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Chapter One



~~*~~





Kade West fought to keep
the bubble of excitement forming in his belly from showing on his
face. For years he’d heard the stories, sitting as close as he
could beside Grandma West when she talked about her father. Great
Grandpa Buddy’s life-saving luck was the stuff of family legend.
And ever since Kade had first heard the story of how Buddy had
missed the boat when Titanic
left England because he won what turned out to be
a broken watch in a card game and was late to the sailing, Kade had
been fascinated with all things Titanic.

And now here he was,
standing in the entrance lobby of the City Museum of New York,
where the Centennial Anniversary of the Titanic Exhibit would open in a
matter of minutes. He could barely hold still. His feet protested
waiting. His toes wriggled inside his sneakers, his heels bounced
against the marble floor, eager to get Kade moving. He would see
the very things Great Grandpa Buddy had missed: the window grates,
the ship’s bell, its funnel whistle. Practically every treasure
salvaged from the ocean floor waited for Kade.

As a museum guide called for attention,
Kade grinned then realized what he’d done. Had anyone see him smile
like that?

He tugged the hood of his PS 411
Tomcats sweatshirt low, so that his face was shadowed. He stepped
to the side, not wanting to call any attention to himself. Bad
enough he was over-tall for his fourteen years and his folks
couldn’t afford to keep him in pants that fit. Bad enough he’d had
to join the History Club in order to see the exhibit for free. Bad
enough all of the family luck was spent saving Great Grandpa Buddy.
If any of the club kids realized it was Kade whose brother walked
him into the museum and handed him money like he was a
six-year-old, the cool-dude reputation he was working to achieve
would slide into total freakdom.

Coach Haber pushed up on tiptoe and
began a silent head count, fingers bouncing in the air as though he
were touching each kid. His lips curled like he’d just swallowed a
dust bunny. The coach hated chaperoning museum trips – the man
complained about it enough – and Kade felt a little bad for him. If
it weren’t for Coach Haber, Kade wouldn’t have been allowed to join
the History Club so late in the year. But the coach had put in a
good word for him.

That had been three weeks
ago. And three Thursday afternoons in history club pretending not
to be fascinated by PowerPoint presentations about Egypt and
pretending not to admire one of the club members’ ancient coin
collection. But this was the big payoff: actual real artifacts
from Titanic.
Awesome.

“The single most important
thing for you to remember,” the museum guide called out, “is to
stay within designated areas and observe the No Touching
rule.”

“That’s two things,” one of
the history club members murmured.

The guide’s gray brows raised in
question. “Didn’t hear you. What was that?”

Simon, the kid with the ancient coins,
pushed his dark plastic-framed glasses tight against the bridge of
his nose, the pressure making his freckles fade to invisible. “You
said ‘the single most important thing’ but then gave us two
conditions. Therefore, it can’t be a –”

“Okay, this is what we’re
going to do,” the guide said, the volume of his voice rising to
drown out Simon. “I want you to enter single file through the
turnstile.” He patted the entry turnstile beside him. “On the other
side, you’ll be given a boarding pass for RMS Titanic. On the pass is the name of
an actual passenger or crewman from the ship. Hang on to your
ticket and pay attention as you go through the exhibit.” He waved
the students forward, and one-by-one they pushed through the
turnstile, the rattle of the device forcing the guide to speak
louder still.

“You might see a lifejacket
that belonged to you,” he continued. “Or a diamond ring. Or any
number of the other artifacts retrieved from the wreckage. At the
end of the exhibit, you’ll find out whether you were one of the
lucky ones who survived.”

Kade shuffled forward. Adrenalin
coursed through his body and made his blood hum. This was going to
be so cool!

Coach Haber clapped a hand on Kade’s
shoulder as Kade took his turn passing through the turnstile. A
museum employee handed him a piece of thick paper roughly the size
of two playing cards laid side-by-side. The paper had a plain
black, straight-lined border with the words White Star Line printed
in block type at the top.

Crumpling his forehead in puzzlement,
Kade kept moving forward, but stayed to the edge of the group. Once
when he was real little he’d seen the boarding pass Great Grandpa
Buddy hadn’t gotten to use, and it looked nothing like
this.

Kade let his frustration out in a huff.
Geez. You’d think a museum as old as CMNY would be able to get the
details right. He hoped the exhibits themselves showed more
attention to detail or he’d be really ticked.

“Who are you?” one of the
history kids asked.

Kade glanced up, but the kid wasn’t
talking to him. He was leaning close to a girl geek. They held
their boarding passes beside one another’s, comparing the
red-bordered cards, White Star flag decorating the top.

“John Jacob Astor,” the
girl replied, a note of pride in her voice. First Class cabin C62.
You?”

“Ida Straus.”

“Ha ha ha. You’re a
girl!”

“I know. And you’re a man.
How about a trade?”

But the girl laughed some more and
moved away. “Are you serious? At least as a woman you’ll get to
survive – you’ll get a place in a lifeboat.”

As they edged away, Kade pushed back
the hood of his sweat shirt, as if that would help him get a better
look at his boarding pass.

