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Adde Weber dreamed of fire and water.

In her dream, she stood on awooden raft, which smultaneoudy also existed as atenement building and a
wooden maze. Thefire chased her as sheran from one side of the raft to the other. The fire spat smoke
at her, so sheleaned out of window after window for agasp of fresh air. The fire threw intense heat at
her, so sheran through corridor after corridor, searching for cooler air.

Thefire chased her, and so Adele rushed to the edge of the raft, to the front door of the building, to the
end of the maze. But no freedom could be found there, because of the water. A sparkling clear blue, it
surrounded her on adl sdes. But it never touched the fire, never even approached close enough to put the
fireout. It served asabarrier, trapping her, taunting her. She knew she should remove her dress,
undergarments, and stockings and dive into the water, anything to get away from the flames, but modesty
and her inability to swim prevented her.

Suddenly an eight-foot-tall figure appeared: Mose the Fireman, spoken of in legend. He wore aleather
firefighter'shelmet asbig asabarrel and apair of humongous rubber boots, each the size of a sailboat.
His coat declared that he was part of the Engine 40 unit. “Hdlo, little lady,” he said. “How can | help
you?"

“Please” Addesad. “You must save mefrom thefire. Y ou must save my family.”

Mose the Fireman took aswig of beer from the fifty-gallon keg he kept on his belt. The beer trickled
down histhick white beard, and suddenly both beer and beard vanished. “I can't save anyone unlessyou
saveyoursdf.”

“But—but you're Mose the Fireman. Y ou rescue people from fires! Y ou swam the Hudson in two



strokes! Y ou've lifted trolley cars out of your path to run to the rescue of babies"
“I've retired and moved to Hawaii,” he replied.

Suddenly, M ose the Fireman wasn't Mose anymore, but her father. Adele watched in horror as her
father called out to her in puzzlement. “Adele?’

“Father!” she shouted, but she wastoo late, as the flames licked closer and closer, filled with glee asthey
chose between immolating Adele or her father fird...

And Addes nightmare ended. She awoke gasping for air, as she had many times since her father's death,
with her body and head wrapped snugly in her blanket.

* * * %

Lucas Schmidt entered eighteen-year-old Adele Weber's life on a Sunday in May. Asusud, after
savicesat . Mark's Evangdlica Lutheran Church had ended, the congregants lingered to talk. Cigar
smokefilled the air and voices spesking German filled the room, with only the occasiona English word as
areminder that the community actualy lived in the United States. People eagerly spread news about the
everyday events of each other'slives.

Adee and her mother were no exception. They found themselves chatting with Philip Straub and hiswife
while the three Straub children ran around playing with other children.

Just as the Straubs took their leave, Adde and her mother were approached by Reverend George Haas,
the pastor of the church, and a dark-haired stranger.

Haas adjusted his glasses and stroked his salt-and-pepper beard. “Mrs. Weber, Miss Weber,” hesaid in
English. He nodded to each onein turn. “ And how are you this Sunday?*

“We are doing quite well, thank you sir,” Adele replied. Although she returned the nod, her eyeswere
drawn to the handsome stranger, partly because of hislooks but mostly because of his odd behavior. He
looked distinctly uncomfortable. He kept his mouth closed, while his gaze darted around the room. Tiny
beads of sweat covered his brow, and his hands repeatedly pulled at his collar and tie. Adde stifled a
laugh, whilewaiting for the presumed introduction.

Finaly, Haas said, “ Allow meto introduce Mr. Lucas Schmidt.”

Schmidt nodded. “ A pleasure to meet you both.”

“Mr. Schmidt,” Adde said. “A pleasure to meet you aswell. | take it you are new to New Y ork City?"
“Yes” hesad. “l am."

“Where do you come from?"

“I—I have just arrived from abroad.”

“Really?I'm surprised to hear it. Y our accent does not sound like that of the old country.”

Schmidt blushed, reminding Adele of aschool boy caught inalie. “No. Um, my family emigrated to
England many years ago. | grew up speaking English much more than German.”

“Whereas | grew up fluent in both,” Addle said.
Suddenly, Schmidt began coughing repeatedly, and Haas pounded him on the back. “Areyou dl right,



Mr. Schmidt?'

Schmidt nodded and wiped his brow with a handkerchief. “It'sdl the cigar smoke. I'm not used to it.”
“Don't they smokein England?’ Adele asked.

“Um. Not where | come from."

“How strange. Well, welcome to Kleindeutschland, Mr. Schmidt.”

Henodded. “Little Germany."

There was an awkward pause, and then Haas spoke up. “Mr. Schmidt needs a placeto stay. And |
seem to recall that you till have that room for let.”

“Wel,” Mrs. Weber said, “that al depends. How old are you, Mr. Schmidt? How do you earn your
living?"

“I'm twenty-five, Mrs. Weber. And | work asajourndist.”

“Oh,” Adele said, atouch disappointed.

Haas smiled. “ Y ou'll haveto forgive Miss Weber. Shewasjust telling me how scandalous she findsthe
newspapers.”

Schmidt turned to look at her, and Adele shifted under his gaze. “Indeed? Are you aregular reader?”
Addées mother spoke up again. “My daughter is quite avoracious reader.”

“Yes” Addesad, dightly nettled. “1 am areader.”

“And you find the newspapers scanda ous?'

She sighed. “The newspapers should spend more time reporting the truth, and lesstime dredging up
Spectacles.”

Schmidt shrugged. “1 tend to agree with you, Miss Weber, but | must point out that newspapers need to
sl copiesto ay in busness”

“They could sl just as many copies appeding to man's gregter ingtincts.” She sniffed. “Tel me, Mr.
Schmidt, for which paper do you write?"

“1 work for the New York World."

“Oh, Joseph Pulitzer's paper. That's not as bad as some of the others. Given that, | think you'd be
acceptable.”

“| am honored, Miss Weber,” Schmidt said. He turned to Adele's mother. “ So I've been interviewed by
both mother and daughter. When will | get to meet Mr. Weber?'

Adele and her mother looked at each other. “My father passed away six yearsago,” Adele said after a
moment.

“Oh,” Schmidt replied. “I'm sorry."
Mrs. Weber Sghed. “Heleft meto finish raisng Adele on my own. But the community has been hel pful.



Somehow, | manage to find enough work cleaning offices or taking in laundry to hep uslive”
“And taking in boarders?” Schmidt asked.

Adedesmother smiled. “Yes,” shesaid. “ And taking in boarders. And you do come with good
references,” she added, nodding at Reverend Haas.

“Then,” Schmidt said, “if it's not presumptuous of meto ask, | will need to know my new address.”

“We live three blocks south of here, on Third Street.” She turned to her daughter. “ Adele, perhaps you
can help Mr. Schmidt find hisway to our gpartment?"

Adee and Schmidt exchanged an awkward glance.
“Are you going somewhere, mother?” Adele asked.

“I need to stay for awhile and talk with Mary Abendschein about the excursion. | have some ideas for
her."

“Excurdon?’ Schmidt asked. “What excurson?'

“Y ou've come to our community at agood time,” Mrs. Weber said. “Next month well have aday to get
away from the heet of the city."

“When?'

“Wednesday, Junefifteenth,” Reverend Haas said. “It's our annual excursion to celebrate the end of the
Sunday school year. We charter a steamboat for the day, and head out to Locust Grove, apicnic ground
on the northern shore of Long Idand. Therell befood, fun, music, and games. Y ou should join usif you
can get away fromwork."

“It sounds like quite an outing,” Schmidt said. “Y ou said that you do thisevery year?'

Haas amiled. “Thisis our seventeenth one. The church started running them in 1888."

Mrs. Weber laughed. “Y ou're being far too modest, Reverend. After al, the excursions were your idea.”
“Redly?” Schmidt asked.

Haas waved his hands and shook his head, asif to say that it had not been that much of an achievement.
“It just seemed to methat it would be nice if we could celebrate the end of the Sunday school year with
some sort of picnic. And it's so popular that many of our former congregants return from Y orkville and
Brooklyn to join the fedtivities"

“Some even come from asfar off asNew Jersey,” Adde said. “ Such asmy uncle and cousins.”
“We usualy get closeto athousand people,” Haas added.
Schmidt whistled. “ And what about the program book?!

Adele and her mother exchanged a puzzled glance with Haas. “We didn't mention the program book,”
Adelésmother said.

“Oh,” Schmidt replied. “Well, perhaps | heard it from someone el se. But you did mention Mary
Abendschein. | would imagine she has something to do with the program book.”



“Ah, yes” Haassad. “Mary isin charge of putting it together, along with many of the other details of
organizing the event.”

“I would liketo assst her, if | could. It seemslike agood way of getting to know my new community.”

Haas smiled. “ A capitd idea. She only started last month, so | imagine her committee could use one more
person.”

“Perhaps Mrs. Weber and Miss Weber could introduce meto her.”

“Certainly,” Adele's mother said. “ And then afterwards, Mr. Schmidit, |et us escort you to your new
home."

* * * %

Lucas Schmidt did hisbest to prevent himsdf from disrupting the Weber family routine. As part of the
boarding arrangement, he shared breakfasts and dinners with Adele and her mother. He would come
down to the dining room right on time for the morning meal, made sure to leave before Adeles mother or
Adele hersdf needed to start working, and he dways returned by the scheduled dinner hour.

He even offered to clean the dishes, or to assist the Webers with the household laundry, much to their
delight and amusemen.

“Most men of my acquaintance wouldn't do such things,” Adde had told him.
“Doesthat mean youd rather | didn't?’

“Oh, not at al. Well gladly take you up on your offer.” She amiled. “But well be sure not to tell anyone,
S0 your reputation remains unbesmirched.”

Schmidt's behavior and appearance enchanted Adele so much that she and her mother decided upon a
plan for Adele to spend some time aone with their new boarder. So the following week, Mrs. Weber
told Mr. Schmidt that she had been hoping to take her daughter on an outing to Coney Idand. “But,” she
sad, “my hedlthisnot what it oncewas. Still, | hate to disappoint my daughter. Might you by chance be
willing to accompany us?'

From behind the back gtairs, Adele heard the whole thing. Shefdt asmal thrill of delight when Schmidt
agreed. She admittedly had been shocked when her mother had suggested a Coney 1dand outing;
despite the amusement parks that had been there for amost ten years, it ill bore areputation for vice.
Stll, friends of the Webers had gone with their young children and declared that they had enjoyed the
ridesimmensely—even if they only mentioned it quietly, and away from the pastor and other officids of
the church.

“Why, of course | will,” Schmidt replied.

“Thank you. | know how much Adeleislooking forward to seeing Luna Park.”

“LunaPark?'

“It'sanew amusement park that opened just recently on the location of the old SeaLion Park.”
“Oh, yes, | remember reading something about that."

“I would have expected you to, if you work at the World."

That Saturday morning, asthe three of them ate breskfast, Adele and her mother completed their plan.



