought occurred to her. 

“Joseph, why are you . . . stuck? Why haven’t you moved on? Why, in your case, did the 

natural progression of life and death stop?” 

Joseph crouched down next to her, facing her. “I don’t know, Margaret. I’m not 

even sure what the natural progression is. Is there life after death? Is there reincarnation? 

In your case, there obviously is. For anyone else? I don’t have the answers. However, I 

can tell you what happened the day you died and what I did.” 

Maggie stared at her tombstone. She wanted answers to all of her questions. She 

wanted to know what Joseph had done the day she died that had brought them to this 

moment. However, she needed to start at the beginning. She needed to know her and 



Joseph as they were from the start of their relationship, and that was going back to when 

they married.  

“Tell me about our wedding, Joseph,” she said, meeting his blue gaze. Confusion 

and lust tore through her, only cementing what she’d know since the first time she’d laid 

eyes on him: she belonged to him. They belonged together. 

“It was a lovely affair,” he said. “You were so beautiful that day. Well, let me 

rephrase that. You were beautiful every day, but on that particular day, you seemed to 

have a glow or an aura around you. You were gorgeous. All of our friends were present. 

It was very intimate.” 

A flash of a red A-frame building came to her mind, and she recognized it from 

when she had first driven into town. 

She shot to her feet. “We were married in that red church,” she whispered. 

“Yes, we were,” Joseph said, also standing. 

“I want to go there,” Maggie said, heading for the cemetery exit. 

“Margaret, I want you to go there as well, but I’m worried about your well-

being,” Joseph said, falling into step with her. 

“You mean if I’m crazy or not?” Maggie asked, only half-joking. 

“I know you aren’t crazy, Margaret. You are the only one questioning your sanity. 

What I’m worried about is your nutrition. When was the last time you ate?” 

Maggie stopped in her tracks and had to think about it. It was yesterday at some 

time . . .  

“I guess it was yesterday afternoon. Before I got here.” 

“May I suggest you get something to eat then? I don’t want to see you fall ill, and 

I’ve heard the Bisbee Breakfast Club is excellent.” 

Maggie was about to argue because she wanted to continue her journey to see 

where she had married Joseph. Perhaps she would even be able to go back to the past and 

witness the ceremony, or at the very least, he could tell her all the details. 

However, now that he mentioned it, she was hungry. “That’s probably a good 

idea,” she said. “The Bisbee Breakfast Club it is.” 



 
Chapter 11 

Maggie drove the short distance to the restaurant alone, Joseph claiming that he 

would rather face an angry Apache Indian from his time period than ride in one of “those 

contraptions.” 

When she parked across the street from the storefront, Joseph was waiting for her 

at the front door. Her heart fluttered as she got out of the car and crossed the almost-

deserted street. As she looked down the road, she saw that the restaurant was thriving, 

while most of the storefronts were boarded up. Joseph must have been right—the food 

must be good. 

She smiled as she approached him. 

“I’d open the door for you, Margaret, but unfortunately, that isn’t possible.” 

She chuckled and opened the door herself. “No worries, Joseph, I’m used to it.” 

She glanced back at him, and he put his finger to his lips and threw a sideways 

glance at the couple coming in behind her. 

Right. She needed to keep her trap shut or she might earn the label of “the crazy 

lady in Bisbee.” However, with some of the local flavor she had seen, she wouldn’t be 

surprise if someone already held that title. 

“Two please,” she said to the hostess, the smell of frying bacon and cinnamon 

rolls making her stomach scream. Joseph cleared his throat, and Maggie said, “One. I 

mean just one.” 

The hostess smiled at her. “Would you care to sit at the counter?” 

Maggie noticed a vacant table in the very back of the restaurant. “I’d actually like 

to sit over there,” she said, pointing to the table.  

As the hostess walked her back, Maggie quickly studied the black-and-white 

pictures on the wall and recognized them as old photos documenting Bisbee’s history, as 

well as old photos of movie stars from the fifties. Maggie sat down with her back to the 

rest of the restaurant, while Joseph sat across from her. Maggie picked up her menu, and 

her stomach rumbled again. As she looked over the menu, she decided she could 

probably eat one of each, but she was leaning toward the simple scrambled eggs, bacon, 

hash browns, and toast. 



“Let me guess,” Joseph said, “something along the lines of scrambled eggs, a 

meat product, and some bread.” 

A jolt of surprise went through her as she peered at him over the menu. “Yes,” she 

said. “That’s what I was thinking.” 

“And some coffee. Black,” Joseph said as the waitress approached. She was in her 

twenties with sharp features, and her dark hair was pulled back into a severe ponytail. 

Her dark eyes lit up when she smiled. 

“Coffee?” she chirped. 

Maggie nodded, never taking her eyes off Joseph. He smiled smugly. 

“Cream?” the waitress asked. 

“No, thank you,” Maggie said. 

After she took Maggie’s order and left, Maggie sipped her coffee while Joseph 

stared at her. It was slightly uncomfortable, but then he asked, “Tell me about your life 

now, Margaret. Are you happy? Do you have children?” 

Bile churned in her stomach, and she wasn’t sure if it was from drinking coffee on 

an empty stomach or Joseph’s questions. 

Was she happy? The answer was, she was getting there. She was happier than she 

had been a year ago, at the height of her problems with Jerry. She’d been through a long 

stretch of self-loathing in the last two years of her marriage but was now coming out the 

other side. She was getting better at accepting herself the way she was and learning to be 

happy in her life again. 

Growing up in a one-parent household had been hard, but she remembered being 

happy then. Maybe it was because she didn’t fully recognize the problems her mother 

faced as sole provider, or maybe it was because her mom was one of those people who 

always had a smile on her face, even if her world was crumbling around her. Happiness 

was in some respects like a contagious disease: it affected those around you. Maybe Jerry 

had just been very unhappy with himself and took it out on her. 

It was something to think about in the future. 

“Margaret?” 

Maggie smiled at him. “I don’t have any children and I just divorced my 

husband.” 



Joseph sat back in his chair, looking stunned. “Divorced? How did that happen?” 

She remembered reading somewhere that the divorce rate in the early 1900s was 

four out of every one-thousand marriages. Yes, it was more difficult to divorce back then 

because there were only certain reasons for which one could file for a divorce, such as 

adultery or abuse, but the numbers were still staggering low. 