There was the name: K. Hollister. But
instead of a cabin number, the card read ‘Billet 6’ and below that
‘bell hop’.

“Oh, great,” Kade muttered.
Even in the make-believe world he was a working-class stiff. A
member of the crew. Just his luck.

He folded the card in quarters and
shoved it in the back pocket of his navy, uniform slacks. No doubt
he could enjoy the exhibit just fine without being a member of the
crew. Besides, most of the crew went down with the ship. With that
kind of fate waiting for him, he was happy to forget that he was
supposed to be Hollister the bell hop.

“We’re going to divide you
into groups of twelve,” the guide called. “So if you could form a
double line right here along the hallway, please, we can start your
tour.”

Coach Haber sprang into action,
shuffling the history club unto two lines with a minimum of
jostling and position changes.

Kade slunk toward the back of the line,
positioning himself so he would be able to linger over the exhibit
rather than be part of the first group and get rushed
along.

He leaned one shoulder against the wall
as the guide slowly counted off groups. Why couldn’t he go faster?
Kade’s excitement morphed into aggravation. For weeks he’d been
looking forward to this trip, and now that they were finally at the
museum it was nothing but delays. “Come on,” he murmured. “Let’s
get on with it. Quit wasting time.”

In front of him, Simon turned around,
glared at him over the rim of his glasses. “We’re only four minutes
behind schedule. You should try and be more patient.”

“You should face front and
mind your own business,” Kade snapped, embarrassed at being chided
by this kid who barely stood as tall as Kade’s chin.

The kid went pink beneath his freckles
and quickly turned away.

A little pang of guilt spiked below
Kade’s heart. In his frustration he’d been mean to the kid. That
wasn’t right. His daddy didn’t raise him to be mean like
that.

He opened his mouth to
apologize, reached up to tap Simon’s shoulder, but the guide
stopped at his side. “And you’re the end of group four,” he said,
pointing both hands at Kade as though they were six-shooters.
“We’re ready to go then.” He hustled back toward the front of the
group. “Okay ladies and gentlemen, please watch your step as you
climb our gangway and welcome aboard Titanic.”

 


 


***

 


 


They shuffled up the gangway. Kade
strongly suspected it was nothing more than long wood planks laid
over a three-step stairway, but it was still kinda cool. On either
side of the subtle incline, white canvas sheeting rose to a
waist-high, wooden railing, just like in old movies and television
shows.

The kids ahead of him moved at the
speed of gridlock. Kade stood on tiptoe to peer over their heads,
trying to catch a glimpse of the exhibit to come. “Oooh”s and
“whoa”s drifted back to him and he cursed impatiently.

“What’s wrong with you?”
Simon asked over his shoulder. “Do you have somewhere else you’re
supposed to be?”

“I just want to see, all
right?” Kade snapped.

The kid shook his head. “The
exhibition’s going to be here for two months, you know.”

Kade started to tell the kid he knew
all about the exhibit dates, but Simon kept talking. “It’s not even
all the way open yet,” he said. “So you’re going to have to come
back if you want to see everything.”

Not all the way open? That he didn’t
know. He also didn’t know how he would ever come up with the money
to come back. “Who told you that?” he asked.

Simon huffed. “It was announced at the
last meeting. If you paid attention in history club you’d know
that. But you don’t. Why are you even here?”

“Guys. Is there a problem
back there?” Coach Haber stood at the top of the gangway, arms
crossed. Kade knew the pose well. In P.E. class when you ticked off
the coach you ran extra laps. What would the punishment be inside a
two-hundred year old museum?

“No problem, Coach,” Kade
said, his voice as assured as he could make it.

Coach nodded and shifted his attention
to the freckled kid. “Simon, why don’t you stick with Kade? Make
sure he doesn’t fall behind.”

Kade let the wind go out of his lungs.
Stuck with the crowned prince of Geekdom, the kid who could make
something as cool as ancient Roman coins as boring as dust. He’d
rather run laps around the museum. Barefoot.

He trudged the remaining distance up
the gangway, teeth grinding, evil eye fixed on Simon. He looked
like a Simon. All scrawny and pasty and glasses too big for his
face. And now Kade was stuck with him for the rest of the day. That
rotted. Simon seemed like the kind of kid that took his assignments
seriously, the kind who would make sure Kade kept up with the
group.

At the top of the decorative gangway,
the construction of the building forced them to turn
right.

“Oh, man!” Kade whispered
in awe. It was like they’d really set foot on Titanic! A little brass placard
announced “First Class Gallery.” Kade opened his eyes wide, afraid
of missing a single sight.

The black and white tiled floor was
scuffed and pitted from all the people in cities the exhibit had
stopped in before New York. The walls were smudged, and scraped,
with dimple dents here and there from people leaning on them. And
now it was Kade’s turn to walk these floors and corridors. Yes!
Overhead, exposed pipes ran the length of the roughly forty-foot
corridor, just as if they were really on the ship. Too
cool!

