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Chapter 4. Tubing Back in Time  

  

Dwight’s note fell through the 

bottom of the Mystery Box and 

down a chute into the basement of 

the library. It landed in a large 

Mason jar sitting on a counter in the 

room behind the red door. A bell 

dinged.  

    

Outside, in the round room, Max 

and Luz heard the distant ring. Max 

remained silent, but Luz turned to 

Miss Moon.  

  

“What’s that?” she asked.  

    

“A membership application has just 

arrived,” Miss Moon said. “I’ll be 

right back.” She disappeared 

behind the red door. When she 

returned a moment later, she was 

holding Dwight’s note.  

  

“Dwight’s in the middle of a pretty  

good mystery, I think,” she confirmed, handing the note to Luz. “See 

what you think.”  

  

Luz quickly skimmed it, then asked, “How could he kill a ghost? A 

dead ghost? How do you get a dead ghost?”  

  

“It may not be a dead ghost,” Miss Moon replied. “He believes that 

what he saw was a dead ghost. It could well be that it is a kitchen 

sink that momentarily reminded him of a dead ghost.”  

  

“Can he join the Mystery Club?” Luz asked.  
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“Rest assured, he’s already a member,” Miss Moon said. “Max, why 

don’t you go and get him. Can you find your way back to the 

elevator?”  

  

Without a word, Max tugged on the brim of his Yankees cap. Then he 

walked up the dirt path to the elevator. He pulled the door, stepped 

inside, and pushed the UP button. The door closed, and the elevator 

cab was blacked out once more. In a moment, Max heard whirring, 

and the elevator lurched.   

  

The trip to the top seemed to take only a few seconds this time. 

When Max opened the door, he saw Dwight sitting at a table, his 

head down.  

  

Max considered talking. He actually thought about saying hello. But 

his mouth wasn’t going to work that way, now that time was ticking 

again. Instead, he coughed.  

  

Dwight’s head shot up.  

  

“Max? Man, what are you doing? Where—where did you go? I saw 

the door, and then I didn’t see the door. I was holding the handle, and 

then it evaporated in my hands! And now there’s the door again.  

What kind of crazy place is this? And where’s Luz?”  

  

Max wasn’t about to say anything. Instead, he stepped backwards 

into the elevator.  

  

“Where are you going, Max? Get back out here. Get away from that 

door! You think I’m going in there with you? No way! It’s time to get 

out of this library. It’s a creepy crawly little place. I don’t know about 

you, but I have had enough.”  

  

Max didn’t budge. He just beckoned Dwight with one curl of his index 

finger.  

  

“Are you kidding? You’ve got to be crazy. I’m not going inside that  

Disappearing Door of Doom!”  
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Then Max let go of the door. It began to swing closed.  

  

“Wait!” Dwight called.  

  

Max stopped the door with his foot. He poked his head through the 

opening.   

  

“Why are you doing this to me?” Dwight asked. “Can’t you open your 

mouth and say something?”  

  

Max opened the door wider.  

  

“Don’t you have a key to get us out of here? This place is locked up 

like a jail!”   

Suddenly, they heard a sharp knocking on the library door.  

  

“You see,” Dwight said. “I bet that’s the police. They’re going to help 

us.”  

  

He ran to the door and pulled back the shade. Staring at him were 

two bloodshot eyes.   

  

  
  

  

Dwight screamed and dropped the shade.   
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The man pounded on the door again. “Is my mother in there?” he 

called. “Have you seen my mother?”  

  

Dwight didn’t answer. By then, he was running back to Max.  

  

“Okay, okay, I’m coming with you,” he yelled, running back to Max. “I 

don’t know who that guy is, but I don’t like the looks of him.” Dwight 

ran his fingers along the edge of the secret door. “Just don’t 

disappear on me, Max. And don’t let me evaporate either!”  

  

He stepped inside, and Max released the secret door.  

  

“Hey, wait!” Dwight said, as the door closed and darkness enveloped 

the boys. “Why is it so dark in here? You didn’t tell me it was going to 

be dark. But then again, Max, you don’t tell me anything. Is this some 

kind of trick or what?”   

  

Dwight waited for Max to say something.   

  

“Hey, is it too much to ask for a few words? Can you please tell me 

where we are? Is something going to happen here? I don’t like the 

dark.”   

  

Again Dwight heard only silence. Then came the clang and the whirr, 

and the elevator began its descent.  