“Things are different today, Joseph,” she said. “Divorces are easier to come by 

than they were in your time. My husband was not a good man, so I left him.” 

Joseph studied her for a long moment, and Maggie squirmed a little under his 

gaze.  

“You and I didn’t believe in divorce,” Joseph said. “But it was never a 

consideration for us. If your husband was less of a man than he should have been, I’m 

proud of you for making the decision to leave him.” 

Maggie smiled. Her sanity was still up for debate, but regardless, Joseph sure 

knew how to say all the right things. “Thank you,” she said. 

“I do have to admit, the thought of you marrying someone else doesn’t sit well 

with me, but you are in a different life now. Our life together happened a long time ago.” 

Maggie stared into her coffee cup. His words saddened her, but they were true. 

Sometimes the truth hurt. When she finished with her exploration of her past life, she 

would need to go back to reality and continue to work to find her happiness. She had no 

doubt that eventually she would. 

The waitress brought over her food, and Maggie dug in, a little self-conscious of 

eating in front of Joseph. 

“I love watching your delicate mouth as you eat,” Joseph murmured. “I remember 

your lips as if I just kissed them yesterday.” 

Maggie blushed and put down her fork. “Stop it,” she said, “you’re embarrassing 

me now.” 

Joseph threw his head back and laughed, and Maggie couldn’t help but giggle. 

She realized she must look absolutely ridiculous to anyone watching her. Even though the 

other patrons and staff could only see her back, they must be wondering why she was 

laughing. 

“Ah, Margaret,” Joseph said. “It was always so easy to bring a blush to your 



cheeks. I’m so happy to see that hasn’t changed.” 

Maggie took another sip of her coffee and picked up a piece of bacon. “I want to 

go to the church where we were married after I finish eating.” 

“And I shall be more than happy to accompany you.” 



 
Chapter 12 

Maggie stood in front of the small, red A-frame building. She felt unsteady as she 

stared up at the tall steeple. She climbed the steps and sweat broke out over her brow as 

she read the sign on the building: Bisbee Historic District, 1903, Presbyterian Church. 

A part of her wanted to get in her car and drive as far and as fast away from 

Bisbee as she could. That same part wished she had just stayed home. However, 

something within her had come alive at the cemetery, and now she was simply consumed 

with the need to know everything about her time with Joseph. Everything that she had 

learned in the past twenty-four hours rang as true, and she had to know the rest of their 

story. 

She took a deep breath and pulled open the large, wooden door. 

Maggie gasped at the familiarity she felt when she stepped inside. Old, wooden 

pews and a red carpet led up to the altar, where a large pipe organ stood, its tall cylinders 

reaching almost to the ceiling. The scene before her changed without warning, and she 

was immersed in another time. 

She watched herself standing at the alter wearing a lacey, long-sleeved off-white 

dress, her hair piled on top of her head in soft waves. She smiled at Joseph as he took 

Margaret’s hand, and a jolt of energy traveled through Maggie, forcing her to grab the 

pew. 

Slowly, she sat down, her breath coming in short spurts. The feelings of the 

moment washed over her. The love between her and Joseph was intense—almost an 

entity of its own. As the wedding ceremony went on, it built and encompassed the small 

space filled with observers. 

Her thoughts traveled back to her wedding to Jerry. It had been a huge, elaborate 

affair paid for by her father, costing over thirty thousand dollars. She knew very few of 

the guests at her wedding, and Maggie had always believed it was her father’s way of 

apologizing for walking out on her and her mother and showing all of his friends what a 

good dad he was. Their relationship had always been strained, and Maggie’s father tried 

to quell that strain with monetary gifts, not realizing the only thing she needed was his 

time. She would have preferred a smaller wedding with family and friends, but her father 



had insisted, and, in essence, bulldozed her into what he wanted. 

Just like with Jerry, she had been weak and didn’t stand up for herself. 

“These were our friends,” Joseph said from beside her. “Our wedding was very 

big news: the miner and the prostitute marrying. Things like that didn’t happen very 

often.” 

“I didn’t continue prostitution, did I?” Maggie asked. 

Joseph stared at her, obviously offended. “Of course not. How could you even ask 

that?” 

Maggie laughed. “Relax, Joseph. I was just asking. I didn’t think so, but I had to 

ask.” 

She returned her attention back to the ceremony. 

“I now pronounce you man and wife,” the minister said. 

Maggie watched as Joseph leaned down and kissed Margaret, then took her in his 

arms. The congregation gasped and happy laughter flitted through the air. 

“I considered myself the luckiest man in the world that day, and every day after 

our wedding day,” Joseph said. “You were the most interesting woman I’d ever met, and 

very intelligent. You loved talking about your books, and I loved listening to the stories 

you told. You had a wry sense of humor, and a kind heart.” 

Joseph and Margaret faced the congregation together. Applause filled the room as 

they walked down the aisle. 

“You always wanted to help others. Many times you insisted we give shelter to 

girls who came through town looking for work. You had a smile for everyone. You were 

like ray of sunshine coming through the storm clouds on a rainy day.” 

As Margaret and Joseph passed by, Maggie could see the happiness radiating off 

her. There wasn’t any of the uncertainty she felt in the present day. Even though she had 

been a prostitute, Margaret was a confident, young woman. She glanced up at her new 

husband and smiled, her brown eyes glittering with happiness and love.  

Maggie closed her eyes for a moment, and when she opened them, she was back 

in reality again. The church was empty, and Joseph sat beside her. 

Maggie envied Margaret and hoped that one day she would regain her full 

confidence. She was close, but not quite there. She wanted to be self-assured as Margaret 



was, as Maggie used to be. 

“You were so strong, Margaret. I loved you and admired you. Even though I was 

the man of the house, you were the rock in our marriage.” 

Maggie felt pride at his words, and then realized she really wasn’t much different 

now. Yes, Jerry had beaten her down, but she had built herself back up. She was still 

strong and continued to get stronger every day. 

“How long did you court me before we were married?” she asked. 

“About four months. I knew after our first night together that you were the one for 

me.” 

“How old was I when we married?” 

“Nineteen.” 

“And you?” 

“Twenty.” 