Kade craned his neck to see ahead. The
hallway L-ed with a wall and Kade wondered what he would see first.
He was eager to see the recreated rooms: the First Class cabins and
the dining room. He especially wanted to get his hands on the
recreated ice berg so he would be able to feel how cold the water
was the night the ship went down.

Kade and Simon shuffled along at the
end of the line, moving slowly, stalled by the gawking kids up
ahead. “I want to know what’s up there,” Kade muttered.

Simon withdrew a folded paper from the
depth of his trouser pocket. Kade realized Simon had grabbed a
brochure from … somewhere. He leaned in, trying to see the brochure
close, then closer still when he recognized the paper as a map of
the exhibit.

“First Class Cabin,” Simon
said, pointing to a small purple square on the paper.

Kade took hold of the map. “That can’t
be. If that’s the First Class Cabin, then there should have been a
second class one right there.” Map in hand, he moved back a few
feet, staying to the right side of the corridor.

At what he guessed the proper distance,
given the scale of the map, Kade turned. He had to move back
another foot or so, but there it was. The other doorway.

From the noise drifting back to them it
sounded like the entrance to the First Class Cabin was wide open so
everyone could see inside. But this door that should have led to
the Second Class room was closed.

“Must be one that will open
later on,” Simon said.

Kade grumbled, eyes fixed on the
doorway. The sign said No Admittance.

“Probably be open next
week.”

What if he couldn’t come back next
week? Or the week after that? What if he couldn’t pick up enough
odd job work to cover the cost of a ticket?

No, he couldn’t risk missing
anything.

Casually, oh so innocently, he reached
out and gripped the door knob.

“It’s probably locked,”
Simon said.

Kade scowled. “Why don’t you go look at
the First Class Cabin?”

As Kade hoped, Simon turned his back on
him and crossed to the cluster of kids outside the
cabin.

Of course, the door was locked, just
like Simon said it would be. But this could be his only chance. And
no one was looking.

He pulled his student ID card out of
his back pocket. Flexible but durable, the plastic card slid into
the narrow space between door and frame with only the slightest
application of force. When the bathroom door at home was stuck,
this trick worked like charm. Would it work here?

“What are you doing?” Simon
demanded.

“Shhh!”

“You can’t do
that.”

“You want to get us both in
trouble?” Kade whispered. Bad enough he had Simon’s attention. He
didn’t need his plans announced to the entire group.

Simon glowered and pushed his glasses
higher on his nose. “I’m telling Coach Haber.”

A slide of the card, a little pressure
in the right place, a firm turn of the knob, and the lock snapped
open – just like the bathroom door at home.

“That’s it,” Simon
declared. “I’m telling –”

Clamping a hand on Simon’s arm, Kade
shoved the door open. He stepped over the threshold, dragging Simon
with him into total darkness.

The moment the door slammed shut behind
them, there were subjected to a glass-shattering screeching. Kade
doubled over, hands on his knees, instantly sick to his stomach.
His head swam, the dizziness clouding his brain to the point he
didn’t know what was up and what was down.

Beside him, Simon groaned. “I’m going
to be sick.”

“We gotta’ get out of
here!” Kade said. “They must have that –” he swallowed hard against
the foul taste tickling the back of his tongue “– that security
thing with the noise that makes you sick.”

He turned and reached for the doorknob,
but found only air.

“I can’t find the door!”
Simon said.

“It’s right here.” Kade
took a step forward and reached again. Again he failed to grab the
doorknob. “That’s not right,” he whispered. They hadn’t moved far
into the room and only in one direction. The door should be
directly behind.

“Didn’t find it, did you?”
Simon asked.

“Shut up! It’s got to be
here.” How do you find something when there’s not even a glint of
light to guide you? When you can’t see your fingers at the end of
your hand, how do you find a door?

Stretching his arms out in front of
him, palms facing out, Kade moved forward slowly. He was sure he
was going to throw up if that screeching didn't end soon. He could
barely drag one foot in front of the other. What the heck was
happening? All he wanted to do was find a place to lie down and
sleep. Maybe the floor...

“I need to rest,” Simon
said, his voice weak.

An inner voice warned Kade against
giving in, but rather than obey it Kade said, “Me too. I've got to
just sit down for a minute.”

His hands found the wall,
and he turned his back to it, sliding downward until he found the
floor. He’d only rest for a minute, no more. Then he’d get out of
this weird room and back to Titanic.

“I’m ...” Simon yawned
loudly. “I’m going to tell ... tell... someone...”

Kade’s brain felt thick. He knew he
should be worried about Simon reporting him, but he couldn’t figure
out why. Who would Simon tell? Why should Kade worry?

And what harm could there if he just
closed his eyes until he figured it out?

 


 



Chapter Two

 


~~*~~

 


 


“Wake up, wake up, wake
up.”

The voice sounded strained the urgency.
It came to Kade from very far away.

“Now! You’ve got ta’ wake
up. You’re goin’ ta’ be late. They’ll cut yer pay.”

Kade took a deep breath and settled
deeper under the covers A scratchy blanket stretched across his
shoulder, a lumpy pillow cradled his head. But that voice… what
kind of weird accent was that? Like something from a movie. Or a
Lucky Charms commercial.