  

“Wait a minute, is this room moving? You didn’t tell me it was going to 

move. Are we in an elevator? Or is this the Tower of Terror? Where 

are we going? Maybe I should’ve asked that man at the front door to 

help me, except that he was so scary! Did you see his eyes? And 

why would he be looking for his mother? He looked like he was 80 

years old.”  

  

By then the elevator had reached the basement. Miss Moon and Luz 

were standing there to greet them.  

  

“Hey,” Luz said when she saw Dwight.  
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“Hey,” Dwight replied. Then he looked at Miss Moon. With her black 

hat and veil that blended into the wall of the dark basement hallway, 

Miss Moon almost looked as if she didn’t have a head at all. “Who are 

you?” he asked.  

  

“I’m Miss Moon,” she told him. “If you’ll follow me, I’ll see what we can 

do about your dead ghost.”  

  

“How…how do you know about that?”  

  

“We read your note,” Miss Moon said, as they walked down the 

hallway toward the round room. “What did you think would happen 

when you dropped your mystery in the Mystery Box?”  

  

“I don’t know. I thought maybe the scary man got it.”  

  

“Who?” Miss Moon asked.  

  

“The man with the bloodshot eyes and the white hair,” Dwight 

explained. “He was pounding on the front door. I think he was crazy. 

He kept asking if his mother was in the library. How could his mother 

be here?”  

  

“He’ll go away,” Miss Moon said.  

  

“How do you know?” Dwight asked. “Who is he?”  

  

Miss Moon paused a moment, then said, “I think he’s a very lonely 

man.”   

  

By then, they reached the entrance to the round room. Dwight craned 

his neck as he looked around. “Where the heck are we? What kind of 

place is this?”  

  

“It’s the library basement,” Luz said.  

  

“What’s that?” Dwight asked, pointing at the glass case in the center 

of the room.  
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“Oh, that’s the Memory Machine,” Luz told him.  

  

“The what?” Dwight said. “What do--?”  

  

“Excuse me a moment,” Miss Moon interrupted. “We need to get on 

with our meeting, and we are running out of time. While you explain a 

few things to Dwight, I’m going to stop time again.”  

  

“You’re going to do what?” Dwight asked.  

  

But Miss Moon had already stepped behind the red door and closed 

it.  

  

“I know it sounds strange, but Miss Moon can stop time,” Luz said.   

  

“What’s she going to do? Break my watch or something?”  

  

“I don’t know. She just goes in that room,” Luz said. “There must be a 

machine in there.”  

  

“Yeah, and my —”  

  

  

=========================  

  

  

Just then, time stopped again. Dwight stopped and listened. 

Something strange had happened. In a second, if there had been a 

second, Max stood taller and breathed deeper. He took off his hat 

and threw it into the air. Then he smiled at Dwight.  

  

“Howdy, partner!” he said.  

  

“Max? What’re you doing?” Dwight picked the Yankees’ hat off the 

floor and handed it to Max. “Are you sick or something? How come 

you’re talking?”  
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“Because,” Max said. “Because I can when time stops.”  

  

“And what about your hat?”  

  

“I don’t need this here,” Max said and placed it on a file cabinet.  

“What about you? What can you do without time?”  

  

Dwight sighed. “I don’t know.”  

  

“Don’t you feel different than before?” Luz asked, as Miss Moon 

joined the children again. “You know, does your dead ghost bother 

you like it did?”  

  

Dwight thought for a moment. “It’s not so scary now,” he said.  

  

“And perhaps it won’t be frightening when time starts again if you can 

take a little trip to your house to see exactly what happened,” Miss 

Moon said.  

  

“I don’t want to go to my house,” Dwight said. “I hate being there.”   

  

“Oh, I don’t mean going to your house today. I mean last Tuesday.”  

  

“Just a minute,” Dwight said. “How could we go there last Tuesday?  

You can’t go backwards…can you?”   

  

“With the Memory Machine you can,” Miss Moon said. She led the 

children to the glass case. “There’s a calendar on the floor of the 

machine.” Along the inner edge of the case’s wooden floor, rows of 

golden numbers seemed to shine. “These are the dates.” She leaned 

down and spun the dials. “This allows us to revisit last Tuesday.”  

  

“Excuse me,” Dwight said, “but that is Im-Possible.”  

  

Miss Moon looked at Dwight. “Almost nothing is impossible here, if it 

has anything to do with time.”  
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“It’s not?” Dwight shifted his eyes between Luz and Max, trying to 

read their faces.  

  

“Trust me,” Max told him. “It’s true.”  