Maggie nodded. They had been married six years. How odd to be so certain of 

something so monumental after such a short period of time, and at such a young age. 

Things were different in today’s world. People dated and lived together for years before 

getting married, and sometimes they opted not to. Even though many gave themselves 

more than enough time to get to know the other person, the divorce rate still hung at fifty 

percent.  

Maybe people just made more of an effort to stay married a century ago. Maybe 

they were happier, as they didn’t have the distractions of everyday life such as phones, 

computers, and television. Maybe they just concentrated on each other, and that’s what 

made it work. 

Or maybe she was just hoping that fairytales did exist. Perhaps she and Joseph 

hadn’t been as happy as he thought they were. She wished she had a way of finding out 

what had gone through Margaret’s mind once they said, “I do,” and if she was really as 

happy as she seemed. 

She looked over at him. “Were we happy together, Joseph? I mean, really 

happy?” 

 “We were, Margaret. We argued every now and then about silly things like mud 

on my boots, but we could never stay angry for long. I loved you, and you loved me. It 



always came back to that.” 

They stared at each other for a moment. “We were very lucky then,” Maggie 

whispered. How she wished she could touch him. 

Joseph smiled sadly. “Yes. Yes, we were, Margaret.” 

Maggie wanted to pull her gaze away, but couldn’t. In the silence, the sexual 

tension between them slowly built, and her cheeks warmed while her stomach coiled. 

“I wish I could hold you again, to feel your body against mine,” Joseph whispered. “I 

wish I could hold your hand and kiss your lips.” 

Maggie’s breath hitched and her hands twisted in her lap. She tore her gaze away 

and looked around, feeling shy and awkward. The sincerity and passion of his words both 

excited and frightened her. “I don’t know if this is the right place to be talking about . . . 

that stuff,” she said with a smile. She wanted to end the conversation because she wanted 

the same things as Joseph, but she didn’t want to think about it. She could never be with 

Joseph, the biggest problem being he was dead and she was very much alive. 

Joseph chuckled. “Perhaps you are right,” he said. “But I can tell you, when I 

touched you, it felt as though God was very much involved. I thanked him for you every 

day of my existence.” 

Maggie’s cheeks warmed further.  

“Judging by the color in your cheeks, I believe I’ve embarrassed you with my 

comments, and I’m sorry.” 

Maggie smiled and looked at him. “It’s okay.” 

Joseph tilted his head to the side. “Would you like to see our house? Where we 

lived as man and wife? It still stands today.” 

“I would like that, Joseph. Do you haunt it?” 

“Of course not,” Joseph said, a hint of indignation in his voice. After a moment he 

smiled, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Although, I admit that I’ve tried, but with no 

success.” 

Maggie laughed. She would have done the same in his shoes. They shared the 

same devilish streak. 



 
Chapter 13 

The pink and green house sat on the hillside on the north end of town. As Maggie 

climbed up the steps, she tried to imagine what it would have looked like in the early 

1900s. She was almost certain it wouldn’t have been pink and green. 

“As you know, this town was built before the invention of cars, so many of these 

houses still standing today don’t have road access,” Joseph said. 

She couldn’t imagine living in a house without road access. People who lived in 

these houses parked their cars down at street level and took a cement staircase built into 

the side of the mountain up to their homes. If she lived in Bisbee, she would definitely 

drop some weight from climbing all these stairs. 

She got to the final step and made a mental note to count how many there were on 

her way down. Hopefully going down wouldn’t make her feel like a walrus climbing 

Mount Everest. 

When they reached the top, Maggie bent over and put her hands on her knees, 

trying to get control of her breathing. She was a little embarrassed at all the huffing and 

puffing she was doing in front of Joseph, but it was what it was. 

“Are you okay, Margaret?” he asked, concerned. 

“Yes, just out of shape and carrying around a little too much weight.” 

“Nonsense. I think you’re perfect just the way you are. You are intelligent, funny 

and very attractive.” 

She glanced over at him and stood to her full height. If she was crazy and had 

pulled Joseph out of her subconscious, she’d sure done a hell of a job at making him 

damn near perfect for her. A man who preferred an intelligent woman with a little meat 

on her bones was just what she needed. 

“Let’s go look in the house,” she said. 

The “For Rent” sign hung from the front porch, and the stairs creaked with each 

step. She noted the chipped paint and the dirt and grime around the windows. Pressing 

her hand up to the glass, she tried to see inside, but the dirt was too thick. She rubbed the 

pane with her palm and tried again. 

She realized she was looking into a small, bare living room. The old hardwood 



floors were dusty, the walls painted white. To the left was a quaint kitchen area, the 

appliances also covered in a film of dirt, but Maggie could tell once the dust was cleared, 

they would be shiny white with steel trim. She took an immediate liking to the cozy space 

and wanted to go to the back of the house and peek in the rest of the windows. 

“Excuse me, miss?” 

Maggie whirled around, surprised to see a woman with short, spikey gray hair 

standing at the bottom of the porch stairs. 

“May I help you? Are you interested in seeing the house?” 

“You scared me!” Maggie said, trying to calm her heartbeat. She smiled at the 

woman and was about to tell her that no, she wasn’t interested in seeing the house, but 

then Joseph appeared behind the woman and nodded. 

And why not? Why shouldn’t she go into the house that a ghost said was theirs 

over a hundred years ago? 

She couldn’t help but smile. Now she was sounding like a lunatic, even to her 

own ears. 

“I’d like that,” she said. “Are you the owner?” 

“Yes,” the woman said. “I live a few houses down and come by to check on the 

property a few times a week. I was surprised to see you standing there. I’m Doris, by the 

way.” 

As she walked up the porch steps, Maggie noticed Doris favoring her left leg. 

Dressed in jeans and a white button-down shirt that strained at her bosom, Doris’s 

crinkled green eyes were kind as she smiled and stuck out her hand. Maggie shook it, and 

glanced over Doris’s shoulder at Joseph. “I’m Maggie.” 

“Margaret. Your proper name is Margaret,” Joseph said, smiling. “My Margaret.” 

Maggie gave him a quick glare, hoping that Doris hadn’t seen it as she turned to 

open the door with a set of keys she had fished out of her pocket. 