He must have fallen asleep with the
television on.

“Now, boyo!”

Oh, he’d better turn that TV down
before it woke up the whole house.

Eyes closed, Kade struggled to his
elbows and tried to sit up.

His skull smacked into something hard
overhead. Jeeeezzzusss!!! What the…?

Squinting against the pain, Kade opened
his eyes a slit.

Holy crap! Taut, webbed straps and the
bottom of a blue-striped mattress hung above him. How in the world
had he gotten under his bed? With a blanket and everything. He must
have been dreaming and crawled under. Weird.

“Ah, good, yer movin’,”
said the voice of the leprechaun. “We’ll see you above decks
then.”

A door slammed, and then the television
went quiet. Something prickled in Kade’s mind that had nothing to
do with him konking his head.

His head...

That awful, ear-bleeding
noise at the Titanic exhibit. Simon Sharp threatening to tell
someone...something... that was the last thing he remembered. But
then how did he end up under the bed?

He had to go find out what had
happened, how he’d managed to get home, how to get out from
under.

Kade took a deep breath and shifted his
butt well to the left, planning to shinny out from beneath the
bed.

But his butt found only air and sank,
and the rest of Kade’s body followed to the floor.

The drop wasn’t far, but no carpeting
covered the bare wood floor. His butt impacted first, followed by
his shoulders. He didn’t let his head fall back until the pain
registered in his butt. His stomach sank as he looked at the
ceiling – painted plain white, bulbs hanging bare from their
sockets. Was he in the hospital? Had he lost consciousness
somewhere and been rushed to Beth Israel Hospital by
ambulance?

Kade looked right. Bunk beds stretched
two by two – one above, one below – along the wall for a total of
six bunks. To the left, another six bunks. The one on the bottom
right belonged to Kade. His bible and a picture of his baby sister
were tucked under his pillow.

Kade’s breath stuck in his throat.
Where had that thought come from? He didn’t have a baby sister. He
didn’t have his own bible. He certainly didn’t have a bunk
bed.

But no. That was his bunk, he was sure
of it. He scrambled to his feet and crossed to the wardrobe at the
head of the beds. He caught sight of the clock perched on top of
the cabinet. Yikes! Timmy was right. He was late.

Kade froze in his tracks. His stomach
heaved. How did he know the locker was called a wardrobe? What was
he late for? Who was Timmy?

He squinched his eyes shut and took a
deep breath. Then he counted to ten and said out loud, “My name is
Kade West. I live at 78-113 Street, Queens. My mother’s name is
Angela. My father’s name is Darius. Last night the Yankees played
the Orioles and I don’t have time to stand around here talking
about all this because I’m late for my shift.”

He bolted for the wardrobe and ripped
the door open. His bellboy uniform hung just inside, right where he
left it when he’d taken it off last night.

Ripping the pants from the hanger he
stuck his hand in the pocket. He’d gotten a nice tip last night
and…

A wave of dizziness washed over Kade
and he sunk to his knees. What the heck was going on? Last thing he
remembered, he was stuck in a dark room at the museum. With
Simon.Once again he took in his surroundings. Absolutely not City
Museum. Not home. Not a hospital.

Using the metal frame of the lower bunk
as leverage, Kade pulled himself to his feet. The floor below him
pitched and Kade automatically braced himself and said a quick
prayer they weren’t in for a rough crossing.

Nuts. He was going to be late if he
didn’t get a move on.

Quick as he could he stripped out of
his bedclothes and got into his bellboy uniform – navy blue pants,
short navy jacket. He tugged on shoes after retrieving them from
under the bunk, grabbed his blue cap from the shelf inside the
wardrobe, and scrambled out the door.

In the passageway he turned left and
headed for the stairs, darting between cooks and stewards and
ship’s officers all making their own way up and down the corridor.
He’d managed not to be late yet on this voyage and he didn’t want
to start now. Two steps at a time he dashed up the staircase, up,
up, up until he thought he’d collapse from lack of
breath.

“Hollister, here you are at
last.” Smithers grimaced as Kade came to a stop at the top of the
staircase. He snapped shut his watch and slipped it into the pocket
of his navy vest. “I wonder how much nearer you can get to being
late while still being on time.”

Kade ducked his head, gasped for air.
“Sorry, sir.”

“Not a very heartfelt
apology,” Smithers said.

“I’m very sorry sir.” Kade
forced himself to meet his boss’s sunken, beady eyes. He thought
maybe that was just what the devil’s eyes looked like.

Smithers sneered. “Cap on, if it’s not
too much trouble.”

“Yessir.” Kade popped his
stiff brimmed hat onto his head and settled it so the brim lay
level.

“What shall we do with
you?” Smithers brusquely smoothed down the shoulders of Kade’s
short-waisted jacket, then took a step back and studied him head to
toe. “It will have to do. You’ll start at the kennels
today.”

Kade’s spirits sagged and
disappointment rounded his shoulders. Smithers had it in for him.
No post offered less action and more noise than the kennels. And no
action meant no tips. Still, no way would he let Smithers see how
much the assignment bugged him. “Thank you, sir,” he said, and made
himself smile.