Mrs. Weber told Schmidt that she was fegling under the weather and that perhaps they ought to cancel
the outing. Schmidt immediately offered to escort Adele on hisown.

When Schmidt got up from the table to carry the dishesinto the kitchen, Adele and her mother
exchanged awink.

Shortly after breakfast, Adele and Mr. Schmidt boarded a steamboat to Brooklyn, aong with hundreds
of other New Y orkers eager to get away for the day. Schmidt, who had been quiet and reserved asthey
had walked over to the Third Street pier, became dightly agitated when he saw the steamboat. He came
to astop, forcing Addeto fight the crowd as she backed up to where he stood, going back and forth
between gtaring at the boat and looking down at hisfeet.

“Mr. Schmidt? Are you coming with me or not?"

He looked up, and Adele noticed adight reddish tinge to his cheeks. “1'm sorry, Miss Weber. | haven't
been on aboat inawhile.”

“| thought you said you came over from Europe. What did you do, flap your arms and fly over here?’
“Something like that, yes,” he said with abroad amile.
“Serioudy, Mr. Schmidt."

“Serioudy, I'm just atad nervous.” He paused. “1 just wasn't expecting to board a seamboat, that'sdl. |
should have known better."

“Do you get seasick, Mr. Schmidt?’ Adele asked, trying to show her concern.

He chuckled. “No."

“Did you have abad experience on aboat?’ Adele asked.

Schmidt nodded. “ Sort of."

“Wadll, rdlax. The ferries between Manhattan and Brooklyn run al the time. Nothing's going to happen.”
He stared into her eyesfor amoment. “ Of course, you're right. | would have known otherwise.”
“What?'

“I mean, if something had happened to any of theferries, | would have heard.”

“So arewegoing?'

Hesmiled. “Yes. Let'sgo.”

Mr. Schmidt paid their fare and they boarded the sseamboat. The trip was uneventful, and within an hour
they found themselves disembarking at the sted pier at Coney Idand. The beautiful blue sky abovethe
beach and boardwak held but awisp of white, fluffy clouds. Asthey waked down the pier, Mr. Schmidt
bought a copy of “ Seeing Coney Idand” for ten centsfrom a barker, and using the guidebook they found
their way to Luna Park.

At the entrance stood a huge stone arch with the words “Luna Park” on ascaffold. Directly in the middle
of the arch sat agiant red heart, proclaiming Luna Park “The Heart of Coney Idand.” Underneath that,
carved in stone, were the names“ Thompson & Dundy.” And undernegth that, of course, people



wandered into and out of the amusement park.

Adele and Schmidt joined the crowd walking into the park, and were hit by avariety of soundsand
smdls. The music of abrass band some distance away mixed with the laughter and shouting of the crowd
of people. An odor of hay and manure wafted by, and Adele jumped away as an e ephant lumbered by,
led by aman in turban and carrying two couples who chatted away, seemingly unaware of the spectacle
they were creating. Asthe crowds parted, Adee had to stick close to Schmidt to avoid being jostled
away fromhim.

“Wow,” Schmidt said. Goggle-eyed, he dowly turned around and stared at everything Luna Park had to
offer. Addeturned with him.

After taking in dl the Sghts, Schmidt started pointing to the Signs around the park that advertised the
rides and exhibitions: Ride the Trip to the Moon! Experience Dragon's Gorge Scenic Railway! Takea
Trip to the North Pole! See the new Fire and Flames!

“What shall wedo firg?' Adde asked.

“Freand Hameslooksinteresting,” Schmidt said, pointing in the direction the sgn indicated. “Let'sgo
seethat.”

“I'm not sure,” Adde said. The name Fire and Flames made her uncomfortable. She studied the other
signs, and then asked, “Wouldn't you rather ride the Trip to the Moon?"

Schmidt looked her inthe eyes. “I'll makeyou aded. First I'll go with you to the Moon, and then you
comewith meto seethe Hames."

Reluctantly, Adele agreed. The two of them walked in the direction of the Moon ride, which was housed
in one of the more modest buildings, past the huge Electric Tower with the sculpted dragon at the base.

They joined thelong linein front of the building. Eventudly, they reached the front of theline, and
Schmidt handed over two dimesfor their admission.

Workers ushered them and the other spectatorsinto a cavernous room, in the middle of which sat a
rounded spaceship that cameto a point at one side. They were gently herded into the spaceship and
asked to take seats in one of the rows. Adele took a seat next to a porthole, with Schmidt next to her.

A few seconds after the door closed, the spaceship started to rock back and forth. Looking out the
portholes, Adele saw the walls vanish below, replaced by blue sky, which darkened until the only light
came from pinpoint stars.

“Amazing,” she said, dmost bresthlesswith wonder. Schmidt made no commen.

Very soon after, the Moon appeared asasmal rock in one of the portholes. It got larger and larger, until
findly it smung below, disappearing from view, and the ship stopped rocking and cameto astop with a
sudden thump.

“What now?’ someone asked.
“We explorethe Moon,” said the pilot.

He opened the door to the spaceship, and the spectators exited. No longer could they tell that they were
il inthelarge room of the building that housed the ride. Instead, to dl eyes, it appeared asif they stood
on the populated surface of Earth's nearest neighbor. Everywhere they looked were caverns and grottos.



Giants and midgets dressed in elaborate Slver costume greeted them, aong with a man on athrone who
claimed to be the Man in the Moon. Dancing moon maidens gave the spectators pieces of green cheese
to take back with them as souvenirs of their voyage. Eventudly, the pilot ushered dl the paying customers
back into the spaceship, and after adightly shorter trip, the ship “landed” and they were escorted outside
into the bright sunny day on Earth.

Adele noticed that Mr. Schmidt had a bemused expression on hisface. “ Did you enjoy that?'

“I thought it wasrather quaint,” he said.

“Quaint? The Trip to the Moon isquaint?'

“Wadl, it'sjust an interesting picture of the future.” He smiled. “Are you ready for Fire and Flames now?"
Adele repressed a shudder. “1'm ready.”

Once again, they stood on along line, and when they finally got to the front, Mr. Schmidt handed over
two dimesfor their admission to the theater. They took seats among the rows of other spectators, and
waited for the curtain to lift.

Findly, once al the seats werefilled, the curtain rose on afake street that looked very much like one of
the streetsin Little Germany. Behind the street stood severd tenement buildings, in front of which
peddlers pushed their carts, children ran around, and men and women walked with purposeto their daily
errands.

Suddenly smoke and flames emerged from one of the windows high up in afour-story tenement. The
crowd of people, who had been moving in al directions, stopped in their tracks to stare up at the
window. Then they started running around again, screaming, “Firel Firel™

Faces of women and children appeared at other windows near the one with thefire. Their screams
rended the air asthe fire spread first to one window, and then to the next, until the entire upper floor of
the building burnedin flame.

It wasn't just the performersin the building and on the street who reacted. The spectators aso began to
jump up in their seats, screaming for someone to rescue the actors.

Just when it seemed asiif there would be no hope for the unfortunate souls trapped in the building, afire
bell clanged and three fire engines sped down the makeshift street. Ten firemen grabbed hoses and began
spraying water on dl sides of the building, while another ten grabbed ladders and placed them aong the
building, so that the trapped residents could descend quickly to the safety of the street below.

A few peoplein the windows screamed that they couldn't reach the ladders, and another group of
firemen rushed over with safety nets. They caled out “Jump!” and the last people trapped in the building's
top floor jumped into the nets, to thunderous applause from the audience.

The crowd roared with exhilaration, and even Mr. Schmidt joined in with great enthusiasm, but not
Adde Shefdtfant.

“Mr. Schmidt,” she whispered.

Schmidt turned to ook at her, and his mouth fell open. “My God, Miss Weber. Y our faceisso pae. Are
you feding okay?"

“Please get me out of here,” she said.



“I don't understand.”
“I thought | could takeit, but | can't. I'm sorry."
“What are you talking about?'

She waved her right arm around, gesturing at the other members of the audience, who remained
transfixed by the spectacle. “How can they watch this? How can they sit here unmoved by the horror?”

“It'sadisaster spectacle. Entertainment.”

“I can't believeit. Although | supposeif people are going to gather at afirefor entertainment, it's better
they do so at afakefirethan at ared one."

Schmidt cleared a path for the two of them, escorted Adeleto abench in afar corner of the park, and
brought her a cup of water. She drank deeply.

“Areyou feding better?” he asked.
Adelenodded. “I think so. | just can't believeit.”

“I couldnt believeit either when | first read about it. That'swhy | had to seeit for mysdlf. | have
something of aninterest infires” He paused. 1 just didn't redize that it would affect you thisway."

Adeleremained silent for afew seconds. Then she cleared her throat and spoke. “My mother and |
never told you how my father died.”

“No,” he said after amoment. “You didn't."

Adde looked away from Mr. Schmidt. Shelooked into the distance, where the beach melted away into
the huge ocean. “He was walking home from work one evening when he heard shouts of afireina
tenement. Thefiremen hadn't arrived yet, and there were women and children trapped inside. Father
threw off his coat and ran into the building, to try to rescue them.” She paused. “He never emerged.”

“I am sorry, Miss Weber."
“Mother couldn't bear it. | had to identify the body."

“That ... that must have been difficult for you,” Schmidt said quietly, while the noise of the park il
surrounded them.

Adee shook her head, trying to dismissthe memory from her mind. “Fires are far too common in our
world. | was but ayoung twelve-year-old girl when that building he ran into went up in flames. Ever since
then, I've had recurring dreams of fire."

“Ironic,” Schmidt said softly.
“Why isthat ironic?’ Adde asked.

“Oh, um, no reason,” Schmidt replied, with awave of hishand. “1 wish | could have met your father. It
sounds like he was quite the heroic man.”

Addegrunted. “Hm. | sometimesfed that the more heroic choice would have been to ignore the screams
of srangersand stay divefor hisfamily.” She smiled. “ Sdlfish of me, | suppose.”



“Y ou're entitled to such fedings. But why didn't you tell me about thiswhen | suggested seeing Fireand
Hames?'

“I—I didn't want you to be disappointed.”

Schmidt took her in hisarms, held her for amoment, and then released her. “ Are you ready for another
ride?'

Adele shook her head; the emotional roller coaster she had just gone through felt more intense than aredl
onewould have been. “Actualy, I'd like to go home."

“But we bardly got here,” Schmidt said.
Adelelooked himin theeye. “Mr. Schmidt? | think I've had enough stimulation for one day. Please?!
Hesghed. “Very wel, Miss Weber."

The two of them rode the next ferry back to Manhattan.

* k% k %

After that day, Adele saw lessand less of Mr. Schmidit. In the mornings, he would scurry off before
breskfadt, caling out that he would pick up amuffin or roll on hisway to Newspaper Row. Inthe
evenings, after returning to hisrooms, he would go out to assist Mary Abendschein in getting
shopkeepers and business ownersto purchase advertisementsin the excursion journa.