The door groaned as Doris pushed it open and stepped inside. “It’s a darling home 

with a lot of potential,” she said. 

Maggie followed her in, her sneakers making puffs of dust on the hardwood floor. 

She took in the room, the light filtering in from the dirty windows, and was about to ask 

Doris to tell her about the history of the house, but the room started spinning. Maggie put 



her hand up against the wall to steady herself and closed her eyes. Doris was talking 

about the features of the house such as the newer appliances and a washing machine 

hook-up, but her voice just faded into the background. 

A moment later, the movement stopped, and Maggie opened her eyes. 

The walls were still white, but shadows were cast over the room from the lit 

candles sitting on the tables, and the faint smell of smoke permeated the air. A blue sofa 

with spindly wooden legs hugged the wall, and a dark wooden table was pushed off to the 

side. A vase holding a bouquet of blue wildflowers sat on the table. 

Margaret and Joseph danced around the small space, both grinning at each other. 

She wore a high-collared white nightgown that flowed to her ankles, her hair cascading 

down to her shoulder blades. Joseph’s thick chest was covered in a blue, long-sleeved 

undershirt and he wore long gray underwear. As they swayed side-to-side, Joseph 

hummed a song Maggie didn’t recognize. 

“I always fancied myself a singer,” he said from behind her. “But honestly, I’m 

not very talented.” 

Maggie listened to the notes and begged to differ. The song was slow and sexy, 

his voice just a little raspy. Heat coiled in her belly as she listened and watched them. 

The humming stopped, and Joseph leaned over and kissed Margaret. At first, the 

kiss was tender, but then he brought his hands to the sides of her face, his fingers lacing 

through her hair, and his lips moved urgently over hers. Margaret snaked her arms around 

his waist and pulled him closer, her hands roaming up and down his back. After a 

moment, Joseph pulled away, smiled and took her hand. They disappeared around the 

corner, and Maggie trailed them. 

As she turned the corner, she realized she had followed them to the bedroom. 

They stood in the middle of the room, locked in a passionate embrace. Joseph 

kissed Margaret as he slowly pulled up her nightgown revealing her calves, her thighs, 

and then her bottom. He kneaded her flesh, and Maggie’s breath caught as he brought the 

nightgown over her head. 

Margaret stood naked, looking exactly the same as Maggie did in present day. But 

Margaret was not the least bit apprehensive about her body. She smiled at Joseph as she 

pushed up his shirt and kissed his chest. Joseph groaned, and pulled the shirt over his 



head, the muscles in his back rippling. He then quickly stepped out of his long underwear, 

revealing a very nice backside. 

Margaret sat down on the bed and scooted backward. Maggie noticed it was made 

perfectly and would bet ten dollars the sheets were tucked in just as she liked them—as 

both of them preferred. Joseph lay down on top of Maggie. Their mouths met again, and 

Margaret laced her hands behind his neck, spread her legs, and Joseph’s hips pushed 

forward. 

“I’ve seen enough,” Maggie said. The room began to spin again, and she steadied 

herself against the wall. 

“But you haven’t seen the kitchen,” Doris said. “Are you feeling okay, honey?” 

Maggie opened her eyes and looked at the woman. No, she wasn’t feeling okay. 

She was disoriented, upset, and sad. She wanted what Margaret had. Margaret had 

obviously been loved for who she was, just the way she was. Joseph loved every curve, 

every dimple she had. He loved her body and her mind, and it made Maggie mad that 

she’d had put up with Jerry for so long. 

 Joseph appeared behind Doris looking concerned. As Maggie stared at him, she 

knew he was everything she could ever hope for in a man, except for the fact that he was 

dead. 

“I’m fine,” Maggie said as tears burned her eyes. As she swiped at them, she said, 

“The dust has got my allergies into an uproar.” 

Doris nodded. “I hear you. I have them, too. Let’s go see the kitchen.” 

Maggie followed her, and Joseph trailed after her. “Are you okay, Margaret?” 

Maggie nodded. 

“We were beautiful together, weren’t we?” Joseph said. “When I made love to 

you, it was as if time stopped. It was as if we left this earth and were on our own plane, 

and nothing else mattered except the meeting of our bodies. It was a glorious 

experience.” 

Maggie’s cheeks burned at his words. She tried to focus on what Doris was saying 

about the cabinets, but she couldn’t as she remembered how Margaret had stood before 

Joseph in the nude, not caring about the little bit of cellulite on the back of her legs or her 

tummy paunch. She had looked confident, happy, and, obviously, Joseph found her 



terribly sexy. 

Maggie would kill for that kind of confidence. 

Doris finished her speech on the house and turned to Maggie. “What do you 

think?” 

“I love it,” Maggie whispered, taking in the space again. Peace and comfort 

overcame her, a feeling that signaled she was right where she belonged as she stood in 

the middle of the dirty, little house. Looking around the kitchen again, Joseph appeared in 

the far corner by the stove and smiled. 

He wore jeans, a long-sleeved jean shirt, and black work boots. Pushing his hand 

through his dark hair, then shoved his hands in his pockets. Her heart thumped as she 

stared at him. God, she wanted him. She wanted him to make love to her the way he had 

Margaret. 

She was in love with a dead person. 

Maybe she didn’t belong in today’s world. Judging by what she had just seen, she 

had been far happier and more secure in herself in her other life than she was in this one.   

But that was the thing: she didn’t know if everything she was seeing was real. 

Perhaps this was all a figment of her imagination. It felt like truth, but most crazy people 

believed their hallucinations were genuine. Perhaps Doris wasn’t even real. 

“Do you want to put down a deposit, honey?” Doris asked. 

The woman was trying to get money out of her, so Maggie was going to guess 

that Doris was indeed authentic . . . and very much alive. 

“Not right now,” Maggie said, trying to smile. Joseph continued to stare at her, 

and Maggie knew she needed to leave. She wanted to move into this old house and live 

with Joseph, sanity and reality be damned. A panic welled within her, and suddenly, she 

was desperate to put as much distance between her and Bisbee as possible. 

Whatever was going on, this place was making her crazy. 

 She stumbled out the door, tears clouding her eyes. 

“Margaret?” Joseph said, appearing at the bottom of the porch stairs. “What’s 

wrong?” 