Smithers’s left eye twitched. He said
through his scowl, “Be on your way.”

Kade turned away from Smithers, his
footsteps heavy. The kennels. Timmy would never let him live this
down.

Timmy? Who was Timmy?

Though Kade slowed his steps he kept
moving. Okay, something was going on here. What was going on? He
was Kade West. He lived in Queens. He was saving his birthday and
Christmas money for the new Play Station console.

And…

Realization crept up on him like the
memory of a dream. He was Kade Hollister. Like his buddy Timmy, he
was a bellboy on this voyage. He was saving money to buy clothes
for his baby sister.

For Kade West, today was July 11 and
the Yankees were about to start a three-day home stand against the
Red Sox.

For Kade Hollister, today was April 12
and in a few short days he’d be in New York with just enough time
to wire money home before working the next crossing.

He dragged a hand across his brow,
clearing away the beads of sweat collecting there. This
West/Hollister thing was getting beyond weird. He thought it was
maybe a good thing he’d be down by the kennels where nothing much
happened. He needed time to figure out this craziness. How could he
be in two places at once? Two times at once?

Barreling down the passageway, his
shoes clomping against the sparkling white tile, he dodged
well-dressed passengers as he rushed past, raced up the stairway,
and pushed open the door.

Cold, ocean air assaulted him as he
stepped over the threshold onto the deck. He caught his breath,
thankful to be free of the smell of fresh paint and faintly musty
odor of steam heat. Hoping to clear his mind so he could focus on
his puzzling situation, he crossed the even, gleaming wood of the
deck. As he approached the ship’s railing, his other self – his
future self – reclaimed control.

Where am I? he wondered, looking out at
the vast unending darkness of the water. Hot a single bird passed
through the sky. A strange tingling in the back of his mind told
him he should recognize his surroundings. It’s a ship, an ocean
liner. I’m a bellboy. I thought bellboys hauled luggage at hotels.
What possible use could a bellboy be at a kennel on a ship? Maybe
I’m not a bellboy. Maybe I misunderstood what my job is. What am I
supposed to do here?

Panic made his stomach clench, as
though he’d eaten ice cream too fast. Each step along the
glistening wood deck increased his anxiety, until the worry drowned
out the knowledge his present day self possessed. Only his future
self seemed to remain, alert to his surroundings, listening as the
sound of barking dogs led him aft, toward the large storage room
serving as a kennel. Beyond that, though he was certain he should
know, he had no idea where he was, or where the ship was
traveling.

Wherever he was going, he was going in
style. The people scattered here and there along the deck were
fabulously dressed. Men strolled by wearing soft cloth topcoats and
silk-wool scarves; women wore dresses that reached to the floor and
elaborate hats with feathers and bows stuck all over them. They
looked like something out of a Broadway play – or those old dull
movies Grandma West liked to watch.

A man and a woman passed by him, arm in
arm. They smiled at him then returned their attention to one
another.

Again there was that strange tickling
in the back of Kade’s mind, a feeling in his gut that told him he
knew this ship, knew the identity of the couple. He slowed down,
turning to watch them walk on, and waited for some mental
breakthrough to happen. But all that happened was that he burped.
And the feeling and the tightness in his belly went away.
Huh.

He continued ahead and made the final
turn that put him in front of the door to the kennels. He stepped
aside as a gentleman came out. Wearing clothes even Kade’s
inexperienced eye recognized as worth a mint, the man led a
sand-colored, wiry-haired dog along on a leash.

Seemed odd to see a rich guy walking
his own dog. Kade wondered if maybe Smithers wanted him to walk the
dogs. But even as he had the thought, his present day self advised
that no, that wasn’t his job. Once the ship was at sea, his job
consisted mainly of running errands for the passengers – delivering
messages or fetching things from servants not permitted to attend
the first class areas.

At last he understood why the kennel
was a rotten place to start a shift. Not too likely the dogs would
be sending any messages.

Inside the kennel room he walked the
length of metal-doored cages the dogs were in. All sizes, all
colors, all shapes, all barking at him. This was going to be a long
day.

He’d just taken up position leaning
against a wall, staring at the noisy dogs and wondering whether he
ought to be stationed outside when the door to the deck sprung open
and in walked the last person Kade expected he would be happy to
see. At least, it sort of looked like...

“Simon?” he asked. The kid
had no freckles, and was even shorter than Kade remembered, but he
wore thick, dark-rimmed glasses. And that wise-old-owl look in his
eyes...

“Kade? Is that
you?”

Kade raised a hand to his face. “What
do you mean is it me? Who else would it be?”

Simon swallowed hard, the motion
visible above his starched-stiff shirt collar. “You don’t much
resemble yourself.”

He brushed a hand over his uniform
coat, took in Simon’s gray jacket and pants, his matching hat. “I
guess you’re not on the crew, huh?”

Simon shook his head, eyes wide. “I’m
here with my parents,” he said.

