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Chapter 8. The Night of the Fire  

  

The few seconds that Luz had 

spent traveling back in time 

seemed to stretch into hours as 

she realized her mistake She 

kept imagining how she might 

have remembered the stones. 

But everything had been so 

rushed, and she had been 

worried about Miss Moon, and 

she didn’t even know where the 

stones were. She hoped that 

there was an easy way to fix this 

mistake, like erasing a 

misspelled word in one of her 

papers for school. She feared, 

though, that this error might be 

as permanent as a spot of black 

ink on a new pair of white shorts. 

No matter what she tried, she 

would never be able to make it 

go away.   

  

As she landed on the lawn of the Luna Drive Library, on the night of 

February 14, 1924, Luz had reached one desperate conclusion: Miss 

Moon was their only hope of returning to the present. Surely, Luz 

thought, Miss Moon would know how to end the time trip, if only she 

could tell them.   

  

At first she didn’t see Max and Miss Moon. She glanced around the 

yard, but it was empty. Then she looked toward the library, which was 

ablaze with lights that night. Two shadowy figures were sitting on the 

front steps.  

  

She wanted to open her mouth and call to Max, but then she 

remembered how to talk when she was traveling through time.  
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“Max?” her voice asked inside her head.  

  

“Come over here,” Max’s voice said.  

  

“Is Miss Moon all right?” Luz’s voice asked, walking over to them.  

  

“She can move,” Max replied, “but her face seems frozen.”  

  

Luz bent down and looked at Miss Moon, but the bright glare from the 

windows made it hard to see. Then Luz shielded her eyes from the 

light with her hand. She saw that Miss Moon’s cheeks were as white 

and smooth as a shiny pearl.   

  

“Miss Moon?” Luz’s voice asked. “Can you talk to us?”  

  

But Miss Moon’s eyes were closed, and she seemed not to hear.  

  

“Miss Moon!” her voice pleaded. “We need your help. We have a 

problem.”  

  

“What’s wrong?” Max’s voice asked. “What problem?”  

  

“Don’t you know? We forgot the blue stones,” Luz’s voice said. “How 

are we going to get back?”  

  

Max’s mouth dropped open. “You mean we’re trapped here?” his 

voice asked.  

  

Luz nodded. “Unless Miss Moon knows another way.” She stared at 

Miss Moon’s face, hoping that she would open her eyes. But Miss 

Moon was as still and lifeless as a statue.   

  

Then Luz jumped up.   

  

“Where is Dwight?” her voice asked. She was frowning. “He 

should’ve been here by now. What’s he doing?”  
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Max shrugged. “He’ll be here.”  

  

“He’s probably dreaming up a bunch of new bad jokes,” Luz’s voice 

said. “He just doesn’t know we’re in the middle of one.” 

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

  

Although Luz didn’t realize it, Dwight was as curious as she was 

stubborn. No sooner had Luz stepped on the golden button in the 

Memory Machine than Dwight had changed his mind about following 

her. With Luz gone, Dwight’s thoughts turned from Miss Moon to the 

forbidden desk full of precious jewels.  

  

Now that he was alone, Dwight headed for the room behind the red 

door where Robert Wisely’s desk waited for him. He approached it as 

if it were a special treasure. He ran his hand along the top, feeling the 

smoothness of the wood. Then he traced the initials RW in the 

scrollwork. He glanced down and saw the keyhole that would unlock 

the roll top, but the key was missing.  

  

Out of curiosity, Dwight opened the drawers and the cupboard in the 

bottom part of the desk, but they were all empty. He wondered if it 

might have hidden compartments, so he pressed and twisted the 

drawer knobs. When nothing happened, he pulled the desk out from 

the wall, hoping to find a secret way into the back of the desk.   

  

Dwight’s eyes widened at what he saw. Built into the wall behind the 

desk was a small round door. It looked just like a metal manhole 

cover, except for one difference: the door was covered with a 

sparkling crust of jewels. Dwight wondered what was behind the 

door. A safe? A secret room? His mind was dazzled by the 

possibilities. If he opened the door, he wondered, would he find more 

jewels?  And if he did, would he be able to keep some?  
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Bursting with excitement and a bit of newfound greed, Dwight lifted 

the golden ring on the door and pulled, but it wouldn’t budge. He tried 

again, this time twisting the ring to the left. He heard a click as the 

latch released. At the same time, the door popped open.   