This bothered Adele, because even taking into account the disastrous trip to Coney Idand, she had come
around to her mother'sway of thinking. Lucas Schmidt did seem to be aman of good prospects, and his
pleasant appearance certainly made him favorablein Add€s eyes.

But his recent secrecy worried her. Was he avoiding her smply because of her behavior at Luna Park?
Or was there another, more sinister reason? There were many stories of criminals who passed as decent,
hard-working men. Suppose Mr. Schmidt had fooled Reverend Haas? Suppose her mother had opened
their household up to aman who planned to run off with their possessions? Or worse yet, murder themin
their degp?

Adele admitted to hersdlf that these thoughts were more flights of fancy than real concerns, but she ill
had a devouring curiosity about Lucas Schmidt. And so, one Monday, in the middle of the day when she
had little to do, Adele walked downtown to Newspaper Row, on the eastern edge of City Hall Park.

The New York World was housed in its own tower that sported atall golden dome on top, so Adele
found the building with ease. She maneuvered her way through the newsboys on the street as they
shouted the headlinesin hopes of getting her to buy the latest edition of whatever paper they were
hawking. The big news story was till the murder of Caesar Y oung by Nan Patterson, hismistress. Adele
rolled her eyes a one of the newsboys and pressed her way into the building. She approached the
reception desk where a bored-looking man sat.

“Yes?' heasked.
“I'm here to see Mr. Lucas Schmidt. He's one of your reporters.”

The man checked aprinted list on hisdesk, running his finger down it for amoment. Then he looked up
a Adele. “What was the name again?'

“Schmidt. Lucas Schmidt. He would have just started working recently.”



“I don't think so. Thislist is pretty up to date.”
“But I'm sure thisiswhere heworks."

“Wadl,” the man said suddenly, “that gentleman might know.” He pointed at a man who had just gotten
off an eevator, and shouted to him. “Mr. Green! Mr. Green!"

Mr. Green's head snapped around at the sound of his name, and he walked over to the desk. “Y es,
John?'

“Thislady could use some assstance.”

He turned to Adele and shook her hand. “Martin Green, New York World. I'm an assigtant editor here.
May | help you?'

“Adele Weber, and yes, you can, Mr. Green. I'm looking for one of your other reporters, aMr. Lucas
Schmidt.”

“Sorry, no one by that name works here.” He paused, then, with alittle too much eagernessin hisvoice,
sad, “Isthereastory you'd like to share, Miss Weber? If it's good, we can get it into the evening
edition.”

“Um, no. Are you sure Mr. Schmidt doesn't work here?"

“Pogtive. | assign the storiesto al the reporters. | know everyone who writesfor us.” He frowned.
“Why?Isthisfellow pretending to be areporter for the World?'

“Um, no. | must have gotten the name of the paper wrong. I'll try the others. Good day, Mr. Green.”
“Um, good day, Miss Weber,” he said as Adele scurried away.

Granting the possibility that she had misunderstood, Adele spent the rest of the afternoon checking at
every newspaper on Newspaper Row. Not to her surprise, she discovered that not asingle paper knew
of areporter named Lucas Schmidt. The only newspaper she skipped over was the Herald, since after
checking with every other mgjor city paper, shedidn't fed that atrip uptown to Thirty-Fourth Street was

necessary.
Clearly, Mr. Schmidt had lied.

Soif Mr. Schmidt didn't work for the World, or for any other newspaper, just what did he do during the
day?

* k x %

The question possessed Adele, disrupting her deep as much as her vivid dreams of fire and water. And
S0, on Tuesday, in the middle of the day so asto not to be discovered, Adele did the unthinkable. She
went up to Mr. Schmidt'sroom and let hersdlf in.

She had been in the room many times before, and at first glance the room looked as pristine as dways.
Schmidt clearly was fastidious when it came to keeping his persona space clean. The bed was negtly
made, the wooden floor was swept, and the chair and table free of dust.

However, there was something different. A book lay on the table, one that Adele knew did not belong to
either her or her mother, because it had a colorful dust jacket. She pulled out the chair, sat down, picked
up the book, and studied the cover.



She had seen afew books bearing dust jackets, athough those jackets had been smple plain white
paper covers. She had never yet seen one as el aborate and expensive-looking as the dust jacket for this
book. Her eyeswerefirst drawn to the horrific illustration of the steamboat General Socum thét filled
the bottom half of the cover. Searing red flames burned away at the right side of the boat, with lines of
thick, black smoke hovering above. On the left side of the boat, people were jumping into the water. The
picture appeared so vivid to her eyesthat she could dmost fed the rising flames getting hotter and hotter,
the smoke smothering the victims—

She shuddered and focused her eyes on thetitle of the book. In large letters, the book blared out itstitle:
SHIP ABLAZE. Undernesth, the subtitle explained what the book was about: “ The Tragedy of the
Steamboat General Socum.”

Finaly, her eyes drifted to the samdler text above thetitle. She read: “ On abeautiful spring morning in
June 1904, 1,300 New Y orkers boarded the steamer General Socum for a pleasant daylong excursion.
But in thirty minutes, disaster would strike and more than one thousand would perish...”

Adele shuddered again, and her chest felt tight. She fought to keep her breath calm and even, while she
tried to understand what she was reading.

She opened the book and noticed that the top of the inside jacket flap gave the price of the book: “US
$24.95 / Canada $37.95.” Her jaw dropped. Twenty-four dollars and ninety-five cents for a book?
Even good books cost no more than adollar or two.

Theingde front cover showed what looked like newspaper headlines, cartoons, and clippings. Sheran
her fingers over two of the headlines: “Negligence Doubled the Degth List” and “’Let UsDiel” Cry
Women at Morgue.” One of the cartoons, titled “ Death's Crudl Harvest,” showed the figure of Death
holding ascythe and standing next to afield of falen flowerswith the heads of children. Another, “Death
and Greed Partners,” showed alittle girl lying on atable. On her left, aman in acoat and top hat counted
his money, while on her right, afigure of Death, skull plainly visible and scythe in one hand, caressed the
child'sforehead.

Addefdt cold and confused. What in the world was this?

Sheturned afew pagesin and found a printed notice: “Copyright 2003 by EDWARD T.
O'DONNELL.” Theyear made no senseto her. How could she be holding abook from amost one
hundred yearsin the future? And who was this O'Donnell, an Irishman by the sound of his name, to write
abook about atragedy that befell a German community?

A smadll piece of paper fell out of the book and onto the table. Adele picked it up and examined it. It
bore one line: “www.general-docum.com.” She had no ideawhat it meant; “http” was clearly not a
word, although she presumed she knew what the “ general-docum” part referred to.

It must be ajoke, shethought. A crud, elaborate hoax. But the book looked fine, much better than any
other book she had ever seen. She started |ooking through the pages, faster and faster, trying to make
sense of it all, when she heard the door open behind her. She quickly closed the book, placed it on the
table, and stood up.

Schmidt saw her as soon as he entered. “Miss Weber! What are you doing in my room?"
Emotions of rage and embarrassment fought with each other, and rage won out.

“What am | doing here? What are you doing back here so early?”



“I hed forgotten something in my room."
“Redly? What exactly?'

Hesghed. “I don't care for your tone, Miss Weber, nor do | carefor your invasion of my privacy. | have
to get back to work."

“Where? At the New York World?'

“Yes. Now pleaseleave my room.” He walked towards her, his eyes darting around.

Adeeraised her hand in front of her, pam out. “Y ou don't work at the New York World, Mr. Schmidt."
Schmidt stopped afew feet away. “How—what makes you say that?"

“I went looking for you there. They never heard of you. Nor had any other paper.”

“What did you tel them?"

“Oh, nothing at dl. It'snot like | had found this yet.” She picked up Ship Ablaze.

Schmidt sprang towards her. “Give that back to me. It's autographed.”

“What?'

“I meanit'smine. Hand it over.”

Adele pulled the book closeto her body, and Schmidt hesitated. “ Not without an explanation,” she said.
She waved the book around. “What isthis?"

“Nothing you need to concern yoursdlf with."

“Oh, redly? It ssemsto be abook from the year 2003. Are you sure that it's not my concern that the
current year isonly 19047

“|—I don't know what to say."

“'Die Wahrheit wird euch frei machen,” Addesaid.

“Pardon?

“John, chapter eight, verse thirty-two. ‘ The truth shal makeyou free” Tell methetruth.”

“Um. Thetruth.” Hesghed. “1 guess| ought to. That book isin fact from the year 2003. It's the definitive
work on the General Socum tragedy.”

“The General Socum tragedy,” she repeated.

“Y eah. There were other books written before and after, but this oneis sill considered the most
comprehensive.”

She shook her head. “I don't understand. That is, | think | understand, but | don't want to."
“A normd reaction.”

“Will you tel me what's going on? Who are you?" She brandished the book even higher. “How isthis



possible?’

Schmidt crossed hisarms. “ Miss Weber, let me ask you something. Have you ever heard of an English
writer, aman by the name of Herbert George Wdlls?'

“Yes, of course."

“Well, one of the books he'swritten—at least, | think he'swritten it by now—has to do with the concept
of timetrave.”

Adele searched her mind, and finaly came up with atitle. “ The Time Machine."

Schmidt nodded. “Y es. The Time Machine. A man builds amachinethat alows himto travel into the
past and the future. | stand before you as the final achievement of that dream. In the future, we have
figured out how to visit the past.” He paused. “Do you believe me?"

“It seems an impossiblefantasy,” Adele said. “ And yet—the book—"
“The Time Machine?’ Schmidt asked.

Addeglared a him. “No. Y our book. The one I'm holding. Ship Ablaze."
“Oh.” Schmidt's eyes moved to look at the book. “That one.”

“Yes. Thisone. | can't fathom how or why you might have arranged to have that book printed. The only
conclusion | can cometo isthat the book is redlly from the twenty-first century.” She paused. “Which
meansthat you redly have come here from the future.”

He sighed, aworld-weary sgh that seemed out of place in aman so young. “I'm not supposed to reved
that, but sometimesit's so hard to hide the truth.” He walked over to hisbed and sat down upon it. “I
hope you won't betray my confidence.”

“So tell me about this. Have you come back to stop this horrible tragedy? Isthat why you're here?”
Schmidt paled, and he didn't reply.
“What isit?’ Adeleasked. “What'swrong?'

“I'm afraid,” he said, “that I'm not here to stop the tragedy. | can't stop it. No one can. That's not how
timetravel works. There are restrictions.”

“Then tell me how timetravel works. Perhaps| can figure out away to get around the retrictions.”
Schmidt smiled. “How might you explain the workings of atelephoneto someonein 18047

Adderaised afinger. “Do not patronize me, Mr. Schmidt. Perhaps | wouldn't be able to understand the
science or technology behind timetravel. But | do understand possibilities. If | knew that aladder had a
rotten rung, and that if someone who climbed it would break the rung and fdl, | would be remissif |
didn't try to save them. Why can't you do the same?’