“Sorry man,” Kade said. He
couldn’t imagine being forced to take a trip with his family, no
matter what the century.

“But they’re not my
parents. What I mean is, they’re my parents now, here, but not…” He
scrunched his eyes shut and shook his head, the effect of
struggling to explain the oddness clearly frustrating
him.

Kade nodded rapidly. “I know what you
mean. What I don’t know is how we got into this. Weren’t we
just…?”

“In the museum, in
–”

“That room. And now I don’t
know where we are.”

Simon’s eyes widened. “You don’t
know?”

Kade waited for him to add “either”,
but he didn’t. All at once remembering that he was supposed to be
cooler than Simon Sharp, Kade straightened his stance and squared
his shoulders. “I know we’re on a ship.”

But Simon shook his head
and his jaw went a little slack, brows furrowed with worry. “Kade,
we’re on the Titanic.”

 


 



Chapter Three

 


~~*~~

 


 


Kade’s present-day self,
the one that knew how lucky he was to hold down a job as a bellboy
and who knew how to work the archaic underwear, nearly bounced in
glee. Not only was he earning two pounds a month plus tips to help
support his family back home, he was earning them on the
Titanic – the brand new
luxury steamer making its way across the Atlantic Ocean on its
maiden voyage. He’d come a long way from washing dishes and peeling
potatoes as a scullion on the St.
Louis. His mother would be so proud when
he told her.

But when Kade’s future self
entered the reality, his joy mingled with denial and set in for a
long stay. He could not possibly be on the Titanic. The real
Titanic? No. No way. Not
possible. No way could he be on a ship that sank a hundred years
ago.

“Now do you believe me?”
Simon demanded.

Kade stood frozen beside
the closed doors to the dining saloon, hands pressed on either side
of the menu posted on the wall. The top of the menu featured a
drawing of a steam ship, its four stacks billowing steam. To the
left was a drawing of the British flag, to the right, an American
flag. Below the drawing the words “Triple Screw Steamer
‘Titanic’” and
the date, April 12, 1912, ran across the page.

He shook his head and said
a prayer this was just a bad dream and he’d get the feeling back in
his limbs soon. The shock of it all made even his eyebrows numb
with fear. “How is this possible?” he asked, his voice hoarse with
worry and disbelief. He knew all about the Titanic, he knew the layout, knew
where everything was, knew to have a chance to see it all first
hand was a fantastic dream come true. But he also knew in little
more than forty-eight hours the great ship would start its journey
to the bottom of the ocean – taking over a thousand people down
with her. And fear of that fate outweighed any fun.

“This can’t be real,” he
murmured. “It’s not possible. How could this happen?”

Simon looked toward the closed doors to
the dining saloon and seemed to consider. “I’ve been giving this
some thought, and as I see it, there are two possibilities. First,
we could be caught up in a memory of a past life.”

“Past life?”

“Sure. You know, like,
before we were reincarnated as our 21st Century selves. Maybe we’re
remembering it. Or reliving it.”

“Nuh-uh.” Kade shook his
head. “No reincarnation for me. When I die, I’m going to heaven and
spending eternity in the glory of the Lord. There’s no such thing
as reincarnation.”

Simon cleared his throat and pushed his
glasses up on his nose. “Well. Then. The other possibility… from a
physics perspective, the fact we know where we are now and we know
where we are in the future could mean time really is circular
instead of linear. And the room at the museum acted as a portal,
allowing our souls to return to our past and re-experience a
pivotal point in that life and yet remain aware of our future,
making our past part of our present.” Eyes bright, he shifted onto
the tips of his toes, excited by the potentials. “And that… that
could tie into the theory that the Universe works like a hologram.
It might even prove it!”

Circles? Holograms?!

Hot blood surged through Kade’s body
and he spun on Simon. “I don’t want to hear about
physics.”

Simon settled back on his heels. “Don’t
underestimate the importance of physics in our presence here or in
the impending situation.”

“Impending doom, you
mean.”

Brow creased, eyes on the ground, Simon
said, “What I can’t quite work out is why we’re here.

Kade glared. “What I can’t figure is,
why I have to work on this highway to hell and you get to be a
passenger. Whose idea was that?”

“I don’t think it’s
anyone’s idea, Kade. If my theory is correct, that’s just the way
it is.”

“That’s just the way it is?
You work a long time on that brainiac theory?”

Simon tugged at the collar of his shirt
and looked nervously at the approach of a gentleman wearing a suit
that was blacker than night and carrying a walking stick, his arm
extended to squire a woman in a blue gown that shimmered as she
moved. Their gazes skittered over Kade as though he weren’t there,
but the woman smiled softly at Simon as she passed.

“Kade, I don’t know exactly
precisely how we got here,” Simon said when the couple was out of
hearing range, “or why we sorta belong here, but we should probably
be careful and not let anyone overhear us talking about what’s
going to happen. We don’t want to cause a panic.”

“I don’t know about you,”
Kade said, “but I figure the best way to be sure no one overhears
us is to get off this boat. And as a bonus, we won’t die when it
sinks!”