“I need to leave!” Maggie practically screamed. Her heart ached for the ghost in 

front of her that she could never have. The needing and longing only got worse as she 



stared at him. This ghost . . . was everything she had ever wanted in a man, and it was 

driving herself crazy being around him. 

“That’s fine, honey,” Doris said from behind her. “You don’t need to get upset. 

Let me give you my card, and if you decide otherwise, give me a call.” 

Maggie wheeled around, almost knocking into Doris. She had to act as normal as 

possible. “Thank you for your time, Doris,” she said, hearing the strain in her voice. “I 

appreciate it.” 

Maggie took Doris’s card and went down the porch stairs. “I’ll be in touch,” she 

said over her shoulder, hoping her smile looked genuine. 

She went around the side of the house and gazed down at the stairs that would 

take her to street level. Surely going down would be much easier than going up.  

“Are you okay, Margaret?” Joseph asked as he appeared next to her. 

“Yes. Now go away. You are too perfect; therefore, you must be a figment of my 

imagination. This is all a daydream, or I’m completely certifiable. So, go away.” 

She took off down the stairs in a run, hoping she didn’t lose her footing and go 

head-over-heels downward. 

When she reached the bottom, a feeling of undeniable loss overcame her. What 

was wrong with her?  

“Margaret?” She closed her eyes as Joseph materialized before her. “Please talk to 

me.” 

She took a few deep breaths and looked at him. His hair hung to his collar and 

instead of feeling like she needed to run, she longed to run her fingers through it. Every 

fiber in her body told her she needed to stay in Bisbee, but the logical part of her brain 

screamed she had to get out now. 

“I need to go, Joseph,” she whispered, her heart breaking at the thought. A tear 

trickled down her cheeks. “This . . . this isn’t normal. There’s something wrong with me. 

You are everything in a man that I could ever imagine, and those men don’t exist except 

in romance novels and a woman’s imagination. They certainly don’t exist in my life.” 

“Margaret—” 

“No, Joseph. Please don’t say another word. I know that you’ll only try to 

convince me to stay, to be with you, and I can’t. I’m alive. I breathe. My heart beats. 



Even if you are real, I can’t stay here and have a relationship with you. I need . . . I need 

to get back to reality.” 

She headed down the hill to her car. Yes, she would leave Bisbee as fast as 

possible. Once she got back to Phoenix, she would be able to put all of this behind her 

and it would be nothing but a memory in a few weeks. She would be able to get back to 

her real life and leave this nonsense behind. 

“Margaret!” Joseph called from behind her. She was determined not to look at 

him, resolute to reclaim her sanity.  

“Margaret!” 

She stopped and slowly turned around. It was as if there was an internal pull 

within her that connected her to Joseph. She couldn’t ignore him. 

“I shall wait for you,” he said. “I will wait until you return. I love you, my 

Margaret.” 

With that, he disappeared. 

Deep sobs straight from her heart crawled up her throat, and she felt as if she had 

just lost her other half. 

She wanted to run back to the pink and green house on the hill, move in, and 

never leave. Gazing up at it, she saw Joseph standing in the window, looking down at her. 

Maggie thought of her life in Phoenix. There wasn’t much, but there was 

something. She had her friends who were flesh and blood, her job, and her book club. 

Turning, she ran down the hill to her car, hoping that getting back to her old life 

would also cement her place in reality. 



 
Chapter 14 

Maggie ran up the stairs to her hotel room, gathered the rest of her belongings, 

and stuffed them into the suitcase. She tried to get a grip on her emotions, but they were 

so profound and overwhelming. 

Tears fell at such a fast rate she had trouble seeing what she was doing. Her heart 

ached with such ferocity, she wondered if she were having an issue with her health. Her 

hands shook and her head buzzed with the inner conflict she had going on. 

She sat down on the bed and put her elbows on her knees, her head in her hands. 

She needed to get a grip and look at the facts. There were two possible things going on 

here. 

First, say there was such thing as ghosts, and Joseph was a true-to-God spirit who 

had been walking around Bisbee waiting for her for over one hundred years. She couldn’t 

live her life with someone she couldn’t touch and nobody else could see. People would 

think she was crazy. 

On the flip side, what if Joseph was a figment of her imagination, a near-perfect 

man she had conjured up? Again, as wonderful and flawless as he was for her, she 

couldn’t have a relationship with a hallucination. She supposed some people did that, but 

they were likely incarcerated in mental hospitals. 

She needed to get out of Bisbee and back to her old life. This whole trip had been 

a huge mistake. Her trouble had started in the mine, so there must have been something in 

the air. Or maybe her love for history—all of the books she had read and her divorce had 

crashed together, causing a break in her psyche. 

Whatever it was, if she just immersed herself in everything that was the present 

day, she was certain she would snap out of this . . . thing . . . when she got home.  

It was all so logical, and it all sounded sane. What wasn’t reasonable were the 

feelings. The thought of leaving made her whole body ache, while the idea of staying 

gave her relief. Why should she want to stay somewhere that was obviously making her 

crazy?  

She shook her head. 

“Margaret.” 



Hearing his voice sent a shiver down her spine and a wave of warmth through her 

body. 

“Margaret, I hate to see you so upset. I feel I’m responsible, and I want to 

apologize.” 

Maggie took a deep breath and looked over at the doorway. Joseph leaned against 

the doorframe with his hands jammed in the front pockets of his jeans, his brow etched 

with concern and worry. 

“You aren’t real,” she whispered, wiping her eyes. 

He shrugged. “I supposed if being real means having flesh and blood, then no, 

I’m not real. However, I am a spirit trapped in this realm, and that is very, very real.” 

Why hadn’t he gone to his final resting place or been reincarnated or whatever 

happened after death? She’d been given another life, maybe more than one, so why 

hadn’t he?  

“Why haven’t you moved on?” she asked. “Why do you stay here?” 

Joseph sighed and looked around the room, as if the answers to her question were 

written on the walls. Finally, he spoke. “Right before you died, Margaret, I kissed your 

lips and told you that you and I would be together again. Somehow, those words were a 

tether to this place. They were binding. After I died, I was just . . . here. I’ve walked 

Bisbee for almost a hundred years, Margaret, seen by no one. I haven’t had any contact 

with another. When I realized that you could see me, that you were my Margaret, I was 

so happy. My wait was over. You were here.” 