  

To his surprise, a low, warm wind whistled through the opening. 

Peering behind the round door, Dwight saw a long earthen tunnel that 

was swallowed up by darkness. For a moment, he thought about 

crawling inside, but he hesitated. He didn’t have a flashlight, and he 

didn’t know where the tunnel went. As eager as he was to find some 

jewels, he realized that he would need Max and Luz’s help.  

  

He closed the door and twisted the ring to lock it. Then he positioned 

the desk against the wall, covering the glittering round door. As he 

did, he took one last look at the desk. This time he noticed a small 

button beneath the keyhole. Without a second thought, he pressed it. 

The roll top snapped down so quickly that Dwight jumped back. As he 

did, he saw what the desk had been hiding.  

  

Rows of green Mason jars lined the inside of the desk. Dwight 

grabbed the closest jar, unscrewed its top, and looked inside. It held 

the blue stones that Miss Moon had given them when they had gone 

traveling back in time. He was confused. Were the blue stones the 

precious jewels that the newspaper had mentioned? They sparkled, 

but not like the jewels on the round door.   
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He moved some of the jars aside, hoping to find a jar with shinier 

gems. To his disappointment, most were filled with blue stones. 

Tucked away in the back, though, were a few jars that contained two 

other colors of stones: dull reddish ones and small green ones so 

clear that they almost looked like lime gelatin. Neither one sparkled 

much. In fact, they both looked rather ordinary compared to the 

jewels on the round door. But they had to be special, Dwight told 

himself, because every jar that held the red and green stones was 

labeled with the same writing: USE WISELY.  

  

  

   
  

“Use wisely,” Dwight repeated out loud. “What the heck does that 

mean?” He shrugged and helped himself to some of each color. 

Then, with the stones safely in his pocket, he headed for the Memory 

Machine.  

  

Moments later, he was ready to step on the golden button when he 

hesitated. He suddenly realized that if he pressed the button and 

traveled back to 6 p.m., he might not meet up with Luz and Max. He 

decided to move the time dial forward to 2300 or 11:00 p.m. He was 

still feeling a little angry with Luz, and he was going to make her wait.  
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Then he floored the button to begin his backwards trip. 

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

  

  

Seconds later, Dwight found himself outside the library, inches away 

from a glowering Luz.  

  

“Where have you been?” Luz’s voice snapped. “It took you hours to 

get here. I don’t even know what time it is, but I know it’s been 

hours.”   

  

“Are you okay?” Max asked, walking over to them. “Why were you so 

late?”  

  

“I’m fine,” Dwight’s voice said a little hesitantly. “I just had things to 

do.”   

  

Then he looked at Luz. Her arms were crossed, and she was tapping 

her fingers against her elbows.   

  

“We have a big problem,” her voice said.  

  

“What kind of problem?” Dwight asked.   

  

“We don’t have any blue stones,” she said.  

  

“Sure we do,” Dwight’s voice said. He reached into his pocket and 

pulled out a small handful of stones.  

  

“What?” Luz said, amazed. “Where did you get—?”  

  

Dwight moved his hand into the light that spilled from the library’s 

windows.  

  

“Let’s see, here’s a blue stone for you,” he said, handing it to Luz. 

“And here’s one for you,” he told Max. “I don’t know about the blue 

ones, but I bet these red and green ones are worth some money.”  
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“How many blue ones did you bring?” Luz asked.  

  

Dwight looked closer at his palm. “Just two, I guess.”  

  

“You only brought two blue stones?” Luz exclaimed. “Why didn’t you 

bring enough for everyone? We need them to get back.”  

  

“Oh,” Dwight said, realizing his mistake. “I wasn’t thinking about going 

back. But I brought a lot of red ones and green ones. I bet they do 

something, too.”  

  

“And maybe they don’t,” Luz complained. Then she smiled. “Well, at 

least Max and I can go back. We’ve got our blue stones.”  

  

“Hey, what about me?” Dwight asked.  

  

“I’m just kidding,” her voice told him. “We’re not going to leave you 

here.”  