  

“In this giant test tube?” Dwight asked.  

  

Luz nodded.  

“Except on your way to last Tuesday,” Miss Moon said, “I have to take 

you on a training mission first so that you can learn how to travel 

through time.”  

  

“Where are we going?” Max asked. “Are you taking us back to 

yesterday?”  

  

“Oh, I don’t want to visit yesterday,” Dwight said. “I hated yesterday. 

And don’t even talk to me about today. That library lady’s going to get 

me kicked out of school.”  

  

“What library lady?” Miss Moon asked. “I’m a librarian. Perhaps I 

know her.”  

  

“You wouldn’t ever forget this library lady,” Dwight said. “Her name is 

Mrs. Norolla. She wears white gloves.”  

  

“All the time,” Luz added.  

  

“White gloves?” Miss Moon asked.  

  

“Yes,” Max said. “She never takes them off, and she’s got so many 

rules.”  

  

“She knew all about the library here,” Luz said. “What did she call it? I 

think she said it was a ‘dusty old firetrap.’ ”  

  

“I know,” Max said. “Let’s make a wish, and she’ll show up in the 

Memory Machine like your aunt did. Then you can see her, Miss  
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Moon.”  

  

“That’s a good—“  

  

“Not now,” Miss Moon said. “Even if time is stopped, we don’t have 

time for that. We have work to do.” As she leaned down and turned 

the dials, the children watched her set the numbers.  

  

  
  

  

“We’re going to Valentine’s Day?” Max asked.  

  

“That’s no fun,” Dwight agreed.  

  

“You’re not looking,” Luz said. “Maybe it’s Valentine’s Day, but it’s 

either 1912 or 1900. I don’t know how to read all the numbers.”  

  

“1912 is the year,” Miss Moon explained, “and 19:00 is the time, using 

the 24-hour clock, of course. That means we’ll be going back to 7 

p.m. on February 14, 1912.”  

  

“I know what that is,” Luz said. “That’s Arizona Statehood Day.”  

  

“Statehood Day?” Max asked.  

  

“Oh, you’re from New York,” Luz said. “That’s the day Arizona 

became a state.”  
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“Well, why are we going there?” Dwight questioned. “That’s got to be 

boring. I mean, if you have a machine that can take you anywhere, 

why not go some place fun? Statehood Day sounds too…historical!”  

  

“There’s nothing historical about history at all,” Miss Moon cautioned.  

“February 14, 1914 is just another day, and a wonderful one at that.”  

  

“How does it work?” Max asked. “How do you turn it on?”  

  

“It’s simple really,” Miss Moon said. “When I tell you, you’ll step inside 

the Memory Machine, one at a time, and then you will find yourself 

back in time on February 14, 1912. Only you’ll need one thing.”  

  

“What?” Dwight asked. “A suitcase with clean underwear?”  

  

“You will need these,” Miss Moon said. She reached into her skirt 

pocket and pulled out three blue stones. “There’s one for each of 

you.”  

  

“They’re like your necklace,” Luz said.  

  

“Exactly,” Miss Moon replied. “Whatever you do, don’t lose this.”  

  

“Why not?” Max asked.  

  

“Because this is how your time trip ends. When you’re ready to come 

back, drop the stone wherever you are, and you’ll find yourself back 

in the Memory Machine in the basement, as you were before you 

left.”   

“Can’t we travel through time in a car like that movie, Back to the 

Future?” Dwight asked. “I don’t want to be in that tube thing.”  

  

“Movies don’t know anything about time travel,” Miss Moon said.  “I’ve 

seen that movie, and it is full of a thousand inaccuracies. If I could 

corral Mr. Steven Spielberg for a few moments, I’d tell him how he 

could have done it right. You cannot travel through time in a car. You 

need a Memory Machine, and you need to put it in a special place.  

But enough of this. We’ve got to get going.”  
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“How will we know when we get there?” Luz asked.  

  

“You’ll know when you’ve landed,” Miss Moon explained. “Luz, you’ll 

be first. Then Max, and Dwight. I’ll be last. Do you have your blue 

stones?”  

  

Luz looked at the stone in her hand. It was sparkling in the light.  

  

“But I don’t understand,” Luz said. “If we’re supposed to drop our 

stones to come back here, why are you wearing yours like a 

necklace?”  

  

Miss Moon tilted her head. “Here’s my stone for our trip back to 

Statehood Day.” She showed the children the blue stone that she 

was holding in her hand.  