“Miss Weber, let metry to use your ladder analogy to make it clear. Imaginetime asasort of ladder.
History happens when you climb the rungs. Okay?*

She nodded. “ Okay."



“Now imagine what would happen if at aparticular rung, | discovered that by fiddling withiit | could
cause awhole second ladder to emerge. So that | can create a choice of which ladder | climb.”

“That'san odd image, but I'll accept it."

“It gets odder. Now imagine that | have some sort of switch on that rung. With the switchinitsorigina
position, | can climb up the origind ladder. But if | flip the switch, the new ladder appears and the old
onevanishes. And thus| can only climb the second ladder.”
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“But herésmy point, Miss Weber. | dready came down thefirst [adder. If I'm forced to climb the
second ladder, | have no ideawhereI'll end up.”

Adele pondered theimage for amoment. “Let me seeif | grasp your point clearly. You are saying that if
you were to prevent this disaster, you would create achange in your own history."

“That's correct.”
“I &till do not see what is so wrong with that."

Schmidt sighed. “1f | were to change the pagt, that would also force a change upon the future. And |
come from the future, Miss Weber."

“| dill don't see your objection.”

“Let mesummarizeit by what is called the Grandfather Paradox. What would happen to meif | came
back in time and killed my own grandfather while he was till ababy in hiscrib?’

“Ah,” Adde sad, with sudden understanding. “Y ou would cease to exist. But then you wouldn't exist to
kill your grandfather, so he should live."

Schmidt nodded. “Precisdy. And if helives, then | would be born, alowing meto go back in time and
kill him. A paradox.”

“Soif you were to stop this horrible disaster, the future you came from would cease to exist, and by
extension, so would you."

“Exactly. Again, aparadox.”

“Wdl, how isthis paradox resolved?’

He gave Addeafirm look. “By not changing the past.”

“But then what happensto free will? Are you not here now, and able to make decisions?’
“Wadll, yes. But my decisons are not onesthat will disrupt the future, so no problem emerges.”

Adele shook her head. “1'm sorry, Mr. Schmidt, | can't accept that. If history isasfragile asyou clam,
then doesn't your presence here dready disrupt the future?”

Schmidt bit hislip in thought. “Weéll, yes and no. Some changes are more important, more vita, than
others. Therésalaw of Conservation of Redlity that sometimeskicksin.”

“A Law of Conservation of Redlity?"



Schmidt stared into the distance for amoment, then said, “L et me give you an example out of hitory that
has aready happened. Suppose you went back in time and killed Napoleon in his crib. What do you
think would happen?'

Adelelaughed. “Many things"
“Name one."
She shrugged. “ The French would never have had their empire.”

He nodded. “ So you say. And yet, why wasit Napoleon who was responsible for the empire? Weren't
there other forces, other things, at play in history? Might not someone else have stepped in and taken on
Napoleon'srole?’

Adele thought for amoment, then said, “1 am not much of ahistorian, Mr. Schmidt. | supposeit's
possible, but these questionsrarely cometo my mind."

“Forgive me, Miss Weber. | am not trying to make you fed ignorant. Rather, | am trying to point out that
while parts of history arefragile, other parts are much more resilient. If | wereto kill Napoleon, the Law
might cause some other Frenchman to form asimilar empire, and by 1904 the broad outline of history
would be back on track."

“So why not attempt to save my community? Isn't history resilient enough for that?"
He sighed. “History might be resilient enough, but I'm not.”
“What do you mean?'

“That Law of Conservation of Redlity | mentioned before? Sometimesthe Law kicksin by killing thetime
traveler, so changes don't happen that have to be corrected. If | wereto try to change history, history
might try to kill meto preventit."

She sniffed. “ That seems to me a selfish reason not to help. Do not forget that my father gave hislifeto
rescue others.”

“And you lived to regret it, did you not? Or so you said at Coney Idand.”
Addeglared a him. “That was different.”

Schmidt shrugged. “ Perhaps. Miss Weber, please understand. From my point of view, dl this—" he
waved an arm around “—is dready past. My presence here doesn't changeit, as my own placeisin your
future. Asfar as| am concerned, the General Socum tragedy isaready apart of history."

Adede tapped her foot in annoyance. “ So what's the point of your being here, Mr. Schmidt? If you're not
planning to save my community, my friends, my family—me—then why are you here?'

Schmidt wrung his hands. “ To save something. A remnant of memory. Have you heard of Thomas Alva
Edison, theinventor?'

“Of course. Who hasn't?"

“Sorry. I'm still adjusting to what people might know in 1904. If you've heard of Edison, then you've
probably heard of the motion picture.”

Sherolled her eyes. “Motion pictures such as The Life of an American Fireman or The Great Train



Robbery?'

Schmidt looked puzzled. “I've heard of the second, but not the firgt.”

“| saw both lagt year at the Kinetoscope Parlor.”

“The Kinetoscope Parlor?"

“On Broadway between Twenty-Sixth and Twenty-Seventh Street? It's been there since | wasachild.”

“I see. Wdll, then, thismay be easier to explain than | thought. I've come back in time to make arecord
of thetragedy."

“Y ou have your very own motion picture camera? Y ou plan to preserve images of the disaster on film?”

“Morethan that,” he said. “Much more.” He stood up, walked over to his bureau, and opened the top
drawer. From it he removed an odd-looking helmet with the word MEMVOX printed across the brow.

“Here” hesad, handing it over.

Adele placed the book on the table. She took the helmet and turned it around in her hands, studying it.
Many smal metd disks were affixed to theingde.

“What do | do with this?*

“Placeit over your head."

She laughed. “ Are we about to engage in battle?’

He amiled. “Not unless you want to."

She carefully placed the helmet onto her head so as not to disturb her hair.

“How doesthat fed?” Schmidt asked, his voice sounding thick through the helmet.
“Heavy.” She sniffed theair. “And it smdlsof ail."

“That will only last for amoment.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out asmall molded meta box,
with knobs and buttons, which he held near her head.

“Miss Weber, are you ready?'
“For what?"'

Schmidt chuckled. “I guess1'd call it animmersion into another world. It'slike watching amovie, but you
experienceit from theinsgde.”

Adde shrugged. “It soundsintriguing. I'm reedy.”

Schmidt nodded. He pushed a button on the box—and suddenly the room vanished. Adele found herself
strapped into aleather chair in astrange room. Dias and displays of numbers danced before her face.
Directly ahead and to both sides, windows showed clear blue sky and clouds, with some sort of
pavement underneeth.

Shefdt asudden jerk of movement, and a high-pitched whinefilled her ears. The room she sat in started
moving forward, faster and faster. The view through the window showed faraway buildings and trees,



moving past her more and more quickly, faster than she had ever gone before—and then suddenly the
room lifted into the air.

Adderedized now that she had to bein some sort of vehicle, aflying machine. She now noticed some
sort of pole, probably a steering mechanism, sticking out of thefloor.

“Will wonders never cease?’ she said aloud, athough asfar as she could tell there was no one around to
hear her.

Very carefully, shetook hold of the pole and pulled it towards her. The flying machine began to climb at
an even steeper angle, and she felt hersaf pushed dightly into her seat. She pushed the pole forward and
let it go, and the flying machine seemed to settle into a horizontal position.

“Hm,” shesad.

She sat and looked out the window as the flying machine took her on ajourney, sometimes ascending,
sometimes descending. The experience was rather smilar to that of being on aroller coaster, she
decided, athough alot smoother.

Until theend.

Looking out the front window, she saw huge buildings of glass and metd, towering over the ground

bel ow. The machine brought her closer and closer to the buildings, when suddenly, just when she thought
shewould diein acrash, the machine banked upwards. She felt hersalf being pushed into her seat asthe
vehicle climbed. Theweight of her body increased, making it harder for her to breathe. She waited for
relief, but the vehicle just continued to accel erate, dmost straight upwards—when suddenly it stalled, and
shefound hersdlf, and the machine, fdling.

She screamed asintense fear filled her entire being. The air seemed to get thicker and hotter. The urgeto
get away, to flee, to survive, overwhelmed her, and she suddenly remembered that thiswasal unredl.
Shetore the helmet from her head—and found hersalf back in Mr. Schmidt's chambers.

“Merciful God,” she croaked. Her heart beat so quickly shefelt afraid it might burst out of her chest.

Schmidt immediately jumped to her sde, and placed his hands upon her shoulders. Normally, shewould
have rgjected the indignity, but she had no strength. “MissWeber!” he said, hisface apicture of concern.
“Come, lie down upon the bed.”

Gently, she made her way from the chair to the bed, gripping Schmidt'sarm firmly so shewouldnt fall
onto the floor. The dizziness from the experience lingered. She collapsed onto the bed, bresthing heavily,
and she gtifled an urge to vomit.

“Adde, I'm sorry. | truly am. | forgot how vivid virtua reality can be. | didn't redize the effect that would
have on you. | supposeit's as removed from motion pictures as—as | am from 1904."

“What—whét in the name of our Lord was that?'

“It's called—waell, it doesn't matter what it's called. The point isthat you were flying.”
Sheglared a him. “1 know | wasflying, youidiot. Or at least it felt like it. Wasthat red ?'
He nodded. “Oh, yes. Quitered.”

“| «ill want to know what it was called.”



“Theflying machineiscalled an arplane.”

“Anarplane,” Adde repeated, as she got her breath back. “And it hasn't been invented yet. That | know
for afect.”

Schmidt cleared histhroat. “ Actudly, two brothersflew onejust last December, if | remember my
higory."

“Last December?'
“Yall
She shook her head. “Impossible. | would have known."

Schmidt shrugged. “Wadll, it's not asimportant as the device you just had on your head. It'scaled a
memory player.”

“A memory player,” she echoed.
“Yes. It can replay the memories of one person into another person's mind.”
“So that was amemory? Of someone flying an airplane?’

“Wadll, not quite. That was more of atraining scenario. If it had been areal memory, you wouldn't have
been ableto interact with it."

Adeetook amoment to assmilate thisinformation, then said, “It's more intense than watching amovie,
intit?'

“Yes, itis” Schmidt replied. “But | guessyou learned that dready.”

Adedefeared she knew the answer to the next question, but felt compelled to ask it anyway. “How does
thisdevicetiein with the &t. Mark'sexcurson?’

“Wael,” Mr. Schmidt said. He looked around the room, never looking at Adelesface.
“Well,” hesaid again.
“I'mwaiting,” Addesad.

“I'm implanting memory recorder nanobots into the minds of as many peoplein Little Germany as| can.
Especidly the women and children, asthey will be the mgority of the people on the steamboat.”