  

“Yeah,” Max added. “We’ll figure out something. Where’d you get 

them anyway?”  

  

“In the desk,” Dwight said.  

  

“You weren’t supposed to go in the desk,” Luz’s voice scolded.  

  

“Says who? I just wanted to look,” Dwight’s voice replied. “Anyway, if 

I didn’t look in the desk, you wouldn’t have your blue stone. And,” he 

said, feeling rather proud of himself, “I wouldn’t have found another 

secret door.”  

  

“Another secret door?” Luz questioned.  

  

“Yeah, except this one is little and round, and it doesn’t disappear. It’s 

behind the desk, and it’s covered with sparkling jewels that look like 

diamonds, only they’re all different colors.”  

  

“Did you open the door?” Max’s voice asked.   
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“Sure I did,” Dwight said. “There’s this underground tunnel behind it.”  

  

“Where does it go?” Max asked.  

  

“I don’t know,” Dwight said. “But I bet there’s some jewels in the 

tunnel. I think we could be rich.”  

  

“Even if there are jewels, why do you think they’re yours?” Luz said.   

  

“Finders keepers?” Dwight’s voice wondered.  

  

“Not if they don’t belong to you,” she said.   

  

“I know!” Max told them. “We could go back to the library right now 

and bring back more blue stones. That way Dwight and Miss Moon 

can get out of here.”  

  

“We could, only maybe it doesn’t work that way,” Luz said, looking 

toward Miss Moon. “I wish Miss Moon could tell us what to do.”  

  

Dwight noticed Miss Moon sitting on the library steps. “Hey, how is 

she?”  

  

“I don’t know,” Luz said, as she sat beside her.  

  

“She can bend enough to sit down,” Max said.  

  

“But she can’t talk?” Dwight asked.  

  

“Not so far,” Luz said and turned toward Miss Moon. “Miss Moon, we 

need your help. We made a mistake.” She heard Miss Moon take a 

deep breath. “We only have two blue stones, and we need four. Are 

we in trouble?”  

  

Miss Moon took another breath, then turned her head slowly toward 

Luz. She opened her eyes and blinked a few times. Then her eyes 

focused on Luz.  
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“Can we all get back?” Luz continued. “If we only have two blue 

stones?”  

  

Miss Moon coughed faintly. Then her voice said in the lowest 

whisper, “I can’t go back.”  

  

“Why not?” Max asked.  

  

“Because I am turning,” her voice said.  

  

“Turning?” Dwight asked. “Turning what? What do you mean?”  

  

“Turning,” her voice repeated. “That’s what happens to anyone who 

travels forward in time. When you travel ahead of your own life, you 

have cheated time, and you must pay for your mistake. So I am 

turning … into stone.”  

  

“How do you know?” Max asked. “How do you know it happens?”  

  

Miss Moon looked at him. “I have seen it happen to others.”  

  

“Can’t we help?” Dwight asked. “Or make it stop?”  

  

“No one can help now. It’s too late,” Miss Moon said.   

  

Her blue stone necklace shone in the light from the library.  

  

“Can’t you use your necklace to get back?” Luz’s voice asked.  

  

She shook her head. “The necklace will only take me back to the time 

and place I came from. And that’s a time and place where I don’t 

want to be. I even turned this stone into a necklace so I would never 

accidentally drop it.”  

  

“But—“ Luz tried to argue.  
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“Sad news is not easy to tell—or hear,” Miss Moon’s voice explained. 

“And this is my sad news: as soon as I went forward in time, I was 

doomed to turn into stone, although I learned that I could slow the 

process down by traveling to the past. That’s why I enjoyed visiting 

President Roosevelt and traveling to happier times. But I couldn’t stay 

in the past forever, because I had work to do in the library. And if I 

wasn’t there, I would have never met the three of you. Unfortunately, 

every time I returned to the library, I could feel myself turning. I wasn’t 

in good shape this morning. I left you a note and tried to get to the 

Memory Machine, but I didn’t make it this time. I was just about to 

close the door to my room, when I thought I heard someone. I hid 

behind the door and found myself frozen. I’m very much at the end if I 

return. I would turn to stone, I’m afraid, as soon as I appeared in the  

Memory Machine.”  