  

“But—“  

  

“Now, go ahead, Luz,” Miss Moon urged.  

  

Luz wanted to know more about Miss Moon, but she stepped into the 

Memory Machine.  

  

“Do you see the button on the floor next to the dials?” Miss Moon 

asked. “Push it with your foot when you’re ready, then take a deep 

breath, keep your eyes open, and enjoy the ride. You’ll feel as if 

you’re floating for a moment. But when your feet touch the ground, 

you’re there. It will take all of two seconds or so. Whenever you’re 

ready, go ahead.”  

  

Luz looked down at the floor. The button shone like gold. She looked 

through the glass at Miss Moon, who was smiling at her. Then she 

glanced at Max and Dwight. They were making silly faces. For a long 

moment, she wondered how all this could be happening. A very 

mysterious mystery club, a dead ghost, a time travel machine.  

  

“Push the button!” Dwight called.  
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Luz giggled. She wasn’t a giggler at all. But she felt nervous now, like 

an astronaut about to blast off for outer space. She slid her foot 

forward to the button. Without thinking one more thought, without 

wondering why this was all happening, she lifted the tip of her sandal 

and positioned it over the button.  

  

Then she leaned forward and pushed.  

  

For a second, and only for a second, nothing seemed to happen.  

Then the tube began to hum quietly and glow green—a pale misty 

green.  She could still see everyone through the glass, watching her.   

  

And then she couldn’t. The floor felt as if it had dropped away from 

her, and she was floating—no, flying. She felt as if she were flying 

through green clouds. Then her feet touched down again. It 

happened so quickly and so softly that Luz was quite surprised. The 

green fog lifted, and she found herself standing on the ground outside 

the library. It was night, and the neighborhood was quite dark. Then 

she turned around just as Max appeared. He seemed to step out of 

the air beside her.  

  

“I don’t believe this,” he said.  

  

  

=========================  

  

  

In less than a minute, Dwight and Miss Moon had joined them.  

  

Miss Moon motioned for the children to draw close. Then she spoke 

to them in the most unusual way.  

  

“We are ghosts now,” her voice announced. But the words weren’t 

coming from her mouth. “Ghosts from the future.” The words echoed 

in their heads as if piped in by intercom. “We cannot talk, but we can 

communicate. Just think what you want to say, and we will hear it.”  
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“This is weird,” Luz’s voice said.  

  

“I want to try,” Dwight’s voice added.  

  

“Can people see us?” Max’s voice asked.  

  

“No one can see you,” Miss Moon’s voice replied. “Except another 

ghost.”  

  

“Another ghost?” Dwight’s voice echoed.  

  

“There are other ghosts,” Miss Moon said.  

  

“Time traveling ghosts?” Max asked.  

  

“Regular ghosts,” Miss Moon’s voice explained. “People who have 

died who cannot let go or are not allowed to let go. But there aren’t 

many of them. And yet…there are a few.”  

  

Dwight looked toward the front of the library. “I want to go in there,” 

his voice announced. “Who wants to go with me?”  

  

Max and Luz started to follow him.  

  

“This is bouncy,” Luz’s voice said as she tried to walk.  

  

“Yeah, like walking on puffy rolls of toilet paper,” Dwight’s voice said.  

  

“A soft trampoline,” Max’s voice concluded.  

  

“I think of it as over-stuffed feather pillows tied on my feet,” Miss 

Moon added.  

  

In a moment, Dwight was standing at the front door of the library. 

Then he had the strangest sensation. He held his hand in front of his 

face, as if to shield his eyes from the street lamp.   
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“Hey,” his voice called. “I can see through my hand.”  

  

Max walked behind him. “And I can see through your head!”  

  

Luz looked through her arm. “We’re see-through,” she confirmed.  

  

“Go ahead and open the door,” Miss Moon suggested.  

  

Dwight reached for the doorknob and tried to latch onto the handle. 

But his hand didn’t stop. His fingers slid through the metal plate and 

the door up to his wrist.  

  

Luz’s voice gasped.  

  

But Dwight’s voice was laughing.  

  

“It tickles,” he said, pulling his hand back outside.   

  

“It tickles?” Max’s voice asked.   

  

“Yes,” Dwight’s voice said. “Miss Moon, you didn’t tell us we could go 

through walls.”  

  

“Sometimes it’s more fun to figure things out for yourself,” her voice 

said.  

  

Without warning, Dwight jumped toward the library’s door. He half 

expected his body to slam against the wooden door. Instead, he 

sailed through the door and landed inside.   

