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      Henrietta Hinchcliffe picked up a dry, soft brush and swept it over the edges of the clouds on her painting to create shadows. She took a step back to examine her latest work—a portrait she’d painted from memory in conjunction with a photo her father, Charles, had taken at the park. In the painting, her brother Henry, his wife, Bella, in her eighth month of pregnancy and their children, Stella, aged five, and James, aged two, sat together on a blanket beneath a budding dogwood tree.

      A wistful sigh escaped Henrietta’s lips. She longed for the kind of love and happiness Henry and Bella had found together. And the companionship of a man she loved to grow old with while they filled their home with rambunctious children.

      Since she’d passed the State Boards and completed her residency at the Mayflower General Hospital a few weeks ago, maybe she’d have time for a social life. She no longer needed to spend all her time reading medical volumes while dealing with misogynistic male doctors who hadn’t wanted her to graduate.

      The hospital would have kept her on staff if she pursued a surgical rotation, but they didn’t have room for any more general practitioners. Blood didn’t make her squeamish, but the high stress level involved in cutting a patient open, not to mention the extra scrutiny she’d face as a female, turned her off. She’d be much happier at a medical clinic.

      Finding a position would be a challenge with certain members of society still believing women shouldn’t be doctors. But Henrietta was determined to be a pioneer and pave the way for women in her field.

      Little girls should be able to dream of any occupation they desired. She was thankful her family shared the same views. Her father had placed an article in their newspaper, the Mayflower Gazette, celebrating her graduation in hopes it would generate a job.

      The doorbell buzzed, interrupting her train of thought. She dunked her paintbrush in the vase filled with vinegar, alongside the other brushes that would need to be cleaned after they soaked.

      Her mother’s voice carried up the staircase to her room. “Henrietta, come down for tea. There’s a guest here to see you.”

      “I’ll be right there, Mother.”

      Guests stopped by all the time, but they normally came to visit her mother who had an active social calendar and participated on every committee in town. Henrietta had friends, but while she was away at Stanford in medical school, they’d married and gotten swept up in their own lives. The only two women around her age that she maintained close relationships with were Bella and Bella’s sister, Stella.

      Ironically, both Bella and Stella were from the future and had been brought to the past by a magic box of jelly beans to rescue Hinchcliffe men. Bella had saved Henry by preventing a fire at his business, The Mayflower Jelly Bean Factory, and they’d fallen in love.

      Three years later, Stella arrived. Exactly five months after that, she yanked Henrietta’s cousin Michael from the path of an out-of-control car during an unusually early winter storm in September of 1929. And they too had fallen in love and married.

      Henrietta removed her apron and hung it on a peg in her adjoining bathroom, then washed the paint off her hands and dried them. She smoothed the skirt of her yellow dress and adjusted her sleeves in the mirror, so the puff sat evenly on both sides. A curly lock of her dark-brown hair had escaped her updo. She adjusted her bobby pin to tuck it back in place.

      There. I’m presentable.

      The polished wooden banister squeaked beneath her hand as she descended the spiral staircase. A male voice with a pleasant British accent carried through the hallway as she approached the parlor, and her curiosity piqued.

      A gentleman who appeared to be around her age, with light hair and a kind, but plain face stood as she entered the room.

      Her mother said, “There you are, Henrietta. Come join us. This is Dr. Iain Carter. He graduated from Cambridge in England.”

      Henrietta offered him her hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Dr. Carter.”

      Dr. Carter smiled and blushed, revealing one dimple in his right cheek as he shook her hand. “The pleasure is all mine, Dr. Hinchcliffe.”

      Her mother poured tea from a silver teapot and arranged the cups and saucers on the round table centered in front of four matching Hepplewhite-style chairs.

      Henrietta sat in the chair across from her guest, grateful for the plush blue cushions that made the chairs more bearable to sit in for any length of time. Her mother wanted to replace them, but her father didn’t want to spend money on anything not deemed essential with the economic depression raging.

      Their ancestors had passed down wealth and her father owned the Mayflower Gazette, but advertisement revenues and sales were down. Henry’s orders were also smaller at the Mayflower Jelly Bean Factory, but he was still bringing in enough revenue to retain all his staff, which in turn kept the whole town afloat.

      Thank the heavens her father and brother had always been leery of the stock market, especially after Bella’s warning, so when it crashed in 1929, their family had weathered the storm.

      Henrietta sipped her tea and waited for her guest to speak. Surely, he had come to call for a reason, but he sat in silence and his cup and saucer shook slightly in his hands.

      Henrietta smiled and took pity on him. “What can we do for you today, Dr. Carter?”