  

“But what if time has stopped?” Luz asked. “I stopped time. Can’t you 

feel it?”  

  

“Oh, you did find my note,” Miss Moon said. “Good for you. Yes, even 

if time has stopped. You see, time stopped for me the moment that I 

went forward.”  

  

“But you can’t stay here,” Max said. “You can’t live here. You can’t 

touch anything here. You can’t eat or drink or anything.”  

  

“Yes, but I can breathe here…for now,” Miss Moon’s voice explained. 

“And I will figure out a way for you all to get back to the library.”  

  

“But how can we? We only have two blue stones,” Luz said.   

  

“What about red ones and green ones?” Dwight asked, showing the 

other stones to Miss Moon. “Do these do any good?”  

  

“You opened the desk?” Miss Moon asked.  

  

Dwight nodded. “And I found the secret tunnel behind it. Are there 

more jewels there?”  
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Miss Moon placed her hand over her heart and warned, “Stay away 

from the tunnel. It will only bring you pain.”  

  

“Why? What’s wrong with it?” Max’s voice asked.  

  

“Just do what I say,” Miss Moon said. “Don’t let the jewels blind you.  

They are not to be trusted.”  

  

“But what about the other stones?” Dwight asked. “Can’t they take me 

back?”  

  

“No, they don’t take you back at all,” Miss Moon said. “You saw the 

label on them, didn’t you?”  

  

“What label?” Max asked.  

  

“The jars had a label that said: USE WISELY,” Miss Moon explained.   

  

“Yeah, whatever that means,” Dwight said.  

  

“I’ll tell you what it means,” Miss Moon volunteered. “Robert Wisely 

put that label on the jars. He meant that only he could use them. He 

was a very selfish man.”  

  

“You knew him? Luz asked.  

  

“I was married to him,” Miss Moon’s voice said.  

  

The children looked at each other.  

  

“You’re Mrs. Wisely?” Dwight asked.   

  

“I prefer to use my maiden name,” Miss Moon said.  

  

“Then that’s your son we keep running into,” Dwight’s voice added. 

“He’s looking for you. He knows you’re in the library. He’s very old, 

you know.”  
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“He was my son,” Miss Moon replied slowly, “a long, long time ago.”  

  

“When did you travel forward in time?” Luz asked.  

  

“And why?” Max asked.  

  

“Oh, it was a terrible night,” Miss Moon said. “It was the night that my 

house burned down.”  

  

“The Wisely Mansion fire?” Max said.  

  

“That’s the night we’re in right now,” Luz told her. “Your house is 

going to burn down tonight.”  

  

She looked at the children’s faces. “I know. I could feel it in my 

bones,” her voice said sadly.  

  

 “We know all about the fire,” Dwight said. “We read about it in the 

newspaper. It said someth—”  

  

“The newspaper said nothing,” Miss Moon interrupted. “No one knew 

what really happened, but since you’re here, you can see for 

yourself.”  

  

“I don’t want to see a fire,” Max said.  

  

“No one got hurt,” Miss Moon assured him.  

  

  

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

  

  

Just then, a young boy in the past appeared running across the yard 

toward the library steps.  He looked like a little man in a 

doublebreasted jacket, but his pants were cut off at the knee. Luz had 

never seen a boy dressed like that before. Then she noticed that he 

was wiping his eyes as he raced up the steps.  
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“He’s crying,” Luz’s voice said.  

  

He pounded on the front door of the library.  

  

“Mama!” he called. “Mama!”  

  

Miss Moon didn’t look at the boy.  

  

“That’s your son, isn’t it?” Luz asked her.   

  

Miss Moon nodded.  

  

“Why is he crying?” Max asked.   

  

“Where are you?” Luz added.  

  

“I had other things to do that night,” Miss Moon's voice said. “I didn’t 

know he had looked for me. I thought he was in bed. It was late. Oh, 

why did I have to come back to this night?”  

  

“We’re sorry,” Luz said. “Dwight didn’t know that we were going to 

take you back in time.”  

  

The boy knocked one more time on the library door. When no one 

answered, he ran down the steps and across the lawn.   

  

“Can we follow him?” Max’s voice asked.  

  

“Of course,” Miss Moon said. “You run on ahead. I don’t think I can 

keep up with you.”  