  

“Brain freeze!” his voice called. He had jumped so fast that now he 

felt as if he had eaten a giant snow cone in one gulp.   

  

Max slowly poked his head through the door; his face tingled. He was 

giddy with delight. Without looking, he pushed his index finger 

through the door. He wiggled it like a worm. As he pushed the rest of 

his hand through the door, it felt twitchy and itchy and odd.   
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Dwight was watching him. “Don’t jump!” his voice warned.  

  

But Max couldn’t resist. He almost flew through the door. He felt as if 

he had landed in a cold swimming pool filled with Jell-o.  

  

“Body freeze!” his voice called.   

  

Luz took her time and eased her way through the door. The edge of 

the door made her shiver, but she moved slowly and soon joined 

them.  

  

Suddenly Miss Moon twirled through the wall.  

  

“Spinning through walls helps reduce the tickles,” her voice 

explained. “Try it next time, and you’ll see what I mean.” Luz looked 

around the library. Everything was dark, except the path of light from 

the street lamp that fell through the windows and trailed across the 

wooden floor and up the wall to the president’s portrait. Luz blinked. 

Calvin Coolidge wasn’t hanging there. No, this time the president was 

someone else.  

  

“Who’s that?” Luz’s voice asked.  

  

Miss Moon looked at the portrait. “Why, that’s President Taft.”  

  

“The library looks different,” Luz continued.  

  

“We have just traveled back over 90 years,” Miss Moon replied. “It’s 

allowed to look different.”  

  

“Can we turn on the lights?” Max asked.  

  

“Not with these hands,” Miss Moon laughed. “We are not able to 

touch the past. We can only observe it. But we’ve got to hurry or 

we’re going to miss our ride.”  

  

“Where are we going?” Max’s voice asked.   
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“The Hotel Adams.”  

  

“Where’s that?” Luz wondered.  

  

“Downtown,” Miss Moon said.  “Right on Central Avenue, though it 

was called Center Street in 1912.”  

  

“How do we get there?” Dwight’s voice asked. “Another fun time 

machine?”  

  

“An ordinary wagon, I’m afraid,” Miss Moon’s voice said. “The  

Memory Machine only delivers you to the area outside the library. 

Wherever you go after that, you have to rely on public 

transportation—or your own two feet.”  

  

“But that take too long,” Dwight’s voice complained.  

  

“The wagon is your only choice,” Miss Moon said. “It should be 

coming down the street right about now.”   

  

“How do you know?” Luz asked.  

  

“Because I’ve been here before. As I said, it was a wonderful day. 

Sometimes a person wants to relive special days. Now let’s go 

outside…carefully.”  

  

They all tried to twirl through the door, except Dwight. He jumped 

headfirst and somersaulted to a stop.  

  

“Chocolate Chip Double Mint Brain Freeze!” his voice called.  

  

They bounced down the front steps, giggling and laughing. They felt 

as light as air.  

  

“Quick!” Miss Moon called. A horse-drawn wagon was approaching 

the library. “That’s our ride, even if the driver doesn’t know it. Jump 

on.”  
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“The driver really can’t see us?” Dwight asked.  

  

“No one can see you,” Miss Moon’s voice explained.  

  

“But what if we jumped on him and tried to ride up front?” Max asked.   

  

“You’ll pass right through the driver. When you’re traveling back in 

time, you can walk through walls and anything living at the time. But 

you can’t walk through other ghosts.”  

  

“We can’t?” Dwight’s voice asked. Then he elbowed Max in the arm.  

  

“Ouch!” Max’s voice moaned.  

  

“It’s time to catch our ride,” Miss Moon’s voice said.   

  

As the wagon passed, each of them bounded onto it.   

  

“I don’t understand. Why don’t we sink through the wagon?” Max’s 

voice asked. He and Dwight sat at the back of the wagon, dangling 

their legs over the side. “I don’t understand how we can walk through 

walls or doors, but why we don’t fall through the floor.”  

  

“That’s just the way ghosts are,” Miss Moon explained. She sat next 

to Luz on a bale of hay, pushed against the back of the driver’s seat. 

“We are governed by the rules of gravity, at least where our feet are 

concerned. Otherwise, we’d be all the way down to the center of the 

earth or flying off to outer space, and that wouldn’t be the same kind 

of fun, now, would it?”  