      He placed his tea on the table and folded his shaking hands in his lap. “The medical program at Cambridge received a telegram from a Dr. Hubbard who lives in Lincoln down the road from Mayflower. He retired a year ago and is seeking a doctor to take his place. As a new, single doctor, I thought it would be an adventure. And, well, I saw your advertisement in the Gazette.”

      “Yes.” Henrietta waited for him to continue.

      Dr. Carter cleared his throat. “The clinic is sitting empty, and when I met with Dr. Hubbard, he suggested I find a colleague as he was overly busy before his retirement. Would you like to go into practice with me?”

      Her mother beamed. “What do you think, Henrietta? It sounds like a wonderful opportunity. You could use the Model T to drive to Lincoln and back.”

      Henrietta resisted the urge to jump up and down and cheer. Her parents had offered to finance a clinic, but she didn’t want them to spend the money. Besides, what if the residents of Mayflower refused to trust a female doctor? Women faced all kinds of ridiculous prejudice in the field. “It is wonderful, Mother. I do have one concern. Neither one of us has experience running a clinic of our own. Are you comfortable with that, Dr. Carter?”

      “I think we can manage. Dr. Hubbard is agreeable to answering any questions that may arise with patients. So, what do you say?”

      Henrietta held out her hand. “I accept, Dr. Carter. When do we open our doors?”

      He beamed and pumped her hand. “Fantastic. I already cleaned the space to make it hygienic and had supplies brought in, so how about next Monday?”

      Working alongside another doctor in a small town might not seem glamourous to most of her graduating class, but Henrietta wanted to shout the good news from the rooftops. In exactly a week, she would be a practicing physician.
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      The sun shone the following Monday morning, taking some of the chill out of the early May air. Henrietta climbed into the driver’s seat of the Model T with her doctor’s bag and her lunch. Her father, Charles, twisted the crank and pulled the choke. Her stomach churned more at the prospect of the upcoming drive versus seeing patients. Thankfully, she’d eaten a light breakfast.

      Her father leaned in the open window and kissed her cheek, his salt and pepper mustache tickling her skin. “Have a good first day at work, my darling. I’m so proud of you.”

      “Thank you, Father. Especially for teaching me to drive. I’ll do my best not to damage the car.”

      He’d given her driving lessons every evening on the route she would take to the clinic in preparation for driving herself to work. Thankfully, Illinois didn’t have the license requirements some of the other states did, so she didn’t need to pass a test to be allowed to drive.

      He smiled. “You’ll do fine.” He stepped back and waved as she backed out of the driveway and pulled onto the empty street.

      White flowers decorated the branches of the tall elm trees on both sides of Lilac Avenue and tulips and daffodils filled flower beds. Nature had awoken to begin anew after a long winter slumber. Henrietta smiled because not only was spring her favorite season, but she too was on a new fulfilling path that would allow her to help ease the suffering of her patients.

      Fifteen minutes later, she arrived at the clinic, a small, brown, brick building on Main Street in Lincoln. Five people were already waiting outside the front door, one elderly woman and a younger woman with two young children and a baby bundled in her arms.

      The lights shone through the front window, revealing Dr. Carter sitting behind a small desk in the reception area with his tie hanging crookedly around his neck. His nervous disposition seemed to be getting the better of him. But once they started seeing patients and formed a routine, he’d draw on the experience from his residency, and he’d be fine.

      The older woman with her grey hair pinned back in a bun stood first in line leaning on her cane. “The clinic isn’t open for another ten minutes, dear.”

      “Yes, but we can at least get you inside to a chair in the waiting area.” Henrietta knocked on the window.

      Dr. Carter glanced up from the desk, jumped out of the chair, and hurried to the door.

      The elderly woman asked, “Do you work here?”

      Henrietta held up her doctor’s bag. “Yes, I’m Dr. Hinchcliffe. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

      “Fancy that. We have a woman doctor in town. How delightful to meet you. I’m Mrs. Agatha Wilson.”

      Dr. Carter opened the door. “Good morning, Dr. Hinchcliffe.” He shifted his attention to the queue. “We’ll be ready to see patients in just a few minutes. I apologize for the wait.”

      Henrietta took Mrs. Wilson’s arm. “We have five chairs and five people waiting. Why don’t we let them come in and have a seat?”

      Dr. Carter’s cheeks reddened, and he grinned sheepishly. “Of course. Come on in everyone and sit down. We’ll be with you shortly.”

      Henrietta asked, “Could you show me the examining rooms and where everything is?”