  

“Will you be all right?” Luz asked.  

  

“I’ll be fine. I’ll catch up to you eventually. Just help me to my feet. I’m 

feeling my age tonight.” She held out her hand to Luz who pulled her 

up. “Now run along, or you will miss everything.”  

  

“Let’s go,” Max’s voice said.  
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They took off after the boy. Despite the sad account that Miss Moon 

had shared with them, they couldn’t help but smile as they ran, for it 

felt exactly as if they were running on a huge trampoline. They ran 

down the dark street, past some sleeping houses  

  

Ahead, Luz could see the boy open the gate of the Wisely Mansion 

and start up the front walk. But by the time they reached the gate a 

few moments later, the boy had gone inside.   

  

“Look what it says,” Luz’s voice said, inspecting the iron archway over 

the gate. Written in the large letters in the ironwork were the words:   

  

  

  
  

  

“What does that mean?” Dwight asked.  

  

“Got me. Can we just walk through the gate?” Max asked. “Or do we 

have to twirl?”  

  

“I’m twirling,” Dwight said, and he spun through the gate.  

  

Max and Luz followed Dwight. As they stood on the front walk, Luz 

got a good look at the Wisely Mansion for the first time. Dark and 

massive, it rose like a mountain from the land. A brick walk lined with 

hedges meandered to the front steps. A large wooden porch ran 

along the front of the house. Turrets crowned some rooms on the top 

floor, while balconies peeked out from others. It didn’t look like any 

house they had ever seen before.  

  

“This house sure looks weird,” Dwight’s voice said.  
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“Race you inside,” Max called, and he bounded up the front steps. He 

spun through the front door without pausing. When he stopped, he 

found himself in the center of a large foyer shaped like an octagon. 

Around him were four doors.  

  

In a second, Luz and Dwight sailed into the room, almost bumping 

into him.  

  

“Hey, watch it!” Max said, smiling.  

  

“Man, what a place!” Dwight said as he gazed at the dark wood 

paneling on the walls that rose all the way to a ceiling painted like the 

night sky.  

  

Luz was busy noticing the mosaic floor with a design that showed the 

four points of a compass, each point directly in front of one of the 

doors. She walked in a circle and read the signs posted on each of 

the doors. She stopped on the south point of the compass and faced 

the door they had just come in; it was labeled EXIT. She walked to 

the west door; the sign on it read PRIVATE. Then she stepped to the 

north door. A fancy sign posted on it announced:  

  

  
  

  

The final door—the east door—displayed the most unusual sign of all:  
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“There’s a museum in the house,” Luz said.   

  

“What kind of museum?” Dwight asked.  

  

“I don’t know,” she said.  

  

“Should I find out?” Max asked.   

  

“Go ahead,” Luz said.  

  

Slowly, Max pushed his head through the museum door, trying to 

avoid brain freeze. In a few seconds, he pulled his head out. “Very 

weird,” his voice said. “All I can see is a hallway lined with glass 

cases.”  

  

“What’s in them?” Dwight asked.  

  

“I don’t know,” Max said. “It was too dark to tell.”  

  

“Forget about the museum. We need to follow Miss Moon’s son,” Luz 

said, and she spun through the RESIDENCE door.  

  

  

=========================  
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At once, she found herself in a wide hallway facing a large wooden 

staircase. The hallway was lined with carved wood columns and 

pedestals holding statues. The floor was made of polished marble 

that reflected the light from three large crystal chandeliers overhead.  

  

“It’s like a haunted mansion,” Dwight’s voice said when he had 

stopped beside Luz.  

  

“Yeah, but it’s kind of sad,” Max said, “because it won’t be here 

tomorrow.”  

  

“Come on,” Luz said, “Let’s find where Miss Moon’s son is. I bet he 

went to bed. I’m going upstairs.”   

  

“All right,” Dwight said, as he and Max began to follow her up the 

stairs.   

  

As they reached the landing, the three children paused to look out the 

large stained glass window that overlooked the back of the house. 

From the window, Luz could see a few small outbuildings and a 

garden.  

  

“I thought I’d find you here,” a voice behind the children said. They 

turned around and saw Miss Moon. “I’m feeling better now,” she said.   