  

Luz watched the lantern on the front of the wagon swing back and 

forth as the horse pulled the wagon down Luna Drive, then turned 

onto Luz’s street.  She glanced at the driver. His clothes were rough, 

dark, and heavy. The side of his face was scarred.  
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“This looks like an old movie,” Luz’s voice told everyone. “A very 

strange old movie.” She wanted to notice everything in case she 

never traveled like this again.   

  

In a few minutes they passed her house, only it was now a vacant lot.  

  

Luz’s voice laughed. “My house hasn’t been built yet.”  

  

A few minutes later, the wagon headed down the block where Max 

and Dwight lived.   

  

“My house isn’t here either,” Max said.  

  

“Well, mine is. Look,” Dwight’s voice boomed. “That’s my house.”  

  

Luz turned to look.  She could the outlines of a large house, totally 

dark, set well back from the street.   

  

“This big one?” Luz’s voice asked.  

  

“No, that one,” Dwight said.  

  

Luz saw a row of garages near the street.  

  

“Your house used to be part of the stable block for the Wisely 

Mansion,” Miss Moon’s voice said.  

  

“The stable block?” Dwight asked.  

  

“That’s where the horses lived, until the Wiselys traded them for 

motor cars.”  

  

“What happened to the mansion?” Luz asked.  

  

“Everything burned, except the stables,” Miss Moon’s voice said. “It 

was a terrible tragedy.”  
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“That’s awful,” Luz said.  

  

“Can we go inside the house?” Max asked. “It looks like fun.”  

  

“We don’t have time,” Miss Moon replied.   

  

“So what’s up at the Adams Hotel?” Dwight’s voice asked.  

  

“The Inaugural Ball of Governor Hunt,” Miss Moon said. “It was such 

a beautiful night.”  

  

“How many times have you been there?” Luz asked.  

  

“Too many to count,” Miss Moon said.  

  

  

=========================  

  

  

Soon the wagon turned onto Center Street, then stopped as a large 

crowd of people blocked the way. Miss Moon and the children 

jumped off.   

  

People were everywhere. Max watched them talking to each other.  

Their mouths moved, but no sound came out.  

  

“Why can’t we hear them?” his voice asked Miss Moon.  

  

“Because you’re not listening,” Miss Moon said. “You have to use 

your ears differently when you’re traveling back in time. Look at the 

people and tune in to them. You have to find the place where their 

voices are.”  

  

Max tried again.  

  

He watched a woman and man speaking to each other.  
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<<Do you think Governor Hunt is there yet?>>  

  

<<He should be there by now.>>  

  

He heard their voices distinctly this time, but they sounded faint and 

muffled, as if his ears were plugged with cotton.  

  

“I can hear it too,” Luz said.  

  

“I hear music,” Dwight added.  

  

They looked down the street towards the hotel. Overhead, strings of 

electric lights lit the way.  

  

“The inaugural ball is about to begin,” Miss Moon’s voice explained. 

“But the governor has to have his photograph taken first.” They could 

see that a large group of people had gathered on the hotel’s balcony.  

“That’s the governor in the front. He’s the man with the moustache.”  

  

“Let’s go see,” Max said.  

  

“Yes, let’s go,” Dwight’s voice added.  

  

“Wait,” Miss Moon called, but they ran off toward the hotel.   

  

“Is something wrong?” Luz asked. She watched the boys running 

through people, as if they were invisible.   

  

“Not really,” Miss Moon’s voice said. “I just wanted them to be careful. 

Taking photographs back in 1912 was quite different than taking 

them now. A flash can’t hurt anyone now, but back then, the flash 

was different. The photographer had a special paper bag with a 

paper tail hanging down. He would fill the bag with flash powder 

which was an explosive. Next he hung the bag on a stand and lit the 

tail of the bag, much like the fuse of a bomb. Then, when the fire 

crept up the tail to the bag, it ignited the powder in a tremendous 

flash. That’s when the photographer snapped the photograph.”  
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“So what happened?”  

  

“Well, the photographer that night got a bit carried away and used too 

much flash powder. When the powder in the bag was ignited, the bag 

didn’t just disintegrate, part of it flew off the stand, still on fire. It fell to 

the sidewalk below and landed on a man in front of the hotel. His shirt 

caught on fire. He worked at the moving picture show. I saw him 

every Saturday.”  

  

“It won’t hurt Dwight and Max, will it?” Luz asked.  