“What was that word?"
“Um.” Schmidt ran his hand through hishair, asif searching for histhoughts. “Y ou mean nanobots?'
((Yall

“That'salittle hard to explain. It'slike the lens of the camera. It would be asif thefilm of the camera
were kept in aseparate container.” Helifted the little box again. “ All the memorieswill end up in here,
and then | can bring them with me back to the future.”

“But how can the memories reach from peoples mindsinto your little box?"

“Um,” Schmidt said again. “That's hard to explain. I'd have to use alot of scientific terminology that



hasn't been invented yet. Could you explain to amedieva monk how amotion picture works?'

“Do not talk to me asif | wereasmall child,” she said coldly. “1 have amind, you know.” Asthe words
came out of her mouth, asudden, chilling thought occurred to her. “Mr. Schmidt. Did you implant one of
those—those nanobotsin my head?'

“Yourswas one of thefirst,” hereplied.
Sheglared a him. “That isasevereinvasion of my privacy. Y ou are the absolute worst sort of voyeur.”

“I would beg your pardon, Miss Weber, but that would be dishonest of me. Y ou have to remember that
from my perspective, dl the members of thiscommunity arelong gone. Where | come from, you're
aready avic—I mean, you've dready passed on.” He paused. “Besides, the other sdeto thisinvasion of
your privacy isthe historica record. | would imagine that your people would want arecord of the

tragedy.”
She picked the book off of the table again. “Isn't this proof that there will be arecord?’

“Sort of. May | show you something?’ Gently, he took the book from her hands. He flipped through the
pages until he found a page close to the end of the book, and he handed the book back to her. “ Read
this” hesad.

The page displayed three smple words on two lines: “ Part Four” in smaller type, with the word
“Forgetting” underneeth in larger type. A picture of the sseamboat's wheel appeared underneath.

Adde looked up. “Forgetting?’ she asked.
“Thetragedy isnot remembered.”
“Atdl?"

He cleared histhroat. “1t is remembered a bit, but not as much as other tragedies, some with fewer lives
logt, but dso oneswith much, much more devastation.”

“More devastation?’ Adele couldn't fathom such athing. She closed the book and checked the number
on the front cover. “More than the one thousand the book claims perished?’

“One thousand twenty-one,” Schmidt said.
“You didn't answer my question.”

Schmidt got afar away look in hiseyes. “ The answer isyes. There are other disasters, much worse, in
thiscity'shigtory.”

“Worse?'

He nodded, and gestured with his hands asif trying to creste a picture for her. “Buildings set aflame.
People jumping out of windows. Great unimaginable towers crashing down. Diseases running rampant in
the streets.” He shuddered.

“Do you have any of thosein your memory player?'
He nodded. “ Asregular recordings, yes. | have afew."

“| see.” She paused. “Do not show me any of those. Ever."



“I would never inflict those images on anyone who didn't need to see them,” hereplied.
Adele glanced at the book. “Even with other disasters, how could people forget this one?!

“That's hard to explain without going into more detail about the future, but let me see.” He paused in
thought for amoment. “Many years ago—or many yearsin the future, from your perspective—when |
was astudent, | took acoursein history at Columbia University from Professor James Patrick Shenton.
He taught me two truisms about this city. Thefirst wasthat New Y orkers never let principle take
precedence over profit.”

“And the second?’
“New Y orkers dso never let memory be a hindrance.”
“Explain,” Addesad.

“New Y orkers have never been much for preserving the past. If abuilding stood in the way of progress,
no matter how historic, it would be torn down."

“Peopléslives are not buildings, Mr. Schmiat.”

“True,” hereplied. “But to some people those lives are valued even less.” Helifted the book. “It'sdl in
here. The Socum disaster was the greatest tragedy this city had ever known, and within one hundred
years, it had been completely forgotten. | want people to remember again. | want them to know the
tragedy that struck.”

“But it hasn't happened yet,” Adde said. “Why force them to know the tragedy? Why not erase it before
it ever comesto pass?"

“I'vedready told you. Thetimdineisnot that reslient.”

“Surely it would be resilient enough to spare the lives of my thousand countrymen! After dl, if the disaster
ismastly forgotten, how could preventing it possibly affect history?”

“It would affect my persona history, Miss Weber. There are ancestors of mine who will dieonthe
General Socum."

Adele had not expected that. “ Redlly? Who? Do | know them?"

Schmidt shook his head. “I've said too much aready. But it's because of my family history that I'm one of
the people who remember the tragedy.”

“I see. I'm sorry.” Even as she spoke the words, Add e felt the absurdity of consoling Mr. Schmidt on the
degths of ancestors who hadn't even died yet. Nevertheless, it seemed to her the proper thing to say.

“Thank you,” he said.
“Mr. Schmidt, why did you tell medl this?'
“Y ou—you discovered the book. | had no choice.”

She amiled a him. “Do not take mefor afoal. If, asyou say, there are inherent dangersin changing
history, surely your showing me something of the future isa danger.”

Henodded. “Itis. But fortunately | can correct that."



Adeefdt achill run through her body, and it took her amoment to regain the ability to spesk. “ Does that
mean—would you—are you planning to murder me?"

Schmidt's eyebrows shot up and his jaw dropped open. The expression on his face was so comical that
Addedmost laughed. “I take it the answer isno.”

“I'm surprised you would have even entertained the notion,” he said.
“Y ou're letting athousand people go to their deasths without interference. It wasn't that much of astretch.”

He sighed. “No, | suppose not. But | don't haveto kill you. I can use another one of my devicesto make
you forget our conversation ever happened.”

Shenodded. “Ah. So you would further violate my mind, then.”

“I haveno real choice,” Schmidt said. From ajacket pocket he pulled out athin metd rod. “ Thisdevice
iscaled adisorienter. It will cause you to forget our conversation. Are you ready?"

“| plead with you. Do not do this."
“I have no choice, Miss Weber. I'm sorry."

He pointed the rod directly at her and pushed a button. Adele considered jumping away, or lunging for
the rod, but neither option seemed viable. Instead, she shut her eyestight and waited for whatever effect
the rod would have on her.

But nothing happened. She opened one eye and saw Mr. Schmidt standing there, dumbfounded, the rod
now hanging loosdly from his hand.

“Mr. Schmidt?1 sill remember everything.”
He nodded. “I know. | couldn't do it."
Adeefdt asmal measure of rdief. “Ah. | knew you wouldn't do that to me.”

Schmidt shook hishead. “No, Adele. What | meant was that your mind istoo strong. There are dways
some people whose minds resist the disorienter. I'm afraid you're one of them.”

“Oh. | had thought—never mind. So what happens now?"
“Now?" He paused, his brow furrowed. “Now | guess | haveto rely upon your discretion.”
“Meaning?'

“Meaning it ismy turn to plead with you. Miss Weber, promise me that you will not breathe aword of
thisto anyone. The consequenceswill be disastrousif you do."

She pointed a Ship Ablaze. “ They will be disastrousif | don't.”
“Miss Weber—"

Adele stood up and took afew quick steps over to the door. Just before she left the room, she took one
last look at the book. “Y ou have kept your own counsel for quite sometime, Mr. Schmidt. Expect meto
dothesame."

* * % %



On many of the following nights, Adele Weber dreamed again of fire and water. But no longer did she
float on asmpleraft that was sometimes a building or amaze. Instead, she found herslf on acavernous
steamboat, devoid of other people, asafirelicked away at the decks.

During the days, Lucas Schmidt kept up the pretense of going to work at the World. Adele knew the
truth, but saw no reason to tell her mother. Schmidt somehow managed to pay his weekly rent, so what
would be the point of exposing him? It wasn't asif her mother could do anything.

But there were some people who could. A few evenings later, Adele stood in front of Mr. Schmidit's
door with Reverend Haas and Mary Abendschein. Haas knocked on the door, and within amoment
Schmidt openedit.

“Pastor Haas. Miss Abendschein.” The dightest pause. “MissWeber. Towhat do | owethisvisit?'
“May | spesk with you, Mr. Schmidt?’ Haas asked.

“Um—certainly.” He moved aside and dlowed the pastor and the head of the excurson committeeinto
hisroom. As Adele passed by, she gave him ahaughty look, to which Schmidt did not visibly react. She
darted over to hisdesk, but nothing sat upon it.

“Wel, whereisit?" she asked as Haas and Abendschein found placesto stand.
“Whereis what, Miss Weber?' Haas asked.

“He knows,” she said, pointing a Schmidit.

“| do?" Schmidt asked.

Sheglared a him. “ The book. The memory recorder. The hdmet. Any of it. All of it."

Haas removed his spectacles. “Miss Weber. Miss Abendschein and | were willing to cometalk to Mr.
Schmidt, but would you mind if | handled thismy way?"

“Sorry, Reverend. By al means™

Haas nodded. “Mr. Schmidt. Adele has come to us with news of apremonition, for lack of a better
word."
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“Yes. Now | have known Adele and her family for along time; in fact, | christened Adele. And | know
that Adele sometimes has vivid dreams regarding what may cometo pass.”

“Oh, does she?” Schmidt asked.

“Yes, shedoes. | tend not to put faith in such things mysdlf. But once or twice—" He paused. “But that is
not important now. Thisis"

“Whet?'

Haas put his spectacles back on. “Mr. Schmidt, thiswill sound ludicrous, but Miss Weber told me that
you knew of a problem with the upcoming excurson to Long Idand.”

“Reelly?



“Yes. Shesaid that it cameto her in adream. She claimed you had in your possession abook that
detailed agreat disaster that would take place should we go on our excursion.”

Schmidt looked at Addle, who let her gazefdl to thefloor. “Indeed,” he said.
“I' know it sounds like nonsense, but she seemed most insistent.”
“Wall, I have no such book. This sounds like adream of hersthat had best stay in the dark of night.”

Haas pulled at his collar and then wiped his brow with awhite handkerchief. “May | have your
permission to look around?’

Schmidt smiled. “ Thisismy private room, Reverend Haas, but | wouldn't be hereif not for you. Please,
by al means. | shdl be outsde, breathing inthefresh night air.”

Given the trace scent of manure that occasionally wafted through the streets, it was clear to Adele that
Schmidt was being facetious, and merely giving them a chance to search hisroom without his presence. It
also became clear to her that Reverend Haas would not be able to find the book; otherwise, Mr.
Schmidt would not have been so ready to assent.

“Never mind,” she said suddenly. “ There's nothing here.”
Haas |ooked at her. “Were you lying then about your dream?”

“No, Reverend. | would never lieto you. | am convinced Mr. Schmidt knows of adanger which he
amply refusesto tell us. But | don't think we're going to find anything that | sasw—I mean that | dreamed
about—here."

Haas nodded, and turned back to Schmidt. “Mr. Schmidt—L ucas—on your honor as anew member of
my congregation, please be candid. Isthere any reason that you know of that we should cancel the
fedtivities of Wednesday next?'

Schmidt glanced at Adde and Haasin turn. Findly, he gave aweary shake of hishead. “1 know of no
reason."