Kade set out at a fast walk up the
pristine passageway, paint and flooring free of scuffs and dings,
Simon hurrying along one step behind.

“Where are you going? The
kennels are back the other way,” Simon said.

“You think I don’t know
that?” Kade snapped. “I know where most everything is on this ship.
And I’m going to find that room and get back to the
museum.”

When next Simon spoke, the weird echo
in his voice told Kade he had stopped following. “I already tried
that.”

Having reached the turn for the main
staircase, Kade looked back at Simon, worry curling around his
spine. “You checked the cabins?”

Simon nodded.

“There’s over two hundred
you know.”

Again, he nodded.

None of this made any sense. “Wait a
minute. How could you have time to look in that many
rooms?”

Walking toward Kade he said, “I’ve been
on this ship since Cherbourg. I had plenty of time.”

“Cherbourg?” Kade knew the
ship had made port there only days before, but he could not fix the
memory of it in his mind.

He shrugged. “I was beginning to think
you wouldn’t show up.”

This was too weird. Maybe the memory
would come to him. Or maybe not. Kade couldn’t imagine it being
important. Most critical at the moment was finding a way to avoid
the disaster that lie ahead. Simon hadn’t found the room. They
needed a plan B.

Kade huffed. “We need to get off this
ship.”

“We can’t get off the
ship,” Simon said. “We’re in the middle of the ocean.”

“Not the middle.” Kade
shook his head, an idea beginning to form. “We only left Queenstown
yesterday.” He didn’t waste time wondering how he knew this. He
simply decided accepting the fact that he knew what was what in
this present and his future – or would that be his past? – was the
quickest way to get to working on saving his skin. “That means
we’re not too far past Ireland.”

“And what are you planning
to do, swim?”

Ahead of them, the fresh-painted white
door swung open and three women came through, each dressed in
clothes as pretty as the ones on Grandma West’s dolls, the ones she
kept high up in a glass cabinet.

A lady in a cloud-white dress speckled
with little blue flowers smiled broadly, pleased to see Kade.
“Boy,” she said, “run and find the Countess de Rothes and inform
her we will be gathering in the Writing Room.”

Kade gritted his teeth. “Boy.” He hated
when people called him boy. But his job required him to be polite.
He brought his feet together and gave a slight bow. “Yes
ma’am.”

When Simon and Kade were through the
door and no chance remained of the ladies overhearing, Simon asked,
“Who’s the Countess de Rothes?”

“One of the First Class
passengers.” Kade made an abrupt left and in moments both boys
stood on the starboard promenade deck. Beyond the railing, the
Atlantic Ocean stretched like blue-black glass right to the edge of
the horizon. Barely a breeze stirred the surface and the air
remained cool rather than flat-out cold.

“The cabins are inside,”
Simon said, pointing over his shoulder, back the way they’d
come.

“Yeah, well, first we have
to get back up to the boat deck and check out the
lifeboats.”

“Why?”

Kade licked his lips, narrowed his
eyes. “I figure we can steal one. It’s a long row back to the
lighthouse of Fastnet Isle, but we’ll meet up with another ship
long before –”

“We can’t steal a
lifeboat!” Simon shouted.

Alarmed, Kade clamped a hand across
Simon’s mouth. After a quick glance around, Kade dragged a muffled
Simon into a large alcove typically filled with passengers in deck
chairs. He put Simon’s back up against the wall. “Keep it down!”
Kade warned. “Do you want everyone to know we’re planning to jump
ship?”

As soon as Kade took his hand away,
Simon said, “But we can’t take a lifeboat.” His eyes were big
behind his glasses. “First off, we can’t possibly be strong enough
to row until another ship picks us up. And more importantly, there
aren’t enough boats for everyone on this ship as it is. If we take
one now, that’s one less they’ll have for when they’re really
needed. And then the people that are supposed to be in that boat
will die and history will be changed forever.”

“So?”

“So?! We can’t change
history. We don’t know what would happen. What if one of those
people is supposed to have a great-great grandchild who’s going to
find a cure for cancer or for AIDs?”

“How do you know us taking
a boat would change things?” Kade asked after only a minute’s
hesitation. “How do you know they weren’t one short all
along?”

Simon had no answer for him. For a
moment, Kade thought he’d out-brained Simon because he just stared
over Kade’s shoulder, eyes wide, mouth hanging open.

“Then it’s settled,” Kade
said. “Tonight, after everyone’s asleep, we’re taking a lifeboat
and getting off this thing.”

“Would you mind terribly…”
a girl said.

Kade whirled at the sound and came face
to face with a girl with deeply tanned skin and hair the color of
honey.

“… taking me with
you?”

Kade’s eyes widened as he glared at
Simon. “Why didn’t you tell me someone was standing right there?”
he asked.

But Simon remained motionless, unable
to speak. His eyes locked on the girl, and a tiny daze sneaked over
his face.

Deciding to try the “official”
approach, Kade tugged the edges of his uniform jacket and cleared
his throat. “This is none of your concern, Miss.”