  

“I’ve never been in a house this beautiful before,” Luz told her.  

  

“It was a lovely place,” Miss Moon’s voice agreed. “But appearances 

can be deceiving.”  

  

“Was it fun to live here?” Dwight asked.  

  

“Only for awhile,” Miss Moon replied.  

  

“I didn’t know Robert Wisely had a museum, too,” Max said. “What 

was in it?”  
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“Many things,” Miss Moon said. “He traveled far and wide and 

collected many objects.”  

  

Luz glanced out the window again and noticed a red glow coming 

from an area of the backyard.  

  

“What’s that?” Luz asked. “Is that fire?”   

  

“Where?” Max asked.  

  

“Over there,” Luz said, pointing.  

  

“Oh, by the gardener’s cottage?” Miss Moon’s voice said. “That’s the 

pit where the trash was burned. Every house had one back then. It 

wasn’t the safest way to dispose of trash, but that’s how it was done.”  

  

As the children watched, a woman in a long black dress and veiled 

hat stepped out the back door of the house. Luz could see her very 

clearly in the light that spilled from the downstairs windows.  

  

“Oh, look,” Max’s voice said. “That’s you, Miss Moon.”  

  

“What were you doing that night?” Luz asked her. “Were you going  

somewhere? The newspaper said you weren’t home.”  

  

Miss Moon didn’t answer.  

  

The woman walked towards the glowing trash pit. When she reached 

it, she stood motionless for a few seconds, her back to the house.  

Then the woman bent down, blending into the darkness around her.  

Luz couldn’t see what she was doing. A moment later, the woman 

stood up and walked back toward the house.  

  

“What are you carrying?” Luz's voice asked Miss Moon. As the 

woman neared the house, her face covered by the black veil, Luz 

could finally make out what she was holding: a log that burned 

brightly at one end. Luz was shocked. “What are you going to do?” 

she asked, as the woman opened the back door and stepped inside.  
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Dwight looked at Miss Moon with a puzzled look on his face. “Did you 

start the fire?” his voice asked.  

  

Miss Moon glanced away. “I told you,” she said, “that appearances 

can be deceiving.”  

  

“But why would you start the fire?” Luz asked. “Your son is in the 

house.”  

  

“Oh, no!” Max's voice called from the top of the stairs. “Look!”  

  

They turned toward him and saw a wisp of black smoke trail up the 

stairs near the ceiling. Since they were traveling in the past, they 

couldn’t smell anything, but they realized immediately that the fire 

had started.  

  

“You did start the fire!” Max said. “How could you do that?”  

  

Before Miss Moon could reply, Luz and Dwight began to race 

downstairs.   

  

“I don’t understand,” Max's voice said and ran after them. As he 

reached the bottom of the stairs, he saw smoke pouring from a room 

on the other side of the hall.  

  

Dwight and Luz were standing in the doorway, as Max reached them. 

The woman in the black dress and veil stood frozen in the center of 

the fiery room. The log she had been carrying was lying on a sofa 

which now danced with flames.  

  

“Can we get hurt?” Max asked.  

  

“I don’t think so,” Luz's voice said. “We’re not part of this time. We 

can walk through anything. I don’t even smell smoke.”  

  

They watched in horror as the fire in the room grew larger. Finally, the 

woman seemed to realize what she had done. She put her arms in 
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the air and spun around. She began to run toward the door, but she 

tripped on a small table and stumbled. As she fell to the floor, flames 

ignited a chair by the back window.  

  

Luz gasped and turned away. “Miss Moon said that no one got hurt,” 

she told the boys . “But I don’t like watching this.”  

  

“I can’t watch either,” Max said.  

  

“Then let’s leave,” Luz said. “Watching something bad is no fun at 

all.”   

“But I want to see what happens,” Dwight’s voice argued. “Just wait a 

few more seconds, okay?”  

  

Luz glanced back at the room. She watched as the woman in the 

black dress pushed herself up from the floor. As she did, she bumped 

the brim of her hat on a table. The hat and veil flew off, revealing her 

face.   

  

The children looked at one another in shock. The woman was not 

Miss Moon at all. The woman in the black dress was Mrs. Norolla. 

She had started the fire in the Wisely Mansion that night.  

  

  