“Thank you, Sir.” Haas turned to Adele and flashed aweak amile. “Adee, | know how caught up you
sometimes get in your dreams. Please rest assured that | will take all precautions to ensure a smooth and
safe excursgon on the General Socum.”

“Will you spesk with the captain, at leest? Have him run afire drill ?*

Haas sghed. “ Captain Van Schiack has been in charge of the steamboat for thirteen years, and hehasa
spotlessrecord. | am surewewill befine."

Haas and Abendschein departed. As soon asthe door closed behind them, Adele lurched at Schmidit,
who jumped back. “Whereisit, you cad?"

“The book?"

“Yes, the book! What have you done with it, you blackguard?'
“I sent it back to thefuture.”

“Y ou did what?"



“I had to. | couldn't risk the possibility that someone else might come acrossit. No onewould believe
you, not with your reputation for dreams. But they might believe the book. And if someone dsewereto
seeit, wdl, I'm not sure if people would be so mistrusting of Reverend Haas or Miss Abendschein.”

“But al these people are going to die!™
“Higtory can't be helped.”

Adele thought of afew choice responsesto that, but considered hersdlf far too much of alady to say
them doud. Instead, shereplied, “Y ou are wrong. History can be hel ped, especidly if it isnot yet

higory."
Herased afinger. “Adde—"
“Do not presume upon me, Mr. Schmidt.”

“Let metry to show you the dangersin another way. Forget the General Socum for the moment.
Instead, answer this question: would you have me go back further into time and save your father'slife?"

Adeefroze. “That possibility had never occurred to me."

“Wdl?'

“Go back in time and save my father from dying? Of course | would.”
“Areyou sure? Think long and hard before answering again.”

Adee thought. She had loved her father so much when shewas alittle girl. He had dways hugged her
every evening when he came home from work, and she remembered how happy he dways made her just
by being around. He used to take Adele and her mother to the park and playgrounds, and she
remembered how safe she dways felt, knowing her father was around.

Andyet ... Her father had aso been an overwheming presencein her family. Adele loved to read
anything she could get her hands on, and she had had to sneak glances at books and magazines while her
father was dive. For some reason, he never felt that alittle girl needed to read so much, even though
Addethirsted to learn about the world. As much as she didn't want to admit it, her father's absence had
madeit easier for her in some ways.

Infact ... Addle thought about how necessity had forced her mother to grow from asimple housewife
into awoman who managed to keep the two of them in food and shelter. The fact wasthat her mother
had become a much stronger, more independent woman than she had been before. Adele wouldn't want
to take that away from her mother.

“Wdl?" Schmidt asked. “Would you change history?"

“I—I don't know. The woman | am now would probably say yes, and ask you to go back intime and
savemy father. Butif | did alow it to happen, then the woman | am now would ceaseto exist. And |
have no ideawha my new lifewould belike."

“Precisdy. Perhapsif your father lived, your mother would have died. Or maybe you yourself. Or
perhaps you dl would have ended up ahappy family, right until the Socum disaster. That'sjust it. You
don't know, you can't know. History is dangerousto toy with."

“However, Mr. Schmidt, your analogy has onefatd flaw."



“Whichiswhat?'

Shetook a deep breath. “If you ask me herein 1904 if | would go back in time to 1898 to change
something, | hesitate. But if you ask meto prevent something that, asfar as| am concerned, has not yet
happened, my answer is an unequivocal yes.” She paused. “I shal continue spread the word about the
disagter, Mr. Schmidt. And you can't ssop me."

“Y ou dready saw Reverend Haass reaction. They'll consder you insaneif you try."
“And | will condgder mysdf evil if | do not.”

Schmidt flinched. “Do not think of me asevil, MissWeber. Asl| sad, there arefar worse tragediesin
history. If we were to prevent one tragedy from occurring, moraly we would have to prevent them all ...
and the universe would fdl apart in ablaze of otherworldly fire."

“Ein Prophet gilt nirgends weniger alsin seinem Vaterland und bei seinen Verwandten und in
seinemHause,” shesad.

“Huh?'

“Oh, I'm sorry,” she said with a sarcagtic tone. “ Once again, | had forgotten that you don't speak
German. Mark, chapter six, versefour. ‘A prophet isnot without honor save in his own country.’”

“You are not aprophet, Miss Weber."

“And you are not agentleman, Mr. Schmidt. Y ou have shown me the future and have denied me the
means of averting it. Good night. | hope you have nightmares.”

* k k %

The week of the excursion finally came. The Monday before, June 13, was the day of the annua parade
of the Schuetzen Bund, a German-American shooting club, and Adele went to watch the parade with
her mother, despite fedling glum. At the front of the parade marched a group of men on horses, blowing
trumpets, dong with men playing kettledrums. Everyone was dressed in traditiond costume, from their
Bavarian hats down to their lederhosen. Women wore dirndls over their blouses and long flowing skirts,
with their hair braided in myriad styles. And then, following behind, thousands of German immigrantsand
German-Americans, many brandishing rifles.

Adele searched the crowd for Mr. Schmidt, but couldn't find him. He had chosen not to watch the
parade with them, and when she pressed him, he explained that thiswould be hislast chance to spread
his nanobots before the excursion. Adele's mother took it asargection of Adele, which made Adele
evenmorelidless.

Adele dept badly on both Monday and Tuesday nights. And then the morning of Wednesday, June 15,
1904, arrived. Addle awoke to sunlight streaming in the windows. She breathed in the morning air and

felt abreeze caress her body. The day would clearly turn out to be beautiful; she just hoped it wouldn't
betragic aswell.

After she dressed, she knocked on Mr. Schmidt's door, but there was no response.
“Mr. Schmidt?’ she called out. “Y ou don't want to miss the boat."

Again, impudence won out over propriety. Adele turned the knob, opened the door, and walked into the
room, only to discover that it was completely empty of Schmidt and his possessions. All of hisclothing
was gone, aswere hisfuturistic devices.



After afew minutes, she sighed and went to the kitchen to prepare breskfast and lunch for herself and
her mother. When her mother finaly cameinto the dining room, she was aready dressed for the
excurson in her finest Sunday ouitfit, ablue blouse and skirt combination topped off with a
broad-brimmed hat.

“What do you think, Adele?’ she asked, turning around.

“Y ou look lovely asadways, mother."

“Will you be wearing ahat, Adde? If you don't, you'll catch your death of sunburn.”

“I thought | would bring aparasol. I'vel€ft it near the door with the blankets and towels."

Adedée's mother nodded. “ Thank you for preparing the sandwiches.”

“Of course.” She paused. “Mother, will Mr. Schmidt bejoining us?1 didn't hear him in hisroom.”

“I spoke with him last night. He told me that he would be leaving early for the boat.” She flashed a
knowing smile at Adde. “My guessisthat he wishes to save two seats on the hurricane deck.”

Despite her sour mood, Adele couldn't help but smile back. “Y ou harbor more hopesthan | do."

“Now, child, I'm sure he will forgive you for your fantases. | wouldn't be surprised if he's planned
something specia for you once we reach Locust Grove.”

“Or even before,” Adde said under her breath.
“What?'

“Nothing.” Adele thought for amoment about whether she should tell her mother that Mr. Schmidt had
cleared hisroom of al his possessions. She decided not to. But she did decide one last time to express
her reservations about the excursion.

“Mother, I'm till not sureif we should go on the Seamboat.”
“Thisagain?’ Shesghed. “Adee, you've dready been fodder for the church gossip mill. Please stop.”
“But mother—"

“Adde, I'm going, whether you do or not. Y our uncleis expecting me. And we need to leave now. The
General Socum is scheduled to depart from the East Third Street recreation pier at aquarter to nine.”

Adeefdt torn, but she wasn't about to let her mother go on the steamboat without her. At the very least,
perhaps she could save the two of them.

They stepped out onto the street, which aready teemed with hundreds of people dressed in their Sunday
best heading towards the Third Street pier. Some walked briskly east, while others hovered in front of
tenement buildings or stood at corners, waiting for friends and family.

They stopped once when Adde heard alittle girl laughing behind them. She turned around and spotted
Catherine Gallagher with her family.

“Wadll, hello, Catherine. Y ou seem particularly happy.”

“I am, | am!” thelittle girl shouted. 1 thought | wasn't going to be able to go, but the woman at the store,



shegave me aticket!” She held her ticket up high.

“Now be careful, Catherine,” the girl's mother said. “Y ou don't want to |ose the ticket, now that God has
smiled uponyou.”

More like God has sentenced you, Adele thought.
“Haveagood time,” Adele's mother said to the Gallaghers. “Well see you on the boat."

Soon enough, Adele and her mother found themsealves at the gangplank, where Reverend Haas and
Mary Abendschein stood welcoming parishioners and guests onto the General Socum. “Ah, Miss
Weber, Mrs. Weber,” Haas said. “| am delighted to see you both. Particularly you, Miss Weber."

“Here, dears,” Miss Abendschein said, pressing into their left hands copies of the Journal for the
Seventeenth Annual Excursion of &. Mark's Evan. Lutheran Church.

“The program fed sthicker than last year's,” Adeles mother said.
Abendschein preened. “We managed to get over one hundred advertisementsthisyear.”
Addeflipped through the program. “ A remarkable achievement.”

“Thank you, Addle.” Shelooked around. I certainly hope you weren't too upset with how often | kept
your boarder away from home."

“Miss Abendschein! Redly!”

She laughed. “Relax. Y our mother told me that he seemed to be courting you. | wouldn't stand in the
way."

“Have you actualy seen Mr. Schmidt today?’ Adele asked.

“I thought | saw him boarding earlier,” Reverend Haas replied. He looked directly at Adele. “1 imagine
he'slooking forward to aday in the country as much asthe rest of us.”

Adde grasped the unspoken point, that Schmidt would not have boarded the Socum if Addes
suspicions of disaster had any grounding to them. “Thank you, Reverend Haas."

“I'll see you on the boat."

Adele and her mother crossed the gangplank and boarded the General S ocum, dong with many happy,
laughing people. Adele noticed a deckhand clicking away on amechanica counter as people stepped of f
the gangplank and onto the boat. She repressed the urge to tell him to be extra careful with his count.

“Wall, dear,” her mother said, “shadl we go to the afterdeck?’
“I want to stay here and keep an eye out for Mr. Schmidt.”

“He's probably aready on board,” her mother replied. “1 want to go listen to Professor George Maurer
and hisband. Y our uncle said he would save us some seats. But you can stay out on the main deck, if
youwish."

Adele sighed. “Mother, | redly do not wish to be separated.”
Her mother laughed. “ Child! Redlly. Nothing's going to happen. Okay?"



“Okay,” Adde said without enthusiasm.
“Good. I'm going to the afterdeck to hear the music. Y ou may stay hereif you wish.”
“I think I will, a least for the moment.”