The girl blinked rapidly several times.
“You can’t ‘Miss’ me. I doubt you’re very far older than I am. And
if you’re planning to appropriate one of these emergency boats and
return to Queenstown, I insist you take me with you. I should like
to leave this ship as soon as possible.”

Kade took a closer look at the girl, at
big brown eyes rimmed in red and the pink around her nose that
meant she’d been crying. He shook his head. “Oh, no. The last thing
we need is some weepy ass –”

Simon’s elbow connected with Kade’s
ribs. Kade gasped at the sudden sharp spike of pain.

“I merely… er… stubbed my
toe,” the girl said, lifting her chin high. “The impact stung a bit
but… and yes, brought tears to my eyes. But there was no
weeping.”

Kade had no idea how to tell if this
girl was lying. Maybe Simon could.

But Simon was smiling a goofy smile and
tugging the peak of his cap. “Simon Winslow,” he said.

“I’m Elizabeth Forrester.”
She made a sloppy half-curtsy, as if she couldn’t quite decide if
she should or shouldn’t show Simon that much respect.

“Well, then, Miss
Forrester,” Kade said, “this doesn’t concern you.”

“I assure you I can row a
boat as well as any boy,” she said.

Annoyed at being called a boy, Kade
said, “And I assure you, Miss, that I don’t plan on helping you run
away from your folks.”

Elizabeth did a lot of blinking again
and her voice went scratchy. “I promise you they will not pay my
absence any mind.”

For a moment, Kade let himself feel bad
for her. He knew what it was like to be invisible. He felt the same
way about his life in the future, not really fitting anywhere, even
his own family sometimes divided by black and white. But his family
now... he shook his head.

“Look, just forget it,”
Kade said. He really didn’t need anyone else horning in on his
escape plan. He’d watched enough action movies to know that the
more people in on the plan, the better your chance of getting
caught. And Kade didn’t plan on getting caught any more than he
planned on going down with the ship.

“Kade, don’t you need to
find the Countess de Rothes?” Simon asked.

He didn’t want to move, didn’t want to
leave without getting rid of Elizabeth and coming up with a solid
plan. But his present self still responded to the idea of duty, of
doing what he’d been told. He remembered needing to send his wages
home, to help care for his little sister. He couldn’t think of a
reason why he did this, but for the moment simply accepted he
shouldn’t do anything to jeopardize his pay.

“You’d best get back to
your cabin, Miss,” he said to Elizabeth. Then, turning to Simon,
said, “Wait here. When I get back, we have to figure out how much
we know and how much time we have.”

Eyes on Elizabeth, Simon nodded
vaguely. Elizabeth showed no sign of moving, but Kade couldn’t do
anything about that. He couldn’t force her to return to her cabin,
and he couldn’t waste any more time convincing her to go. He was
already late finding the Countess.

Adjusting his cap to what he felt like
the right angle, Kade scurried back inside the ship and down the
stairs to C-Deck. The Countess ought to be in her cabin, or, at
least, it was the most logical place to begin the
search.

As he rushed past the
dining room once again, he slowed long enough to re-read the date
on the menu. April 12, 1912. He knew the whip was due to arrive in
New York on April 17. He knew in little more than two and a half
days Titanic would hit an iceberg and more than half the people aboard –
passengers and crew alike – would drown in one of the biggest
tragedies in maritime history. What he didn’t know was how to stop
the disaster.

 


 



Chapter Four

 


~~*~~

 


 


Kade hustled down the stairs and along
the hall, and came to a breathless stop at the door to cabin 37.
Something in his head reminded him he should never look out of
breath when delivering a message, or the recipient would
immediately fear an emergency. He tugged at the edges of his jacket
and made sure his cap sat straight, annoyed at having to waste time
slowing his breathing to normal and running messages when he needed
to get Simon focused on their escape. Who knew what kind of trouble
Simon would get them into if Kade left him on his own for too long?
And with that girl. What if he started telling her what he knew
about the fate of the ship?

As soon as the thought was complete in
his head, Kade chuckled. No way would Elizabeth stick around Simon.
One word out of that kid’s mouth about physics and ancient history
and coins and all that junk and Elizabeth would run the other way.
If she had any sense, that is.

Raising his hand, he rapped briskly on
the door.

Physics, he thought. Could science
really explain what they were doing here? Is the secret to time
travel truly hidden in laboratories? And if it was, how did it get
inside the City Museum of New York?

Shaking his head at the crazy idea of
some mad scientist hidden away behind a diorama of cavemen, he
rapped again. This time the door swung open so fast it created an
inward draft, and the woman clutching the doorknob had to smooth
down her flyaway hair.

“Ah, good,” she said. “Come
in, come in.” She backed into the room, waving a hand to indicate
Kade should follow.

He’d not gone three feet before he
couldn’t move any more. Trunks lay open on the floor, and every
horizontal surface that wasn’t carpeted in the room was strewn with
clothing. The mess made the cabin look a lot like the thrift store
Grandma West used to drag him to when he was too little to argue,
with clothes piled in no order on tables and worn shoes paired off
and lined up. Only difference was he had an uneasy feeling the fur
coats piled on a corner chair were real.
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