Excerpt from A Bouquet for Iris:


Nashville, Tennessee, December 24, 1835

Iris Landon bunched the soft velvet of her new gown into gloved hands as she descended from the family carriage and followed her parents up the steps to Aunt Dolly and Uncle Mac’s townhome. She was surprised at the anticipation fluttering through her stomach. This was not the first of Aunt Dolly’s Christmas Eve galas she had attended. 


In fact, she rather dreaded the evening ahead. She would have to sit through a long dinner listening to the latest gossip concerning the elite families of Nashville. There would also be the obligatory inquiries about her plans to marry. She had learned over the past year to smile and nod as various relatives offered advice on how to attach the interest of any of the young gentlemen of the area. Eventually everyone would move to the ballroom and she would be forced to spend hours listening to endless chatter from other young ladies when she’d much rather be discussing westward expansion or the plight of Indian nations. There would be the usual games, and at least one of the more enterprising young men would seek to steal a kiss from his dancing partner by maneuvering her underneath a sprig of mistletoe while it still held kissing berries. She had half a mind to pull off the berries herself just to make sure no one tried anything that silly with her.

Iris lifted her gaze to the clear night sky, and her breath caught. Against the horizon a single star rose, and for a moment she was transported to the days of Matthew’s Gospel. What a miraculous sight the star must have been on the night Christ was born. Had the Wise Men been weary? Or had their anticipation wiped out all the long, fearsome months of travel? She closed her eyes for a moment as the creak of a harness was transformed into noises from burdened camels. Golden light pressed against her eyelids like torchlight from inside a humble stable. Iris’s eyes popped back open as the front door opened and she heard the sound of her great aunt’s voice.

Aunt Dolly practically glowed in the light pouring out of her foyer. She was wearing a rose-colored dress with crimson piping and a scattering of decorative gold bows. She might be diminutive, but from the peacock feathers perched atop her cotton-white hair to the tips of her shiny black slippers, Aunt Dolly looked as regal as European royalty.

“Rebekah, you become more beautiful every year, dearest.” What Aunt Dolly lacked in height she made up for with enthusiasm, catching Iris’s mother in a warm hug before turning to her father. “And Asher, don’t you look as distinguished as ever. I’ll never understand why you didn’t stay with President Jackson. He certainly needs better advisors—someone to convince him that the poor Indians shouldn’t be forced out of their homes.”


The others might not have noticed, but Iris saw her father grimace slightly at Aunt Dolly’s remark before he bowed over her hand. “I doubt anyone could change his mind once he has made a decision. The only person who might have done that is no longer with us.”


Aunt Dolly nodded. “I really miss Rachel, too. Not only was she a gentling influence on her husband, she was one of my dearest friends.” She shook her head as if to clear it of gloomy thoughts before turning to the tall man who hovered in the hallway behind her. “Look who has arrived, Mac. It’s the Landons.”


“So I see.” Robert “Mac” McGhee raised her ma’s gloved hand to his lips. He always made Iris think of a wrestler, with his widespread stance and thick chest. He didn’t look very comfortable in starched trousers and a long-tailed coat. He straightened and she noticed that the collar of his shirt was already beginning to droop a little, as though he’d been tugging at it before their arrival.