Addewaved farewell to her mother and watched the gangplank as more people came onto the boat.
Although the boat was scheduled to depart at 8:45 AM, various passengers asked Reverend Haas to
hold the boat for one more family member or friend, and Haas agreed. It wasn't until amost 9:45 AM, as
ayoung girl and her brother flew down the pier, that the deckhandsfindly got ready to haul up the
gangplank.

AsAddewatched this, still straining her eyesfor some sign of Mr. Schmidt, she spotted the wife of Philip
Straub and her three children. An impulse made her approach them.

“Mrs. Straub.”
“Adele Weber! How are you?"

“Mrs. Straub, you've always been so niceto me, | fed | must warn you.” Adele paused for amoment,
then said, “I've been having dreams, dark dreams of today's excursion.”

Mrs. Straub's face turned pae. “So I'm not the only one,” she whispered.

Addewatched as Mrs. Straub turned to a man next to her and said something. Immediately, that man
grabbed hiswife and five children and ran towards the gangplank. Right behind him, Straub and her three
children followed. They tumbled off the boat and landed on the pier, gasping for bregth.

Praise to the heavens, thought Adele. At least I've managed to save someone.

The gangplank disappeared, the crew began to cast off, shouts went up to the pilothouse, and the twin
paddle wheels began to turn.

The General Socum was underway.

* * % %

For the next few minutes, Adele wandered the decks, looking for some sign of either Mr. Schmidt or a
way off the steamboat. Children of al agesran around, playing various games. She spotted Lillie Pfeifer,
afriend who was but ayear older and yet dready married. Lillie and she had spent many previous
excursons dancing with other teenagers on the boat, but Adele knew that things would be different
today, asLillie had to spend the day in the company of other married ladies, no matter their age. In truth,
Adeefdt relieved that she didn't have to fawn over Lillie and be excited for her new marriage.

Adeeturned acorner to keep Lillie from spotting her, and found herself face to face with Mr. Schmidit.
His shocked expression showed that he was just as surprised to see her as shewasto see him. “Mr.
Schmidt? What are you doing here? | thought you would be long gone by now.”

“| should ask you the same question, Miss Weber. What are you doing here, knowing what you know?"*

“My mother refused to heed my warnings, and | would not let her come on the excurson aone. | am
hoping to save her."

“Ah.” Helooked down at hisfeet.

“Nor could | let the rest of my community go into thistragedy aone. Perhaps| could help them. What



about you?’ Shefrowned. “Didn't you plant al the recorders you needed?’ she asked with coldnessin
her voice. “Isnt it time you went back to where you came from?"

“That'sjust it, Miss Weber. I'm not sureif | can.”
“Oh? And why not?"

A few women bumped into Schmidt as they came around the corner. After afew hurried words of
“Pardon me” and “Excuse me,” Schmidt pulled Adele over to therailing. He leaned forward and
whispered in her ear.

“| stopped the disaster.”
Addefdt alumpin her throat. “What do you mean?"

“I went to the lamp room well before the fire would have started. | found alit cigarette Stting on the floor,
and | samped it out.”

“Thelamp room?"
Schmidt gave her acurious look. “Just how much of the book did you manage to read?”
“Not that much.”

He nodded. “Weéll, the fire started in the lamp room, just below the main deck. That is, it would have
dtarted there. But | put it out.”

“Yourenot lying?'

The glum look on hisface said it dl. “No, I'm not. Otherwise, | wouldn't be on the boat. I'd have stayed
safdy avay."

“What about dl that warning about changing the future?”

Schmidt leaned back on therailing, and looked around. Adele followed his gaze. In one corner, agroup
of older women were deeply engaged in conversation. In another, afew children were playing agame of
hide-and-seek.

Schmidt's eyes stopped wandering, and he looked back at Adele. “1 got to know everyone,” he said.
“Pardon?'

“The German-Americans of the Lower East Side. It may be ashrinking community, but it's still avibrant
one, full of lifeand joy. | couldn't bear to see it destroyed the way it once was."

Sowly, Adele nodded. “Y ou came to see the world through my eyes, then."

Schmidt took adeep breath and exhded it. “ Sadly, yes. | decided it would be best if the future didn't
have atragedy to remember.”

“Sadly, you say?"
“I'll get introubleif the future finds out."

“But you changed the future.



“Not enough, apparently. I'm still here, which means my future still exigts, in some form or other. That
means I'll have to take responsibility for changing history.” He paused. “But it'sworth it al, just to see

you happy.”

Adelemoved closer to Mr. Schmidt. She knew it would appear unseemly, but she could only think of
oneway to express her gratitude—when suddenly, she noticed anew odor mixing with that of the st
water and seaair. An odor of burning wood.

“Lucas?’ sheasked, sniffing theair.
Schmidt's eyes widened with horror. “I smdll it too."
A young boy ran pagt, shouting, “ The boat ison fire, the boat ison firel™

Schmidt tugged on hiswatch fob, brought his pocket watch up to hisface, opened the case, and glanced
a thetime. “I'mtoo late.

“Whet isit?'
“It'sthefire. | couldn't opit. The Law of Conservation of Redlity kickedin."
“What areyou saying?'

“History doesn't record exactly what started thefire. | thought it was the cigarette, but it could have been
asmoldering match.” He hit therailing in frustration. “Damn. | should have stayed down there, not let
anyone near thelamp room.”

“If thefireisstarting, we must get to safety.”
“YS’ let_ll
A man ran past them, shouting, “ Quick! Grab alife preserver! Get to the boats!™

A crowd of people began running towards the boats. Adele tried to join them, but Schmidt gripped her
arm tightly. “No. It won't do us any good."

uWI,.]y r]ot?l

“The cork in thelife preservers has become cork dust. If you jumped overboard wearing one, you would
snk likeastone.”

“What about the lifeboats?"

“Held down with wire,” Schmidt responded. “They'll never get onelooseintime.”
“Youknew dl this?'

“Yes, | did.” He paused. “It's part of history."

Sheglared. “It wasdl in that book, wasn't it?"

He nodded. “Yes, it was."

“Mein Gott! My mother! | must find my mother!” Shetried to pull her arm out of Schmidt's grip, but
faled. “Let mego!"



“No, Adde. It'stoo dangerous. Y oull find yourself rushing into awal of flame."

Tears began to cometo her eyes, as passengers jostled around them, running towards the lifeboats. “Y ou
must let me go save my mother!"

Schmidt grabbed her other arm and swung her around. “Adele, listen to me! We can't save everyone. It's
too late. History must play itself out. But we can save oursaves, and your mother aswell, if you will calm
down and follow my ingructions."

Adde nodded. “What do we do?"

“I'm atimetraveler. | can take usout of phase with thetimeline. Then | can leave you suspended outside
of timewhile | go search for your mother."

“Y ou intend to leave mein safety while you risk yourself to find my mother?!

“Using my time machineisthe only way | can attempt to save both of you."

Addetook adeep breath. “ Swear to the Lord that you are not lying to me."

“Adde, | swear to the heavens abovethat | am not lying. May | use my time machineto save us?'
“Doit."

Schmidt unbuttoned hisjacket. Undernesth he wore an odd belt with metal buttons. He took Adele's
hand in hisand wrapped it around his belt, making sure she had afirm grip.

“The bet isyour time machine?” she asked.
“Yes. Now hold on.”

He pushed a button, and the world around them seemed to fade into nonexistence.

* * * %

Panic embraced the hearts and souls of the women, children, and men on board the General Socum.
Some people ran to find their children. Othersran for thelife preservers; the few who managed to put
them on and jump into the water drowned amost immediately.

People died in fire. People died in water.

And Adde Weber, floating outside of time like an insubstantial ghost, had a front-row seet for the entire
disaster.

She watched as aman started swimming towards land. Three or four women—she couldn't tell because
of the way they flailed about in the water—grabbed at the man, desperate for some way to stay afloat.
He screamed at them and tried to push them away, but it was no use. The women grabbed onto the man,
and without meaning to, dragged him under the weter.

She watched as Captain Van Schiack ordered his pilot, Van Wart, to beach the wooden steamboat on
North Brother Idand—afull mile awvay, nowhere near as close as the Bronx docks or the Queens shore.

She watched asfire and smoke flew from the front of the vessdl to the stern, filling the decks. The flame
swept higher and higher, devouring the boat like an insatiable monster. Sparks and embers jumped onto
people, who screamed asthe air filled with the sickening odor of their burning, shriveling flesh.



She watched as strangers picked up children that were not their own and threw them overboard. The
children shouted for their parents asthey fell into the darkness of the cold water, most never to emerge.

She watched as George Heins, only one year younger than Adele, ran to grab asmall girl, but wastoo
late as she disappeared into asudden wall of flame.

She watched as people crushed each other againgt therails, forcing others overboard, where they quickly
drowned.

She watched as L ucas Schmidt dove into and out of time, trying to locate and rescue her mother.

She watched until she could not bear to watch anymore, but her eyesrefused to close, until finaly, the
steamboat, engulfed with fire, had madeit to North Brother Idand.

And then she lost consciousness.

* * % %
Adee awoke on abed in astrange room, with Schmidt sitting in achair next to her.
“Lucas?’ shecdled out. “Wheream 7"

“I brought you to ahotel to recuperate. Y ou've been in and out of acoma. It's an aftereffect of being
outside of timefor so long without atime belt to keep your quantum structure stable.”

“How long have | been unconscious?!
“About two days."
She pushed hersdf up out of the bed. “ Days?"

“It's Friday. Mid-morning.” He pointed at astack of newspapers. “I've brought you the news; if you
want to know what's been going on."

“Perhaps | should just read Ship Ablaze,” she said sarcadticaly.

Schmidt shrugged. “1 may have changed history. The book might not be as accurate as it had been. And
anyway, | don't have it herein 1904 anymore.”

Adele picked up the newspapers and began rustling through them. The headlines spoke of nothing but the
disaster. “499 Known To Be Dead” reported the Herald. “Horror in East River!” from the Tribune. At
least Pulitzer's World had found something good to report: “Many Galant Rescues of the Drowning!"

“They're reporting anywhere from five hundred to one thousand dead,” Addle said.

“That aways happens after atragedy such asthisone,” Schmidt replied. “1t'll take awhilefor the
numbersto settle down.”

“One thousand twenty-one,” Adde said. “From theinside front cover of your book."
“Um, yes. Again, though, you're assuming that | didn't change history, even though | tried.”

Adele thought of the Straub family she had saved, but said nothing about them. Instead, she said, “You
didn't change history, Mr. Schmidt. If you had, you wouldn't be here anymore.”

Hesghed. “ Y ou're probably right. But | won't know for sure until 1 return to the future.”



“When—when do you leave?'
“Not for aday or two more, at least. I've got to make sure al my recordings are set.”

“Hm,” Adde said, and returned to perusing the paper. After amoment, she found something that made
her gasp loudly.