  

“Not at all,” Miss Moon said. “But we’ll follow them, just in case.” They 

began walking toward the hotel. “It’s very unpleasant to see 

something bad happen in the past, especially when you can’t do 

anything about it—except watch it happen. When I come back in time 

to visit this night, I always avoid the hotel until after the photograph 

has been taken.”  

  

“You know everything about this night,” Luz’s voice said. “Are you 

here? I mean, were you here? In 1912?”  

  

“Yes, I was around.”  

  

“How old were you then?”  

  

“Barely a teenager,” Miss Moon’s voice said  

  

“Then you’re over 100 years old?” Luz asked. “You don’t look that 

old.”  

  

“No,” Miss Moon’s voice corrected, “I am not a day over 29.”  

  

“But how--?  

  

“We have to hurry,” Miss Moon said.   

  

By the time they reached the hotel, the boys were on the balcony.  
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“Hey, Miss Moon,” Dwight’s voice called. “Hey, Luz.” Miss Moon and 

Luz looked up at them.    

  

“Come down here,” Miss Moon urged.  

  

“No, they’re taking the picture,” Max said. “I’m going to be in it!”  

  

“I’m going to help take it,” Dwight announced.  

  

“We’d better go up there,” Miss Moon said. “Push straight ahead 

through those people. The stairs are right in front of you.”  

  

Luz had no choice except to walk through people. It was an 

unpleasant experience, and one she would have liked to avoid. Every 

time she passed through a person, she noticed that she couldn’t see 

until she stepped out the other side.   

  

“It’s like a long blink,” she told Miss Moon, as they climbed the hotel 

stairs. “I don’t like it.”  

  

“The only good thing about walking through people, ” Miss Moon's 

voice replied, “is that it doesn’t feel as cold as walking through walls.  

Now where are those boys?”  

  

=========================  

  

  

As Miss Moon and Luz made their way to the balcony, Max headed 

for the back row of people posing for the photograph. He hid behind 

one man in a Stetson hat, then poked his head out of the man’s face. 

“Hey, Dwight, look at me, I’m a cowboy,” Max’s voice said. He looked 

as if he were wearing the man’s hat and clothes.  

  

“I’ll help take the picture,” Dwight’s voice told him. The photographer 

was calling directions to the governor and his guests; Dwight stood 

beside him.   
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“I’m going to sit by the governor,” Max’s voice said. He put his head 

beside the Governor’s and grinned. “Tell me when to say cheese!”  

  

The photographer was holding his hand up then. Dwight copied his 

pose. Everyone was watching, waiting for the photograph to be 

taken. Then the photographer turned around, struck a match, and 

quickly lit the paper tail on the bag of flash powder.  

  

Dwight swiveled his head to watch. Then he glanced back at Max. 

“What’s going on with this thing?” his voice asked. He was standing 

beside the burning bag.  

  

Just then, the bag ignited. FLASH!  

  

  
  

As the bag exploded into blinding brightness, Dwight jerked his head 

away and threw up his hands to cover his face. As he did, the blue 

stone fell from his hand. At the moment that it hit the floor of the 

balcony, Dwight disappeared.  

  

“Oh, no,” Max said, jumping up and running to the spot where Dwight 

had vanished. “Dwight!” he called. He scanned the crowd, hoping that 

somehow Dwight was hiding from him. Then he saw Miss Moon and 
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Luz standing near the entrance to the balcony. “What happened to 

Dwight?” he asked.  

  

“He must have dropped his blue stone,” Miss Moon said.  

  

“But where did he go?”   

  

“Back to the Memory Machine in the library,” Miss Moon said. “Back 

to where we came from.”  

  

“Then I’m going back with Dwight,” Max said and threw his blue 

stone. He watched it strike the floor and roll to a stop, but he didn’t 

disappear.  

  

“Why isn’t it working?” he asked.  

  

“Dwight must still be standing in the Memory Machine,” Miss Moon 

said. “You can’t get back to the present, until the person before you 

has left the machine.”  

  

“You mean he—“  

  

At that precise moment, Max vanished.  

  

Miss Moon turned to Luz. “You might as well go back, too.”  

  

“Do I have to?” Luz asked. “I’m enjoying this. I’m waiting to see what 

the good part is.”  

  

“It’s the band and the crowd and the mood,” Miss Moon said. “What I 

like to do is go inside the hotel after the photograph was taken. I 

watch everyone dance inside the ballroom. Someone reads a poem, 

and the choir sings some beautiful songs. And then, a little later, the 

band from the Indian School assembles outside and begins to play 

and the crowd dances in the street, and the electric lights are 

twinkling above everyone. It’s a happy moment. But I will have to 

bring you back some other time. I don’t want to leave the boys alone.” 