Maggie shut her eyes, a headache forming behind them.  

“When you said you didn’t remember me or our time together, somehow the 

universe believed it was important for you to see what we had. That surprised me, but I 

do have to admit I enjoyed our little time traveling. It was beautiful to see us together 

again. It was just as I remembered.”  

She pinched the bridge of her nose and took some deep breaths, guilt washing 

through her as she considered her next words. Finally, she opened her eyes, determined to 

get through the next few minutes. “Joseph, I can’t stay here. I have a life in Phoenix.” 

Sitting down on the bed, Maggie realized she was already exhausted. “Joseph, I’m 

a living, breathing human. I need to live. I can’t . . .” 



The words trailed off as her throat constricted. She didn’t want to say them, but 

her logical side told her she needed to. “I can’t stay here and be in love with a ghost. I 

need to move on with my life. Besides that, I’m not sure if I’m even sane. Maybe I’ve 

just made you up.” 

There was a long stretch of silence, and she wondered if Joseph had gone. 

Glancing over her shoulder, she saw him, unmoving as if he were a statue. 

“I agree, Margaret,” he murmured. “And I never wanted you to stop your life to 

live with me. I simply wanted to . . . I guess I just wanted to let you know I was here. 

What part of our time has made you so upset? To see how we were? Or to know that I 

exist?” 

The tears started again, dammit. But it wasn’t just seeing the past; it was the 

feelings it evoked. “Yes,” she whispered, shutting her eyes. “It’s everything. Seeing us 

together was so . . . wonderful, Joseph. You loved me so much. You’re everything I could 

ever hope for in a man, and you’re either dead or a figment of my imagination.” 

There was another long beat of silence, and she opened her eyes to see him 

kneeling in front of her. His light-blue stare tore into her. “Margaret, I did love you, and I 

continue to love you, but I would never ask you to stop living your life. Life is too 

precious. Live it the best you can.” 

He was letting her go. He didn’t expect anything from her. It brought her a sense 

of relief, as well as profound loss. 

“I’ve enjoyed our time together more than you can imagine,” he said. “All I ask is 

that you remember I’m waiting for you.” 

Devastation ripped through Maggie and she honest to God thought she was going 

to have a nervous breakdown. Her whole body shook while her heart jackhammered in 

her chest. 

“Go, Margaret. Go back to your life. Just remember that I love you, and I’m 

here.” 

With that, he disappeared as if he never existed. 



 
Chapter 15 

Maggie grabbed her suitcase and headed to her car. Her head throbbed, her heart 

hurt. The tears just wouldn’t stop. 

Yes, she needed to get back to her normal life, as pathetic as it might be, and put 

all this behind her. She couldn’t go back to what she’d witnessed because it didn’t exist 

anymore, whether it was real or not. 

She threw the suitcase in the trunk of the Acura and got behind the wheel. Taking 

a deep breath, she shoved the key into the ignition and slowly backed out of the parking 

spot. Driving carefully along the narrow road, she hooked a right down Youngblood Hill 

Avenue and onto Brewery Gulch. Turning left, she drove slowly, still awed at how well 

history had been preserved in the town. An old brick wall still stood to her left. A small 

white-picket-fenced house had been erected on one side, while the other had a small, old 

bare-wood home, and the two buildings standing side-by-side seemed to be a metaphor 

for everything the town represented—the past and the present living in harmony. 

As she descended further into the town, the houses scattered up the mountainside. 

Once in town, she passed St. Elmo’s Bar, the Stock Exchange Saloon, the tattoo 

parlor and antique shops, trying to commit to memory the old wooden buildings, as well 

as the grand brick buildings that made up the unique flavor of Bisbee. She tried to not 

look at the Copper Queen Mine, but failed miserably. The road took her to Highway 80 

and she drove away, despite her whole being telling her to stay. 

She would look back at Bisbee as a time when she really did get to go back in 

history, to see what it was really like. The books she loved losing herself in couldn’t 

compare to what she’d experienced, whether it was real or not. 

And then there was Joseph. If he was real . . . there was no doubt in her mind that 

she belonged with him. The kiss they had shared over a hundred years ago had solidified 

their bond. If he was part of her imagination . . . well, she couldn’t blame herself for 

conjuring up someone so perfect for her. 

It had been a rough year going through the divorce with Jerry and trying to come 

to terms with herself. She’d worked hard to try to understand that she was okay just the 

way she was. It made her so angry to think of everything she had done to try to please 



Jerry. Her psyche had produced Joseph, a man who loved her for who she was and he 

didn’t think she needed fixing. Joseph had helped her realize that she was beautiful and 

desirable just the way she was. 

Five minutes later, her body was wracked with sobs as she tried to concentrate on 

the two-lane highway. The sun was setting. She had to get a grip on herself. Reaching 

over to the glove compartment, she searched for a pack of tissues.  

She didn’t realize her car had veered over the line into an oncoming semi until it 

was too late. 



 
Chapter 16 

Maggie came to consciousness under a bright light. She winced at the pain in her 

head, her eyelids fluttering as she tried to open them. 

A man came into her view, his brown eyes worried, a crease in his brow. “Can 

you hear me, miss?” he asked. 

Maggie nodded, wondering where she was. The last thing she remembered was 

saying good-bye to Joseph. 

The man flashed a light in her eyes, and Maggie shut them. The pain was 

unbearable. 

“Get some gauze over here and clean her up so I can see what we’re dealing 

with!” 

Gauze? Why did she need gauze? What needed to be cleaned up? And where was 

she? 

She forced her eyes open again and tried to turn her head. It was locked in place, 

and panic surged within her. She tried to sit up, but hands forcefully pushed her shoulders 

back down. She managed to open her eyes and realized she was in a hospital. 

“What happened?” she whispered as she noted her whole body was numb, except 

for her head. 

“You were in a bad accident,” the man said, coming into her line of vision again. 

“I’m Dr. Taylor, and I need you to stay still and relax.” 

Maggie looked around the room as best she could. Nurses stood around her while 

others rushed around the small space in controlled chaos. One of them stepped back from 

the bed, and there was Joseph, leaning against the wall. 

“Joseph,” she whispered. 