“What isit?” Schmidt asked.

She pointed at the article. “It says here that they've set up a makeshift morgue at the Charities Pier on
East Twenty-Sixth Street.”

Schmidt leaned over and took alook at it. “Y es, they have."
“Did you—whereis my mother?"

A dark cloud seemed to pass over Schmidt's face. He cleared histhroat and said, “I'm sorry, Adele. |
wastoo late.”

Adeefdt alump in her throat. She held back her tearsand said, “1 see”

“Thefire was everywhere. | couldn't even find her.” He paused. “But | tried, Adele. | did try. Please
beieveme.”

She pushed the pile of newspapersto thefloor. “1 need to go to the morgue,” she said. “1 need to find my
mother."

“You can't,” Schmidt said.
“l canand | will!"

He hegtated, then nodded. “All right. But let me go with you. She may not even bethere. And eveniif she
iS, you may not likewhat you find."

“Y ou wish to come with me?"
“Yes, | do.” He paused. “Y ou've aready been through alot; | want to make sureyou'real right.”

Adele studied the earnest expression on Schmidt's face, and then nodded. “Very well. Let usgo
immediady."

They |eft the room and descended the stairs to the hotel 1obby. Schmidt tipped a doorman, who called
for ahorse and carriage. “Mr. Schmidit, | thought we would take a public conveyance.”

“Thisismore private."

“Also more expengve.”

He shrugged. “1 have resources. Please let me assist you as | can.”
Adéde nodded. “ Thank you."

“Yourewecome.” Schmidt held the carriage door for her, and the two of them rode to the pier.

* * % %

Adele and Schmidt descended the carriage at the end of the street. As Schmidt paid the driver, Addle



took in the sight. Huge crowds of people, mostly men, wandered al over the pier, speaking in hushed,
quiet tones. Many carried photographs of their loved ones, pressing them onto other people in the crowd
and asking if anyone had seen them. Policemen were scattered about the crowd, but some were
patrolling right where the carriage dropped them off.

“Sir, madam, may we ask your business here?’ one of the policemen asked with aharsh tonein his
voice.

“Wewere on the boat,” Schmidt said. “We're hoping to find thislady's mother.”
“Oh.” Hemoved to let them by. “ Sorry, Sir, but we thought you might be more curiosity seekers.”
“What?" Addleasked. “Did | hear you right?"

The policeman nodded. “It's disgusting, isn't it? A lot of them came here Wednesday night and Thursday.
For the excitement of being here."

“Hreand Flames,” Adde said under her breath.
“What, miss?'
“Nothing."

Asthey waked into the crowd, Adele's gaze shifted from left to right. When they got to the smdler
crowd in front of the covered pier, she whispered, “It seems so cam.”

One of the men waiting there responded. “ Therewas ariot yesterday,” he said. “ Shortly after Mayor
McCldlan left. But the police got it under control.”

“Oh,” Adele said, not surewhat to say. “ Y ou were here yesterday 7"

The man nodded. “My wife and children weren't in the morgue yesterday. | know they've got to be dive
somewhere. | just know it. I'm hoping someone here might have some information.”

Another man joined the conversation. “ Things were redlly bad yesterday. Some peopletried to jumpin
the river when they found the bodies of their loved ones.”

“Oh,” Addesad. “I hope—that is—I'm sorry."

The man nodded. “ Thank you. I'm sorry for whatever loss you've suffered aswell.” He paused. “I've
found some of my family, but not dl. I'm hoping to find the rest today so we can bury them all together.”

“Conrad Muth,” said amorgue attendant at the entrance.
“That'sme,” theman said.
“Comewith me, please.”

Adele moved forward before the attendant and Mr. Muth could move away. “ Excuse me, please. I'd like
to check in."

“What's your name, Miss?'
“Adele Weber. I'm looking for my mother, Mathilde."

The attendant made a note on a piece of paper. “ Okay, Miss Weber, well call you when we're ready for



you.” He paused. “I don't want to raise your hopes, though, Miss. There's only about twenty-five bodies
left. If you haven't found your mother by now...” Hetrailed off.

“Miss Weber was recuperating from thefire,” Schmidt said. “ She hasn't been here yet.”

“Oh. Why don't you come in right now, then? Most of the others are here for asecond or third look.
Y ou redly should have priority."

“Thank you."

Adele, Schmidt, and Muth followed the attendant into the makeshift morgue. Adele gasped when they
walked in. Each body lay in an open coffin, surrounded by and covered with ice, so that only the face
showed. Thefloor of the warehouse was wet with the runoff from the coffins, and adight putrid smell
permeated the air.

The attendant passed Mr. Muth dong to another attendant, and then gave hisfull attention to Adele. “My
name's Bob, Miss. I'll take you and your friend down the row."

“Thank you."

The three of them walked deliberately past the coffins, and asthey did, Adele took alook at the face of
each body. She covered her mouth with her hand to keep out the stench, and was grateful when Schmidt
gave her ahandkerchief to help.

They passed one body, then another and another, until finaly they reached the end of therow. Adele
took onelook at the face, and recognition hit her like a punch in the somach.

It was her mother.

She turned away, sobbing, and buried her head in Schmidt's shoulder.

“I takeit thisisthe one,” Bob said.

Schmidt nodded, while Adele continued to cry.

“Could you give usamoment?’ Schmidt asked the attendant, who nodded and backed away.

Adele hugged Mr. Schmidt even tighter, and in between her sobs, she said, “Y ou didn't even try to save
her. Why didn't you save her?'

“That'snot fair, Adele,” Schmidt replied gently. “Y ou know that intheend | tried to save everyone."
Adee nodded and wiped away at her tears. “1 know. I'm sorry. | just—"
“I undergtand.”

As so0n as her tears were spent, she let go of Schmidt and the attendant scurried back. “Miss, would
you come with me, please? We need you to fill out the death certificate and body remova permit.”

“l—I—" Adde began. Then sheturned to look a Schmidt. “Y ou wereright,” she sad. “It'stoo much.”
“I'll take care of it,” Schmidt said. “Lead the way."

They followed the attendant to a nearby room and took care of the mundane business of desth.

* * % %



Adele buried her mother on Black Saturday, June 18, at the L utheran cemetery in Middle Village,
Queens, dong with most of the victims whose bodies had been found. She walked through the graveside
funeral and buria with an eerie sense of detachment.

Back at her gpartment, Adele sat at the dining room table, fedling emotionally drained, while Schmidt
fiddled with hisfuturistic devices. She watched him in silencefor afew minutes, and then finaly spoke.
“So, Mr. Schmidt. Did you get everything you needed?’

Schmidt nodded. “1 think | have. I've recorded the tragedy through the memory recordersimplanted in
everyonesminds, including—"

He cut himsdlf off, and left it for Addeto finish. “Including the minds of those who did not survive."
“yes"

Adde pondered her next question carefully. “ Do you have my mother's memoriesin there?'

“Um. Yes Yes, | do."

She stood up and walked over to him. “Wheré's that helmet? |—I want to experience my mother'slast
moments™

“I redlly don't think that's such agood idea."
“But Mr. Schmidt—"

“Adee, these memories are meant to be experienced by people far removed from the origina tragedy,
people with no personal connection or loss. Are you sure you want to do this?"

Shethrew up her handsin frustration. “I don't know what | want! Perhaps | want to erase her memories,
S0 no one ever seesthem.” She paused. “But | want to remember her, and | want othersto aswell.”

He handed over the box. “Adee, I've brought up your mother'sfile. If you push that button, it will erase
her memories”

Adele took the box and thought long and hard about what she was about to do. “I don't want anyone to
violate her privacy. But | know how important thisisto you. | can't make that choice. | can't deny her
memoriesto history if you went to such trouble to mine them.” She held the box out to Schmidt. “ Do with
them asyou will."

Schmidt took the box back, and without hesitation he pushed the button. The box surprised Adele by
speaking doud in amonotone. “Memory file: Mathilde Weber. To erase, push the button again.”

Schmidt pushed the button again. “Memory file: Mathilde Weber. Erased.”
Addetook adeep breath. “ Thank you."
Schmidt nodded. “We didn't need her recording anyway. Not aslong as we have you to remember.”

Adele nodded. “ And apparently | have avery strong mind, you said. After all, the disorienter didn't work
onme"

Schmidt blinked rapidly, then looked away.

“Mr. Schmidt? What isit?"



Helooked directly at her. “Adele, I lied to you before about the disorienter. There are no minds strong
enough to resit it. It works on everybody."

“Thenwhy didn't it work on me?'

“Y ou wereright thefirgt time. | couldn't bring mysdlf to erase your memory of finding Ship Ablaze."
“Why couldn't you?'

He hegitated. “1 didn't want you to go on the excursion. | wanted you to survive."

Adelesmiled. “I loveyou too, Lucas."

He cleared histhroat and rocked dowly back and forth on hisfeet. “I guessthat'swhat | meant.”

“I know,” Adele said, and then she frowned. “When do you haveto leave?"

“| ought to leave immediately. Thelonger | say in 1904, the greater the chance I'll contaminate the
timdine”

“If welove each other, Lucas, we should stay together.”

Hegave her asad look. “1 can't stay herein the past. | have ajob, other missions. Respongbilities.”
“If you can't day inthe past,” Adde said, “then take me with you to the future.”

Schmidt wiped atear out of hiseye. “I can't. The consequences could be disastrous.”

“On auniverse-destroying scale, or just a persond one?!

“Taking aperson out of their proper time—"

“Isit so dangerous to remove me from 19047 From what you've said, | had afeding that—well, let me
put it to you thisway. According to hisory—that is, your origina history—did | survive?'

He looked away for amoment. “No. Y ou did not."

She nodded, and looked around the room. “Well, there's nothing for me here anymore. My community
has been ravaged by this conflagration. And, by your own arguments, my continued presence here would
change hisory.”

He shook hishead. “Not sgnificantly. Y ou're but one person who is part of atragedy that will be
forgotten over the next hundred years."

“But even one person can make a difference. My presence here might dter the future, and you would
return to aworld where you do not exist."

“|—that is—" He paused.
“'The consequences could be disastrous,” Adele said, quoting hiswords back at him.

“Perhapsyou areright,” he said, amiling. “It would be safer for me to take you back to the future after
al”

“Thank you."



“But the futureisastrange place, Adele. I'm not sure how well you'l be able to cope.”

She moved closer and gently brushed hislipswith hers. Schmidt's eyes opened wide, but he did not turn
her avay.

“If | gotothefuture,” she asked, “will you be with me?"
He hesitated, then nodded. “ Always."

“Then | imagine | shall be ableto cope.”

“But what will you do in the future?’

“| thought that would be obvious. Y ou came dl the way back to my time to ensure that the future
remembered the General Socum. | shdl go dl theway forward to your time to ensure the same.”

Schmidt took her hand, and the past winked out of existence.

But never out of memory.
END
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