“All right,” Luz said. “But I would like to see a happy moment.”  



Page 25  

  

  

“You will get your chance,” Miss Moon said. “Any time you’re ready, 

drop the stone.”  

  

Luz released it and disappeared almost immediately. She didn’t see 

or feel anything or even sense that time was passing. In the flick of a 

second, she was standing in the Memory Machine in the basement of 

the library.  

  

“It took you long enough,” Dwight said.  

  

“I didn’t want to come back,” Luz said, aware that she was speaking 

now, instead of thinking.  

  

“You have to move,” Max said. “Or Miss Moon can’t come back.”  

  

Luz jumped out of the machine. Immediately, Miss Moon appeared in 

the glass case.  
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“Catch your breath,” she told the children, “because now it’s time to 

find your dead ghost, Dwight. What time did this happen last  

Tuesday?”  

  

“It was around 6:30,” he said.  

  

“Then I’ll set the machine for six o’clock.” She turned the dials on the 

floor of the Memory Machine. “This should give the three of you 

plenty of time to walk to Dwight’s house.”  

  

“The three of us?” Luz asked. “You’re coming, too, aren’t you?”  

  

“Oh, I’m afraid I can’t.”  

  

“But why not?” Max wondered.  

  

“Not tonight,” Miss Moon replied.  

  

“But what if something happens? What if we need help?” Luz asked.  

  

“Drop the blue stone and come back to me,” she said.  

  

“You can’t come with us?” Max asked.  

  

The veiled head shook. “Pay attention to what happened last 

Tuesday. Then you can come back and report on your dead ghost to 

me. Who’s going to be first?”  

  

“Max,” Dwight said. “It’s his turn.”  

  

Max stepped into the Memory Machine.  

  

“Bye,” he said, waving at Miss Moon. “I’ll be back before you know it.”  

  

“Before anyone knows it,” Dwight added, “especially if time is 

stopped.”  
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Max pushed the golden button and took off. 

=========================  

  

  

In a few moments, all three children were standing in front of the 

library. The sky near the horizon in front of them was a stripe of solid 

orange, almost covered by a black streak of clouds.  

  

“I remember this sunset,” Luz’s voice said.  

  

“It’s going to rain,” Max said. “I remember that it rained Tuesday 

night.”  

  

“Come on,” Dwight told them.  

  

He led the way down Luna Drive. Cars drove by. Planes flew 

overhead. Dogs barked. But no one noticed three ghosts from the 

future.  

  

They turned the corner and walked down Luz’s street.  

  

“My house is here now,” Luz told them.  

  

As they approached, Luz could see a girl sitting on the front step. 

Then she realized that she was looking at herself, her self from last 

Tuesday.  

  

“This is weird,” Max’s voice said.  

  

“No, this is scary,” Dwight’s voice joked. “Now there are two of you!”  

  

“No,” Luz said. “There’s only one of me. And she’s right here talking 

to you.”  

  

Dwight walked up to last Tuesday’s Luz. She was trying to read using 

the porch light overhead. He leaned close and tried to blow the pages 

of her book.  
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“It won’t work,” Max said.  

“How could you see the book? It’s so dark,” Dwight’s voice said. He 

waved his hand in front of her face but last Tuesday’s Luz didn’t 

notice.  

  

“I don’t care. I mean, I didn’t care how dark it was,” Luz's voice told 

him. “It was better than going inside.”  

  

“Look, I can reach inside your head,” Dwight’s voice said. He moved 

his hand through her last Tuesday’s head.  

  

“Leave me alone,” Luz said. “I mean, leave her alone.”  

  

“You look unhappy,” Max’s voice announced.  

  

“Maybe I was. Maybe you would be too, if your mother never came 

home on time and if you lived in a scary house—with history!”  

  

“History?” Dwight’s voice asked.  

  

“Hey, who’s that?” Max asked.   

  

“What?” Luz asked. “Who?”  

  

“Him,” Max said, pointing.  

  

Luz turned around and saw a man inside her house, staring out her 

front window. His face was lined with deep wrinkles. He seemed to 

be looking right at last Tuesday’s Luz.   

  

“I don’t know who he is,” Luz’s voice said. She felt a sudden strong 

chill crawl up her spine.  

  

Then, as the children watched in disbelief, the man stepped right 

through the wall, as if it weren’t there, and stood beside them on the 

front porch.   