He came toward her and stood at the side of the bed by her head, the doctors and 

nurses rushing through him as if he didn’t exist. 

“Margaret,” he said. “What happened?” 

“I was in an accident,” she whispered, her throat dry, her tongue thick. 

“I can see that,” Joseph said, concern etched in his brow. “How did it happen?” 

Maggie tried to remember the details, but she drew a blank. “I don’t know.” 



“Who is she talking to?” one of the nurses asked another. 

The nurse shrugged. “You know it happens sometimes when they’re about to 

leave.” 

“What happens?” Maggie whispered. “Where am I going?” 

“You aren’t going anywhere, honey,” the nurse said, laying her hand on Maggie’s 

shoulder, but Maggie couldn’t feel the contact. “Just rest and let us do our jobs, okay?” 

Maggie closed her eyes for what seemed like a long time. When she opened them, 

Joseph was still by her side. 

Suddenly, pain ripped through her gut and she tried to scream, but nothing came 

out. 

“Margaret?” Joseph said. She gazed up at him, the pain unbearable as her organs 

and muscles twisted and clenched. 

“She’s coding!” someone yelled. 

She saw many sets of hands were on her, but she couldn’t feel them. Maggie shut 

her eyes and felt a jolt deep within her body. 

“Margaret!” Joseph yelled. “Fight! You have the will to live!” 

Maggie thought about his words. She believed it was human nature to want to live, 

to fight to do so. Yet, the pain that ripped through every fiber of her body was so great, 

she simply couldn’t take it. She opened her mouth to scream again and heard nothing but 

the cacophony around her as the doctor barked orders to everyone in the room, and they 

responded their acknowledgement. 

“Margaret!” Joseph yelled. 

She opened her eyes and looked at him. Fear etched his features as he loomed 

over her, his head inches from hers. 

“I love you,” she whispered, and shut her eyes. 

Suddenly, there was nothing. There was no pain or yelling. It was blessed silence, 

a calm, tranquil place. Glancing around, she stood among mist or clouds wearing a white, 

flowing gown, and a white light shone in the distance. It beckoned her. The air was still 

and cool against her skin. 

As a spiritual person, Maggie had spent some time thinking about heaven and 

what her beliefs would mean in getting there. She approached each day trying to be the 



best person she could by being kind, offering a smile to everyone she met, and trying to 

help others when she could. Apparently, she’d done okay while alive, because the pull to 

move to the light was strong. 

Would Joseph be there, or would he still remain on Earth? 

“I want to be with Joseph!” she called. Her answer was the calm, almost 

deafening, silence. “Please! I want to be with him! I love him! Please either take me to 

him, or send me back!” 

She considered that he could be a fantasy, but that assessment didn’t feel right, 

and it never had. Her heart held the truth—Joseph was real. What she had seen—what 

she had experienced—was real, and they belonged together. 

“Please!” she yelled again. “We need to be together! Please!” 

Silence. 

She sunk to her knees and closed her eyes. “Please,” she whispered. “We belong 

together. If I can’t be alive any longer, then I want to be with Joseph. Send me to him.” 

A long stretch of quiet was her answer. How could she be denied? What had she 

done to deserve it? 

Slowly, a low hum broke the silence, and she opened her eyes. The bright light 

began to fade. The noise grew louder, and the next thing she knew, she stood in the far 

corner of the room in the hospital looking at her body and the doctors and nurses trying to 

bring her back to life. 

They rushed around her, all seemingly calm and determined, yet the undercurrent 

of feelings of the room signaled frustration, their efforts seemingly futile. 

She gazed at her body, horrified by what she saw. Her hair was matted with blood, 

and her legs and arms rested on the gurney in odd angles. Her limbs had to be broken in 

multiple places. And the blood . . . there was so much of it everywhere. Her body, face, 

and the sheets she lay upon were colored crimson. 

The doctor held the Defibrillator above her bruised, bare chest, her shirt and bra 

cut up the middle and splayed open at her sides. “Clear!” he yelled, and put the paddles to 

her skin. 

Her body jolted, but nothing happened. The doctor, focused on the heart monitor, 

cursed and told everyone in the room they were going to do it again. 



It was a surreal feeling to look at her broken, dead body. 

Maggie gazed around the room but didn’t see Joseph. 

Oh, God. What if he’d been a figment of her imagination? What if he wasn’t real? 

Would she walk the earth forever by herself, or would she have another chance to follow 

the light? 

“Joseph!” she screamed as the doctor pressed the Defibrillator paddles on her 

chest again. The white line on the machine was flat, straight as a desert horizon, yet the 

doctor seemed to be determined to revive her. 

“Again!” he yelled, and nurses bustled about. One picked up a needle, tapped it, 

then carefully slid it into Maggie’s vein. 

Maggie felt a loss at her life, but the promise of happiness if she were with Joseph 

overshadowed it. She needed to find him. 

“Joseph!” she screamed, waiting for him to appear. She was afraid if she left the 

room, her tether to this world would be lost. Her body was here, and Joseph had been 

here before. 

There was no answer. 

Maybe she was crazy. Maybe her ex-husband’s transgressions had conjured 

Joseph. She glanced around frantically, looking for him or the white light to get her back 

to where she had been. 

She felt alone and so scared. Maybe she needed to try to get back into her body. 

Slowly she approached the gurney as everyone worked around her. She had no 

idea how to get back into her corporeal form, and based on its condition, she wasn’t sure 

she wanted to be there. Her face was battered, bruised, and broken, her body fractured. 

The bridge of her nose twisted, the area around her eyes swollen and purple. 

If she could get back into her body, her recovery would be one of pain, and her 

life might be as well.  

She shut her eyes and prayed and wished for Joseph. She didn’t want be on Earth 

alone. What if her fate was the same as Joseph’s? What if she was to walk alone, seen 

and heard by no one for the rest of eternity? She had believed in her own sanity and 

refused the white light. As she looked over her destroyed body, she slid to the floor and 

put her head in her hands. What had she done? Had she just damned herself to walk the 



earth alone? 

A tear slid down her cheek, and shock registered that spirits could cry. She looked 

around the room again, searching for Joseph. 

He was nowhere to be found. 

“No,” she said. “I’m right. Joseph was real. He’s here somewhere. I can feel the 

connection with him.” 