      He led her past the desk and along a hallway. “We have two examining rooms on the right. On the left, we have a washroom, and further down the hall there’s a good-sized office.” He opened a door to reveal a closet. “I ordered us three doctor’s coats each.”

      She hung her thin, wool, navy jacket on a hanger and pulled on a white linen coat. The sleeves were a bit long, so she rolled the cuffs up to her elbow to get them out of her way. “And the rest of the supplies?”

      He opened a cabinet. “In here. And of course, the examining rooms are stocked. I’ve labelled the drawers for efficiency.” He took a deep breath, then blew it out through his mouth. “I suppose we should start seeing patients.”

      Henrietta met his gaze and smiled. “Relax, Dr. Carter. We’ll be fine. You’ll see. I’ll examine the elderly lady and you help the mother with the three children.”

      “You’re right, Dr. Hinchcliffe.” He gestured to the door. “Shall we?”

      “Yes, we shall. Oh, and Dr. Carter.”

      “Yes?”

      “Your tie is crooked.”

      Henrietta walked into the waiting room and called her first ever patient in the new clinic. “Mrs. Agatha Wilson, right this way.” She took the elderly woman’s arm and led her into the closest examining room and helped her onto the examining table. “What brings you in today, Mrs. Wilson?”

      “I’m used to having a sore back. Comes with age, but recently my fingers and feet are swelling.”

      Henrietta pressed a stethoscope to her chest and listened to her heart, then to confirm her suspicions, she wrapped a cuff around her arm to take her blood pressure. “As I suspected, your blood pressure is a bit high which is contributing to you retaining water, causing the swelling.”

      “Is there any treatment?”

      “Yes, you can use ice to reduce the swelling and take aspirin for the pain. But most importantly, you need to lower your salt intake to bring down your blood pressure. That’s how you’ll see real improvement.”

      “No salt at all?”

      “No more than a pinch a day. I know it sounds bland but try it and see how you do. Come back in two weeks and we’ll see if it helps.”

      “Yes, Doctor. I will. Can I still eat your family’s jelly beans?”

      “Yes, you can. My brother Henry doesn’t use salt in his recipes.” Henrietta helped Mrs. Wilson climb down from the examining table and led her to the waiting area where more patients had filled the chairs.

      Dr. Carter came into the waiting area followed by the mother and her children. He stopped beside Henrietta. “If this keeps up, we’ll need a secretary.” He approached the waiting patients. “Who arrived first?”

      A man with a round belly and white hair raised his hand.

      “Oh, hello Mr. Dennison.” Dr. Carter gestured to Henrietta. “Dr. Hinchcliffe can see you now.”

      The man scowled. “I will not be treated by a woman doctor.”

      Dr. Carter’s eyes widened. “She’s a perfectly capable physician.”

      A familiar, slender middle-aged woman with her dark hair cut in a bob stood and looked down her nose at Mr. Dennison. “I arrived after this gentleman, and I’m happy to be seen by Dr. Hinchcliffe.”

      Henrietta, used to being treated as though she was second rate to the male doctors around her, ignored his scorn and smiled at her next patient. Where did she know her from? “Very well. Shall we?”

      “Yes, we shall.” The woman held her head high and walked towards the examining rooms. As the woman passed her from the side, Henrietta recognized the distinctive curve at the end of her nose. The woman was Greta, the fortune teller that was hired to work at The Mayflower May Festival every year.

      Greta went into the correct examining room without asking for directions and sat on the examining table. “I’m glad I found you here, Miss Henrietta. I’ve been having terrible migraines for years, and I’ve run out of my medication, Ergotamine.”

      “All right. I can write you a prescription after I examine you.” Henrietta held up her index finger. “Follow my finger with your eyes.”

      Greta smiled as she tracked Henrietta’s movements. “I don’t have any underlying issues. Seeing into the beyond is taxing.”

      “I can imagine it would be.” Henrietta smiled. At one time, she would have been skeptical, but after magic jelly beans transported Bella and Stella to the past, her mind was open. “Have you had your vision tested? Eyeglasses might help. Eye strain contributes to headaches.”

      “I’ll bear that in mind.” Greta stared at Henrietta’s empty hand and scrunched her forehead. “Let me see your palm.”

      “I’m not sure we have time…”

      Greta cut her off. “It’s of the utmost importance. My senses tingled when you walked into the waiting room.” Greta took her hand, and a bolt of energy ran up Henrietta’s arm. “Here. Your lifeline fragments in this section, then returns to its normal course. Something life-altering is about to happen to you that will affect your loved ones as well. Trust your instincts.” Greta released her hand.
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