The motion in the room slowed, and the doctor tried one last time to revive her, 

but he finally gave up. 

“I’m calling it,” he said, frustration lacing his voice as he took off his gloves and 

threw them on the floor. “Damn it.” 

The nurses bustled about cleaning up, and after a few moments, they left the room. 

Dr. Taylor remained by her bed, staring at her body. She walked up and stood next to him. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I tried, but I can’t save everyone. I hate losing 

patients, but especially ones like you.” 

Maggie stared at him. What a decent, caring man, but what did he mean, 

“especially ones like you”? 

“You’re too young,” he said as he pushed a lock of hair behind her ear. “I hope 

you’re at peace.”  

As he turned to leave, Maggie thought she notice a shimmer of tears in his eyes. 

Alone now, she stared at her body, and she didn’t know what to do next. Did she 

leave the hospital? Did she beg to be led back to the light? 

“I don’t know what to do,” she whispered as a heavy-set nurse with blonde hair 

and rosy cheeks bustled in. 

Maggie watched as she cared for the body, tucking it into a sheet, and cleaning up 

what was left of the mess they had made trying to save her. As the nurse worked, she 

hummed. At first, Maggie couldn’t place the tune, but it was familiar. Finally, she 

recognized it as “Amazing Grace.” 

As the nurse busied herself, Maggie looked on. “It’s so nice of you to care so 

much,” she whispered to the woman. 

The nurse bustled about for a minute, then looked directly at Maggie. “Wait here. 

He’ll be here soon.” 



Maggie gasped, and the nurse gave her a wink, then disappeared before her eyes. 

What was that? The nurse must have been some type of . . . angel? Maggie didn’t know 

how else to describe her. She reminded herself she was new to the world of the dead, and 

certainly, things would be surprising. 

She stood in the middle of the room—waiting—for Joseph. 

The nurse had assured her he’d be here soon. 

A few more minutes passed, and two orderlies came in and wheeled her body out. 

They questioned who had prepared the body, and eventually, when there wasn’t an 

answer they could agree on, the discussion turned to football, specifically the Arizona 

Cardinals. 

Maggie stared at her toes while her body was moved down the hallway and onto 

an elevator. She didn’t know where to go or what to do, but she held firm in the room as 

the nurse had instructed her. 

A few minutes later, another gurney was rolled in. Maggie stepped out of the way 

and backed into the corner. The nurses once again bustled about, another doctor tending 

to the patient. 

From the chatter, Maggie gathered the patient was a drug overdose. 

Sighing, she knew she couldn’t wait in this hospital room forever, and she had the 

distinct feeling time was slipping away. Perhaps if she saw the nurse with the blonde hair 

again she should request to be taken back to the light. Maybe that was the best thing. 

However, her heart hurt just thinking about moving on without Joseph. 

As she stared down at the floor, a pair of black boots came into her vision. Her 

body hummed as energy coursed through her veins. 

She had been right—he wasn’t a figment of her imagination. 

Her gaze slowly traveled up his jean-clad legs, his narrow waist, and his barrel 

chest. She met his light-blue gaze and he smiled. “Hello, Margaret,” he whispered. 

She threw herself at him and he caught her in his strong arms. As she wrapped her 

arms around his neck and her legs around his waist, she smelled the faint scent of 

firewood and raw male. It was familiar to her, and she felt as if she had just stepped into 

her long-lost home. 

He squeezed her tightly, and she sank into the hard planes of his chest. She ran 



her fingers through the silky strands of his hair. 

“I’ve missed you so much, Margaret,” he whispered in her ear. “So much.” 

Tears choked her throat. She would miss her friends and her mother, but she 

belonged in Joseph’s arms. 

After a moment, he set her down. She stood before him, a feeling of certainty 

flowing through her. Joseph was supposed to be with her. 

“Where were you?” she asked. 

He ran a finger down her cheek and smiled. “When you died, you disappeared. I 

couldn’t find you. Where did you go?” 

“I was in this . . . place. There was a bright light that beckoned me, but I said I 

wanted to be with you.” 

“You saw the light?” Joseph asked, surprise shining on his face. 

“I did. I take it you didn’t when you died?” 

Joseph shook his head. “No. I never saw the light, but I’ve always believed in it. 

Tell me. What was it like, Margaret?” 

Maggie described the peace and tranquility she felt, as well as the need to go 

toward the bright light. “But wanting to be with you overrode it all,” she said. 

Joseph took her in his arms again, and she rested her head against his chest. 

“Let’s go,” he said. 

“Where to?” she asked, lacing her fingers through his and looking up at him. It 

felt so good to feel his flesh against hers. 

“Let’s go home.” 



 
Chapter 17 

They walked out of the hospital, hand in hand. Once outside, the sun shined 

brightly, but everything else had changed. 

People rode horses down the dirt streets. The air smelled of smoke and cooking 

meat. The women wore long gowns as they bustled around the busy city of Bisbee. 

There was a loud horn in the distance, and Maggie noticed a group of miners 

walking toward the city, their faces dirty, their slow steps indicating exhaustion. 

No one paid attention to her and Joseph. 

“What’s going on?” she asked. It was as if they’d been transported back in time. 

She looked down; she was wearing the blue cotton gown she had seen herself in at the 

house of prostitution. 

“It looks like we’ve been taken back to our time,” Joseph said, squeezing her hand. 

They walked in silence up the hill to their house. Joseph pushed the door open and 

they stepped inside. The furnishings were just as she remembered them, from when they 

shared this home. 

Maggie walked through the small living room, running her hand over the soft 

cloth on the couch, her shoes echoing around the room on the wooden floor. She bent 

over and smelled the wildflowers on the table. Lavender. Her favorite. 

“You used to love the smell of lavender,” Joseph said, coming up behind her and 

wrapping his arms around her waist. 

Maggie smiled and turned to him. “I still do.” 

He bent down and kissed her gently, and Maggie snaked her arms around his neck, 

pulling him closer. 

“I want to take you to our bed,” Joseph whispered. 

 “Please do, Joseph,” Maggie said, heat coursing through her body, anticipation 

making her heart beat wildly. 

Maggie smiled as he took her hand and led her into the bedroom. She’d never 

been happier than she was right at that moment. This was her idea of heaven.  
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